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PREFACE

It has been the author's aim and design since eighteen
years of age to publish a volume of poems Beginning at
the age of fourteen to write incidents that happened in

the locality and occasionally occupying the poet's corner

in a local newspaper, an acquaintance was formed with
the editor of the Kelso Chronicle, who gave him every
encouragewment to persevere 1 his effusior

When the Auld Stable End made ippearance be
fore the public, the favor with which it was received b)
the villagers, both old and younger, encouraged the author
to persevere in | enterprise

¢ ipan of the ¢ ( ve Yar | I X the
vel being writiten after neir decease

James Scott of We Gorden, a bosom friend of the
author's, who was attending the University at Edinburgh
with an aim for the ministry, unfortunately caught : €
vere cold, which in three weeks proved fatal At the quiet
gloaming grey in the lovely month of June, 1865, on a
green hillside near the banks of the rive EEden, where the

ithe could see in the dim distance the home where the

dear departed wi bhonr eared and died, were the few
vVerst W en to his memory He was a promising young
man, but wq called ¢ from eartl the early age of

twenty-onte

A few words n ' Lig A apology for he in
sertion of the poel 'r¢ tantis The Re Robert
Lang, minister of the ree Church, Neuthorn, Berwick

shire, Scotland, and the Rev, Dr. Begg of Edinburgh com

piled a catechism witl proofs from he Bible, enabling
the students to defend themselves as Protestants against
the arguments of antagonists The catechism was dis-

yributed among the oung men and women of the par-

siX months being ¢ en to prepare for the examina

tion Fifty-nine youths of the congregation began the

task, but only sixteen came forward 1o compete At the




PREFACE—Continued

first exam. fourteen failed with mistake from one to
twenty The two remaining contestants stood a search-
ing test Ten times they stood before the examiner, who
failed to decide the winner of the prize, so the first and
second prize was divided between Jessie Jack and the
wuthor, each received eighteen shilling and ninepence
A wee late the tuthor got a volun 3 S A hoo i
Mart with the quest to write a poem on I'rote 1
ism
Moré er tl tho \CK wiledg € poel ha
0 pret ) wl ever to 1 am t myste
ous effusio of the ethereal o 1 odic hool of poetry
the ( 1 ex pt in th jO nd hopes
! loVe nd im inii ordi mei wnd
( 1 1§ tha Ll may i 1€ stand Conse
juently « 1t 1 ol being thought tame and com
] D Ye¢ ithor hope for them is that they
I ound to | pe 1« ed with a few grains of motl
[ wit ombined witl pr ling o ound commori
wnd p t up e and there with a spark of
11 fire 15 their composition ha served to make
pleasant many a homely hour and relieve the tedium of
monotonous existence, and hould they be the mean
of Kindlin 1 smile of hapy ¢ ind enjoyment in the
gle neu of the humble sons of toil, the wuthor will
( der his labors amply rewarded, and leaves them en
tirely to the erdict of a discerning and impartial public,
juoting the words of ti old Satyrist Nash
H style w truthful, tho he had some gall,
something he might have mended,

50 may all
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IN MEMORIAM

Mrs. Cundell's lament for the tragic

John Harcourt, in Toronto

Awake, my narp, why silent be,
Tune up thy sacred lays;

death of her

Bring soothing strains from every

A wont in bygone days

"I'will cheer that home o’erwhelmed in grief,

Once happy and benign

Where now lies in the arms of

That brother dear of mine

His trazic death has made me

death

that

My faltering tongue can't speak,

The fountain of my tears have
None trickle down my cheek

So sudden came the mournful
No wonder [ repine,

His form 1 see at every turn,
That brother dear of mine

dried,

news

Had he been laid on a sick bed,

Where comforts he could sh

ire;

Nursed by a loving wife and son,

With every tender care
But no, retiring to his room,
Robust and feeling fine

Ne'er dreamt there was escaping

That brother dear of mine

™ Kkilful pilot th 1
I'he skilful pilot at the helm,

Though tossed 'mid heavy gales

When steering among shoals and

His ship is safety sails;
An unskilled hand at place of
Drifts from the safety line

trust

I2'er long the barge will stranded

Like brother John of mine

Ah! danger hovers all around,
Mishaps one can’'t foresee;
Man's destined hour is sure to

come,

What fate has fixed, will be;
Come as it will that fatal hour

Frail mortals must resign,

Life's joys and cares and family ties

Like brother John of mine

W,

gas,

rocks,

be,



IN MEMORIAM—Continued

alm tor wounded ones,
and pair

Tho' t} )y of meeting here

Cannot return again

RICHARD MARCHMON




RICHARD MARCHM I'—Continaed

'Mid Lapland’'s frost and Greenland’s snow,
In sunny lands where palm trees grow,
Along the shores where billows roll,

And ice heaved plains surround the pole,
Are myriads called in every clime,

Since man leapt on the stage of time,

The sleep of death being sin's reward

In ocean deep or Id graveyard

\ Ly thos¢ eal and c¢ 0 mo i

To re ns of light 1 tro { borne

y ¢ ha vitlh « ¢

A\ ¢ L20 1 1011 € pt 1

W L His promise | | 1 tr

ond the ra t t view;
il ) I I ( oL v
N round the b )
'
CALLED IN EARLY BLOOM
Line written on Martha | 1b Scott yvoungest

laughter of William and Ma Scott, who died at lot
8. 4th line west, Chinguacousy, on March 2 1887, at
the early age of 18 year Her iction was borne with
Christian fortitude and patient resignation to the will of
God, who only takes but what He gave As her life had
been calm and tranquil, he leath was serene and peaceful
Wishing her orrowing friends a last farew she fell
isleep | the arms of Jesu

The wintery winds blew chill and bleak,

The summer rains were pas
The latest flowers had bowed thei 1ead

Before the withering

‘ Winter, with unrelenting sway,
O'’er earth her mantle throws
Fair nature feels her dreary reign,

Lies hidden in repose

'"Tis not for nature's faded face
That makes me sadly mourn;
In beauty she'll be clothed anew
When sweet spring sha return




I mourn for her, 'twas prized so dear,

Light of an humble cot
A mother’s joy, a father's pride,
Was Martha Elizabeth Scott,

Beloved by young, admired by old,
Whoe'er on her did call,

A cheering word and Kkindly
Yes, Martha had for all

B tyrant Death, 'mid youth's ga
When all looks fresh and fai
Unclouded by the ills of life,
( pre ed with grief and care
That lovely floweret by thy hand
Wa p'd in early bloom
And, borne away by mc« ning friex

tomt

CALLED IN EARLY BLOOM—Continued

mor

n,



IN MEMORIAM

In memory of Lily Nichol, Hornby, who died
ber 26th, 1911

See Lily in her loveliness
With eyes of bonnie blue,

And cheeks like piak roses
Just opening into view,

A smile played on her ruby lij
That smile of harmless glee,

And hapy ¢ a lark thi

{ ngs
Her morning melody
see | ' he 1 hiul mood,
i Cye hone h delight
| ¢ tar of flrmame
In a calm wclouded night
With ringlet wavin I around
He 1 rble ne nd brow
Joy © ¢ humble P ot
low « ved Isage oW
Behold el w at « Hmory
He¢ beauty fade way,
'he bloom of health has left t cheel
And I p e Ly
We little thought that flowe ould be
ut down ere it did bloom,
And faded, be n a few he
A ictim of the omi
Sweet pring will ' ' i1
ru.' ¢ 4'1' (L} | 5
And frag nt zey I bre ¢ {
Athw t e g1 plain
I iature can't e tore gail
n dean One w nit
F'o he gall . vlce S0 swt
Fhat spoke s . d free
Just ter here e i Dy
Some da 01 1 1
Uint I ¢ ¢ | 1 e
' t obe
nipt a eet rosebud
n gloon
more genial lime

'o ripen, 1t t and bloom

Novem-




UNCERTAIN IS LIVE

n on the unexpected and violent de
pbell, Cheltenham, when on his wi

a freight train in charge of stock, wl

1 in a rear-end collision on the C.P.R
)12
March winds blew both hill and
| i vam
mph (HA 1 co
i
lea 1 [
A |
I ilway t
lea friend isunde
f1li th
\ ro !
0 a iciou i
i God i
i el 00 a p tor
V¢ Ireary morrow
the bosom 1l abid
| ’A“’l\'\ Irow
A [ new ha vitett low1
its of heaven thunde
hope is to the four wind rewn,
ren under
th great beyond
1 th hoso igh
10, that wveil curely drawn
i from mortal
ome meet a violent fat

olace each other
1dly vmpathetic word
ister, father, nmother

will be while ages run,

eone rests the blame,

yrs made thus yield through life,

ret, remorse and shame

flowers have decked the grassy lea
fragrance filled the air,
murmuring streamlet rippled on,
Nature's face looked fair

Allan left this changeful sphere

v more congenial clime

s his numbered days ran out

off the stage of time

18—



UNCERTAIN IS LIVE—Continucd
When pilgrims and journers here
We suffer grief and pain
There's promised balmm for wounded souls
Why murmur and complain?
I'hen why not dry that crystal tear,

I cheel now rickling o'er

Johi ampbell gone to realms of bl

IN MEMORIAM

« Vi 1¢ d vi e
] ed this life April h, 16
Goune (o Her Reward
Art O e L | ni« ne nd el 01l OW
I'hy 0 d tl d 1§ bend t bie
ron 01 hiol Iivine consolation P b v
While our eye are bedimmed with ¢ orrowin Le
Gone frox Ir midst is |} d-he ted mother
Who smoothed down our pillow t o« 1 repose
In our morning of youth her charge t together
Would smile at our mirth, feel sad at « v
Gone to the M er, bere ‘ e e |
I'he doom « may nd old av
O 1§ nd our tea re alike 1
I'he l.ord 1} but taken the mothe He gave
Her bright watchful eyes shone like st Ve
Her mile like sweet rose just afte tl
The beauties of nature recall to our visio
kngraved on our bosom will her image mair
As streams in the desert life-g ing to nat ¢
Glide inching along breathing life in it rain
bale pilgrimage ended, man enters he future
Our loss, dearest mother, we trow hy gai
Through the storms of life beyond is the haven,
Where the storm-tossed mariner receive the reward:
By the Master own hand is the crown of life given,
Saying, enter thou blest one, the joys of thy Lord

19




CULLED IN EARLY BLOOM

liines ggested by the unexpected ind lamented

death of Mrs. N, Alteman, who a v young lady was be

loved by all who formed her acquaintanc

native of Brampton and was familiarly Kk
She departed th life April

maiden name, May Gue
§th, 1912

A May flower grew up on Ktobicoke ide

Was th joy of a home, a delight ard a prid

As fail v lily, when bathed in dew

Wi I I p ey of da blue

W t yproact 11 ) t rch i
I 1 1 wias crad 1 to

veath m \ mi! 1d tendere

Life comfo esto 1 wit v boul ) !

‘\l\‘ I O | I | ] |4 1! n he wul in ) ‘

| nure 1 broo i old 1

( 1 d | ¢ wurblier 0 vrol Lhe

With heads i i bosom neath » Y
And ished the hum o he frugal

While silend doth reign o' he nerald [

Thi flower o he valley grew day by da

More attractive and lovely became little May

This flower was transplanted in a garden fair,
No lack of ttention but nu I with car

L.est the wild driven snow and keen biting frost,

Might blast its fair blossom d virtues be lost
Sad, sad to relate, amid all this car
I A 1etive t flower promising and fai
" ed its fair nead and led awa

the dewdrop does vanish by the solar ray

At school and at church, both old and young,

Their esteem and respecl her virtues had won;

Beloved for her worth, ever willing to aid

Request ywut a favor, 'twas granted, obeyed

Then why is the tear in the eye of the old,

Whose heart and affections grow withered and cold —
When the sun in the morning looked down from his throne
To smile on the earth, our mayflower was gone

It is thus, ever thus, in Nature's fair plan

Death thwarts all the efforts of frail mortal man;

God gave and He takes, but His motive is love,

When He calls a dear friend to the mansions above

It is thus, ever thus, while pilgrims on earth,

Though our home may be broken, desolate our hearth —
l.et us cease to murmur, and cease te implore,

We will meet our dear May on Canaan’'s bright shore




DEPARTED WORTH

In loving memory of Fanny D. Rutherford, beloved wife
of John L. Watson

Wake lyric muse to life anew,
Though doleful be thy lays,

Fond memory, come unfold sweet scenes,
That speak of bygone days

Through life's rough and uneven path
Twas made both straight and

By one now in the cold grave)
That loving wife of mine

Can I forget the happy day
W often spent together

On moorlands wild in auld Scotland,
Among the blooraing heather

Or on sweet Eden's flowery ban
There 1 pledged her to be n

And placed a garland on her brow

That loving wife o' mine

I hear her sweet melodious voice
In every bird that sing
Their song of praise from leafy bower,
And high on sportive wings
I see her in my garden walks,
In gloaming or sunshine,
I see her face at every turn,
That loving wife of mine

It seems to me but yesterday,
In looking back to see

The children at their evening prayers
Around their mother's knee,

Who never tired to teach them truths
Out of that Book divine,

Unflinching in a righteous cause,
That loving wife o' mine

O tyrant Death, thy ruthless hand
Why treat me so severely,

To take my dear one from my side,
Who loved me most sincerely

If God be pleased to call her home,
Humbly I will resign

My right to Him who takes His own,
And loving wife o' mine

P -




DEPARTED WORTH—Continued

Away those tears, beloved ones
I'hough 1 1 er call away,

Me thin he owned too pure a heart
To wear a robe of clay

In realms of bliss, in spotless robe
she evermore will s Ti¢

Ser £ the our he dored,
i ( it ( I Nt

Writte he of Rob« Hewi vouthful
1 1 ose frie
( } f v ¢
¢ I 1d
¢ ( { ©Cl1010¢
{ { 1) P Ver
\ 4 nexpected hour
I he man before 1 Lord
( | Py rex hing
m 8]
I'w ( | ere 1 )¢ e between
ed € pre
Pery O t oV unt my mind,
e i 1101
n cemed friend
dea nd gone!
| OV [} ( [ ( 1 0 Dl
Leic ¢ e ved why mourn
Be 1 end he t rest
] ( [ retu
o realms ht h oul hath fled
{¢ ‘ end (
0 INOre inf earth he'll treac
( W e obe ol
'o m ong ( ¢ the body's borne,
n its narrow bed
Fhere est t udgment mora
I'here imber with the dead
But 1 t morn thou'lt surely rise,
I ( \ 1ect again
ANt ( the Savic ! n the sKles,

eign




lines

CULLED IN EARLY BLOOM

boy,

twenty-one

written on James Watson, my baby
called away at the early age of
'"Tis sad to part with one we love

See borne away to the cold grave
Y 'tis the will of Him above,

Who only tal i it H
Wi need I 1 { 1 compla

I rief 1

ef 1 ) i

His 1 ne w

W red f )
Was fathe 1 jo
Methought ti [ ) r'e

And native L few |

Would strength re W i

I'he glow of |

{ We
A keen, athletic po !
He pl i LT |
Perfo 11 witl \ o4
I little drean n a et tin
His robust fram VI
Had he but lef 1 ! 18
A t with himi did not ag
Why is my soul in a 1 .
My bleeding bosom in despair
Because he's called awa ) YO z,
S0 Young 4] "ol 1 1 i fa
Some flowers grow p, mature and die
Some roseb 1 ¢ 1 the
Some bloom wl wrostrate lie
All, all must fade mortal's doom
High Heaven, have I offended thee?
Perhaps too much I prized my boy
If so, forgive the wrong I'v done,
In human weakness placing joy
The seasons come, the seasons go,
The life of mu soon past does gli
'"Tis only but four years ago

Stood by hi

mother's side

bring

de



CULLED IN EARLY BLOOM~—Continued

Though man is doomed to cares and toil,
Sojourning through this vale of tears,
There's healing balin for wounded souls
That calms their doubts, allays their fears.
Hush, doupting soul, dry up those tears!
Why longer mourn his eariy doom?
That rosebud early nipt from earth

In Paradise will burst and bloom

IN MEMORIAM

Of James Scott Gorden bosom (riend, who died 11th of
July 867, who wa tudying for the ministry
118 1 ght and he ftull-orbed moon
pitle pecire wal the Y,
A L | in preatl 1 1 ner { {
Ce he brook ti murmurs by

