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Hio plouf^hman pauses for a time,

To \u i tliiit sweetest of ail niatiii eljidie
;

'Ti.s svinpuUiy !— 'tis not the sensuous e:ir

Alone enjoys that lofty sonj,' so deiir ;

]lis soul partakes in tho melodious lliuht ;

He loves tbo music and would daie the height
;

Would grasp tho pleasure of thai soaring yuice !

Itself rejoicing, making all rejoiee !

'Twas thus the poet's soul within him stii . 'd

He felt his mission as he heard tho bird,

Soaring instinctively its kindred bkies,

Like him inspired to sing, inspired to rise !

Too oft the bard of old eouid but alW.rd

Poetic homage to his chief or lord
;

. quander'd on feasts and frays the miijstrel's art,

And praised the pomp of which himself was part.

In later days it was for kings and peers

The rhymer wrought his ready smiles or tears
;

Or to^somo patron Crrcsus bent the knee,

And flattev'd for a dedication-fee.

The Muses wept o'er such degenerate times,

And outraged truth disowu'd the venal rhymes.

A nobler nature and a larger heart,

In Burns expanded the poetic art.

He to no paltry limit caged his mind
;

His ami)le wing encircled all mankind!
Too proud his spirit for a patron's rule,

Too fresh his genius for a faded school
;

Too bold from tame ( .luals to trace,

He snatch 'd from Nature's^ va: the wilder grace

—

A grace that schools could never yet impart.

And erst declaukd by me " m:voND the iieacii of art."
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