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ALL MUST LOVE.
"~ BY MR. MONCRIFF

The lnnh-crown’d Queen on lier cn.nopmd throne,
Oflove must the anguish bear;
She feeis it a sudness to reign alone,
And her kingdom fain wonld share.,
The nobie fnir in her warded tower
. Must,passion’s votary prove; . :
" And the'jewelled dame, in hor courtly bower,
~Resigns her gold for love !
Can then a simple beart go free ?
No ¢ *twas'deCreed by heaven above,
That high oF 10w, whoe’cr they be,
All must love ! ’ :
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Thc mm]ed knight, from the ﬁrmed thro\\
= Mu'=t 10 love a vassai bow
The minstrel, most renown'd in song,
' Must to beauty pay his vow ! _
' Tl;e solemrn judge, and the schoolman gravo,
' Can-néither esist alone. o
“The pedant sage, )'mlds woman’s slave; |
Love's power they all must own ! -
Can then a simple heart go’free ?
No ! ‘twas decreed by heaven above,
That high or tow, whoe’er they be,
All must love oo
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CTHE HER'GIPNES' UIF BURNS.
Iris generallv known that the:fine: 1mpassm‘ned songs of Burns
were mostly written with regard to real women—in some instances,
ol no great beauty in the world s eshmauon and in mest of very
humble ranle,, but almost always ﬂenume ﬂesh-und-blood women
ol this world, whom the poet: was plense(l to ddmire for - the'time
- being. . In lllla respect he wus very dlﬁ'erent from the poets ofa
former aoe, with theu supposmuous Daphncs aind PhllllaeS—WIth
Burn:, to quote a ]me of old Maclaurm, Lord Dnecrhorn,
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“ Nelly, not Nemra, was her name.! »

'

Plain, do“nrwht Anmes and Nanmes, und ’I‘lbbles aud Jeames,
they were cvery. one of ther. He was a ureat poet—more par-
tlcularly a great lyr ical poet——perhaps we may siy the very great-
est that has ever Jived ; and wherever he had been born, there was
‘it certain that the women, whether in silk or drugget, ‘must have
been made immortal. Hé rose in Kyle, amongst sunple
peasantry, the female part of which wore short gowns and some-
times no stoclun«s and’ were aceustomed to wield the muck-fork
and the sickle, like the men themselves. DBut then it was Burns
who had alighted amongst théur, and the haberdashery of the ima-
gination was ready to deck every one of them as finely as if they
had been Sacharissas or Vinessag. It may afford some amuse-
ment to the readerto be introduced to such partlculars of these
persons as lmvc been handed down to us.
We.lmvc the poet’s-own authority, “that the first flame in his
bosomn was ‘kindled iri his fificenth autumn by ““a bonnie sweet
sonsie lass,” who was assigned to him as his partner on the har-
vest-field.  She’ was _unwitting-at first of the power she had ac-
quired over him, and he himself did not know, as Ke tells us,
¢t why he liked so. much to loiter behind with her, when returning
in the evening from their labours; why the tones of her voice |
made his heart-strings thrill like an Aolian harp ; and particularly f;
why bis pulse beat such a furious rattan when he looked nnd finger-||
ed over her little hand, to pick out the cruel nettle-stings and}
thistles.”” ~ Love brought poetry to its aid, and he now composed”
his first verses, begioning ¢ Once I loved a bonnie lass, and aye I
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love her still’’—a very poor set of rhymes truly, but-curious as'|
ismall poor-farm of Lochiee, he became acquainted with the ydung
jwoman whom he addresses in several of his published Jetters as’

the first tunings of 50 sweet an instrument. Her name appears to
have been Nelly Blair, and, like many of his subsequentflames,
*she was a housc-servant. The daugliter of an individua! in whose|
house she at one time served, communicated, through a newspa-
per, a faw years ago, her-recollections of Burns’s visits on the oc-
casions when ¢ rockings’® were held in the house. These were
meetings of the rustic youth of both'sexes, at which the lasses plied
their spinning-wheels (formerly their rocks—hence the name) and
the lads-knitted stockings, the entertainment. congisting of songs,
and d light supper of country fare. Often did this lady meet]
Burns at the head ofa little troop, coming from a distance of (bree
or four miles, to0 attend these meetings, with the spinning-wheel of
some lass over his shoulder, and a hundred jokes in his mouth to
keep the party in merriment. Often had the lady of the “house to
find fault with her damsels next day, for their lack of alacrity, the
result-of Burns’s too late sitting at his courtship with Nelly Blair, |
Anpother of lus very em‘]y Dulcmeas wasa certain Isabella Stc—
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lven or Stem, who lived near his fnther s farin of Lochlee.

‘acres of moorland, with n cot-house’ and garden.