Along my path rich petalled flowers

With fragrance fill the midnight air
While in the wood v stillness reigns
The eer fast wrapt in mute despall
B 10t nature sombre gloom
Which makes one thus in anguish mourn,
Fhoug placid she ppear to view
weet balmy breeze wi eturn
I mourn that Deatl cold cruel hand
H: tched my dearest friend away
O ant Death, wh breal ove's chain
And crush 1t neath th) 1ithless sway
I'he hand 1 fondly grasped now cold
On earth again will never meet,
'hat familia oice, ala is hushed,

Which wa o soft, so kind and sweet

B eath thy power will have an end;
I'ne day draws nigh each eye shall see,

I't power o'erthrown then we'll ascend
I mphant o’er the grasp of thee

0 those tears from off thy cheek,

And cease bereaved to mourn his doom,
That flower that Death has culled on earth
richly

In Paradise will bloom




OCCUPANTS OF THE OLD GRAVEYARD

Lines written at the

graves of the dear departed at

L

the quiet, gloaming grey

When evening shades are gathering round

The consecrated burial ground,
'"Tis sweet to be alone

To read memorials of our race

Engraved by their last resting place
On monuments of tone

For them we love li¢ leeping here

Rolls down the chee L silent tea

To ease the aching heart

Yet beams of hope spring up so bright
That fills the soul with radiant light,
Sweelt heavenly dort

Though man can't penetrate the gloom

That shroud th tenant of the tomb,
Can mount on wings of iaith

To regions far beyond the sky

These happy climes on hig
Where

reigns no sin or death




Miscellaneous Poems and Songs

I'HE LAND WHERE 1 WAS BORN

Poets ¢ termed come
munit t} t attach-
ment to
depa
Thor

Scott




THE LAND WHERE 1 WAS BORN—Continued

Brave Wallace, prominent in fame,
Freed Scotland when oppressed

Unto this day his honored name
Plants courag in the breast

A haughty king, cruel and ) L

I'he Bru th 1
Fron 1 1Sury ori
1t DO I t“ Lo it v |
The nd where 1 »O

Ther tan A 1 1
In calm, unruffled mood

o tatement 1 i | ) L
| Palac of H rood

From pulpit h outspoken ti
No onger can be b ne

By pre ( 1 1
In t} vhere 1 v )

Perl 8 the lead n i
Bereft of p [ t reason,

When Knox the lieges did cor
Did term it high treason

This cleft in twain the ret leag
Their case soon 0} for

With t} plottin cer ¢ 1 1
In the wnd whet I was bor

Yon pillars on the green hillside
Where purple heather bloom

Are monuments where martyr died

by the rude dragoon

reading in that book divine
¢t that can't be borne,

dark age a heinous crime

In the land where 1 was bo

Now when the Sabbath morn comes round
Men rest in freedom chair

Within the pews also are found
The earnest listener there;




THE LAND WHERE I WAS BORN—Continued

And many a humble shepherd’'s cot
On moorlands seem forlorn,

Is birthplace of a brilliant Scot
In the land where 1 was born,

A beacon placed on towering hills
The heavens seemed all aglow;

Did test the spirit and the will
To check a foreign foc¢

The tocsin toils its lound alarm,

din Il night till morn;

Then the | rst, 'twas a false alarm,
Or he ere 1 wa bori

et warblel flit in rainbow hue
In choru weetly INg

'Mid lvan grove all bathed in dew,
Bloom everlasting spring

Soft zephyrs blow o'er (Cheviot peaks,
Adown the wimpling burns,
Put ebud tints on maiden's cheeks,

In the land where 1 was born

'"Twas there I spent sweet days of yore,
Unsullied, free from care;
'Mid heather waving round the door,

And my auld mother there

That d where grow the sweet bluebells
Scoteh thistle and hawthorn,
I prize it more than tongue can téll,

The land where 1 was born

ODE ON MY BIRTHDAY
January 29, 1842

As n day 0 11 my trength be

Deuteronomy 33

Threescore and ten times genial spring,
Th ocund, smiling face 1've seen;

And heard the warblers sweetlly sing
Among the woodlands budding green

The immer roses hailed to see
Their petals bathed in morning dew
And wild flower deck the grassy lea
Like sheets displayed in arious hues



With pride have viewed the golden grain,
Prolitic Autumn yecarly brings;
LLuxuriant wave over hill and plain,
Perfection of the seeds of spring
Winter hough « i breezes sheds,
Y maidens’ checol i healthful glow
A mantle white complete do« spread
While exhi ted § { O below
Many eason glided hy
hile 1 heedle ipling, ran
Thoug! ( im until 1
Emerged into the ¢ of 1 1
'hrough man I d downs in life
Mid jc nd griefs and anxious cares
Vi gle thire this world | trife
,‘.-',,' d ‘n\ | nare
M wor out pilgrim bent with y I's
Amid hard il thoughts 1iblime,
A I ch e goal bhe nears
When ched drop off the { e of
e
SCOTTISH =« NES ON THE EVE 0Ol
Hail, Sabl h ( v eet cred « ( ¢
Helleve o'er « s 1 when o0} (
When power \pier ( tively
Commanding earth Vi ‘ orm to !
Six day WEere aken to plete the )
But could eflect { i ‘ t in e
Then ewed the ¢ fori d fabric s it ood
Pronounced the ( mna hiy v good
The seventh day waus inetifie nd se L] t
For rest, for worshij d s« ‘ Y [ t
S0 rest relieve i1 carcwors eal ont
Toiling six day 1 th rehing n
The brawny blacksmith’s | ts cheer
The anvil's din is hushed Sabbath near
The edge, the plane, ti w, and useful wrenc
Are laid at rest upon the workshop bench
Blest day in thee men breathe more purer air,

ODE ON MY BIRTHDAY—Continued

SABBATH
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SCOTTISH SCENES ON THE EVE SABBATH
Continued,

\rm 1res

vholesome




SCOTTISH SCENEsS ON T
Continaed,

EVE O SABBATH ‘

Was the seventh day kept a he day of rest

The Jew still clings to that appropriate day,

Blessed by the Lord and set apart for aye. {
Why this change made may I in aecen speak, {1

From the enth to the first day of the week

e ————

To you rn in Bethlehem town this day

I'h ¢ of nd did | Ly
O'er H ) 1 | 1 1l

W ( Lte in-l

Crea fre na ht w 1,
Redeen i Wi rrean sLill
On Ca 1 ( ) Lt 120 1 SAaViour cries

PROTESTANTISM

The birth of Protestantism unfolds that ray

) purest ligl poi g the heav red wa

I'o ploddir p in t yug! i e ot rife,
I e ol lestial life,

The te hin of our Lord th precious

When H ) iid trom | lips proce

3 old a tately tree has sprung from them
Engrafted disciple SOV 1 fruit | stem
Thus from our gruacion L.ord receiving birth,
Destined one day to wer the whole earth

| h ) ira M a 1

sublime,

leet,

edicts made,

But a c1 oW witil oul obeyed

Wh powert fluence 1 il embracing;

heart,

) part
With ifyin nergy and noisel tread
Reger 1 ciety exalis its head,

nd founder on that rock secure

ingdowms and o urches pure




PROTESTAN

This orb I trow not too large a \
! IFor its enacted scenes from age to age
I ask whence cuiite principle, where sprung from?
Was its birth plac th en hilled city Rome?
‘ If history pages I rightly in
\ It cannot breatl ithin t} Vatica
H At the pre t it opened i \ 1t «
By Luthera D1 the d pire
‘ That 1 of pure 1 i to r
A.D. Fift | ¢
A new world # p om t} prote
{ Sue bl ev ! i ficen
| Peeled the loud not tl | ( 1iturie of time
The di I d 1 ] orld d ) 1
Fhe « ( 0 ( clf Rome unveiled
' lea twin 1 hir b rht
ened 1d I Wi to 1
new energy e intellect expand
wvenly isdom w her olive v 1d,
cale ol uperstition flie
in thought exalt voft wi
e | t t 1t in [ | )
‘ Al ¢ yi L In ev ( 1
! Thi eciou i i
T i I ( lanit i
O quid ning p ( ed with (U |
A balm and foreta of eternul day!
‘ IFor centuries the (‘hri in world did mourn
While the lamp of truth did tlickering burn
Beneath Italim | would make advance,
At times illume the flowery plains of I'rance,
Along tl Danube course would shine awhile,
Enlightening Ly viith hopef mile,
On England shore would rays of glory shed,
On Scottish Heburid¢ her banner spread
The lofty Alp 0o ww the golden ray,
While Peidmont valleys hailed the gladsome day
Checked by that bitter foe, the pagan world,
At such prosperity their superstitutions huried,
Dalmatian rose in his despotic might,
With stakes and massacres began the fight
The more he smote with relentless blow,
Sprung up new stars with hter glow
1

Why Christianity become

Mixed up wit pagan rite
Why inward power of trutl
On the rough surge of he

a mongrel

vtheni

{ISM—Continued

creed,
eed,
lost
sed

that barren
1 and virtue

m to

-



PROTESTANTISM—Continued

Why rites and forms, so striking false withal?
Why paintings and images disgrace the wall
Why n t dinous office when named
Suct 1t t to the order (hi ordained!
The ( ( golden « lice did prej ¢

i |
And I Clc of G re¢ LC¢
I m fr ( ear el
| ) f (
O ] I til
When en I'¢ 0’ ¢ L1 0’ ¢ }
Amid he ocl thi ephe
I'¢ € fleec ill break of d
[ 1 heaver tre | rigl '
W h 1 radiance the } mn w ligh
A el fear d seized their mind
¢ ot, he uid, 1 bring vd  tidi to mankind
A meteor A, high he L he gulde
Would guide them to ¢ babe of e lehen ide
Enra ith he oy the quit he pl )
To hail the Prince of Salem come to reign
Thou promised gift, while ages onward roll,
Thy deat! hall be the ransom of men’s 1l
Now (hristianity, begin thy grand ¢ )
Expand t} owth 11’0 h each cceeding vean
Thy hope bu 1 on that chiefest cornerstone
The Master layed, see build Mereor
With apostles, prophets knit tog I
That all the wiles of Satan cannot sever

L.et deeds of charity be daily thine,

Thy conscience be thy plummet and thy line

In accents oft thy precious truths unfold:
The same grand Gospel, ever voung and old,
Profusely breathe alike on age and youth,

The sweetness of thy everlasting truth

t} ]

I1 the loud clamor both of war and strife,

I
Destructive weapons of the Christian life,
Reviled by foes, crushed almost out of sight,
Blessings for curses still be thy delight,

0 blood nor yet the sword unsheathe,
But heavenly promises ye softly breathe
Dragged to the stake the martyr's spirit cheers,

Fills them with faith and love, becalms their fears.
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Undaunted he stands, both f¢ le ind brav
A martyr courage to the Christia LV ¢
Voice mild but firm n cah imruffled mier
Nigh to deat beheld a heaven (
Vision enlarged el I 1 canne
Beheld his Sav A | i 1 hand
\8 hi fo¢ 1 d
Dared to it tter | phe
tan on hit W I'¢ w1 1 1 (

l "i: t 1 pa

\ i o ety it :
A i » o .
Alo rie
| ( (
N ne 't ! 1
L'pon ( - I
I N th ) I I €
Prote H \ (

! Ah! ye t t ) 1 i
Seed of the ( ch, t i 1 blood W
¢ co ( de €W
Surrounded | ( notle e
In self-defenc th 1 1 nchir ind
Their righteous ( e sSeri 1 pProo
Rather tha from ir firm be f epart
Embrace bleedi bosol d kel
At Orlea flourished no band

\ Whose lore and charity spread o' the lar

' Taught by the spirit and the Word of God
(‘herished in secret faith then en Lord
Betrayed by one who feigned himself frie
listening with he 1d ear he did attend
To their discourse fraught with gospel truth
These canoil ed leek, deceitful vouth,
With livin water ym the everlasting spring
Bread of l.ife to hi mpty soul they bring
Pure wisdom and knowledge to him imparts
But Arfaste heard them with a callous heart
So like the worldling in this present day,
livil for good the earth worm does repay,;
To bishop's counsel brought, but could not
An error in their doctrine when defined
All arguments and threats so powerless fell,
Satanic gins escaped though planned so well,
An understanding clear, God's Word their
A resolution firm come what betide
('ringe not, neither would alter their belief

PROTESTANTISM—Continued

find

guide,




PROTESTANTISM—Continued

The stake wi threatened—this they termed relief.
Burning v§ one, a puny, fragile story,

It only opens the gateway into glory

Of clerical vestments straightway stript,

Like their Master smitten with rods and whipt;
The self-wise gueen herself standing thereby

struck one a violent blow, put out his eye

I'his little band of fourteen unflinching stood, |
In 'midst of flames, rm front, undaunted mood
Those forky tongus the f mes ere long destroy,
Their s« released soar int everlasting joy
An intrepid hero worthy of renow
F'rom the chool of Aberlard handed dow:
H history show bright but boister reer

te hurcl ( tior ( ere
| gntiu ( 1 | ) the I cl i
| 1 i t £ ¢ ‘ 1 ( | 1 A |
I [ rmise r
H i ( | pre i
SOUTCe h ¢ : y e .
Wit} uch enormou t the churcl drowned
()¢ 1 chur nd t E ( It brewing
Haste 1 the Ch world t in
e ¢ he €] within the gate of Rome
It € § e of bat to the Vatic \
( W [ ( fre« 1 | one | ght
- ¢ | i 11 me C¢ 11d fight

1ighed t interdict miled at 1ich blunders,

Whe FEuroj ( ged beneath ro ing thunder
How ‘ ) live 'mid fear nd hope
seeing ! ed roi Rome t} { lible pope
At once bestir ti elt ve citizen LI1S¢€
A ke the blindi cale from off thine eyves
Libertv of o« ence ( ibaldi spake
And Ror capital of Italy make
1.el ! ctaln eccle tical way,
And RRor hine more brilliant way
Short 1€ ho filled the Papal chair
They reigned in testing tine oppressed with care
[ O 1€ Ol \ I re of strife
( \ e un to i tu I f¢
Time rolled ) o U opportunity gone,
When Nichole's Breakspear filled the Papal throne
At i nierdicts the Romans cringed in terror,
C 1 not e through this snare laid error
As V r of Christ was by his Master sent,
To ¢ heaven giate to the penitent;

To exile leaders of heretics must go,




PROTESTANTISM—Continued

With all their followers, mark the final blow,
"T'will give the over-zealous Pope relief,
Appease his vicious rage, allay his grief

Outspoken Arnold, immortal live his name;

Though fiends can give thy body to the flames, i
Though burned to ashes, on the Tiber cast,

Thy righteous cause condemned, thy truths still last;
Thy teachings have throughout all Europe gone;
With growing ardour has thy doctrine shone,
Wycliffe thy demand four centuries later made;
Savonorold a century later his part played

An Italian hero does at last arise,

And raised his country’s fame in Europe's eyes;
A heroic band, with Leader at their head,

Enters Rome, soon to crowning victory led
September twentieth, 1870, memorable day,
Temporal sovereignty gone, Popedom gave way
The sceptre disjoined, from the mitre riven

The movement witnessed both in earth and heaven,

ADDRESS TO BRAMPTON

There is no spot, either east or west,
If one inclines to roam
Where a weary, careworn pilgrim rests,
As contented as at home
When a smiling face at e'en you greet
No sign of scowl or frown,
For a woman's touch makes home look
sweet
In country and in town

The winding rill, Etobicoke,
Half round she glides along,

Though serpentine, does rippling go,
Murmuring its vesper song;

The handsome maples shade thy streets
From Sol's hot, scorching rays,

On crowded corners friends will meet
Upon thy market days.

When propitious Dick tolls twelve aloud
From his lofty turret tower,

Forth comes a merry hearted crowd
At noonday's festive hour,



ADDRESS TO BRAMPTON—Continued

We thar
That welcome
For sons and da

Will venerate

In thee that LCt
Retains its honore
When weary lade
F'ind comfort
Behold t

SOH¢




GRATITUDI

Diphtheria, in most devastating malignant form,
six of my children prostrate. Night and day I waited
them to administer to their various wants I wa
fore, unable for a while to attend to my duties outside.
My kind neighbor wround Cl chville (where I former-

ly resided) brought me a supply of provisions—so
pectedly, I could only stand in mute amazement, so
by surprise 1 could scarcely rt 1late a sentence to

them for their consideration and generou iber

bestowing such a benificent gift upon me who did nothing

bevond duty to merit such Kindness

I, therefor¢ Mr. Editor, beg a mall space in

widely circulated newspape to expre n orati
rhymeé
God prosper lon my generous riend
15¢ VE'4 u thel nel ul
To guide them througl thi wearyv world
| their race run
urrounded by Death cold embrace
My sweet home bleak and bare,
And weary w t and hardships
Did at me wild stare.
My Churchville friends came to the front,

True kindness did me show;
Words cannot tell, nor tongue expre

I

1¢ debt of gratitude 1 owe

I'll sing their praise both far and near,

Their goodness 1'll proclaim
That gentrations yet unborn
May venerate their name

They have the will—they had the power—
Their bounty came through love—
’ Kind Providence on them bestow
Thy blessings from above

The scholar may forget his lore,
The sailor may the sea-—

But Churchville, 1 can ne'er forget
My Kkindly friends around thee.

