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the grave,' and finally, under the appellation of ' incorporation into the glorious for long does hie hiait. Mis soul de

future of aur race,' ta dlaim for it a dignity and valute parallel ta that wvhich bim lie cannot abandon bis nobler

woud attach ta the Christian's expectation (if solid) of a sensible life of exaited drrtbis dreeam of itssa wl yoti

happiness for himself and ail good men, is surely nothing more or less than bsbree amwtiawl ai

,extavagnce ouned o n-isno'sV 
hen,' click! tise string the snick did

extrvagnce ouneu Ol risnaer.And, jee! tise door gaed to the wa';

With regard ta the poieinroatn, I should really like ta know And by my ingle-lowe 1Iaw
mwa steeatpoe rmiedet inorpcortO 

Now bleezin' bri i,

*wha istheexac prces, orevet, r cndition which Mr. Harrison çansiders A tigisi outlandisis hizZieÇra

hiseftounestndb teincorporation of a oncensus of faculties with a Camne full ini sigbî.

hirnelfta udertandby he ~ a cVe neediia douisi 1 belli my wbisisi:

gloriaus future.; and whether he arrived at its apprehensiafi by way of 'positive Tise infant aitis ialf-formed wsc

'knolede,' r b wa of scentfic ogi.'I 
glowr'd as eerie's I'd been dusist

In some srild glen;

Mr. Harrison's future life is dîsposed of by Professor Huxley in a few Wh n sîepe de heuh abeI

words: Throw a stopte into the sea, and there is a sense in which it is true that Asteefcd enl bu

the wavelets which spread arudi aea efc hog i saeadtmG;e twisted gracefu' round bier

Shall we say that the stone has a future life?' i souk ber for suise Scottish muse

Ta this I only add the question whether I arn not justified in sayiflg that By tir~ai saine token,1

Mr. Harrison does not adequately distingiiish between the nature of a fiddle Would soon bc broken.

.and the nature of a tune, and would contend (if consistent) that a violin which AWas ronyinkd, nieta berface:

.had been burnt ta ashes would, notwithstanding, continue ta exist, ait least as A wildly, witty rustic grace

long as a tune which. had been played upon it survived in the memory of any Her eye, en îurned oon eît spa

one who had heard it-the consensfus of its capacities being, it would seero, Beamed keen wi&1t hono

incorporated'into the gloriaus future of music. Then the scene changes. Mis eyî
LORD BLACHFORD. nessed Scottish chivuiry. He saw

__________race, 
who did

ORATION ON ROBERT BURNS.

By Rsv. ALFRED J. BRAY.

,(Delvered before the Caledonian Socie'ty of Montreal at theuu AnnuaiBanqUiet on, 25 1h )anuary,

1878, andtui's'hd bý requesi.)

I deernilu no smail honoun ta bave heen invited ta say sorie wards ta you ta-nigbt at yaur

banqueting board in memany of yaun immantal bard and brother, R'obert Burns. V ou will

permit me ta say that b do mut feci as if aniang strangens, and tbat I amrn ot camîciaus of amy

anommiy or incangruity, in mny position as aus Englishman spraking ta an audience composed for

the most part of Scottish ladies and gentlemen. I (Io anticipate sonme dsfficulty, and ibus

eariy crave your ivarmest sympatby mmd broadeet chanity on my behaîf, when b shahl have

occasion ta speak in your mather tangue. It is very swect anîd heatitifîsi, but a little intnicate

in trstb, alkind af iusiclIwotild raýtherbea.r tisa.n aîmempt taexecute. But 1 l doui expect ta fnd

*amy other difficulty. Banni ws indecul a Scotciîman, livedlon its soul, sang tire heasîties of its

Ilbanks and braci," sang tlîcm in thie grand aid Scattisli tusîgue, NvIicb is a language and mut

a dialect, as some wuuld bave it; did for bis counîtry wbat bie su, passionately desired ta do

