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PREFATORY NOTE.

-

HOULD auy of our readers take the troulle to glance
over the “Introductory Notes” appended to the
foregoing volumes of this work, we feel that they will con-
sider these “ Notes” of » somewhat conflicting nature —
some of the promises (perhaps rash) being scemingly made
only to be broken, while others, it may be, were in several
respects more than fulfilled. The unexpected demands on
our space, and consequent growth of the work, are the
main causes of our schemes “ ga’n aft aglee.” At last, how-
ever, in this volume, which is more hu%ky and is the result
of more thought and correspondence than any of its pre-
decessors, we come for the present in sight of the end of
our arducus lahours in this fiell. We have been com-
pelled, by the weak state of our health for some time, and
by command of our medical adviser, as far as possible to
endeavour to seek rest and change, so that we have had to
forego our intention of meanwhile preparing and laying
hefore the reader our general preface on Scottish Poets
and Poetry, and remarks on our varied experiences during
the past eleven years. While this is the case, it affords us
much pleasure to be able to announce that our friend,
Mr J. M. Macheath of Lynnfield, Orkney, has kindly
come to our aid. Mr Macbeath has a wide and extensive
knowledge of the subject, and is well-known through his
valnable writings on archzological and antiquarian lore.
Along with a carefully prepared treatise from his pen,
we may yet be able to give a few jottings in the way of
selections from our correspondents—poets and friends
in all parts of the world who have kindly given us
valuable assistance through their personal knowledge



X. NOTE.

and by means of rare works in their possession ; also,
our reminiscences, experiences, and an ‘‘ In Memoriam ”
of poets who have recently died. These, with other items
of a “hotch-potch” nature, we may, from our
crude notes, ultimately expand into a separate volume,
of which particulars will in due time be given. Meanwhile
the volume containing the exhaustive index by Mr F. T.
Barrett, junior, and M1 Macheath’s entertaining general
introduction is in preparation, and will he published e.rly
in 1894. The lahourin connection with the comprehensive
index has been immense, but it will be very useful and
interesting in wany respects. As we have before
explained, it will embrace the names of all the
writers who have a place in this work, titles of
poems mentioned as well as quoted, and classified entries
ot birthplaces and occupations. It will thus s= v
to show at a glance the distribution of poetic tancy
throughout our land and in professions and trades ;
what poems and books have been published by a certain
man ; who wrote a certain poem or volume ; what poets
helong to certain districts, and what trades or professions
have had their poets, and who these poets were. The
reader will thus be made acquainted with the coudition of
every writer, and with the circumstances in which his
minstrelsy was given forth.

We now add merely a word of grateful thanks to
our readers and friends for their kind forbearance, assist-
ance, and sympathy, and would express the hope that the
present volume will be found equaF in point of merit and
interest to any of its predecessors.

D. H. EDWARDs.

Advertiser Office,
BREKCHIN, June, 1893.



MODERN SCOTTISH POETS,
-ﬁﬁ-

GEORGE WILSON, MD., FRSE,

ROTHER of Sir Daniel Wilson, noticed in this
work, was born at Edinburgh in 1818, where

his parents had come to settle a few years before—his
father being a native of Argyleshire and his mother a
native of Greenock. From the charming and inter-
esting ‘ Life of George Wilson” (Macmillan & Co.),
written by one of his sisters (Jessie Aitken Wilson)
and one of the admirable series of biographies issued
by the Religious Tract Society, by Dr James Macaulay,
we learn that the mother of the Wilsons was a woman
of rare natural gifts. She fostered in her children the
love of knowledge, and they regarded her with devoted
-affection. From her, George Wilson inherited the
geniusand the character by which he was distinguished.
¢ She verifies,” says Dr John Brown, in a paper on him
in his Hore Subsccive, * what is so often and so truly
said of the mothers of remarkable men.  She was his
first and best alma mater, and in many senses his last,
for her influence over him continued through life.”
How early this good influence began may be under-

stood by an anecdote told by his biographer. ¢TIt
A
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was a cusbom of his mother to pay each night a visit
to the little cot of her twin boys, and repeat over them
Jacob’s blessing, ‘The God which fed me all my life
long unto this day, the Angel that redeemed me from
all evil, bless the lads!” So fascinating was this to
George that in mature years he has told a friend how
he used to lie awake watching for it, pretending to be
asleep that he might enjoy it to the full.”  The
mother sedulously induced her °~ children to be
naturalists by the encouragement of keeping pets. It
was from the tender feeling thus early acquired that
he afterwards became a zealous advocate. of mercy to
animals, and pleaded earnestly with the medical pro-
fessors and students against the cruelty of reckless and
needless experiments and demonstrations. The love
of nature and of natural history led to many a ramble
in the country. With his brothers or other com-
panions it was not uncommon to walk fifteen miles
during a Saturday or holiday excursion, and to come
home laden with botanical or geological specimens, to
be added to the home museum of -curiosities. Some
delightful pages of recollections of those expeditions,
by Daniel Wilson of Torunto, appear in the biography.
From his mother George acquiredanearly love of poetry.
George Wilson was from 1828 to 1832 a pupil of the
High School. Here he maintained always a high
place, and the bent of his mind in those years was
strikingly shown in the establishment of a ¢ Juvenile
Society for the Advancement of Knowledge,” which
met weekly at his father’s house, in the room where
his books and natural history collections were de-
posited. William Nelson the publisher, Dr Philip
Maclagan of Berwick-on-Tweed, Mr John Alexander
Smith, an accomplished antiquarian, and other men of
mark in after years were among the members. George
was usually the chief speaker.

Our poet chose the medical profession, not from any
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special liking for it, but rather attracted by the course
of scientific study reqmred at the University of Edin-
burgh for all students of medicine. In the winter
session of 1832-33 he attended the mathematical class
and that of natural philosophy. In the next year’s
winter session he attended the chemistry class, the
class of anatomy, and also the extra-academical lectures
on anatomy; in subsequent sessions, in winter or
summer, the botany class and that of Materia Medica.

All these studies were pursued with enthusiasm.
Knowing, however, that there was little prospect of
obtaining through any of them a means of living, he
had at the same time to devote himself to the practical
part of the profession, in order to get his diploma as a
surgeon or his degree as a physician, as qualification for
becoming a medical practitioner. With this view he
was bound as an apprentice in the laboratory of the
Royal Infirmary. At the same time he was diligent
in gaining all the knowledge that he could acquire in
the wards, and at the clinical lectures. The scenes in
the operating theatre caused intense distress to his
sensitive and sympathetic mind, and this the more
because what he witnessed was before the use of
chloroform and other ansesthetics had been introduced.
For the profession itself he had the highest respect,
and only regretted his own unfitness to be a worthy
and useful member of it. He felt this in his early
student days; and twenty years afterwards, in an
address to the Medical Missionary Society, “On the
Sacredness of Medicine as a profession,” he spoke of
“the healing art” as not only the highest of all
secular callings, but as * essentially a Christian call-
ing.” “The Head of our profession,” he said, ‘is
Christ. He left all men an example that they should
follow His steps, but He left it specially to us.

The object of His whole earthly life was the same as
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ours, the abolishment of pain and of death. What we
vainly strife to effect, He fully effected.”

When the term of apprenticeship at the hospital was
ended, great was his joy at having more time for pur-
suing his favourite studies. Of these chemistry
proved the most attractive, and the ambition was
formed in his mind of some day filling the chair which
Joseph Black had made the most fumous in Great
Britain. Meanwhile he industriously laboured at the
long and varied course of study necessary for gradu-
ating in medicine in the University of Edinburgh.
All his examinations were passed with ease, and the
final with distinction. ~He has said that among the
daily incidents of even the saddest sick-ward, amusing
events occur to lighten the tragic darkness which
otherwise prevails. The convalescents are also ready
to cheer and assist the distressed. The first operation
which he saw performed was the amputation of a
sailor’s leg above the knee. After the first shock
which this sight caused him, he determined to visit
the poor fellow, who happened to be a namesake,
and see if he could be of any service to him. On going
to the ward he was agreeably surprised, and indeed
amused, to find the nautical George Wilson half
propped up in bed, and intently occupied with a
blacking brush, borrowed from the nurse, polishing
the single shoe which, in a month or six weeks, he
might hope to wear.

In 1834 the British Association held its first iceeting
in Edinburgh, and the subjects discussed intensified
his longing to be able to devote himself to scientific
pursuits. He subsequently hired a room where he
prosecuted his taste for chemical and physical experi-
menting.  Visiting London, he was introduced to
Professor Graham, afterwards Master of the Mint,
who gave to him the post of assistant in his laboratory,
and who obtained for him admission to several classes.
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An introduction to Faraday was followed by attend-
ances at one of the famous course of lectures at the
Royal Institution. Returning to Edinburgh, aid
having received licence from the Royal College of
Surgeons, and the privilege of his lectures being
received as qualifying for their diploma, he became
lecturer of chemistry in the ‘¢ Extra-Academical
Medical School.” Of the subjects he was thorough
master, and he had gained experience as a speaker
before more private audiences at home and in societies.
He was specially careful in preparing illustrative
diagrams and striking experiments, sometimes as
many as fifty being introduced in a single lecture.
No one ever excelled him in this combined address
to ear, eye, and mind, except Faraday, whom he
regarded as his master in this art  In fact, at the
close of his first course he had already become famous
a8 a “popular lecturer on science.” His services
soon were in request for other audiences than his class
of medical students, and he had every prospect of
finding a secure income from his lectures and from
teaching private pupils in his laboratory. It became
gradually evident, however, though long met by
buoyant gaiety of spirit and manly perseverance in
work, that his outward success in life was to be accom-
panied by the feebleness and distraction of bodily
ailment. ]
For the poor sufferer a ‘ peaceful grave ” may then
have seemed a happy relief ; but for others, and for all
time, the latter years of George Wilson’s life are
bright with divinest radiance and beauty. “Not inall
biography (says Dr Macaulay) is there a grander
instance of noble persistence in duty amidst weak-
ness, disease, and pain,” In the year 1843 it became
evident that the conflict with suffering could not much
longer be sustained. It was only by the use of opiates
that any rest was attainable. The disease in the foot
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became so rapidly aggravated that he had to choose
between death and the sacrifice of a limb. The choice
was promptly made, and the suffering under the sur-
geon’s knife was intense, for there were no anasthetics
yetin use. The result was satisfactory, and writing
to a friend he said—*The operation leaves me a more
useful limb, and the doctors hold out the hope of my
being able to limp about with a wooden foot or stuffed
high-heeled boot, without betraying to every eye the
amount of my loss.”

During his season of enforced inaction his love of
poetry and the facility of versemaking seemed to
develop, and he then composed not a few new words to
old melodies, as well as several ¢ Hymns
for the Sick Room.” As years passed, his popularity
as a lecturer increased, and he strove in vain to meet
all the demands made on his time and labour.
Besides the systematic courses given each session to
his several classes, there were occasional series to all
manner of audiences, from the educated and critical
members of the ¢ Philosophical Institution,” down to
the humble village gatherings in parish school-rooms.
As an analyst he was in constant request, and his
laboratory was crowded with soils and products of
each kingdom of nature, sent by applicants for informa-
tion. His personal advice was sought by all sorts and
conditions of men, who wished to consult him as a man
of science, or what pleased him better, though bring-
ing no fee or reward, to have his advice as a wise
counsellor and a good physician of souls. In his later
years he was much engaged in religious and spiritual
service, and fortunate were those who had the benefit
of the idstruction of a teacher so accomplished as well
as devoted.  Correspondents, not only his own many
relations and friends, but strangers,. made large
demands on his time, and he never ncglected these
opportunities of gratifying or of helping others. To
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the afflicted he had special pleasure in writing, his
own experience giving him keen sympathy with those
who were tried or depressed.

His labours were at length rewarded by the estab-
lishment in the University, by the Crown, of a new
Chair, that of Technology, of which he was appointed
the first Professor, with the additional post of Director
of the Industrial Museum of Scotland. This museum
he lived to see in possession of more thau ten
thousand objects, occupying a space larger than that
of the London School of Mines. The University
lectures attracted many pupils from all parts of the
Kingdom, and of ages and grades of life not usually
seen on students’ benches—country gentlemen,
farmers, manufacturers, and other skilled artificers of
many kinds. Another occupation in which he took
peculiar delight was helping the work of the
Medical Missionary Society, and the school and dis-
pensary under its auspices. The influence of men so
eminent as Dr Abercrombie, Sir J. Y. Simpson,
and others in the same field of medical activity,
whether at home or in connection with foreign mission,
must have strengthened the foundation of the institu-
tion which now bears the name of Wilson’s early
friend, Dr Livingstone.

The books published by George Wilson will remain
as classical works, in popular as well as in scientific
literature. The most widely known are * The Five
Gateways of Knowledge” (Macmillan & Co.), “Re-
searches on Colour Blindness,” and other smaller
works. Two biographical works of laborious research
are the “ Life and Works of the Honourable Henry
Cavendish,” printed for the Cavendish Society ; and
and the “Life of Dr John Reid, Chandos Professor of
Medicine in the University of St Andrews.” A bio-
graphy that was looked for with wide interest was the
¢ Life of Edward Forbes, Professor of Natural History
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in the University of Edinburgh,” which he did not live
to complete, but the portion of it from his penis a
delightful record of events and delineation of charac-
acter. These volumes, published or projected, all
appeared within the last ten years of Wilson’s life,
from 1850 to 1859. But from 1839, twenty years
before he laid down his pen, there had been a numer-
ous procession of papers and treatises, some separately
published, or appearing as contributions to reviews
or periodicals, or in volumes of the transactions of
learned and scientific societies. In all his writings it
was evident that he considered a tone of reverent
worship of the Author of nature was befitting men of
science.

In Novémber, 1859, soon after the opening of the
College Winter Session, he had a sudden attack of
pleurisy and inflammation of the lungs. The second
lecture of his course wad delivered with great difficulty,
and with an apology to the students for sitting while
addressing them. On getting back to his home in the
afternoon, his sister was startled by his appearance,
and the anxious fear was confirmed by his saying, in
a low and constrained voice, ““ I'll just creep upstairs.”
He was helped tenderly into bed. His mind remained
calmandclear, butit was soon apparent that hissickness
would be unto death. The change had been so often
welcomed in anticipation that no surprise overtook
him now. His end, which took place on 22d Novem-
ber, 1859, at the age of forty-one, was a scene of cheer-
ful submission and quiet peace. Rev. Dr Lindsay
Alexander said of him—¢“His memory will always -
remain with us, tenderly cherished. His elegant and
graceful mind, his genial and happy spirit, made him
many friends, and never a single enemy.” The
President of the Philosophical Institution, after refer-
ring to the loss of one who had “so often charmed as
well as instructed them, the clear scientific exposition
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being enlivened and adorned by graceful play of fancy,”
concluded by saying that ‘“a gentler, nobler, more
true-hearted man we have not left among us.”

We do not require to refer to George Wilson at any
great length as a poet. His verses were varied—
some of them brimful of sacred truth and expressive
of the deeper feelings, while others, more particularly
his rhyming letters to young friends, flowed with genial
fun and quiet humour.

YE PEARLY SHELLS,

*Ye pearly shells,
That from the deep sea wells,
Where brooding darkness ever dwells,
Have risen to the light of day,
Who fear no more
The breakers dashing on the angry shore,
Or the first tempest’s fiercest roar
Or the wild wintry spray,
"~ To me ye seem
Whilst thus a Sabbath ye for ever keep,
Like infants, whose soft-breathing sleep
Is only broken by some pleasink dream,
In which a bending angel sips
A kiss from those small smiling lips,
And leaves behind an added grace
To rest upon the fair young face;
Or rather are ye like a band
Of saints in the immortal land,
Who through deep waters long had passed ;
On whomn dark waves their wrath had cast,
Who in the whirlpools of despair,
Had bidden farewell to God's bright air,
And yet are safe in heaven at last.
Ye fair bright things !
It seews to me
That ye must listen
To the far-off sea,
Then wake a moment, and with keen zest
Sink back again to graceful rest ;
Like sailors sleeping on the shore.
Who sleep the sounder
Because at times awaking,
They catch the rolling of the distant thunder



MODERN SCOTTISH POETS.

And the hoarse billows on the high cliff breaking,
And hear them say, above their sullen roar,
““Sleep on, ye are at sea no more.”

Rest is more restful that we ran before ;

Sleep is more sleepful for long tortures sore ;
Night can make brighter even the brightest light ;
Blindness makes clearer even the clearest sight ;
Peace is more peaceful after bitter strife ;

And death the only gate of endless life.

May she whose graceful hand
ath given you bright repose,
In God's good time be joined to those
Who from all change are free,
And rest all safe within that land
Which never can be vexed hy storws,
Because it hath no sea !

ORIGIN OF THE SNOWDROP.

No fading flowers in Eden grew,

Nor Autumn’s withering spread
Among the trees a browner hue,

To show the leaves were dead ; X
But through the groves and shady dells,
Waving their bright immortal bells,
Were amaranths and asphodels,
Undying in a place that knew
A golden age the whole year throagh.

But when the angel’s fiery brands,

Guarding the eastern gate,

Told of a broken law’s commands,

And agonies that came too late ;
With longing, lingering wish to stay,
And many a fond hut vain delay
That could not wile her grief away,
Eve wandered aimless o'er a world
On which the wrath of God was hurled.

Then came the Spring's capricious smile,
And Summer sunlight warmed the air,
And Autumn’s riches served a while
To hide the curse that lingered there ;
Till o’er the once untroubled sky
ick driven clouds begau to fly,
moaning zephyrs ceased to sigh,
en Winter's storms ia fary burst
n & world indeed accarst.
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And when at last the driving snow,—
A strange, ill-omnened sight,—

Came whitening all the plains helow,
To trembling Eve it seemed—affright

With shivering cold and terror bowed—

As if each fleecy vapour cloud

Were falling as a snowy shroud,

To form a close enwrapping pall

For Earth’s untimeous Emeul.

Then all her faith and gladness fled,
And, nothing left but black despair.

Eve madly wished she had been dead,
Or never born a pilgrim there.

But, as she wept, an angel hent

His way adown the firmament,

And, on a task of mercy sent,

He raised her up, and bade her cheer

Her drooping heart, and banish fear ;

And catching, as he gently spake,

A flake of falling snow,
He breathed on it, and bade it take

A form and bud and blow ;
And ere the flake had reached the earth,
Eve smiled upon the beauteous birth,
That seemned, amid the general dearth
Of living things, a greater prize
Than all her flowers in Paradise.

““This is an earnest, Eve, to thee,”
The glorious angel said,
*“That sun and Swmmer soon shall be ;
And though the leaves seem dead,
Yet once again the smiling Spring,
With wooing winds, shall swiftly bring
New life to every sleeping thing ;
Until they wake, and wake the scene
Look fresh again, and gaily green.”

The angel’s mission being ended,

Up to Heaven he flew ;
Put where he first descended,

And where he bade the earth adieu,
A ring of snowdrops forined a posy
Of pallid Howers, whose leaves, unrosy,
Waved like a wingéd argosy,
Whose climbing masts above the sea,
Spread fluttering sail and streamer free.
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And thus the snowdrop, like the bow
That spans the cloudy sky,

Becowes a symbol whence we know
That brighter days are nigh ;

That circling seasons, in a race

That knows no lagging, lingering pace,

Shall each the other nimbly chase,

Till Time's departing final day

Sweep snowdrops and the world away.

THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER PUTTING OFF HIS

ARMOUR AT THE GATES OV HADES.

Helmet of the hope of rest !
Helmet of salvation !
Nobly has thy towering crest
Pointed to this exaltation.
Yet I will not thee resumne,
Helmet of the nondding plume :
Where I go no foeman fighteth,
Sword or other weapon smiteth :
All content, I lay thee down,
Shall gird my hrows with an immortal crown.

Sword at wmy side ! Sword of the Spirit !
Word of God ! Thou goodly blade !
Often have [ tried thy merit ;
Never hast thou me betrayed.
Yet I will no further use thee,
Here for ever I unloose thee :
Braunch of peaceful palm xhall he
Sword sufficient now for me ;
‘* Fought the fight, the victory won,”
Rest thou here, thy work is done.

Shield of faith ! iny trembling heart
Well thy battered front has guardel :
Many a tierce and fiery dart
Frow my bosom thou hast warded.
But I shall no longer need thee,
Never more will hold or heed thee.
Fare-thee-well ! the foe’s defeated,
Of his wished-for victim cheated :
In the realins of peace and light
Faith shall be exchanged for si;ht.

Girdle of the truth of God !
Breastplate of His righteousness !
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By the Lord Himself bestowed
Op his faithful witnesses,
Never have I dared unclasp thee,
Lest the subtle foe should grasp me ;
Now I may at length unbind ye,
I[';e“eh yull: l"llell‘: at rest behlin me ! 4
ought shall harm 1y soul, equippe
In a robe in Christ’s blood dippes.

Sandals of the preparation
Of the news of peace !
There must now be separation,
Here your uses cease.
Gladly shall my naked feet
Go my blessed Lord to neet ;
I shall wander at his side
Where the living waters glide ;
And these feet shall need no guard
On the unbroken heavenly sward.

Here I stand of all unclothed,
Waiting to be clothed upon
By the Church’s great Betrothed,
By the everlasting One.
Hark ! He turns the admitting key,
Smiles in love and welcomes me :
Glorious forms of angels bright
Clothe me in the raiment white ;
Whilst their sweet-toned voices say,
‘“ For the rest, wait thou till the Judgmens Day.”

ATHANASIUS CONTRA MUNDUM.

O Athanasius ! thy too subtle creed
Makes my heart tremble when I hear it read,
And my flesh quivers when the priest proclaims
God's doom on every unbeliever’s head.

Yet I do honour thee for those brave words
Against the heretic so boldlﬁ hurled,

“Though no oue else believe, I'll hold my faith,
I, Athanasius, against the world.”

It was not well to judge thy fellow men,
Thou wert a simple mortal like us all ;
Vengeance is God's ; none but Himself doth know
On whom the terrors of His wrath will fall,
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But it was well, believing as thou didst,
Like standard-bearer with thy flag unfurled,
To blazon on thy banner thuse brave words,
‘I, Athanasius, against the world.”

Thy faith is mine ; but that is not iny theme ;

"Tis thine example I would preach to all;
Whatever each believes, and counts for true,

Of things in heaven or earth, or yreat or swall,—

If he believe it, let him stand and say,
Although in scorn a thousand lips are curled ;
*Though no one else believe, I'll hold my faith,
Like Athanasius, against the world.”

A STORY OF A COUNTRY WIGHT.

I've heard a story of a country wight,
Whether ‘tis true or not I cannot tell,—
Who never had been taught to write,
And very likely could not spell.
He kept a sort of shop of shops
Dealing in blacking, boots, and teas,
In Epsom salts, and humming tops,
And cotton handkerchiefs, and Stilton cheese.
His windows were so full they cut a dash,
And he displayed his goods, and people wanted them ;
And if they could not pay in cash,
And asked for credit, why, ‘twas granted them.
But how was't possible to keep his hooks
When he was ignorant as any nigger,
And never learned to make pot hooks,
Or found in early life the way to figure?
Why, this he did : he used his pen,
But not to mark the money due him ;
When he sold any goods, why, then
He pulled his ledger out and drew 'em.
If hats were bought, he painted hats,
If China ware, he sketched the dishes ;
If mats were sold, he drew the mats ;—
Or herrings, portraits of the fishes;
And so, with some mysterious signs
That made his pictures clearer,
He marked beside his quaint outlines
Whether his goods were cheap or dearer.
One day a customer came in to settle
And begged his bill might be lovked up,—
There drawn against him stood a kettle,
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A pound of sugar and a breakfast cup.
¢ And [ find also,” quoth the dealer,
** Here sketched against you. if you please,
Nothing you see, rir, could be clearer,
The portrait of a skim-milk cheese.”
““ A cheese ! oh no !” the other cried,
¢ I never bought a cheese from you.”
*“You did indeed,” the first replied,
*¢ And there's the figure of the cheese I drew.”
And so he showed a round thing like the moon,-
Or any cther round thing that you please,
A hoop, a ring, a saucer, or a spoon,—
But he who drew it said it was a cheese.
A cheese it could not be, the man protested ;
And so there rose a very strong contention—
Cheese or no cheese, they bitterly contested,
Aud lost their temper in the hot discussion.
At length the dealer, making no impression,
Suddenly stopPed and changed his ground.
¢ My good man,” says he, ‘‘ make at least confession,
You lately purchased something round.”
‘ Round ! ” quoth the customer, ‘‘ why, wait a bit !
Ay, sure enough, as I'm Jack Bilston,
(We'll square it now, the nail you've hit),
I bought from you last spring a millstone.”
Lond laughed the dealer ; * I forgot—
I see you did not try to diddle—
To put within the ring a dot,
To show the axle in the wmiddle:
I mark my cheeses from my millstones so,
But I was hurried on that day,
And so forgot the dot ; but you must go,
Well, here's the sum yon have tn pay.”
The two shook hands and parted friends,
And wondered they had been so hot.
A story's good if well it ends,
And here you see’s the wondrous dot--.
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JOHN BOGUE,

HO occupies a prominent position in the
musical profession in Glasgow, was born in
that city in 1849. Both his parents were lovers of
poetry and music—his mother being the pos-
sessor of a remarkably good soprano voice.  From
childhood, John showed a marked appreciation of
and love for music. Many amusing stories are told
of his precociousness in this direction, but having the
misfortune to loose his father by death while the sub-
ject of our sketch was yet an infant, his love of sweet
sounds was not guided and developed as it might
otherwise have been. Like other distinguished Scot-
tish musicians we have dealt with in this work, he had
to serve for years to more or less uncongenial occupa-
tions. During these experiences, however, many of
his songs, sketches, and humorous verses appeared in
the London and local newspapers and magazines. )
Ultimately Mr Bogue was able to turn his attention
seriously to the study of music, and became favourably
known as the possessor of a good tenor voice. At the
formation of Mr Lambeth’s Choir he was invited to
become a member, and as such he was one of the
“twenty-four blackbirds ” who sang with so much
acceptance before Her Majesty at Balmoral. He was
principal tenor in several of the West-End churches,
and at length became choirmaster and harmoniumist
in some others. During these years he won several
prizes, and received many substantial marks of esteem,
such as silver tea and coffee services, &c., which encour-
aged him to give up all his business connections, and
devote his whole time to the profession of his choice.
At present Mr Bogue is one of the visiting music
masters engaged by the School Board, and has a con-
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siderable number of schools under his charge['in and
around Glasgow. In connection with his evening
classes in the High School of Glasgow, he has formed
a choir of picked voices, which, as *“ Mr Bogue’s Choir,”
have frequently given much appreciated recitals,
spoken of by musical critics as showing a marvellous
degree of finish and efficiency.  They also sang twice
at the Glasgow International Exhibition, at the East
End Exhibition, and have frequently been received
with much favour in several large towns throughout
Scotland.