Huttonville, February, 1884,




HUMAN LITE

While standing on the b { t spans the Ktobicoke

opposite R. H. P’ringle

laence | seeing the volume
of water rushing along wit) trge quantities of debris on
its bosom, the day little Ar ¢ McKechnie was drowned,
and thinking it fit « m o 1l ¢, the following

lines were penned

e Etobicoke

vV n ¢
1 1€ \ {
& ime i I'e
In ti i
Idl 1 I '
i
Tiny bro
G Y o1 p ¢
£
ol i \ 1 I
[ha I ¢
Tells the world 1
() budd
Mi ¢ broad d « P
Rushin onward I .
onw i n
e tii € I I e« 1
Mar in g \ Wi
Naug! W 1 e can
Checl t futi t
Heed a human fif
)

ich the stream is human life,

ut strong in strife;

Like youth with ardour, bosom beating,

Knows no opping nor retreating
Inwoven in our frame are cares,
To curb the wiles, elude the snares,
Dangerous foes are ever rife,

The mingled gall of human life

—r -



'HE ETOBICOK E—Continucd
ruggling thus 'mid cares and toil,
Pressing onward to the goal,

Iive mankind 'mong joys and sorrow,
Here to-day, away to-morrow

T}

'he aged seer, and silvered hairs

Oppressed with grief, bowed down with

cares,
Awaits the call from earthly strife
'o enter a more perfe life

IN THE GARDEN ALONE

t 1 tc I n nd
put 1 \ 0 e [ ( Lden te ¢ nda 1o Keep 1t
’ While some f er b 1 be of pre
When man was placed bowel
To keep nd dress, owel
While stainle was the neil oul
The garden wa t his control

In pleasure patl could roam all day
While warbling songsters on t I
Delights him with their vocal song
That echoed sweet the bowers am

With no companion by his side
Did scan the landscape far and wide,

In the distance vario tribes did s«

e
Feeding by twos in harmony

He knew no guile, he had no fear,

At the Master's call hastes to revere

The powers above viewed from their throne
Man isolated and alone

As the sun is sinking in the west
Adam betakes himself to rest,
\ While some feathered tribes and beasts of
Begin their work at gloaming day.
The dawn returns at God's behest
With Sol's bright rays the world is blest.
Still Adam from his shelter's gone
In single blessedness alone,

prey

In heavenly wisdom’'s boundless plan
A river through the garden ran,
Then four heads were formed historians say,
Each took their course a separate way,

— —
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The powe

IN THE

Makes deserts bloom on either side

Armenia was that garden f

LhOV¢ had planted there

Supremely blest the man who finds

with a partner by 1| l¢

meet companion to n mina

nflinchi tand w

I'HE POOR OUTCANI

\ w h¢ eep on ( b
And pillov \ (

hin o1 he hom O
That wanders to 1d fre

vNO ther | Ve noil 1 ¢ I'e
Out on ti bleak world «

A skulker here, a loiterer there
The homeless poor outcast

For vou will, father, till the soil

From early morn till e'en

For you will, mother, anxious toil
To keep you neat and clean
No tender hand to smooth his bed,
Kind arms to clasp him fast,
No cheering word or prayer said
O'er the homeless poor outcast.

Behold him on the crowded street
Bespeaks his humble lot,

Witnh soleless shoes upon his feet,
A threadbare, tattered coat;

—Y -

GARDEN ALONE—Continued




THE POOR

Unheeded 'mong the throng

OUTCAST—Continucd

he strays,

Gives many a wistful glance

At laughing boys enjoying
Who spurn the poor out¢

play

ast

There many a smiling face you meet
Who sharp-edged hunger feel;
Are tempted, having naught to eat
1 pilfe ind to f
M ne upo nphere
¢ mine ng i t
Inin \ ) \
< h e 00r O} od
ror eatq
Y« p err whe |
t} ntox N cut
I € taper | I | ( el
( or ned u
I'he pat ch N h planted ving
'he Boc Divine say )
And « I ( n ferme ed win
In da oOng ago
In ho I [ 1 1 h
\NO ( t 1 ¢
| N ( irop 0 much
Which vield e ¢ nd name
I'he TWise vouth to manhood grow
ndaea 1 ough his teens;
\V @ EOOd avice Ignores
1 ns, 1 ect In spleen;
Seated upon the corner’'s chair
oOWI ( the world doth cast,
Fast irrying down the sliding scale
Becone L poor outcast

Yet unforeseen events arise
Adversity may come—
And rend in twain the tende
Within the happy home
O’ertaken by cold, cheerless
Bright prospects waning
Prosperity makes some elate,

I ties
fate,
fast

Who spurn the poor outcast.

wea B

TR e



THE POOR OUTCAST—Continued

[et all who have a loving heart,
A mothers' tender care,
Give to the homeless ones part
Of something you can spare;
"Twill bring to you a lasting joy
To comfort the oppressed,

For angels tune afresh tt

To welcome the outce:

A FRIEND IN NEED

XLy ( B yea

I | )¢

N | Vv )N £ Ay !
Sad and grievo Vil

A\ he moved to and 0
All words of comfort wvadili

[hat 1e can He I
Three sweet floweret ende

Drooping on their feebl¢ tem
Where's the kindly hand to lend her

No father to provide for them

Oppressed with care o'erwhelmed in grief,
Her soul downcast and wear)
No seeming aid to yield relief,

The future prospects dreary

Dark though the lowering clouds appear,
Behind one soars with silver lining;
A sincere friend is drawing near,
With fortune earned by gold mining

His circling arm entwines his sister,
Her eyes bedim with falling tears
While closer to his bosom pressed her,
Whispers, “I'll provide for your sweet
dears.”
The news flew round with lightning speed,
One neighbor told another;
Jim Armour's home, so long thought dead, |
Maria's long lost brother. i

T —



A FRIEND IN NEED—Continued

around,

Now plenty mile on all
But one vacant place is there;

uk alas—is found

's empty chair

That chair always so clean and neat,
Held hallowed by the mother;
\VD"" OC( K;l“ Y ']11‘

sacred seat

)t he } l earted bi
Ye power 1ho v ) 1 1 ¢
Vi | L L} {
| it}
\
‘ ADDRESS TO A PRIMROSE
SW t primros early flower of spring,
No love Lrest ind  fair
T golden petals with perfume

3, modest flower,
Ye never practise guile,
Although the chilling north wind

blows,

Ye cheer us with thy smile

Tis joy to see thy smiling face
3edeck the hill and plain

Forerunne of the lovely flowers
That follow in thy train

Ye sparkle forth on banks and brae
In forest, glade and glen,
thistening like gems in rainbow hues,
Thou lovely diadem

The world rolls round by nature
Each season takes its place,
There too stands many a vacant chair

Since last we saw thy face

5 law

O'er young and old, o'er sich and poor,
Death casts his gloomy pall;
Entering the peasant's humble cot,
} The monarch’s stately hall,

T -




ADDRESS

A PRIMROSE—Continued

A ( | 00 hose¢ 1lir hand
That nursed thy nfant days
Sy ved thee with cool, refreshing draughts

When parched with solar ray

kindred dust that dea one 1¢
calm reposing rest;
1wl not honort hee, WO« lower,
1 : t thee o1 he I
B¢ e Vi bosom f1 I
( ! \ I
[ hisDe P (

LANG SYN MEMORIES

t tic

\ i i I ¢

T { P (

I t e Gosj

I ( mi v | d
i { ed 1 ( witl

( nd ¢ ¢
H old d v 00« ill '

Ano wortl } p vd true |

I 1o ] nine,

| p on I« Ruberslay
The beacon in langsyne

['pon a ently ng lope,
Tradition tells us so

A house nd workshop stood thereon

Two indred




LANG SYNE

Where have those fi

Since 1 fished the
“All numbered 'mong
All vanished like a <«

Farewell, ye cred h

That tottering age
To ponder o'er in far
The wanderings of

MEMORIES—Continued

To chure f passin
It ! ¢ itterin
(8 1 I 11 Wi (
e do i |
Yon 1 yrn tree dow
Where L1 1
Bet h bowel
\ i
T [
) { 1
N eal b
\ trophy ol ¢ | |
A I I 1 1
My t ly feet
I up ti 1} 0
Q) wander o'« the
Of love 2 iotdale
O Stroil m 9 hie
Wh day wer v

the

Iream.”
Lunt

decline

1cy's
lang




SCENES OF BYGONE DAYS
Moralizing over the scenes of vouth and looking back
sixty years, few of my companions who sat at the same
desk in school with me, or met to have their morning
game at the auld stable end are left in the district The

wuld stable was the property of the Duke of Buccleugh

and the tenant was w Pott or of the coman
ry who hastened to Ruberslaw to light p the beacon at
the false alarm, a gentleman much r¢ ceted In the lo
cality The parish of Eckford was situated within a few
mile of the Eng h borde: 1 was lai ( former
time by 1 ny feud ind fo na t« 1 X of
the 1 s of it tronghold ire to be seen, Orr ( W\ 1
enhill, The M nd Cessford ( t I f

e had i ttempted to ke ( t )
torm, he ol ed posse n only | H
h e . w I g ( I .
W hir i Hall Han ( \
[ Vere [ ed witl \ {

e Auld Stable End

Sixty years go I was ¢ wughing boy
Running to the school my heart high-heaved witl )y
Barefoot and barelegged long the road 1
Musir 0'¢ some old play, devising ome new plan
A game the d folk I ed in hapg ( of vore
‘ er e'¢ the old ¢ b nd I had kept ir ore¢
play ol ) the me I ful did tend
cn we cmbled fir Ild stable enc
the a 1 ¢ end witl i blg crac 1 1e wall
Was supported by three props from disg ceful fall:
The tenant was a canty ¢ miled to see 1 meet,
he keeked round the corner with kindly words to
greet
“Com awa, canty laddies,” blithely he would say, S

Rubbing his bald pate, whose few left locks were grey

“Welcome here to play, boys, the scholars lang I've kenned

Tak aye their morning game at the auld stable end.”

The auld stable end, bairns, I'm proud vou there to see
Nothing cheers my heart, nor can delight my e'e

[.ike the keen contested race when play is first begun,
And bizzing sound of voices all blending in the fun,

Y -



THE AULD STABLE END—Comtinued

I animate your sports, enjoy yvour noisy din,

These echo back youth’s joys when like

you I could rin,
But now I'm frail and old, to rin I

ne'er pretend,
I only stand and keek by the auld stable end.

The auld stable end so neatl

y kept with care,
Stood

it one corner of the littie village square,
A garment white s snow at

irious i did don,
1 I the time-worn fabrie reared up with mud and
tone
Around it ¢ wee bairnies grew up to manhood's might
V t o he world, le hoie fruga ghts;
I | ‘ I d battl nomar foreig and
| ! ¢ 1 " he ble end
he ble end 01 1 hallowed spo
How 1 mily my affcetions around its gable float
e quaet 1in' where joy endeared the cene
fuambin LIt 1 et 1pon the ward 0 green
But ah is only fanc that soaring o'er 1 pla

That gives a sly, sweet glance at the days pa

l t, so 'tis hopeless to contend
To reap youth's joys again at the auld

The auld stable end, if it could onl
Or whisper tales once told there,

performed range like
freaks,
Shepherds from the border hills would meet in harmless
glee
To test their wresiing skill when from bor ey were
free
There bashful lovers met, that spot wa hallowed, dear,

How ¢ly thcy move along till they know the wa is
A shrill but meaning whistle as messenger would send

Bespoke the coming joys at the auld stable

end

The auld stable end looks proudly to the
'Mong stables in our borderland its fame is not the leas
It oft did shield the beggar from the fury driven
And from the bitter blast got shelter from its wa';
When huntsmen in the district met the meeting place
there,
At the many scarlet coats how the curious would
See both auld and young folks along the

east,

'
snaw,
was
stare,

highway wend
With eager, hasty footsteps to the auvld stable end

7 —







Written on Harry Thaw's escape from
jail
Awhile ago what did we hear,
Sounding aloud both far and near,
But hounds of justice and the law
UUpon the track of Harry Thaw
Speeding to (‘anada with cautious care,
Seeking freedom in his rash despair,
f ge lool careworn and wan,
3 I midnight race from Matteay
ere 1 ( maiden fair
1 reedor chair;
estle In e d« ny lap ot (
( roam t LI g fane please
1 I on
\ o o't pri ‘
[.ive 1 ( ' ( ca on [
Marke tt¢ on ( A pal 1
IForbe ng men claim they do well,
[he or | e o rebel,
A« cornr to brool ! v fo
I g their foc e} where the (
( | ) men inoen I
| hoot, no inte )
And [ for age happy he
J I o1 nda pt e L
In ( ecord one ( PO
A d did e 1 n ell |
I3 fO¢ ried d by day
y t where | reat powe
His b riend proved false 1
And | ht about | great dowr 11,
Dishonored and deprived of sight
slew the na on festive 1 1
W lengthen « nequal rife
Deprived of fre« m, blank i life
For he on a mother bosom bleeds
\ € vearns till he is freed
May friend and foe e'er long agree,
" LK ¢ ni nt et the prisoner fre¢
For tr ages onward roll
Thaw name resounds from pole

N I

AR

51~

FHAW

Matteawan

to pole




FRUTH MUST AND WILL PREVAIL

Among the ups and downs of life

some have a liberal share

When struggling through this world of
strife,

Beset with artful snare
This axiom ever standeth ti
And never yet did fail,
Though fibs are robed in rainbow's hue,

Iruth must and will prevail

I'he cheming men who forg ) lie

\while conspicuou shine

In men’s esteem exulted high
tlse tfame won decl
( on in ¢ end 1
A me ti Lult bewa
when or nk 1 1 ost
iruth’ harp edge will p
A falsehood balanced yainst tr
Soon rises ligh 1S alr

An empty, tinkling sound forsoot
A bubble of despair

Was right e'er wrong, wrong ever right
Does truth e'er cringe or quail?

