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Relighting the Lamps
BY FELLOW MEMBER N O . I

A

LOOK back on a changing scene
from 1933, our first quarter century. On March 23rd, 1908, a "Gathering of the Arts" at the late St.
Charles Hotel, asked the chairman to
organize it into a Club, which for a
year nomaded in studios, art galleries
and restaurants for talkative monthly
dinners—in the days when no member's expressed ideas bored anyone.
In 1909 the talking club went into a
lunch-room garret, with a skylight, a
gas-burner and a four-page issue of
THE LAMPS. In 1910 on a one-horse
wagon, it trekked to Court Lane,
behind Police Station No. 1; the mysterious, cold-creepy haunt of spiral
staircase, Little Theatre plays, a great
chorus, a colossal fire place, the first
Boar's Head Carol, the original Constitution, and a daily fireworks of
opinions and genial insults that came
to a focus in more issues of THE
LAMPS.

In 1920 the 250 members

left the cordwood pile and the police
station carols to rebuilt St. George's
Hall, where we relight THE LAMPS on
a scene which, in a mechanizing revolution called the world, still keeps its
monastic joy among ourselves—without which, the A.L.C. would be just
one more Club.
So—to the glorious golden past of
this glad fellowship, Ave et Vale! For
the future, if the spirit and technical
inventions of this Club could be liberated into the city called Toronto—
what then?

Sir Christopher Wren
HE recent tercentenary celebration
T
of the birth of Sir Christopher
Wren was marked by the impressive

memorial services held on October 20th
last in St. Paul's Cathedral; that great
edifice, the building of which was the
crowning glory of Wren's career. At
his tomb in the Crypt were offered
many tributes in reverent admiration
of this man of genius—great architect,
great gentleman and famous scientist.

Of special interest to members of
the Arts and Letters Club was the
tribute paid on behalf of the architects
of the Dominion by a member of the
Club, John A. Pearson, Dr. of Architecture, in the placing of a wreath
with the accompanying eulogy: **To
the glorious memory of Sir Christopher
Wren in deep gratitude for the flame of
inspiration which he has passed on to
all the peoples of the Empire, this wreath
is laid in the name of the Architects of
Canada."
In the beautiful trophy room of St.
Paul's was a most interesting exhibition of some of Wren's great achievements in the field of science and
architecture. But the address at the
opening ceremonies on this occasion
was delivered not by an architect, nor
by an ecclesiastic, but by an eminent
chemist, Sir Frederick Hopkins, President of the Royal Society. Wren was
one of the founders of that great
scientific body and the writer of the
preamble to the charter, a masterly
effort. The simplicity which marked
these ceremonies was in keeping with
the life of Wren, for he possessed the
simplicity of greatness.
Wren's early life up to the age of
thirty was devoted to the interests of
science. He was a master of mathematics, Dr. in Medicine, Dr. in Law,
and during his sojourn at Oxford
where he occupied the Savillian Chair
of Astronomy, he produced no less
than fifty-three inventions, covering
many branches of science and industry.
He was known to his friends as
w
a miracle of a youth," comparable
to Leonardo da Vinci as a scientist,
and his equal as a worker. In architecture he is now held supreme, as
Shakespeare is in literature. Wren's
influence, strong though it has been,
may be still greater in the years to
come.
—HERBERT E. MOORE.
Charles Goldhamer has published a portfolio of lithographic drawings of Old Ontario.
Along with Tom Stone, another Toronto
artist, they have produced an interesting
series of drawings produced in an old medium,
but new to the Canadian artists and public as
a means of artistic reproduction.

John Drinkwater, et al
E have had with us recently, Mr.
W
John Drinkwater. The distinguished author of "Abraham Lincoln"

will always command a respectful
hearing, although he does not seem to
have any luck with his lectures in
Toronto. On his previous visit, a
few years ago, his lecture was said to
be a masterpiece of analytical criti-

from singing the leading role. Yet,
the lecture agencies ruthlessly exploit
the reputation of every writer who can
be induced to walk on the platform.
The marvellous thing is that on the
average the performance is as good
as it is. Lest this should appear like
a reflection on John Drinkwater, I
hasten to add that as an elocutionist,
his talents are of the first order. So
also is the genius shown in "Abraham
Lincoln."
S.B.W.