Mr Bogue, it should be observed, is essentially a
self-taught man in almost all departments. ~Without
a single friend to encourage him at the outset of his
career, he has worked his way upwards, until he now
occupies a high position in the profession which it was
always his ambition to enter. He is also favourably
known as a platform speaker—his lectures on the
“Songs of Scotland,” ‘“The Songs of Burns,” and
other similar topics, with musical illustrations, being
enthusiastically received. He is a member of the
Glasgow Society of Musicians, and as a vocalist has
frequently performed at their concerts. He has
written and composed a large number of part songs,
sacred and secular, as well as sets of verses written for
German songs. Mr Bogue has also edited several
class books, including * The Text Book of Staff Nota-
tion,” for use in elementary schools, containing a selec-
tion of easy part songs, which has been styled as one
of the most lucid and concise works of the kind yet
published.

“HOME OF MY CHILDHOOD.”

Home of my childbood,
Home ever dear to me,
Tho’ thon art far away,
';hought tiies to thee,
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Tho’ far from thee I roam,
Weary and sad, and lone,
Yet childhood’s bappy home
In dreams I see.

How sweet thy valley
Perfuwn’d with many flowers,
How sweet the songs we sang
In thy green bowers.

Ah ! in my heart must dwell,
Ling'ring with magic s?ell,
Memorien I love so well,

Joys that were ours.

In Heav'n’s fair future,
Earth’s every sorrow o’er,
May we united stand

On yon bright shore.
Where all the blessed are
Gather'd from near and far,
Nothing their peace to war,
Joy evermore !

DEAR KELVIN GLADE.

Dear Kelvin glade, how oft I've strayed
'Neath shelter of thy stately trees,
When stars' pale light gave charms to night,
While softly sighed the summer breeze.
Thy scene so fair hath charms more rare
han brighter spots in other climes ;
Where'er I be my heart’s with thee,
Dear scene of happy childhood’s times.

Juys of a past, too fair to last,

Awake sad thoughts within my breast—-
I hear it said old friends are dead,

I'hat in the grave they sileat rest.
Say, trembling heart, when I depart,

This well-loved spot no more to see,
‘When passing by shall no one sigh

For other days, and think of me ?

COME BACK TO ME, MY LOVE.
*Tis samwmer time, bright summer time, when flow'rs bloom fresh

and fair,
While birds that flit from tree to tree make music rich and rare ;
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Yet what to me are perfumed fowers cr hird’s melodiens lay,
The gladdest hours are saddest hours when thou art far away.

Chorus.

Come back to me, my love,
Come back to me :
Ah ! how I've longed and sizhed an prayed for thee.
Come back to me, my love, come back to me
Joy of my longing heart, Oh come back to me.

"Tis winter time, bleak winter time, when fields are clad in white,
While frost hath bound with iron band and day seems part of
nig|

While thro the woods all leafless now is heard the wind's low sigh,
Yet saddest hours are gladdest hours if only thou art nigh.

Chorus.

Come back to me, my love, &c.

&

REV. JAMES AITCHISON,

AS born at Glasgow in 1846. His father was

by trade a potter, and in these dull and bard

times found only occasional employment for support of
his household. He had, moreover, somewhat promin-
ently identified himself with the Chartist movement,
and being more outspoken than some of his cautious
confreres, he found himself, in 1848, not only precluded
from any hope of obtainiug employment at his trade,
but also in other respects a marked man. In these
circumstances he resolved to emigrate to the United
States of America, intending, when fortune favoured
him, to send for his wife and family, He reached
New York in the beginning of 1849, but there, and at
Brooklyn, could find no ocecupation. Taking to the
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road with a companion, he proceeded southward on
foot in quest of work, spent a few months in fruitless
outlook, exhausted all his means, was laid low by sun-
stroke, and, in the early summer of that year, worn
out by failure and disease, died in a hospital in
Philadelphia.

His widow, left with the care of her young family,
and with scarce a sixpence in the world, set herself
bravely to the task of maintaining and training her
“fatherless bairns.” James received his education,
first at St Matthew’s Parish School, and afterwards at
the Sessional School of the same parish. At the age
of ten he was sent to work, that he might bear his
part in providing for the housebold, and for three years
thereafter he continued an errand boy in various situa-
tions. When he reached thirteen he was apprenticed
to a watchmaker, in whose employment he remained
for several years, acquiring in this and in the service
of other employers a fair knowledge of the business,
and becoming an expert and accurate workman.

During this period, however, and indeed from the
time he left school, he had been intent on self-
improvemrent. He studied at evening classes in the
Mechanics’ lustitute and elsewhere, and thereby
acquired a wider knowledge of his own tongue as well
as an acquaintance with Latin and Mathematics, and
a slight smattering of the French language. In his
twenty-first year he entered the Glasgow University,
taking the Arts course, with a view, however, at this
time to the Law, and not to the Gospel. During the
succeeding four years he continued his attendance at
College, working at his trade in summer, and also dur-
ing the winter sessions, often far into the night, in
order to scrape together his class fees, and otherwise
pay his way. In the fourth year his health broke
down, and although he had already taken two of the
three departments of his degree, he was reluctantly
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compelled to forego his intention of attaining that
honour.

In the meantime his views as to the future having
undergone a change, he had applied for admission to
the Divinity Hall of the United Presbyterian Church,
and havingsuccessfully passed the entrance examination
was enrolled a student in Edinburgh in the autumn
of 1869. A situation as missionary in connection with
Canal Street Church, Paisley, which at this period he
held for eighteen months, enabled him to maintain
himself with less strain on the strength and nervous
system than formerly. Afterwards he found it advan-
tageous to remove entirely to Edinburgh, where for a
time he was resident tutor at Canonmills House, and
one of the Assistant Masters in Circus Place School.
He subsequently obtained a position in Grange
Academy, which he occupied till the end of his divinity
course.

He was licensed to preach by the Presbytery of
Edinburgh in 1873, was placed on the Probationers’
List in April 1874, spent the three summer months of
that year in peregrinating through the Orkney
churches, and going south in the autumn was in the
month of October called in succession to Eaglesham,
and to Erskine Church, Falkirk. Making choice of
the latter sphere of labour, he was ordained in Janu-
ary, 1875, by the Presbytery of Falkirk, and from
then till now has filled the position of minister in the
above named congregation. Besides the work ap-
propriate to his pastorate he has been much identified
with educational matters in the town of Falkirk,
having served for several terms on the School Board.
His aim has been chiefly to foster secondary educa-
tion in that town and in the eastern district of Stirling-
shire, and mainly through his efforts the High School
of Falkirk was founded a few years ago. In ecclesias-
tical affairs he has also taken a considerable part, being
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Clerk of the Presbytery of Falkirk, and having, as
Convener of the Committee which founded the now
highly prosperous congregation of Carron, helped to
extend the influence of his denomination in the
district. He has also been much engaged in Synodical
Committee and Deputation work.

Mr Aitchison has been a lover of the Muses from
boyhood, and his earlier efforts found their way into
various magazines and periodicals, where not a few of
of them are buried in the oblivion of anonymity. In
1887 he published a volume of poems under the some-
what fantastic title of ‘The Chronicles of Mites,”
(Kegan, Paul, Trench & Co., London,) which received
very favourable notice and acceptance. The chief
poem in the volume is a satire on the negative schools
of theology and philosophy. There are also minor
pieces grouped under the headings. “ Etchings from
Nature,” ¢ Parables frem Nature,” “Odds and Ends,”
and these have been by many highly appreciated. In
1890 Mr Aitchison published through Messrs Cassell of
London another work, *‘Signa Christi,” in which, for-
saking for a time ‘the walks of poesy,” he presents
the evidences for the Christian faith that cluster round
the person and work of Christ. This work has been
highly successful, and has added much to the author’s
reputation. He contemplates, we believe, various
further essays in prose and poetry, to which by his
past experiences of favour he is encouraged.

THE RIVULET.

Cheerily wandering,
Never at rest,

Quietly meandering
On to the west ;

Flowing on foamily
Through the bright hours,
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Singing sweet melody
To the wild flowers ;

Constantly whispering
In the still night,
Merrily glistening
In the moon’'s light ;

Evermore murmuring
Through the lone glen,

Trickling and turning in
Meadow and fen ;

Often-time tarrying
By fairy bower,

Moisture still carrying
To the wild flower ;

Onward, blithe rivalet,
Flow to the sea ;

Flow, gentle rivulet,
Joyous and free.

THE RUINED CASTLE.

Rude relic of the past, with ivy crowned,
And left a prey to time’s destroying hand ;

Ancient abode of storied chiefs renowned,
To whom like monuments its ruins stand.

Its lordly turrets, once their owner’s pride,
Now furnish shelter for the screeching owl ;
Strange are the sounds that echo far and wide
When midnight tewpests round the ruin howl.

And now how sadly changed the spacious halls,
Once filled with beauty, chivalry, and grace ;
How crazy now the once defiant walls :
A curse seems resting on the ancient place.

Re-people yet again, with fancy’s aid,
The «ismal ruin, once so bright and gay ;
Bring back the scenes that have for ever fled,
And lead oblivion into genial day.

Sweet sings the minstrel in the castle hall,
Lond laugh the barons o’er the jovial cheer,

Light trip the fair ones at the courtly ball,
Soft speaks the lover in his lady’s ear.
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Shrill sounds the clarion—the call to arms—
Loud clangs the armour as the knights prepare ;
For them the battle-field possesses charmse
Above the peaceful home, or lady fair.

Low falls the drawbridge, wide the portals veer,
Proud from the castle rides each gallant knight ;
The sun’s rays glance npon the armour clear,
And plumes are nodding over helmets bright.

Again loud mirth resounds, loud laughter rings,
And noter of trinmph break upon the ear;

The minstrel tunes his harp, of vict'ry sings,
And all forget their dangers as they hear.

The ladies mingle in the merry dance,
The knights join chorus in the jovial song ;
Heart beats for heart, and glance replies to glance,
While love and happiness the feast prolong.

But all are gone—the lord and lady gay,
The hoary minstrel, and the belted knight ;
Stilled are the sounds of joyous revelrg,
Nor nods the plume, nor shines the helmet bright.

Gaunt, like a skeleton, the ruins rise,
Strong bhattlement and buttress crumbling fall,
Unhinged the gates, the drawbridge broken lies,
And ivy creeps along the old grey wall.

Rude relic of the past, proud grandeur’s tomb,
The home of beauty, chivalry and grace,

Now wrecked and ruined, tbe abode of gloom—
A curse has fallen on the ancient place.

FADING AWAY.

Fading away, fading away !
Like the last faint streaks of the waning day,
Robbing my heart of its gladd'ning light, °
And chilling my soul with the damp of night.

Fading away, fading away !
The glad and the sad, the grave and the gay,
The friends of my youth for ever gone,
And the love-light quenched that so brightly shone.
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Fading away, fading away !
Must friendship for ever like this decay ?
Must the hands we clasp and the lips we kiss
For ever be snatched from our love like this ?

Fading away, fading away !
Oh, when will the light of the endless day
Break on the gloom of my monming Leart,
And join me in friendship which ne'er shall part?

Fading away, fading away !
Yes, the shadows will go but the light will stay—
The light of a morn that brings no night,
The morn of a day for ever bright.

THE VALLEY.

A lovaelier scene ne’er met the gazing eye
Than yonder lpea.ceful valley, lying low

Between the lofty hills, which o'er its face
At morn and eventide their shadows throw.

The Kellow cornfields with their rip’ning grain
Like golden waves bend gently to the breeze;

The leafy hedgerows stretching o’er the land
Enhance the prospect and the vision please.

A strip of woodland here and there is seen,
With rustling leaves and hranches waving slow ;
Fresh grows the grass and sweet the wild flowers bloom,
Where little trickling streamlets dancing tiow.

Throughout the valley, every swelling hill
Is with some peasant’s cheerful cottage crowned,
Or whitewashed farmhouse, scene of peaceful toil,
With well-tilled acres stretching all around.

The busy rustics labour in the fields,
And cut with swinging scythe the ripened hay,
Or guide the patient steed that drags its load
And slowly trudges o'er the dusty way.

A peaceful lake scarce ruffled by the breeze
Lies dreamy, like a calm inverted sky ;
A gentle river flowing from its shore
inds like a silver cord beneath the eye.

The moving shadows of the floating clouds
Paass slowly o’er the sweetly placid scene,

29
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Now resting softly on the leafy wood,
. Now gently passing o’er the pastures green.

The cattle lowing by the river’s side,
The children laughing at their merry play,
The skylark singing from his airy height,
.The streamlet murm'ring o’er its pebbly way,

The water splashing down the mill-wheel’s steps,
The zephyr rustling through the forest green,—
Break on the ear in mingled mellowness,
And breathe a guiet content o’er all the scene.

How sweet when tired and jaded here to dwell,
Secure from worldly cross and cank’ring care ;

To rawble through the woods or by the streams,
And breathe the fragrance of the scented air.

To mingle with the rustics in the fields,

To cull the wild flowers by the river's brink,
To wander from the peep of dewy morn,

Till in the west the golden sunbeams sink.

O what a feast is here for human eyes !
O what a feast is here for human heart !
Such scenes once known remain for ever dear,
And hitter is the pang if called to part.

RONDEATU.
(UNDER DIFFICULTIES OF RHYME.)

A cup of tea, in dainty dish,

Of pattern somewhat heathenish—
Fantastic scene in gold and hlue—
And sweet, a téte-a-téte with you,

'Tis really all the heart could wish.

I leave to fools, in law, to fish
For right of ‘‘ entry ” and of *‘ish,”
o *“ish ” want I when we two brew
A cup of tea.

Were I like Saul, the son of Kish,
Who found a crown beyond Shalish’,
To sweet Bohea, and you still true,
My kingdom left, I'd drink anew
A cup of tea.
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WILLIAM LYNDON.

N this work we have given several examples ot the
poetry of restless, erratic mortals, who roam
about the country, doing occasional turns of work
when the spirit moves them. The subject of this brief
notice styles himself “a tramp labourer,” who, although
this is true of him, is an honest, upright, though
unsettled son of song, whose periodic visits to certain
localities are greatly enjoyed, and who receives warm
and substantial sympathy from many friends. Al-
though born in Dungarven, county of Waterford,
Ireland, about thirty-one years ago, he has spent
nearly all his life in Scotland, and most of his writings
are in pithy Doric. When the suhject of our sketch
was an infant, the family removed to Cardiff—the
father working there as a dock labourer. William
was only a very short time at a Roman Catholic school,
and has tramped the country since he was fourteen
years of age. For a short time he was employed in a
match factory in the East End of London, and
then tramped to Liverpool, where he worked in
a dairy for about a. year. He is a man of great
intelligence, well read, and writes a good hand,
though entirely self-taught. Our poet spends a good
part of each year in the Western Isles, but is best
known in Ross, Sutherland, Argyle, and Caithness
shires, where he occasionally works for the farmers.
Lyndon’s effusions partake a good deal of the ballad
form, although he has written many pleasing love
songs ; and frequently, while in the reflective vein, his
thoughts are presented in touching pathos, with a dash
of sparkling humour, good-natured satire, and sarcastic
wit.
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THE SKYE CROFTER.

A straw thatched roof, an earthen floor,

A fire of peats just in the centre,
You stoop near double at the door

1f you do wish to enter ;
A few lean chickens keenly picking

For what may likely not be found,
A dog beneath the table licking

A pot with crusted filth well bound ;
A Bible on the window shelf,

A whisky bottle close beside it—
Enough to make one ask himself,

¢ Is there no better place to hide it 1"
An ancient hog now enters in,

Which gazes on the stranger’s face,
And, as a gift, does incense bring—

*“ Sweet odours ” from his dwelling-place.
The good wife's colour’s like tanned leather—

Poor woman, she does most the work
QOutdoors all kinde of weather ;

While Donald in the smoke does lurk,
Spending a tranquil, happy life,

Smoking the *‘ pipe of peace,”
Blessing the Lord for such a wife,

Who makes his labcur cease ;
Where you will hear his earnest prayer,

And psalm resounding every day.
‘Which seems to leave hut small fruit here,

Whate'er good people say.
He has his virtues—he is kind ;

If you have got the needful thing,
And likely to leave some hehind,

Then to you he will fondly cling ;
Yet Job himeelf, so just and good,

Were greater patience to him given,
Out of this island never could

Have found his road to Heaven.

OOR TAMMY MAK'S THE ANVIL CLINK,

My thochts were roamin’ far awa’,
Till the dull fire gave a blink,

Which brocht me to the smiddy sma’,
Whaur Tammy wak’s the anvil clink.

He is as wise as he is strany
An’, though he tak’s the giddy drink,
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Few idle oors will frae him gang,
Sae regular does the anvil clink.

The smiddy fire groans an’ glows,
An’ throws aroun’ a cheery blink ;
An then, wi’ strong an’ steady blows,
Oor Tammy mak’s the anvil clink.

He hears the loafers mend the laws,

Bat thinks theirsel’s maun need a link :
Their havers on the labour cause

He muddles wi' the anvil clink.

Wi’ waefu’ heart I mony a time
Sat weary on the gloomy bripk
Of want, till his hand grippit mine,

An’ then I heard the siller clink.

-

JOHN M‘CUTCHEON

¥ AS born in the village of Borgue, in the
Stewartry of Kirkcudbright, in 1849,
Shortly after the birth of our poet, his parents removed
to Castle-Douglas, where he received his education.
At the age of fifteen he was apprenticed as a compositor
in the office of the Kirkeudbrightshire Advertiser, and
soon proved himself an intelligent member of the Fourth
Estate. After completing his apprenticeship he held
several important appointments on different newspapers,
and for a number of years he has been the esteemed
and energetic manager of one of the departments in
the office where he served as an apprentice.
From his boyhood, Mr M‘Cutcheon’s tastes have run
in a poetical groove, and being fond of music, his gifts
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are largely taken advantage of in the way of topical
songs at rural .entertainments. He is a frequent
contributor to the prose and poetical columns of the
Advertiser, under the nom-de-plume of * Ariel.” His
poetic efforts show him to be possessed of keen
sympathetic feelings, and a natural gift of expressing
the warmest sympathies of the heart.

THE HAMELESS ORPHAN.

Hard his lot frae early mornin’,
Beggin’ for a bite o’ breid,

An’ when nicht comes doon upon him,
He kens naewhere to lay his heid.

Weary, wat, an’ gey near starvin’,
Seeks he lodgin's oft in vain ;
No a ane wi’ care or pity
For a puir bit'orphan’'wean.

In the corner o’ a strae-hoose
While’s he’s gled to cuddle doon :
Pleased wi’ ony kin’ o’ shelter,
In a blink he’s sleepin’ soun’.

When the mornin’ licht comes peepin’
Thro’ the rafters o’ his biel,

Feared that ony ane micht see him,
Quaet’s a moose awa’ he’'ll steal.

Back into the cheerless world,
As he’s often’ done before,
Trudgin’ on thro’ rain or snaw-storm,
Turned awa’ frae ilka door.

Aye he pleads wi' heart o’ sorrow—
‘ Help, oh ! help an orphan boy !’

Put there's nane to gie him comfort,
No a blink o’ hope or joy.

Horrid thochts his wee heid enter—
Wretched, hameless, no a frien’.

Sinks he doon on yonder roadside,
Nearly greetin’ oot his een.
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¢0, that God wad tak’ me to him,’
Sobbed aloud the wee outcast,

‘I wad then be free fra€ trouble,
An’ my cares wad a’ be past.’

Weak an’ weary, faint wi' hunger,
Soon his eyes were closed in sleep,

But the angels hovered near him,
O’er his soul a guard to keep.

Wakin’ frae his peacefu’ slamber,
Wildy look’d he roun’ an’ said—

¢ Mither, ye maun come an’ meet me,
O, I weary to be——"' Dead !

TAM AND HIS MITHER,

Losh, Tam, it’s a lang time noo since we met ;
Hoo the time'’s slippin’ quickl{ H

I mind o’ ye weel on the lanely hillside,
A wee laddie herdin’ the kye.

Ye mind o’ the pool doon beside the auld brig,
And the burn purlin’ doon frae the hill ;

'T'was there that ye fished wi’ a big bended preen,
And guddled for troots near the mill.

Wi’ a bonny black coo an’ some guid layin’ hens,
Your mither aye kept ye weel cled ;

And aft ye hae sat 'mang the strae in the byre,
Till Crummie was milkit an’ fed.

She washed your wee face and made ye look braw,
And took ye half road to the schule ;

And wearied and watched till again ye cam’ hame
To sit on your wee creepie stool.

An’, Tam, ilka nicht ere ye gaed to your bed,
Ye kneeled at your dear mither's knee,

And lisped the first words she taught you to pray—
¢ 0, God, bless my mither an’ me.’

When ye toddled up stair to a saft, cosy bed,
To please ye a sang she wad croon ;

Syne blessed ye and kissed ye and happ’d ye fu’ snug,

And sune ye were sleepin’ richt soun’,

33
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Noo, Tam, ye're a man, think weel what ye dae,
And ne'er cause your auld mither strife ;

Content ye maun bide till the end o’ her days,
And ne‘er think o’ takin’ a wife.

Think naething a trouble, if ocht ye can dae
To lichten the load o’ her years ;

8She toiled late and early to keep the house gaun,
Though aften, nae doubt, amid fears.

Nae sad, bitter thochts, can enter your breist,
Ye've been husband and son &’ in ane ;

For your faither was ta’en to the fair land abune
Ere ye entered this worl’ o’ sin.

Though your mither’s noo feeble, her hair white as

snaw,
She keeps the hoose tidy an’ clean ;
Nae wonder ye lo’e the auld body sae weel,
Tam, ye’ll ne'er again fin' sich a frien’ !

I MIND O’ YE, JESSIE.

1 mind o’ ye, Jessie, a bairn on the knee,

Wi’ your wee chubby face an’ sweet witchin’ e’e ;

An’ aft hae I nursed ye, an’ rocked ye to sleep,

An’ prayed the dear angels might o'er ye watch keep.

A big strappin’ lad —for I was in my teens—

In passin’, I aye ca’d to see my auld frien's ;

An’ a mair kindly pair ne’er were buckled thegither
Thaa the auld folks, wi’ pride, ye ca’ faither an’ mither.

When I entered the door, an’ my face ye did see,
Ye wad jump, an’ ge'«l skirl, richt brimfu’ o’ glee,
Till I'd tak’ ye an’ hug ye, an’ aft pree your mou'—
Ye'll wonder, nae doot, lass, if that could be you.

Then your wee han's, wi’ nischief, wad rug at my hair,
Gin I cried oot, it pleased ye, an’ gaur'd ye pu’ mair ;
I wad reckon to scold ye, but a’ was in vain,

For ye'd throw your arms roun’ me—then at it again.

Your mither— the best o' &' mithers, I ween—

Wad dress ye fu’ braw, like a wee fairy queen ;

An’ the bairns in the schule amaist envied your lot,
But they lo'ed ye sae weel they their envy forgot,
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But noo ye're a woman, richt winsome an’ fair,

An’ nane in the lan’ can wi' Jessie compare ;

Frae mornin’ till nicht ye're as busy’s a bee,

An’ I'm prood o’ the bairn that I nursed on my knee.

Gin’ I were but young, I would a<k for your han’'—
I ken I could win ye frae a’ in the lan’;

But ye've plighted your troth, sae T'll never repine,
I'n content that I lo’d ye, the bairn o’ lang syne.

Think weel o’ the lad that's to mak’ ye his ain ;

Be true to your vow, lass, an’ ne’er gie him pain :
But aye keep a corner deep doon in your heart

For the frien’ that will lo’e ye till death does us part.

-

GEORGE REID,

HOSE “ Canaanite’s Daughter " is a ‘ guidly
ballant,” worthy of being classed with any

of those by George Mucdonald, or *“The Maister
and the Bairns,” by the late William Thomson, was
born in Montrose in 1843. He was ‘‘reared ’ mostly
under the care of his grandparents, and it is of interest
to learn that a sister of his grandmother, who was
married to a soldier of note, and who for many years
served * his King at home and abroad,” was the writer
of a volume of poems published in India, in which she
in simple yet tender verse moralises on the everyday
duties of soldiers and their wives. At the age of
eleven years our poet was * flung on his own resources,”
and found employment at a mill—his wages being one
shilling and sixpence for a week of sixty hours. After
some time of such slavery, he went to sea for several
years, and endured many of the hardships common at
that time. Beng out of a ship, he found employment
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at a woodyard in his native town, and ultimately
obtained a situation as overseer in a spinning-mill.
After thirteen years’ service, however, he was obliged,
through fuiling health, to relinquish this position, and
for a year acted as agent to an Assurance Society.
He then went into the drapery trade, at which occupa-
tion he is at present engaged, doing a considerable
business in the fishing villages in the Montrose dis-
trict. It should be noted that in his earlier years Mr
Reid had no education whatever. He learned to read
and write at an age when other boys are almost finished
with their school course.  When seventeen years old
he began, with the help of a friend, to study arith-
metic, and in one winter he succeeded in learning the
Danish language, besides mastering several other sub-
jects, including geometry and mensuration. He had
at this time a few pupils under him studying Pitman’s
shorthand, an art which he had previously acquired.
For seven years he acted as assistant in an evening
school, in this and other ways reaping a harvest by
adding to his own knowledge and feeling that he was
doing lasting good to lads whose early advantages,
like his own, were by no means encouraging. He has
only courted the muse of late years at rare intervals,
contributing to the KEvening Ielegraph (Dundee) and
other newspapers.  These effusions are generally of a
thoughtful and sympathetic nature, expressed with
loving fervour and true Christian charity.

THE CANAANITE'S DAUGHTER,.

