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THE BONNY WOODS 0' BLAIR.

A Ballad on anl incident in the Rebellion of 1745.

PART' 1.

OH weary fa'! Oh weary fa'!
This fecbting for the croun,

1 t matters na wbucb ' tbe twa
Is eithor up or doun.

But O my leddy's loyal zeal!
For Charlie a' would dare,

White Plu but vexed to bid farewell
l'o th' bonny woods o' Blair.

And a' day lang sbe will inaintaiti
['mi bound by honour's laws,

To draw my sword te test again
afis bopeless ruined cause:

For wi' the sangs o' loyaity
lifer boart's in sic a flame,

She ne'er dreame she may widow'd lîe
And diven frace boose an' haine.

'Tbere's wailings wberesoe'er I gang,
' borts o'erburden'd sair

And sad forebodings heard amang
The bonny woods o' Blair.

My mither, wha's been wi' the deid,
Those tbirty years an' mair,

Cam back yostreen to my bed boid
And three tumes cried IlBeware -

"For on the block ye're sure to (e
Gin this deed ye shall dare

And nover, nover mair ye'il sec
'The bonny woods o'Blair."

Yet se my loddy's love 1 prize,
Nocht eisc wi't can compare,

'lo seeni a coward in bier cye
My spirit couldna bear-

And only for bier bonny face,
Nochit cIsc wouid mak' me dur(,

To risk defeat, death, and disgracc
And the bonny woods o' Blair.

Ohb weary fa'! Oh weary fa'!
Thbis fechtin for theocroun

Sue 1 mauin up ait' an' awa'!
Tlo pu' King (icordie douii.

P'ARIl.

My lord iii to the wars awa'
Whbile a' nicbt through a fro t

My le.ddy walks the castle lha',
<)r sits lier doun to greet,

A ficxarfu' throbbin's in bier broast,
Nom will bier bort keop till,

A' crowns she'd gie but to gt free,
Frac thougbts o' coming il-

And ayo she saye, while tears doui fa',
IOh 1 wasi sair to blaine!

'lo drive my loving lord awa'
'lo risk a death e' ebanie.

H-e'd stayod at haine only for lae,
And yct 1[urged bum sair,

Anîd oh but hoe was wae to lea'
Tbe bonny woods o' Blair ;

Hig mither in rnjy dreamns 1 sec
(lome froni hor grassy lair

And sadly sho doos look on mie
l"oreboding dool and care.

l'Il meek the seor fato's book to read
And loarn what's witten thero,

For O this fear, tbis doubt and dread
Are more than 1[cati bear."

And she bas mounted on ber steed-
A bay o' boauty rare,

And beaves behind bier at full spoed,
The bonny woods o' Blair.

Sibe rode dthe cain te, the Grytte,
And passed tho Big &e'Wir,

And roueed, as if for death or life,
The spiit-baunted seor.

ILeama by your mystic art," said she,

" 6Wbat fate rnay bave in store
For one more dear than life to nme,

The busband I adore."

'Tbe old man howed bis heary eAüd,
And closod bis weird-like 'en,

Anl in 9, mournful voice hoe said,
I sec a waefu' scene "

And to bier question hoe replies,
I see the head mani there,

And one, a noble captive, dies
Far frac the woods o' Blair."

one long, deep sigh ber bosoni rent,
Which struggled long te corne,

And not a single word found vent,
For site was stnicken dumb,

Thon unto bier ain castle ha',
They sorrowing brought bier back,

Yet a' the way mise tear did fa'
And not a word she spak;

Nor did she recogniso the place,
But there beth day and nigbt

Sat wi' that silent, woeful face,
For she was dlean gaen gyte!

Not tili tbree days and nights had passed
And sloop n'er bowed bier e'e,

'['at deatb in pity cam at last
And kindly set bier froc.

Yet oftea 'mong the dews e' 'en,
When shadows 611l the air,

A wecping, wandering lady's seen
Amang tbe woods e' Blair.

ALEXANDER MvL wuri.ýx,
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A PARSON'S PONDEINGS.

W HIIAT shall 1 preach about next Sunday' This is a
TVquestion whicb, 1 suppose, occupies most pansons'