Nay, firm as rocks and great in might,

Truth must and will prevail

Deceitful heart, how prone to sin,
Humanity how weak:
Apology can't palliate them
Who daring falsehoods speak
Self-praise may timulate and feed
Those who truth's rights assail
While self-esteem, a worthless weed,
Tests truth, but can't prevail

High heaven, preserve the truth supreme,
Untainted by man's art;

Vile men for truth have no esteem,
F'rom virtue's

path depart;

Enthroned sccure, though foes in force,
('lothed in a coat of mail,

Environ thee with chill remorse,
Thou'lt break through and prevail

A little leaven in the dough
Lies hid awhile from sight,

In time its giant power will show
By rising into might

— -




TRUTH MUST AND WILL PREVAIL—Continued

If truth be crushed to mother earth,
Rolled down the sliding scale,

'"Tis still old truth of virgin birth,
And will through life prevail

The Bible tells us, book divine,
Truth can't with fibs agree,

How Annanias for his sin
Was punished instantly

A lesson learn from DBible lore
Truth's bulwarks ne'er assa




THE GLORIOUS FIFTH IN THE YEAR

1860

St. Jame Fair is held ye ly on the 5Hth of August
and is looke forwi to | e old and young in the
surrounding d rict a day o berty and pleasure It
is botl I I ure d 1} many attrac-
tions It is held meadow he banl of the River
Tweed, opposite Fleu ( tle, tl tatcly mansion of the
Duke of Roxburgh, and Iso at the | of the ruins of
Roxburgh Castle, so in !} ( it tubborn
resist e wl occupie by the E h, who held it for

L leng } od renched from
the the [ of their king
The « i hef X 1 met at the
four [} nie o1
col ( H ¢ eir partners
T " ot hi g
Je } } ent N
w i Afte D
P mj ( rry e

I ( I I
wnd tting t p eached e little

B¢ Heitc 1 the el 1 ed Lion, when one
proj ( L} I \ being eable
tem pe 106 ere called f« l ladie vhile the

men e tl fan I nd 1 € ge, Glen-

1 W he he recl can to be pai one fumbled
in PO« fev ( d irew out a lon empty
I 1 olding ex ned o) n in the necl

¢ ¢ 1 'S¢ 1 mily

d I heirl pl d by my
£ i ( he field « m of En
| ere H thre the Sy immder
he \\ n with Waterl receiv
Ing one v d | I G 1 er ed 0 a
good [ e ed | youn I d Needless
0 reckor I | ( witl € par
ner )y their ¢ ho well pleased with the
d 1 {

e Lang-Necked mpty Purse

Ome ( ome re hort

Some 1| ¢ » peculia mMakKe
This ¢ ( ‘ ich 1 f d sport

I the shape of a snake
Among that er mankind
Can 1 € nytl VO IS¢
When vo I t in your pocket you find



Perchance an

rony at gloaming you
‘Tis a drawback nigh kin to a curse;
For old friendship’ ake, when you can't gi\
For a lang-necked empty purse
'Mid pleasure irroundings naught can
No indulgence, though small, can y¢
Among all the ills th vex and anno
In a ecked empty put
When the Tord of « Lt
N i 1l
Borrowse ( 1 1
Beca of 1
Some « recline ¢ (
All whi wnd d
Mak [ t
And ne’'er 1 ]
The industrious pe o d t
Is his countr 1 old and nu
Giving food to 1 1s b
He t L lan 1 ked
While age roll on in our 1 i
Be thankful we have otl > WO
Willing hand and forethought Keep d
door
And good times fill t} lang-necked |
DESPONDENCY
Oppressed with 1ef, bowe dow witl
Driven nigh the margin of despair
No smiling face at noon appea
Nor Kkindly word « welcome Ar's;
The chattering songster have of late
Forsaken, too, the garden gat«
Depressed they seemed and hied away

THE

old «

From the

Silence

now reigns
Where mirth and
At break of day by
Are mists dispelled

LANG-NECKED

chilling

EMPTY

fiend, d

on

glee once

breezes

from

espondency

all around,

did
hied
mountain's

PURSE—Continued
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DESPONDENCY—Continued

So death's cold hand has laid at rest
Sweet flowerets once fondly caressed,
Bereft, forsaken, night and day,

Held in the grasp of despondency

In freedom's paths no longer roam,
Ambitious youth and longings gone;
Should e'er a smile light up the face,
k

Oh, haste ye, gloom, and disappear

A sombre gloom ret

es its place,

And brighter prospects hover near;

I'he hain e napped that night and day
Holds one i Il despondency

Y He who rules in heaven high

W ¢ downe t mourne sigl
Asunde tear the gloomy hroud,

Scatter the chilling icy cloud

Calming those dire tempestuous woes

[ 1}

othing ¢ Dbleeding bosom's throg

No more aguain either night or day,
Held in the snell grasp of despondency



THE THREE MAIDEN MARTYRS

The sweet and gentle Marion Cameron, sister of Rich-

ard Cameron, that saintly minister who fell in th

e conflict
with the dragoons at Ayrs Mos

who like a lovely flower

in the bloom of youth, was despoiled of life by a rough and

merciless band of soldiers. She, with her

two companions,
who suffered in a

righteous cause, have an honored name
among the daughters who have done

virtuously It is now
over one hundred years ago,

as a herd of cattle were graz
ing in the moss exactly where these three worthies were
Marion Cameron was turned
up by the trampling of the animals and was in a tolerably

good state of preservation; also a large yellow pin she used
to wear in her dress This

buried, part of the clothing of

precious relic came into the
possession of Mi Gammell of Cati
ent day

sides at

ne ind is at the pres
her daughter possession The daughter re
inraer, in Wigtonshire, Scotland

Pause, traveller, pause and drop a tear
Three martyred m:aids lie buried here;
Morton, with his relentless crew,
To death these maidens did pursue,
Who fled the furrowed fields across,
And safety sought in Daljig moss,
The troopers following found them there
Upon their knees in earnest prayer—

The Three Maiden

With sonorous voice and stern command
Upon your feet, ye heretics stand
Retreat cut off, escape no way,
The order given they must obey
Your Bibles burn before our eyes,
That's but a puny sacrifice
The king's authority is law,
Comply at once, and we withdraw—

From Three Maidens

To your request we can't comply,
Was Marion Cameron's firm reply,
To-day you're not with skepties dealing

To burn’s revolting to our feeling

That precious book with truth’'s word divine
More dear than life to me and mine

Your king can make unrighteous laws,
Slay loyal subjects without cause—

And Three Maidens




THE THREE MAIDEN MARTYRS—Continued

This sharp reproof had no effect

To spare the harmle , tender ex
Prepare immediately for death,

Were orders given in fiendish wratl
When reason’'s gone, no tender feeling
Expected when with demons dealing
But true as ages onward roll,

This deed resounds from pole to pole

~—The Three Maidens

Despoiled of life in youth's gay morn,
Three loved ones from home’s circle torn;

By violent hands with hardened heart
Who could } e played more gracious part
A self-willed king, a darkened age

Who did Satanic fiends engage

Wi lew the peasants at their door,

tered on the moor

As game 18 q
The Three Maidens

When despots rule with a high hand,
Have fe and death at their command;
And subjects can’t for conscience sake
Yield to the test the rulers make

Armed troops scour both vale and hill,
Empowered by law to heretics kill

When caught the tender sex don’'t matter;
Then lifeblood stains the dark moss watel

The Three Maidens

AN ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE

Alas, alas, 'mid gnawing pain,
I tune my lyric muse
To wing her flight o'er hill and plain

gain

And meadows fair
While here I sit and grin and groan,
And wring my hair.

For six long weeks in tears I tell
That cruel my cheeks did swell,
Coming just as it suits himself
Me to torment,
But by my faith, for his tricks snell
He shall repent

8
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A RUNAWAY MARRIAGE IN THE LAST CENTURY

A wealthy Jew peddler, who went his rounds once
every year, had certain halting places for the night. In
one country village he stayed with the miller, who bestow-
ed on him every comfort within his power. This miller had
one son that the Jew could trust with his pack One oc-
casion after getting the price of the various articles for
sale, he started for Squire Greenaways to sell his wares
(incog.) The young peddler had two strings to his bow,
the chief one being to get a word with the squire's young-
est daughter Gretna Green in Dumfriesshire and Cold-
stream in Berwickshire, Scotland, have been long famed
for runaway marriages between parties from both Eng-

land and Scotland, who took advantage of the facility with

which the Scottish law allows a valid marriage to be con
tracted The celebration of these marriage was carried
on as a trade, which brought the party who performed the
ceremony handsome fee, and which has been known to
amount to one thousand pounds terling per annum, but
on the whole w Iways looked upon as disreputable and
scandalous and has, 1 understand of late been driven

from its old prominence by the stern gaze of public scorn.

The Wily Young Peddler

A young peddler called at Squire Greenway's one day,

With a pack on his back, some goods to display;

“Come awa ben,"” quoth the servant, with a modest smile,
S0 he threw down his wallet, sat talking awhile

There were five lovely damsels busy working away,

LLike industrious bees on a sunshiny day

O'er a problem of Euclid pored blithe Mary Ann,

And stole at the peddler a glance now and then

The peddler did joke with intelligent talk,

When unfurling the wrappers that covered his pack,
Both ribbons and lace he soon did unfold,

And bracelets and ring of genuine gold

Such phrasing began, with laughter and din,

The old folks grew curious, on tiptoe peeped in,

Were amazed at the plendor and no seeming lack

As he drew costly wares from his well furnished pack
They bought and he sold them both ribbons and lace,
Made the squire look agh:
“Stop, stop, will ye not,”" as he drew Nellie back,

15t with a wry looking face;

Exclaiming, indignant, “Ye'll buy all his pack
The benevolent old lady, always kind and discreet,

Orders wine on the table for a special treat
The uire acquiesced, loves the juice of the vine,
Drank succe to the peddler, quaffed a bumper of wine.

— 60—



THE WILEY YOUNG PEDLAR—Continued
The peddler replied, *I care not who

deride
Between right and wrong will

define and decide;
I've been an abstainer nigh twenty-five

years
Neither touched, nor

have tasted, either whiskeys or
My aversion to strong drink remaineth the

‘Tis the source of much sorrow,

beers,
same,
remorse and shame

I'is a fiend, alcohol, its desire will entwine

LLike a coy subtle serpent if ye tamper with wine

Where there's a will the way opens wide
tire twelve months roll round fair Annie’

There was something vibrating that naught could remove

Vithin her fair bosom, 'twas the throbbing of love

I'he hours speedy pass and nigl

h
His business transacted, ’'tis

coming on
time to be gone
To his shoulder he instantly lifted his
And whispers to Annie, “'1

pack,
re long I'll be back.”

Twelve months have rolled round, just lacking a day
At the squire's called again, more goods to display;
The old folks on business to the city had
And left the young ladies and

He took from his pack that

gone,
servants alone

he had stowed away,
An old German flute he could skilfully

play,
The cattle stood listening,

refraining to eat,

With ears full erect at the music so sweet

The young ladies danced both strathspeys nd reels,
I'he effect of the music put life in the
At the height of excitement the

“What stir,” says the squire,

heels;

carriage drew near,

“and commotion is here.”

Judicious young Annie displayed wit and skill,

Appeased the squire's wrath, saying, "“We could
still.”

The gardener and groom skipped like

not sit

birds on the wing,

Till the tiff sturdy coachman began Highland fling.

The squire was delighted, all gained his good will

neatness and skill—
He sat and applauded (as he was maimed for life
In a carriage collision in the East Neuck of Fife)
On the swift wings of flight away time has sped,

Tis late,” says the squire, “All retire
“The peddler's fatigued, looks careworn
Prepare a soft couch for the jolly
-

When dancing was done with

to your bed.”
and wan;
young man,"”
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THE PEDLAR—Continued

WILEY

YOUNG

When silence did reig no det tion to f«¢

A carriag wnd pair to the ma I'¢ r!
The driver pproached on the velvet ward
Arrived t the hall doo inheeded mhea
Betimes Ann knew of the daring night plot
Had re« ved on the quiet a forewarn note
W n th mall hour of one was duly run
Hi p ! irn into the carr h prung
\\\, i\ 1 ! 1 The ced 1 | nz\ wnd I I
No m 0'¢ wrd problems fair Ani ( 1 worry
150 e off witt Vo cel | pe 1 renown
U'nmole 1, they nt th id border W1
The were lawful | ried 1 i n J. 1
All the bo1 wround ir ! N« 1
Whe he¢ ir eanrn I \ i ) il !
H the gue sto I 1 ! 1 b
'he new pread lil magic, cal 1 la te ind fun,
Such a gallant young hero, our old miller mn
FFor his daring exploit wa ipplauded and cheered
d and respected and honored, revered
lire 1 Ll 1 hi i when or D h W 1L,
i I ted advi g ) cted 1 1
May plenty irround them, the st n fail

wheels on the |



WOOING IN

THE BORDERLAND

Thi ncident happened in the year 1863, and caused
much talk in the locality The plot was complicated and
so skilfully executed that Willie was completely taken by
surprise when he learned that Jean Lyal had eloped with
the voung hepherd Had Willie only remained lent and
let his tormentors talk away it would soon have
died out, but he could not do so nd gave vent to his feel
ings by expressing in word his bitter lisappointment,
which only dded fue to Lthe flame 17¢ many a day the
lads and S81¢ teased him by INging

‘Willie lost his bonnie la ¢

Because his courting was too oW
A Favorite Haunt

Beneath a birch tree in the glade
Where lover shyly meet,

Oft Willie sat with his fair maid,
S0 handsome, trim and neat

e soft the zephyr breezes blow
Athwart the fertile vale

Wafting sweet fragrance to and fro
Down the valley of the Ale

No dearer spot Sol ere shone or
Than that spot by the stream,

Though joy ire past and plans o’erthrown
Like shadows or a dream

Oft fancy leads him to the seat
Beneath the old birch tree
But where is she he used to meet,

Who spoke so kind and true

A shepherd from the hills of Yair
The meeting place had seen;
Enamoured with a maid so fair,
Did woo and win fair Jean

Ye powers supreme who rule above,
This seems unjust, unfair,

Is there no maiden he could love
In the village of Traquair?

Where Ettrick and the Yarrow meet,
Near historiec Selkirk town,

Could he not there a fair one greet,
Would consent to be his own?

—6




WOOING IN THE BORDERDLAN —(

But leave
1

cecy care to
pon the bleak hillside,
And bid adieu to Yarrow bra

To find a winsome bhride

Many are the ups and downs

graze

n

Laid many an artful snare;
['nequal contests, bitter strife,

'Mong lovers here and the
Although no tears bedim his

Nor harbor iny spleen;
le Willie

Onie

life,

tinue




ses, which arc 0 table \ vou
his affianced gl bher h

on the banks oi 1\ ¢ fider
shire, Scotland Thi ce SLo(
gentleman's encl (

being 'here did they unmo
“gloamin' gra Oon o
not comimand an oppol ity to
owing 1o so mal outt i 1
olved to outwit e (

n the garb 1 1S Wi

toiled all vV il 1 n «
tearin | coa t( ¢ i

[ t 1 1 i 1
minute L V |
the cul ) [

turned the

The Tattere
Wild { W i blo
pon the ra plain
I’rimrose ) n
SHhow 1 Ll 1
Une ¢ L} i 1"
Dam Nature
I overhea o lover
beneath preadin t
They sat upon a gentle

Amid wild flowers in

ver-
g er used to n t with
preaqding tre whicl tood
in the County of Berwick
»d on the outskirts of the
t she s for the time
1 often meet at the quiet
the voung man could
( ng his working attire,
out He thereupon re-
1 B nd meet his charmer
iring the day Having
0 vthol hedge and
ey place nevertheless
¢ nd ar the exact
i 1 0V I o1 of
nve 1 wnd
d Coat
tl D
did re n
*d
S
talk
ree

bloom,

While el 1 swaved the lilac
Then | th perfume

In vyouth's g morn 't joy to hear
Two lovers when alone
Food for the eager listening ear

And marrow for the

I.ike thief that does in s

(A Privet Hedge my
Did me so thoroughly
From Joseph and his

I saw them clasp each

home

secret steal
screen,
conceal

Jean.)

other's hand,

Their hearts alike were fain,
Soon 1 was led to understand

She prized her rural

swain
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'HE TATTERED

COAT—Continued

Jean cheek assumed a crnason hue,
A minute late w he¢
Something 1plea ( It het view
A he his robe did scan
Say Joseph, 1 feel sore perplexed
To see your tattered « 2
Thou heartless loon, why make me vexed
surely more clothe you've got
Att ng che
( ise 10 me
No walk Kelso street
A red in e theec
lo-morrow 1 1 1 hbor wil
M ruti d fe ng ! €ve
At n €N nse | gl he fiil
sneer you ttered Ceve
Now J ¢ inie, dear, why be ca down

At my old t
You know 1 a1

imtry loon,
A frugal, canny Scot

Away with pride, that haughty weed,
Against it 1 contend,

It first in heaven set up its head
Tell me its final end

Although I'm dressed in 1
Bear always thi in mind,

to-night,

"Though artificial gold shines bright,
It's not the genuine kind

Joe, far and near the news will go,
My friends will all believe

Your coffers are exceeding low,
You don a tattered sleeve

Upon his feet Joe quickly stood
No one he thought was near,

And in a slight offended mood,
Said, Jeannie, lend an ear

May every joy surround you still
When I am far from thee,

[et friends and neighbors laugh their fill
And sneer in mockrive glee
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THE TATTERED COAT—Continued

I'm off, you'll ne'er see me again,
Sure as yon full-orbed moon

Shines on us both, I cross the main
The latter end of June,

So, Jeannie, get another beau,
Who won't your feelings grieve,

Who will on you his love bestow,
Without a tattered sleeve !

