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His song was of the summer time,
The very birds sang in his rhyme;
The sunshine, the delicious air
The fragrance of the flowers were there.
The Golden Legend.

- —P»HJT'

HENRY WADSWORTH

LONGFELLOW




ENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW, the greatest of American

poets, and one of the most popular of writers in the English lan—

guage, had the good fortune to be the son of well-to-do parents.
From his birth the road was made smooth for him, and so it may be said
to have continued for the seventy-five years of his peaceful and some—
what uneventful life.

Longfellow was born in the city of Portland, State of Maine, on
February 27, 1807. At the age of fourteen he was sent to Bowdoin
College, in the neighbouring town of Brunswick, and in four years
graduated there with high honours.

Intended for the legal profession, he immediately entered his father’s
office, although the study of the law was certainly uncongenial to him.
Before many months, however, his good fortune, now in the shape of

Bowdoin College, came to his rescue. He was highly honoured by being
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offered the Professorship of Modern Languages that the Authorities of
the College then proposed to found.

On accepting this offer Longfellow started for Europe to perfect
himself for his Professorship by a residence of nearly four years in
England, France, Germany, Spain, and Holland, the result being that
he achieved such considerable distinction during the years he lectured
at Bowdoin that, on the Professorship of Modern Languages and Belles-
letires in the University of Cambridge, Massachusetts, becoming vacant,
he was offered the chair. Before taking up this new office he once more
went to Europe, on this occasion spending most of his time in Germany,
Denmark, and Sweden, to further strengthen his knowledge of the literature
of Northern Europe.

His truthful and graceful work proves him to be' pre-eminently the

interpreter of all that is peaceful, lovely, and cheering in external nature
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and human life. He has neither ascended the bright mountains of transport,
where the beautiful is transfigured into the glorious, nor descended into
the dark mines of misery, where even the beautiful is deformed into the
frightful. He dwells between these extremes, which are the zenith and
nadir of human experience, and he sings so sweetly in the intermediate
region of everyday nature and life, that all jaded or irritated spirits may
have recourse to his muse for refreshment and soothing, even as King
Saul, when the evil spirit was upon him, called for David the harper.”
Longfellow married in 1831 Miss Potter, of Portland, who died in
Rotterdam in 1835, while they were making a tour of Europe; she is

“

commemorated in the beautiful poem, “ The Footsteps of Angels.” He

married again in 1843, Miss Frances Elizabeth Appleton, the heroine of
“ Hyperion.” The poet’s death took place at Cambridge, Massachusetts,
on March 24, 1882.

Edric Vredenburg
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HE home of the American poet, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,

during the greater part of his life was in the picturesque town of

Cambridge, Massachusetts, and there many of his best-known
poems were written.

The forge of the Village Blacksmith really stood there, beneath
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the shelter of a * spreading chestnut-tree,” in Cambridge, and when,
as the town grew larger, the smithy was removed and the tree cut
down, all the school children in Cambridge subscribed together to
buy the wood of the famous tree, and had a chair made from it which
they gave to the poet.

Longfellow was deeply interested in all Indian lore, and in the
poem of' Hiawatha” he has embodied many of the old legends of the
North American Indians. Hiawatha, who was known among the
different tribes under various names, was supposed to be a person of
miraculous birth, sent among them by the Great Spirit to clear their
rivers and forests and to teach them the arts of peace.

In* The Golden Legend” we find quite a different form of story.
This is a legend written down by one of the old German Minnesinger

and called, * Der arme Heinrich” (Unhappy Henry). The American
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poet has faithfully followed the outlines of the story, but has added a
good deal to it, including the appearance of Lucifer with his train of
evil spirits, and his attempts to lead Prince Henry astray.
Five of the remaining stories are taken from thé Tales of a Wayside
Inn” — a series of poems whose plan was evidently suggested by
“ The Canterbury Tales.”
Doris Ashley
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ORE than a thousand years ago there lived a famous Emperor.

Many were his deeds of valour, and there have come down to us

a wealth of stories and poems concerning his wondrous acts. But
Charlemagne (or Charles the Great) was not only a mighty warrior; he
cared for peace and strove to improve the condition of his people. He
invited men of learning from other countries to his Court, and made
them teachers in the schools which he founded in his capital — schools
wherein the King’s own sons were taught side by side with children of
the poor. The chief of these teachers was Alcuin, the most learned man
of the age, who not only imparted his knowledge to his pupils but won

their affection by his kindly nature.




Now amongst his scholars was a youth named Eginhard, who so far
surpassed the others that what was hard work to them seemed but a
game to him. He learned rapidly all the arts and sciences, and was
moreover an accomplished poet and musician. So remarkable was the
young student’s progress that it came to the knowledge of the Emperor,
who resolved to take Eginhard into his service and train him for high
office in the realm.

So Eginhard became his secretary and won much favour. Yet his
modesty was great, and he lived as much as possible in quiet seclusion
with his books.
“ All men loved him for his modest grace,

And comeliness of figure and of face.”
Eginhard kept always the favour of Charlemagne, and wrote the life of
his great benefactor. He was much loved by the next King, Charlemagne’s

son, with whom he had been taught in Alcuin’s school, and died an old




man full of honour.

A chronicler, many years after, tells this story of what befell
Eginhard in the days of his youth. Whether this story be true or not we
cannot tell, but it shows that people believed that beneath the warrior
King’s coat of mail lay concealed all the tenderness and affection which
a father can bestow.

The great Emperor had one fair daughter, the Princess Emma, and
many were the reports throughout the realm of her exceeding loveliness
and sweetness of disposition. Charlemagne had resolved that she should
be trained in all womanly arts, as befitted a noble lady, and so he had
sent her to a convent where the gentle nuns had taught her to do beautiful
embroideries and all things pertaining to the care of a household. In those
days the mistress of a home, even the Queen herself, did not disdain to
instruct her maids in spinning and cookery and such-like domestic arts.

The nuns, too, must have had a garden of herbs and flowers which they




carefully tended, for when the Princess Emma returned to Court, above
all other things she loved to wander in the Palace gardens and cull the
wondrous variety of flowers that grew therein. Even the studious
Eginhard, as he pored over his books heard whispers of the Princess’s
charms, and when she returned home in state attended by knights and
courtiers, the young scholar gazed eagerly through his window for a first
glimpse of the Princess. On that same day a banquet was given in her
honour, and Eginhard, looking from his lowly seat, was lost in wonder at
her beauty. He slept but to dream of the Princess, and when next
morning he rose betimes and wandered, with a learned book in his
hand, through the Palace gardens, once more he saw her as she
gathered sprays of roses, while a demure maid of honour followed in
close attendance. Graciously the noble lady held out her flowers to the
youth, saying, “ Tell me, Eginhard, the mystery and the meaning of the
rose.” With courtly salute but trembling at his daring reply, he