This Thusness
any significance or value in
Iands thethere
experiments of Gertrude Stein
James Joyce? Can English be

denatured of all its allusive and associational content in order to express
formless thought? Under the command of John D. Robins a group of
the members camped around The Fireplace on December 13th and chewed
over this double-barrelled question.
The decision was that, inasmuch, notwithstanding and whereas the heliotrope according to Descartes tended
towards the sun—nevertheless.

cism, but the culminating argument
was entirely ruined by a disturbance
in the audience. That does not sound
probable for a Drinkwater lecture, and
the fact is that the disturbance was
caused by the removal of a lady who
had chosen an inopportune moment
for fainting!
Happily, there was no disturbance
this time. Far from it, and quite the
contrary. In fact, reports of the lecture
are "dull and cloudy." In fairness,
the writer must add he was not present, so he can speak freely.
A sad consequence of the popular
press is this passion for lionising. How
entirely unwarranted it is to assume
that a first-class writer will make even
a tenth-rate public speaker! The two
jobs differ from each other as widely
as that of composing an opera differs

"Hector, Too Great to Fly!"
OPEAKING extemporaneously as we

O were all aware, Monro Grier and
others of the Club's Ciceros, Demostheneses and Jimmie Walkers, testified
to the virtues of our own representative on the Canadian Radio Commission, Hector Charlesworth, at a Club
dinner on Friday, October 28th.
This was the last of a series of functions in honour of Mr. Charlesworth
who, in the brief interval between the
announcement of his appointment and
his departure for Ottawa, was required
to eat more food and make more
speeches than would ordinarily be
necessary in the course of a calendar
year.
Sir William Mulock proposed the
toast to the guest. In doing so, he
was more the advocate than the judge.

B. A. Gould was a welcome guest and
admonished the new chairman of the
new Radio Commission to purify
announcers' English as soon as he
took office.
There were so many other speakers
that the chronicler cannot remember
them all, but everything said about
Mr. Charlesworth was in his favour
and he must have departed wondering
why he had not previously known
what a great fellow he is. —W. F. P.

Julius Caesar
" TULIUS CAESAR" was played at Hart
J House Theatre from October 17th
to 22nd last. The aim of the producer,
Mr. Edgar Stone, was to have a performance which maintained tradition
but at the same time had enough
freshness and vitality to give it an
original tone. The settings were purely
symbolic; the lighting being designed
to keep the pictures suggestive of
realism and yet to afford sufficient
illusion to stimulate the imagination.
The costumes were employed as a

Not Guilty; or Something
HE Fireside Heckle on Tuesday,
T
November 29th, about Sculpture,
resulted in a qualified acquittal. The

defendant, Emanuel Hahn, evaded
cross-examination by the device of
lantern slides, with the technical connivance of Ted Dinsmore. Such series
of slides as those representing the
differing conceptions of Moses shown
in the work of Donatello, Michael
Angelo and Mestrovic, proved very
illuminating as to sculpture, but wondrous little as to Mr. Hahn's aesthetic
processes.
Incidentally, one noted
that Mr. Hahn will not countenance a
knee bared without due cause, even
the knee of Moses bared by Michael
Angelo.
One might indicate some three or
four high, bright spots. The first was
the somewhat refreshing absence of
the Laocoon and of Canova. The
second was the sturdy aggressiveness
of the prosecuting attorney, together
with the timidity of the innocent and
ignorant bystanders. A third was the
lovely character of the refreshments.
Mr. Hahn poured, in brown tweed or
something, and a simple, rich beard.

•

—J. D. R.

