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H
e

b
reath

ed
h

is
last

on
T

hu
rsd

ay,
21st

Ju
ly,

1796,
in

th
e

little
sid

e
street

kn
ow

n
as

B
u

rn
s

S
treet.

It
is

n
ow

tu
rn

ed
into

a
m

u
seu

m
,

an
d

contain
s

a
nu

m
b

er
of

B
u

rn
s

relics,
som

e
of

th
em

p
resented

by
S

ir
Jam

es
B

arrie,
th

e
gifted

S
cottish

au
th

or.

H
is

b
od

y
lies

in
S

t.
M

ich
ael’s

C
hu

rch
-

yard
in

a
b

eau
tifu

l
m

au
soleu

m
,

w
ith

th
e

gracefu
l

figu
re

of
C

oila
th

row
in

g
h

er
m

antle
over

th
e

P
oet

at
th

e
P

lou
gh

.

G
entlem

en
,

in
th

e
w

ord
s

of
A

lexan
d

er
S

m
ith

—
“If

w
e

ad
m

ire
th

e
E

m
p

eror
w

h
o

fou
n

d
R

om
e

b
rick,

an
d

left
it

m
arb

le,
w

h
at

sh
all

w
e

say
of

th
e

P
oet

w
h

o
fou

n
d

th
e

son
gs

ofh
is

cou
ntry

in
d

elicate,an
d

left
th

em
p

u
re

?”T
h
en

let
u

s
p

ray
th

at
com

e
it

m
ay,

A
s

com
e

it
w

ill
fo

r
a’

th
at,

T
h
at

m
an

to
m

an
th

e
w

o
rld

o’er,
S

h
a
ll

b
rith

ers
b

e
for

a’
th

at.

G
entlem

en
,

I
ask

you
to

rise
an

d
d

rin
k

w
ith

m
e,

in
solem

n
silen

ce,
to

“T
h

e
Im

-
m

ortalM
em

ory
ofS

cotlan
d

’s
G

reatest
P

oet,
R

ob
ert

B
u

rn
s.”

T
h
e
Im

m
o
r
t
a
l
M
e
m
o
r
y

o
f

R
o
b
e
r
t
B
u
r
n
s

—
—

—
—

—

B
y
J
O
H
N

S
T
IR

L
IN

G

—
—

—
—

—

P
rop

osed
at

th
e

A
n

nu
al

B
u

rn
s

C
eleb

ra-
tion

of
W

h
itb

u
rn

E
x-S

ervicem
en

,
h

eld
in

th
e

M
ason

ic
T

em
p

le.
M

r
H

u
gh

C
larkson

,
M

.A
.,

p
resid

ed
over

a
large

atten
d

an
ce.

A
n

orch
es-

tra
(u

n
d

er
M

r
A

n
gelo

M
arsd

en
,

A
.R

.M
.C

.M
.)

ren
d

ered
selection

s;
w

h
ile

son
gs

an
d

recitation
s

from
th

e
P

oet’s
w

orks
w

ere
given

w
ith

m
u

ch
accep

tan
ce

d
u

rin
g

th
e

cou
rse

of
th

e
even

in
g.
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T
h
e
Im

m
o
r
t
a
l
M
e
m
o
r
y

—
—

—
—

—

W
hy

is
it

th
at

B
u

rn
s,

to
S

cotsm
en

,
is

w
h

at
n

o
oth

er
m

an
of

letters
is

?
W

hy
is

it
th

at
n

ot
alon

e
in

th
is

cou
ntry,

b
u

t
every-

w
h

ere
th

rou
gh

ou
t

th
e

civilised
w

orld
,

th
at

h
is

m
em

ory
is

kep
t

green
?

It
is

b
ecau

se
h

e
h

as
m

ad
e

for
h

im
self

an
im

p
erish

ab
le

p
lace

in
th

e
h

earts
of

h
is

cou
ntrym

en
,

th
at

h
e

still
lives

am
on

gst
u

s.
T

h
ere

is
n

o
m

an
w

h
o

h
as

laid
b

are
h

is
life,

h
is

th
ou

ghts,
h

is
failin

gs,
h

is
p

assion
s,

m
ood

s
an

d
tem

p
ers,

as
h

e
h

as
d

on
e.T

im
e

b
u

t
th

e
im

p
ression

stron
ger

m
ake

A
s

stream
s

th
eir

ch
an

n
els

d
eep

er
w

ear.

H
is

early
years

w
ere

sp
ent

in
extrem

e
p

overty
in

th
e

w
ee

clay
b

iggin
’n

ear
th

e
B

rig
o’D

oon
,w

h
ere

h
e

w
as

b
orn

on
th

e
25th

Jan
-

u
ary,

1759.
In

th
e

farm
of

M
ou

nt
O

lip
h

ant
an

d
th

e
farm

of
L

och
lea,n

ear
T

arb
olton

,h
is

lot
w

as
on

e
of

con
stant

toil.

B
u

t
still,

th
ere

w
ere

som
e

b
right

sp
ots

in
an

oth
erw

ise
h

ard
lot.

H
e

w
as

b
lest

w
ith

a
m

ost
excellent

an
d

C
h

ristian
fath

er—
a

31

illn
ess

w
h

ich
h

ad
p

rostrated
h

im
sin

ce
th

e
b

egin
n

in
g

of
th

e
year.

S
om

e
tou

ch
in

g
in

cid
ents

of
th

at
visit

to
th

e
B

row
h

ave
b

een
p

reserved
.

O
n

e
w

as
th

e
m

eetin
g

w
ith

M
rs

R
id

d
ell,

of
W

ood
ley

P
ark,

like
h

im
self

an
invalid

at
th

e
tim

e,
b

etw
een

w
h

om
th

ere
h

ad
b

een
an

estran
gem

ent.
O

n
h

er
enterin

g
th

e
room

,
B

u
rn

s
said

—
“M

ad
am

,
h

ave
you

any
com

-
m

an
d

s
for

th
e

oth
er

w
irld

?”
an

d
sp

oke
of

h
is

d
eath

as
an

event
likely

to
h

ap
p

en
soon

.
H

e
sh

ow
ed

an
xiety

ab
ou

t
th

e
care

of
h

is
literary

fam
e,

exp
ressin

g
a

fear
th

at
letters

an
d

verses
w

ritten
w

ith
u

n
gu

ard
ed

freed
om

w
ou

ld
b

e
revived

to
th

e
in

ju
ry

of
h

is
rep

u
tation

.

In
th

e
latter

d
ays

of
h

is
life,

h
e

w
as

ob
served

w
alkin

g
alon

g
th

e
sh

ad
y

sid
e

of
th

e
street—

an
im

p
ressive

an
d

,in
som

e
resp

ects,
a

p
ath

etic
figu

re.
O

n
th

e
op

p
osite

sid
e

of
th

e
street

a
gay

th
ron

g
w

ere
p

rep
arin

g
for

th
e

hu
nt

b
all.

