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And for the pains which age is doomed to bear,
Shie hecaves the deep-drawn sigli, and drops the secret tear.
Yes, partly these lier gloomny thotiglits emiploy,
But niostly this o'orclouds lier every joy;
Shie grieves to think sho iiay lie burdonsome,
Now feeble, oh], and tottering to the tomb."

Whiat a, noble son wvas lie and how cliecring to thc hOarf the poor
OUI Scottishi motiier wvas it to have suci a son ! E veryone is f'amiliar
withi his more popular songs, IlThe Bracs o' Balquhiithoer," I'Me
rilowor o' Dumiblane " and IlGloomy Winter's now awa." And
Allan Cunningham tells us hiow a hiundred. years ago a Scotch printer
named Richard Gall astonishcd Scotland and the "ladjacent Islands"
wvitli the spirited ballad IlMy only Jo and Deario O," wliilo "lFaro-
well to Ayr " wvas often quotod as a, poem of tho Ayrshiire plougliman.

But we hiave, surcly, griven onough exemplcars to shoew that to thîe
bards of Caledonia belongs the hionour of weaving iute magie numbers,
tiiose poemns whlicli wvill evcr romiain ondoarod in our affeciions.
Poemns whilîi live in our hecarts. Pastorals sucli as the geutle Ettrick
Shephierd, wvhose cenceit, pcrhaps, ovorbalanced luis abilities, thirewv off
in tilo spring-time of lus genius. Il, oucheos of Nature " whichi

'makes the -%vlole wvorld kmn" such as Win. Dunbar lias pencillod on
loemory's tablets. Not lic of ]Jivinity famne, the D.D. of Dumfries

who wroto in honour of Miýiss Campbell, f the Island of Islay, thi-
grtlacoful batch of verses "lThe Maid of Isiay."

"Not tlie tempcst raving round nie,
Lightning' s flash or thunder's roll;

Not the ocoan's rage could wonnd me,
Wlîilo lier image filVd niy soul."

but the gyreat cotemporary of anothor popular Scottislî pooL, Sir David
Lindsay, (wlîe composed "l'Tle Monarchie ") and who flourislied bo-
tween the pootic agos of 1460 and 1560.

And yot Scotia's famne doos not .itogyetoer rcstlhere. Pastoral poetry
tliougrh lier greatforte, is not lier only attribute. The wrcathi of lau-
rois lias deckcd lier fair brow, timo and again, for ascendency in otiier
measures. Tie grandest war song evor pennod is "lScots wha liae
wvi Wallace bled." A first Napoloon's proclamation to his army on
the eve of a sanguinary battle, or thue old Frenclh war cry "4Remom-
ber Joua," conld not inspire more courage in the hearts of dauntless
troops, than tlîis proud address of Scotland's liero, Bruce, to his hand-
fui of men. And thîe unitod British Isles are i'2debted to thue hardy
Blorders for the twvo national songys, "lRule Brit-annia," by Thomnson,
and "lThe Marinors of EnglIand," by the most melodieus nd musical
of ail peets, Thomas Campbell, -wlîose "lohienlinden " i 's stili a
favourite recitative poem. God Save the Qucen is thîe ohd Scottish
anthom God Save the King, slighîl leo rmteoiia;tî Ist
verse, howover, romaining intact. We do net dlaim thîe exclusive
honour for Scotland, fIovever, in this sense. Macaulay lias rondered
hîimself immortal in fiory bursts celebrating dauntless doeds of glory
on well-fouglit ficlds and great engag,,ements, hardly contestod, on bih-
.lowy ocoan's crosted waves. And Tennyson's "lCharge of the Liglit
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