Jack MacLaren has also produced a lively
series of caricatures of historical characters in
Canadian life. The Ryerson Press are the
publishers and the portfolio contains about a
dozen lino-cuts by the artist to a running
commentary by Merrill Denison.

colour element, for the settings were
all of one tone and depended on the
lighting, the costumes and the grouping to complete a stage picture. The
pieces of scenery were severe in design,
few in number and interchangeable.
Much of the visible action in mob
and battle scenes was dispensed with
and replaced by sound-effects off-stage.
Full scope was given to the actors and
time afforded for the lines to be appreciated by the audience through individual interpretation.
The measure of Mr. Stone's success
is known by those members of the

Club fortunate enough to witness the
production. It seems but fair to give
two appreciations of the performance
by men of long experience. One man
who had witnessed all the famous
productions of the play for some fifty
years wrote: "When the curtain went
down I realized that for the first time
on any stage I had seen and heard the
real story of Julius Caesar." The other
said: "Your production was new and
vital. It had life and inspired a new
interest in the play for me, without
departing from the traditions."
My appreciation of the playing of
Marcus Antonius was greatly heightened by my remembrance of the same
actor's performance in "Juno and
the Pay cock." Perhaps the world
was again "in a state of chassis."
Mention should be made of one performer at least, who is not a member
of this Club: Randolph Crowe, whose
performance was distinctly notable
and one giving evidence of the greatest
possible promise._ A - M o N R O G R I E R >

Kenneth Forbes has gained an award at the
Annual Exhibition of the National Academy
of Design in New York. His portrait of Captain Miller was awarded the Thomas R.
Proctor prize of $200.00 for the best portrait
in the show.

•
Peter Haworth has completed a fine series
of stained glass windows for the Timothy
Eaton Memorial Church.

A. H. Robson's New Book
N "Canadian Landscape Painters,"
Itinguished
Albert H. Robson has made a discontribution to the literature of Canadian Art.
His chief
achievement has been to illuminate
the early periods of Canadian painting
with a wealth of historical and anecdotal research. In doing this he has
shown principally that our art has

been a deeply rooted native growth—
neither a foreign importation as some
have contended—nor a recent development. True, we believe that it is
flowering now, but, like all natural
growth, it has taken time for its evolution. It may be that our art was
foreign in the beginning—that it didn't
spring fully-fledged from the landscape
or develop as an ethnic unit. But,
though it did originate from imported
seeds planted in our soil, with occasional foreign grafting on the growing
plant—the same is true today of any
movement in any environment. In
some instances, these external influences have been very beneficial, stimulating; hastening maturity; but, of
course, if we concede this, we must
also admit the reverse—that many of
them may have been harmful. Mr.
Robson, in his book, has emphasized
the fact that after so long a formative
period and apprenticeship, Canada has
at last "arrived," in the painting of
landscape.
The charm of the book to a conservative person such as myself, is
that it is conservative, too.
Mr.
Robson has remained non-partisan
throughout, pursuing in a subject so
controversial, a neutral and impartial
path.
Almost the only criticism that could
possibly be offered is that he might
have employed the same discriminating taste in his illustrations. We
know that he used the available plates
to build up his book. We know how
impossible it would be to select illustrations solely of the most distinguished achievements. But it does
possess enough outstanding pictures,
and such a quantity of fine colour
plates, that it makes an extremely
attractive work, and really a text-book
of inestimable value.
Mr. Robson's closing paragraphs, in
which he more or less expresses his
creed, are worth keeping always before
the attention of our public and our
students. "Art must ever reflect the
character and emotions of the people."
—FRED S. HAINES.