For pour aulti Scottlastis sake,
Some useful plans 'r book wati make,
Or sing a sang ai Irast."

and in that hie is Scatianîi's own sai. But Busrns svas 'no ordinary nin; bad i b een, voit

might bave ciaimed him ail, and kepi bini al, asnd b, for une, mauid bave asked for mu part in

yoîsr inheritance. Buîrns ivas extraordisiary, usas a gcuius ; tuai is ta say, hie uvas tua big for

any bard and fait natiomal, or ime distinctions. 1île is thse properiy of ail peuple in aIl tisme

who have beart antI uoderstandiuig. tienius is like sanie vmst prairie of this continent ;yoi nay

dlaim it, bust you camnot occupy ut ; yoîs may wander aven it here and there, but it raIls in

,measureless leagues awmy, amd ail you cao do is ta rail ini a patcb and seutle down andi iive an

that. Getios is like the ocean whicis you sail, and ay yau mile, but wbiclî wiil remain all the

tume a wild, ungavernable tbing, wbispering, Iaugbimg, sbauting, singing, making miusic for the

world. Genius is like the Celtîc race itself wbiciî cannot die, but ever passes on iotao greater

truer amd joster life, A :Spusmiard discavers America, bnt the CeIt peoples it. Is bodia

ianguishing, breaking up unden the .weight of bier luxuriaus famcy and forums af life ? the Ccli

gocs witb bis strong band, and wanm beaa't, and iiudomitabic wili, foumdîng a nlew empire.

Thse Celtic passes isîta Angia-Saxandain, and Angla-Saxondani inoa aIl the warld. Su genias

passes like currenti of electricity ia the luoulgbt and sentiment of thie ordinmry people, and

becames ibeira as a great motive fonce of life, Ferguson, so simple and so full of music;

Alian R'amsay, brestb'umg tise veny soui of pastoral poetry ; Tannaltili, singing swcctcst solîgs,

*every mute of mli toned ta troib and tenderisess; 1lagg, that glaniaus wizard of the grey matai-

tains, coming down ta tell oui tise fancies of bis dremmy, fertile brain,-belang not ta

Scoilasîd anly, but tai ail who hav'cars ta bear muîsic, and ioula ta enjoy poctny. Tbey are

'but tbe Scoiiish bnancb of a large fmmily, of uvbicb Boccaccio and bDante, and Milton and

Shakespeam', ansd Byron, and Burns and Scott farn important parts.

As Burns belongs ta the worlîi, tise worltl wiil nat let luis nîeîony dic, But, 1 ibink

you do well, ladies andi gentlemen ta tell tise worild tuai once a yemn bow mucb ut awes ta

Scotmnel, andi ta bim wiuo sang tbe pain andI thse joy of ber beari so weil. If yau are truc ta

Scailand you canuit be faise ta Canada. By iueing proul of tire pasi anîd ishe dean aid bomne,

means mat tbat yatu will despise tise lînesent, cmrimg mot fuir tire friture, but tisai you wili take tihe

spiist <of yaîîr fathers ansi your niîîtiins-tise spirit of imdostry, of cbivmiry mmd of virtue, and

hoid il, and exercise it, andi lanul it an, tisai Scistianu niay neyer be msluamed, but aIwayu

hîratît as site secs thec image of thc aI reflecteul on the dlean antI sluinimg surface of the new.