O Joseph, why thus act ) fast?
My heart indeed you've won,
Should you this night to me prove false

My misery is begun :
When a young man wins a maiden’s love,

Her affectior round him cleave,
Nau t in thi world can it remove,

What I have said was but a joke,

Spoken in harmless glee;

Really if 1 did you provoke, }j

No harm was meant by me iy

i

Should poverty surround your cot §
All ills of life begin;

[ care not for a tattered coat, g}

But love the man within ‘.{

L

One word from me if you design 4

This night with me to part,
Without me cross the foaming brine, &
What then, you break my heart

A heavy sigh then shook her frame, :
Her hands now hid her face {

O cruel Joe, you are to blame,
At once her grief solace

I won't forsake vou, Jeannie dear,
No, my love round you will cleave 1
Until my latest breath, but here,
You mend my tattered sleeve

Then clasped her in his fond embrace,
For his rashness did atone.

I crept out of my hiding place,
And left them there alone,

-1 -
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I e true ye sl
A hidden run from Island Lake !
But I'll vouchsafe whe ) I fo
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Wi W ' ext B wide
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1¢ oW £ bl¢ ng o1 m } i!

Am thy waters daw ind day

The f | tribe 0 harmle play

Q e t e the mazi net we i spread

| turber of the spawning bed, )

To satisfy an avaricious greed

GGo mark the hawk with utmost speed,

He t] | not of the wrong he's done

<

Slaying a thousand lives in one

Soon grows thy channel deep and wide,
Gathering strength from every side,
When winding round thy serpent turns,
Y« re hailed by umerou tiny burns,
Meandering through a fertile plain
That richly waves with golden grain
Mong shelving rocks dashed in and out !

In whirling eddies cireling about,

l.eaping over many rocky lynns
With floaming visage, noisy din
I Cataract [ wiftly glide

We( towering I on every shag
\ Forl X pass, familiar name,

Renowned afar of guarry fame
Two ters end their single race

laan in each othe fond ewmbirace
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ODE ON SLEEP

jf How calm and trustful lies that child,
| Asleep upon his mother’'s arm;

| Unconscious breathing soft and mild,
1 Secure from harm

Yon group of merry boys have quit their

) In pleasure path delight to roam
Tired with the frolics of the d

Are marching home

Wi have they quit their playmates all, !
As evening shade round them creep?

sSure 1l I werin to Lthe |
Of gentle leep

Refreshing sleep, enchanting chiet,

Whose servant o'er the evelid

Tl Ve with slyne k¢

Holding them fast
Thou friend in need, thy soothing mood i
Makes consciousness awhile depart; {
1 1)
Good in thy place, even as food !
Comforts the heart !

Men greet thee for thy usefulne

Nature's soft nurse, our life's good cheer,
Lulling myriads in forgetfulness

:

[

To all flesh dear f
b

b




ADDRESS TO ORANGEVILLE

Awake, my lyric muse, and

Pour for.th my song on

I r wing
In sweet and easy flowing lays

As thou were wont in bygone days;
To Orangeville sh  tidings bring,

As rosebuds bri

the LPDIroad of spring,
As strings of violin touched

with skill
Unveil the chorus of Orangeville )
Though rocky height vround thee lie
In rural grandeur « 1 oV
Thy lovely va clothed in g
Add lustre o tl 1 !
Tho I [ i r
Thy pe 1 | r
Wi | 1 t
The e h .
(: 7

Majestic, grand, tho h bold 1 wild
Rare treat fo poeti 1d
Behold

With petals clothed i

morn { W
And n t R
kEn 1 Lhe ne round Ora eville
Thy towering spire compact form
All bid defiance to the orm
Winds can’t prevail though fierce the sho
IFirm planted on the solid rock
Thy street wre broad and centre raised,
peak a skill commending praise
\ how wit and kill
In choosin the i of Orangevill
Thy lovely maidens, fresh and fai
With 1 v cheek ind flowing hair;
The I lest mien ittire complete,
With e step skip o'er the street

These daughters sure will mothers be

Of men renowned by land and a,

In history's page will brightly shine

esmen, n

wchanies and divine

May He who rules in Heaven high,

Who feeds the ravens when they cry,
Bless thy basket and thy store

And Kkeep grim DPPurthith from thy door

—70—



ADDRESS TO ORANGEVILLE—Continued
With this reward, a life well spent

Brings happiness and sweet content

I wish, dear friends, with heart and w
Prosperity to Orangevilie

IN THE DAWNING DAYS OF YOUTH

In the summer of $64 a company of yout} girls

d be met at elected spot i ew h s’ en
joyment in the ONng sumimer evening I'he girls had
their knitting needles nd worked most diligently sSongs
were sung and recitatior given The ongs were all
& h, “Corn Rigs “Robin Tamsol Smiddy,” “"Annie¢
Laurie,”” “The Banks of Doon, nd, at parting, *“Auld
LLang Syn¢ Knitting stocking by I nd w 5 Il the vogue
at that time Afte the outbreak of the Crimean War,
LLady John Scott ipplied the yarn, distmbuting it among

the householders in the parish of Eckford, to knit one
thousand pairs of long stockings for a company of gren
adiers When they were completed they were gathered
into Kirkbank, a summer seat of the Duke of Buccleugh,
and sent from there to the seat of war, but they only got
as far as Balaclava By some oversight the stockings weré
never distributed to the needy soldiers and when peace
was proclaimed they were returned to the donor, who dis-
tributed them among the poor of the parish

In reference to Roxburgh Castle, it was a much covet-
ed stronghold by Edward 1., the hammer of the Scotch
Situated but a few miles from the English border, it was
a bone of contention for centuries, being taken and re-
taken repeatedly At length the Scotch thought it wis-
dom to destroy it themselves, and put an end to the grasp-
ing greed of the English Kings It is still a resort for the
prying curious and pleasure seekers and is much frequent-
ed in summer evenings by the youths of Kelso and vicinity,

The Happy Days of Yore

When Katie sang the old Scotch songs
Beneath a spreading tree,

Where youngsters met at gloaming hours
For harmless mirth and glee;

The sweet, enchanting strains they sung
Oft quivers through my brain

Would Langsyne memories waken up
To hear them sung again

— -
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HAPPY DAYS O YORE—Continued

Would br ]
Where | ( )
A1 ¢ ¢ ) 1OW
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And R t 1 w
M i ( 1
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o s« } ive \
I'he 0
A
i neajg
i
J
|
\ 1 L1

I cit
I'¢ yedi chee
I D
Tir 1 e, Katie, move n
I I v y of li doth i
It s¢ ) i erd
SINCe € ed down t} ( 16
S  mile ( ean 1iterve i
Ot 1 tormy sea
Yet mar happy t hts 1| e |
Of bygone days and thes

A lovely home, kept trim and neat
Afar from Teviot's side

l.and of the brave and free:
May prosperity surround her cot,
My wish shall ever be




I'HE LONESOME VACANT HOUSE

Yestreen, 1

A house st 1 rcant, murmured
No sound met my e: from Kkitchen or hall,

But creaking f sn where my footsteps did fall.
Yet in that vaca ) en een told

Round the C tstone when the evenings were cold
The daring ) ) y Wallace >
By the } yteht X n \ I 0 acant house




A LAMMERMOOR SHEPHERDESS

This incident narrated took place in the year 1865,

the sur

nmer after the shooting of President Lincoln by the

notorious John Wilkes Booth Maggie Morrow was a

shephe

rd's d

reared in the vicinity of Lammer-

law, which attains an altitude of 1500 feet above sea level

and gives name to the whole range of the Lammermoor

hills,
an earl

From chldihood Maggie delighted in sheep, and at
y age became an expert in the rearing of the far

'
famed (‘heviot Stocl At the age of eighteen she got tired
of living in her moorland exclusion and longed to see mor
active life than sh w as a hill shepherdess Unfolding
her intentions to he l rents and four younger sisters, who
consented with re ct e because there was no occasion to
leave home tl ither was in easy circumstances on a
rented stock farn It » happened Maggie hired for six
months on the far the writer superintended A soldier
who had bee t ( mean war, a grocer by trade, who
was placed In the e department at Balaclava and ne
er had been in any engagements with the enemy, worked !
on the farm » N ygie, and he never could agree She
maintained he overstretched his warlike deeds and was
untruthftul Bitte mosit was the result, which never
wbated while they were together on the farm One day at
noon hour the ndernoted verses were sung by two girls
in their teens, whic! » took him by surprise that he rose
from hi eat in silence and coolly walked away with a
wistful look, muttering vengeance on the heroine

MAGGIE O'BLAWERIE [

‘Twas on a calm September night
I 5

wooers prize so dearly,

The full-robed moon shed her pale light
And stars peeped down so clearly;
Wrapped in his plaid a shepherd boy,
Reared on the moorlands dreary,

Away he hies himself for joy

To Maggie O'Blawerie

Chorus—

That Shepherdess, so fresh and fair,
So lightsome, blithe and cheery,
That tends her fathe
Sweet Maggie o'Blawerie

3 fleecy car

With agile steps leaped marshy spots,
A heart light as a feather,

He onward paced and reached the cot

Among the purple heather




MAGGIE O BLAWERIE—Continued

That lively 1iaid with « blue eye
N es home botj blithe and checry,
So 1 b « o0 King 1d wise
| Maggie o'Blawerie
pie he o fond embr (
And owed e I« r de¢
Sure \ ( hov ¢ I e lac
1 I i 1CETC
e handsome form, so trim and neat,
Her smiling face doth cheer ye
Perfection whispers how complets
Is Maggie o'Blaweri¢
sSure yon moon gh 1p the
I'he P [ dwellir
ej d bewalllr
Search Etrickd { ! to |

Give classic Tweed into the boot,
None rivals Maggie Morrow

—Ncotty

A NAME OF TERROR TO THE COVENANTERS

At the name of Claverhouse the peasantry in the south
west of Scotland trembled like an aspen leaf, for a more
blood-thirsty cavalier never scoured the moorlands in
earch of unoifending covenanters than did this favorite of
the King It cannot be denied that he |

education, statesmanlike as well as

d a classical

a soldierlike capacity,
but it is more to his disgrace that he prostituted to such
base purposes these superior powers Although over two
centuries have passed, it still remains that he became the
lave of a lie, the lie that Kkings can do what they may
having a divine right to govern, and moreover their sub
jects are under a divine obligation to obey; thus making
himself without doubt the basest drudge of the vilest des-
potism that ever disgraced the British throne

C‘an one respect a man who led his troopers against an
unarmed peasantry who had committed no erime, whose
only faults were meeting for prayer in the solitary glens
and wild moors. On tender women and helpless children
he waged war The cottages of a praying people were the




CLAVERHOI VISCOUNT

SE OR DUNDEE—~Continuod,

) | ol is broad sword clave McDMic ¢ head in
twain Thus fell McMichael eal-he itriot and
Christian, whose prowess the most 1 101 cavalie of
his day feared to encounte: A 1 Scotland s been so
unanimous in her estimate of the character of Claverhouse
that the peasantry in the west and southwest entertain the
idea that he was a fiend in human shape. Tall and muscu
lar, most hideous in aspect,mounted o jet black charge
the special gift of Beelzebub, and constantly surrounded

by a band of desperadoes who were vulgarly named *'“The ¥
Devil's Jocl or “Hell's Tam ind that he was constantly
night and day hunting covenanters on the hills Admit
that the popular expression is exaggerated, it may still be
presumed that it has a foundation in fact for the fathers
who were hunted like hares over hill and dale transmit
ted the events to their sons and daughters Full well they
knew what the fiend was and one cannot but believe that

the popular estimate ol Viscoun Dunde Ibstantially

correct






CLAVERHOUSE OR VISCOUNT DUNDEE—Continued.

When captured lead him o'er the moor,
Then shoot him at cottage door

Before his wife ar | dears

While hi ! y 8 re dimmed with

Claverhouse

lived its
marked it 1)
the doom
Wi
To roam

Man not




e KAISER
Who is the cause of all this strife,
These monster cannon booming rife,
And butchery of human life?

The finger points to Kaiser
Who orders troops through surging blood,
“No quarter give, but spill life's blood,
And settie this nefarious feud

But wily, artful Kaiser
Who aimed a Belgium overthrow
Her stalwart son 15 01 vy, "“No!
OQur steadrast front will check our foe
That artfu grasp:ng kaiser

Who took th helpless children’s bread,
Who knew no Ll \ye, sumptuous fed, ]

Their homes in tflame ind scanty clad,

Who has no pity for the mother,

Deprived of husband, son and brother
liven orpha wil )
I'he unrel ting K 1
Who proclaimed wa bot eft and right
And nation h enged e fight
A b iIshed W 1 ' 1 1 \
But boas rt K !
!
When a monarch’'s hear 1 swollen with !
pride
Within hi tmit won't abide
Check h Ci what'er be 1¢ '
Arre the WSping K f ’
W deadly 1 [ choes evil
N ed by ni hiel-makir di {
W » from 1 of d wed « |
Goads « A t ha
\ wugl H A I
Reared a gallows fifty cul high ;
1o har ! ) one Mordeca :
Lear re t of Kaiser {

'hat Book Divine it tells us so

viad foll length can go
'hen the powe ) will vert w

\



F'HE SEASONS

eign,




A WEICOME TO SPRING

Written on the banl of the Avor
shire, Englar




WELCOME

I'0 SPRING—Continurd

Long and successful be thy reign
A mistress over hill and plain
When ended is thy queenly rac
Propitious summer takes thy p

O fairest daughter of the yea

Ye banish grief, ye dry the tea

To every heart doth rapture bring
Warmest receptions greet thee, spring

ADDRESS TO SUMMER









A FLAGON OF WINI




IL/OCAL OPTION DEFEATED

Brampton has had a taste of l.ocal Option, which did

not work satisfactorily When to the test it was de

feated by & considerable upporters of lLo-
cal Option thought shi oft | bars would

put a op to the cons 1 \ That was too

short-sighted, doing so iy opened up byways to
obtair rbidden t t lL.ocal Opt cries, do away
witl I ‘ ) the iting system Since the
license there 1 more people drinking
around LE 1S { ) han many imagine, and
moreover \ I 1 teens « ‘ ain drink on the

when th e open




Within a cold and

i a mother and

DRUNKARD'S HOME

The oldest standing

I'ne baby in her

The oldest cries for

NOo bread, alas

While warm from
The big tea

To see that mothe
Perrection stood

When malden
Lak osebuds
Mid cares ot
I'he mode

blu

n 1
Lo [a t )
pendin hi A
On alcoholiec drn

Who at the A
Hi and Lirm

With profiered love
Mid smile [

OUne LI Lo i
Sees desolation

The bar-room
Is IS besetting

Forbid that o

has

out

l




THE DRUNKA

nd shame
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BEHEADING THE WINE BOTTLES

Makarston House, the seat of the late Gen. Sir Thom-
as Mchougal B bane, bart., and principal landowner in
the parish, is a most elegant residence situated on the
banks of the Tweed, surrounded with fine old woods and
commanding an e¢xtensive and beautiful prospect up the
Teviot Lady McDougal, a maiden lady during the period

of the rightful heir's minority, stepped into the living and
showed much kindness to the indigent in the vicinity and
was highly respected by all, but held peculiar ideas. No
servant on the estate was allowed to indulge in alcoholic
liguors, touch, taste or handle; if out instant dis-
missal followed, although the maj of the male ser-
vants took a quiet puff on the ly when opportunity af-
forded. The cellar was well stocked with liquors of every
kind, which by right was not hers to destroy Several of

her intimate lady friends tried to persuade her to leave
the cellar alone and its contents, lock the apartment up
and the key in her own possession, thus shutting off in-
gress and egress to the stimulants However, no persua-
sion could thwart her design, the inevitable destruction
by beheading every bottle and spilling their life blood in
the River Tweed

irston House on the banks of Tweed,

M:¢

the distance looks sublime;
O'erlooking lovely Teviotdale
For centuries of time.
The lady in capricious moods
Took once an odious whim;
No alcoholic drinks are good,
And must get rid of them

The butler, groom and servant maids
CConveyed them to the river;

The lad'ys whim must be obeyed,
Kind Providence forgive her.

An agent of the Temperance League
From Edinburgh town

Plead for a gift to hospitals
Met with a silent frown

The worldly wise in talk will vaunt,
Good counsel will not hear;

Knows wilful waste brings woeful want,
And rtings at times severe,.

Servants at my command arise,
This work methinks divine;

That mote, a beam now in my eyes,
My cellar full of wine.