A.L.C. and T.S.O.
MONG the many unheralded activiA
ties of the Club is the Toronto
Symphony, whose founder-conductor

in 1908 was Frank Welsman, charter
member of the Club, with H. C. Cox,
one of the early members, as finance
minister. After the war had silenced
the orchestra, another member of the
Club — Luigi von Kunits — made it
sound again in 1922; and in 1923 the
Club Secretary gave the T.S.O. its
first public engagement at the Spring
Festival presented by the Daily Star
in 1923.
For the next nine years, Ernest
MacMillan, who came to the Club in
1919 from England and prison camp
at Ruhleben, became the Club's chief
conductor of chorus and of orchestra,
alternating with Reg. Stewart. It was
in the Club and on his own account
in the yearly productions of Bach's
St. Matthew Passion, associated with
club members Tattersall, Willan,
Campbell Mclnnes and Heather, that
he developed his fine genius for the
art of conducting. It was in the Club
that the commanding, vitalizing beat
of the young Scottish Canadian became as dynamic as his work at the
piano. Members of the Club chorus,
who had formerly sung for the baton
of A. S. Vogt and knew that beat as
the greatest chorus-dynamizer in the
world, felt in MacMillan's mastery of
great dramatic climaxes, something
very similar. And the question was
often asked in the Club—when will
Ernest get a great chorus or an orchestra that he can call his own?
When Luigi von Kunits, of revered
memory, did his "swan song" as he
himself called it, with the great Cesar
Franck symphony in 1931, Ernest was
his inevitable successor. Nearly all
the section leaders in the orchestra
are members of the Club. Its new
president, Vincent Massey, was for
two years a clever Club president; its
business manager, H. J. Elton, has
been in the Club for seven years; and
its chief of publicity, A. H. Robson,

was one of the Club's founder group
in 1908.
Five years ago a guest at the Club,
Adrien Boult, now director of B.B.B.,
described the Toronto Symphony as
"a soul without a body"; a neat way
of saying that it grew from precisely
the same golden idealism in which the
Club was born and has always had its
being. The many inspiring productions of chorus and orchestra in the
Club from the days of Vogt until now
are the prelude to making the Symphony a great body with a glorious
soul—expanding as it now is into a
Philharmonic Society of orchestra and
chorus in the production this season
of two great scenes from "Parsifal"
and "The Mastersingers," and of Beethoven's Choral Symphony.
The Club does not pretend to be the
creator of the Toronto Symphony or
of Hart House Theatre or of the music
and pageantry of the Centennial of
Toronto in 1934. It only happens that
the leading spirits in all these have
been, and are, members of the Club
whose greatest work in Canada for
the future will be done outside these
four monastic walls that look out
upon the world.
—A. B.
*

The Barbaric Yawp
A REMEDY has been found for FrusxJL trated Eye. Frustrated Eye is a
layman's description of the symptoms
displayed by a member who, just as
he is beginning to enjoy an argument
at the luncheon board, finds that he
has to get back to his office, studio,
gallery or place in the relief line. The
remedy is the Club's Evening Fireside
Talks. A series of them began on
November 1st.
The subject was "The Drama."
George Patton, who in his time has
played many parts, kicked off by
announcing that what the Modern
Drama needed was a greater spirit of
intolerance. He insisted on more intolerance. Mr. A. Monro Grier has-

tened to supply some by declaring
that many of the modern plays had
no j u s t i f i c a t i o n at all for t h e i r
presentation.
Professor Keith Hicks got a bit
roused at this, and stoutly maintained

that Modern Drama is infinitely superior to the seventeenth and eighteenth
century stuff, particularly that of the
French school. In answer to loud
demands for proof, Professor Hicks
quoted the success of the Pulitzer
prize-winner for 1931, the musical
comedy, "Of Thee I Sing." This, of
course, precipitated an earnest discussion which left everyone breathless.
Professor John Robins and his committee are spending all waking hours
in thinking-up burning subjects for
the talks to come. And there are some
powerful thinkers among them.
—FRANK DENTON.