H
e

w
as

accosted
by

a
frien

d
,

w
h

o
requ

ested
h

im
to

join
th

e
p

arty,b
u

t
th

e
B

ard
rem

arked
th

at
h

is
d

ays
of

p
op

u
larity

w
ith

su
ch

gay
p

eop
le

w
ere

at
an

en
d

.

T
h

ere
w

as
n

o
lack

ofap
p

reciation
,h

ow
-

ever,
on

th
e

p
art

of
th

e
p

eop
le

of
D

u
m

fries
w

h
en

it
b

ecam
e

kn
ow

n
th

at
th

e
d

ays
of

th
e

great
figu

re
am

on
gst

th
em

w
as

n
earin

g
h

is
en

d
.

G
rou

p
s

gath
ered

in
th

e
street,

an
d

d
is-

cu
ssed

,
w

ith
hu

sh
ed

voices,
th

e
latest

n
ew

s
ab

ou
t

th
e

P
oet.
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O
,

J
essie,

in
th

e
d
reary

n
igh

ts,
I

clasp
m

y
b
u
rn

in
g

h
an

d
s

U
p

on
th

ose
th

rob
b

in
g
,

sleep
less

lid
s,

O
’er

ey
es

like
glow

in
g

b
ra

n
d
s,

A
n

d
w

on
d

er
in

m
y

w
eary

b
ra

in
,

If
h
ap

ly,
w

h
en

I’m
d
ead

,
M

y
o
ld

b
o
on

frien
d
s,

for
love

of
m

e,
W

ill
give

m
y

ch
ild

ren
b

read
.

O
,

w
ilt

th
ou

gan
g

o’
n
igh

ts,
J
essie,

T
o

m
y

forsaken
h
earth

,
A

n
d

b
e

as
th

ou
h

ast
b

een
to

m
e—

T
h

e
tru

est
frien

d
on

earth
?

S
ae

sw
eetly

in
you

r
lin

n
et

voice,
Y

ou
’ll

sin
g

m
y

w
ean

s
to

rest,
W

h
ile

J
ean

ie
lean

s
h
er

w
eary

h
ea

d
U

p
on

th
y

lov
in

g
b

reast.

I
kn

ow
of

n
oth

in
g

m
ore

p
ath

etic,
m

ore
sad

,
th

an
th

e
even

in
g

of
th

e
P

oet’s
life.

O
n

18th
Ju

ly,
1796,

th
e

p
ony

trap
of

Jam
es

G
racie,

b
an

ker
in

D
u

m
fries,

stop
p

ed
at

th
e

foot
of

th
e

M
illh

ole
B

rae,
an

d
R

ob
ert

B
u

rn
s

alighted
from

it,
an

d
w

alked
,

toilfu
lly

an
d

w
ith

assistan
ce,

u
p

th
e

sh
ort

b
u

t
steep

as-
cent

to
h

is
ow

n
h

ou
se—

for
th

e
last

tim
e.

B
efore

settin
g

ou
t

for
th

e
B

row
,

in
th

e
vain

qu
est

for
h

ealth
,h

e
said

to
h

is
w

ife
w

ith
con

fid
en

ce—
“D

on
’t

b
e

afraid
,

Jean
.

I’ll
b

e
m

ore
th

ou
ght

of
a

hu
n

d
red

years
after

I
am

d
ead

.”It
w

as
on

th
e

4th
Ju

ly
th

at
h

e
w

ent
to

th
e

B
row

,
h

op
in

g
alm

ost
again

st
h

op
e,

th
at

sea
b

ath
in

g
an

d
th

e
d

rin
kin

g
of

its
m

ed
ici-

n
al

w
aters

w
ou

ld
en

ab
le

h
im

to
con

qu
er

th
e

3

fath
er

w
h

o
m

ad
e

com
p

an
ion

s
of

h
is

b
oys.

In
m

any
w

ays
th

is
m

u
st

h
ave

b
een

,
d

esp
ite

th
e

toil,
th

e
h

ap
p

iest
tim

e
of

th
e

P
oet’s

life.

A
t

th
is

tim
e

h
is

w
ritin

g
w

as
d

on
e

in
a

w
ee

garret
u

p
a

lad
d

er
stair,w

ith
its

solitary
b

ed
sh

ared
by

h
is

b
roth

er
G

ilb
ert.

In
th

e
d

raw
er

of
a

p
lain

tab
le

h
e

kep
t

h
is

m
aster-

p
ieces,

w
h

ich
w

ere
to

astou
n

d
th

e
w

orld
.

A
s

a
p

oet,
B

u
rn

s
stan

d
s

in
th

e
first

ran
k.

H
is

th
ou

ghts
are

n
ew

;
h

is
m

an
n

er
u

nb
orrow

ed
;

h
is

lan
gu

age
h

is
ow

n
.

A
ll

h
is

top
ics

are
sim

p
le

an
d

n
atu

ral.
H

e
w

as
th

e
first

w
h

o
tau

ght
h

is
fellow

-cou
ntrym

en
th

at
in

low
ly

su
b

jects
h

igh
p

oetry
resid

ed
;

an
d

,
tou

ch
ed

by
h

im
,th

ey
w

ere
lifted

at
on

ce
into

th
e

realm
s

of
in

sp
iration

.
H

e
is

on
e

of
th

e
tru

est
an

d
m

ost
stirrin

gly
h

eart-reach
in

g
of

p
oets.

In
ease,fire,an

d
p

assion
,h

e
is

secon
d

to
n

on
e.

T
h

e
n

atu
re

h
e

in
fu

sed
into

all
h

e
w

rote
d

eals
w

ith
hu

m
an

em
otion

s.
H

is
b

est
p

oem
s

d
eal

w
ith

ru
ral

an
d

p
astoral

life.

H
e

d
isp

layed
great

p
ow

ers
of

im
agin

a-
tion

,yet
th

e
su

b
jects

h
e

w
rote

on
are

seld
om

im
agin

ary.
In

th
e

h
igh

er
p

ow
ers

of
im

agin
a-

tion
,

in
stan

ces
m

ay
b

e
fou

n
d

in
th

e
p

oem
entitled

“D
eath

an
d

D
r

H
ornb

rook,”
an

d
in

alm
ost

every
stan

za
of

h
is

“A
d

d
ress

to
th

e
D

eil”—
on

e
of

th
e

h
ap

p
iest

of
h

is
p

rod
u

c-
tion

s.H
is

p
oem

s
m

ay
b

e
con

sid
ered

as
th

e
eff

u
sion

s
ofh

is
sen

sib
ility,an

d
th

e
tran

scrip
t

of
h

is
m

u
sin

gs
as

th
e

real
in

cid
ents

of
h

is
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hu
m

b
le

life.
T

h
e

P
oet

d
oes

n
ot

con
fin

e
h

im
self

to
th

e
d

escrip
tive,

th
e

hu
m

orou
s,

or
th

e
p

ath
etic

;
h

e
rises,

as
occasion

off
ers,

w
ith

ease
into

th
e

terrib
le

an
d

th
e

su
b

lim
e.

