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d." of c;l!me and brother Scote,”” and gazed in the sunny Alas! for that noblo-hearted youth, in whom there was a soul of
tify) an "8 youth enraptured, on the swcet iolms and bcau-‘ immortal worth, immortal vigor.
oy, ort 8 of the immortal Nith. Nor is it because of a'
cel dig wdoxy of faith with which some are charged, that wei
. e.ul:ﬂsed to leok with our own eyes at the truth in regard to'

R 8 of hig g 4 . . Lo
Ve, that 10 | th', We bel_'eve there isa moral it and, We| It} was not poverty that drew this archangel down; nor
5 vilir ook this truth in the face, and learn its moral, is the proud man’s contumely ; nor tha world’s cold scorn ; nor the
"My the name of I ’ !

e, or o , Burns. 1t is not to deny him a poet’s I hardehips of his singular lot ; nor any flaw inherent in his constitu-
Surne| e, Poel’s honors, or a poet’s genius,—it is not to prove
L]

nworthy of {1 N bt B | tion ; .but the fiery elerncnt of intoxication, taken to excess and
" teal o yolt 10 country that gave us irth.  Besides, | operating on his high toned, poetic temperament, as oil added to
"'i“g. And ath, cannot injure the dead. [t may benefit the|ihe flames. All his later poetry it contaminated. Tt took his
that g1, ghr.] A alas ! one of the most sorrowful of all discoveries i¢, | Folian harp, originally tuned for celestial harmony, and made it
o Proteg 1. 'e'd uf the mighty, though raised in kindness, cannot give out only tartarean discords. At last, it laid its murderous

'M ; and the eloquence of the highly gifted, though fully | hand on the minstre! himself ; quenched his lustrous eye in ever-

e .
tray, ) 0': !na behalf, cannot conceal from us the melancholy lasting darkness,and poured into his cup the wormwood of despair
by, . Y into

There comes over us a spirit of lamentation, and inconsolable
sadness, as we sea him led on to ruin, and falling at last, ignobly,
into a drunkard’s cold, hopeless, eternal grave.

Uried iy, zicating liquor killed Burns—intoxicating liquor {and death.
OWn Oet‘shc loathsomeness of a drunkard's grave, one of nature’s| It is not the whole of our sorrow that in the death of Burns we
1 ~—0he w

ho was elect for some great achievements, for

en
®fit of all men, through all time !

lost a Poet. Was he not a man with an immortal soul? In
Vit vain, you will search F.he pages of Carlyle, or of the great Christo-
doavgy, ll\.e generous feelings of a brother Poet, Prof. Wilson en. | Pher, for any such thing ae a ealm and deliberate avowal, or re-

Ny With greq, ingenuity, and with a rich mellifluous flow of | COgNition of this fact. Hence, in vain, will you search these
of '"E :ens(,n‘ to obscure, if not to deny this fact.  His solution | Writers for anything like an estimate of hismoral character. They
Ovg, 0":'“ €arly death, seems (o be that he sank into the grave | concern thexflselveu only with the genius of Bumsf-.wil.h the re.
hone,l ® With the hardships of his situation. Carlyle, oftener an lation in which he stands to the judgment of critice in pootry
ly wiy AN than a wise one, has dealt somewhat more faithful. | and feate of the intellect. "]‘hia i'a lit!Ie -.hort of ]ilera.ry blind-
11 %o the 9rne in this matter. He recites his history according | "% ar.nd woe to the gerufrnlwn which lifts its eyes no higher fctr

o g, cts, and asks: * Where then does the cause lie? We| instructior, than the writings of such men. When a noble ship
Sty ce .‘0 answer : with himself; it is his inward and not his is dashed upon the rocks, do we concern ourselves merely for the