) P




BEHEADING THE WINE

The mallets fell and
A new scene burst to
The river's calm,
Assumes a purple hue.
"Twas talked about on

BOTTLES—Continued

00N,
transparent

heights

At Berwick upon Tweed;
Condemned by parties here

This whimsically deed

Onlooker gazed in mute
At t} peculiar shine
Whispers went round
May wish a glass of
One editor of temperance
Was there to see the
Wrote regret, remo
May haunt her night

The foreign traveller
Enquires if it was so;
A lady once with wine
Fed fishes years

Too true the n

ago

Was soon spread far and

before

rse and

quick

vs with winged

Can common sense applaud

The reader can decide

LINES WRITTEN ON ROBERT
SOOTTISH BARD

Rear high your heads, ¥
Murmur your song,

e

Ye greenhouse flowers, in

meandering

Send forth thy fragrant, rich,

Warblers high upon

sportive

Tune up thy lays, make woodlands

With soothing, sweet

melodious

Hail with thy song the birth

Chill blew the wind across

In wreaths the snow surrounds

Flow'rets lie sleeping 'neath
The while Dame Nature's
In early youth the Ayrshire

Unto the muse paid due regard;
In manhood’'s might his bosom

For Nature's bard is Robert

) L



ON ROBERT

ODE

The Ayrshire ploughman stands
For breathing soft the oothing

strain
That oft resound o’er hill and

Songs will be sung composed by
Ye rich and great, and all who
Search far and near, you'll fail

Rear high vour heads, ye lofty

BURNS—Continucd

Dear to Auld Scotland is that nan
Exalted on tne ( ol 1
H ring so L eve dear
Chan W lelight the listening
I'l loom dispe the eyelids dry
A baim f those who weep and
A 0 ng effect on him who
H cet ins of Rober
Scot Wi Hac cannot be b
And “Hi d Mary” comi

W e AL tand V ! 1
And A’ t Adl the Wind Can
[ I ool g i
~ vi riv A 1 Lar
Auld ] nd € nd wimplin
A Te ed i ng by Robe Bu
Mong Caledonia's far-famed bards
Who caught Dame Fame as due

From the humble plough pealed

While the earth makes her diurna

For daily bread the stubborn soil,
More generous soul, more noble
Murmur his praise, ve crystal rill

Always a Scotchman's bosom burns
With glowing ardor, praising Bur

the

turns,

AT g ——
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ROBERT TANNAHILL

bo at Iaisley , frewshire
0 1 of June, 1774 The poet's education
W mited to reading, writir and arithmetic, and at an
eal e he S sent to the loom At that t ¢ | W v
ing profitable calling, anc he town of | ley till
et a world-wide reputation for the manufacture of
the I ey plaic By reading and study ¢
able )y surmount his defectiv cducation and as he ew
00d became sKnown anong ni Oowl el (8] ne
entimental ong he composed A his fame spread he
1iced to become a contributor to the Gl oW new
pape He possessed corrcet n cal e ( |
I e German flute to perfectic It I LV €
I to recover old and ne ¢ ed tune i ite them
W ] priate ord hummi OV he e while
plying the huttle
The useful days of Tannahill passed away until his
twent IXth year without change in his circumstances, he

having no desire whatever to raise himself in the world,
but was quite content to remain at the loom, although on
several occasions he had it in his power to becom« I

ovel
scer in a manufacturing establishment,

The fame of this obscure verse-making mechanic
(as he termed himstlf) soon reached London In the

yvear

1807 he published his first volume of poems, 900 copies

in all, which were disposed of in three weel In a mod-
est advertisement prefixed to that edition he expresses
himself thus “These poems are the effusion of an un
lettered mechanic, whose hopes as a poet extend no far-
the tha to bhe reckoned respectable among the minor

bards of his country

I may remark that his hopes were amply realized, for

a degree of popu-
since the days of
amusement you
were sure to hear some of Tannahill’s songs, not
these gatherings, but in adjoining fields of
lilting at their work some of his

his song obtained among all classes
larity which had been reached by none
Burns Wherever a company met for

only in
country girls
sweetest melodies

The character and manner of Tannahill

may be read
in his works Blameless in life,

modest and unassuming
in his demeanor, warmly attached to his home and kin
dred, a mind transparent and unsophisticated. That dis-
ease of mind which caused his lamentable end, if any
should judge harshly of the humble bard, let me remind
them that the gigantic mind of Johnson was at

times
overborne by the same

morbid feelings, and on more than

one occasion the highly gifted Cowper (termed the Chris-

Y-



tian poet) would by his own confession
its influence, only for the

dence

ROBERT TANNAHILI—Continued

have fallen under
interposition of a kind Provi-

Among auld Scotland's far-famed bards,

Whose hamely pictured lays
Are sung with reverence and regal 15
Bespeaks an author's praise
One bard arose in Paisley town
Born with poetic skill,
Whose works to us are handed down,
The songs of Tannahill

e —

His willing hands the shuttle plied,
To earn his daily bread;
flights thoughts would arise

In fancy
in his ideal head
Would jot them down on piece of board
Fast as his mind did fill
Thus at his toil were musings stored
By Robert Tannahill
Many a lovely maid has sung
Gleneffer's braes and Stanley Shaw, [
And many a forest glade has Ing ;’

With “Gloomy Winter's Now Awa,"”
“Sweet Je ie, the KFlower o' Dunblane”,

Upon the Allan ril

Who cast a spell on man L swalin,
Enamoured Tannahill

You hear hi ol m heathy moors,
In shepnerds' lowly cots;

While gypsies sang from door to loor

songs of the peasant Scot

Where flowers in rich prolusion grow
3v fountain, shaw and rill;

Where nature in effulgence glows,
Finds Robert Tannahill

Oft would he rise at early morn
To Gleneffer's heights repair,

Where balmy breezes newly borne
And fragrance fill the ai

His filial vow kept so complete
Reflects him honor still,

No kinder man walked [PPaisley
Than Robert Tannahill

streets

oo p—




A MARCH OF GOOD TEMPLARS
THROUGH HAWICK

Lines written in the Tower Hotel, Hawicl Scotland,
on seeing a march of three thousand Good Templars par-

ading the principal streets of the ancient town on a mar-
ket day in the year 1872

(Wha{'s this, gentlefolk, a sound caught my ear,
Like trampling of feet in the distance 1 he:

'"Tis the march of Good Templar in a whisper, one said,
To put in good earnest strong drink in the shade
Majestic they march, their hoearing peal ease
With banner uplifted that floats on the breeze
Onward march, vouth n tl WOl 1 tl I t
On, stately maidens, with flexible ecart

On, ardent mothers, cheeks withered and pale
Onward, ye fathers, thy cause will prevail!

Advance step by tep, thine errand proclaim,
Emblazon thy name in the annals of fame

The victory's thine, a cause just and right!

Onward, Good Templar, prove valiant in fight

Why so long let this demcn your will-power benumb,
l.ead you to destruction a waif to become?

Fallen brother, why stand in the crowd looking on?
Fair sister, our order invites you to come

We'll give you our password, our hand and our sign,

Be you a Good Templar, our order come join

DAVID, THE SHEPHERD BOY

See yonder never-tiring swain
Tending his father's sheep

Along fair Bethlehem's verdant plains,
In safety doth them keep

To pastures green does gently lead
His flock with cautious care,

There they may unmolested feed,
And breathe the purest air

A prowling lion lurks around,
Eager t0o catch a prey,

The shepherd at his post is found,
Soon brings the thief to bay
In closing with the monster foe,
A match the lion found,
For by a well directed blow

Lay sprawling on the ground.

el B







YEAR

ODE TO THE OLD
Thou art numbered, old yvear, with the things of the past,
With thy late faded sister reposing at last

As the sun’s radiant heat in the morning of day

Melts mists of the mountain and hi them away

The varying seasons also act their part,

Bring bountiful harve s to gladden the heart;

They come and they go, leave behind their good cheer,
For man and all creatures, thou bountiful old year

How many o'erjo d with delight at thy birth

Have, as thysell, bid lieu to this earth;

Both yvyoung and old ubmissive and gay,

Alas! Lil L vision inished W

Blithe Sol in the mornin prings up in 1e ¢

By the eartl circiii 1otior nks in t west

Thou day-ruling o to our plan ) dear,

The mainspring of vigo b nurse o he year

Resource f treasure in nature’s fain plan

A 1¢ treams from the fountain such bl n to man
Ever onward a gliding t 01 ea

Like man toil througl

O ma God 1 thou € y spend )
Thy f utry here of three-score and ten !
As it cha 1 p, ti st linl lisappeat

Thy visit COIM e 18 the faded old ) I

FADED AND GONE

Wherever ye wander, turn your steps anywhere,
Ye scarce find a home but a mourner is there; |

In the halls of the rich and tl

¢ cots of the poor,

Are weeping and wailing behind closed doors

There are weepings and wailings both night and day,
The home circle broken, beloved ones away,

And chairs standing vacant they rested thereon, 1

Sweet rosebuds of promise all faded and gone

When big tears of sorrow roll down the wan cheek,
The tongue remains silent, unable to speak,

No consolation the world can bestow,

To a soul wrung with anguish, oppression and woe,

-




FADED AND GONE~—Continued

nind
A heart nigh to breaking finds ro balm of relief;
For the stars of the household that once brightly shone,

friends may surrourd you to soothe down thy grief,

Sweet rosebuds of promise all faded and gone

to the pe:

From the king on his throne int you meet,
From the angel of Death all fain would retreat
The king cannot thwart nor the subject gainsay,

Uncertain is life and a brief, troubled day

Sweet roses will bloom, shed fragrance in spring,
1d birds tune their ditty upon sportive wing,

But the joy of a home forever has flown

When the rosebuds of promise are faded and gone,

A HARVEST STRIFE IN OLDEN TIMES

In the vear 561 in lovely month of September, har

vester embled in a thirty acre field on the farm of
Sweethope¢ 1 the parish of Stitchell, Berwickshire, Scot
land, to cut down the olden grain that was waving in the
gentle breeze In those day binders were unknown,
scythes nd sickles were the only implements in use Al-
thoug he work was tiresome, harvest time was looked
forward to the most cheerful season in the year The \
number of hands that met that memorable morning were }
forty shearel of whom one-third were rosy cheeked maid
ens en bandsters, three rakers, two raking binders, and
the steward or overscer The writer of these lines was
one of the shearers that day and had for a mate a young ‘
Irishma: named Barney McCann, who had come from Ire
land share in the profits of the Scottish harvest He
happened to be just mery cighteen, like my If, and a
piece of good me 1 as ¢y handled 1ickle The over
Se¢ ~ derstood to control the motions of his shearers
and eep them in ling The ridge were laid off fifteen
feet so t cacn two shearers had their own respective
par t¢ ] About three o'clock in the afternoon a com
motic vent through among the hearel a if an evil
spirit d seized then Then came a loud cry fron he
oV ‘ t, b first to the head of the field
o6 halled in yon field of grain,
i t richly clothes our fruitful plain,
\ 1 of reapers, old and young,
| 1 arious kindreds they have sprung;
I'hie ooming maidens, Scotland's pride,




A HARVEST STRIFE LANG SYNE—Continued

In harmless glee work side by side;
Brave Pats from Erin's isle are there
The harvest profits come to share,
Sweetly at times a maiden’'s voice
Doth make the frugal wights rejoice
At other times a gabbling sound
Then merry laughs go daily round.
I'at cares not for his work one groat,
But anxious keeks for the life boat,
(the victual wagon)
Then with a voice both loud and gruff,
(‘ries “Owen a brahanna tauch.”
Away for breakfast how they rin,
Soon each one has a good full skin
Of porridge, Scotchmen's staple food,
I'it for a lord of noble blood,

A short hour's rest trength
Then sounds the ¢ 1, “Up, lads, again
Toil on, brave shearers, for awhile,

Cut the grain low in first «
Soon dinner time will run its round,

Good bread and beer will then abound
ain have taken flight,

IF'our hours a
The noon hour now almost in sight 1
| The boat again, Pat spies its face

And longs to meet its fond embrace

Soon each have got a liberal share,

Of bread and beer, the harvest fare *
The good brown ale makes giddy brain

And fires the blood in every veln

Soon sports with glee are carried on,

Young men and maidens cheerful join '
John Barleycorn has made them crouse, ‘
A ring is formed for cat and mouse,

One girl is mouse, she touches one,

tuns round the ring in earnest fun 3
Run on, thou fairest of the fair,
With rosy cheeks and flowing hair
Run on, ve handsome, buxom queen,
s both quick and Kkeen

skip the 1

swain,

Hear “Up

Run on, ye gallant agil

And cateh the mouse &

All fall in line in agile glee,

I'eel strengthened by the barley bree

The leader leads them on in style 1

| Young Barney Boyle from KErin's Isle;
I'or a short while he heeds them not
Who pass him by, not taki thought




HARVEST STRIFE LANG SYNE—Contiaued

The harvest field's no place of dreams

When sweat runs down vour f € in streams,
When od g« hot 1o tamme he p1 1d
ow at it,”" crie the grieve aloud
0 soonel ud I mine are one
Mothe gainst  daughte father gainst
s0n,
IKach tries their best to win Dame e
And add fresh laurels to their name
Auld Peggy Grey being ] he e
Whose age had almost reached three-score,
Bu ough nd wiry, real true blu¢
( € ono 1o v on nonor aue
She thre her raiment the ground
LSl | to er wort n agile b (
e ( | 1 the rigg
I d el vondr Bt
| 101 bou g 01 e prey
I h Kkeenly trove t win the day
i 0 \ h might the ickle g
o 1 Dame 1€ the v h fo 1 Z6
The i I bin none can ALl €
(¢ \ Oh, w hame
Big bh Tam be the brae
He capiilowed in the g i
(When left behind und can't see hear-
LS )
O what a scene to stand and car
C1 1l ga T mal maid gains man
rach a their best, wit} weat nigh blind,
['ry hard to leave the rest behind
)y wl per's eard within he field
) Imern laugh, nc circle wheeled
NO IMuUsic wake n oothing trains
| X € ry tongue i1 1Hence reigns
Now I'eggy's g five yards of start
The one to catch her will be smart
e nd her neighbor, Ted Macree
U'pon their backs, la cast your e'e,

They all along did keep the lead
And were the first to reach the head

he oldest in the field, what shame

l'o t her carry off Dame Fame
Yes, Peggy, vou are proven best
By five whole yards you've beat the rest

‘You are the queen', the grieve did say,
And well deserve a hip hurray
Th raised auld Peggy's spirits high

—100—




A HARVEST STRIFE LANG SYNE—Continued

With a shrill voice she loud did

“Come on again, in waggish glee
“The best I'll shear for a week's fee
Many a harvest heat 1've horn,

When bloom of youth did me adorn;
But furrows mark my cheeks and brow,
Speak not what was, but what is now.
Still I am ready for the strife
'Gainst man or maid, husband or wife
['ll try them, yes, and beat them too,

I aye was kenned to be true blue

The grieve knew well Peg's pile before
LLaughed at the boast of old threescore,

He praised her too the highest degree,

Said she was the match for any three

She was the one mong thirty-four,
Who won the heat on Cessford Moor,
This saying pleased both young and old,
Roused Peggy like a hero bold

When all with one accord again

Hip, hip, hurrah, rang on the plain
“But cease this strife, the steward said,

On stalwart vouths great shame is laid,
So from all brows dry off the swea
And end this year the harvest heat

YOU CANNOT HAVE MY DAUGHTER

These verses describe an incident that took place in
an old farm house in the vicinity of the village of Ancrum,
Roxburghshire, Scotland, in the year 1848, In those days
4 young man thought it good fun to rig up a pack and
call at the home of his girl, selling small wares in the
long winter evenings. On this occasion the young man
had in his pack a new dress for his intended bride. In
presenting it, he asked the mother, who was a widow,
for her daughter in marriage Being a little near-sighted,
she mistook the young man for a real peddler, but caught
on in the end that it was Jimmie Hall, who had always
been a true friend and an earnest wooer,

To-night 1 have come hither to wee,
Goodwife, go call your daughter;
I'll unfold my pack and display to view
A braw new gown I've brought her
Nellie for years has been my delight,
While many a wooer has sought her,
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CAN'T HAVE MY DAUGHTER—Continued
The answer you gave these ardent knights,
You cannot have my daughter

My daughter’'s too young, just seventeen she be,
And must get more training at school,

To tramp with a peddler the upshot I dree,
Wellwishers would term me a fool,

IFor that paltry reason, goodwife, ve gainsay

And spurn my request with laughter;

A smile on your lip, ye muttering say,
Ye canna have my daughtert

The old lady replied, I''mm no thoughtless fool,
Of sound judgment how much would I lack,

To give Nellie away, a girl at school,
To trudge the highway with a pacl

Well, well, quoth the peddler, and squinting ajar,
I'll forget the times I have sought her,

There are girls in the country more lovely by far,

some

oodwife will gi me he laughter

I'm nearest heir to houses and lands,
Likewise a large shop in the town,

A note from a lawyer yvestreen came to hand,
I heir the estate of old Uncle Brown

Up spoke the old lady, Nellie peak for yourself,
As I canna decide this matte:

Such startling news just ac like a spell
Have 1 really to part with my daughter?