H
is

d
escrip

tive
p

ow
ers,

w
h

eth
er

th
e

ob
jects

on
w

h
ich

th
ey

are
em

p
loyed

b
e

com
ic

or
seriou

s,are
ofth

e
h

igh
est

ord
er.

H
is

hu
m

ou
r

is
irresistib

ly
am

u
sin

g.

A
t

th
e

age
of

26
h

e
h

ad
com

p
osed

su
ch

literary
gem

s
as

“T
h

e
C

ottar’s
S

atu
rd

ay
N

ight,”
“T

h
e

T
w

o
D

ou
gs,”

“T
h

e
Jolly

B
eg-

gars,”
“A

d
d

ress
to

th
e

D
eil,”

etc.

—
—

—
—

—

W
h

en
th

e
P

oet
d

ecid
ed

on
h

is
tou

r
to

E
d

inb
u

rgh
,

h
e

rod
e

on
a

h
orse

b
orrow

ed
from

a
frien

d
;callin

g
at

variou
s

farm
s

on
th

e
w

ay,
h

is
ap

p
roach

w
as

alw
ays

sign
alled

,
th

e
farm

ers
an

d
servants

tu
rn

in
g

ou
t

to
w

elcom
e

h
im

.
H

e
aston

ish
ed

th
e

m
em

b
ers

of
h

is
ow

n
ran

k
an

d
station

by
h

is
extraord

in
ary

p
ow

ers
in

conversation
.

O
n

th
e

n
ight

of
th

e
28th

N
ovem

b
er,

1786,
h

e
arrived

at
B

axter’s
C

lose,
in

th
e

L
aw

n
m

arket
of

E
d

inb
u

rgh
,

th
ere

to
sh

are
a

hu
m

b
le

room
w

ith
h

is
frien

d
Joh

n
R

ich
-

m
on

d
.

A
ll

th
at

m
em

orab
le

w
inter

it
w

as
h

is
ab

od
e.

H
e

w
as

received
into

th
e

ab
od

es,
an

d
w

as
a

w
elcom

e
gu

est
w

ith
all

th
e

m
ost

29

T
H
E

E
V
E
N
IN

G
O
F

H
IS

L
IF

E
.

Jessie
L

ew
ars,

a
d

evoted
d

au
ghter

of
on

e
if

B
u

rn
s’

D
u

m
fries

frien
d

s,
atten

d
ed

th
e

P
oet

in
1796,

at
th

e
B

row
,

d
u

rin
g

h
is

last
illn

ess.
T

h
e

su
n

sh
in

in
g

in
at

th
e

w
in

d
ow

of
th

e
b

ed
ch

am
b

er,
Jessie

w
as

in
th

e
act

of
d

raw
in

g
th

e
w

in
d

ow
b

lin
d

to
screen

th
e

su
n

from
th

e
P

oet’s
eyes,

w
h

en
h

e
said

—
“L

et
th

e
su

n
sh

in
e

in
u

p
on

u
s

:
h

e
h

as
n

ot
lon

g
to

sh
in

e
for

m
e.”

I
take

th
e

follow
in

g
verses

from
a

p
oem

w
ritten

a
few

d
ays

b
efore

th
e

P
oet’s

d
eath

.
T

h
ey

cam
e

into
m

y
h

an
d

s
th

rou
gh

T
h

om
as

A
n

d
erson

,
a

great
B

u
rn

s’
enthu

siast—
w

h
o,

alon
g

w
ith

au
ld

S
tarkie,celeb

rated
th

e
P

oet’s
n

atal
d

ay
an

nu
ally

in
th

e
w

ee
au

ld
farrant

th
atch

h
oose

in
th

e
H

igh
S

treet.
I

d
o

n
ot

vou
ch

for
th

e
au

th
enticity

of
th

em
;

th
ey

d
o

n
ot

ap
p

ear
in

any
p

u
b

lish
ed

ed
ition

of
B

u
rn

s’
w

orks.

O
,

let
th

e
cu

rtain
s

b
id

e,
J
essie,

A
n

d
ra

ise
m

y
h
ead

a
w

ee,
A

n
d

let
th

e
b

on
n
ie,

settin
g

su
n

G
lin

t
in

on
you

an
d

m
e.

T
h

e
w

orld
lo

ok
s

fa
ir

an
d

b
righ

t,
J
essie,

N
ear

lov
in

g
h

earts
like

you
;

B
u
t

p
u

irtith
’s

b
la

st
sifts

su
m

m
er

love,
A

n
d

m
akes

lea
l

frien
d

sh
ip

s
few

.
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S
cottish

h
earts

in
far

lan
d

s
resp

on
d

to
th

e
follow

in
g

lin
es—

W
e

tw
a

ran
a
b

ou
t

th
e

b
raes,

A
n
d

p
ou

’d
th

e
g
ow

an
s

fi
n
e

;
B

u
t

w
e’ve

w
an

d
ered

m
on

y
a

w
eary

fi
t,

S
in

’
au

ld
lan

g
sy

n
e.

W
e

tw
a

h
ae

p
aid

l’d
in

th
e

b
u
rn

,
F

rae
m

o
rn

in
’

su
n

till
d
in

e
;

B
u
t

seas
b

etw
een

u
s

b
raid

h
ae

ro
ar’d

,
S
in

’
au

ld
lan

g
sy

n
e.

W
h

erever
S

cotsm
en

h
ave

p
lanted

th
eir

feet,
th

e
son

gs
of

B
u

rn
s

h
ave

b
een

su
n

g,
an

d
h

ave
m

ad
e

th
e

m
erry

w
elkin

rin
g.

T
h

ey
h

ave
ch

eered
th

e
h

earts
of

h
is

cou
ntrym

en
,

in
every

clim
e

u
n

d
er

th
e

su
n

,
an

d
h

ave
p

roved
on

e
of

th
e

stron
gest

lin
ks

th
at

b
in

d
th

em
to

th
eir

n
ative

lan
d

.

W
h

ile
rollin

g
y
ears

sh
a
ll

on
w

ard
sp

eed
,

S
cotsm

en
in

every
clim

e
S
h

all
w

orsh
ip

at
th

e
sh

rin
e

of
B

u
rn

s
U

n
til

th
e

en
d

of
tim

e
;

H
is

son
gs—

in
sp

irin
g,

ten
d
er,

tru
e—

W
ith

fervou
r

sh
all

b
e

su
n
g
,

U
n
til

au
ld

S
co

tla
n
d

’s
son

s
an

d
m

aid
s

F
orget

th
eir

m
o
th

er
ton

gu
e.