The Royal Canadian
Academy of 1932
HESE are days when the whole uniT
verse seems to be in turmoil.
Nation slams nation, Dominion bar-

gains with Dominion, province smacks
province, city lambastes city, group
boos group, individual harangues individual, and to tell you the truth, I
invariably take issue with myself on

divers matters affecting my own life
and conduct.
I submit this acrimonious array for
your perusal in order to point out that
it is only in keeping with the times
and mete that this prevailing spirit
has invaded our fair land of Pigmentia
and contaminated a goodly number of
our painters (whom the story books
call the Pygmies of Pigmentia).
Not being, even remotely, related
to the Irish (thank God!), I may be
taking the wrong viewpoint in reviewing the goings-on of the great majority
of our artist brethren in these tropic
arctic wastes of ours.
It seems to me, however, that it is
time certain groups stopped writing
notes. Politics and pigment don't mix.
It is time that certain groups stopped
pushing their noses up in the air, and
showed us something new.
Let everybody stand to his work.
If he has the stuff, the publicity will
follow, if that is what is wanted. When
all is said and done, some of the old
boys aren't so bad, and most of the
young ones aren't so good.
Which all brings me to my subject—
The Royal Canadian Academy of 1932.
First of all, I want you to
Think of a number;
Double it;
Half it;
Take away the first number you
thought of;
Add five1 to it—and
The answer is The Royal Canadian
Academy of 1932.
Rather than level criticism at any
individual of our oldest group of
painters, it would, I think, be of
greater help (and after all, that's
exactly what a critic should give) to
offer some constructive suggestions as
to how the show might be "peppedup" and made more interesting in
future.
As I am very limited in space, I
cannot deal with each and every picture in the show. To illustrate a few
iCharles Comfort, Dorothy Stevens, Kenneth
Forbes, Will Ogilvie, Bertram Brooker.

of my thoughts, let us take the reproductions in the catalogue—there are
eleven of them, and out of the eleven,
seven of them (this begins to sound
like a crap gamei) are blanketed in
snow and ice. I am not so terribly
anti-snow, but in one respect I am
anti; the attachment of practically all
our Canadian painters to one subject,
and one subject only. Once they get
their teeth into it, they paint it from
all points of the compass, year in and
year out*. What is this madness that
has seized most of them? Is it that
imagination is dead? Or are they
dissatisfied with their last year's efforts
and won't give up till they finally
achieve perfection?
Would it not be a much happier
state of affairs if our perennial tree
specialist changed places with him
who elevates skyscrapers? And there's
the hardy mountaineer who is immune
to nose-bleeds and high-blood pressure—or is he?
Then there's the "Our Church of
the Forgotten Horses" School—here
is a clear case for the Humane Society.
"The horse is the friend of man"—
yet here, once more, are to be found
these poor dumb animals standing
knee deep, out in the snow, with the
red sleighs dangling at their buttocks.
They have been waiting patiently, for
years, outside the church, where some
ardent son of a revivalist is (administering unto his flock such a sermon
as would, in comparison, make the
Wee Free Meenister at Drumbrechleton, N.B., look like a hotcha-hotcha
in a Port Said Liquidarium.
Let me commend one gentleman
who caught two nasty sailing ships,
stripped them of their sails right to
the spanker, and froze them in a
harbour. Until spring, at least, they
won't be able to come madly splashing
and bulging directly at us, full-sailed,
through a Reckitts' Blue sea and a
cotton batten sky.
Wambling game played with dice.
Ed, Note: Shame!
*Ed. /Vole; Mixed metaphor used under Special
Linns* No. 721, 1932.