Just steady me, Jimmie, my head, oh, my head,
Strange feeling creep over my brain

The world's hirlin round, Nellie hastes to her aid,
To alleviate sensation and pain

Soon by her side stood old Doctor Rule
Unexpected surprise, he said, caught her

In her ear Nellie whispe when finished with school,
Mother's home will be with her daughter

KEr long they weore liced by the Rev. A. B

Her maiden ittending her call;
Surrounded by friends of a high degree,
Respected and honored by all
The old lady comes, the old lady goes,
And blesst the day Jimmie sought her;
But forgets the laughter, the sneers and noes,

Ye canna have my daughter
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DISMISSED WITHOUT COMPLIANCE

The hero of the following verses was a young Scotch
shepherd reared at the base of one of the ranges of the
Cheviot Hills, until he was twenty-one years of age I
ing of a roving disposition and wishing to see a little of
the outside world, he started one morning for the metro-
polis and finally landed at the pier of lLeith A ship was
about to sail for Archangel on the White Sea in Russia
He volunteered his services and was engaged for the round

trip temaining five years at sea, he grew tired of a
mariner's life and returned to his native hills Engaging
as a shepherd on a farm in Berwickshire he soon gained
the esteem of his master by his thorough knowledge of

stock A handsome voung girl was servant in an adjoin
ing farmhouse¢ In time they became acquainted, and to
all appearance the friendship thus formed might consum-
mate in marriage. On the farm where he was employed
as shepherd the overseer had four daughters as hand

some, if not more so, than the one to whom he paid his

addresses. On several occaslorn he spent the winter even
ings there, generally reading McKay tales of the Scot
tish Borders or Sir Waller Scott's novel A report was

in circulation that he was paying his address to the stew-
ard’s second daughter, Jane Younger, who, I do not hesi

tate to say, gave him every encouragement One evening
at the appointed hour of meeting his charmer, as he was
wont to do, he tapped at the kitchen window and w

immediately answered by the fair one, who opened the
door, and, on seeing who wa there, instantly hut It 1n
his face with a look of silent contempt Stung at thi in
looked for insult, he retraced his teps, pondering over
the mattel In a few day time the fair one cooled and
abandoned her hi hty ien and made 1 apology to
him on the first opportunit which presented 11se But
he would not relent, and in a few he gave up his
situation, packed up his belongings and sailed for Austra-
ha H ¢ oon obtained another ituation with a master
who had been reared on the English le of the bar of
the Tweed In the year following he entered into part
nershij purchased a large tract of land I ed fir

class stock and was soon on the highroad to prosperity
Twenty years glided by in this mannel He suffered some
slight reverses, but had few drawbacks His partnel

caught cold, and in three months breathed his last, leay

ing the younger man his money nd share of the flocks
With the assistance of a hired man he kept the run two
vear longer, then resolved to sell out and return to his
native hills with the large fortune of 48,000 pounds sterl
ing He built a house in a border town, but resolved to

spend the remainder of his days in single blessedness
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THE REJECTED LOVER=—Continued

The Rejected Lover's Farewed!
Farewell to yonde« gree ouse and the happy hours spent

there,
Amid its fragrant rich perfume, and handsome Helen

Adieu, ye old thatched farm house, in thee no more 1

For cruel was that servant girl to shut the door on me

Perhaps she deems herst Luee prung from a high de
gree,

[ also think myself a | s » knew no poverty

The reason why 1 I nd teardro f my
\.Y‘

Is thinkir how my lid 1t 1
me

['ve travelled e 1 v L1 r far and
wide

' corteq g ! 01 L of K'

I've fearless veere t G b ed m y a
stormy  sea,

But never dreamt a f ¢ 1 shut the door
on me¢

Should I live to a good old until my locks grow grey,

I'll vow no otl haughty gi has power to sa me nay,;

Adieu, fair maid, thy artful tricks ye ply in mockrive glee,

I vow another of your sex won't it the doo n me

But, thoughtle¢ maid, keep thi in mind when in thy
vouthful prime,

The fairest of ou rden flowers bloom only a short time

Life i short and be 1ty vain, whi death all living dree,

Thine hour, fair maid, wil ) come, who shut the doot
on mé

Ye gallant waln, where'er you roam, should misfortune
you betide

In choosing a lile partner, let virtue be thy guide

I'll forgive that thought s maiden, the omen could not
see,

And live down t I (rive smile as she shut the door
on m

—Scotty
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I'HE MINISTER'S MA

N—Continued

The minister's man, with his grey, curly pow !
And deep furrowed cheeks show hardships gone through;
But he walks so majestic to ring the kirk bell
He has oft been mistaken for the minister sel’
The ladies in oups around the church door,
Who knew his ill luck in the dark days of yore,
In soft whisper peal while hi \ tut hey can
M reat np i t 1 L
| 1 ) i
W ¢ ) 310 jul i rl 1 Lark
‘\ 1t} ) ro tl 1 ) 1 p1
| i ) I
‘ Dt v | 1t I
I't ) i f
A i I
~ | | |
t \ L
1o ( € | 1 Qa 1 14
! W 1 Ll
I I W ' ! P 11
t 0 would e to \ ) chat
\ » 11 he eWw t | N ¢ d that
W n tra resso can ith the | b 1on ban
W no rprise to t nist man
The minister man at times take » horn
Of the Kking of Il beverage, John Barleycorn,
| ther 1¢ nravels some skein orthodox
way that would baff v Calvin or Knox
| 181 how his reverence wve the pulpit a rap,
H iirdly flew off into dumb Jennie cap
For mart witty jokes search Beersheba to Dan,
N match could you find for the minister man
'l minister's man was a kind hearted soul
O’'er glass of Glenlivet its worth would extol,
A dram he enjoved till the day of his death
That called him away from his warm, cosy hearth
The kirk stands on the hill, the bell is still rung,
Vibrating a sound trom its rusty old tongue,
But the sexton who rang, now lifeless and wan,
In the cold 'nt grave lies the minister's man




ROBT. CAIRN'S LAMENT FOR THE
MURDER OF HIS FAVORITE CAT,
PATE

Come forth, my muse, and loudly sing,
Thy doleful strains make woodlands ring,
Since nothing can me comfort bring,

Or raise my head,

Since he who was 'mong cats the King,

Alas, 1| dead
1 ever thought to ¢ this day
favorite l'ate ; ceper s
worth 1t e gold 1’1 )
I'h ¢l deed,
And leave o« he he he | ¢
o I Hd . d ( 1
Can 1 forget the gone |
How on n knee would trustiul lie
And to m houlder mount « hi
i Bieesole speed,
caress me with whi [ ly

The chield that's dead

When homeward bound, a weary wight,
Tired with hard toil from morn till night,
My faithful friend appeared in sight,

In sportive glee
To tell all thing were snug and right

At home ftor me

lament with me when this 1 tell
The saddest fate to him befell,
A o1l to Melle tain pell mell
He beont way,
But ne’er 1 ned to show himself,

Or say guid day
The heatherv brae he strolled along,
Driving the rabbits frae their home,
Sparing neither old nor young
That he came neal
When, lo, the traps he got among
Stopped his career

Oh faithful cat, you're off your track,

I fear again you'll ne'er come bacl
With a sharp clank off went a trap, ,
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ROBERT CAIRN'S LAMENT FOR HIS CAT

Continued,

PATE

Scarce in the gin two hours has been,
When 'mon the trec the keeper's seen,
With torch in hand and haughty mien,

N L1 1001} W t
st ‘_'>‘ I 4 LtOV [re ir![ O HnHow
1
v WO ) y
zh,
K 0 v p W 1 yhn,
\ P [
vV ) | mew 4 y
\
i ca vi t )
Vv v I 1 10
| 1 1 1 w )
1 } }
1 1 1
o ) I 1 g0
| 3 g t
Up to the trap ha does go
| give poor Pa nis ivtal blow,
W n XD ,1..1‘} wnd lo
I Pt ¢
Courage take though faint and low,
H e I replies
Oh, spare my life, for life is dear
You brawny arm 1 greatly fea:
Have me y, my petition hear,
Millroy, Millroy
['ll vow I'll ne'er again come here
Thee to annoy
You know the n ire of my race
Is prying throug each secret place,
The vermin there I kill and chase,
When them [ see
In pity scan m mournful face,
And hear,— me free
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ROBERT CAIRN'S LAMENT FOR HIS CAT PATE

Continued,

Hush, sleeky lad, how wondrous

Again these oily words don't try

A few more seconds and vou lie
Upon this sward;
Unto your mournful, mewing cry

I’ay no regard




KIDNAFPPING

This incident as narrated happened in the year 18§12
The father was slain at Ciudid Rodigo in Spain, while
serving under the Duke of Wellington At the death of

the mother the children were left almo:

unprotected
They had wandered awa on a former occasion, which
caused the neighbors no small uneasiness The tale as
related was told me by an old lady who was reared in a
village two miles distant from Hazelwood, and was twelve

years of age when the Kidnapping took place, which turn

ed out in the end a blessing in disguise, s0 & 13111 Shake
speare 1 "t 3 well that ends well
Mile ones are placed on the highyvy e ng to the
pr 1 ]l town Some roadmen keep them standing erect
1na Cle ] (thel CEIt { then I ( t ol L}
the e covered with mo t. Boswell 1 11¢ 1
tory the tin ( William the Lion d v ed by
the ngl nde il pl 1044 e most
notable ccted with i he ni fain
of » [ held on the « . o1 [ of
J 1 ¢ ted one he I ¢ | f ot
of the £icester breed, are brought hither from all parts
of he ] countr ( e ( il a
1 (8 0 be Lspose ¢ Iy Iin the morning
e Two Orphans

Two orphai ought helter in Hazelton wood

In appear e 1 nd pensive n. Moo«

Their home desolate he future looks bleal

Wt e big tears of orrow roll down their wan cheeks
At the front father’ lain, now mother is dead

oug!t eft to buy tl m a morse ol bread

I'he th f their plavmate them sadly annoy,

A he ost breakn 18 that girl d b

One he rambled they came to | e

Jeg loolsore and weary n mplicity said

2 | W dering thi d weve done more than ol share
Nov ignt i it hand we helter prepare

By the axe of the woodman la tree In the busbh,

A ( n profusion was abundance of brush

They started in earnest ith precision and re,

Irecte t 1id sper he night there

While stars in the heavens, the mps ol the night,

And 1 on overhead shed down their pale light,

losed her soared away




T'he

Oer

I'Hi WO ORPHANS—Continued

jet) » Thee w iraw nigh

we beseech from Th th ne on high
throw around us two lambs of Thy fold,
nna from heaven s Thou did'st of old.”

hut v Bethel to ean did
yuld n Lro 1 the m summer d
t e« ol L J on,
1 0 1 i 5 | | 0
1 ( ! ( 1 seat
) A 1
1 burf
1 t
) no i
i O )
ootmal i is 0 A 1
! 1de ol he lad tl man w
dl ou b th vd m i
W I yelt D¢ Lo ) ) 1
vent tl ed ) 1 11
*nt on t 1« yu M N
boy was delighted a h vi \
) n wnd 1 ng ) el con
ot emel | lea t
I urgent ¢ n 1d
h mi ston ] 1 ) 1 ( w I
vain,
woodlands re- ed | it L
napped, kKidnap i! e ! ind cr
the hounds ot ti LW yre back tl 4
re wa racing ana hasing in a « uit aro i
hills and throug wley y trace could be yund
L.eft alone in th wrid and tender 1y [
a kind-hearted youth unexpected appears;
t gallant young farmer who rode in the Ay,

ight Jean in his arms and hastens away)

Now dry up your tears, Jean, they can neve vtone

{
the foot

ot daring exploit at the moss-covere

of the Cheviots is still to be seen

A lone shepherd’'s cot where the heather grows
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THE TWO ORPHANS—Continued
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PONY

ODE ON A PET

(Giood neighbors all, when you draw near
Please doff your hat and drop a tear
For him that's lying mouldering h
Beneath thi pile
His like again cannot ppeal
FFor a long whilc
To n trottin
I'v V rth a qua el ) | 1
How 1 | i P
h agt 1
H 1 i i
1
l '
| n aw I 1 ‘
Neighing v challer o
h n ) n
vow ha hi 1
And cant stand nted
No wl! 1 com n
Naught gret
B weeping yvou rster il 1
No Gordie he
When dewy morn wal ip t 1
Then floweret woo tl early |
Hang cr) | dewdrops from th
l.ike string of beads
Tear shed from Natun pit
Since Gordie's dead
May flowers in great protusion bloo
With nectar weet and rich perl
Wafting their fragrance morn wnd Mmoo {

I humbly crave,
Till there is left no va vnt room

Roumad Gordie's grave



THE BANKS OF KALE

There is a spot aye dear to me,

Where wild flowers deck the grassy lea,
Skylarks at early morning sing

Their love song upon sportive wing
Primroses sparkle on thy braes,

With milk-white blossoms hang the slaes,
Wafting sweet fragrance o'er the vale:
I'hat spot is on the bunks of Kale

At the foot ef (‘heviot hills so blue
Kale lirst appears to human view,

With murmuring voice does onward glide,
Leaps rocky lynns, rounds bleak hillsides
Passes many a gently ising slope,

Wit [ HE TENE xiend an oal

I'here cushats coo their evening tale
[Tpon the bonnie banks of Kual«

The playful lambs upon the lea

I g oaw n harmle glee

I’ heviot bveed of border fame

hale water ha the toremost claim,

For miles around appears to view

The hardy, well-shaped (heviot ewe,
Grazing in peace on hill and dale,

Along the bonnie banks of Kale

Many a year has glided past,

Blown many a piercing, bitter bla

Had pang of grief, had times of jov,
Since 1 roamed these banks a cowherd boy;
Blest be the hand and heart so kind

Mhat ever-thoughtful lady friend,

Her hooks she lent, 1 ne'er did fai

o study on the banks of Kale
Un a scaur 1ae a cedar grew,
From there I had my charge in view

From driving rainstorms shelter made
From sultry heat an ample shade
Long Teviot bank I loved to stra

To woo the muse at gloaming gray
And breathe the fragrant cented gale
At the still confluence of the Kale

So days and years fast glide away,
It seems to me but yesterday

Since 1 roamed these banks brimful of jov,
A me y-hearted, barefocot boy
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THE BANKS OF KALE—Continued

Sweet rivulet, glide on thy way,
Ye linger neither night nor day,
Thy murmuring sound bespeaks the tale,
That perseverance reach the goal

SCOTTY'S POEM

Behold the portrait of John Hand I rorothy

1
I pain Dorothy so bor
When I manner wuld, h i y bald
Shot signted, lank and 1
c'an walk erect, h | bent {
Her nose near meets h (
Say Doroth has nut brown hai
When her locks are thin and gray,
And furrow courses mark her cheel
Spea ymptoms ol d Ly
With eyes so blind hi bosom hea
His eart alike is [ain,
Will ay black’'s white, maintain its right
Her youth days to retain

[ dearly love the thistle land,
And handsome girl that's there;

When I landed on a foreign strand
Met fairer madens here

The Brampton rose is so complete
Takes everybody's e'e,

Just for a treat its worth the feat
Coming fifty miles to see

\
|
Young Irishmen love pretty girls |
But this is no less true
They often act the weakling's part
By taking squint-eyed views
Another rub to clear your een,
Then you may see aright,
To dance a jig on DBarrie's green
Having got your second sight. ;
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EPISTLE TO JOHN HAND, BARRIE—Continued

Oblivion dooms the Barrie girls
And Dorothy with awe,

Tongue can’'t express, themselves confess
Their failings, faults and flaws

Round the winding stream Etobicoke,

Grows many a lovely flower,

But the Brampton rose can't be surpassed,
L.ooks lovelier every hour

My r old t i wi Lp]
Ye got 0ot Ly 4
My Dorothy Ly Yo I ) i
() by love § ed t
Sh Ly You were n L1
A week just from la sund
or to v v her win 1
Lil r turke ou v
Now, dear old bard, I'd like
Do you really count
To com and woo my little
When you got me off elsc
You went down on vour bended knees
Like the Pagan Kings of yo
And a victim at her feet y vied,
Her presence to adore