5

n
otab

le,
literary,

an
d

fash
ion

ab
le

p
eop

le
of

E
d

inb
u

rgh
.

H
e

w
as

straight
from

th
e

p
lou

gh
,

n
ever

h
avin

g
earn

ed
m

ore
th

an
£

7
a

year,
d

in
ed

on
th

e
sim

p
lest

fare,
associated

w
ith

th
e

hu
m

b
lest

of
su

b
jects,an

d
w

as
su

d
d

en
ly

p
ro-

jected
into

th
e

m
ost

learn
ed

,
m

ost
accom

-
p

lish
ed

,an
d

m
ost

fash
ion

ab
le

p
eop

le
in

S
cot-

lan
d

.
It

w
ou

ld
h

ave
tu

rn
ed

th
e

h
ead

of
any

m
an

,
b

u
t

it
h

ad
n

o
eff

ect
u

p
on

ou
r

B
ard

.

A
ll

E
d

inb
u

rgh
w

as
agog

at
th

e
P

oet’s
arrival.

T
h

e
very

ch
ild

ren
in

th
e

streets
w

ere
an

xiou
s

to
get

a
look

at
h

im
.

Jeff
rey

tells
u

s
th

at
on

e
d

ay,
w

h
en

a
lad

,
on

th
e

streets
of

E
d

inb
u

rgh
,

a
m

an
p

assed
h

im
w

h
ose

ap
-

p
earan

ce
attracted

h
is

attention
;

an
d

w
h

ile
h

e
w

as
gazin

g
at

h
im

a
sh

op
keep

er
said

—
“A

h
,

lad
d

ie,
ye

m
ay

w
eel

look
at

th
at

m
an

,
for

it
is

R
ab

b
ie

B
u

rn
s.”

S
ir

W
alter

S
cott

m
et

h
im

—
h

e
w

as
th

en
a

lad
of

15—
at

th
e

h
om

e
of

P
rofessor

A
d

am
F

ergu
son

.
T

h
ere

w
ere

b
u

t
tw

o
senten

ces
exch

an
ged

b
etw

een
th

ese
tw

o
of

S
cotlan

d
’s

greatest
literary

son
s.

B
u

rn
s

w
as

lookin
g

at
a

p
ictu

re
of

a
sold

ier
lyin

g
d

ead
on

th
e

sn
ow

,
w

ith
exp

lan
atory

lin
es

u
n

d
ern

eath
,

an
d

en
qu

ired
w

h
o

th
e

au
th

or
w

as.
N

o
on

e
kn

ew
b

u
t

you
n

g
S

cott,
an

d
h

e
h

esitatin
gly

told
th

e
P

oet
th

e
au

th
or’s

n
am

e.
B

u
rn

s
sh

ook
h

im
by

th
e

h
an

d
,an

d
,lookin

g
at

h
im

,
said

—
“T

h
is

b
oy

w
ill

b
e

h
eard

of
yet.”

A
p

red
iction

th
at

m
ost

assu
red

ly
cam

e
tru

e.
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T
h

e
great

W
izard

of
th

e
N

orth
w

as
p

rou
d

to
tell

in
h

is
old

age
th

at
w

h
ile

yet
a

lad
in

h
is

teen
s

h
e

h
ad

earn
ed

th
e

ap
p

rovin
g

sm
ile

of
th

e
P

oet.

T
h

e
gay

D
u

ch
ess

of
G

ord
on

d
eclared

th
at

B
u

rn
s’

conversation
h

ad
com

p
letely

carried
h

er
off

h
er

feet.

In
a

d
escrip

tion
of

th
e

m
eetin

g
w

ith
B

u
rn

s,
S

cott
says—

“H
is

p
erson

w
as

stron
g

an
d

rob
u

st,
a

sort
of

d
ign

ified
p

lain
n

ess
an

d
sim

p
licity

w
h

ich
received

p
art

of
its

eff
ect

from
on

es
kn

ow
led

ge
of

h
is

extraord
i-

n
ary

talents.
I

w
ou

ld
h

ave
taken

th
e

P
oet,

h
ad

I
n

ot
kn

ow
n

w
h

at
h

e
w

as,
for

a
saga-

ciou
s

farm
er

of
th

e
O

ld
S

ch
ool.

T
h

e
eye

alon
e

d
elin

eated
th

e
p

oetic
ch

aracter
:

it
w

as
large,

an
d

of
a

cast
w

h
ich

glow
ed

w
ith

feelin
g.

I
n

ever
saw

su
ch

an
oth

er
eye

in
a

hu
m

an
h

ead
.

H
is

conversation
exp

ressed
p

erfect
self-con

fid
en

ce
w

ith
ou

t
th

e
slight-

est
p

resu
m

p
tion

.
A

m
on

g
m

en
w

h
o

w
ere

th
e

m
ost

learn
ed

h
e

exp
ressed

h
im

self
w

ith
firm

n
ess,

b
u

t
w

ith
ou

t
th

e
least

intru
sive

for-
w

ard
n

ess.”

S
u

ch
w

as
th

e
m

an
as

d
ep

icted
by

th
e

great
S

ir
W

alter.

W
h

ile
in

E
d

inb
u

rgh
h

e
m

et
th

e
gen

ial
an

d
w

itty
H

en
ry

E
rskin

e,
th

e
great

law
yer,

w
h

o
sp

ent
h

is
d

eclin
in

g
years

in
h

is
cou

ntry
h

ou
se

at
A

lm
on

d
ell,

an
d

is
b

u
ried

in
U

p
h

all
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p
assed

over
h

is
ap

p
earan

ce
sin

ce
th

e
d

ay
w

h
en

th
ey

w
ere

first
acqu

ainted
,

of
th

e
lov-

in
g

w
ay

in
w

h
ich

sh
e

d
eclares

to
go

h
an

d
in

h
an

d
w

ith
h

im
till

th
e

en
d

,
an

d
sleep

w
ith

h
im

at
th

e
foot

of
th

e
h

ill,
w

h
en

life’s
over.

C
ou

ld
you

w
ish

a
son

g
b

earin
g

a
fin

er
d

om
estic

sentim
ent

?—

J
o
h
n

A
n

d
erson

,
m

y
jo

,
J
oh

n
,

W
h

en
w

e
w

ere
fi
rst

acq
u

en
t,

Y
ou

r
lo

ck
s

w
ere

like
th

e
raven

,
Y

ou
r

b
on

n
ie

b
row

w
as

b
ren

t
;

B
u
t

n
ow

you
r

b
row

is
b

eld
,

J
oh

n
,

Y
ou

r
lo

ck
s

are
like

th
e

sn
aw

;
B

u
t

b
lessin

gs
on

you
r

frosty
p

ow
,

J
oh

n
A

n
d

erson
,

m
y

jo.