' Misfortunes that bring him to the dust.” loss of her timbers? Whena (.:ily is destroyed by an earthquake,

hiy ;4 W do we sorrow only over the bricke and the mortar 7 When the
lo Ed‘nh ¢ truth, but not the whole trath.  Before Burns went| .\ night of dcath descended on Burns, had he not a sout? If
Whe, . "T8h he had tasted of the licentiousness of the times.

n that o . . . we would be instructed thoroughly, by his fate, we must consider
*the ting cily, weleomed by its best society, and an object| ¢ cuegtion. We are not to make a difference ; for there is one
ere Crest and deejest interest, the haunts of inlemperance

h o8t ¢, . . law—one God—one judgment, for all. Wiile one deplores hia

] H.d Rone pype :“sfamly graced with hie presence. Not that he loss, in the style and creed of a Cicero—and another mourns over
® Wag only :nyh?mo the ‘p‘rofoundo-l depthe of their foul waters. him, as a boon companion in mirth and song, and another weeps
linm. tlo s way thither. bitterly at his grave—he knows not why. May we not, with the

g1y p 1ehce—his brilliant impromptn poetry—hig wit kind.

i Bible in hand, lament over him, in the spirit and faith of a Pau!?
} n‘.hihz rﬂ large face, like the flush of the Aurora Borealis, and

Burne waa a Puet, and he will long maintain a place among
Poets. But here we imitate one of his own memorable etanzas:

g, s'Om his great black eye—of which Sir Walter Scott has
1 ﬁﬂite Uch another eye I never saw in a human head ;” his in.

fay) naty . \ Fora’ lha'l, an' a' th?l,’
oy rea lrfs, and readiness to notnge afui honor lhe'ponfest ‘A l"ocls worth an a that ;
R\any O u‘re 1o the street ; these traits introduced him into D",i a’ the ?vorld say it nay'. '
Pl.‘“e o tdnight revel, where boisterous mirth and deafening ap. The soul's the man for &’ that! -
g, "1y allureq him more quickly onward to his melancholy What tho’ through life we live at ease,

Grow rich, an’ great, an’ a’ that,
Be drunk with wine—do what we pleaso—

ith 4
8 . .
Brey, v "%ong of abstinence, the vicious habit slowly and surely Still, we must die for a’ that.

pi‘ied’ N " him, Many saw it ; many deplored it. They blamed, |

n ) . But then frae wue, frae guilt, an’ (ears,
S Mgy, . tri finally ghunned him. o resented ; felt himsell still Nor golden gems an’ a’ that,
q""ila'p "ed to drown his sorrows ; poured forth snatches of ex- Nor faith o' fools, nor vows, nor tears,
Mgy . 1Y ; devoted some of his best days to the composition | Cun tave the soul for a’ that,
Plu,,g‘d * Was seen now and then at the tables of the rich; then! We see not why the whole truth ghould not be told, T.et every
v ey, Again ipgo proud defiance of rain, Consumed his! cause have the benefit of all that properly belongs to it. We are
g {::"\l.nnd his immortal genius in these licensed porticos of | the advocates of worthy clients. There is a soul in man; and,
| Rlegy,

. ang averns. Saw his plane all blasted ; his family ne.
‘R dg(em‘:o“ }he brink of poverty ; was admonished ; but came
® toya ‘f8tion 1o pause though mercy yet held out to him
1A% th ':ep\re. He knew his prospects—all cheerless and sad
g R " ::: on he rushed towards the deep, dark gulph of
) el v

i“: Yorn o, in that gulph he perished—one of nature’s

it is on that intoxicating liquor commits the greatest violence, and
for that cause we condemn it. One may cry it down because it
devours the wealth of a people: another, because it destroys do-
mestic happiness: another because of his sympathy for the
fatherless : mnother, because of ite crimes and taxes : another

because of its being a curse to genius. This is all-
Vigti o';' of sweetest, loftiest, and immortal sung—perished, | well. But it is not from the eloquence simply of political econo-

w This is nothing less than a tragedy. 'my that this cause is to receive and retain ite momentum. Nor .