‘to write his sono—-
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‘ldlstmcnons of grade ;' ‘altogether, uncomusnble, possxbiy, to one
;observing at" a little dlstance, hkc that belwccn stars of the fifteenth

He
,wag then about se\enteen But, nhs, she-was an heiress—her
‘father a laird ; that is to say, the propne.or of probably twenty
She thcrefore |:
‘looked high, and the consequence was that the poet had  accasion

_* Oh, Tibbie, I have seen the day,
- Ye waina been san shy ;
. For Jack o' gear.ye lightly me,
But troth 1 carena by.

Yestreen I_met you on the muir,

Ye spglna, but gaed by like stouro;
Yegeck atine becnuse I'm poor,
‘ - Bu flent o hair care 1,” ote.
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Thus we find lhat in the humblest sphercs of hfe, there are- nlce

aud sixteenth maamtudea, yet with “immensc gulfa between, for all
that. Tibbie, by virtue of her f‘ulher s two or three ﬁelds, passed
hke stour the tenant’s son whose namo was ultnmatc]y 1o be groat
:in both hémispheres. : : :

- His next serious fit of passion took its rise while he was study-
mn' mensuration at Kirkoswald. The fair maid’s name  was Peg-

‘gy Thomson, and hé celebrates her i in his song ‘“ Now wcstlm
‘win’s and slnutrhtcnnc gusis;” she became lhe wife of' a person
named Nellson, and long lived i in- Ayr. ,

About the' tlme when he was two or lhree and lwcnt} y lus at-
tachments came in such 1hnci\ -and rapid succession, t]lat thelc is
no' mdmduahsmw lhem Scarce a lass existed: in the’ happy pa-
rish of anbollon who had not been a transient object of woiship:
to Robext. Burns: Thele was one *whom he celebrates ander tne!
same of MOntO‘ODJGl ys Pegry. To this givl, who had been rem'edl
m ruther ah elegant way, he madc love, merr*ly to show. his purts
m comtship he got reully in Iove, -and was then vefused. < I
cost ine spverul hearlaches,” he says,. «“ to got rid ‘of the affair.”
Another, named Anna Ronulu, the dau-rhlcl of a farmer, is said
to have been the ““:Annie’” of his lively song of * the' Rigs o’ Bur-

‘ Her l‘nce is (air, hcr hez\rt Jis true,
As' apouess s shie's honme, O;.

The opening gowun, wat wi de\'..
Nao purer is than Nanme, o.”

P

Was ever raral mzud s0 cnuomsed’ e was not only alover

himself, but an ‘abettor of the’ lovés of others. ¢-A country lad,’’)
he says, * seldom cames ona love adventure wnhout an assisting |
iconfidant. Ipossessed a curiosity, _zeul, and |mrepid dextuuty,
that recommended me asa proper qycond on these oceasions ; and.
I dare say I.felt as much pleasure in - being in‘the secret of hall
the loves of Tarbolton parish, as ever did stitesman in knowing
the intrigucs of half the courts of Europe.”” We once conversed
with an aged man in Tarbolton, who had served Burns partly in
the same capacity ; they would go together at night to houses i ml
which lived girls admired by the poet ; and thcse girls it was the;
duty of John Lees to ask out for his friend, who meanwhile waited ;j
near the door. When he had succeded in bringing out any favou-
rite Jass of the poet, he became of course .Monsrcur de Trop, and:
{Burns would then say to him, *¢ Now, Jock, you may gang hame,*’
‘The old man seemed greatly to relish his recollections of these ad-!
ventures,

At about four-aud-twenty, while still assisting his father in the’

“ My dear E——.%" Fromtheso letters he appears to have at first’
made sure of - obtaining the young woman’s hand, but to have
been finally rejected. Ttis probable that this person was the he-
roine of his song, ‘¢ From thee, Eliza, I must go,”” which’ seems
:to have been written when he contempluted leavmg her for a'dis-
tant clime. -The letters dre in surprisingly pure English, and of a
more moderate znd- rational complexion than the most of his com-
positions of that class, while the song ranks with i best.

« Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
" The maid that 1 adore;
A boding voice ia in my ear,
Wo part to meet no more.
The Iatest throb that leaves-my heart,
While death stands vietor by,
“That throb, Elize, is thy pact,
" And thine that latest sigh.”
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“the- little farm of Mossglcl, in the parish ol Mauchline..
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ilowing obituary notice of her, sho must have been o person some-
what above the common stundard: ¢ At Alva, on the 28thuit,,
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in the 74th year of her age, Mrs, Elizabeth Black, relict of the late "

Meliza long survived the poet, and, if wo may judge from the fol- ,

Mr. James Stewart, vintner there. Though called upon to d\s- o

jcharge the uncongenial duties connceted with a hmmble pubhc
house, and early. depnved of her partner, Mrs. Stewart, in. hor-
eunrded walk and conversation, during the many years she spent
in Alva, threw such a moral halo around her character as zsecurmlr L
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gers. She was Burns’s ELiza. Shewas born and brought
'wp in Ayrshire, and in the bloom of youth was posscssed of no’ or-
dinary share of personal chayms. xx She early became nc-
quainted with Burns, and made no small impression on  his heart,
* & Slie possessed several lovesepistles he had “addressed to her.