J
o
h
n

A
n

d
erson

,
m

y
jo

,
J
oh

n
,

W
e

clam
b

th
e

h
ill

th
eg

ith
er

;
A

n
d

m
o
n
y

a
can

ty
d
ay,

J
oh

n
,

W
e’ve

h
a
d

w
i’

y
in

an
ith

er
;

N
ow

w
e

m
au

n
trotter

d
ow

n
,

J
oh

n
,

A
n

d
h

an
d

in
h
an

d
w

e’ll
go,

A
n

d
sleep

th
egith

er
at

th
e

fo
ot,

J
oh

n
A

n
d

erson
,

m
y

jo.

T
h

e
n

ation
alH

ym
n

,“A
u

ld
L

an
g

S
yn

e,”
is

su
n

g
at

th
e

close
of

all
social

fu
n

ction
s,

n
ot

on
ly

in
S

cotlan
d

,
b

u
t

th
rou

gh
ou

t
th

e
civilized

w
orld

.
T

h
e

P
oet

sp
oke

of
it

as
a

son
g

th
at

h
ad

often
th

rilled
th

rou
gh

h
is

sou
l.
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w
ife

w
h

en
h

e
got

h
om

e.
T

h
ey

are
m

ost
b

eau
tifu

l—

O
f

a’
th

e
airts

th
e

w
in

d
ca

n
b
law

,
I

d
early

lo’e
th

e
w

est,
F

or
th

ere
th

e
b

on
n

ie
lassie

lives,
T

h
e

la
ssie

I
lo’e

th
e

b
est

;
T

h
ere

w
ild

w
o
o
d
s

grow
,

an
d

rivers
row

,
A

n
d

m
o
n
y

a
h

ill
b

etw
een

:
B

u
t

d
ay

an
d

n
ig

h
t

m
y

fan
cy

’s
fl

igh
t

Is
ev

er
w

i’
m

y
J
ean

.

I
see

h
er

in
th

e
d
ew

y
fl

ow
ers,

I
see

h
er

sw
eet

an
d

fair
;

I
h

ear
h
er

in
th

e
tu

n
efu

’
b

ird
s,

I
h

ear
h
er

ch
a
rm

th
e

air
;

T
h

ere’s
n

ot
a

b
on

n
ie

fl
ow

er
th

at
sp

rin
gs

B
y

fou
n
ta

in
,

sh
aw

or
green

;
T

h
ere’s

n
ot

a
b

on
n

ie
b
ird

th
a
t

sin
gs

B
u
t

m
in

d
s

m
e

o’
m

y
J
ean

.

T
h

ere
are

oth
er

tw
o

excellent
stan

zas,
com

-
p

osed
by

Joh
n

H
am

ilton
,

m
u

sic
seller,

E
d

-
inb

u
rgh

;
th

ey
are

frequ
ently

taken
for

a
p

ortion
of

B
u

rn
s’

son
g.

In
th

e
son

g
“Joh

n
A

n
d

erson
,

m
y

Jo,”
w

h
ere,

I
ask,

w
ill

you
fin

d
su

ch
stan

zas
ou

tsid
e

of
B

u
rn

s’
son

gs.
T

h
e

old
cou

p
le

h
ave

lived
th

eir
you

th
fu

ld
ays

in
lovin

g
w

ed
-

lock,
n

ow
grow

n
so

old
th

at
Joh

n
’s

p
ow

is
frosty

an
d

h
is

locks
like

sn
aw

,
yet

each
as

fon
d

of
th

e
oth

er
as

w
h

en
th

ey
first

entered
m

atrim
ony.

T
h

in
k

of
th

e
w

ay
th

e
old

w
ife

rem
in

d
s

Joh
n

of
th

e
ch

an
ges

w
h

ich
h

ave

7

P
arish

C
hu

rch
.

H
ere

is
h

ow
B

u
rn

s
d

ash
ed

h
im

off
—

C
ollected

,
H

arry
sto

o
d

a
w

ee,
T

h
en

op
en

ed
ou

t
h

is
arm

s,
m

an
,

H
is

L
ord

sh
ip

sat
w

i’
ru

efu
’

e’e,
A

n
d

ey
’d

th
e

gath
erin

g
storm

,
m

an
.

L
ike

w
in

d
-d

riv
’n

h
ail

it
d
id

assa
il

A
s

torren
ts

ow
re

a
lin

n
,

m
an

;
T

h
e

b
en

ch
sae

w
ise

lift
u

p
th

eir
ey

es
H

alf-w
aken

’d
w

i’
th

e
d
in

,
m

an
.

T
h

e
P

oet
sp

ent
an

oth
er

w
inter

in
E

d
-

inb
u

rgh
;

th
is

tim
e

h
e

lived
in

th
e

top
storey

of
N

o.
2

S
t.

Jam
es’

S
qu

are.
T

h
is

w
as

w
h

en
h

e
m

et
th

e
ch

arm
in

g
an

d
fascin

atin
g

M
rs

M
‘L

eh
ose

(C
larin

d
a)

w
ith

w
h

om
h

e
kep

t
u

p
a

m
em

orab
le

corresp
on

d
en

ce.

It
w

ou
ld

b
e

a
lon

g
story

to
tell

you
of

th
e

tou
rs

h
e

took
to

th
e

H
igh

lan
d

s
an

d
to

th
e

L
ow

lan
d

s
ofS

cotlan
d

—
a

record
ofw

h
ich

th
e

P
oet

kep
t.

H
e

visited
L

in
lith

gow
P

alace,
L

och
,

an
d

th
e

A
u

ld
K

irk
of

S
t.

M
ich

ael’s.
H

e
w

as
m

ad
e

an
h

on
orary

m
em

b
er

of
th

e
A

n
cient

B
razen

L
od

ge
of

F
reem

ason
s.