Following this array of Canadian
Popsiclii, one turns the page to
Dorothy "What-a-Girl" Stevens's
"Colored Nude." Ah, here's something! When you look at colour,
technique and drawing such as is
demonstrated here, it makes you take
hope once more and say all is not lost.
Would we had a few more Dorothy
Stevenses in Canada!
There is no reproduction of Kenneth
Forbes's work in the catalogue, but I
always get a great deal of delight and
help from this master draughtsman.
Perhaps he does paint with a stiff
forearm, but what of it—he's one of
the few portraitists in Canada whose
portraits would be spoiled by hanging
a calendar tab under them!
Keep your eye on Will Ogilvie. He
is rapidly becoming one of our best.
For pattern, interpretation and invention, he is quickly forging his way to
our very front rank.
A word for Bertram Brooker's stilllife. It is a beauty. Full of rich tone,
sound, searching drawing and excellent composition. Brooker has done
much to lift us from the doldrums in
the past and this still-life proclaims
him a tower of strength for the future.3
There is an old axiom among the
Thespians: "Your exit is half your
act!"—and so I have held over Charles
Comfort till the curtain: Comfort, our
only Canadian painter, either past or
present, who ever had "The Spark."
I don't say that everything he has
done has been good, but this only
proclaims him the true genius that he
undoubtedly is. I have seen him do
more worth-while things than his John
Creighton portrait, but that's beside
the point.
For sheer brilliant draughtsmanship,
colour, tone, design and characteranalysis, Comfort stands all by himself, the supreme outstanding Canadian painter.
_ j w MCLAREN.
*Ed. Note: Mixed metaphor used under Special
License No. 721, 1932.
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J. E. H. MacDonald
OR some months last winter Jim
F
MacDonald was in Barbadoes. We
often pictured him resting in that soft

air, looking out over the sea, revelling
in the rich beauty of a tropical landscape. He was an absent friend. We
would have been glad to see him in
the body, but it was not his body that
had delighted us for more than twenty
years. It was the spirit of the man,
the depth of his understanding, the
play of his humour, the energy of his
kindness. In our memory of his charm
he was with us every day.
Now he has gone away again. They
say he is dead, but that is only a
manner of speech. His garment of
clay failed him and fell away, but the
man who wore that fine distinctive
cloak with an air, still walks amongst
us as he walked last winter. His
charm, his influence as a serious artist,
as a good man, will continue. We shall
remember him with a steady affection
until our own flimsy raiment drops
away and leaves us naked and open
before the eyes of God.
Our friend has marched into "the
great Perhaps," as a gentleman unafraid. In the stupendous universe
built only of wave-frequencies, obeying
the mystical equations of the Absolute
Mathematician, there is a high place
for a soul all composed of love and
wonder and truth. Surely love and
wonder and truth—so shadowy to our
material eyes—are the realities that
will be left after protons and electrons
have cancelled themselves out and the
Creator has begun to invent a new
hyper-geometrical series of divine
complexity.
MacDonald loved life; every manifestation of the mystery, from the
blade of grass to the mind of Leonardo
da Vinci; not with the calm affection
that is the dullard's portion, but with
an intensity possible only to the Gael
who is also an artist. He stood in awe

and shyness before these manifestations, as Dante stood before Beatrice.
His joy was ecstasy. His senses
brought to his brain no common messages, but the horns of Elfland faintly
blowing.
His one continuing grief was his
feeling of helplessness before these
daily miracles; his inability to express
in colour and design, or in words, more
than a faint shadow of the supernal
beauty forever rising before him.
Wherever he went, to the Northland, to the Rockies, to Barbadoes, or
to his garden in Thornhill, he saw the
same pageant of majesty under the
daily sun, and the same noble humility
was upon him. He never complimented
a scene by painting it; he never patronized Nature; he never stood before
God's work with his hat on. These
engaging customs he left for lesser
breeds without the law, giving them
at the same time the tribute of a smile.
Because of his humility he had
schooled himself to compass the vast
technique of his art. His hand was
sure, his eye for colour was masterly,
his sense of composition and design
was superb. These fine skills come
only by toil, tempered by prayer and
fasting. He had a passion for work, a
consuming desire to do the impossible.
Like one of Peter Donovan's fictioncharacters he defined Art to himself as
trying with all his might to do something that he knew couldn't be done.
Yet no one in Canada has come
nearer to doing it. His Solemn Land
almost touches the fringe of that garment of glory in which the Lake
Superior country is arrayed. His
Tangled Garden is a reverent expression
of the exuberance of life. Some have
said that this picture is "like tapestry"; a pitiable simile; as if one
would compare the light of Venus to
a tallow candle. Be assured that Jim

