* it to appear,) asis very evident from the cireum-

. sary_of the day on which he heard of the death

" in hor anxietys followed him, ¢

i to come ¢
" house, called for his’' desls; and wrot
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“MARY..

Ol pule, pale’now, !hosﬁ rosy lips,
1 aft e Kiss'd gae fonily?
And ¢los'd for aye the sparkling glance

And mouldering now in silent dust .
Phut hienrt that loe’d me dearly

13ut atill within'my Losom's core
Shall live my Highland Mary.

‘That dwelt on me sac kindly; ' P E :
:

Years afterwards, his loss was fele with Jeen
and intense anguish, (ahhoughhe seldom suffered

stuncesattending the composition of his lines To
Mary in Ifeaven.” " «his celebrated  poem,”
'snys one of his many biographers, * was cqmpos-‘
‘ed by Burns, in September 1789, on the anniver-

of his ‘enrly love Mary Campbell.~ Aceard-
ing. to Mrs DBurns; the spent lhq;' ‘day, yl:hougl_\.
abouring ‘under-cold; in the usunl work. of the
harvest, and apparéntly in excellent spivits.  But
us the: t\\'iliglxt(lecpcnetl. he appeared: to_grow
<very sad about something.! and ot Jength wa
dered, out into the \b’p‘rn-y'un\," 16, which his wi
Mreating him i

“ynin to obserse thut frost had ‘set, in, 'and ta've-
Ctwrn to the fice-side. - On being agnin and again
requested-to"do_so," he; promised  compliance—
but still remuined where he was, striding-up and
down slowly, and _cblxléxnplnting the-sky, which
. was singularly clear aud starry. - At Jast Mrs.
" Burns found-him siretched on & mass’ of straw,
with his eye fixed on o beautiful planct *that
shone like another moon,’ and prevailed on him
o in.: - ITe immediately, on entering the

¢ cxactly o8

they now stand, with all the ense of one copying
from memory, these sublimé and pathetic verses,”

o L0 MARY IN HEAVEN: © 000 ooE
Thou ling'ring star, with less'ing ray, -
Thint lov'st to greet the early morn, . . L
Agnin thou usher'st in the duy - 8
My Mary from my soul was torn.
Oh Mary! dear departed shade
Where I3 thy place of Llissful rost®
Qoe'st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hene'st thou the groans that rend his Lreast ?

.. That sacred hour can I forget,
‘Cun 1 forget the hnllowed grove,
Where by the winding Ayr
" r'o liva one day of purting luve I
. Bternity will'not effucer -7 70
| Those tecorils dear of transports past; T
Thy image st our last embrace, o
FAhT little thought we ‘twas our last!

AT gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, :
0:cr]|_ung with wild woods, thick'ning green;
“The frazrant bireh, and Tinwthiorn hoar, . .
STwindd nm‘\rul‘xs round the Tapturtd seene
“Elie fluw’rs sprang wanton to be prest, .1
. ‘Ihe birds sang love on every spr;iy'
Till too, too soon, the glowing west
i . Trocinim'd the speed of winged day.
e et ;

7 : )
Still g'er these fcenes my mom’
| And fondly broods with miser enre !
_ Time but linpression stronger make!

“»," As strenms their chunnels deeper wear,

My Mury, dear departed shade ! .

Whero is thy place of blissful rest?

See'st thou thy lover lowly lnid?

Henr'st thou tlie groans that rend his breast

n




