
THE LADIES: GOD BLESS THEM! 

Little one, thou art sweeter far 
Than any petal textured star, 
Sweeter than a lover's gift, 
Thou art joy that God hath whiffed! 

-Lady Roddick. 

IN THE CASE of only one of the writers, whose works 
have been considered in this volume, was poetic 

genius transmitted to an offspring. James McIntyre's 
daughter, and only surviving child, inherited some
thing of her sire's ability as a poet. Kate (McIntyre) 
Ruttan is a widow of Lavallee, Ontario, in the Rainy 
River district. Her book, Rhymes Right or Wrong of 
Rainy River, was published in 1926. From which I 
have already quoted both poems in praise of her father, 
the "Caledonian Bard." Her muse is intent on local 
themes to an extent that forbids copious quotation here. 
The following lines to a Presbyterian minister may be 
taken as typical of her more serious work: 

REVEREND LAVIS 

Three cheers for Lavis, 
He sings like a mavis, 
Preaches like Paul, 
Like Apollo does water, 
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Demands a revival, 
And of good the survival, 
Oh, happy the clay 
In the hands of this potter. 

ANASTASIA HOGAN, at the time of her poetic 
n activity in the eighteen-nineties, was a resident of 
Newfoundland. She is presumably of Irish descent. 
Her melodies are clearly traceable to Tom Moore as 
inspirational source, rather than to Robbie Burns. 
Like all good children of Erin, she loved the home of 
her race, and its floral emblem: 

THE SHAMROCK 

'Tis small, but represents that Isle, 
That's famous for abundant soil, 

Those leaves are dear to Irish hearts, 
They shall never die ti11life departs. 

Her book, Poems, published in Newfoundland, also 
speaks generously of that country. She was very. fond 
of its scenery; and one landscape is very beautIfully 
described in the stanzas To Quidi Vidi River: 

O'er earth a prettier scenery 
Is very rarely found, 

In a valley lie thy waters deep, 
On each side a burying ground. 

The coming and going of the ships delighted h:r. 
There are references to buoys, lighthouses, and ShIP-
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wrecks. The poem to the oil tank Rotterdam expresses 
her joy over the averting of a marine disaster: 

Our harbor now is this ship's home, 
Saved from the surging threat'ing foam. 

Good luck has guided her off the rock, 
And gave her a chance to try our dock. 

For all that, Anastasia Hogan would not have been 
a disciple of Moore unless sentimental topics had en
gaged her more than any others. And this is the case. 
She is the poet of the tender passion. The titles are 
enough to indicate how often her heart had been quick
ened, and sometimes hurt: Parted, To an Old Photo
graph, To a Lock of Hair, To an Absent One, To S--, 
To G---, Parted (a second time), Blue Eyes, Black 
Eyes, Parted (third episode), Thoughts on H--, and 
so on. Anastasia appears to have loved easily and 
often. Among them all, and very properly too, it IS 
Blue Eyes that contains her most famous quatrain: 

I revel in those beauteous eyes, 
Time passes by while gazing on them, 

Oh, happy hours absorbing flies, 
Life is naught to me without them. 

It is only fair to the poet's reputation to add that 
some--a minority-prefer the opening stanzas of First 
Dream of Love. In this matter I am no heretic. I 
stand with the majority in believing Blue Eyes to be 
t he more remarkable performance, while ready to 
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concede that First Dream also has merit, though of a 
lesser order, and more than willing to quote both that 
my readers may make their free choice between the 
two: 

FIRST DREAM OF LOVE 

As I think and look back on years that are past, 
And see the great changes take place, 

The first dream of love thro' all years will last, 
To the end of all human race. 

The bright, loving tales, the happy gay hours, 
The sweet, winsome smile that she gave, 

My life to me then wag as sweet as the flowers, 
Bedewed by youths rivulets lave. 

T HE CANADIAN WEST is represented by Lillian 
Forbes Gunter, whose Loving Memories and Other 

Poems was published at Regina about 1923. I have been 
able to gather no other information about her, except 
that she personally took orders in Regina for her book, 
and has not been seen there since its publication. She 
has evidently had some experience on a homestead, as 
her Reverie is an exceptionally faithful picture of a 
bachelor's life on the prairie. 

THE BACHELOR'S REVERIE 

A bachelor, young and handsome, 
Sat musing one day in his shack, 
Way out on the western prairie, 
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Where girls are the things that they lack: 
This bachelor sat and soliloquized, 
As bachelors oft ' have to do, 
Says he, "My, don't I wish I we.-e married, 
This thing is sure driving me blue; 
No one to smile a glad welcome, 
No one to kiss me good-bye, 
If I step to the well fOI some water, 
Or with swill make a trip to the sty; 
No one to get me my breakfast, 
No one to kindle the fire, 
And when I'm detained at the lodge room 
There's no one the cause to inquire; 
No one to yank out my whiskers, 
No one to climb on my knee, 
And no one to handle the broomstick, 
Should I get on a bit of a spree; 
No one to get me up early, 
No one to keep me up late, 
No one to praise or to scold me, 
No one to love or to hate. 
But here! I must wash up these dishes, 
Great Scott! can that be a plate? 
J\nd there is that rag of a dishcloth 
On the bed-post, serenely sedate, 
Now I must sweep up this mansion, 
Though the naughty microbes may demur, 
And finish my model housekeeping 
By giving the blankets a stir, 
I'm glad Mrs. Smith does my baking, 
My! if I had a woman like her, 
But, see here, young fellow, don't covet, 
Be a man but don't be a cur." 
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