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Fiftieth Anniversary, Jan. 25th, 1909.

ODE 1.

A himdir \tar-. ha'«' Hown awa
All jiiist halt ()' anitluT,

'.'•in' l)la>l (>' janwar' win" did lihiu

Siuil Iiaiisi'l oil our ItritluT.

\\i> iiaiiu' \\a> Kah-a raiitk' chii-I:

Wi'm' iii-vcr kciit his marrow

,

W'ha. sttiii, coiildna help Im ted
F'or man or licastii's sorrow.

'I"hf oiirit' callli' in thi- tauld.

The wif iiproolit uowaii,

An" limpin" hare ilk stor\ tauld.

That sit his hcrt alowrin.

I'or well lie kiiit aiild Natiiri-'s tare
In a' lur moods sai' chanuin':

His muse has hallowed ilka |)lare

Where'er his steps yaed rani;iii'.

Sweet Alton flows amai'.ti her hraes
Mair uiiiily for his siiitiin';

Far centuries sliall iinoke his lavs
Fresh tribute to him I >rmniii