That is not strange, my dear old bard,
It happens every day;

To see that lovely maiden
They come from Africa

Last week they came from Asia-Minor,
From Kamchatka and from Spain,

And in thousand gathered ound her,
At least, her niles to gain

Now the next time that you come to town,
[ fear you'll get a blow,

For in last week's Conservator
She found your imbroglio

Now, dear old bard, take my advice,
Though i may make you frown

And never try to win her smile
While an Irishman knocks around




EPISTLE 'TO SCOTTY—Continued

Just one word more, my dear old bard,
And heed It if you can;
Get wed unto the Brampton Rose,
You'll be v lucky man
Tell her that you love her,
And to her will be true,
And some day you'll come by thousands
To place her in the Zoo
In¢ Hand, DBarrie

O JOHN HAND, BARRIE

An address to John Hand, who in his correspondence

describes L ¢ ve the finest cenery in the uni-
Verse That the young men are loyal and brave, and more-
over he maider nnot be excelled for comeliness and
beauty
You say vou roamed in Erin’'s Isle
W he oung and free of care,
Fro tertile vales of roval Meath
To the winding hills of Clare;
That island where the shamrock grows,
And flowerets deck the lea,
Canng compart m many Ways
With scene around Barrie
Ascend he heights above the school
AT outhward cast a glance
Along the hore of Georgian Bay
Where golden sunbeams dance;
O troll along the eastern beach,
O grandaer ights can be,
Romantic cent in auld Scotland
Are tame compared with thee
Just Ke yon waiting motor boat
And | ¢ a pleasure sail

Into the far-famed Simcoe Lake,
O ound by Allandale;

Around you turn and go northwest,
Where taste and skill are seen,

I'he trim kept homes of working men

With lawns so fresh and green




TO JOHN HAND—Continued

You say that Barrie's sons are brave,
And daughters flowers of May,

That everyhome peaks comfort
Along the Georgian Bay

That strangers from a foreign land
Are taken by urprise

Go whispering in an undertone
‘l“ 1
Yo W L 1
' 1 (
\tt p
Il b 1 1 | I {
You | ri I
We'l JRY ) ) 1¢
W ha 14 )
| THIS IS THE ANSWER TO SCOTTY'S CHALLENGE
As the sun shed its rays o'« ‘
My heart it felt happu and e
As | strolled thre 1 Simcoe's f
And all through the town of Bar
| I have viewed all it maids, the Lrming-—

No fairer could man wish to .

But the fairest of all them fair creature
Is lovely and fair Dorothy

Her eyes they are shining like diamond
No fairer on earth could yvou

For her face wears the smile of an angs
While her heart it is loving and i
Her step’s like the fawn's on the mountain,

So light, so happy ind free,

The star of the Western world
Is lovely and fair Dorothy

When the bright sun is shedding its lustre
O'er valley, o'er mountain and towr
Its rays cannot equal her beauty
When smiling she marches down town
Her cheeks far excel the sweet blossoms,
That in gardens in summer you'd see,
No doubt she 1s the goddess of beauty,
Is lovely and fair Dorothy
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ANSWER TO SCOTTY—Continued

we will take this virgin,

1} Scottyv's amos pride,

PISTLE TO JOHN HAND, BARRIE, ON HIS
LOVELY DOROTHY

1 ) r tow
e b V¢ eal
ll A8 | | ( ( 1¢ [
i ni eal
\ i ( 0 he¢ ht
of meri 1
M ( ¢ in the f fame
| praise
[ ¢ ( ¢
I ¢ n he € Crow
( ¢ | eful orm
The rc ( Bramj 1 town
Before perfection see her quail,
( ( o1 nell
H ¢ K¢ ew blowl
He¢ ( ¢ ¢
" X ( rrie towr
| i ol om your e'e
The view in a transparent light
Your omely Dorothy
You dye her lij and her wan cheeks
W lice of cranberries,
Bedeck her breast nd sallow brow
h pearl from the rowan tree
Then her eyes may hine like diamonds
bright,
More amiable be,
And only bloomer on this sphere
That's all the world to thee.
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TO JOHN HAND—Continued
You walk along our crowded streets,
View the fair sex

passing by,
Attired so neat from head to foot,
v

Your challenge they defy

Come, view the rose of Brampton town,

You'll see perfection there,

K that angel forms above
Could ne'er be half so [fair
S0 place the model Dorothy,
Your choice of Barrie's maid
Besid the rose of B mpton towr

She's threefold in the shad«

'O SCOTTY

Barrie, March 29, 191

Address to Scotty, who a few months ago proposed to
1 to smother the
Dorothy Not only has he failed to
a thing called the “Brampton
with my lovely Dorothy

bring a maid from Teviot
beauty of my lovely

de in Scotlan

do so, but compares Rose"

Sagacious bard of Brampton town,
I received your fine epistle,

And by the same I plainly see
You forsook Auld Scotland’s pride and
Now, noble bard, your native land
I ask you still to prize
For on its hills and heathery plains,
Some noble warriors died

Take old King Bruce and Wilham Wallace,
They were warriors brave and true

Perchance they're worthy of
With far-famed Brian

And Scotland's maids are good enough
For any man to see—

But, remember, bard, they can't
With lovely Dorothy

the ranks
Boru

compare

Your Brampton Rose, she may look well,
When dressed up to perfection;

My dear old bard, T was like you,

Till I made soine inspection

-1 P




ANSWER TO SCOTTY—Continued
Her lovely cheeks of which you boast
And say the roses vie,
Is but the work of a painter's brush,
To deceive the passer-by

Look at her boots, pegged, number twelves,
muddy streets she trudges through,

When your
trips on so light

While my virgin bright
In well sewed number twos

No. dear bard, don't vyou desert
Your lovely Teviot's pride,
But go once and fetch her o'er;
Throw Brampton Rose aside
Or, if ou wisl just take the two,
By my darling place them ide by side
And brighter still she will appear,
H¢ beauty you can't hide
When 1 look into her brilliant eyes
And on her nut-brown hair,
I sing oud “In Eylium
H¢ [} is not there
Now f yvou come to Barrie,
It will give vou information,
And returning to your Brampton maids,
Twi ¢ our elation
That Barrie maids are beautiful,
That Dorot} is more than grand,
And tl hev are the fairest mailds
Qutside i Ireland
John Hand, Barrie, Ont

LAMENT I'OR THE MURDER OF A
FAVORITE CAT

more mewing at the door,
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DAME

N

FOR A FAV(

Some cruel foe, methi

nks, through spite,
With felon craft, the other night,
Gave her a blow when out of sight,
With brutal ire
The coward then took speedy flight,
And ran like fire
Inhuman wretch, such barbarou act
| Was ill-becoming on thy part,
To strike a beast that never hurt
Your friend or foe
Ala you gave my throbbing heart
A heavy blow
Can I forget her humorous squeal,
When she would merry circles wheel,
And up trees like a monkey speel,
| Wi' life nd glee
| Which made my very noddle reel
’ To stand and see
How cautiously she walked the lea
Whene'er she took a stroll with me;
The shepherd's dog she hailed to see,
Ne'er feeling dread,
She never would from danger flee,
The Queen that's dead
The timid mice with joy are squeaking
So fearless grown re boldly peeping,
Right in the barrels are digging deep in
Among the meal
I trow they know wee IFairy’s sleeping,
Secure they feel
Oft on my knee would Fairy lie,
Creeping therein so wondrous sly,
At times would sternly me defy
To put her down,
And on my face would keenly eye
A smile or frown
In yvyonder gorgeous flowery glade
Where Bessie with her often straved,
‘Mong flowers when she so li ome played
In harmless glee
Her gansy form is lowly laid

IRITE

‘Neath a birch tree

23—
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ANNII

LYALL

f

When we rambled down the

Upon the banks of Kale¢

ere they pledged in

Twas t}

Are you the girl I've never seen

happy youthtful di¢

And climbed the haz brae
'he blinks of tl dark bh
And weet, bewitchir mile
St ger I n far L1l
Thin mage Annie 1 |
I'll e'¢ iy I lmier
A e I (Cheviots blue
Wi tood pon a helving rock,
Had exten e Vvie
We s . er eit}
Where fl« '} ¢
Ther hepherd I I
Wi k v bleaching « {
Wi h o« s wit the he
Thes¢ rds to her d
I'w trange tro ng ¢
ght-seeil for the da
Welcome to share m humt
N helter from hil
i hallowed
U p« th I I 1d W {
Her g 1 is t |
I re viands thereon did |
I'hi oothsome me« ir hea
P nged our lengthene«
When the y g
Wi ¢ ( d y

Th ovely Annie Lyal
A wise old sage was not tr
Said woolng neer wo ( |
Nor love mee t gloaming

Among the purple heather,
In wedlock bands united were,

That death alone can ever

ravine,

glad
e el
neer
troth




ANNIE LYALIL~—Continued

¢ these border hills
1e¢ heights of Yair,
leap crystal rills

flee care

litttle heath thatched cot

1s lonely and forlonm
Sir Marti married Champian

nother farn

SWEET BESS OF WHITRIGHILL

Make warbling songsters veetly 1§
And clothe the fields
With varied flower
In pleasure path 'ti
In Wellwood’s y I
Hear the music of tl

in mantle green
enhance the scene

ady grove:
¢ tuneful rill
With lovely Bes of Whitrighill

At quiet howu at gloamin' grey

Two ardent lovers hie away,
With cautiou teps trie to regain
The trysting tree down in the L
Her wavy locks ot

1¢
auburn hue,
Two sparkling eyes of bonnie

nd

blue

genteel Dame Nature's skill
Has formed sweet Bess of Whitrighill

Oft have we roamed along Eden
Where that rippling

de,
reamlet onward glide
Light-hearted climbed the gowany braes,
Hesounding with the lintwhite's lays
High perched upon a maple tree,

Poured forth his lays in agile glee:
Beneath its

ade with right good will
Oft rested Bess of Whitrighill

That sacred spot forever dear,
The noisy lynns fall on the ear

There fragrant flowers perfume the air,
The modest daisy waving there,
Forget-me-not in beauty reigns,

And sweet bluebells wave on the plains,
Sweet flowers in rich profusion still

Wave round sweet Bess of Whitrighill
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SWEET BESS OF WHITRIGHILEL~Continued

Her voice melodious and sweet,
Warm hearted, modest and discreet,
L.eal kindness sparkles in her eye,
Real sterling virtue, love and joy
No wealth has she nor an estate,
No lady maids upon her wait,

His fortune's cearned who has the skill
To cateh sweet Iless of Whitrighill

ADDRESS TO A PENNY

On plowing it up at a plowing bee on the farm of Duncams-
haugh Mill on the borders of England in
the year I8

at clinking noise is this I hear,

tesonant sounds attract my ear,

my plowshare through the sod does tear,
With risping noise
I may turn up here,

Some precious jewe

Make me rejoice

October winds were piercing coid,
My hands the tools spread out the mould,
Good luck perchance may turn up gold
Among this clay
Rewarded 1| would be ten fold
For toil this day

| tched awhil then stood and scanned,

Pictureda an English noble (8/6 sterling) 1n
my hand,

Showing my comrades what T found
U'pon this brae

Perchance may tell the tale in foreign lands

some future day

With wistful look and eager stare,

Stirring away with cautious care,

A minute here, five seconds there,
Hooted by many

Reward for toil at length laid bare

A

rusty penny




ADDRESS TO A PENNY—Continued

Could 1 but know how long you've lain,

Obscurely near this spot when stane

The summer heats, cauld sleet and rain
That dyed thy face,

And times thy owner sought in vair
Thy hiding place

th this sward
A damp and dreary, cheerless bed

In durance lay bene:

Oft huntsmen’'s horn the peasants heard

r thy head

At length a youthful peasant bard
Unearthed thy bed

Blow «

When ye first from the mint was borne
With shiny
Perhaps a belle’s bust did adorn,

ce and reuls forn

Made curious wonder
l.one left forsaken and forlorn

Since fifteen hunder

What would your last owner say
On learning you had gone astray
Perhaps he sought both glen and brac
With anxious care,
But lost to him, alack, aday!
And can’'t tell wher

¢ aj a gentleman of fame
Marq or duke of titled name,
Has dropped you when out shooting game

VMid tangling bush
Or hunting Reynard on this plain
To have 1} brusi

Perhaj Kir James of Scotland when

Surrounded by his fighting men

Marching along o'er hill and glen,
Clayvmore and shield,

To fight undaunted Englishmen
On Flodden field

It may have bheer n honest wight
Was his last coin like the widow's mite,
Who toils from dawn until twilight
Day after day
Finding you had gone outright

Made him 100k woe
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ADDRESS TO A PENNY—Continued

Whoever lost you, dear old penny,
I care not for the scorn ol any,
Be they a Jockie or a Jennie,

Let them repine
[ prize thee abo rabi 1

Memorial of @.au )

r Ing awa mon

1 1 i t
W h 1 'l | row
To earn his needed da ) i
By the weat of |} )
Behold hhu h
Arrived 1 11 »d ni
I'¢ vas a recreation then
In work tooul rea delight
The Ditcher
On Bowmanthaughs ) 1 n there
Upon the crowded green,
When football match, that yearl Y me
Was playved at Fastern e'en
From Cumberland came border sports
To test thei restling 1,
Were foiled by one, so could not take

The prize o'er (‘heviot Hill,—
The Ditcher

Now see him on the eve of life,
His once jet locks now gray;

While furrow courses mark his cheeks
That deepen day by day
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till toiling with a willing hand,
His step now short and slow
A shadow of that wiry youth
U 1irty yvealn ago
The Ditcher

N pilgrin 1 t world of care
wvellin to and fro
I'ind t 1 L crook in ev lot
1 t her hele
A ng bri forth 1 b
o voutt manhood
| mmnn fro N
'he aged droop nd di¢
The D her
Fhough toil the doom of mo
Hi lifetime here clow
Q) of ligl | t 1 ¢
And brighten to a low
That there’'s a recompense for
\ never-fading crowi
When his worn-out frame i 0r¢
H I d tt i n
¢ Ditcher
A\ LOVELY LAKE
[.in written ot 151 | ton lLal
l i dinbu in ( nmin of
On the Engli border i la
I 1 I I i ‘H LON il
Wher¢ intiqua 1 ol did m
Their camping spot 'mol daftt
When gust 0 wind with howli
Would break the stillne all arou

Amid the stillness so profound
Thick gathering mists roll down

"l I

Amid the groups of daffodils;

The antique earcher finds solace

I'requenting thi ecluded place
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breath you draw has earie sound



Thy melody in

A LOVELY

LAKE-—Continued

\round the lake grow scattered trees,
Spaces between wild brambles fill;
Tis bracing to inhale the breeze,
That qpivering sets the daffodils,
While wild flowers from their mountain
bed,
C‘opiously sweet fragrance shed
When reposing on my couch 1 lic
| fancy hear tl tiny rill
' fftluent water murmuring by,
| t 1 1 these oups ol e
i leur i furled
I b
out ¢ 1 1 ow
tle tiny rill
1 1 ( 1 Ire
| lHvering 1 ing daffodil
| ¢ nee oft In t ht un
1 ( friend i ] (
ODE TO SKYLARK
nt P th \ \ bl birdie, n
I'l 01 of p
I'rom vel ud wing
I'n mit tl lay
we-h ving bosom, t} Hing )¢
( thered tribe m eal Chi '
bove the mb V¢ joice
Tir warblin kylark
¢ ol peeps o'« he eastern hills
To war and cheer,
Sweet lively strains at thy free will,
I'all on the ear;
O'er woodlands, moor and marsh I wot,
IF'rom a mere speck above my cot,
mid-air float,

skylark.

riny warbling

I"hilomena's notes, full and complete,
Attract the ear;
v thrilling tones are soft and sweet,
Wafts in mid-air,
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ODE

The warbli
The
Fall

Tiny

the
wal

m

singi
mo

0

Thou

O'er

ating
I

Hi

I

gh

martin's

' SKYLARK—Continued

bowers,
towers

the
worn
hours,

among
twitter, from age
at gloaming
ylark

ng thrush

shade
bling

that soars on high,

fell,

ng mite
or and

f cloud,

ped

I K

spell;
twilight,
from

een tl

the
and

1orn in

L1

ight,

delight,

veiled

viark