A puir, wearie bodie cam’ to the Lord,
An’ flang hersel’ doon at His feet ;

O’ warldly gear 'twas little she had,
An’ nocht cud she dae but greet.

¢ My puir bit lassie (I only hae ane)
At hame lies lanely an’ ill;

A’thing’s heen tried, but dune nae guid ;
Ye hinoa to speak, but, will,
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¢ My neibors a’ said I needna fash,
An’ leuch when I cam awa,’

Sae I ran a’ the road (my puir bairu's ill,)
Mysel’ on you to ca.’

I ken I'm no come o’ a very guid race—
A Canaanite’s dochter by birth ;

We're kent for nae guid, it's true, I confess,
Nane o’ oor name’s muckle wirth.

*“ I ken that ye've been unco kind,
An’ heard ye were to %asu

The street yer servant’s housie’s in ;
Oh, spare my puir wee lass.

Yer mercy, Lord, lat fa’ on me,
An'’ licht me o’ despair;

Oh, cast the fiends oot o' my wean,
Great Master, hear my prayer.”

He didna mind a word she said,
Nor e’en a word spak’ He ;
But aye she cried, ‘“ Oh, David's Lord,
Yer peety grant to me.”
¢ Hame wi’ ye, wamman,” His cronies cried,
¢ An dinna the Maister torment :
Wha cares for you or yer ootcast brat ;
It’s no to yours He's sent.”

An' I'm sair mistaen bat this is fat
The unco guid do still ;

They ban the puir an’ coort the rich
Against their Maister’s will.

¢ It’s no for dougs,” at last He said,
To eat the bairnie’s bread ;

Nae Canaanite may houp to share
Until iy ain I feed.”

¢ It’s true, my Lord,” the bodie said ;
“Dougs ne’er can houp to eat :

But wi' the moulin’s we’ll be content,
That fa’ amon’ yer feet.”

At wirds sae gran’ the Maister ran
An’ heised her frae the ground.

‘¢ Rise up,” He cried ; * sic faith as yours
I hinna here yet found.

Puir bodie,” He said, the tear in's e’e,
“ Hame to your housie rin ;

Yer bairn’s weel an’ rinnin’ aboot,
It's true my words ye’ll tin',”

39
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She took to her heels an’ sune gat hame,
Her neibors were a’ in a splore :

She cudna believe her ain twa e’en—
Her lassie was playin’ at the door.

THERE'S NO' A CHEEK IN GOURDON DRY.

There’s no’ a cheek in Gourdon dry,
There’s no’ a heart but’s sair,

There’s no’ a hame in a’ the place
But has o’ grief its share.

There’s no’ a bairn in a’ the street
But kens there’s something wrang ;

There’s no’ a lad but hings his heid,
And hushed’s the maiden’s sang.

The souch o’ sobbin’ hearts is heard
In o’ the place around ;

The very bairns on the street
Ha’e ceased their merry sound.

For lichtsome hearts at morning rise
Ere nicht are chilleld by gloom ;

For four brave lads that left the shore
Ha'e met wi’ sudden doom.

The **Scottish Maid,” a craft as trig
As ever cleft the wave,

Through mony a storm had reachedithe shore,
That round her wildly rave.

But boats may come and boats may go,
An’ mony a voyage be made,

But tidings nevermore will come
Of Gourdon’s ** Scottish Maid.”

The kindly heart o' Alec's gane,
An’ Willie's sparklin’ e’e,

The couthy smile o’ Hughie Gowan,
An’ Robbie, fu’ o’ glee.

Cauld, cauld beneath the chilly wave
They a’ lie soundly sleepin’,

Noo canld's the hearth, an’ toom the seats,
An’ nocht is heard but weepin’.

The puir auld mither's only help,
Wha did her kindly tend,
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An’ cheer her aye in comfort sweet,
Her.best an’ dearest friend.

An’' Willie, hut a three months gane
Since wedded to his bride,

Ah what a gloom is now hetween
Since he stood by her side !

An’ Robbie, too, wi' Willie gane,
Beneath the flowing tide ;
They baith'are resting 'mong the weeds,
e brithers side by eide.

An’ Hughie, wha was liked by a’,
Has wi’ his cousins gane,

An’ joined his father, lang since deid,
On Heaven's sunny plain.

Oh, dull the hames, an’ sad the hearts,
Since on that fatal morn

They a’ set sail, wi’ lichtsome glee,
Butlnever to return.

We fondly hope that He abune
Did hear their hinmost cry,

An’ took them in His airms o’ love,
To dwell wi' Him on high.

0! Thou who every sorrow knows
An’ can apply the balm,

Send comfort to the hroken hearts,
Aun’ all their troubles calwm,

Speak peace, as in the days o’ yore,
An’ peace will surely come

To ilka dooncast mourner here,
Wha rests on Thee alone.

0, gi'e Thy grace to ilka ane
To mak their’ peace wi’ Thee,
Syne death will hae nae terror then,
To us by land or sea.

=
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MRS MARY MACPHERSON,

(THE SKY£ POETESS).

RS MARY MACPHERSON, the Skye poetess,
was born in Skeabost, Isle of Skye, sevent

years ago.  Her father was kuown as “Ian Bén”
Macdonald, and, according to the usage of North and
West, Mary came to be spoken of familiarly as ¢ Mairi
Nighean Iain Bhain”  In Skye she spent her youth
and early womanhood in the uneventful manner com-
- mon to the majority of the crofting class. It isevident,
however, that if her early life was perhaps comparatively
destitute of incident for the chronicler, the scenes and
customs and associations of that time were impercep-
tibly forming the impressions which tind such eloquent
and musical expression in the teeming rhymes of her
later years. Indeed, it may be said that the ‘“ Home
School ” and Dame Nature were her best “schools and
schoolmasters,” for, though she can read both English
and Gaelic, she cannot write. In 1848 she removed to
Inverness, where she married » Mr Isaac Macpherson,
a shoemaker—a man of most respectable character and
a first-rate tradesn.an.  After a quarter of a century
of happy married life, her hushand died, leaving Mary
with four surviving children. Accustomed all her days
to hard work, she bravely set about earning her own
living as a nurse in the Glasgow Royal Infirmary,
which profession she afterwards practised in various
other places till the year 1882, when she returned to
her beloved Skye. Here the benevolent proprietor of
the district in which she was born, Mr Lachlan Mac-
donald of Skeabost, bestowed upon her a free cottage
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for the remainder of her life. In the present connec-
tion it ought to be stated that the same generous friend
has also borne the expense of the publication of her
poems.

Mrs Macpherson was well stricken in years before,
like Burns, she “committed the sin of rhyme.” It was
only certain persecutions and miscarringes of justice in
the town of Inverness in the year 1872 that struck the
iron into her heart, and it may almost be added that
“her impetnons sonl came rushing through the wound”
in the form of boiling and scathing denunciations of
her own persecutors, as well as of the oppressors of her
people. These are varied with more pleasing, if less
powerful, tributes in praise of her native Isle of Skye,
and touching elegies on several departed fellow country-
men and women. The bulky volume of Mrs Mac-
pherson’s poems, recently published by Messrs A. & W.
Mackenzie of Inverness, contains some 6000 lines all
taken down from her recitation by Mr John Whyte (to
whom we are indebted for these details). Nor did this
at all exhaust the store of her own compositions, not to
speak of perhaps an equal quantity of the compositions
of other Highland bards—a testimony at least to her
amazing powers of memory.  The book is beautifully
got up, well printed on excellent paper, and contains,
apart from the merits of Mrs Macpherson’s poetry,
a body of excellent Skye Gaelic, which of itself ought
to constitute it a welcome accession to the all too scanty
literary heritage of the Gael. The hook contains
several well-executed photogravures representing Mrs
‘Macpherson engaged in various occupations redolent
of the Highlands, such as carding and spinning wool
and flax, and the warping of Highland tartan, in all
which branches of industry Mrs Macpherson, it ought
to be told, is no less an adept than in the composing of
Gaelic poetry and the singing of Gaelic songs.
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CUMHA NEILL MHIC.-DHOMHNAILL,
FEAR DHUN-ATHACH.

A mhuinntir Eilean mo ghraidh,
Is fhad o'n a dh'fhag ur glinn,
'S tha cumail 'n ur cuimhne le baigh,
Gach cleachdamh a b'abhaist leinn ;
Tha nochd ann an Glaschu nan sraid,
Ann an Talla na Ban-righ cruinn,
Tha ur cridheachan uile fo phramh,
M’ an naidheachd tha craidhteach leinn.

Da bhliadhna 's beagan a chorr,
Bha ar comunn le solas cruinn,
'8 am fluran a sheasadh ar coir,
Ceann-suidhe na coisir, leinn ;
Ach a nise bho'n dhilineadh a shuil,
'8 nach fhaic sinn a ghnuis a chaoidh,
S’ e ar comain ar deoir a ruith dluth,
Le Teaghlach an Uird 's le chloinn ;

'8 leis &’ bhaintighearna cheanalta, shuaire,
Tha snidh’ air a cluasaig, blath,
Ach 's e'n Tile'n do sgaoileadh na duail,
Bha ceangailt cho chruaidh le gradh,
Gu diomhair a chumas i suas,
Fo nithe cho cruaidh 's am bas ;
'S ged a sgaradh do chompanach uait,
’S ann gu oighreachd tha buan s is fhearr.

'S, a mhuinntir Eilean mo ghraidh,
'S ann agaibh tha fath na caoidh,
Chan ann mar oide neo-thlath,
No muime nach tath ri cloinn ;
Oir chaill sibh ur caraid a V’fhearr,
A sheasadh ur cas 'n ur teinn,
'S fhad’s bhios ceo air a’ Chuilionn a tamh
Bidh 'iomradh le gradh ga sheinn.

A mhuinntir Latharn nan caol,
Tha sibhse maraon ri bron,
Oir chaill sibh ur caraide gaoil
A sheasadh gach taobh ur coir;
Bidh iomradh an fhiurain ga luaidh,
An duthaich nan cruach 's nan crann,
Feadh mhaireas an talamh ’s an cuan,
Dun-athach is Cruachan Beann.

MARBHRANN DO MHAIRI NIC-EALAIR,
(MAIRI CHAMARON),

Bana-Ghaidheal bhlath-chridheach agus Ban-Fhilidh bharr-
aichte, a chaochail ann un Dun-Eideann anns an
Fhogharadh 1890. Chaidh a tiodhlacadh ann an Loch-
abar a h-oige, a luchd-cinnidh. agus a gaoil.

Och, ochain, a h,
Gur sgith mmi an cradh,
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'S chan ’eil neach air am bi,

Nach savil gur seachd.nn gach 1a.
Tha iomadh 'n ar linn,

’S an cinn a’ croma,dh gu lar,
Bho'n dhealaich i ruinn,

'S nach till bean-chomuinn nam hard.

Bean-chomuinn nam bard,

'S gach cearna deas agus tuath ;
Bean-chomuinn nam hard,

'S a talant cuimir gu buan ; H
Bean-chomuinn nam bard,

'S gach ait theid Gmdhlig a luaidh ;
A Caraid a b'fhearr,

Cho trath ga sglohla.chadh uainn.

Tha'n fhirinn cho fior—

Bheir diacha.inn cuid gus an uir,
Le iomadach gniomh

A dh'fhmcht a chur air an clin.
'8 iomadh osna o d’chliabh,

Is diar a shil o do shuil,
'M an do choinnich thu trian,

De na liath do chiabhagan dluth,

Cha bu mhath leam bhith'n cot,

Am brog, an osan, no 'm breid,
Na chuireadh ort

'S an coir dhe leit ld ac’ fhein ;
Gum fagama:d diblidh,

Sinte 'n comunn nam marbh
Na chuireadh ort spid,

No mi-chlia idir air ‘d'ainm.

Bho'n tha onair nam bard,
Air fhagail dhuinne le uaill,
Ga gleidheadh gu bmt,h.
Chojlan 's a chumas a’ chuach,
Ged gheobhadh iad taire,
'S tamailt iomadach uair,
’N uair thigeadh am bas,
Rachadh carn is clach air an uaigh.

Mor bheannachd gu bra.th

Dha na sair a cheisinn a bhua:dh
Rinn d’onair cho ard,

Ga d’charamh sios anns uaigh.
’N uair dh’eireas tu’n aird,

Air aithne Sagairt-nam-buadh,
Gun seinn thu gu brath,

Le gradh, aig cathair an Uain.

-
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CHRISTOPHER DAWSON,

UTHOR of “ Avonmore, and other Poemns,” was
born at Cupar, Fife. in 1826. His parents
settled in Coldstream about the year 1830, and amid
the beautiful scenery which swrrounds that Border
town he spent his childhood and youth. These scenes
have left their impress upon his character and writingg,
and, no doubt, from them have sprung that insight into
Nature and that spirit of observation which form so
marked a feature in his works. The subject of our
sketch was educated at the Parish School of Coldstream,
where he acquired a fair knowledge of Latin, Greek,
and French, and where he also served an appreutice-
ship of five years as pupil-teacher. In 1844, he became
one of the English masters in the Madras Academy,
Cupar. There he soon became a favourite with both
parents and children, and friendships were then formed,
which these long years have served only to strengthen.
His duties were heavy, as his classes averaged 350 in
daily attendance, but his tact and enthusiasm made
him equal to the task. In 1846, Mr Dawson was
appointed Parish Schoolmaster of Abercorn, on the
Southern shore of the Forth. Thus he was again
placed amongst scenes of peaceful beanty, with the
distant Ochils and wmountains of Perthshire adding
their charm to his more immediate surroundings, which
must have fostered and strengthened his poetic tastes.
Often, when out oun the Forth in his little skiff, he
would cast anchor to watch the sunset.  His influence .
amongst the young men of the neighbourhood was
great, for with their hopes and aspirations he was
always full of sympathy, and in their difficulties they
could ever count wupou his friendly and helpful
counsel, Even yet, it affords him great pleasure to
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address such on matters which concern their best
interests. On his attaining his jubilee as a teacher, in
1889, he was presented by the Earl of Hopetoun, in the
name of his many friends and former pupils, with a
silver tea-service and a purse of sovereigns, as a mark
of their affectionate regard. He had several advan-
tageous offers to leave Abercorn—two of these were
from Oxford—but his attachment to the place and the
people with whom his lot had been cast, decided him to
remain amongst them, rather than accept the greater
worldly advantages that he could have elsewhere
secured.

As a popular lecturer on historical, literary, and
scientific subjects, and a speaker at public meetings he
was ever a favourite. He has always been fond of
geological and antiquarian research, and the result of
several of his important discoveries and unwearied
researches are recorded in the *Transactions of the
Society of Antiquaries.” The Earl of Hopetoun and
other distinguished nien encouraged and supported
him in these rcsearches. The North British Railway
Company gave him a walking pass over one of their
lines, where he discovered deeply-interesting traces of
the ice-age. He was thus able to pick up many things
of interest, so that he has now a museum rich in celts,
fossils, minerals, coing, &c., and former pupils from far
distant lands are constantly adding gifts to it. In 1865,
Mr Dawson was elected Fellow of the Geological
Society of Edinburgh; he is also a Fellow of the
Educational Institute of Scotland. It might be noted
that both his parents were great readers and possessed
considerable poetic taste, and indeed composed a little
themselves, so that from them he has inherited much
of that gift which has been to him a source of pleasure
and of solace amid the exhausting work of his pro-
fession. Since retiring to Edinburgh, Mr Dawson has
employed his acquired leisure in making a selection of



48 MODERN SCOTTISH POETS.

his effusions in a handsome volume under the title of
“ Avonmore and other Poems,” which has been
published by James Nisbet & Co., London. The poem
which gives a name to the volume is u well-sustained
production, containing many beautiful passages. Itproves
his expansive taste, refined imagination, and wide read-
ing. In his miscellaneous verse we have evidence of
the cultured mind and ear. Mr Dawson’s poetic eye is
seen in his warm and intelligent love of Nature,
while his keen perception of the beautiful and the true
is frequently visible in pleasing and delicate touches,

WORDS IN SEASON.

Come, brothers, let the song-god~ their hurning thoughts proclaim ;
Sing ye their songs, they’ll fire us in life’s terrific game.
We ask not how we came here,
We're in the thick of fight,
And that’s enough for soldiers
Who know their post aright.
Time calls for wary footsteps,
Foes crowd our unknown way,
And coward hearts within us
Our high resolves betray. .
Give us, then, words of warning and life-thoughts brave and true,
Fires lit from heaven’s own altar to light our journey through.

Each day some duty claims us our better man to prove,
Some call for kindness, merey, to sound our depths of love.
Be ours, as man’s true brothers,
Before each setting sun,
To have some dark spot lightened,
Some foot from ruin won ;
A smile may cheer a sister
Despairing ‘wid earth’s cold,
Or win a child to snnshine
Whose heart with woe is old. .
Ay ! hear the angels telling to count their load our own,
And with a god-like spirit make =ong replace the groan.

Sing out the faith, the daring that starred some struggling life,
That he alone is noble who wresties in the strife ;
Sing of truth’s peerless glory
'Mid darkness, sword, or flood,
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Of martyr's fiery chariot,
To stir our languid blood,
To shame us into action,
To up and Elny the man,
To grasp the flag of duty,
And bear it to the van ;
That o’er our silent tombstones some loving tears may fall,
Or fainting hearts take courage to honour duty’s call.

Spurn back the judging spirit, unborn of heaven or earth,
That dries the fount of mercy and kills love’s tender birth,
We know no brother’s soul-fight ;
What's falling in our eyes
May be his strange uprising,
His ladder to the skies ;
And in his awe-clothed gladness
At being * much-forgiven,”
His leap to heaven may place him
’Mid senior peers of heaven ;
Or when in hours of darkness a leader down may fall,
Teach us to watch and boast not, for weakness heirs us all.

Swell ont a song to cheer us when hope is sinking low,
"Twill make the journey lighter as round the verses flow,

f hearts uncrushed by failare,

Of life-long battles won,

Of faith, of love, and goodness,

When this old world was young :
Our drooping souls will listen, nor heed their fruitless hours,
Till hope with summer magic will clothe our path with flowers,

And grandly cheer the dying to breast the sullen tide,
To see the sun clad meuntains which skirt the other side ;
To feel ‘mid death’s dark waters
No sonl can suffer loss
That leans upon that Brother
‘Who glorified the Cross.
To know a morn is waiting, when past is time’s long sway,
‘When all this maze of darkness will flood itself in day.

THE THRIFTLESS WIFE.

Before I got this wife o’ inine
I'd siller in the bank,

But now I'm puir as smitten Job,
An’ wha hae I to thank?

She maun be like the rest o' folk
That flaunt aboot the town,
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Although my faithfu' Sunday coat
Is auld, an’ bare, an’ brown.

T scarce can thole, while wi’ my pen
[ ink the openin’ steeks,

That girnin’ glour wi' mockin’ laugh
A' down my coat an’ breeks ;

But weary on't, gin I but daur
Their waefu’ plight to name,

She fires up like Beelzebub,
An’ tears to shreds iy claim.

The bairnies rin about the house
Sae dirty and ill-clad,

That mak’s my vera bluid to hoil,
An’ drives me almost nad ;

I whiles am apt to curse my lot—
My bitter cup o’ life,—

The very hell o’ misery.
A feckless, wastin’ wife,

My mither aye (I see her now)
Wi’ canty thrift an’ care,
Ne'er spent a penny thoughtlessly,
Though she might hae’t to spare ;
She said, ** Save aye a shillin’, lad,
Whene'er ye hae the power ;
*Twill be a friend that winna fail
In cauld misfortune’s hour.”

I see her sittin’ wi’ her specs,
Her needles an’ her yarn,

An’ sorted stockings a’ laid out
For her deft hands to darn ;

An’ scatterin’ round her funny jokes
An’ tales o’ far-off youth,

A’ jumbled up wi’ screeds frae Barns
An’ words o’ livin’ truth.

In no’ a corner o’ the house
Could ony dust be seen,

But a’ was trig in that wee beil’,
An’ pleasin’ to the een ;

But now the bairnies write their names
Amang the grimy stour

That rests in peace frae week to week
On our auld furniture.

O en, beware ! an’ think in time,
For fearfu’ is the dool
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A wife can bring npon your lot,
To crush you 'neath its rule ;

A witless brain, a ceaseless tongue,
A heart that canna feel,—

You'd hae mair chance o’ happiness
Wi’ Tam o’ Shanter's deil !

THE STREET—THE MIND.

I pensive tread the hurrying street,

Heaving its life-waves to and fro,

And guess the wind~ that strangely blow
To port or wreck life's mystic fleet ;
And ponder o'er its whence and where,

Its thousand moods in duty’s fight,

Battling the wrong, daring the right,
And scurning scorn, and fearing fear.

Meving or moved, 'mid smile or tear,
The crowds tramp on their untracked way,
To darker night, or brizhter day,

With breaking heart or song of cheer ;

Elbowing in life’s awful haste
Each other ; near, yet far apart ;

Diverse the utterance of each heart,

Where hopes elate or doubtings waste.

Here civic might with lordly tread
Broods o’er some scheme or social wrong ;
There gifted youth with purpose strong

Dreams of a name and laurelled head.

The Christ-born pastor moves along,
With thonghts on fire and heart aglow,
And with a love for human woe

As bids the groan becowne a song.

Next fashion’s slave, the vain coquette,
Her co-mates’ hate, and sharp men’s sneer,
From better hearts prompting the tear,

Half weed, half flower,—as worthless set ;

Her shadow by her side, in form
A man, a piece of tailor’s art,

Gauileless of thought or brain or heart,

Or manly love’s ennobling charm.

Here flaunting vice, there silvered hairs,
Whose years’ long furrows déeply laid
Are thoasand tongues pleading for aid,

51
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To feel for him and dry his tears.

And next the sot, for whom is made
Ea-:{ the wrong and hard the right,
And orphans asking coming night

Where weary heads shall down be laid.

Heralds of healing to the race
Speed on to ease the throbbing head :
And germing crime with sullen tread,
Stares mercy sternly in the face.
Rags touch broad lawn ; the spring aud fall
Of life are mixed, but still unblent,
And youth outstrides where vigour’s spent,
And flesh and blood and force seem all.

And boyish life with lusty play

Awakes bright visions of our past,

But suns must set, iowers cannot last,
And youth’s bright hours must pass away.
A thousand aims, a thousand forms,

And countless cares are hurrying by,

Each scanning but his own strange sky,
And knowing not his neighbour’s storms.

And in man’s soul thoughta come and go.
Crowding the highway=r of the mind,
Yet trackless as the flitting wind,
And soundless as the falling snow ;
All hurrying on in fitful mood,
Severe, magnaniwous, or wild,
Wayward as some rude vagrant child,
nused to pause, unused to good.

Now resolution holds the rein,
Till fickleness with wanton sneer
Makes half-formed purpose disappear,
And hope’s fruition dies in pain.
While thonghts of good, like tire from heaven,
Strive hard to burn the dross of old,
Or change it into burnished gold
By contact with their mystic leaven.
Thus burrying through the restless brain
Are thoughts of heav-n, of earth, and hell,
In gentle calin or tempest’s swell,
And like the street, an endless train.

THE AULD KIRKYARD.

There’s a apot we haud dear in the auld kirkyard,
It aye claims a tear in the auld kirkyard ;
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It's ‘neath an ashen tree, an' it's dear, dear to me,
That wee bit o’ sod in the auld kirkyard.

The wind heaves a sigh in the anli kirkyard,

As it ylides gently by in the auld kirkyard.

As if it missed a Hower frae some shady hower,
An’ feared that it lay in the aald kirkyard.

O saft is our tread in the auld kirkyard,

As we draw near our dead in the auld kirkyard ;

A half-whispered word or a look o’ regard

Aye tells a’ our tale in the auld kirkyard.

Our thoughts rise above in the auld kirkyard,

By strange links o’ love in the auld kirkyard ;

The spirit-land is near while we drap the silent tear
On the wild tangled grass in the auld kirkyard.

It's dark 'mid the light in the auld kirkyard,

For the heart bends in night in the auld kirkyard ;
We canna see His hand, we silent weeping stand,
And lang for the day in the auld kirkyard ;

But faith whispers low in the auld kirkyard,

"Twas love sent the blow in the auld kirkyard,

An’ frae that vacant chair has sped a spirit fair,
Whose garments mouldering lie in the auld kirkyard.

Sweet spring wakes the flowers in the auld kirkyard,
An’ bright sunny hours in the auld kirkyard ;

And th’ dead 'neath the sod, at the voice o’ our God,
Will rise a’ refreshed frae the auld kirkyard.

-

DANIEL WILLIAMSON,

ELL-KNOWN in Inverness and Perth-shires as

“ the blind poet,” was born in 1843 at Clyth,
Caithness, where his father was employed as a car-
penter.  Daniel at an early age was taught to read
by his mother, and when seven years old he was sent
to the parish school.  After attending this school for
about three yea;s, he proved so apt a scholar that his
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teacher and parents wished him to take up some of the
higher subjects ; but, rather than return to school,
Dau ran away from home, and travelled to Thurso, a
distance of twenty miles. The father made anxious
search for the truant, and, finding him comfortable
and content in the service of a farmer (his duty being
to carry dairy produce to the town), permitted him to
remain in that occupation. We next find the subject
of our sketch acting as stable-boy to a neighbouring
farmer, then as page and stable-boy in the employ-
ment of a gentleman residing near Lybster ; and again
as apprentice to a mason at 3s a week—when trade
was dull Dan being expected to assist on the croft.
Nine months there were quite enough for him, and he
then returned to his parents, who now resided at
Wick. Here he was again apprenticed to a mason—
this time at 28 6d a-week—but he was permitted to go
to sea with the fishers in the season, when he frequently
earned from 15s to 20s a night. After serving his time,
he worked for a year at home as a journeyman, and
then set out to seek his fortune. He arrived in
Glasgow, and, after suffering many hardships, he
secured employment for a short time in that city, and
subsequently in Edinburgh and Birkenhead. He then
went to London, where he was steadily employed for
about five years. Then the crowning catastrophe over-
came him, and he was destined thenceforth to walk in
darkness all his days. An attack of sunstroke
rendered him blind. For four long and anxious
months he stayed in Loudon, buoyed up with the hope
that medical skill might restore his sight, but in vain.
Finding that all man could do was of no avail, he
returned to Wick, well-nigh broken-hearted. Then it
was that he first essayed verse-making as a means of
beguiling the tedium of his days, and keeping his
mind from dwelling too much npon bhis terrible
calamity. The sad story of that time is pathetically
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told in his booklet, *“ On Beholding the Moon for the
Last Time,” which was published shortly after his
return home. About ten years ago he went to Inver-
ness, where he soon found employmentin the Institute
for the Blind, and whence issued several other
poetical works, including ‘“ Musings in the Dark,” and
a second edition of “ On Beholding the Moon.” A few
years ago he lost the use of his lower litnbs, and now
he has to be conveyed to and from his work in a bath
chair. Truly might it be said of him

‘ He'll hae misfortunes t an’ sma’,
But aye a heart aboon them a’,”

for, notwithstanding his sad and checkered career,
and, as we learn from his brother poet, Mr Hector
Macpherson, he is an exceedingly bright and cheerful
companion, never complaining or fretting over his
infirmities. His conversation is interesting, and often
lit up by keen flashes of wit. Quiet humour is also
present in a number of Mr Williamson's poems —
notably in *“My Guid Mither,”” “The Dying
Flea,” and the English traveller, benighted on the
Black Isle moor, who got shelter in the humble cot of
an aged dame, and was surprised to see her converting
“dirty water” into a pudding—

It was nae water, sir, ava,

But uid Scotch sowans that ye saw.
Apart from the touching circumstances of their coru-
position, our poet’s miscellaneous pieces possess real
merit. He has a keen seusibility, and there is a high
purpose, and what Carlyle styles “a music of mankind”
in all his writings.

