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and cities. Did you ever sit dowvn and larood over one ? Whiat
a sweet înelanchioly there %vas in it ail. OH< stoves and stove
pipes whichl burned xnany a cord of wood and ton of coal and
cooked dinniers foi- the rich and poor, broken dislies w'hichl
servcd inials to fainily uîdl triends, lainps and lanil glasses
ivhich -watchied inany a %veary sLitch, followed niany a Elne of
book and paer and ligh ted inany a sl3ejeplss hour of :vr
tossed clîild and lo-vecd on, old slioes the feet wliich once
%vore tIieni flow sti11ed anfd inoîlderino- to dust. No inatter lio%ý,
suggestive tliis backw~ard look, wlodsrsto dwell 11pon1 its
sorrow ladened poetry ? W'ho wvould not -wilIingly turn froni
such a scelle of desolation t() sky, Ilowcr, trec, life andl ail the
ngrandeur of God's Whin Vy thon should Nve sit dowiî
by the "refuse vallef" of a great uian's life to brood over
wliat "iit hiave beon," or as Bret Harte says of "whiat is

and1 lla(lf't oughit to beon." Why not, Iave the depressing
scelle an(1 pass throngh-I tie por-ta-is. of t a il',' greatnless %'ith
inspiration as our cliarioteer.

To-ighrlt, thon, I %vish to turn awray froin flice sins and
follies of Burns and bringy hefore you some of' the geis froin
the trciasury of biis recorded thouglhts, foiro, if no mnail is
stiroing)e-- blan Iiis wveakvest point, eveiry mnan is, at Ieast in
soile senso, as great, as bis gyreatest, tbonght.

Acyain, I do not %visli to approacli this suhiject, as the
tlie-olo<r.iani îiiirrht; (Io, witlî preconlcived sy.stonîs to inlaintain
and t hlin condenin the, 1)ot becausc we coul(1 fot discover
that by w~hicli woe mighit Nvrite iîn oi-tltodlox,. Noithmr Nvou)d
I draw îiar as the critie of pliilosopliy or rhetoric desiring to
rend in piecos the wvho1e fabrie of blis productions, scatter £lic
bits to the four win(15 and glont over the ruins. Nay', 1 wvould
coule as one into a, great art, gaHery with plastic nîind and
impressionable heart. I w'ould tread upon saered ground with
heart tuîied hy poetie, touch auid as a poet I w%ýoinlid enavour
to interpret the hieart of 01(1 Scotland's poctie child. This
iinust. atter all be the rigit~ way to find the true lite of our
author, for nio mnan without roses in blis lieart, cani see the
beauty of the rose or guess its loveliness.
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