If i werc a poet lsorn, ai samne arc, gifted ta Ilaint, Witb wusn<s, pictires tlîai shahi glow and

mave Isefuire tise fav woiil iSow yoti a sceise btua is uiowvividly portrayed ta my mind'!

eye. il is ibat af a ycsung muan of tise Scottiss liesant type-a weii but frasme, a bnoad

brow, anti cyci ibat gleami wîth bidden lires, soppresseul, yeî inurseti. I le us lookumg back au

tshe life uic liai liveul a pisna of fiîfuul stîînuuîs, Oîf liuglts amuI aladouvi, joy and saîlness. b

scemi ta lsim as if life is a saîl ausîl a dreauy slîing, isîl scmnccly wusrtli tise livinîg. le is lotîgini

now ta ainsi dowo tise iid mmd have dumne wiib it all its bîîrmiuug passions, uts wasted liaurs, it

times of laugbtcr, madness, alasays sure tus be fusiiowcd bY sad wailisig, an s mu e thinks, Ili

mclasîcboiy tboîsgbts break otut in niclanoCltOy wonds wbich of their own nature amd accord fa]

.iua risyme mmd seern ta tell a reminiselce

IWsen chilI November's srony bIsi
Malle fields anod iore',sbs

One eveming as 1 wandered forth
Along tise baniks of Ayr,

b spieti . mai whuse :iged %tep
Scei weary wori wiiis c;lre,

His face .- as fiirrowed 0cer witis ye'5r5,
Anti hoary was his isair.

Young stranger, wbiîiser ssanderesi tison?
Began tise revercnd sag; coran

Love's thirsi of wesltb tisy sicps cnta
Oir youuîhfül pleasures rage,

or haply, presi wiîis cares and woes
Tocon tir5îoir hast beguin

To waodei forth, wiîh nie, toi mournr
Tise misci of mans.

<tIuitsre.ulug far andi wiîîe,
Wiserc huîndreds labur un support

A saogitylordling's pridc ;
Ilvo 5cm yuis weary %viiter's Sun

Tasice forty tines reisîro,
Andt "cry rime isas added proofk

'Thlar man was madie to mourn.

Oh. mai,! witie iu ihy carly years
How prodigal of time

lli'spcniing aIl th), precinus hours,
''by 14lorino'. yîîuîlful prinmey

Alieroate fuslles take tise swisy;
Licentios pa'sqi ors humn

Wîîich tenfld force _vsisne".lw
Tisai man was mafe to mourn."'a

And so the sang goes on-a sad, a solemn dir nmd tells nie piainiy ibat tbe singer is

nais made of comni sisui, which cao take thse word'easy, and ho quiet as ta circumstance,

but bas began already ta býraod and fret over thse mysteries of life, Me looks back upon

poverty, bardness Of lot-a father toiling bard ais poorly requiteti labour-a mother, using

skill and strmining every sinew ta, make the two ends meet. He looks on-into whist? ile

scarce can tell. There is noa defined way. But ut seemns ta him a settieti fact that PInman wus

made ta maurn." Vour great soui bas always deeps of sadocas in it--onY siiailow natures

can be ever on the laugb. The nman of sentiment, of thougbt, looks out on life andi secs its

'shadows and chants a melancboly sang. Robert Besns is baiting as ta vocation. But flot

cides for him. The mrists lift, and a vision appears to, tell

self to, turn to the common life of the worid. Hie had

and wasted chances over the winter fire-had flung up
sto rhyme no more-

draw; Down flowed her robe a tartan sheen,
'ill haîf a Ieg was scrimply seen;
And such a tl g ni bonny. jean

Coul orly peer it.
Her male large, of greenish bue,
1My gazing wonder chieily drew;-
Deep lights and %hades, bold mingling, threw

isht, A lustre grand.
And seemed to my astonislied view

A well known land.

lusht,

Here, rivers in tisesea were lost-
'ha There, mouniains to thse skies were toit-

'brows , Here, nimblIng billows marised tise coas:
Wiîhsurging foam:

Tisere, distant shone Art's lofty boast-

vows, 'The lordly dome.
Here, Doon poured down his far-feîcbed floods;
Tisere, well.f'ed Irvine sîately thsids,
Auld hennit Ayr siaw thro' his woods,

On toi tise shore,
And many a lesser torrent scuds

ce, Wiib seeming roar.
tir.

es sweep over some fields which in the olden times wit-

,witb swelling heart, the heroic decds of bis great hero;c

'Thus poorly low;
1 camse to give sisce sucis rewsrd

As we bestow."