THE DYING FLEA,

Oh, chile me not in wrathful numbers,
Nor lock at me with such disdain,

As I no more can mar thy slumbers
Throughout the silent hours again.
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For crnel man, with heart unfeeling,
Hath sadly bruised my tiny head,

E'en charged me with the crime of stealing,
Because sometimes on him I fed.

"Tis true, mayhap, when he was sleeping,
Oblivious of his friends and foes,

Perchance I might, while on him leaping,
Have then disturbed his calin repose.

But why shonld he charge me with stealing
What instinct did to me reveal ?

And svre that man is void of feeling
Would grudge to me so scant a meal,

Himself we find in every season
Provideth ample store of food,

And being guided by his reason,
Selects, methinks, the kind that's good.

Though here I lie in torture dying,

This happy thought now makes me glad,
That no one ever found me trying

To do what instinct taught was bad.

Then why hath men aye basely striven
To murder us like beasta of prey,

Since we obey the knowledge given,
Which tells us where we vught to stray ?

Oh, when I think of deeds appaling
By wortals done since time bhegan,

My gratitude’s beyond all telling
%‘hst I'm a flea, and not a man,

THE BENIGHTED ENGLISHMAN,

Across a moor called the Black Isle,
Now many years ago,

An English traveller bent his way

On one fierce, cold December day,

While hill and vale around him lay
All covered o’er with snow.

He ne’er hefore was 8o far north,
Nor felt the cold more keen,

The stormn he knew was not yet past,

For all the sky was overcast,

And Hlakes of snow were falling fast,
While not a house was seen.
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As shades of night around him closed,
More fierce the wild winds blew,
Urged by many an anxious thought,
Still ‘gainst the storm he hravely,fought,
When, 1o ! he spied a little cot,
Half buried from his view.

Ere long he stood within the cot
Where burned a hazy light,
The weird glow of its flickering flame
Revealed to him an aged dame,
Who asked at once from whence he came
On this wild stormy night.

“I came, my friend,” the traveller said,
** From Inverness to-day,
While on my way the stormn burst forth
‘With boisterous fury from the north ;
Exposed to such one learns the worth
f shelter by the way.

** As I am tired and sore fatigued,
I crave to-night your hoard,

And if you grant me leave to stay

Beneath your roof till break of day,

I shall, my friend, be glad to pay
What you to me afford.”

¢ Whest, whest, guid sir,” the dame replied,
‘“ An’ dinna speak o’ pay,

Although mysel’ an’ my guidman

Noo haena muckle at oor han’,

We'll dae for ye a’ that we can
In oor ain humble way.

““8ae sit ye by the ingle cheek
Till the guidinan comes ben,

An’ tak’ the shoon frae aff yer feet,

An’ gie yersel’, guid sir, a heat,

While I prepare something to eat,
For sic ye need, I ken.”

A cask of dirty water he
Nigh to the fire had seen ;
¢ Well, this is strange,” the traveller thought,
““To keep a cack that’s full of nought
But dirty water in their cot,
By jove, what does it mean ?”

57
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Observing what the old dame did,
His heart beat loud and quick ;

Lifting this water with a can,

She put it in a large saucepan,

And by and bye she then began
To stir it with a stick.

The pan was next placed on the fire,
And closely covered o'er,

The stranger now was filled with dread,

As pext he saw the table spread,

On which were laid bowls, plates, and bread,
With cheese an ample store.

He saw when she the pan took off
That its contents were flown,

The foulsome water all had fled,

And left a pudding in its stead ;

* Am I hewitched, by jove,” he said,
*“Or is my reason gone 7’

Weird thoughts that moment crossed his mind
Of witches and of ghosts,

And though the pudding looked so nice,

He vowed that nought would him entice

To take that night e’en but a slice,
Along with his strange hosts.

With child-like faith the old man asked
That God would bless their meal,

And grant them grace from day to day,

That they in turn might trust alway,

How He through life hath been their stay
His mercies doth reveal.

When grace was o’er, the stranger sat
Beside the good old man,
And though at tirst was rather blate
To taste the pudding on his plate,
Yet, when he saw the others eat,
He then at once began.

And ne'er hefore in all his life,
He afterwards would tell,
Did he enjoy a supper more
Than in this cot on that wild moor.
Though things at first an aspect wore
Which did not look so well,
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Now to the dame the stranger said,
When they were both alone,
* Was it, my friend, an easy task
To change some water from that cask
Into a pudding? may I ask
How such a thing is done ¥

She laughed outright—'twas vain to try
Her feelings to conceal—

‘“Upon my certie, this beats &',

1t was nae water, sir, ava,

But guid Scotch sowans that ye saw,
Made frae the sids o’ meal.”

Next day he bade his hosts good-bye,
For then the storm was o’er,
But all through life he ne'er forgot
The night he spent within their cot,
Or yet that supper which he thought
as made by magic power.

THERE’'S THINGS SAE SMA’,

There’s things sae sma’ aye in oor lot
That some hae ne'er discerned,

Frae which great gnid is aft times got,
An’ usefu’ lessons learned ;

Yet mony men sma’ things despise,
Yea, at sic aften sneer,

Wha say it's weakness an’ unwise
For ane to shed a tear.

When stern misfortune wi’ her frown
Drives ilka hope awa’,

Yea, hopes that roun’ oor hearts had grown
Like ivy on the wa’,

As we hewail our dolefu’ fate,
An’ see nae help is near,

Hoo aft times then we comfort get
Frae sheddin’ o’ a tear.

Aft when oor framnes are racked wi’ pain,
That we can get nae rest,

An’ aid frae man proves a’ in vain,
Though they hae dune their best ;

'Tis then we ken the boon o’ health
‘When we sic trials bear,

Nae comfort e'er is found in wealth
When troubles force a tear.
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‘When trials great on us befa’,
That try the strongest faith,
As when a frien’ is taen awa’
By the cauld han’ ¢’ death,
Fillin’ oor heart sae fu’ o’ grief
For ane we lo’d sae dear,
Hoo aften then we get relief
Frae sheddin’ o’ a tear.

The teardrops in the een express
What words can ne'er impart,
As aye from them we clearly trace
The feelings o’ the heart.
The things that cause its stream to flow
Are pleasure, grief, an’ fear :
When they’re acute we truly show
Oor feelings by a tear.

While on the earth our Saviinr trod,
Hoo aft he shed a tear

For those wha lived far frae their God,
Yet sic He bade draw near,

An’ seek His mercy an’ His grace—
He'll &’ their burdens bear,

An’ tak’ them to yon happy place
Whaaur nane do shed a tear.

o

HECTOR MACPHERSON,

HE son of a soldier who took part in the Crimean
War and Indian Mutiny, was born in Tain, Ross-

shire, in 1864. His attendance at school in this town
as well as in Beauly, Inverness-shire, to which the family
afterwards removed, was very irregular, owing to a
severe affection of the eyes. On account of his defective
sight, he was debarred from joining in the games of his
schoolfellows. Nevertheless, he made fair progress in
his studies, and his ailment did not prevent reading,
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so that he greedily devoured every book that came in
his way, no matter what the subject might be. In 1881
he went to Inverness to act as assistant in a draper's
establishment, in which employment he is at present
engaged. His hermit-like spirit, which he acquired in
his school-days, clings to him still; and he is in the
habit of rambling alone all over the countryside,
visiting every historic spot in the district. About
six years ago Mr Macpherson first attempted verse-
making, and he made his début as a poet in the
columns of a local newspaper,. Since then he has had
poems printed in the Weekly Scotsman and many other
weekly newspapers and periodicals, at home and abroad.
His poetry is always easy, clear, and limpid as a High-
land burn, and of a reflective and observant cast. He
describes nature and the historic scenes of his native
country with glowing power and patriotic fervour.

MY BAIRN AT SEA.

When the gloamin’ creepa doon
Frae the tap o’ the hill,
An’ the beams o’ the moon
Licht oor valley sae still,
Aften lanesome I rove,
While the tears dim my e'e,
For the bairn o’ my love,
On the turbulent sea.

Tho’ lang years hae ta'en flicht
Since he gaed frae his hame,
In mny dreams ilka nicht
Do [ murmur his name,
His kin’ letters I seek,
They hring pleasure to we,
For o' love do they speak
Frae my bairn on the sea.

When the storm-fiend doth sweep,
Thro' the woods on the brae,

Ne'er in peace can I sleep,

. When my heart is sae wae,
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But I pray that His han’
O’er the ocean may be,
An’ bring safely to lan’
My brave bairn on the sea.

Oh ! then hasten the morn

When I'll greet him again,
An’ wi’ fear nae mair torn

When the win’ mak’s its mane,
Frae the dawnin’ till nicht

Shall my heart blithesome be,
A’ the dark shall be licht,

When my bairn’s frae the sea.

SCOTLAND'S FLOWER.

There are flowers in lands afar, frien’,
May cheer fond hearts oot there,

And fling their gentle fragrance
Upon the caller air,

Bat, ah ! my soul aft wearies
For hame across the sea,

Where bonnie heather sweetly blooms—
The dearest flower to me.

Erin's bairns may weave a wreath
O’ shamrock fair an’ green ;
An’ garlands o’ the roses
May charm gay English een ;
Gie unto me the heath frae
The mountain’s rugged broo ;
It whispers tales o’ those I kent,
The gallant, kind, an’ true.

Where thou, sweet flower, bloomed fairest,

Qor faithers wershipped God ;
Ont o’er thy regal purple,
A foeman never trod ;
The sons o’ Caledonia
Their heart’s blood aft did gie,
That thou might'st ever bloom amang
The noble an’ the free.

A WINTER SANG.

Awa to the curling rink, my hoys,

Oor cares for a time we'll jink, my boys,
While the frost is keen
There’s glory I ween,

"Mang freens on the c:rling rink, my boys.
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Tho’ snaw oclothe the loch fu' deep, my boys,
A way for oorsel’s we'll sweep, my boys,
rae crampet to tee
The ice shall be free,
An’ mirth aye rule on the rink, my boys.

* Nae toil shall the winter ken, my boys,
'Tis the season o’ rest for men, my boys,
Frae cottar to laird
The joy shall be shared,
That reigns supreme on the rink, my boys.

Ho ! shouther your brooms an’ awa, my boys,
In the name o’ the toon we ca’, my boys,

To the loch then flee,

We victors maun be,
An’ foremaist stand on the rink, my boys.

Then burrah ! for the roaring game, my boys,
An’ ilka chiel lo'es the same, my boys,

Ma'y a way aye free,

An’ nae ill to dree,
Be his share aff an’ on the rink, my boys.

e ol

JOHN KENT,

HO has the honour of a place in Mr Brown’s

work on “Paisley Poets,” was born at Paisley

in 1860, where he also received his education. On
leaving school, he was employed for four years as
message boy to a stationer, afterwards serving his
apprenticeship to the trade of a compositor. On the
completion of his ‘‘ time,” he worked in various
towns, including Edinburgh and Glasgow, subse-
quently returning to Paisley, where he remained
for some years in the office of the Daily Express. He
is now in business in his native town as a bookseller
and stationer. The subject of this sketch first began
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to write verses when about 22 years of age, and many
of his eftusions have appeared in the local newspapers.
He has taken several prizes in connection with the
Free Church ¢ Welfare of Youth Scheme,” including
one of £3 for an essay on *‘The Covenanters.” In 1885
he received a letter from Professor Blackie thanking
him for a copy of his poem ‘ Aye dae your Best,”
which, the Professor says, is ¢ far above the level of
similar compositions. You must have a real genius
for Scotch poetry, and I hope you will not forget to
cultivate your gift—1 Tim., iv. 14.” After this we
do not require to add our estimate. The following
selection speaks for itself :—

AYE DAE YOUR BEST,

Come roon’ me, hairnies, for a wee,

An’ listen patiently to me,

While I a word o’ counsel gi’e,
That may be blest ;

Whate'er ye dae, where'er ye be,
Aye dae your best.

Be this your motto ilka day,

At wark, at lessons, or at play ;

A better ane ye canna ha’e
For life's contest

Than that ye shall, let come what may,
Aye dae your best.

Your lessons may be dreich to learn,
Your wages may be hard to earn,
Your maisters aften strict an’ stern,
An’ sair the test;
But let it be your gran’ concern
To dae your best.

Hooever ye succeed or fail
'Gainst a’ the ills that life assail ;
Whether wi’ lichtsome step ye scale
The mountain’s crest,
Or plod along the lowly vale,
Aye dae your best.



JOHN KENT. 65

If scrimpit be your warldly share,

Your recowpense xeem aften bare,

Let that ne'er cause you to despair,
Nor be distrest ;

The best o' folk can dae nae mair
Than dae their best.

Or should kin’ Fortune by ye stan’,

An’ prosper ye on ilka hap’,

O, ne’er despise your brither man
By want opprest ;

But help him, in what way ye can,
To dae his best.

Aye to your God be true an’ leal
As up life’s staney braes ye spiel,
And in &’ guid endeaveurs feel
It’s His behest
That you not only should dae weel,
But dae your best.

Gin’ Satan try to gar ye fa’,

An’ lure ye frae the richt awa’,
Sen’ up to Him, wha thol'd it a’,
Your heart’s request .
For help to keep his holy law,

Syne dae your best.

An’ sure am 1 o' this, that He

Wha made the warld an’ &’ we see,

Yet watches owre, wi’ carefu’ e's,
The birdie’s nest,

His trusting bairnies willna lea’
To dae their best.

Haud by His Word, an’ dinna fear

Your daily course by it to steer,

Tho' some may scorn and ithers sneer
Wi’ jibe or jest ;

Aye carry you a conscience clear,
An’ dae your best.

To help the richt, resist the wrang,
Support the weak against the strang,
To shed the Gospel licht amang
Those yet unhlest,
An sae mak’ life ** ae glad sweet sang,”
Aye dae your best.



66

MODERN SCOTTISH POETS.

An’ when death’s darksome nicht sets in,

Which may be late or inay be snpe,
Ye’'ll then be askit up abune,
To heaven's rest,
And bhear the Maister say, Weel dnne,
Ye've dune your best.

A HAPPY HAME.

0, some may seek for walth or po'er,
While ithers fecht for fame ;

Let themn wha will sic like secure,
Gie me a happy hame.

Some think to find felicity
In pleasure’'s wanton game,

But there's nue pleasure T can see
To match a happy hawme.

Gie e a round o’ honest wark,
A hale and healthy frame;
A spirit lichtsome, like the lark

ithin its laigh-built hame,

The praise o’ single blessedness
Some vauntingly proclaim ;

But aft it’s single seltishness
That scorns a happy hame.

Fu’ lang I’ve lived a single life,
It’s blesseduess is tame ;

There’s naething like a cheerie wife
To wak’ a happy hame.

A honunie, winsome lass I ken,
But needua tell her name,

Whose smiling countenance waid len’
A charw to ony hawe.

That bonnie lassie’s een sae blue
Hae set wy heart atlame :

0, nay the lowe o’ love burn true
To lichten up oor bame.

Then hasten, hasten happy day
When I her hand may claim,
Syne will T ken, syne will I hae

A bricht and joyfu’ hame.
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Wi’ love to licht oor lifelang way—
A love for aye the same—

We'll cleek thegither up the brae
To heaven’s happy hame.

"~

WALTER DALGLIESH,

UTHOR of several small volumes of poems, is a

son of Simon Dalgliesh, farmer, Potburn,
Ettrick. He was born in 1865 at Over Phawhope, a
small farm near the source of theriver Ettrick. Being
far from a school, our poet was educated at home
until his twelfth year, when his parents removed to
Potburn, further down the Ettrick. He was then
sent to a school in Moffat Water, four miles distant.
At the age of fifteen he was apprenticed to the joiner
trade, but in the fourth year of his apprenticeship he
was attacked by a spinal disease, which rendered him
unfit for regular work ; and although he has now so
far recovered as to able for light labour at home, he is
still a sufferer. It was while serving his time that the
subject of our sketch first hegan to write verses, chiefly
of a comic nature, but it was not until laid aside by
ill-health that, to any extent, he began to woo the
muse ; and, being a rapid composer, he soon wrote
a large number of poems and songs. While residing
at Silloth, he arranged for the printing of his first
volume—* The Moorland Bard,” (J. J. Martin, 1887.)
This work meeting with a very favourable reception,
he was encouraged, four years afterwards, to issue a
second and larger selection of his “ Poems and Songs.”
Most of his pieces have appeared in the Hawick
Standard, and other newspapers. These are of a
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cheerful and reflective nature, written often to relieve
the tedium of enforced seclusion, and while enduring
much physical pain. His poetry, while occasionally
somewhat rugged and unequal, might be described as
touched with lively, sympathetic, and genial feeling,
and abounds with graphic and homely illustrations of
the joys of humble life.

BY THE AULD TRYSTIN' TREE.

Abune the grey mountain the bricht mune was shinin’,
An’ white lay the dew on the bonnie green lea ;

At the foot o’ the meadow young Annie was stanin’,
Dejected an’ sad by the aunld trystin’ tree,

A dark cloud o’ sorrow abune her did hover,
An’ fast fell the tears frae her Lonnie blue e'e,

The ship in which Willie, her long absent lover,
Had been comin’ hame in had founder’d at sea.

She turn’d her sad eyes doon the lang wooded valley,
Where bright shone the moon on the far distant sea,
An’ meurnfully murmur’d, ¢ Oh, Willie ! dear Willie !
I can’t live without you,—oh, come back to me.”
Oot through the plantation a glad cry resounded,
That startled tire cattle at rest on the lea, -
As up the small footpath her lost lover bounded,
And embraced her ance mair by the auld trystin’ tree.

BIDDY MAGEE.

How sweet were the days when a hold, happy lover,
I used with mny charming young Biddy to stray
On the green, sunny banks of the clear winding Shannon,
And sported with her ‘'mong the sweet scented hay.
But as my dear country’s wrongs now need righting,
With iny brave-hearted comrades I've crossed the wide sea ;
And, surrounded b{ dangers, I'm bravely now fighting,
Far away from old Ireland and Biddy Magee.

But oft when the long weary day's march i~ over,
And I'm lying asleep on the hot desert sand,
In my dreams I am straying. a light-hearted lover,
‘Mong the mountains and streamns of my dear native land.
The friends that I left in the home of my chilahood,
On the green sunny banks of the Shannon I see;
And, dearest of all, the snug cot by the wildwood,
Where dwells my dear lassie, young Biddy Magee.
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Oh, had 1 the wings of the fast skimming swallow,
Away from red wars and fierce battle alarms,
At midnight I'd fly ’cross the rough stormy billow,
To clasp my fair treasure once more in my arms.
But in a few weeks the fierce war will be over,
And if spared through all dangers ['ll be once wore free,
And return to old Ireland, a bold, bup;:’y lover,
To wed my fair, charming young Biddy Magee.

THR SCOTTISH TONGUE.

The Scottish tongue is deein’ oot now at a rapid pace,

An’ English, mix'd wi’ scraps o’ French, is takin’ fast its place ;

If noo-a-days oor fashionable freen's we gang among,

We're thought unlearn’d an’ vulgar if we speak the Scottish
tongue.

An’ lassies that hae been awa’ a while at city schules
Are fu’ o’ English to the mooth, an’ think their parents fules,
An’ wonder why they werena’ learned, like them, when they were

young, :
An’ why they speak the vulgar an’ ootlandish Scottish tongue.

They canna sing unless they hae their music, an’ the sangs

Ye hear them sing are seldom ocht but English harangues ;

The sweet, he'rt-meltin’ la{a which Burns an’ Lady Nairne sung,
They winna try, because they’re in the vulgar Scottish tongue.

Whea country lads into big toons their livin’ gang to mak’,
Their mither tongue an’ hamespun ways aff at aince maun shake,
Ax’ if in’ twal’ monthe they come back, their auld playmates

among,
They harnﬁy ever speak a word in the auld Scottish tongue.

Folk cry 'boot being patriots, but patriot is a name
That winna stick to those that o’ their eountry’s tongue think

shame ; :
An’ though they are of Scotch descent, an’ reared her hills

among,
They arena real Scotchmen if they speak the English tongue.

=
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JAMES ALEXANDER DUNCAN

AS born in Glasgow in the autumn of 1849,
and was educated at the High School of his
native city. He was then sent to Germany, where he
lived for a year and a half close to the old University
town of Gottingen. Returning home, he entered
Glasgow University, and studied there for a short
time. His father was a partner in one of the large
iron-works in the West of Scotland, and James then
began his business career in the office of these works.
On the retiral of his parent from active commercial
life (about eleven years ago) the subject of this
notice assumed his father’s position in the business.
Our poet’s busy life has not aftorded him
much leisure for engaging in literary work, except con-
tributing verses occasionally to the Glasgow Weekly
Herald, and other newspapers. Mr Duncan, how-
ever, is a great reader, and devotes a good deal of
time to the study of music—a gift which his poetry
shows that he possesses, for it is full of fine flowing
melody and rich rhythmical cadence. His thoughts
are always neatly conceived, comprehensive, natural
and chaste in expression, and are such as appeal
directly to the heart.

THE BEAUTY O’ LIFE'S GLOAMIN,

When life’s 1ang day is wearin’ on
'o e’en—the e’en that brings a’ hame—
The thoughts that mak’ the gloamin’ sweet
Are thoughts o’ kindness—grains o’ wheat
'Mid chaff—we’'ve shown for Love's own name.

An’ sweet at gloamin’ tis to know
That morning’s sky, o’'ercast and grey,
Was presage that before the night
The glorious heavens would bless our sight
Wi’ promise for the comin’ day.
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An’ sweet at gloamin’ 'tis to feel

That honest minds improve, like wine,
With age—grow kindlier to ilk ither,
Mair just? judge an’ errin’ brither,

An’ pride an’ selfishness they tine.

An’ sweet at gloamin’ ’tis to know
We've much forgiven, for much we loved ;
An’ blessed thrice it is to feel
That God our sorrow’s wounds will heal
Because our hearts wi’ pity moved.

An'’ sweet at gloamin' 'tis to feel
The heart hath ever softer grown ;

As rarest flowers of Orient

At e'ening yield their sweetest soent,
8o yields the spirit of its own.

An’ sweet at gloamin’ 'tis to know
The dross is gone, the gold is free—

That God has so ennobled age

In souls refined, it forms a stage
From earth to immortality.

THE LASSIE WI' THE GOWDEN HAIR.

The lassie wi' the gowden hair,

I met her on the muir yestreen ;
Oh ! sweetly modest is her air,

An’ yet the love-licht's in her e'en,

I met her where the heather grows,
Wi’ mony a bonnie broom between ;
I met her where a burnie rows,
Bat bonnier were her love-lit een.

I met her where the sweet-briar rose
Blushes wi’ love though all unseen,

But fairer than ilk flower that grows,
Are now to me her love-lit een,

I met her where the laverock sings,

An’ lapwings nod their crests sae green ;
I met her ‘'mang the fairy rings,

But rarer were her love-lit een.

I met her as the sun gaed doon
In a’ its summer gowden sheen,

But brighter than the eve o’ June
Is love-licht in her bonnie een,
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We'll meet again, by muir or glen,
Where birks an’ hazels twine a screen ;
I'll spier her then—for weel I ken
For me the love-licht’s in her een.

THE LICHT HEART.

*Tis a licht heart mak’s the summer,
An’ a sad ane winter drear ;

But my love has made the summer
Bide wi’ me through a’ the year—

For there's sunshine in her presence,
An’ the blue lift's in her e'e,

An’ her voice is like the streamlet’s
When it’s singin’ to the sea.

Oh, how dowie was the summer
‘When we feared she micht be ta’en ;

Oh, how cheerless was the sunshine,
An’ how cauld the summer rain !

But it's blythesome noo an’ cheery,
Tho’ the winter snell is here—

For a licht heart mak’s the summer,
An'’ a sad ane winter drear.

“THE UNDISCOVERED COUNTRY.”

(Hamlet—Act II1., Scene 1.)

A mist inwraps the sea,
Veiling the sacred strand—

Ah ! who can tell our longing souls
Abeut that inystic land ?

Alas ! our sight is dim,
We see not what's before ;
And sign or token never comes
From that far, silent shore.

But this at least we know—
Our souls proclaim it true—
One Mind Supreme pervading here
Pervades that country too.

And when at last we reach
The undiscovered land

That Mind Supreme will comprehend,
Its marvels understand.
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WILLIAM LESLIE LOW.

