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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY.
Oun iurning ozie dowîîi %ith the plotigh in April, 17S6.

WVee, vnodcst, crimson, tippcd flow'r,
Tho's met nie in an evii hour;
For 1 maun crush aniang the stoure

Thy slendcr stein;
To spare thcc now is past my pow'r

Thou bonnie gemi.
Alas ! it's no thy ncebor swect,
The h)onnie> lark, companion meet!
Bcnding thce mang' the dewy wcct!

WVcc sprcckl'd brcast.
\Vheni topward-sp)ringing, Mlythe, to greet

The pnrpling cast.
Cauld blcw the bîttcr-biting north
Upon thy carly, humble birth;
Vet cheerfully thou glintcd forth

Amzid the storii.
Scarce rear'd above thc parent earth

Thy Icnder form.
Thc flaunting floiv'rs our gardcns yield,
1-igh shclt'ring woods andi wa's maun sbield,
But thou, beneath thc randomn bicld

O'clod, or stane
Adorns the listie stiblel-field.

Unscn, alane.
Thcre, in tby scanty mantde clad,
Thy snawy bosomn sunivard spread,
Thou lifts thy unassuming hecad

In humble guise;
But non' the share uptears thy hcd,

And Ion' thon lies!
Sncbi is the fatc of atrtlcs!: maids,
Swvcet flowv'ret of the rural shade!
liy love's simplicity betray'd

And guilecss trust,
Till she. likec thee ail soil'd is laid

Low P' the dnst.

Sncbi is the fate of simple Bard,
On lufe' rougît ocean luckless starr'd
Unskilftil he to note the card

0f prudent lore,
Till billows rage and gales blon' bard,

And 'wbclmn hini o'er
Sucb fatc to snfl'cring worth is giv'n
WVho long witb wants ani woes bas striv'n
lBy litman pride or cunning driv'n

1 To misr'y's brink
Till, wrcnched of c."'ry stay but lieav'n

Ile, ruin'd, sink
Ev'n thon who monrn'st the daisy's fate
That fate is thine-no (listant date
Stern ruin's ploughsbare drives, clate,

Full on thy bloom,
Till crusb'd beneath the fntrrow'sweighit,

Shahl be tby doomi.
-B3URNS.

TO A ÏMOUSE
Oui turiig lier nui ini lier meut wvitl a plow in Noveisibcr.

W\ee sleekiit, cowrin, timi'rous beastie,
O, wvhat a l)anic's in thy breastie!
Thon need ila stant awva sac hasty,

\Vi' bickering brattie!
'Tvad bc laitit to rin and chase dte,

\Vec mnrdering iza.tttLe'!

lVin truly sorry inau's dominion
is luroken naturc's social union,

An' jtstilies that iii opinion
WVhich makes thee st.-rtle

At mie. thy pmour carth-born comipanion,
An' fellon' inortal

I doubt, nai, whyles, but. thou may thieve ;
Wlhat then ? poor beastic, thon matin live!
A (lainen-icker in a tbrave

'S a smra' requcsî
l'il get a blessin w' the lavc

And neyer miiss't.

Thy wee bit bousie tces, 's u sin 1
Itssillv wa's thc wvincls arc strewin
An' naething, now, to big a nen' ane,

O' foggajgc green!
An' bleak, Decemiber's %,inds ensitin,

Baitb sncîl and keen

Thon saw the fields laid bare an' wvaste,
An ' wve.ry wintcr cumin fast,
An' cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thon thought to dwell
Till crash ! thc cruel coulter pass'd

Ont thro' thy ce]l.

That wvee bit beals o' leaves an' stibblc,
lias cost thec many awcvary nihble !
1lon' thou's turcd ont for a' thy trouble,

]lot hizuse or bald,
Tu thole thc winter's slecîy dribble.

An' cranreuch canld!

[But, issousie, ilion art no thy lane,
In proving foresiglitnsay ise vain
The best laid sebemes o' mice and mn

Gang af t a-glcy,
An' Icave nis nauglit but grief and pain,

For proiniscd joy.

StilI thon -art blest, consparcd wi' me
Tite present only toucbctb thece;
But, uebl! I backward cast my e'e

On prospects drcar
An' forward, tlio' 1 canna sec

1 guess an' ferir.
-Bu tNs.
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