It was when Scotia® s bard intended emigrating from hm owntloa-

foreign shore that ho wrote the stanzag begmmn ¢ From thae, .
Eliza, I must go *—the snbject being of course Elizabeth Black.”

This brmrrs us to Highland Mmy, tlie, most interesting of all
Burns’s heroines. - e was now the joint tenant with his brother of,
Mnry

Cumpbell for such was her name, was as lowly a lass as 7

.gomery’s louse of Coilsfield. There_is a thorn neéar the bouse,
beneath whose bowrhs the poet lover often met his snnp]cmlstress.

"He celebrates her oharms, und‘_vthe happmcss he enjoyed [rom
these stolen interviews, in the song of ¢ the Highland Lassie.”’
r . . < «

* Nue gem\d dames, though e'et so fuir,
Shall ever be my muse's care,

‘Thelr titles 0’ nre’ empty show,
Gie me my Ihr'hlam] lassig, 0. v Y o

. Y

Oh, wcro yon In]ls und \nlllcq mlno,
* Yon palace and yon g «nrdons ﬁnc,
Thc world then thelove shiould know, -
I bear my }Jighlund lassie, 0. °

(3

company him :—

 Will yo go ta the Indies, iuy Mary,
" and leave auld Scotig’s shore,
Will yo go to the Indies, my Maty,

Across the Atlantic's ronr 2" 4

|At length he resolved to marry her, and endéavour o remain con-
tented at hotne ; and they met oii the banks of the Ayr, “to live
one day of parting love,” provious to a visit whicli’ she was to
p'ly, in unticipation of her marriage, to her relations. in Arnyle-
shire. It the,song of < Highland Mary,” the hmlory of this pro-
cious day is ‘written in jimmortal light,
slckencd md died at her father’s house in Greenocls, leaving, .to
the poet an image which never forsook him in ull his after days,
whether of joy or orrow.  Six or seven years afterwards, when -
a married man at Ellishland, he observed the anniversary of her

|

Ifdcath in 2 way which showed the depth of bis feelings xespcctmg

her. In the evening, he retired to his- stack-yard, in a state of -
\great apparent dejection, and 1hrcw‘]nmsclf on a mass of straw,,
with his face upturned to the sky. There ho lay for hours, not-
thhstnndmw the kind remonstrances of his wife. When he cumo,
imto the house, he. wrote down, with the fuuhty of “on€ copymg
{rora memory, the grandly melancholy hymn bcwmmn

% Thou Jingoring stur, wilh lcsscnipg ray."

We have treated Highland Mary shortly, for her story has beeft-
often told. 'Woe shall afford more space to the lady who next pre-
"sided over the imaginution of the burd—the celebrated Jean Ar-
mour, ‘The futher of thts young woman was & master mason or-
builder, of some subst:mco, in the village of Mauchlme. She wasy
rather above the _middle .stature, of dark complexion, and:
irregular I‘entures, but of - a: fine figurc, and great gentleness of
nature, apd a very 4 1rrreeable singer and dancer. According to her’
own story, she and Burns first saw cach pther as she was one day -
spreading out clothes on'the green to be bleacked. Ashe pusséd
by, hia dorr ran over some of the clothes ; she called to “the ani-’
mal in no gracmus teris, and requested his master to take him off,
The poet ‘made a sportive allusion td the old saying of < Love me,
love my dog,”’ and some badinage was interchanged. Probably
ngxlhen-lmew on_this occasion' who the other wos; butthe)r ao-
quamtance was notto stop short here. We are mabfeﬂ*to cons:
'tmuc itg history by John Blane, a decent old man noty: ,resxghubv;ri‘ii
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for her the unceasing osteem and good wishes of her fellow-vxlla-
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whom he ever admired, being the dairy-woman at Colonel Mont- - 8

']‘he design of comn in sealch of fortune to the ‘Vest Ind:es was

) :!still upon him, and he is found as]unrr tlus mistress if’ she will ac-
ley.>>  The heroine of “ My Nannie O, that most -exquisite of .

‘songs, wis Agnes Flemmg, the daughter ofa I‘.n‘n‘er at C-ﬂdcotlnll
‘near Lochlee, and at one tlme a smvant

!

. Mary, as is well known, . -
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hllmnmocl\,yxho wag at thls ume Burns s plough-bog,;.,'izgg
“4
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