HE Rev. Canon Low, Largs, Ayrshire, was born

in 1840, and was brought up in the picturesque

and beautifully-wooded valley of the Don, about two
miles west of Inverurie, Aberdeenshire. He was
educated chiefly at Inverurie Episcopal School and
afterwards at the Aberdeen Grammar School, but
never fails to proclaim hisindebtedness to the Rev. Dr
Walker of Monymusk, in whose house he studied
during the college vacations. = When a * youth,
he was very fond of rhyming, in which he was
encouraged by Mr Evans, rector of the Grammar
School, with the result that a good deal of his mental
exertion took that form during his first session at
Aberdeen University. Consequently, though he did
not fall behind in his classes and took the Latin Verse
Prize, he did not, it is said, distinguish himself so much
as some of his friends thought he had the power to do.
While walking with Dr Walker on one occasion, and
talking of his poetical tendencies, the latter said to him,
“You should not let these Delilahs shear you of your
strength.” Mr Low was so filled with horror at the
idea of “becoming a poetical Samson—the enfeebled sport
of his enemies,” that he resolved not to writeanother verse
till he bad got his M.A. degree, which he obtained in
1862, with double honours —1st class in Mathematics
and 2nd class in Classics. In the following year he
was ordained to the charge of the Mission at Kincardine
O’Neil, one of the loveliest spots on Deeside. He
afterwards became first incumbent of the same charge
on its being raised to the status of an incumbency in
1866. Four years later he mioved to the incumbency
of St James’s, Cruden, the church of which is a mile
from the shore of Cruden Bay, and three from the
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Bullers of Buchan. In this sea-side parish, with its
magnificent rock scenery, he spent ten active years,
working among a large congregation of farmers and
fishermen. Here he also acquired the knowledge of
the life and character of the fishing class which he
afterwards utilised in his novel, By the North Sea
Shore.” In 1880 he removed to the incumbency
of St Columba’s, Largs, where he still remains. He
was made Synod Clerk of the Diocese of Glasgow and
Galloway in 1889, and Canon of Cumbrae in the follow-
ing year.

Canon Low has always heen much engaged in his
pastoral work, and sometimes in teaching, and has not
written much verse of late years. He has had a large
share of the current controversies in the organ of the
Episcopal Church, and is the author of various
articles in magazines and reviews, and of a volume
of sermons published by request. In 1891, he
published (under the pseudonym of ¢ Rothael
Kirk ) the very interesting novel already referred to,
“By the North Sea Shore: a tale of Fisher Life.”
(London: the 8. P. C. K., Northumberland Avenue,
Charing Cross). His * Vignettes from a Parson’s
Album,” short tales, poetical sketches, and articles
in the ¢ Scottish Standard Bearer ” afford ample
evidence of his fervour of feeling and keen
imagination, as well as his scholarly refinement. They
contain many pleasing touches of natural pathos, often
sparkling with kindly humour, while his delineations
of Scottish life and character are frequently set in the
richest and most expressive Doric.

THE DEAD FISHERMAN,
(Suggested by a Scene at a Fisherman's Funeral.)

Right strong was his arm an’right blythesomehis smile,
A.nq true as the light, he could never beguile ; !
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When I faund his arm roun’ me, an’ looked in his e’e,
The warld a’ grew bright an’ delightsome to me.

I've watched his brown sail as it danced o’er the faem,
And sprang like a livin’ thing eager for hame,

An'’ I kent 'twas his hand, an’ his love-lichtit e’e,
That steered her sae straight to our hame an’ to me.

Oh, hapna his face yet! Obh, leave me him there !
0, Willie, lonk up, an’' smile on me ance mair !
My love, O my love! Oh, foo dinna I dee?

For the light has gane out o’ this warld for me.

LAY
THE LIVING WATER.

Well-spring of the living water,
Smitten%!onk ! to Thee we cry ;

Jesu, look on us, Thy pilgrims,
Toiling toward the rest on high,

Thirsting for the sweet refreshing
That with Thee is drawing nigh.

Weak and wayward, oft we stum ble,
Snared by Satan, oft we fall ;

And the filth of sin is clinging
Like a plague-spot to us all,

And we cannot, dare not, enter
Thus The Holy’s judgment hall.

Fount of purity, eternal !
Cleansing grace upon us pour ;
Our Bethesda, never-failing,
Strength unto our souls restore ;
Heal our palsied hearts, and bring us
Safe to Jordan's further shore.

Sweeten every earthly Marah,

Waash the blindness from our eye ;
When we faint with ghostly labour,

And would yield the strife and die,
Fount of heavenly refreshing,

Jesu ! evermore be nigh.

And where neither thirst nor weakness,
eariness, nor guilt, can be,
Where our love no more shall languish,
Where Thy glory we shall see—
Jesu, fount of all refreshing!
Take us evermore to Thee.



76

MODERN SCOTTISH POETS.

THE AULD MAN.

O the Auld Man ! the Auld Man!
Lang gane although he be,
How bright upen the memory
He aft comes back to me !
He comes, and I'm a boy again,
‘Wi’ neither dread nor care ;
Secure, whate’er the moments bring,
Because the Auld Man's there.

‘While calm around the auld hearthstane
The gloamin’ gathers slow,
How aft I see him in his chair
In the ingle’s ruddy glow !
I see the broad, benignant brow,
The lines o’ thonght aud care,
The fire-light glancin’ on his locks—
A halo round his hair,

How strong and staunch and true he looks !
As if, while earth he trod,

Unblenched for truth and ught he stood,
Firm as the hills of God.

But there's a look within his een,
As on the fire they

I ken the picture in his heart
Is nae the flichterin’ blaze.

He sees the little company
That's marshalled round his knee ;
He sees the battle sair o’ life
That nane o’ them can flee ;
He plans to shield ilk callow hud
To train ilk heart and e'e,
That stainless victors they may stand,
Upon the day they dee.

The ouset keen o’ wild Desire ;
Fierce Passion’s swift surprise ;

The ill companion’s treacherous lure
To where the ambush lies ;

He paints them a’, and bids hns band
Stand steadfast, ane and a’,

And heed their fslthfa Cnptain s word,
‘Whatever them befa’.

And when her wakenin’ breath the morn
Draws o'er the fragrant land,
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She sees him stand to bide the brunt
Before his artless band.

And nought for self, and a’ for them,
Toil on the parent pair ;

If but the bonnie heads be safe,
Content, they seek nae mair.

O Auld Man! O Auld Man!
What joy it was to thee,

‘When still and calin the Day o’ Rest,
Rose bright o’er hill and lea !

Thy heart gaed wi’ the lark’s first sang
To fill the lift wi’ praise,

Wi’ thousand woodland voices joined,
And the river’s rushing lays.

Wi’ neighbours met, thou ledd’st thy bairns,
While sweet the laverock sang,

And to the House of God we trudged,
Nor thought the miles were lang.

And oh ! the Auld Man’s heart was full,
When upward to the skies

He heard, in the Great Father's House,
His bairn’s praises rise.

On hameward road, while some would speak
O’ hapless souls passed by,
He reasoned still the loving Christ
For every man did die.
O’ sic debate our elders might
Unheeded kick the ba’;
Nae father we kent e’er could rest,
Unless he had us a’.

Wi’ him our sacred lore we learnt,
Around the evening fire,

And sweet the Saviour's praises sang—
A bright and happy choir.

And sweetly tuned ilk heart awoke
At Monday labour’s-ca’,

To step wi’ God into the wesk,
Secure, whate'er befa’.

O brave Auld Man? the world he faced,
Nor thought it hard to dare,

If he might gird wi’ triple guard
Our mither’s gentler care.

And now our front rank man is fa'en,
It's we the burnt maun bear ;
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May we the hero never shawe,
When laid beside him there !

O Auld Man ! O dear Auld Man!
Thy rest, sweet may it be !

Green be the sod above thy breast,
And green thy memory |

When I forget thy tender heart,
And &' it was to me—

When I forget the Auld Man,
May I forgotten be !

-

ROBERT CONWAY MILNE

AS born at Kirkintilloch, Dumbartonshire, in

1859. His stay in the west of Scotland was

very brief, and his earliest recollections are centered in
Arbroath—* round about the Round O”—where he
still resides, acting as a sewing-machine dealer and as
assistant registrar there. The circumstances of his
birth and early life were extremely humble, and he
says he has a most distinct remembrance of the value
and comfort of a godd big patch in his nether garments.
His first visit to the house of God was made barefooted
and alone. He is now a teacher and deacon in the
same church. Mr Milne has no memory of his father,
and, being the oldest of a family of three, his mother
and he had to do their utmost to make ‘ ends meet,”
sometimes with remarkable success. In these circum-
stances it is no wonder that his scholastic advantages
were but small and his grasp of the rudiments of
education of the scantiest description. ~He was only
permitted to spend two years at the Abbey Charity
School, and as he entered that institution at the age.
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of nine, and had then to begin at the alphabet, one
can readily see that he had not even the proverbial
“opportunity.” When eleven years old he began to
earn his bread as a ‘“bobbin laddie ” in a spinning-
mill in Arbroath, where his mother was also employed.
The proprietors of the works took great interest in
Robert’s social and spiritual welfare, and to them and
their family he gratefully gives credit for baving
implanted within him principles, thoughts, and
aspirations, which, he says, have always helped
and never left him. Their many kindnesses are much
valued by him, but their influence for good on his
young life is treasured above all. They first helped
him, and then taught him to help himself. It was
while engaged in this mill that he began to string
together a few simple verses, and by-and-bye, when his
mind became more matured, and he bhad added con-
siderably to his meagre store of knowledge, he experi-
enced the pleasure of seeing his pieces in print in the
columns of the Ewveniny Telegraph, Dundee. Since
that time he has been pulling gently ahead, and from
time to time numbers of his poems are published in
the Arbdroath Guide and Arbroath Herald. In the
former newspaper, he, as “ Captain Tom,” conducts a
very interesting weekly column for children—* The
Kind Hearts Brigade "—which is popular amongst the
younger population of that town.  Mr Milne’s poems
show simplicity and directness of purpose. He
evidently possesses both the narrative and lyrical gift,
which he uses with much ease and sweetness, and a
realism and unobtrusive air of piety breathe through-
out all his productions, both in prose and verse.

CHIT-CHAT BY A LITTLE KIT-CAT.

I'm a little pussie cat, and, like ma, I'm sleek and fat,
And the colour of my coat is tortoise shell,
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Which is just the very same as my mother, worthy dame,
And it suits our fair complexion very well.

M ey eyes, 8o very clear, have about them something queer,
g&’ﬁci enables me to see though in the dark ;

And this strange nbi]itﬂ still remains a mystery,
But it was not so with Noah in the ark.

He had so much to do, with the cargo and his crew,
Especially with the smaller fry at night,

Till he found my special use, when he soon appointed puss
Night watchman of the Ark without a light.

So, while he sonndly slept, through the ark I nightly crept,
With my softest tread, producing not a sound,

To see that all was right, with no artificial light,
And report to him delinquencies if found.

This power called forth by chance, we've found useful ever since,
lmfeed, we need it now even wmore than then ;

For 'tis only in the dark that we pussies make our mark,
And our supper, and the gratitude of men.

My temper’s debonair—only when I’'m treated fair—
And I keep some latent powers you’d never think ;
When should any trample on my smallest tender corn,

I would scratch and bite before they'd time to wink.

T am scrupulously clean, and am often to be seen
Performing all the duties of the bath ;

But should the foolish dare to disarrange my hair,
They would not so soon forget a pussy’s wrath.

I'm endowed with special skill, and am indispensible,
In the ridding of the house of clever mice,

Which I catch with greatest case, feeding on our Derby cheese—
But they never get their supper from it twice.

T 80 hate big ugly dogs, and have wished for showers of frogs
To torment themn for their cruel deeds to me ;

And those horrid wicked wen who too oft encouraged them
I'd have banished to some prison o’er the sea.

1 prefer to sing at night, when the moon is full and bright,
And the garden wall’s my favourite trysting place ;

Yet I cannot understand why our evening minstrel band
Is objected to by all the human race.
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When in from evening ramble, I do so like a gamble,
And to please the little children never fail ;

While in their glee they shout, I run round and round about
With a string of paper bows upon my tail.

While I love the children well, I'm really forced to tell
Those naughty boys, who throw their caps at me,

That I won't forget their name, nor to treat them to the same,
When I get my first good opportunity.

But I have a great regard and an honourable word
To declare of aged couples in their right ;

They're 8o very kind to me, even nurse me on their knee,
And they trot me out and in both morn and night.

The maid in yonder garret, who so loved her talking parros,
Just divides her sweet affections ‘twixt us two ;

While polly gets her best addresses, I receive her fond caresses—
How can we but remember her so true?

When my work is nearly done, and my short race almest run,
May I find a cosy place on such a hearth ;

Where, with varied kind assist , I may p ful end existence,
And in comfort close my weary eyes in death.

WILLIE AND FRANCES.

The laddie was auldest, sae plump an’ sae fair,
Wi’ fine rosy cheeks an’ rich gowden hair ;
Bright was the light in his bonnie blue e’e,
Guid natured wi’ a’, an’ frae tantrums free,
Wis oor little Willie,
The lassic was youngest, an’ no’ near sae fair ;
A spunky wee thing, wi’ bonny broon hair ;
Dark e’ed, an’ chubby, as sharr as & preen,
Ower a’ in the hoose she ruled like a queen
Did oor little Frances.

The laddie was aye fond o’ horses an’ kye,
An’ redcoated sodgers sae aft passing bye,
To hear the band playing awa he wid rin
Wi’ a tray an’ a spoon to add to the din,
Wid oor little Willie.
The lassie was fondest o’ lassicies ploys,
Tho’ aft she wid play wi’ her wee brither’s toys ;
Her smile it was sweetest an’ loodest her craw,
When nursing & dallie or stottin’ a ba’,
Was oer little Frances,



82 MODERN S8COTTISH POETS.

The laddie was clever, his twa grannies said,

An’ muckle was made o’ the queer things bhe did ;

His auld-fashioned stories, sae funny an’ droll,

They'd rehearse ower an’ ower, an’ the smartness extol
O’ their little Willie.

The lassie was supple an’ smart for her age,

An’ ne'er oot o’ something her hands to engage,

To play wi' the poker contented was she,

Or in the coal-scuttle black diamonds wid see,
Wid oor little Frances.

The laddie the lassie wid cuddle an’ kiss,
Her fou’ share o’ a’thing he'd ne‘er let her miss,
When oot for an airing richt muckle his pride
As in her bit coachie awa’ she would ride
Wi’ oor little Willie,
The lassie, sae loving, wid haud up her mou’
Sae fresh an’ sae sweet, as clear morning dew,
To pay back in kisses the laddie’s kind care,
*Twas &’ she could gie him, wi' promise o’ mair,
Frae oor little Frances.

The laddie is growing up fast, I can see,
A guid muckle man I'm thinking he’ll be ;
If true-hearted goodness aye ging wi’ the heicht,
Then safe is the future, for a’ll be richt

Wi’ oor little Willie.
The lassie will soon to a big woman grow,
Life’s cares soon may gather about her wee pow ;
Lat's hope she'll aye keep aye to the right road,
O’ life an’ religion, aye clinging to God,

May Willie an’ Frances.

-

ROBERT MURRAY M‘CHEYNE.

OUSEHOLDSand churches havebeenknittogether

by the cord of sacred melody, and it has been said

that the desert of life has proved less arid through
“the minstrelsy of praise.” In * psalms, and hymns,
aud spiritual songs ” have young and old, and rich and
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poor united in blessing a common Father. We have
had under notice not a few Scotch men and women
whose poetical thoughts have pointed to * the harmonies
of heaven,” and the list would not be complete without
the name of the saintly author of the “The Songs
of Zion.”

Robert Murray M‘Cheyne was born at Edinburgh in
1818. From a very early age he gave evidence of
that nobility of mind and character which fore-
shadowed his brilliant but brief eartbly future. Dr
Andrew Bonar, his biographer, says that at the age of
four, and while recovering from illness, he amused
himself by writing in a rude way upon a slate the
letters of the Greek alphabet; and, when only five
years of age, he had already taken a conspicuous place
at school for his powers of recitation and melodious
voice.  After studying for six years in the Edinburgh
High School he, in 1827, went to the University.
Linguistic studies and poetry occupied much of his
attention while at College, and in all his classes he
gained prizes. In 1831 he entered the Divinity Hall
of his native city, where he soon proved himself to be
a diligent and conscientious student in preparation for
his sacred calling. He, during his spare hours, sought
out the careless and needy in the courts and alleys,
pointing out to them where they might find * the
pearl of great price.” Along with Horatius and
Andrew Bonar and other students, he was in the habit
of meeting during the vacations, and on Saturdays
during the sessions, for the discussion of theological
questions. When in his twenty-second year, M‘Cheyne
was licensed by the Presbytery of Annan to preach the
Gospel. His first sermon was preached in Ruthwell
Church, near Dumfries, on *“ The Pool of Bethesda,”
and in the evening he discoursed in the same place on
“ The Strait Gate.” For ten months afterwards he
laboured with great power, comfort, and joy as assistant
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to the Rev. John Bonar, minister of the united parishes
of Larbert and Dunipace. On 24th November, 1836,
he was ordained minister of St Peter’s, Dundee. The
story of his “sweet flashes of communion with God,”
and the various ways by which he ‘took heed to all
the flock ” is well-known. Multitudes crowded from
all parts to hear him, and hung upon his lips, as with
clear voice and attractive delivery he eloquently set
forth his Master's message. His constant theme was
Christ—a personal, living Saviour, ever present with
His faithful people, and ever ready to receive sinners.
He spoke with great power on the burning questions
which in 1843 resulted in the Disruption, and the
formation of the Free Church. He also formed one of
a deputation to Palestine to forward missionary opera-
tions amoung the Jews. Soon after his return a noted
revival of religion began throughout Scotland. He
threw himself with ardour into this work of ingather-
ing, which was always so dear to his heart. People
gave up their labour at mid-day so that they might
listen to his earnest pleadings, and the consciences of
many were touched. His sermons displayed a deep
knowledge of human nature, with keen analysis of
human motives, and were rich -in pointed application
to the heart. In March, 1843, he returned home from
a preaching tour much exhausted in body. A few
days after, he was seized with typhoid fever, and on
the 25th of the same month his soul passed within
the veil, his last movement having been to raise his
hands, as if in benediction.

Mr M‘Cheyne’s pen was a busy one. He wrote
numerous tracts and booklets, and as a “sweet singer of
Zion” his spiritual songs to this day cheer the heaven-
bound pilgrim. They are full of the true spirit of piety,
as well as the spirit of poetry.
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THE SEA OF GALILEE,

How pleasant to me thy deep-blue wave,
O Sea of Galilee !

For the glorious One, who came to save,
Hath often stoo!l by thee,

Fair are the lakes in the land I love,
Where pine and heather grow ;

But thou hast loveliness far above

" What nature can bestow.

It is not that the wild gazelle
Comes down to drink thy tide ;

But He that was pierced to save from hell
Oft wandered by thy side.

It is not that the fig tree grows,
And palms, in thy soft air,

But that Sharon's fair and bleeding Rose
Once spread its fragrance there.

Graceful around thee the inonuntains meet,
Thou calm reposing sea ;

But, ah ! far more—the beautiful feet
Of Jesus walked o’er thee.

These days are past. Bethsaida, where?
Chorazin, where art thou?

His tent the wild Arab pitches there,
The wild reeds shade thy brow.

Tell me, ye wouldering fragments, tell
Was the Saviour's city here?

Lifted to heaven, has it sunk to hell,
With none to shed a tear?

Ah ! weuld my flock from thee might learn
How days of grace will flee ;

How sll an offered Christ who spurn
Shall mourn at last like thee.

And was it beside this very sea
The new-risen Saviour said

Three times to Simon, *‘ Lovest thou wme?
My lambs and sheep then feed ?”

O Saviour ! gone to God's right hand,
Yet che same Saviour still,
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Graved on Thy heart is this lovely strand,
And every fragrant hill.

0! give e, Lord, by this sacred wave,
Threefold Thy love divine,

That I may feed, till 1 find my grave,
Thy flock—both Thine and mine.

JEHOVAH TSIDKENU.

I once was a stranger to grace and to God,

I knew not my danger, and felt not my load :
Though friends spoke in ragture of Christ on the tree,
Jehovah Tsidkenu was nothing to me.

I oft read with pleasure, to soothe or engage,

Isaiah’s wild measure and Johin's simple page ;

But e’en when they pictured the blood-sprinkled tree,
Jehovah Tsidkenu seemed nothing to me.

Like tears from the daughters of Zion that roll,

I wept when the waters went over his soul ;

Yet thought not that my sins had nailed to the tree
Jehovah Tsidkenn—'twas nothing to me.

When free grace awoke me by light from on high,
Then legal fears shook me, I trembled to die ;
No refuge, no safety in self could I see,—
Jehovah Tsidkenu my daviour must be.

My terrors all vanished before the sweet Name ;
My guilty fears banished, with boldness I camne
To drink at the fountain, life-giving and free,
Jehovah Tsidkenu is all things to me.

Jehovah Tsidkenn ! my treasure and boast,

~ Jehovah Tsidkenu! I ne'er can be lost ;

In thee I shall conquer by flood and by field !
My cable, my anchor, my breastplate and shield !

Even treading the valley, the shadow of death,
This ** watchword ” shall rally my faltering breath ;
For while from life’s fever my God sets e free,
Jehovah Tsidkenu, my death-song shall be.
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LIKE MIST ON THE MOUNTAIN.

Like mist on the mountain,
Like ships on the sea,
So swiftly the years
Of our pilgrimage flee ;
In the grave of our fathers
How soon we shall lie !
Dear children, to-day
To a Saviour fly.

How sweet are the flowerets
In April and May !
But often the frost makes
" Them wither away.

Like flowers you may fade—
Are you ready to die?
While * yet there is room ”

To a Saviour fly.

When Samuel was young,
He first knew the Lord,
He slept in His smile
And rejoiced in His word.
So most of God’s children
Are early brought nigh—
Oh, seek Him in youth,
To a Saviour fly.

Do you ask e for pleasure ?
Then lean on His breast,
For there the sin laden
And weary find rest.
In the valley of death
You will triumphing ery—
““ Tf this be called dying,
"T'is pleasant to die !”

“T AM DEBTOR.”

When this passing world is done,
When has sunk yon glaring sun,
When we stand with Christ in glory,
Looking o’er life’s finished story,
Then. Lord, shall I tully know—
Not till then—how much I owe.

When I stand before the throne
Dressed iu beauty not u,y own,
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When I see Thee as Theu art,
Love Thee with unsinning heart,
Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then—how much I owe.

When the praise of heaven I hear
Loud as thunders to the ear,
Loud as mmany waters’ noise,
Sweet as harp’s melodious voica,
Then, Lord, shall I fully know—
Not till then —bow much I owe.

Even on earth, as through a glass
Darkly, let Thy glory pass,

Make forgiveness feel so sweet,
Make Thy Spirit's help so meet.
Even on earth, Lord, make me know
Something of how much I owe.

Oft I walk beneath the cloud,

Dark as widnight's gloomy shroud ;
But, when fear is at the height,
Jesus comes, and all is light ;
Blessed Jesus ! bid me show
Doubting saints how wuch I owe,

el

JANE BOOTH,

NLY child of Alexander Booth and his wife,
Margaret Hepburn, was born at Auchmaleddie,

New Deer, Aberdeenshire. @~ Her father was an
eminent agriculturist, and in 1838 received the High-
land Society's medal for the improvement of a large
tract of waste hill land. Hc was one of the near heirs,
through his mother, of Miss Innes of Stow, who died
intestate about fifty years ago, leaving some two
millions of money. There was great excitement over
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the spoil for many years—would-be claimants rising
up in plenty ; but Mr Booth did not care to risk the
uncertainty of law by becoming one of them, and
quietly accepted the few hundreds sent him from the
estate. Miss Booth’s mother was the elder daughter of
Alexander Hepburn of Parkhill, Monquhitter, a small
estate which has belonged to the Hepburn family for
well-nigh a century and a half, and which the subject
of our sketch, as their only descendant, now inherits.
She had the misfortune to lose her mother when
barely eleven months old, and also her father when in
her thirteenth year. Never, however, was orphan
left better cared for. In each of her three remaining
roaternal uncles she found again a loving father,
and in the youngest of them (Mr Alexander Hepburn
of Parkhill) she had a guardian who not only bestowed
on her the most tender affection, but who was also to
her a genial companion and wise counsellor till his
lamented death in 1889. At the age of five years
Miss Booth was boarded in the family of the Rev.
John Hunter, U.P. Manse of Savoch. Then for
another year she had a resident governess at home;
and for the next three years she attended the Female
School in the village of New Deer, riding backwards
and forwards from Auchmaleddie. At the age of
eleven years she went to Aberdeen, and attended the
West End Academy (Dr Ferguson’s) until * The
Aberdeen Young Ladies’ Institution ” was opened by
the Rev. Robert Demaus, M.A. There she was
boarded, and there she completed her education, with
the exception of lessons from masters in Dublin while
.on visits to her uncle, Mr George Hepburn, who
resided there.  On subsequeut lengthened visits she
enjoyed mixing in the society—always in cultured and
refined circles—of that city. At the end of her last
term at school, besides standing high in English,
Miss Booth carried off the first prize in French, in
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music, and in drawing, as well as the prize offered by
Mrs Demaus for “ orderly habits.””  Unless oue little
hymn, composed while at school, Miss Booth never
wrote poetry till the spring of 1891, little over a year
ago from the time we write.  This vas done while
sitting under grief’s shadow, in the hope of cheering
the gloom. She has of late occasionally written
articles for various periodicals, and a short poem
appeared recently in “Onward and Upward,” as also
a sonnet. Our poet has just issued a volume of poems
entitled ‘“ Beyond the Shadows” (Aberdeen: John
Rae Smith). Miss Booth .evidently possesses much
versatility, a buoyant spirit, and a poetical, well
cultured, and deeply reflective mind. She has a true
relish for nature, much ease and perspicuity of expres-
sion, and a command of happy thought and imagery.

MAIDENHOOD.

Maiden, let thy ways proclaim thee
All that’s lovely, good, and true;

Birds in spring sing sweetest carol,
And how spotless every hue !

Robed with modesty so winning,
Type of spirit pure and sweet—
Royal diadem were needless
To complete thine aspect meet.

Ornaments of greater value
Suit right well thy garment's sheen,
Throwing quite a wondrous radiance
Over gentle, kindly mien.

Grace bestows this fair adornment,
Bright and lastinf——ah ! how rare—
On the spirit humbly bending
At the Golden Gate of Prayer.