thouglits canly every week. At any rate it does mine just
now, as 1 sit in *nîy study, facing my ibrary. It's ti
groat library, to ho sure ; a poor parson cannot indulge in:
that luxury. Luxury, do I caîl it 1IsT it net rather a
nocessity in these days, when the last important work on
any debated subject is as necessary to the scholar as the
hast style of reaper and binder is to the farmer wbo wanits
te keep up with the tumes? Yet a luxury it Must romain
to the man of siender means. It is rather provoking te
have a brother parson, whose purse is longer than ene's
own, or some learnod dignitary remark to one: "lHave
you read Dr. Tonan8' grand new apologetic work, which
completely overthrows Professor Molecule's attack on
(Jbristianity ? If not, you ought te get it; it will only
cost you five dollars." Alas! wbat is a man te do, wben
ho lias juat been reminded by bis wife tbat Sophie's sboes
are worn eut, and Johnnie must have a nowi jacket b 0f
course Dr. Tonans' book must wait. One cati, however,
buy Professor Molecule's new work, for that will only
cost fifteen or twenty cents, in the' cheap popular form.
Se one can get the latest tbought of the day on ene side of
the question at any ate. Now, what is the reason that I
can get Professer Molecule's works so cheap, while Dr.
I onans' is se dear 1 Is it ini accerdance with the law of

supply and deiand? If se, there inust bh a tremaendous
demand for Molecule, aud a woeful lack of deioand for
'lonans'. Or ia it that "the cbildren of this world are
in thoir goneration wiser than the children of liglit "?

A parson-who lias te, furnish bhis people with at lcast
two discourses every week, wbo is supposed in those two
disceurses te give their thouzhts a direction for good for
the onsuing six days, who must (if hoe is worth anytbing)
be an courant witb the vanied and turbulent tbought of
the day-ought te have ne ineagre library.

Of course, a parson of the type wbich Goldsmitht bas
inmeortalized, in the parisb pricat of

Sweet Auburn, lovehoest village of the fflain,
with bis primitive, patriarchal life, bis unxworldly calînnesa,
and unsophisticated pity;

And passing rich wth fortY j~nt a year,
imigbt well be contented with IlPaley's Evidences " and

a few more old-fashioned tomes on bis shelves. But
IlSweet Auburn " is a thing of the past: it is a Il Deserted
Village," indeed, nowadays. And the idyllic paster is as
inuch eut of date as the rustice choolrnaster.

Fancy Sweet Auburn's pastor suddenly traasplanted
te an odinary Canadian village or amaîl town ; ho would
lie utterly bewildered. Instead of being in the midst of a
quiet homegeneous people-bucolic and stolid, happy and
hum-drum--among whom hie was a king, witb enly the
squire and the schoolmaster as intellectual equals--ho
would find hinisoîf tackling a congrogation composed of
aIl sorts and conditions of men, of various nationalities
and mental gifts. And thon this cOngrogation would ho
enly one of several rival congregations of varieus names,
each striving te get the inside track of the others. Poor
ma ! What would ho do ? Faney him, with bis pitiful

heart and bospitable hearth open te everv tramp or confi-
dence mas that cernes along ! Fancy hini bcing botbercd
withbobok agents, and witb hie pariehionere enquining,
IWhat de you think of the Jesuits' Estates Act ? " I Are

you an advecate of Auti-Poverty and Equal Riglits ? "
IlWhat are you geing te do about Prohibition ?" "IlWbat
ài your opinion of Evolution ? " IlWhat do you think of9'Robert Elsmere ' and 'John Ward, Preacher '? " What
would the poor mas do wben hoe feund one part of bis
flock faecinated by the big druni of the Salvation Army,
and anethen part sytematically absestisg themeelves
from cburch and studying Professer Moleculo at bomne?
In the church hoe would find bimself addrossisg a very
mixed assernbly. There would be perbape a few, a ver y
fcw, as empl-hearted and unlettered as bis old parishiosers
-some much botter isformied than himself on masy pointe
-and the cbildmon oven of the poor and uneducated attend-
ing Higb Scbool and able te solve algobraical problenis and
asalyze sentences in a Nay that would bave posed bis old
friend, the rustic scboolmaster.

In one respect onhy would hoe find his position un-
changed ; ho would still have te thisk himseîf

Passing rich with fomty poutids a yeam,
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or its miodern equivalent in purchasing power. Poor man!
gentleman, Christian, scholar of the antique type ! Re
would find the tale of bricks demanded indefinitely in-
creased, wbule bis stock of straw was no larger than
heretofore.

But 1 have been digressing. The question is, What
shall 1 preach about next Sunday ? Wbat are the par-
ticular spiritual needs of my congregation just îiow, the
needs wbich most requiro to be ministered unto ? When 1
survoy tbem in rny mind's eye, and think of the hetero-
geneous assernbly, of the various temporaments, the van-
ous grades of education and age, the vanious conditions of
religious and irreligious life, 1 can really tbink of no 4tyle
or subjoct adapted to ail. So the question, Wbat shall I
preach aboutI involves anotber question wbicb must be
tirst settled, viz., To whorn should 1 preach 1

