
ThOM concluding two line, havo boon m ofton quoted "^^ •<» ;»'*®'»'y

•ppllod that .Imo.t oTorybody knowt thorn by hoort A. •» o"**'^

to thoM who m tho«i daya aro m aniloua to d*'"* tho Pu^'r •«•

tuitiTO character of our moral and «><>«on*» P«"^P"°»»
if.?'; "ij!!

to bo accoptod ai the result of osporience. We can all testify that

they are the declaration of a great and IncontroTertlble tf"""

Truly If any man ever did m thU man rose to the lerel of being

the poet, the prophet and the seer of aU people. Many a seripon haa

beenTr^ached upon both him and his poems. Listening to "ome of

them we cannot get rid of the feeling that many Pr>P»« rf»J«'
"^«'

mention him at all except for the purpose of piak ng him a peg to

hang some of their senseless and superlatlTO - nlllos upon.

It cannot be too often pointed out that. rder to write as

he did Burns had to be Just the kind of man that he was. He

lived the life that he wrote, and experienced the «•»"»•»»» Jo^r,,-5
he gave expression. Had he been of the douce, decent, sober-minded

tvoo of his countrymen we never would have had those poems. On

ihro?her hand. !f he had not written poems hi. 7««", ,^°»'<«, "•^•'

have b.«.n heard of. He would have gone down to oblivion like so

many others without having done anything even in t»-.« way of

vice to call for special mention.

The Ureut Lomioii His Life Has For U«

The grjat lesson that his life an-l writing ojght to h"^* '<";»

Is to teach us that in order to lb happily we have to get into

closer touch with Nature. Nature 1 the cosmic whole, and man Is

but I par^ or It our only hope oi well-being Is to live our life

truly in harmony with the laws of our being. ''?"«/'«»*'"",!
or common things in life. The things we touch "d handle are

really the sacred things. We have not got to go either to ancient

"gend or into the realms of prophetic vision for the basic principles

of action in relation to our fellows. They He »»> a™""" «:•/"^
we are making for either good or 111 in every action that we do

Tnd in every word that we utter. Instead of the self-centred and

Sgol.t?c htwts wLlch unfortunately are the rule throughout our

modern life we oughi to cultivate the finer feelings and give In

"urll^es the expression of those hopes and sympathies that make

man truly man. His songs live. They are Immortal because every one

ul bU of his soul. These are no feverish, hysterical jingles of

clinking verse, dead save for the animating breath of music.

His Songs

Alreadv we have quoted one of them which is exquisite and

magn1flcent^n Its sweetness, but here Is another which all critics

aVree Is oleaslng. first not only in his own coUertlon. but also in

aly other'^conectlou of love songs, although Burns himself declares

It to be one of his Juvenile works—"Mary Morison.

O Mary, at thy window be.

It is tho wished, the trysted hour!

Those smi.ei and glances let me see.

That roukvis the mlser't treasure poor:

How blithely wad I bide the stoure,

A weary slave frae sun to sun.

Could I the rich reward secure

—

The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen, when to the trembling string

The dance gaed through the lighted ha

.

To thee my fancy took its wing

—

I sat. but neither heard nor saw.
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