MOTHERHOOD.

Mother, in the busy noontide,
Serving out the children’s bread,
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Think of how ye mould their spirits,
For both worlds they have to tread.

Ah !let every deed be golden,
Let thy words like diamonds fall ;
Living on, they’ll shine and sparkle
When thy name is lost to call.

Childish arms around thee twining,
Cheeks to thine so fondly prest.

Happy laughter in the gloaming—
Could there be much sweeter rest ?

Mother, early teaching spreadeth
Weal or woe where man hath trod ;

O ! lead hearts to thee entrusted
Onward, upward unto God.

A VISION OF VICTORY.

O, stricken sore and deeply wounded, Lord,
I laid me down to weep,

And oft I prayed, between each pang of sword
That wouldst me ever keep.

All day an Angel had been hovering round,
On soft and gentle wing,

And in her hand she bore sweet blossoms, bound
With bright and golden ring.

Faint were my visions of her in the dim,
Grey dawn of early morn,

Bat as light clearer grew I knew within
Why these white flowers were borune.

With spirit calmer grown, I dared to gaze
Into the depths of light,

Enfolded in her robe of lustrous grace—
A robe of beauty bright.

Slowly mine eyes beheld the flowers fair
Unfold in shape of crown,

And o’er me came assurance—wondrour, rare—
Unknown ere I lay down.

Methought an accent tender o’er me stole
To hid the conflict cease ;

Then crownéd was my heart and tiréd soul
With peace—the sweetest peace,

91
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Ah ! then, and only then, it dawned on me.
This white-robed visitant

Must he an Angel come with Victory
To sting of death supplant.

But ever and anon sleep closed mine eyes ;
I could not always watch,

Or even pray, for just as daylight dies
At time we fail to eatch,

So sleep and waking ended unperceived,
Till, in the sunset glow,

This Angel floated downward, and relieved
With kiss she did bestow.

Refreshed, renewed, e’en with the evening’s breath
No painful throbi)ing now ;
Fled—fled like gentle dew—the sleep of death,
. All crownéd was my brow !

1 felt encompassed all about with strength,
And willingness within,

To die or live, if so I might at length
Go Home to be with Him.

O, come lye visions bright of Faith and Light,
Come in angelic form, .

And chase away the gloom and fear of Night
From human hearts forlorn.

SONNET—“UNTO THE PERFECT DAY.”

There is no royal road to joy on earth ;
His hand invisible doth interpose
To stop our cherished plans. He only knows
The training meedful from our birth to death—
For schooling lasts through life till latest breath—
And few escape a heartache 'midst its throes.
It onward, onward flows, like running stream,
Q’er all unconsciously till, as a dream,
It dawns on weary hearts at evening’s close.
Indelibly within in wondrous wealth
Are lessons of life’s various stages fixed ;
And as these treasure-stores can ne’er be lost,
Let us take heed of what we love the moat,
That loveliness of soul be ours unmixed.
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THE SWALLOW.

O swallow, ekimming, curving
Across the sullen sky,

Ye slant and dart in mounting,
And then swoop down just nigh.

The rain came rushing downward
All through the day and night,

With stormy gusts‘unnumbered,
Ere time for swallows’ flight.

In window, grey nests hollow,
All snugly lined and trim,

Were dashed to ground ; O swallow,
Thy glory now how dim,

Thy black and white wee ﬂedglinga
y scattered on the ground,
The bonnie little pledglings,
Not half of them were found.

The little creatures, helpless,
Were cold, or drenched, or dead ;
Some few were all but lifeless,
The rest we warmed and fed.

The birdies’ chirp on morrow
Well thanked us for our care ;
Forgetful of past sorrow,
Away they flew in air.

Good mothers, building neatly
Anew the fallen nests,
Rglioiced while working fleetly
'o find sweet little guests.

O bright and hopeful swallow !
We well nay watch thy flight,
Tth promgt, kinid ways to follow
n turning wrong to right.

O swallow, skimming swallow !
Across the azure sky,

Ye dart o'er hill and gollow,
And gladly mount up high.

93
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" THE SNOWDROP,

What purer or more lovely thing is found

Than fragile snowdrop peeping through the ground ?
It tells us of decay but not of death,

For here it blooms again with Spring’s first breath.

And s0, although we had no surer hold

Of life beyond the grave than flowers unfold,
They yet would give us hope, 'mid winter's rime,
Of never-ending bliss in fairer clime,

Then make my garden gay with Christmas rose—
*Twill bloom and bloom again through freezing snows ;
But oh, the snowdrop ! plant the snowdrop bright

All o’er my grave to cheer the lone dark night.

Perchance some grief-worn pilgrim passing by
May spy the drooping flower of shy sweet eye,
And o’er its vernal bloom will muse apart,
Till blesséd hope illume his weary heart.

Ah, then, what lovelier thing can e'er be found
Than this frail blossom springing from the ground ?
It points us upward—far away from earth—

An emblem fair of resurrection birth.

i .y

PETER ANDERSON,

BROTHER of the late gifted writer, Mr Basil R.
Anderson, noticed in our Sixth Series, was

born in 1864. Details of the early life of the family
are given in the sketch of Basil’s career. Having
attended school in Shetland and in Edinburgh, Peter
was apprenticed to a firm of drapers in the latter
city, and, after filling several situations there, he
was, when about twenty years of age, placed in charge
of a co-operative drapery shop in Montrose, in which
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town he still resides. Our poet has always been fond
of verse-making. He informs us that he *first tried
writing verse shortly after leaving school, for we were
quite a rhyming circle at home Basil and Andrew,
who are gone, and my oldest brother, William, all
tried their hands at it —Basil alone succeeded.” The
following, however, will show that Peter’s poetry is
neat and musical, as well as tkoughtful and reflective.

CLOUD AND CALM.

The gatherinyg clouds, like curtains drawn
Athwart the heavenly blue,
Are thick and black, and grim as death,
That bears the objects of our faith
For ever from our view.

The clonds that gather round the soul,
And dim its vision keen,
Are lowering as the clouds above,
Obscuring all the sky of love,
And nothing is serene.

From where titanic darkness broods
A flash of light has sped ;

The thunderbolt has rent the air,

The cloude are writhing in despair,
And floods of tears are shed.

A little rift between the clouds—
A little rift of blue—
And then a wide expanse of sky,
And storm and cloud are quickly by,
And placid is the view.

MOTHER.

O for a touch of thy soft hand,
: O for a look of love,
O for the gentle, quiet command,
When [ did wayward rove.

The pleading tones, the melting voice
Are now no longer heard,

No longer does my soul rejoice
At thy approving word.
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‘When wearied or when sick at heart,
No solace now I find,

Ah ! nothing but an aching smart,
No loving kindred mind.

Oh ! give me back the days of youth,
The days when at thy knee

In full sincerity and truth
I worshipped God and thee.

THE ENGAGEMENT RING.

Around the tendrils of my heart
Thou art entwined—

More than the majesty of art
Thou art enshrined ;

Through coming years we cannot part—
One hope—one mind.

Far from the strife of busy men,
Mutually blest,

By murmuring stream or silent glen
There let us rest—

Beneath the stars and angels’ ken,
Lip to lip prest.

This token of & mutual vow
Wear for my sake,

The golden loop of love I trow
Can never break ;

The pearly tear, the ruby glow,
Speak of love awake !

-

ANDREW STEWART.

UR readers will hail with sincere pleasure the
appearance of the gifted and genial editor

of the People's Friend *“ amang the poets.” He is the
“literary father ” of many of the best known of the
recent and present-day writers of poetry. It has been
‘serted that more MSS pass through his hands for
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consideration than those of any other Scotch editor,
and that he, with much reluctance, is compelled to
reject every week more matter than would fill half-a-
dozen issues of his universally popular miscellany of
entertaining and instructive literature, and it has
been computed that the poetical contributions he
officially deals with in the course of a year would, if
published in volume form, weigh close on a hundred-
weight. Who, then, can know better the strength—
numerical and otherwise—of the great army of Scot-
tish poets ?

Before speaking of Mr Stewart as a poet and prose-
writer, let us give a few biographical details, for which
we are to a great extent indebted to a sketch in a
recent issue of the British Workman, as well as to the
Seottish Pulpit. From these articles we learn that he
was born in the Gallowgate, Glasgow, in 1842. The
most distinctly formative influence in his early years—
for he is almost entirely self-taught in all he knows,
and has been u most omnivorous reader—was attend-
ance at the Spoutmouth Bible Institute.  This
Ingtitute was started in a very humble way as a
Sunday class, and developed into a power for good
over the youth of the East End of Glasgow, with its
week-night classes, where the young men could
improve themselves on all subjects, from arithmetic
to the classics. The instruction which Stewart here
received on Sabbath evenings deepened and elevated
his spiritual nature, while the Mutual Improvement
Class helped him on in his literary studies—all his
essays showing that he had literary taste and talent.
The botany and chemistry classes mixed instruction
with recreation. This place, indeed, was a school to
him, and its members his schoolmates. His first
employment was in feeding a paper-ruling machine
with Messrs Lumsden. He next served a regular
apprenticeship to paper-ruling in M‘Corquodale’s
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warehouse. It is said that during this period, like
Livingstone at Blantyre, he had his book attached to
the paper-ruling machine under his charge, so that he
could glance at it during his work. His evenings he
made the most of in the way of self culture. He
was next appointed foreman paper-ruler to Messrs W.
Collins & Sons, and while in their employment he
took a leading part in conducting a manuscript
magazine.

While Mr Stewart kept himself up in all that was
going, he had misgivings that he might be wasting
and frittering away his time ; but after his appoint-
ment as sub-editor of the Friend, at the close of 1869,
he found that he had received the very training which
fitted him for the post. Mr Stewart had been a
frequent contributor to the People’'s Journal, of which
the Friend is an offshoot, writing verses, humorous
sketches, and being several times successful in the
Christinas story competition. Mr Leng, the pro-
prietor, ever ready to discover and encourage real
merit, invited Mr Stewart to Dundee as sub-editor to the
Friend OnMr Pae’s death in 1884 he succeeded to the
editorial chair, and has contributed to the Friend
serial tales, music, a series of papers on hypnotism,
holiday papers on his trips to Norway and Orkney,
on parlour magic, and a host of other subjects. His
career has been a very prosperous one as editor and
compiler. He has written many interesting serial
tales, and his published works include *‘The Sport of
Fortune,” “ Wandering Willie,” “ the Heir of Gryffe,”
&c. His attractively written and universally popular
hand-books include *‘ The Scottish Cookery Book,” and
“The Thrifty Housewife "—the former now in its
40th thousand ; a most unique and valuable collection
of ancient and modern nursery rhymes, entitled ““Sangs
for the Bairns,” for many of which he has written

‘es; also, four volumes of *“Scottish Readings,” a
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delightful selection of humorous and pathetic pieces,
prized not only around “the ingle neuk,” but also in
public assemblies. Most people would think that this
alone was sufficient literary work for a mind that has
the heavy and responsible duty of editing and writing
for one of the most widely read magazines of the
present day. But these are only, in a sense, & portion
of the results of his *leisure thoughts.” Mr Stewart
is also an active worker amongst the young. He
knows well the power of the light, the warmth, and
life which the children love, and this is proved by the
fact that for thirteen years he was chairman of a
Children’s Church in Dundee. His occasional
Wildflower Competitions and Exhibitions in aid of
Sick Children’s Hospitals have been the means of
gladdening many a stricken heart. Indeed, it has
been said “that hundreds of helpless children in the
great hospitals of Scotland know the broad humani-
tarianism of the Editor of the Friend, and from many
a little cot in these institutions lisping prayers of
gratitude ascend beyond the stars for Andrew Stewart.”
For three years he conducted his minister’s Bible class,
but had to give up this congenial labour on account
of the strain it involved. Our versatile poet also
occasionally appears as a lecturer, public reuder,
magical and ventriloquial entertainer, and has for a
number of years been often in demand by the officials
of Sunday Schools, mutual improvement societies,
young wen’s Christian association meetings, and others.
It is thus quite apparent that Mr Stewart’s life is a
many-sided and industrious one, and all know that he
wields his editorial power with a due knowledge of the
fact that he is doing so for the wellbeing, instruction,
and entertainment of his almost countless readers.
“There is no man,” says the Seottish Pulpit, ¢ within
the British Isles who has a higher and nobler concep-
tion of his duties than Mr Stewart, and the most fasti-
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dious moralist has never been able to say that a single
line has appeared in the Friend that could not be read
by the mother to daughter or son.” He feels his
editorial duties to be a great trust, and says that, ¢ with
God's help, I try to make the paper, as far as I can, a
beneficial influence with the people.” And so popular
and widely-influential has it become that it is acknow-
ledged as the outlet for much that is brightest and
freshest in the modern Scottish mind in every depart-
ment of literature.

Mr Stewart’s gifts of head and heart are manifested
in his poetry, even though it is now a quarter of a
century since he gave up * verse-making.” The gift
he holds in light esteem—=so far as he is personally
concerned—for he has always been anxious to be worthy
of being known as a good editor rather than a bad poet.
All the pieces he has written were, we are told, * jerked
off,” as Artemus Ward would say, ‘‘in the bright
Lexington of youth.” The selections we give are from
a manuscript collection which Mr Stewart still pre-
serves, and which at wide intervals, he tells us, he
takes ““a glance at to remind me of youthful follies in
the way of rhyme, and to keep me humble, by showing
me what I have been guilty of perpetrating.” The
reader, however, will readily allow that the following
have the ring of the pure metal, and are full of reflec-
tive earnestness, true sympathy, and heart-reaching
geniality. They happily combine picture with melody ;
the thought contained in them is graceful, and is
expressed with neatness and suggestiveness.

SEE THE PROUD SHIP,

See the proud ship for the broad ocean bounding,
See how she parts the wave, cleaving her way,
Hark to the cheers from each gallaut tar sounding,
Leaving their native land, happy and gay.

Swift through the surging foam,
Far from each happy home,
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Wild waves may ewell and roar, lond winds may blow,
What care old Neptune's sons
While taut the good -ship sitne ?

Tempests may plongh thedeep, o.vud-th
Chmlly. merrily, cheerily, merrily,
Cheerily, merrily, onum{ they go. -

Abraad on the ocean the harricanes howling,
Adrift on the acean, forsaken, alone,
Seething waves sweep the deck, drenuhim: each manly breast,
See how she plunges—her mnin-mut is gope !
ar through the surging wreath
ms the dark sea of death.

Waell may each strong heart heat hopeless and eold ;
Strive while one breath remains—
Life's-sweet. when won with pninl.

See how the water fast gmm in her hold !

Wearily, wearily, sadly. and wear
Sinks every heart as it thinks of. tlu hold.

Grouped in despair at their dark doom impending.
Hope fills each breast and illumes-their sad day—
*Tis & aail ! Oh, what joy, as from heaven descending,
Bearing—oh, welcome wight !—right in tlnir way.
Seen through the misty storm
Hailed is that welcome form—
Once on her deck all their dngcn are o'er;
.ppy tbo’ull-tbc tale
fierce storm and gale
To the loved mﬂv in the oid house nn shore,
y, merrily, cheerily, merrily,
Tell they the tale to the ioved omes on shore,

LINES ON THE SPARROW,

Thon art welcome, little sparrow, to the crumbs u?on the sill,
And to peck the little dainties with thy horn lit. bill ;
There is rlenty here thy hunger to satisfy and fill,

Then welcome, little sparrow, to the crumbs upon the sill,

The morning sun is shining on the dewy fields so green,

I hear his nons{ chatter, though himself remains unseen ;

Now he's hopping at my window ere the shepherd's on the hill,
Thrice welcome, little sparrow, to the crumbs upon the sill.

See the perky cunning twinkle of his roguish little eye,

See him watch the rapid motions of the less buzzin

See him bathing in the sunshine, 'mong the waters of tge rill
Come, woleome, lmlo sparrow, to the crumbs upon tke sill.
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Thy chirping eannot equal the grand music of the thrash

As he chants his mellow Jove-lays in green and-shady bush,
Yet it sounds in thy mate’s ears with & sweet, delicious trill,
Then welcome, littlé sparrow, to thé crumbs upon the sill, -

Little arab of the city, hanted native of the air,

In the works of thy Creator thou performest still thy share,
With the brightest bird of plumage, for they all display His skill,
Then welcome, little sparrow, to the crumbs upon thc”h;i‘!l_;' .

THE BOTANIST'S SONG.

* T'll to the fields away,
Each flower hath charms fer me,

Fair Nature in her own array,

How beantiful to see ! )
We'll search the glen's deep gloom,

And climb each rock sv gray,
We know where flowerets love to bloom—

""Come to the fields away.

* +  Haste away, haste away,
"~ Come to the fields away.

The lark is soaring high,
How sweet to hear hiwm sing,
Up like a speck in the blue sky,
Yet clear his wild notes ring..
The bee goes humming by,” :
The lambkins are at pla{.
We hear the cuckoo’s lonely cry—
Come to the fields away.
Haste away, haste away,
Come to the fields away.

The pure and balmy air
. Inapires both’heart and mind, .
The sweet scent of the new-mown hay
. Is borne upon the wind ; o
We seek the leafy glade,
And through its shadows stray,
‘See beauty in each flower and blade—
Come to the fields away. i
Haste away, haste away, - * :
Come to the fields sway.

- Then leave the city’s throng; -
Tts false delights are vain,
While Nature's joys are pure and strong,
And bring not grief or pain.
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Health glows npon each cheek
As thus we pass thn.da{. .
What nobler pleasure could we seek 1—
Come to the fields away.
Haste away, haste away,
. Come to the fields away.

HEART GOES OUT TO THEE

Oh, for one hopeful whisper,
One reassuring tone, _

From yonder land of sunshine,
Where Willie, dear, has gone.

Ar swallows leave the winter -
For summer o’er the sea,

So fondly still, my own love,
My heart goes out to thee.

Can time o short in days, dear,
So long from love and thee,
Have severed ties so tender '—
Oh, that can never be ; -
For life were nonght to me, dear,
When faith in thee departs,
And broken vows can only
To me mean broken hearts.

But hope shall ne’er desert me,
And faith will ne’er betray,

True love shall still sustain me
While thou art far away.

As laden with sweet nectar
Home hies the laden bee,

So with true tender thoughts, love,

My heart goes out to thee.

iz
i
o

st

e

103



104 MODERN SOOTTISH PORTS.

RONALD CAMPBELL MACFIE,

UTHOR of a vélume of poems-entitled “Granite

»& Dust” (London : Kegan Paul; Trench, Trubner,
& Co.) was born in 1867. He was educated at private
scheols in Aberdeen and at “ The Nest,” Jedburgh.
In 1887 he graduated M.A. at Aberdeeu; and at pre-
sent (1892) he is studying medicine in that city. Mr
Macfie, who has fine litérary thstes, was one of the
editors of the College Magazine (* Alma Mater ”), was
President of the University Literary Soeiety, and has
been twice ‘“M.R.C.S.” (Member of the Students’
Representative Council). He is an occasional contri-
butor of verse in the columns of Zhe Academy,
Harper's Monthly, &c.  Referring to “Mr Macfic’s
volume, the dberdeen Free Press said—¢ This makes
the ‘third volume of verse published by Aberdeen
University students within a few years. First came
the ‘clevet ‘Tatters from a Student’s Gown,” by Mr
Anthony Mitchell, M.A.; then within the past few
weeks ¢ Protomantis,’ a goodly volume, by Mr Lewis
Grant, isswed by Mr Gardmer, Paisley; and now Mr
Macfie's book.” Mr Macfie's poetry—which is mostly
of a serious and reflective natare —is characterised by
graceful fancy and smooth and flowing -versification.
His lyrics are deeply tender in spirit, he always writes
with-warmth and enthusiasm, ang his muse, altogether,
shows natural talent and chaste apd careful execution.

GOD'S HIGHER EDUCATION,

As sunshine in the ,mlng hours,
Or pelting of an April rain,

Developeth the folded flowers
And ripeneth the tender grain,

So He developeth thy mind
So openeth thy folded heart ;
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By patient sun . and rain and wind
Pemudinu leaf:and leaf apart.

. . . .

The thoucht of other souls will fall
With pregnant influence og thine ;
And on thy. leaves and petals all
The light of holy lives will ehime.

And Lon will fan thee evermore
With breezes from the South ;
And Death will thrill thee to the cove,
Kissing thee with an icy mouth,

L. . . .

Like lil -Ilom. lik‘ golden grain

May th ’ Iy.hm r ve nw kuow the .tnlo.
The fever he pain

¢This strange diuau ol medern life.’

vex thy. soul with dhmw:
alt passizely as flowers do.
With every morning will.be.se
The lﬂnr sunbeams and t.ho dew.

Turn thy soul-chalice to the light,
To the infinite blue aboye ;

‘And God will make it fair and white
And overbrim it with His love,

And they who watch thy soul increase,
W{ltl. luve; g;otlv whl:a and stroag and broad,
v eel a oly peace,
nux-.o from thoy heart of God.

. . L.

Not knowledge only, and book lore
Will make thy spirit wise and good ;
Gad's eh.nfofn summer more and more
Moust realise thy. womanhood.

And in the aatumn-time of duth
When God: doth make.thine iuounco wise,
And takes from thee shy futile breath
And gives thee spiritual eyes ;
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'.l‘hen thon -lnlt find th 'rel( alone

A naked soul of knowledge bare ;

For of it all eanst ouly own

What in thyself is good and fair,

“"WE WAIL,

We wail that the sky is grey
And the silence wearily lang,

The angels answer and say—
*The God of, yonr souls is strong. -

. Darkness hideth a day :
" 8ileuce husheth a song.”

We wall that our works uuy die
And onrsowing labour be vain,
The angels anawetiniery—
‘ God, who rules the rain
. ‘And hangs the sun on high,
Will surely tend the grain.”

We wail we are weak of wing :
That God is hard to find.
The angels answering sing—
*“ Ah ! yon are deaf and blind.
God is in everything !
In und thro’ and behind.”

- FATE.

Spinmm.'. spinning, spinning,
She plieth her-ancient-loown ;
Here.  silver beginning ;
There, a sable doom.
The woof is shadaw andsun ;
: N Theiwarp, iﬂlﬂil'y and gloiom.
inning, spinning, spinning—
P Look how the shuttles run.

Spinnmg, npinnmsz. lpinninc.
She fingers the coloured thread
And here a soul is winning;
There a soul is dead.
She mingles peace and strife :
She ravels white and red.
Spinning, oginning, nning,
Webs of human lit
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Spinning lpimingf‘lpinmng,
h song,
SnGerIng and sinning,
.. Wills that are weak and strong.
‘We think she worketh wrong.
She seemeth old and blind ?
Yet the web she is spinning
God Himself designed.

IN THE WHITE FUTURE,

Tn the white future, in the coming years,
We will forget our sorrow and our woe :
We will forget these death-extorted tears,
Above yon Jnn grave the turf will grow,
And ﬂowen hide the failures and the fears
Of long ago.

In the white future, in the unborn day
Warm winds will steal the clouds that hido the sun,
Over the rn(nn roughening our ways,
Lichen in green luxuriance will run,
And mewmory will only sing the praise
Of battles won.

In the dim future, when the spray is blown
From the near Jordan in our hair and eyes,
Shadows will show the stars that have been strewn
Over blue heaven, till we realize
How there are things invisible, unknown,
Beyond the skies,

e o

GEORGE GILFILLAN.

AY Gilfillan’s grave,” wrote Buchanan on one

occasion, “be somewhere on the slopes of
Parnassus, if only for the sake of those poets whom
his praise made happy, and whom his hand was ever
ready to belpon!”  Gilfillan was ever prompt in his
appreciation, and cheered and belped forward many

{3
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who, as David Macrae says in his ‘¢ Anecdotes
and Reminiscences ” (Glasgow : Morison Brothers),
“though they never rose to fame, yet found through
him the courage and the opportunity to give the world
their best.” His strong and generous hand first
cleared the way for youthful and struggling genius,
and for not a few of our most earnest and aspiring
souls when they were in danger of ‘being lost through
discourngement and neglect. In many a home of
modest worth -Gilfillan will long be held in tender and
grateful memory as one who spoke the first words of
encouragement and opened the windows of hope.
And it was he who suggested to us the extension
of our present work beyond the limits of the first
volume of *One Hundred Modern Scottish Poets.”
For these reasons, thercfore, and on account of the
beauties of the blank verse in his poeni “Night,” and
the poetic feeling in his * Bards of the Bible,” * British
Poets,” “ Literary Portraits,” ** Remoter Stars,” and
other works, *“ Modern Scottish Poets ”’ ought not to
be brought to an end without this grateful remem-
brance.  His lectures and sermons were indeed prose
poems—imagery poured from his lips in torrents, and
his imagination was almost without limit. As Mr
Macrae says—** Like David of old, who pressed into
the service of the Most High not only the harp of
Zion but the trumpet of war, Gilfillan brought tribute
from every realm of thought—from poetry, philosophy,
history, and science.- ‘He anointed Literature and
Art with consecrated oil, and sent them forth as the
accredited messengers of Christinnity.’ His passion
was poetry. He revelled in the Psalms ; he gloried in
the imagery of the Prophets. Hedelighted to lectute
on the great pocts, and often enriched his sermons
with choice quotations.”

A poct’s heart beat in his breast, and his pen moved
with a spirit native to itself ; even where a blot was
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left something iridescent gleamed from it. “ These

” says Deas Cromarty in a recent article on
Gilfillan’s ¢ Christian Heroes,” “did ‘more than any
writings to secure the espousnls of religion and letters,
We Liave seen the bridal; the results are multiplying
in rich variety. Let us keep in mind those by whom
the union was effected. Without Gilfillan we had not
enjoyed some of the most striking und beautiful
literature of our own day.”

- %] always considered it an honour to be recognised
by him as a friend,” said Sheriff Campbell Smith in
one of his lectures, *“a piece of good fortune to listen to
the outpourings, of his vast knowledge of men and
books. Often and often have I talked with him and
heard him talk, his discourse shooting up sometimes
to heights of eloqueuce never reached by any other
talker in my hearing.” His imperfections, such as they
were, due to his constitutional impulsiveness, to the
irrepressible temperament of an orator and a poet, lay
on the surface of his manhood, and entirely on the
surface, Nature had endowed him with the mental
equipement of an orator, a critic, and a poet—high
talents rare in themselves, still rarcr in combination—
and it had gifted him with that invaluable but terrible
fountain of energy—the impulsive pootic temperament
attaching to that rare gift.

