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THE HUMOR 0F BURNS.
(Bi, J. j. MlcCabe.)

"The poet iii a golden cinie wvas boril,
With golden stairs above,

Lower'cd witli the bate of hate, the scoril of scorn,
The love of love."

SITH such was ever rnortal mnan more generou5ly endowed
t1han the poet Burns? In order to thoroughl Iappreciate
the genius of th)e Scottish Bard wve must study his

environnment. Born in the crisp aunosphere of a rigid Calvinism,
handicapped by the depressing grind of poverty, his poetic
genius left to expand on a cold a-nd wind-swept moor, far from
the stimulating influences of schiolastic life and kindred souls, we
wonder why hie was flot one of those in whom,

Chili penry repïessed their noble rage,
And f roze the eiial car-rent of the soul."

To the true poet ail climes are grolden ; his soul is sensitive
to every touch of nature, and the beauty of the wvorid filis his
conscious being withi a thi'ilI of delighit.

Burns wvas a child of natu-re and ever sensitive to hier impres-
sions of beauty. Along the river-side, in the gioaming of a
summer's eve, lie loved to wvander- alone, listeningr to the nmusic of