H
e

crossed
th

e
B

ord
ers

into
E

n
glan

d
;

an
d

w
h

ile
w

alkin
g

w
ith

h
is

old
frien

d
A

in
slie,

h
e

tu
rn

ed
rou

n
d

,
u

n
covered

h
is

h
ead

,
an

d
recited

th
e

follow
in

g
lin

es
from

“T
h

e
C

ot-
tar’s

S
atu

rd
ay

N
ight”—

O
S
cotia

!
m

y
d
ear,

m
y

n
ative

soil!
F

or
w

h
om

m
y

w
arm

est
w

ish
to

H
eav

en
is

sen
t,

L
on

g
m

ay
th

y
h
ard

y
son

s
of

ru
stic

toil
B

e
b
lessed

w
ith

h
ealth

,
an

d
p

eace,
an

d
sw

eet
con

ten
t
!
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O
n

h
is

th
ird

tou
r

th
rou

gh
th

e
M

id
-

lan
d

s
of

S
cotlan

d
h

e
w

as
accom

p
an

ied
by

D
r

A
d

air,
a

relative
of

M
rs

D
u

n
lop

.
T

h
ey

called
at

C
lackm

an
n

an
T

ow
er,

w
h

ere
d

w
elt

an
old

lad
y

of90,M
rs

B
ru

ce,a
lin

eald
escen

-
d

ant
of

K
in

g
R

ob
ert

th
e

B
ru

ce.
S

h
e

w
as

in
p

ossession
of

th
e

B
ru

ce’s
tw

o-h
an

d
ed

sw
ord

,
an

d
w

h
ich

is
n

ow
in

th
e

keep
in

g
of

th
e

E
arl

of
E

lgin
.

A
fter

d
in

n
er,

sh
e

stated
th

at
sh

e
h

ad
m

ore
right

th
an

som
e

folks
to

b
estow

kn
ight-

h
ood

s.
In

d
u

e
cou

rse
sh

e
com

m
an

d
ed

B
u

rn
s

an
d

D
r

A
d

air
to

kn
eel

b
efore

h
er,

lightly
tou

ch
ed

each
on

th
e

sh
ou

ld
er

w
ith

th
e

sw
ord

,
an

d
ord

ered
th

em
to

rise
as

K
n

ights.
W

h
en

ab
ou

t
to

take
th

eir
d

ep
artu

re,
B

u
rn

s,
ch

aracteristic
of

h
is

gallantry,
lifted

th
e

old
d

am
e’s

h
an

d
to

kiss
it,w

h
en

sh
e

exclaim
ed

—
“A

n
d

w
h

at
ails

ye
at

m
y

m
ou

’,
R

ob
in

?”

—
—

—
—

—

F
or

im
agin

ary
p

oem
s

th
ere

is
n

oth
in

g
in

th
e

lan
gu

age
to

com
p

are
w

ith
“T

am
o’

S
h

anter,”
h

is
lon

gest
p

oem
,

in
w

h
ich

h
e

d
ep

icts
th

e
scen

es
of
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v
era

g
ird

le
ran

g.

T
h

e
ch

aracters
are

nu
m

erou
s

—
th

e
m

aim
ed

sold
ier,w

h
o

b
ore

scars
for

S
cotlan

d
,

an
d

h
is

d
oxy,

w
h

o
lay

b
etw

een
h

is
arm

s
w

i’
“u

squ
eb

au
gh

an
d

b
lan

kets
w

arm
,”

an
d

w
h

o

A
ye

g
aed

th
e

to
ozie

d
rab

T
h

e
tith

er
skelp

in
’

k
iss,

W
h

ile
sh

e
h
eld

u
p

h
er

greed
y

gab
,

J
u

st
like

an
au

m
ou

s
d
ish

.

T
h

e
m

erry
A

n
d

rew
,

w
h

o
w

ou
ld

ventu
re

h
is

n
eck

for
liqu

or
;

th
e

H
igh

lan
d

d
am

e,
w

h
o

h
ad

lighten
ed

m
any

a
p

u
rse

;
th

e
stu

rd
y

tin
-

ker,
w

h
o

h
ad

travelled
rou

n
d

all
C

h
ristian

grou
n

d
in

h
is

occu
p

ation
;

an
d

last
of

all,
th

e
w

ight
of

H
om

er’s
craft—

H
e

w
a
s

a
care-d

efy
in

g
b
lad

e,
A

s
ev

er
B

acch
u

s
listed

,—
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w
h

o
cou

ld
allu

re
crow

d
s

rou
n

d
h

im
w

h
en

h
e

san
g

of
love

an
d

cou
ntry.

A
ll

th
ese—

an
d

m
ore—

sh
ou

t,sin
g,an

d
act

in
ch

aracter,
an

d
u

n
ite

in
givin

g
eff

ect
to

th
e

ch
oru

s
of

a
son

g
w

h
ich

claim
s

exem
p

tion
from

cares
an

d
w

orries,
an

d
a

h
ap

p
in

ess
w

h
ich

b
an

ish
ed

all
care.

T
h

e
cu

rtain
d

rop
s

as
th

ey
sh

ou
t

an
d

sin
g—A

fi
g

for
th

ose
b
y

law
p
rotected

!
L

ib
erty

’s
a

gloriou
s

feast
!

C
ou

rts
for

cow
ard

s
w

ere
erected

,
C

h
u

rch
es

b
u
ilt

to
p

lease
to

p
riest.

“T
h

e
C

ottar’s
S

atu
rd

ay
N

ight”
is

ten
-

d
er

an
d

m
oral,

solem
n

an
d

d
evotion

al,
an

d
rises

into
a

strain
of

gran
d

eu
r

an
d

su
b

lim
ity

w
h

ich
h

as
n

ot
b

een
su

rp
assed

.
It

h
as

n
o

equ
al

in
th

e
lan

gu
age.

T
h

e
d

escrip
tion

of
th

e
lab

ou
rer

retu
rn

in
g

from
th

e
field

,
th

e
you

n
g

ch
ild

ren
ru

n
n

in
g

to
m

eet
h

im
,

an
d

clam
ou

rin
g

on
h

is
kn

ee,
th

e
eld

er
d

u
tifu

lly
d

ep
ositin

g
th

eir
gain

s
w

ith
th

eir
p

arents,
an

d
receivin

g
th

eir
fath

er’s
b

lessin
g,

th
e

in
-

cid
ents

of
th

e
cou

rtsh
ip

of
Jen

ny,
th

e
eld

est
d

au
ghter—

an
d

all
u

n
itin

g
in

th
e

w
orsh

ip
of

G
od

—
are

all
m

ost
h

ap
p

ily
d

elin
eated

.
F

ro
m

scen
es

lik
e

th
ese,

o
ld

S
co

tia
’s

gran
d
eu

r
sp

rin
gs,

T
h
a
t

m
a
k
es

h
er

lov
’d

a
t

h
om

e,
rev

er’d
ab

road
.

“A
W

inter
N

ight”
b

egin
s

w
ith

a
d

e-
scrip

tion
of

a
d

read
fu

l
storm

:
th

e
P

oet
im

agin
es

h
im

self
lyin

g
in

b
ed

an
d

listen
in

g
to

its
h

ow
lin

g,
h

is
th

ou
ghts

tu
rn

in
g

to
th

e

21

T
h

en
w

e
h

ave
th

e
sp

rightly
an

d
ch

eerfu
l

“C
orn

R
iggs,”

w
h

en
h

e
h

eld
aw

a’
to

A
n

n
ie,

am
id

st
th

e
m

oon
’s

u
n

fad
ed

light—
I

lo
ck

’d
h
er

in
m

y
fon

d
em

b
race,

h
er

h
eart

w
a
s

b
eatin

g
rarely

;
M

y
b

lessin
gs

on
th

a
t

h
ap

p
y

p
lace,

A
m

an
g

th
e

R
igs

o’
B

arley
!