It is much to be regretted that as yet no biography
of George Gilfillan has been given to the world, at
least nothing worthy of the high place he filled as a -
litterateur, of his geninl character and many gifts, of
his pulpit and platform appearances, of his home-life
—nothing so instructive and vivid as might well have
been expected. Drawing farther on the volume by
Mr Macrae—in whose hands an extended biography
would have received justice and been written with
attractive vigour and grace—we learn from a most
concise chronological outline of our bard's life and
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lltgmry work that he was born at .Comrie, Perthshire,
in 1813, his father being. Secession minister there,
George, was the eleventh of twelve children. . His
motlner, Rachel Barlas, was a daughter of the S Seces-
sion minister at Crieff, and, on account of her great
beauty, was often spoken of ag The .Star of. the
North.” = The subject of our sketch began his college
career at Glns«row in his thirteenth yecar—his fellow-
students bemnr Archbishop Tait, Dr Eadie, and
Dr Hanna. When his father died, in 1826, Gilfillan
said—“I have.lost in one day my father and my
childhood.” "Tn 1830 he started his theological course
in Glasgow, and continued jt in Edinburgh, where he
attended the lectures of Professor Wilson, and engaged
in private teaching for his own, snupport, and had
charge for a time of a City Mission in Cross Causeway.
In 1835 he was licensed by the Edinburgh Presbytery,
and soon after reccived a call to Comrie, which he
declined. In the following year, and when he had
reached the age of t\\eutyathree, he was ordained in
Dundee as pastor of George Chapel (School Wynd).
It has been well said that, as a preacher and citizen,
“of all the dead no man lives so- vividly in the
mewmories of the people of Dundee as their own
beloved —GEoRGE.”  In the course of an exhaustive
notice of the “ Reminiscences ” by his gifted successor,
the Dundee Advertiser said—* The young of this
generation cannot remember him, but to their fathers
and mothers he is still a strong persounality, the
impression of whose varied powers and characteristics
will endure with them till they also pass away. Grand,
rugged, solitary, standing aloof from, yet in tenderest
sy mpathy with, the multitude, he was not unlike the
hills that surround his birthplace, which awe .the
spectator. at a distance, yet welcome those who
approach them closely, and lift them_ up to altitudes
‘f_t'eu gilded with. glorioug sunshine, and presenting
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views of poetic, loveliness. Built of larger mould,
strung with keencr sensibilities, at once more massive
and more mteuse, he walked head and shoulders aboye
the great majority around him.”

Mr Gilfillan’s first publication—* Five Discourses ”
—saw the light in 1839 ; and the first * gallery™ of
his * Literary Portraits” (which had begunin the
Dumfries Herald in 1843) was publlshcg in' 1845.
This work at once cstablished his reputation in litera-
ture. .The sccond and third parts of these por-
traits ” were published respectively in 1849 and 1854.
No book of its time did more to quicken, especially in
young Scotchmen, the love of literature, and opén’
their cyes to the glory of Shelley, Wordsworth, Byron,
and even their own Burns. ‘¢ Bards of the Bible Y—
which' proved very popular, and went through six
cditions—appeared in 1850, Professor Blackic describ-
ing the concluding chapters as “one of the most
splendid pieces of writing he had cver read.” This
was followed (1852) by “Martyrs, Herocs, and
Bards of the Scottish Covenant”; and in the following
year “ Nicholl’s Edition of the British Pocts” (wluch
was edited by Gilfillan) was begun, the whole series—-
extending to forty-cight volumes—bemg complcted in
1860. His *“History of a Man ” was published in 1856 ;
and “ Christianity and our Era” (1857),in which he
attacked Carlyle and other leaders of thought, ¢ost
him “Sartor’s” friendship. With the exception of
two volumes of sermons, nothing further appeared
until 1867, when Jackson, Walford & Hodder issued.
“ Night: 2 Poem in Nine Books,” from which we
give several extracts. Emerson regarded this book as
Gilfillan’s greatest achicvement. In the same year, in
“ Remoter Stars, a Gallery of Uncelebrated Divines,™
he embalmed his recollections of his own father.
*Modern Christian Heroes,” to which was appended o
lecture on liberty of conscience, urging creed reform,
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appeared in 1869, and caused a great flutter in certain
circlas, with the result that, in the following year, at
the instigation of the Edinburgh Presbytery, Gilfillan
was dealt with by the Dundee Presbytery on the
ground of alleged heresy. His “Life of Sir Walter
Scott,” in 1870, was followed, in 1873, by that of Dr
William Anderson. In 1876 his * National Burns ”
was commenced in parts, and although the work was
all written and revised, he did not witness the consum-
nation of his labours, as the publication was not com-
pleted till after his death, Almost at the end of his
busy life—in the year beforo his demise—Gilfillan was
presented with a testimonial of £1000 by his many
friends and admirers. . '

Mr Macrae thus sums up the details of his last days
and sudden call :—* The year 1878 found Gilfillan in
the full tide of his work, preaching, lecturing, writing.
His interest in theological reform had never been so
keen ; his resolution. to face all peril in the way of its
accomplishment had never been so strong. But the
end was near, though no one dreamt'of it. Sunday the
11th of August was the last Sunday of his life. No
cloud was visible in the blue sky. Though Mrs
Gilfillan had observed some symptoms that gave her
uneasiness, he seemed, to others, in his usual health,
He preached that Sunday with his wonted vigour, But
it seemed afterwards as if some vaguc premonition of
approaching death had led to the choice of his subject
“Man cometh forth as a flower and is cut down; he
fleeth also as a shadow and continueth not.” In the
course of his sermon he spoke of sudden death, specify-
ing as one cause of it discase of tke heart—the veny
malady that was, within forty hours of the moment
when he was speaking, to number himself with the
dead. He closed with un earnest admonition to all so
to live that when death came whether slowly or
swiftly they might adjust their mautle ere they fell
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and say, as Christ said, *Father, into thy hands I
commend my spirit.” After the . benediction, the
organist played the Dead March, and with the strains
of it in his ears, Gilfillan left the pulpit that had been
his throne for forty years, and from which the thun-
ders of his eloquence had so often pealed, to enter it
again no more. The people disperssd quietly, im-

ressed by the solemn discourse to which they had
listened, but little dreaming that Gilfillan had been
preaching his own funeral sermon, and they were never
to hear his voice agpin. On the following day he
went to Brechin with Mrs Gilfillan to the house of a
nephev, intending on the Tuesday to go to the
marriage of a niece at Arnhall, near Edzell, where his
own marriage had taken place forty-two years before.
After a happy evening, elosing with family worship, he
retired to rest. During the early moring he awoke
suffering severe pain. Mrs Gilfillan saw a great
change coming over him ; aroused the household and
got a doctor with all speed. But hisend was evidently
near, and he himself feltit.  “ Doctor,” he said, “am
I dying?” The doctor gave him to understand that it
was so. Gilfillan said, “ God's will be done,” and soon
after breathed his last. ¢ The sun,” adds Mr Macrae,
“rose over the hills on that Tuesday morning the 13th
of August, 1878, and shone on Brechin and the pleas-
ant valley of the Esk, and glanced on the fair river,
and looked upon the windows of that house, but the
blinds were drawn, and George Gilfillan lay dead
within.”

OUR FATHERS HOUSE.

How sweet to sge our long-forgotten thoughts,
Pure dreams—bright vitiom;—urlutiomigb—

Revived and red in living light ;
To see our pasy spread out like a great map,
And mark the plan of God guiding it all,
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So that though a way-faring man and fool, .
We have not erred but-reached our Father's house,
To meet.onr enemies as well as friends,

And take their hands for the tirat time in heaven ;
And wioﬁ for tears all long since wiped away,
To empty ont our feelings when we thin

We inﬁtrod. them 8o much in judgment once,
Nor did them justice till they need it not ;

To meet with famous men once great on earth,
Now greater humbler on the plains of heaven ;-
To meet old Socrates and Plato sage,

Who from their towering but snow-envered peaks,
Saw Chrint's day from afar off, and were glad,

To see the galaxy of ancient seers :

Elijah and Elisha met again ;

Moses anid Aaron sat on deathless hills ;

David and Jonathan once more like twins,
Exchanging hearts, recalling wemories ;

And lo ! in threefold cord infrangible,

Klihu, Joh, and Eliphaz entwined ;

Isaiah his dire death and sufferings

Forgot, with his old foe Manasseh walks,

With tearless Jeremiah too beside ;

And meet with Malachi—last of his race—

‘Who came to curse, but who remains to bless ;
And see in wond’rous paradox of love,

Peter and Paul, like children hand in hand,

Pass ; and without one pang of envy see

John leaning still upon his Saviour’s breast,

Like Mercury on bosom of the Sun !

ELIJAH'S CAR.

Now let us mount Elijah’s car of flame
And see the universe as he it saw—
Between him and Elisha bursts the blaze,
He leaps into his seat—his mantle falls,

"He takes the reins with hands that burn as bright,
And if they tremhle 'tiz with conscious power, .
Like king who grasps his sceptre—chief his sword !
The wilderness is left, the Jordan shrinks
Into a rill—its foam seen—voice unheard,

Elisha's face, lightened with glory, looks

One moment upwards, dwindles, and is gone.
Southward o'er Sinai swee;‘\: the meteor strange,
Gilding its heights—as with some relict fire

Of that great morning when God’s feet, like brass,
Shone through the thunder darkness—pillars stern,
Like those which prop the steadfast copeof hell! -
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The moon appears aboye tl:; ]
Broadens into a strange. an bti;glrd world, -7 *-
Like wrinkJed brow of the mait aged damned, -
While jow beneath it shines 4 inottled earth ;

Till both are past, and the great sun draw# near
Like God’s own fiery chariot in the sky. "~ - *

And he who erat on Carmel stood alone, —

Had once olid Horeb for his pedestal, *

For moggnta;y footstool has the sun ! ;
Nay, spiifding it, resuines his I‘l?ld way. "

Stars flit and fall as he pursues his path ;

Rushing to meet him, ree vast streams of suns
Come 80*=a0 viihish—like sheet-lightning glares
Flashing through night aronnd the traveller ;-
Then a wide ocean of essential light,

Then a great darkness, horrid and forlorn,
Appears, thrbugh which his chariot and his eye
Plough on, like kindred fires, their fearless path ;
Till now, like'mountains in the morning beaw,
Appear the gateways of God’s city high;
Millious-of ahgels, sailing ronnd like clonds,
And 'mid them mingling, this celestial car’
Carries Elijah up and in—when lo!

Krom the deep shrine of the Unspeakable,

The very heart of heaven, conies a smile,

And with the smile a voice, and these the words
Which drop in music on the prophet’s ear—

¢ Welcome, thou faithful servant of thy God,
Here are thy kindred—here thy heritage,

Here, eagle of the earth, on glory Y:’ey.
And share the joy for ever of thy Lord.”

THOUGHTS IN LINCDUDEN ' ABBEY.-

Again, our evening’s meditation turns -

Nor upon God, but on God-gifted man :

T'hus to Lincluden’s Abbey once we walked,

In the wild twilight of a burning day,

Wish one, a poet_of the truest grain, :
Who erst on Acksbeck’s Mount stood by the Fiend,
And probed the sultry secrets of his heart.
Autumn had barely touch'd the summer’s brow
‘With one cool finger of her matrcn hand;

The sky was clear and burnished in its depth, :
‘While here and there an early atar g’eeped through,
Perplexed and bashful in her solitude.

All in the vale was silent, save the Nith,

Singing, we thought, somne *“‘owreturn” from her bard,

Her long-since dead Lut unforgotten Burns ; :
Her voice now *‘crooning,” in a lowly tone, -

aste--is neared—
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The old lament upon ‘' Drummoesie Maor,”
Now blithely btukinﬁntu ¢ Auld Lang Syne ;"
Now, as it met some bold and battling rock,
RuJ;Ing out * Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled ;*
And now, as the lone Abbey drew anear,
Moaning some unintelligible dirge,

- Like the ** Bard's Elgy " by river sung ;

And then, the river left, the ruin rose, -

The same as when the form of Libort{ i
Agpurocl, and dauntless met his kindling eye ;
The while the fox was howling on the hill,
And the dim distant echo gave reply.

We entered with hushed hearts the ruined fane—
When, lo ! as if with sudden h a torch
Some spirit of the night had lifted up,

To show us all the secrets of the pile,

The full large yellow moon of harvest rose,
And filled the otiel window with her form,
And poured a soft and roftening smile around
Often we thought the poet's troubled soul

Has held a tryste here with that lovely moon,
And oft his sad eye has been snothed by her's ;
Till, as he turned his ling’ring footateps home,
Came rnshing back the joys of early youth,
And he his poverty and woe forgot,

And was again the happy boy of Doon,

In hand the sickle, on his lips the song,

And in his heart the first pure gush of love.

THE ELOQUENCE OF EVENING,

Eve, everlasting nutumn of the year !

KEve, everlasting Sabbath of the day !

Eve, she is conscious of the hour and scene,

So slowly, sweetly, solemnly rhe comes, °
Stealing all noiseless and on ti in,

To do her soft and mellow ministry ;

She hushes harsh aud inharmonious sounds,

The wail of curlew, hum of angry bee ;

She tones the river to a flute-like note, .

She hangs above yon monntain in the south,

So dark with pines, the rising crescent moon,
And letteth out the glad stars in their turn,

Like children, one by one from school dismissed,
To feed their eyes npon the cloning scene ;

That throng how silent, and how spell-bound now,
Each face a spirit, and each heart a heaven,
Uader the power of elognence and eve,

Nature and genius pnaching at one tim

And emulous in utt'ring * God is love,”
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Till the Amen arrive, and the deep breast

Of hundreds gives a sigh, and all 1s o'er. :
How the youth's heart through the long d::{ has burned,
Like those who to EFmmaus once repaired,
Burned in its silence like a buried fire ;

But now as home, amid the deep’ning dusk,

He walks through night, the pent volcano bursts,
And his soul speaks as if the tongue were gone,
And a live coal from th’ altar blazed instead,
Flashing what seems a new oracular light

Upon all mysteries of timne and space,

0! God, of evil, of eternity,

Of heaven and hell, of nature and of man ;

We, listening the while, dumb as the woods
Which cluster all around the lonely road.

Alas ! his word, though glowing and sincere,
Appears in morning's disenchanting view

Onry a fash of lightning in the gloom,

Lancing abfsses which it could not sonund,
Baring dim forests which it could not burn,
Revealing darkness it can ne’er dispel !

LOVE, THE CANOPY OF EVE.

But soon these pleasnres pass, and manhood’s joy
In converse deepens, till 'tis loat in love—

Love ! child of ecstacy and bride of eve !

Love, only frenzy that is beautiful,

The only folly that is half divine,

The only fault of which no one repents,

(Yet folly, fault, or frenzy, it is none !)

The only luxury that never palls,

Th' electric flash which unifies all veins,

And is an omnipresence in all eyes !

Love, not the dreg of love, lust low and base,

But love, the pure attraction of the soul,

The gravitation of the moral world,
_Which draws together, ‘cross the gulf of sex,

The spirits long predestined to be one—

Like kindred clonds in skies, or waves with waves,
Which meet and wonder how they e'er were twain !
Sure the true canopy of love is eve:

Behold yon lovers 'neath the moon of May,

Like children as they are, with hand in hand
Involved, and full of young and fervent love ;
Now murm’ring words of dove-like tenderness ;
And now, as though from different worlds they came,
No language have they save their looks and sighs,
Nature's untaught, divine interpreters !

Above them,ll;' e a nuptial torch, the moon



118 MODERN SCOTTisH POETS,

Sparkles; below, the landscape smiles serene,
Mingling fresh tints of green with glows of gold.
Beside them, like a cherub dropt fromn heaven,

A sister sweet, dear bud of joy and hope—

Just three years come from God her Father's breast,
Bound in six summers for her God again—

Moves like a breeze of evening, swift and light,
Now first, now last, now 'midst, now here, now there,
Wand'ring at will and speaking to herself ;

Her eyes two fountains of ethereal blue,

Her brow a plate of placid marble white,

Her flowing hair a brown autumnal cloud,

Her voice a sweet and Emttlin infant stream,

Her motion music and her shadow grace,

Herself a soft and second link of love

Between that simple and impassionad pair !

ow

ANNIE WINSOR HAYWOOD,

UTHOR of a number of very thoughtful and
pleasing serial tales and short stories, was born
at Folkestone, Kent, about the year.1866. She, has,
however, lived in Scotland from early girlhood, and all
her literary work has been done in this country, and has
mostly appeared in Scotch magazines and newspapers.
She studied for the teaching profession in the Edinburgh
Church of Scotland Training College during sessious
1886-7, and she has for some years been a Public School
teacher in Leslie, Fifeshire. Miss Haywood, in the
scanty leisure afforded by her arduous professional
duties, has found time to do not a little good literary
work. In addition to her prose writings, she has at
intervals contributed verse to the Evening Telegraph
and People’s Journal. Her poems possess a melodious
cadence.as well as a quiet grace, and they are evidently
the expression of real poetic feeling, vivid imagination
and warm cmotion.



ANNIE W. HAYWoOD. 119

THE HARBOUR BAR.

The tender lights are softly, sweetly fallinz,
From heaven’s lainps afar, .
U;:on my bark that lieth calm and tranquil,
Within the harbour bar.

Without, ten thousand rails are wafting onward,
Steered by each angel guide,

But mine, all trimn and ready for the voyage,
Must yet awhile abide.

The sun shines passing Lright beyond the haven,
Within the shadows lie,

The captain’s voice comes clear across the water,
** Reef sails and lay them by.”

And sn a little while we ride at anchor,
Beneath His guiding star,

Willing to tarry till His message cometh,
To cross the ** Harbour Bar.”

NIGHT,

How sweet and tender are the moon's soft beams,
Falling in shimmmering streams athwart the sky,
That evening’s shade hath kissed with rosy lips.
Luna hath light that ia not of the earth,

The purity of her celestial beams

Doth shame the sorrows of this sinful world,
‘Wae walk beneath the panoply of splendour,
The hafo of the moonheamns round our heads,
And hearts all beating to the mystic rhiyme,

Of nature's sweet, mysterious harmony.

** The trivial round " is well-nigh all forgot,

* The cminimon task ” is sweet oblivion.

The music of the night doth speak to us,

The midnight sky is full of trembling chorde,
That heave and swell and break in silent tones
Of deep, heart thrilling melody.

Oh night, thou art a queen of gentle sway,

To huxh the clanging bells of life's hard day,

T'o give for anger, peace, for labour, rest,

And balm to heal the restless soul that sighs,

In trembling aspirations after things,

That shall bring truth and hope, and joy and peace.
Then may'st thou fold around thy sable form,

Thy sympathetic garments, clinging soft,
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And leave the world to never-ending light
‘When manhood hath no need of sympathy.

FLOWER MEMORIES.

A bunch of faded daifodils she clasped
Within her slender hands, so thin and fair ;
Breathings of home, and tender memories
Of childish days, alas, were mirrored there.

She saw the stream beside the cottage door,

Where their brizht golden heads were wont to blow ;
‘When innocence sat thronéd on her face,

And naught of wrong did her child nature know.

And s0 she lay until the evening came,

And all the mom lay bathed in golden gleams,
And still the faded daffodils she clasped,

That gave such golden light unto her dreams.

Bat lo ! the morning dawned, the girl was dead,
Yet the dead flowers lay still upon her breast,
A smile of joy and beauty lingered too
U'poa the lips that spoke of peace and rest.

The city of the Saviour of the lost
th pearly gates and streets of shining gold.
Oh, sister mine, who art disconsolate,
Wilt thou not enter too within His fold ?

He doth not stand aside with looks of scorn,
Nor draw with baughty hand His robe aside,
Navy, thua may’st stoop to touch His garments’ hem,
For "twas for such as thee the Saviour died.

Duth none of His sweet measengers of peace,
That beauntify the earth and make it fair,
No flower that grew arcund the old home door,
Speak to thine beart and wake sweet memories there?

Oh let *“ this Rase of Sharon,” this sweet flower,
Who bears no thorns upon His relvet atem,
Let this pure * lily of the valley ” come,
And cruwa thee with His pardon’s diadem.

And He thall make thee to lie down within

The res green that Bis own daughters tread,
Peace 1 dwell in thy heart, and parity

Renewed shall crown thy weary bended head.
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THE TWILIGHT HOUR., .

I sit alone, at the evening fall,

‘When the shadows steal o’er the western hills,
And over the uplands, sweet and low,

Comes there a song in rapturous trills;
Thrilling and trilling and soaring up,

Till it reems that the air can scarce contain
The ragturoun flow of the music sweet,

Or the joyous bliss of the sweet refrain,

Never a sound of earth is here,
Save for the buzzing of insects bright,
Winging their way at close of day -
Home in the evening's fading light ;
Save for the bleat of a little lamb,
Lost to its dam in the gathering gloom,
Humming and bleating mingle sweet,
Like a chorus bright to the songster’s tune.

I sit and dream in the dying light,
Shall ever to me such notes be given?
A song to raise to the evening akdy
That shall pierce the clouds and reach the heaven,
Comes it again, all sweet and low, :
Plaintive as ever a maiden sings,
Dies it away with a little sigh,
And he foldeth his head beneath his wings.

'Tis gone like an infant's evening prayer,

Carried away by His angel sweet ;
Never a note but shall find a place

Low at the Saviour's waiting feet—
Tiny pearls all treasured up,

Precious because of the love they bear;
Never a song that a Christian sings

But shall find a place in His records fair.

Heaven is nearer when daylight dies—
The cares of the world are hiushed to rest,
Like a weary child that his mother takes
Close to her loving, teuder breast ;
So shall my soul be nearer His—
Nearer because the world is far
Up on the hills in the fading light,
All alone 'neath the evening star,

What if a note from heaven’s choir,
Sweeter than ever a mortal heard,

Dropped from the sky like a tiny plume
Soft from the wing of & singing bird,
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Fluttering downwards and earthwards still,
Till it reached the ear of a waiting one,
Sitting alone when the shadows fall,
When the noise of the busy world is done.

Would it be heard in the noisy din
Of the busy life in the city street,

Where the road is rough and the way is drear,
Trod by the many weary feet ?

Yer, He giveth to such as these
Beantiful songs in the dewy night,

Chords from the glorious angel choirs,
Making the darkened places light.

Gathering the weary city birds,
Under the care of His tender wing,
Making the tired hearts rejoice,
And the lips of the sorrowful ones to sing ;
Giving a glimpse of the golden gate,
To those who toil on the other si(ie,
A tiny presage of coming joys,
When the heavenly gates shall be opened wide.

And the weary and troubled and tired ones -
“ Who have found the earth but a dreary place,
" Shall gather the sweets of life anew,
'Neath the tender smile of a father’s face.
Music and flowers, and home and love
Lie at the end of the toilsome way,
And the glimpse we have of the blissful shore
Shall give us the needed strength to-day.

-

WILLIAM ANGUS

S another of our soldier poets. He was born at
Arbroath in 1870, and spent his carly days in

the neighbourhood of the ancient “Round O,” of
which many poets have sung so sweetly. At a very
tender age he was apprenticed to a tinsmith, but,
being of a roving disposition, and having a great love
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for military life, he entered the ranks of’ the Black
Watch when only fifteen years of age. His first ex-
perience of soldiering was in the Belfast - riots in
1886. He was subsequeutly drafted to Malta, and
from thence removed with his regiment - to, anraltar
(where he is at present stationed) in 1889, 1t i s only
within the last two ycars that he hag’ turned to
the muse as a pleasant occupation - durmg his
spare moments. His study has usnilly been a
shady neuk on the lower heights of the, great ¢ rock
fortress,” where, amid Nature’s grand but rugged
scenes, on duty or off, in hard or pleasant tlmes, he
could

Rhyme till't, and time till't, :
And sing himsel’ a sang.

With boyhood, however, his desire for roving secms to
have gone, for wo learn that it is with “excceding
joy” that he hails his return to Scotland during this
year (1892), when he hopes to settle within the shades
of the old Abbey, having, at the age of 22, completed
his seven years’ service with the Black Watch.  Our
poet’s literary efforts include very attractively written
monthly “Notes from Gibraltar,” in the columns of
the Arbroath Guide, as well as short sketches of mili-
tary life. His poems and songs, which have appeared
in the Guide, the Weekly News, and other papers, are
possessed of much warm feeling, chivalrous sentiments,
and manly fervour. Lyrical vigour and tender
memories of home show that his heart clings to his
native land.

O LASS, ARE YOU WEARY:

O lass, are you weary ? 0 lass, are you eerie,
O lass, are you weary o’ waitin’ your lane ?
When ithers are cheery, O lass, are you weary
In nichts lang and dreary when waitin’ your lane?
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But bide a wee, lassie, oh, wait a wee, laesie,
Oh, bide a wee, lassie, till Willie comes hame ;
Nae mair ron’ll be weary, nae langer be eerie,
Nae mair you'll be weary, when Willie comes hame,
But bide a wee, lassie, &c.

Adoon the lone loanin’ there comes a sad moanin’,
A moanin’ o’ memory and days that are gane ;

The wood dons are cooin’, and fond hearts are wooin'—
O lass, are you weary o' wanderin’ your lane ?

But wait a wee, lassie, oh, bide a wee, lassie,
Oh, wait a wee, lassie, till Willie comes hame ;

Nae mair you'll be weary, your heart will be cheery,
Nor lonely you'll wander when Willie comes hame.-

ut wait & wee, lassie, &c. :

‘What tho’ we be rovin *—true hearts are aye lovin’,
An’ dear to the heart is the loved ane at hame ;
Fond memory’s persistence, that kens nae-resistance,

Will draw to the lassie that’s waitin’ her lane.
So wait ye yet, lassie ; oh, wait a bit, lassie,
Oh, bide a wee, lassie, till Willie comes hame !
Tho' the waitin’ be weary the end will be cheery,
And you'll be his dearie when Willie comes hane,
8o wait ye yet, lassie, &c.

MY BONNIE JEAN.

