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$Uly  Sriends

(FOR ‘THE PORTFOLIO.)
sing 10 the praise of my mightiest friend ;
" Yet a friend unassuming withal,
Who is never puffed up, and never cast

down
And yet always ** goes to the wall.”

A friend who in summer complains not of heat,

Nor feels he the bitterest cold.

For the young he is full of the merriest fun

And of wisdom profound for the old.

His sorely-vexed temper is always unrufiled,

And he never is ¢ down in the mouth ;"

His spirit’s the same when the north wind doth
blow

As when it soft sighs from the south.

He never complains of ** the hardness of times ;”

He never, I’'m sure “ had the blues.”

He's certain no glutton—he lives not to eat,

And all manner of drink he eschews.

‘Though my friend’s a mere pigmy—scarce six
inches high,

He is not (like most small men) vain :

Lives up to the precept—* Litle fulks should
be seen

Aud not heard "—t00 wise to complain.

When the day with its cares gives place to the
night

And I sit by my fireside reposing,

In the midst of his story he takes no oflence

When he oftentimes catches me dozing.

When the sorrows of life bloom thick o’er my
path,

And I'm geuting the worst of the fight,

Like a light-house unmoved when the elements
war,

He streams through the darkness his light.

He’s a flat contradiction to the worn-out old saw—

“T'wo’s company, three's none "—He's no bore,

Full many a maid with the youth of her choice

With him passes many an hour.

Of his praises I've sung but a few; lest you
weary, .

A thousand I'll quite over-look,

He lives in all lands—is a friend 10 all seckers

And speaks all their tongues—He’s a Book.

Crak .8CE Lucas.

+Poetry of Scotland.+

AVE you ever traced the river Dee?
—followed the ivestern stream
from its rising far off in Gaick

forest, as it flowed eastwaid throungh
mossy pglens that tinged its waters with
that deep yet clear amber, so character-
istic of Highland rivers, and then tuined
to the noithern stream born in the deep
zorge below Ben Dhuai, and which after
dashing for miles over a clean bed of grey
granite boulders, poured into the western
stream a flond of water of the purest
ciystalline green ?  Have vou noted that
for many miles after their junction, the
two currents flowed side by side nublended
—the northein 1etaining its clear tran-
sparent crystal, the western as distinctly
its deep amber biown?  These two
distinct and unmingling currents are an
apt image of the character and history of
Scotland’s poetry. The amber colored
stream typifies the literary poetry, the
production of educated men, flowing
tinged with the culture of other lands, to
which it was indebted for its form, its
metre, and in some measure for its
language and its sentiments. The pure
crystal current represents the home-boin
popular poetry, which springs out of the
hearts and habits of the people, breathes
of native manners, utters itself in the
vernacular langnage and in home-spun
melodies. [t is in this last that the inner
spirit of Scotland found vent ; this is her
peculiar heritage of song; a heritage
which after it has lived on for centuries
in the hearts and by the firesides of the
people, at last flowed forth into bright
and consummate expression, in the two
great national poets, Robeit Bruce and
Walter Scott.  Before, however, dwelling
on this last, the most truly national poetry
of Scotland, a word must be said on the
early literary or learned poems which
have come down to us.

Passing by for the present the
“Romance of Sir Tristram,” the
Chronicles of Barbour's *“ Bruce ” and of
Blind Hany's ' Wallace,” we come to
the earliest poems in Scotland that