I
k
en

’t
h

er
h
eart

w
as

a’
m

y
sin

,
I

lov
’d

h
er

m
ost

sin
cerely

;
I

k
iss’d

h
er

ow
re

an
d

ow
re

again
,

A
m

an
g

th
e

R
igs

o’
B

arley.

T
h

ere
h

as
b

een
som

e
d

ou
b

t
exp

ressed
as

to
w

h
o

w
as

th
e

lovely
“M

ary
M

orrison
”

of
th

e
P

oet’s
you

th
fu

l
d

ays.
H

is
b

roth
er

G
ilb

ert
w

as
of

th
e

op
in

ion
th

at
P

eggie
A

l-
lison

,
M

ary
M

orrison
,

an
d

E
llison

B
egb

ie
w

ere
on

e
an

d
th

e
sam

e
p

erson
—

O
M

ary,
a
t

th
y

w
in

d
ow

b
e,

It
is

th
e

w
ish

’d
,

th
e

try
sted

h
ou

r
!

T
h

ose
sm

iles
an

d
glan

ces
let

m
e

see
T

h
at

m
ak

e
th

e
m

iser’s
treasu

re
p

o
or

:

H
ow

b
ly

th
ely

w
ad

I
b
id

e
th

e
stou

re,
A

w
eary

slave
frae

su
n

to
su

n
,

C
ou

ld
I

th
e

rich
rew

ard
secu

re—
T

h
e

lovely
M

ary
M

orrison
.

T
h

is
is

on
e

of
th

e
sw

eetest
of

love
son

gs,
trem

b
lin

g
w

ith
ten

d
ern

ess,rad
iant

w
ith

sen
-

tim
ent,

an
d

fu
ll

of
love.

T
h

ere
is

also
som

e
d

ou
b

t
as

to
w

h
o

w
as

th
e

h
eroin

e
of

th
e

fin
e

son
g

“A
fton

W
ater.”

C
u

rrie
an

d
C

u
n

n
in

gh
am

b
oth

say
th

at
th

e
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H
e

w
as

n
ot,

h
ow

ever,
to

b
e

d
au

nted
:

h
e

kn
ew

w
om

an
b

etter—

D
u

n
ca

n
fl

eech
’d

a
n
d

D
u

n
can

p
ray

’d
,

M
eg

w
as

d
eaf

as
A

ilsa
C

ra
ig

;
D

u
n
ca

n
sigh

’d
b
ath

o
ot

an
d

in
,

G
rat

h
is

e’en
b
aith

b
lear’t

an
’

b
lin

’,
S
p

ak
’

o’
low

p
in

’
ow

re
a

lin
n

—
H

a
,

h
a
,

th
e

w
o
o
in

’
o’t.

T
h

e
son

g
fin

ish
es

by
M

aggie
relentin

g,
an

d
“n

ow
th

ey’re
crou

se
an

d
canty

b
aith

.”

T
h

e
im

m
ortal

lyric,
“A

e
F

on
d

K
iss,”

w
as

ad
d

ressed
to

C
larin

d
a—

h
is

farew
ell

to
h

er—A
e

fon
d

k
iss,

an
d

th
en

w
e

sever—
A

e
farew

ell,
a
n
d

th
en

,
for

ever,
D

eep
in

h
eart-w

ru
n
g

tears
I’ll

p
led

ge
th

ee
!

W
arrin

g
sigh

s
an

d
groa

n
s

I’ll
w

age
th

ee
!

H
ad

w
e

n
ever

lov
’d

sa
e

k
in

d
ly

—
H

ad
w

e
n
ever

lov
’d

sa
e

b
lin

d
ly

—
N

ever
m

et—
or

n
ever

p
a
rted

—
W

e
h
ad

n
e’er

b
een

b
roken

-h
earted

.

S
ir

W
alter

S
cott

said
th

ese
fou

r
lin

es
con

-
tain

ed
th

e
essen

ce
of

a
th

ou
san

d
love

tales.
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ou
rie

cattle
an

d
silly

sh
eep

exp
osed

to
th

e
vi-

olen
ce

of
th

e
tem

p
est—

th
e

w
ee

b
ird

s
tou

ch
-

in
g

th
e

ten
d

erest
ch

ord
s

of
th

e
P

oet’s
h

eart
;

after
lam

entin
g

th
eir

fate,
h

e
p

roceed
s—

Ilk
h
ap

p
in

g
b
ird

—
w

ee
h

elp
less

th
in

g
!

T
h
a
t

in
th

e
m

erry
m

on
th

s
o’

S
p
rin

g,
D

eligh
ted

m
e

to
h
ear

th
ee

sin
g,

W
h

at
com

es
o
’

th
ee

?
W

h
are

w
ilt

th
o
u

cow
’r

th
y

ch
itterin

g
w

in
g,

A
n
’

close
th

y
e’e

!

T
h

e
“A

d
d

ress
to

a
M

ou
se”

is
on

e
of

th
e

h
ap

p
iest

an
d

m
ost

fin
ish

ed
of

h
is

p
ro-

d
u

ction
s.

T
h

e
d

escrip
tive

p
art

is
ad

m
irab

le,
an

d
th

e
m

oral
reflection

s
b

eau
tifu

l—
W

ee
sleek

it
cow

rin
’,

tim
’rou

s
b

eastie,
O

w
h
a
t

a
p
an

ic’s
in

th
y

b
rea

stie
!

T
h

ou
n
eed

n
a

start
aw

a
’

sae
h
asty,

W
i’

b
rick

erin
’

b
rattle

;
I

w
ad

b
e

laith
ta

e
rin

an
d

ch
ase

th
ee,

W
i’

m
u
rd

erin
’

p
rattle.

In
th

at
exqu

isite
gem

“T
o

a
M

ou
ntain

D
aisy”

h
e

ad
d

resses
h

im
self

thu
s—

W
ee,

m
o
d

est,
crim

son
-tip

p
ed

fl
ow

’r,
T

h
ou

’st
m

et
m

e
in

an
ev

il
h

ou
r

;
F

or
I

m
au

n
cru

sh
am

on
g

th
e

stou
re,

T
h
y

slen
d
er

stem
;

T
o

save
th

ee
n

ow
is

p
ast

m
y

p
ow

’r,
T

h
o
u

b
on

n
ie

gem
.

