
Hilda Mary Hooke 

ALTHOUGH Hilda Mary Hooke has not issued a volume of 
her verse, apologies are not necessary for the fact that she is 
included in this anthology. The flavour of true poetry is 
rare enough in these days when great quantities of mediocre 
verse are finding publishers and, indeed, it is this intangible 
but very real thing, inspiration, which we find in the work 
of this writer Hilda Mary Hooke (Mrs. Richard Tapscott 
Smith) was born in Odcombe, Somerset, England, in 1898, 
and when four years old she was brought to Canada by her 
parents. She is a graduate of the Conservatory of Music, 
London, Ontario, and, s~nce her marriage, she has resided 
in that city where her childhood was spent. We are told that 
her literary aspirations were fanned into flame by the under;" 
standing encouragement of the Rev. Robert Norwood, the 
poet, who was for a time in charge of the Cronyn Memorial 
Church in London. At th,e age of eighteen her poetry showed 
a decided power and a high intuitive quality. If she fulfils 
the promise contained in the few poems which she has given 
us, we may expect to see a new name added to the select 
number of "major" poets in Canada. Probably her discovery 
should be credited to Mr. John W. Garvin, anthologist and 
editor, who introduced her work to the public through the 
columns of the Toronto Globe. 

IRIS 

Iris by the riverside, 
Tall and proud and blue, 

Love was very wonderful 
When His heart dreamed you. 
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With the springtide fragrance, 

Sun and sweeping rain, 
Came your mystic radiance 

To the world again. 

You have grown and blossomed 
Many long lives through, 

Many stars have fashioned 
This unfathomed You. 

You have heard the triumph 
Of eternal spheres 

Flung along the arches 
Of the ancient years, 

Till their vibrant music 
Singing in their soul 

Lifts your mind to vision 
Of a shining goal, 

Where through pain and passion 
Each new road you plod 

Sweeps a flaming highway 
To the hills of God. 

Iris by the riverside, 
Tall and proud and blue, 

Love was very wonderful 
When His heart dreamed you ~ 
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