was not thinking of Bayeux or of the
Gobelins when he laid his palette. He
was in the spirit of the child who said:
"Mother, doesn't God make the nicest
things!"
Just as he had learned to work so
he had learned to give. He had treasures for all his friends; affection and
intimate thoughts, sparkling epigrams,
flashes of a real genius; and labour as
well. The time and toil he gave to the
Arts and Letters Club only we older
members know. This was his place of
rest, where music and poetry, drama
and design and colour were in the air.
He never could do too much for it.
At the Club his shyness was in part
abated and we caught glimpses of a
great man; great in his resolution, in
his courage, in his sympathies, in his
distastes. He had hot scorn for injustice, for tyranny, for falsehood and
pretence. His anger, nevertheless, was
tempered with pity for the offender.
He was great enough to think little of
himself and his reputation. Perhaps
he thought too much of the task before
him. As his health declined he tended
towards worry lest he might not be
able to reach his own standards. He
lacked training in the art of laughing
at one's self, the antidote for melancholy. Yet he had aflowingstream of
humour which broke at times into
white water, as in his poem on a
certain "Bandmaster of the Navy."
Unspoken scorn blazed in those verses
for the loose-tongued bully, for the
insolent naval officer clothed in a little
brief authority.
He was of Liberal temper; smiling at
the stupidities of Government, of Politics, of Society, of every kind of human
organization. He never would follow
tradition for tradition's sake; yet he
had respect for reasoned tradition. He
was no anarchist. His mind was too
clear to be captivated either by the
sophistry of demagogues or the fatheaded chatter of pundits and mandarins. He stood for freedom, not for

license. No one could chain his art
and he refused to forge fetters for the
art of others. He realized that the
root-principles of all art were sincerity

and the passion of love; the longing to
express ineffable things such as are not
given to the tongue of man to utter.
Once he was convinced that a
brother artist was an honest, worthy
seer and thinker, he did not quarrel
with that brother's method of expression. "He doesn't see it as I do," he
said on one occasion, "that is what
interests me." He may have suspected
his own eyes for the habit of selfexamination and self-criticism was
constant. He knew that his ideals
were not to be reached, but he chafed
under a driving ambition to reach
them.
He was a Modernist in Academic
robes and found no inconsistency in
the costume. Neither can any sane
man, remembering the ancient wisdom
that only within the law is true freedom to be found.
Two weeks ago we asked Jim for

one of his poems to grace the pages of
our Club magazine, THE LAMPS. On
the last day I saw him alive he brought
five, two of which I chose as true
reflections of the spirit I had long
loved.
The first is entitled—
QUICK

SKETCH

Had I the hand for form and line,
The soul-selected best,
No time to paint that plumy pine
Against the broken West.
Oh, could I take it with a thought
And press it in a book
For all to see the trees that stand
When Spirit turns to look!
Only a pine in muddy fields
Seen with the body's eye,
To Spirit stood at heaven's edge
Against eternal sky.
'Tis weariness and labour done,
And conquering and pain,
And faith, sad-turning from the sun
To greet the sun again.

The other is called—
SUNSET
Now the chapter ends.
See the golden lines
Burnished on the blue
Over pines!
Through the day we've read
Life in common text,
Turned a plodding page.
Heaven next!
And the Master's art
Wreathing gold to show
Beauty of the plain
Things we know.
The Arts and Letters Club was honoured by having Jim MacDonald as
President for two years, and as VicePresident or Executive member for
twenty. We bid him not Adieu, but
Au Revoir, remembering with admiration and affection the work he did for
the Club and for Canada, the cunning
of eye and hand, the sweetness and
light of his personality. And so he
walks with each of his friends to-day
and will walk until the soft distant
trumpet-call sounds for us.