T
h

e
P

oet
b

u
ried

th
e

op
en

in
g

b
loom

w
ith

th
e

p
lou

gh
,

an
d

regrets
th

at
h

e
can

n
ot

save
a

th
in

g
so

lovely.
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T
h

e
verses

“T
o

th
e

M
ou

se”
an

d
“T

o
th

e
D

aisy”
w

ere
com

p
osed

w
h

ile
th

e
P

oet
w

as
h

old
in

g
th

e
p

lou
gh

.
A

m
on

g
th

e
P

oet’s
m

any
oth

er
nu

m
erou

s
w

orks
are—

“T
h

e
H

oly
F

air,”
“H

oly
W

illie’s
P

rayer,”
“A

d
d

ress
to

th
e

U
n

co
G

u
id

,”
“T

h
e

T
w

o
D

ou
gs,”

“T
h

e
W

ou
n

d
ed

H
are,”

“T
h

e
V

ision
,”

“T
h

e
D

eath
an

d
D

yin
g

W
ord

s
ofP

oor
M

ailie,”
an

d
“M

an
w

as
M

ad
e

to
M

ou
rn

.”
S
ee

y
on

d
er

p
o
or,

o’er
lab

o
u
r’d

w
igh

t,
S
o

ab
ject,

m
ean

,
a
n
d

v
ile,

W
h

a
b

egs
a

b
roth

er
of

th
e

earth
T

o
give

h
im

leave
to

toil.

If
I’m

d
esign

’d
yon

lord
lin

g’s
slave—

B
y

N
a
tu

re’s
law

d
esign

’d
—

W
h
y

w
a
s

an
in

d
ep

en
d

en
t

w
ish

E
’er

p
la

n
ted

in
m

y
m

in
d

!

I’ve
seen

yon
w

ea
ry

w
in

ter
su

n
T

w
ice

forty
tim

es
retu

rn
;

A
n

d
ev

’ry
tim

e
h
as

ad
d
ed

p
ro

ofs,
T

h
at

m
an

w
as

m
ad

e
to

m
ou

rn
.

19

“S
ic

a
W

ife
as

W
illie

h
ad

”
w

as
th

e
w

ife
of

a
farm

er
w

h
o

lived
n

ear
B

u
rn

s
at

E
llislan

d
.

S
h

e
w

as
a

very
sin

gu
lar

w
om

an
.

“T
ea,”

said
sh

e,
“w

ou
ld

b
e

th
e

ru
in

of
th

e
n

ation
,

an
d

su
gar

w
as

a
sore

evil.”
T

h
e

w
ord

s
of

th
e

son
g

resem
b

le
ch

au
nts

of
th

e
old

ru
stic

b
allad

-m
akers

:
th

e
u

n
son

sie
d

am
e

is
n

ot
p

ainted
in

kin
d

ly
colou

rs—

S
h
e

h
as

an
e’e,

sh
e

h
as

b
u
t

a
n
e,

T
h
e

cat
h

as
tw

o
th

e
very

colou
r

;
F

ive
ru

sty
teeth

,
forb

y
e

a
stu

m
p
,

A
clap

p
er

ton
gu

e
w

as
d
eav

e
a

m
iller

;
A

w
h
isk

in
’

b
eard

a
b

o
u
t

h
er

m
ou

’,
H

er
n

ose
a
n
d

ch
in

th
ey

th
reaten

ith
er

;
S

ic
a

w
ife

as
W

illie
h

ad
,

I
w

a
d
n
a

gie
a

b
u
tton

for
h
er.

S
h
e’s

b
ow

-h
ou

g
’d

,
sh

e’s
h

en
-sh

in
’d

,
A

e
lim

p
in

’
leg

a
h
an

d
-b

reed
sh

orter
;

S
h
e’s

tw
isted

righ
t,

sh
e’s

tw
isted

left,
T

o
b

alan
ce

fair
in

ilka
q
u
arter

;
S

h
e

h
as

a
h
u

m
p

u
p

on
h

er
b
reast,

T
h
e

tw
in

o
’

th
at

u
p

o
n

h
er

sh
ou

th
er

;
S

ic
a

w
ife

as
W

illie
h

ad
,

I
w

a
d
n
a

gie
a

b
u
tton

for
h
er.

“D
u

n
can

G
ray”

w
ent

a-w
ooin

g
in

a
p

leasant
tim

e
—

on
gu

id
yu

le
n

ight
—

w
h

en
all

w
ere

joyou
s,

b
u

t

M
aggie

co
ost

h
er

h
ead

fu
’

h
eigh

,
L

o
ok

’d
ask

len
t

an
d

u
n
co

skeigh
,

G
art

p
o
o
r

D
u

n
can

stan
d

ab
iegh

.
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son
gs,

w
as

a
b

eau
tifu

l
girl,

an
d

good
as

sh
e

w
as

b
eau

tifu
l.

B
u

rn
s

h
ad

b
u

sied
h

im
self

all
d

ay
w

ith
th

e
sh

earers
in

th
e

field
an

d
w

as
in

cap
ital

sp
irits,

b
u

t
w

h
en

th
e

gloam
in

’
cam

e
h

e
grew

sad
.

H
e

w
an

d
ered

u
p

an
d

d
ow

n
th

e
w

atersid
e

an
d

into
th

e
b

arn
yard

.
Jean

requ
ested

h
im

to
go

into
th

e
h

ou
se

as
h

e
w

as
ill

w
ith

a
cold

.
H

e
w

as
d

eep
ly

d
ejected

,
an

d
sat

d
ow

n
an

d
w

rote—
T

h
o
u

lin
g’rin

g
sta

r,
w

ith
less’n

in
g

ray,
T

h
a
t

lov
’st

to
g
reet

th
e

early
m

orn
,

A
g
ain

th
o
u

u
sh

er’st
in

th
e

d
ay

M
y

M
a
ry

fro
m

m
y

sou
l

w
as

torn
.

O
M

ary
!

d
ea

r
d
ep

arted
sh

ad
e

!
W

h
ere

is
th

y
p
lace

o
f

b
lissfu

l
rest

?
S
ee’st

th
ou

th
y

lov
er

low
ly

laid
?

H
ea

r’st
th

o
u

th
e

groan
s

th
at

ren
d

h
is

b
reast

?

T
h
a
t

sa
cred

h
o
u
r

can
I

fo
rg

et
?

C
a
n

I
forg

et
th

e
h
allow

’d
grove,

W
h
ere,

b
y

th
e

w
in

d
in

g
A

y
r,

w
e

m
et,

T
o

live
o
n
e

d
ay

of
p
artin

g
love

?
E

tern
ity

ca
n

n
o
t

eff
ace

T
h
o
se

reco
rd

s
d
ear

of
tran

sp
orts
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