With the vision passes the indecision. From henceforth ploughing the fields where the

daisies grow and die-waodering in the mystic calm and shadow of the woods-reveilirrg with

boon campanions till the nigbt bas warn away-with bis jean in the quiet of dornestic life-

fetcd in the saloons of the rich and famous, hie wl be truc to bis muse, if faise to hiniself.

From bis own poetic soul hie drew bis inspiration-flot from outward circunistance, or any-

thing in the timiiC. 'he tinmes were dulI and prosy to a sin. No great orators-no great

singers-no great pocts-no great anything to inspire a man and fi11 him with a lofty

ambition. Hall il been otherwise-had Britain bcen rejoîcing in the light of rnany and

brightest stars. thie shinisîg coîsld have been ta, him but as the far off iigbt of the mulky-way,

wbîcb crin neyer guitde a traveller on his journey. Born and bred ini deepest obscurity, bie

hadt na hellpi no teacher, and scarce a madel. No help iîut whist hie cran draw froni bis own

passionate heart ; no source of instruction but snany voiced nature which always carried ber

lessosîs straiglît to bis soul. In that lies the secret of bis naturaîness, 1 think. For natural he

was. The man was never iost in the poet. lMe hall not rend and studied until Burns got

sucked iii into sbining metaphors, and svleltering fogs, and brooding, thunderous stan

ciouds; and sonîetising let down, not Burns atl ail, but a miserable concoction of false senti-

ments--filse tears-false laughter-false everyisbing--btt the nman itself remaincd. It was

Burns tlîat yîîu had, not a thitig of vapaurs and hysterics-a man, iaîiglîisg, chaffsng-sous-

ing, making love, ialking sorrow, penlitent, prayerful, sinning, always the man. The varyisîg

mouds of bis iid broke out in varied forms of verse. No wonder that lie came upon the

world as a prodigy, for hie came witb no refinements of the fancy ta talk ini a delicate way of

the flowers and fields and stars of 1-heaven ; but thie wind, withostt lasing its sweet fresb.

neoss, began tu speak-the flowers grew articulate-the streanis found an interpreter-and

they spoke the grand old Ceitic tangue in Scottisb cars and Scottisb bearts. i-le was not asbamed

of bis mother-tongue, hie was not ashamed of lus plough, not ashamed of bard banda and pensant

bearing; if bie did flow antd then put on stiff and stiltcd airs, bc soon dropped tirera again,

like a farner flioging ttwty the gioves bie tried on and bunst, or a cat shaking off mittens. He

grew famnous; he was for a time the pet of Edinburgh saciety ; bie companied witb the nich aind

cultured and titled and wise, but he neyer got iso be a prig, neyer sang of painted beauties and

heated saloons, but kept bis manbood tbirough ut aIl. Me put bis stamp on ail things natural

and flung bis scoif at ail things unnaturiil. In wealth on povcrty, in faine or obscunity there

breaks fioni bis lips and C>'C5, and very finger tips ishe ringing sang,

He looksand laughs at a' tisai.

A p rnce cao make a belted Knight,
A Mrarquis, Diikc, and a' îis.s

Btntiiissiist mans sion is iigisi,
crid faitis, e maunîsafa list-

For a' tisai, and a' tisai,
Thecir dignities and a' tisa:
Tise pis o' senie and ?ride o' wortis,
Are hîgiser rsîîk tisan a tisai.

