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Perliaps iu ail the wvide range whiclî poetry takes, wvlether iu the
formi of sonnet, ballad, lyric or idyl mecasure, the poetry of nature and
of the emiotions belongs cmnineutly to Scotlaud( aloue. France tlîronigh
Alfred DeMussét lias given us lays of a tender sympatietie chord and
Germauy iu lier Goethe lias occasionally deigned to paint a 1owvly
Ilhineland home, but Norwvay, Hlungary, Swvitzerland, Spaiu and
otiier grreat poetic countries of Europe have deeîned it more fit to
portray the stirring deeds of battie iu ponderous liexameters and higli
souinding lyrics tlîan to sketch in quiet mielliflious verse, the less amn-
bitionis tiiere of peasant cottages aud hiomely villagers. What poein
in a foreign tongue eau compare Witli B!lrns's simple exemplification
of the Presbyteriau faith, "lA Cotter's Saturday Nighit," aud wvhere
shall we find a tenderer or more tearful poemn to toucli the lieart, thau
tlîat cliarining fugitive wvanderer, nameless and alone, IlThe Pair
IRaggit Weau ?" There is so mpcll genuine feeling, so mucli to
awaken sympatlietie action in our bosoms, 50 rauch genial warmtl
tlirown rouind hallowved firesides, so mucli ncaurcdflcs ln all Scottisli
poetry that oue alwvays feels better after reading it, his owu home is
better aippreciated and his heart feels wvarmer towvards his fellow iman
in consequence. England lu lier poets seeks flot the amelioration of
tlie lot of tlîe poor fariner, toiling iu lus field. Wordsworthi, perhîaps,
in his Mendicant rouses a lîeavy lethîargic lîeart, long hiddeul in the
]ap of selflslîness, to yield to the im-portunities of' one of our less
favoured brethren, but the old liard lieart, turus and sleeps aan
And we ail kuow hîow sounidly the Lake poet wvas rated by tlîe critics
and liow scatlîingly lie wvas l it off " by Byron for his Iluew depar-
turc " in poesy. I-ood is ahnost alone iu his tales of "loue more
unfortuinate,"' and luis IlSong of tlîe Shirt " lives in our liearts merely
because it is a tale of the Iîeart, and striking dceply iuto our sensibilities
retains its place there. Irelaud's Tomi Moore, the sweet singer, May
be an exception, though there is doubt ini placingr hlm. lu tlis catcgory.
He seems to liave devoted bis more serions attention to, the transla-
tions from, Anacreon, aud beyoud Lalla Rookch wve have littie of a pas-
toral tendency. The Harp that once tkroughi Tara's Halls is only
:Musical at best and calîs up no responsive answer. Lover is only a
pleasant singer and lias produccd nothing, lu a poetic sense, to comn-
pare witlî Burns's great rival, Paisley's tuneful lyrist, Robert Tanna-
hlI. Wýhat a fiue tribute of a more exalted love is his "Filial Vow :"

IlWhy lîeaves my inotlier oft the deep-drawn si gh?
Why starts the big tear glisteni»g ini her eye?
Why oft retire to hide hier bursting grief?
Why seeks slie not, nor seeme to wi8h relief?
'Tis for my father, mouldering wvit1î the dead,
31y biotlîer, in hold manhood, lowly laid,
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