Thero is dear old Mrs. Green, for instance, with ber
eighty years of age, and yet stili hale and bearty ; she is
sure to be in ber place in churcb. She is one of the last
romnants of Sweet Auburn's emigrants. She and her
deceased busband were the founders of this Church some
if ty years and more ago. She was always accustomed to
a severe, decorous, yet meagre, ritual. She loves the
church in wbicb sbe was born, in which she has always

a livod, and in whicb she wiil die, and notbing could induce
her to forsake it for pastures new ; but ber soul is vexod

bt witbin ber to tbink it is not exactly, in ahl respects, like
o the church of ber youth. She loves "lTate and Brady,"
i and even yet cannot quite reconcile berself to Iltbem
i hymns"I and theso new Ilgoings on." Sbe loves sermons

wbicb dcpict in glowing colours the evorlasting peace and
joy that await the elect, of wbich ahe feels herseif one-
and so she is, and deservedly, too, dcar old soul! And
if the horniletic picture bas some dark sbades in the back-
ground of the sufferings of those wbo are flot of the elect,

3why they serve only to bring into relief the central figure.
It seemns almost like sacrilege to ruffle ber placid faitb, or
cross ber mental grain ia the Ieast degreo.

And yet tbe style of sermon tbat would be sweet food
for ber soul wotild, I fear, be accounted but cbaff by lier
grandson, who will be sitting by ber side next Sunday,
and wbo lias just graduated at the Ulniversity, and bas
arnîved born,ful of honours in Pbilosophy and Natural
Sciences, and wbo krnows tbat Prof. Robertson Smith and
iDr. Marcus Dods and miany others, once accounted frightful
lîeretics, are now bad in bonour.

Thon there is Dr. Black, and those like-minded with
binm-and tbey are not a few-wbo corne to Cburch occa-
sionally, once in a wbile ini the forenoon, and spend the
rest of the day ini studying agnostic literature. These men
tell us sonetiîues in person, soînetimes tbrough tbe press,
that the' utterances of the pulpit do not ineet their spiritutal
needs, because tbey do not solve tbe difficulties wbicb crop
Up continually in the course of tbeir secular reading. Tbey
complain of the Ilcowardice"I of tbe pulpit in approacbing
the Ildoubt>' of the pew, and conteinptuously hint tbat the
pulpit avoids grappling with these subýjects througb cithcr
ignorance or fear. And yet, if one were to prepare a
sermon specially for tbern the chancVs are tbey would not
he tbere to bear it.

Thon there are the Browns, wbo know notbing of
modern doubts and modemn literature ; wbose intellectual
attainments are mieagre, but whose emotions are vory warmî
Nothing will satisfy theso but a sermon after the style of
Sain Jones or Dr. Talmage; full of anecdotes, borrible,
bumnorous, solemn, grotesque, tragical and farcical, coin-
bined in one spicy compound.

Thon there is Mr. Blue, very Protestant, awfully Pro-
testant, wbo bas an unquonebable borror of Popery; who
concoives that every èhatnge in the service, howevor slight,
however common-sense, Illeads to iRome;-" who if be secs
a new book.marker instead of an old frayod one, tbinks tbe
"linnovation"I was put there by tbe Pope's orders, and is
bound to protest. Ho can give you a long list*of tbings ini
wbich be don't believe, but is bard set to tell you wbat be
dloes believe.

And then tbcre is young Scarlett, wbo bas lately corne
froni the city, wbere be was a worsbipper at tbe Cburch of
St. Aloyaxus, who is neyer content unless be sees candlos,
incenso, crucifixes and vestments ; he Bits resticas and
indifferent undor any sermon, unless tbe word 'lCburcb"
or "lCelebration"Iloccurs continually in it.

And thon thore are tbe Greys--steady thorougb.going,
loyal, God-fearing, earnest : wbo don't corne to find fauît,
but listen to tbe sermon in order to absorb wbat good they
can find in it ; wbose religion is practical ratber than pole-
mnical. They are loved and respectod by all, tbougb some
may dub tbem slow and old-fasbioned.

Indeed a Canadian village parson's congregation is a
vory mixed one, and bis course not alwaya smootb. The
missionary of a puroly rural congregation is not ao bur-
dened. Sucb a congrogation is the nearest approacb to that
of Sweet Auburn. Not that our Canadian farmers are so
bebind the age : but tbe simlarity of occupation, of poli-
tical and religious sentiment and of racial origin, wbich is
found in many n Canadian "lsottlement," breeds a homo-
geneousness in tbe congregation wbich makes it very work-
able, and bas its charrm; wbile tbe average mental calibre
is infinitely ahead of tbe Ilodges of Sweet Auburn.

On the other band, a city proacher can be a 11specialist."
No matter what his type of preacbing, or style of service
or sehool of thought, there are plenty of people ôf ail kinds
to f111 ail sorts of churches ; and each individual will
naturally gravitate to tbat sort of service and preaching
wbich attracts bim most. And it is well tbat it sbould be
so. As long as men's faces and figures differ, just so long
will nimen's tastes mand prdilc-ins; -nd he b 1rb1<e h