Tisen lci lis pray tisai come it May,
As come ht will for a' tirai-
'rias seoise ani wortis, o'cr a' tbe caris,

Ma ertise grec, and s' tisai,
FuIr ',a that, anid a' tIsai
its coming yei, for a' iit

Tisai man su mari, tise world d'er
Shall brotisers be fora' dtia 1

1 arn not here ta criticise Borns, nor yet ta dcfend hlm, For the first I should ho inconi'

petent, and for tbe second thene is nu need. There are doubtiess faults in his poetry, as good

oid Horner used ta nod at ties : Shakespeare wrote sorne scraggy lines, and Milton often

biait,,, There wvere doubtîcas greater fmults in the man, wbiclî if 1 were ta atternpt to dcfend

or glass over, or even pafss by, wouid show me faise ta myseif and my sacnc!d calling. B3urns

bail great and mt>st colpspicuous failimgs. Ile bad a stormy, ungoveiiiabie nature. There

neyer was a puiet yet who didn't îvorship woman-amd mnay Heaven preserve us from such a

moostrosity,->ut Burns was pre-eminent among puets for. adoning Ilthe lasses oh." To ny

poets wommn is an abstract thimg, a fancy, a vision of grace and beauty ; but to Burns womafl

was a concrete and very nemi thing. Who doca not know the susd and shaneful story of jean,

the melancboiy story of Highland Mary and others. Me loved kccniy, entiîusinstically, but

bis love was neyer decp and constant. Tbere were aiways ".under pliots in the draina of bis

love." lie dnank too, at tinies, holding higis and long carota. uit let us remember the

limes, ànd ail the man's environmrents. The society in which lie moved laid nua restrictions

upon him, and opinions were lax in matters of etbics. But remember still more the man's

own nature. Lt is quise easy for sanie ta practise virtues, whiclu ta others &re extremely difi

cuit. I know bow thse Phariuees of Society can lift their eyes ta beaven ini conspiacent self.

congratulation'that they are flot guiity of iow and vuigar sins, I kiuow bow easy and popular

it is for men ta " CoMipound the sins ihey are imclincd ta, by damniuug those isbey bave no mind

ta,"P and when 1 arn tld of the fattîts and faiiings of Buns, 1IsaY, thei'o are things lic did, and

î:hings lic said over wbicb 1 mouru, but, 'be didn't fawis ta the great, like Bacon and Pope, ho

never iived or wrote mcanly for paiiry ends, and 1 couid tell of mazuy, less condennd than ho,

who were the greatet' sifflera. If he sinned impetuauusly, he u'epented at leisure, and lie nover

atteînpted ta wbitewash hinseif or bis evils. At tintes he Wel nigli broke bis great heart

over the wrongs lie had donc, and some ofhis saddest andi deepess waiis rose front a cosîsclous.

ness of the cvii lie had wrought.
Me bas been accused of irreligion, but that is not just non true. lIt is truc that ho was

C lndy andi aways scorufil of cant. Vis man's $OUtI revolted againsis i. He saw in nany the

raiof religion, the simulacruni, and nothing more; and against that thing of borics and no

-Brandiss round tise deep.dyed steel
In sîurdy blows,

Wite hack rccoiling seemt tri ree
Their Souibron foes.

Asd tien tie vision spoke,
"1Aitlihail 1My own inspired bard-

Tisai hangs hi% isea , and a' tbaî:
Tise coward~ slavej1 we pas hlm by,
W, date be pouror 'tisa 1

Our tola obscure and îa' tisai;
Tise rank lç but tdUIe gîiiastcam,-
Th 11'' h ( fora' tisai.

Wisat though on bomel fare wsdine:
Wear hoddin gray. a ata;
Gie fousis tiscir %ilks, and kilaves ibeir wine,
A/m~' a man for ail tisai I

o ras'ta aind a' tisai:
'rieir tiniel show, and ia' tia,
'lie isoncai msan, ibis c'en su pouir
1, kinsg o' Mien for a' tisai.

ye se yon lîirkie, ca'd a lord,
Wiss stius., andi stares, andi s' tisai;
'i'iîgb hiiidredq worsii ai lus word,
He's bot a coof for a' tisai:


