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WHITE HEATHER.

It's i 11 to be pu i r and leal
-And its 111 to k-cep fint frae the lowe!

And its 111 to- hae bauchles sae doon at the heel
That the weary fit wanders tÉrowe

Bût whether this Poortith ý,vill flce,,
While the leal and the true shail remain ?

And whether my jeanje will smile upon me ?
Is a " Read--iiie-t-ny Rïddle aoain.

She tell't me "she riches despised,"
But she ddna k(ýn 1 was so puir

And a sprig o' white heather -a gift that Iprized-
She plucked as we gaed ower the muir.

I wad that 1 wasna sae puir
And 1 wad that 1 aye might be Ical

But 1 wad, aboon a', to be certain and- sure
0' whai bonniê Jeanie may féel ?

We gang to the s'ti for its shine-
And we gang to the wuds for their shade-

And l'Il e'en to my luve, in my dool and m pÏne,y-
And speir what that White Heather said

-WILLIAM ýVYE SMITH*
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