The mist is risin’ ower the hill,
The mune is on the sea,

And ilka rippling rill, my Jean,
Rowes fancy hame to thee ;

Upon the wings o’ west-bound winds

'ond fancy roves at e'en,

And aye its fondest, sweetest theme

Is thee, my bonnie Jean,

I hear your voice at break o’ day,
‘When liltin’ larks upspring ;
I hear it in the sunny noon,
When blackbirds sweetly sing ;
I hear it in the dewy eve,
When shadows darken doon—
And ilka echo in the glen
The happy notes resoun’.

I see your beauty unadorned
In Nature’s forms so fair—

In ilka bluid-red rose that blooms
1 see you blushin’ there,
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1 nee the glistenin’ o’ your e’en
In ilka drap o’ dew,

Reflectin’ back the mornin’ sun
Wi’ rainbow's varied hue.

Roll on, ye creamy crested waves,
Ye broad white sails shake free ;

And epread them oot, ye West-bound winds,
To bear me ower the sea :

On wings that ken the swallow's flight,
The petrel's fearle«s mien,

Sure as a dove that homeward roves
I'llspeed to thee, my Jean.

THE SUN WILL SHINE AGAIN,

L

The world, in winter’s mantle clad,

In wrapped in wreaths of snow—

Hill and dale, field and wood,
High and low,

Fairy snowflakes softly falling,

Weave the earth a shroud,

And the wintry lk{{ is darksome,
With a cloud,

Gone the lovely flowers and hedgerow

That in sutner blossomed fair ;

Nought bat skeleton trees are left now,
Gaunt and bare.

Hushed the song that cheered the woodland,
Chill the wintry blast ;
But the sun will shine again

When winter’s past.

1I.

Winter flies, and spring-time cometh,
Ice and snow will melt,

And we'll forget in balmy spring

- The winter chills we felt.

The swallow will return again

On never-tiring wing,

‘When warm Southern breezes blow
In the spring, .
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The flowers will raise their drooping heads,
For joy the birds will sing,
And every tree and bush will bud
In the spring ;
Nature fills the earth with gladness
In the spring : :
From owr hearts we'll chage all sadness
In the spring.

Linger not with vain regretting,
In pure love the toil forgetting,
Vanquish sorrow, conquer pain,
And the sun will shine again.

& o

ARCHIBALD INGLIS WATSON,

NE of the original contributors to ¢ Whistle
Binkie,” was horn at Portsoy in 1818,

and died at Aberdeen in 1889. A man of genuine
poetic taste, Archie, as we have said, was a “ Whistle
Biukie ” writer, ¢ The Flower of Donside” having,
we understand, first appeared in that work. Although
we learn that both prose and poetry from his pen
appeared in the Aberdeen Shaver, Lloyd’s Penny Times,
Bradshaw's Journal, and other newspapers and
periodicals, we have not, even after many efforts,
been able to give farther specimens, with the excep-
tion of “The Song of the Flowers,” which has a place
in “ The Aberdeenshire Lintie,” a collection of poems
and songs by various authors connected with Aberdcen-
shire (Aberdeen : printed by John Avery, Union
Street, for Thomas C. Watson, 1854). Passionately
fond of literature, he was widely read, and
did a great deal of work as & collator, In
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fact, up till within a few weecks of his death he
was industriously engaged in collating scattered
fragments from the Aberdeen newspapers. In
his “ Bards of Bon-Accord,” Mr Walker informs us
that he reccived his carliest instruction from a grand-
mother, to whose care he had been consigned. His
mother married a second time, came to Aberdeen, and
young Archie was sent tolearn the tailor trade. The
bankruptey of his master relieved him from a calling
which he abhorred, so, remaining at home, he assisted
his step-father, who had a second-hand goods shop.
In 1837 he started a book and periodical business on
his own account, and continued in that line
(with a break of some years, when he wrought as
collator to Mr Edmond, bookbinder) till his death.
Archie’s knowledge of books and men often induced
him to deliver some sharp criticism when he saw a
prospective buyer turning over his volumes without
due regard to their value.

THE FLOWER O' DONSIDE,

Oh ! ken ye sweet Christy, the flower o' Donside,
She's fair as the morning, and modest beside,
Sae sweet and sae sylphlike—the delicate flower
I» like her roft heauty in snmmer’s fair hour,
When the dim mixts o’ eve curtain Don’s pleacant vale,
I'll pour in her chaste ear iny love-burthened tale ;
As we stray by the river's roft, silvery tide
I’ll fondly caress the sweet flower o’ Donside,
Oh ! ken ye sweet Christie, &c.

There are moments of bliss when we feel the pure joy

And transport of loving withont grief’s alloy,

Snch moments as brighten life’s sad weary way,

When o'er the brown heath-tlower at gloamiug I stray,

And the light arm thatlinks in my own inakes we feel

A thrill of delight which I cannot reveal—

May heaven grant me thie, whate'er else may betide,

To twine with my fate the sweet flower o' Donside,
Oh ! ken ye sweet Christy, &c.
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THE SONG OF THE FLOWERS,

We eome, we come, with odorous breath,
And delicate tints of rainbow hue ;

We spring from the teeming lap of earth,
Nurazed by the globules of morning's dew.

\Vhen the firat faint breath of genial sprinyg

isperses the snows of the frozen north,

And birds sail out on * downy wing,”

"Tis then we timidly peep forth,

Though blasted oft our tender buds

. By the rough and bracing vernal breeze—

And torrents pour from angry clouds,
We lightly bear such ills as these—

We hang our heads in such evil hour,
And bend with the gale that breaks the tree;

And when refreshed by the sammer shower,
We yield our sweets to the humming bee,

*Neath glowing skies in orient climes

We tales of love and trath convey ;
A wreath oft fluently combines

Thoughts that the lips would blush to say.
We even possess medicinal powers,

To heal the diseases of nan’s frail frame,
And minister to him in weary hours,

And soothe the mind "mid grief or pain,

Oh, pass us not by ye proud ones of earth,
Nor tread us down with imperious foot ;
From the same source even ye had birth—
Ye sprang from the same Almighty root.
Oh ! drink of our nectar ye lowly ones,
We would cheer youn on your toilsome way,
And glad your hearts in dreary scenes,
And *‘ whisper hope ” in the darkest day.

Oh ! learn the lessons that we would teach
In the brief span we flourish here,
And list to the words which now we preach,
While we bud and bloom in xour lower aphere.
“E'en as a flower,” 8o saith the Word,
** Cometh forth ﬂrond nan to bloom and die ;
A few short years his voice is heard,
And he withers into eternity.”

-
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WILLIAM HAY.

ROM an intcresting review in the dberdesen Free
Press of a new cdition of “The Lintie o
Moray,”* we select the following :—More than thirty
years ago “ The Lintie o’ Moray ” won for itself a warm
corner in the hearts of all true Morayshire men, and
its name and fame, far from waning, have been posi-
tively growing with the lapse of years. Iundeed, so
much had the demand for the little volume of 1851
growu that a reprint of it was almost certain to occur,
and we are glad to meet it now in its new dress, and
evincing such careful editorial supervision as Sheriff
Rampini has evidently bestowed upon it.  Besides
numerous additional notes, illustrative of persons and
things incidentally mentioned in the songs, the original
appendix has been wisely broken up, and with carefully
distinguishing marks has been given as foot-notes to
the various songs its matter referred to. This is an
undoubted improvement, and now, with a full body of
explanatory prose notes, tkese songs aftord many inter-
esting glimpses into bye-gone social life and character,
which, apart from its mere local value, will make the
book be highly relished by a wide circle of rcaders.
The contents of the volume consist of the songs read,
sung, or said at the annual meetings of the Edinburgh
Morayshire Society from 1829 to 1841 —twenty-four
pieces by five different writers. Fully one half of
these came from the pen of one of Elgin’s most gifted
sons—William Hay. Born in Elgin in 1794, he is
said to have been the son of Harry Hay, a sheriff-

*Tue Lixtie o' Moray.—A collection of songs, writtcn for and sung
at the anniversary meetings of the Edinburgh Morayshire Soclety, from
1829 to 1841. New edition. Edited by Charles mpini, advocate,
F.8.A., Scot. Elgin: James Watson, High Street, 1887,
|
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officer, and of “Meggie” Falconer, a well-known
vendor of apples and gooseberries, who kept a stall on
the High Street. The records of his early life are
scanty, but he seems to have been employed by Dr
Robert Paterson, of the H.E.I.C.S,, as stable-boy, and
by him introduced to Mr John Anderson, rector of the
Academy, who, recognising his abilities, undertook the
charge of his education. In 1811, on the recommenda-
tion of Mr Anderson, he was employed by the mother
of the Rev. Dr Gordon, of Birnie, to assist him and his
brother with their lessons, and in the following year
he obtained the situation of tutor in the family of Mrs
Cumming of Logie. In 1819 he proceeded to Edin-
burgh to complete his studies for the Church, support-
ing himself meanwhile by private teaching. But he
soon tired of his theological studies, and the remainder
of his life was devoted to literature and teaching. He
was a large contributor to Blackwood’s Magazine, and
cnjoyed the friendship of its editor, ¢ Christopher
North,” and of the distinguished literary coterie
which it was Wilson's pride to gather round him. In
1836 he spent a winter on the Continent ; in 1838 he
paid his last visit to Morayshire, and died 22nd July,
1854, after a long illness, aggravated by the painful
affliction of total blindness.

HERE'S TO THEE, MORAYLAND,

Tune—*‘ There's nae Luck."”

Here's to thee, Morayland, the land we lo'e sae weel —

The land o’ mony a bonnie lass, an’ mony a buirdly chiel—

O’ fruits an’ flowers, an’ fusky stills, black nout, an’ wavin’ woods,

O’ heather bells an’ bloomin' haughs, an’ rather mony floods !

Thy rivers awarm wi' salmon, an’ o’ tinnocks thonsan’ scores ;

An'’ every fish that cleaves the deep comes boundin’ to thy shores 3

There’s ric a fouth o' eatin’ gear, that ilkaboly thrives—

'l’her;’il du;so an’ badderlocks for bairns, an’ skate to please the
: ves
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Here's to thee, Morayland, the land o’ monks an’ priests—

I'he nosy nook whose girnels changed their fastin’s int > feasts—
hose beeves an’ barrels coft their prayers, an’ made them * like

their meat "—

The lads that didna eat to live, but lived to drink an’ eat.

Kinloss, Kinneddar, Pluscarden, an’ Spynie’s blacken'd wa’s,

The Chan'ry, flaffin’ out its wings, an’ still xae proudly craws—

Declare how mony gabs ye fed o’ chiels that wudna work !'—

Then keep your bannocks to yoursel’, an’ stick ye by the Kirk.

Here's to thee, Morayland, the land o’ schools for lear, .

O’ hospitals for age an’ want, whose hearts are sick an’ sair ;
Where maids who put nae faith in man find comfort as they may,
An’ young an’ auld together bless Dick, Anderson, an’' Gray.
The salmon seeks the mountain stream, from which at first he

. sprang,
Though through the ocean's distant waves he may have wander'd

ang —
So these good loons could ne'er forget, though they were far away,
The gentle Lossie’s gowan'd banks, the Findhorn, an’ the Spey.

Here's to thee, Morayland, where eident is the plough,

Where skill can mak’ an Eden smile where docken~ wudna grow ;
The glory be the Farmer Cluh’s, which first Forsyth began,

Cuke o' the North, the man o’ worth, most patriotic man !

The farers’ friend, the princely Duke—the pride o’ cot an’ha’,
Has dreed his weird, an’ Moray wept when he was ta'en awa ;
Yet maun she own that still she has ane worthy o’ his fame,

An’ Richmond is a Gordon true, in everything but name!

Here's to thee, Morayland, here’s Coverea an’ its ** cairds"—

The Witches-stane, an’ Minixters, Hell's-hole, an’ a’ the Lairds ;
The Doctors, an’ the Order Pot, the Hanizmaw’s Ford, an a’ ;
The Lawyers—plentiful as slaes, or as the houdie-craw.

Thy auld Tolhooths are tumblin’ o'er, but say, ilk Elgin loon,
Can ye forget the Guard-house fechts, the glorivus fourth o' June,
When blue as blavers were oor ¢en, an’ croons wi' cloors did ring,
An’ boufires blazed wi’loyalty, an’ George the Third was King ?

Here's to thee, Morsyland, there’s something in thy clime

That breathes the apirit o’ the past—the hoary olden time ;

It flows from out the fogey wa's o' ruined ha’ or keep,

An' aften gies a body thochts amaist will gar him weep.

But cheer ye up, my Moray loons, or here, or far awa',

I’ve seen a sicht will mak’ ye bLlithe, an’ gar ye croosely craw—
The Loch o' Spynie’s comin’ back, an’ epite o’ sinfu’ men,
Bullsegs will wave their nigger pows, an’ geds will bite again !
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THE WHITE HORSE.

In days o' yore when gond Sir James, a knicht o’ meikle fame,
Was chief o’ Elgin—an’ the poor did bless that pious name—
There lived a jolly, jovial wife—a blythesomne, buxom dawme ;
And living still—lang may she live, unchanged by years the same,
The same right-hearted, good guidwife, the pride o’ Elgin toon.

Her name is Mrs Innes, and the ** White Horse " is her sign,

And happy is the man or beast that chances there to dine,

For all her provender is good, her whisky, ale, and wine ;

An'’ each an' a’ hae aften turned this weak, weak head o' mine ;
0! she's a jewel o’ a good gudewife, the pride o’ Elgin toon.

Ay ! she's a sonsie, food gudewife—there’s witcheraft in the blink
O’ baith her een—that ilka heart in love to her’s doth link :
And then her tongne, mair musical than is the siller's clink,
Will charm a man till he suspects he’s sure the waur o’ drink,
So witchin’ is this goud gudewife, the pride o' Elgin toon.

Her house sae clean, is glancin’ bricht, wi’ bottle, jug, and cap,
Which sends through many a weary heart a life-blond and a sap ;
While her domestic chaplain is the worthy *‘ Mr Tap,”
Whose power of eloquence stirs up full many an Elgin chap

To bless this pious, good gudewife, the pride o’ Elgin toun.

Here wrinkled care forgets to gloom whene'er he sees her jugs;

Here mirth beholds his laughing e’en reflected frae her muys;

An’ ae look o' her bonny face—I'll wager baith my lugs—

Will comfort mair the droopin’ heart than a’ the doctor’s drugs,
So skilful is this good gudewife, the pride o’ Elgin toon.

Here many an Elgin worthy has aften ta'en his stoup ;

Here stately ** Phonix ” frae his fires renewed did uproar loup 3
And here John * Batchie " hath forygot to bargain and to roup ;
While laughter, ‘‘ holding both his sides,” bang o'er the chair did

conp ;
So mirthful is this good gudewife, the pride o’ Elgin toon.

The lawyers canna beat her—she cheats them o' their fee—
For when the clients come to her, she soon decides the plea,
Dincerning that the cheapest way in—tak’ a pint an’ gree;
An’ Shirra! surely this is sense, tho’' law it mayna he—
0! she's a jewel o' a guod gudewife, the pride o' Elgin toon.

Then here's to onr gudewife, whose like we ne'er shall see again,

Here's to her health, whose fun an'drink hae aften turn'd the brain,

Here’s to the lass wha kens the way the hearts o' men to chain ;

Lang has she been auld Elgin's pride, an’ lang may she remain
A sample o' the wives o’ yore, the pride o’ Elgin toon,
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EWEN M‘LEOD,

HO, when a young man, wrote a number of
vigorous Gaelic songs, but who in recent

years has confined himsclf to English composition, was
born in 1809 at Colbost, in the parish of Durinish,
Island of Skye. 1is father was a small farmer, and
apprenticed his son, at the age of fifteen, to a shoe-
maker.  This employment, however, proved distaste-
ful to ‘our poct, and after three years’ experience on a
cobbler’s stool, he obtained a situation of a more con-
genial nature in the publishing house of Virtue & Co.,
London.  After serving a number of years with this
firn:, Mr M‘Leod was appointed one of their prineipal
agents, and in this position he travelled over the
greater part of England and Scotland.  The beut of
his mind baving thus been early turned into a literary
groove, he was enabled to gain a considerable know-
ledge of books, and an insight into the character of
men and manners.  His taste for composition—Dboth
prose and poetry—was thus developed, and the culti-
vation of this gift, the poet tells us, has been one of
the chief enjoyments of his life.  He is an enthusiastic
upholder of the beauty of his native tongue, holding
the Celtic language to be the most poctical in exist-
ence.  Though Mr M‘Leod bas never published any-
thing in book form, he has emtributed numerous
Highland love stories and racy sketches to magazines
and newspapers.  For the past five years Mr M‘Leod
has been living at Neweastle, having retired from all
active employment. e is yet, however, a hale old
man, feeling fresh and buoyant both physieally and
mentally, His poetry is mostly of a patriotic nature,
and in praise of the country of his Lirth., It is free of
morbidness, and full of the voice of courage and hope.

1
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LINES TO THOUGHT.

O Thought, creative power,

What small control the will has o’er thee !
Nature and art alike devour—

Naught on earth can speed before thee.

Here my body sits at ease,

My neighbours think me dull and cheerless ;
If they but knew the boundless seas

O’er which my thoughts are sailing fearless !

Unbidden oft thou tak’st thy flight,
And searchest cornets long forgotten,
Bringing hidden things to light, :
And things the mind had never thought on.

But grateful thongh you often roam

In search of friendship’s warm affection—
Bringing photographs of home

In living tints of recollection,

How true you paint the sunny smile,
And modest blush of cheeks of beanty,

That e’en in thought the heart beguile,
And makes it oft forget its duty.

MY HIGHLAND LAD.

You may meet wi’ fairer forms,
But no’ a heart that's mair your ain;
Faithfu’ love and willing arms
Always wish ye back again.

Chorus—*¢ Will ye no' come back again,
‘Will ye no’ come back again,
Better lo’ed ye canna be,
Will ye no’ come back again

When o'er the lea the gloaming fall,
I often wander a’ my lane,

And listen to the cushet call
Her cooing lover back again,

I'm lonely in the busy throng,

And wearied thro’ the flow'ry glen,
Dull to me's the mavis' sang,

Till my lad is back again.
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How dull yon bird sits on the tree—
A lonely, cow'ring wee bit hen ;

Perhaps she's loxt her mate, like me,
And fears he'll no’ come back again,

MOLADH AIR OIGH GHEALAICH AIR FONN.
Duncan Maclntyre's ** A Mhairi Bhan Og.”

Se bLhi gleusadh mo chinil air clin na Maise
Tha ur o thulabh na'm beann

A bheoaich mo thund sa dhnaraich m’aignadh
Mar dhrinchd air lusan na’n gleann

A ghais’g dhomh oig as prois as wirre
Cur orain mbhilis am bheul

A dusgadh le solas ceol o chinthe
Don Oigh as maisiche beas.

Do Lheathe gha v’ tir a tighann Lhanail
Tha t ! intiu tairis as neth

Do nador cho ciuin ' do ghnnis eho maisoil
Do g'thuil mar ghercag an’ 8’ tleabh

Do bhrollach geal min sida fallach
-Sa li mar eal air a chuan

Do ghruaidh mar a Rose is boiche sealladh
As oigh sa mhadinn ga bhuain,

An comhradh na seinn bn ghrinn do bhrian
Cho binn ni inneal nan’ teud

Bonl meachair tinealt s’ misle bileabh
Man dhisnan snaithre do gheud

An am a bhi n’ cav’imhnas maoiden chriail
Be n' toibhnas faighain ad choir

Bi dearsa gach boisg mai choillan laiste
Se doiman laissach od wheoir,

Gur forstonach dhasan thar na fearabh
Dha a’ dan a meangan a bhuain
Nuair blhiareadh na Prusan s’ Dinchdan fearinn
An cruin na w’ faigheadh iad huaigh
Gun tidhen air Baird as airde barail
Air ailleachd pears agus snuadh
Bidh eachdri do chlin an cuntas maireaun
A wmuirn aiyg deas agus tuath.

THE YOUNG WIFE TO HER DRUNKEN
HUSBAND.

My curse upon th’ infernal thief,
That turned my joy to gall and grief,
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Wi’ drunken brawl!s an’ sic mischief
Made hell on earth at hame, O.
Weary on the gill stoup,
The gill stoup, the gill stoup ;
Weary on the gill stoup,
Mak’s muckle grief at hame, O.

I mind when first ye came to woo,

To squeeze wy waist, and taste my mou’;
And aye ye praised my een sae blue,

And swore you'd tak’ me hame, O.

Ye vow'd you ne’er would be my pest.
By drunken brawls ne'er &pnii wy rest—
The lonely maid is doubly blest,
Compared to me at hame, O.

Here I sit the lee lang nicht,
Without a fire, withont a licht,
Deprived o' a’ my chief delicht—
My husband’s love at hame, O.

If a’ yer hopes and hoasted brags
Are thus to end in debts and rags,
1"l better ta’en the mealy bags
Than starve with thee at hanse, O.

S

MRS W. T. McGRIGOR
’quS born in Edinburgh. Her father, who was

author of several interesting books of travel,
was the representative of an ancient Scottish family.
Her husband is now a Major-General in the Army, but
retired from active service. Mrs McGrigor spent a
number of years with her husband in India, and it was
not until her return to her native land that her
poetical faculty developed. Her first poem, “ Home
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from India,” was written under the impression of
desolation a new generation passing along once familiar
thoroughfares made upon her.  “Auld Liz” was
suggested by the enthusiasm of an old lady at the
sight of soldiers—a not uncommon feeling. Since
then she has written on many themes, several of her
songs having been wedded to appropriate music of her
own composing. Some of her short poems have been
printed in the Weelkly Scotsman and other papers.
Mrs McGregor’s mind is naturally reflective, and her
tastes studious and refined.  Her feclings are quickly
stirred at the instization of passing fancies, and the
results are that she has composed many touching
and tender lyries and poems.

ROBIN.

Bravely thou comest Ly thyself,
Contentment in thy simple breast,
Not seeking either faine or pelf
To decorate thy rustic nest,
Frugal little Robin.

Blythely squandering upon me
Thy time as if invited guest,
Dear hird thou art a sight to see,
So winsowne in thy crimson vest,
Pretty sgrightly Robin,

A crumb sufficeth for thy wants,
The seasnns never daunten thee,
Thyv trustfulness iny bosom haunts,
To see and hear thee gladdens me,
Happy, kindly Robin.

Thy presence unobtrusive charms,
'Tix sweet to watch thy dainty head,
Thy glittering glunce my chilled heart warms,
Then come again, by kindness led,
And cheer me dear Robin,

AULD LIZ.

Whaur are ye gaun, anld Liz, the day ?
“I'ui'awa to a sicht sae gay,

v
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An' T wadna miass't for a’ ye hae—
I'in awa to see the sojers !”

*“ There's nae ane o’ ye a’ sae braw,

An'’ they are rae often far awa,

An’ mak’ folk’s he'rts gye sair—for &’
Hae some trocken wi’ the sojers.

Langsyne [ had a lad mysel’,

In a crack regiment I can tell,

But ah, wae's me ! in the wars he fell,
Sae I lost ny gallant scjer.”

An’ mithers hae their honnie sons,

Awa to fecht wi’ swords an’ guns ;

Wives and sweethearts needna he nuns
When they love an honest sojer.”

I'M AN AULD MINSTREL BODY.

I'm an auld winstrel body,
Wi’ but ae suit to my name,
And that's but gye and dnddie,
For I've naebudy at hamne,

I have neither wife nor weans,
Then O kind freends tak pity,

For I'n fou o’ aches and pains,
Tho’ singin’ a blythe ditty.

Ye wha in fine Looses dwell,
Tak’ tent o’ yonr sma’ tether,
For fu’ weel ye ken versel’,
There's nane lang here thegithcr,

Sae guiil folk, dinna he sweerd,
But gie the auld man his due
For his sang ; ye needna be fear’d

The bit price o' it ye'll rue.

I ha’e lang roads to travel,
An’ aft baith wet and weary,

Life's threads are ill t’ unravel,
An’ wmine's been tapsalteerie.

Then gie the auld man yer dole,
For sune we maun a’ gang hame,
To where the immortal soul
An’ @' interests are the same,
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THE BRITTLE THREAD.

Quick youth thinks time will never go,
But ah ! it flies the old well know,

For they, grown slow at life’s late day,
Find time speeds fast with them away.
T'hen what is life to folks grown old ¢
*Tis but a dream—a tale oft told,

Of hope and joy,—of grief and fears,
And all the years bedewed with tears.

When stormy winds blow from the shore,
And whistle through the landsman’s door,
The sailor lad on watch at sea

Expects a prayer from you and me.

The soldier in the battle far,

‘Will honours win when past the war,
But well he knows all points to death,
For life at best is but a breath,

o

DUNCAN KIPPEN,

CCOUNTANT, was born at North Bridgend,
Cricff, where his father was a shoemaker. He

got what was then considered a good education. On
leaving school he had for a time to assist his father;
but, taking the first opportunity of leaving, he entered
the service of the Commercial Bank of Scotland,
where he remained for a few years. He afterwards
was engaged for many years in Messrs Wright
& Sons’ tanwork. Some twelve years ago he was
appointed Collector of Poor Rates and Inspector of
Poor. From his earliest days music was a ruling
passion, and musical grammars and works on harmony
were his daily companions.  He soon became familiar
with noting music from hearing it sung or played, and
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he studied and practised all sorts of wind and stringed
instrnments.  The late Sir William Kcith Murray,
Bart. of Ochtertyre (who was a superior musician)
took Mr Kippen in charge, and developed his musical
proclivities amazingly. At that time a few young
men well up in instrumentation formed themselves
into a band, and under the conduct and leadership of
the subject of our sketch took part in the frequent
most enjoyable high-class concerts at Ochtertyre House
and other local entertainments.  His previous musical
studies were now of service.  Suitable arrangements
were scarce, and he arranged and composed the most
of the music performed.  In oceasional rambles
throngh the Highlands of Perthshire hie never missed
an opportunity of noting the old melodies he heard
played or sung by the denizens of the glens. Many
of tke tunes have from time to time appeared in the
People’s Iriend along with other of his musieal and
Iyrical contributions. A local publication says:—
“ What native of Strathearn will ever forget the sweet
melody of “ Bonnie Ochtertyre,” written and composed
by Mr Kippen shortly after the demise of Sir William
Keith Murray, Bart. This beautiful song may well
be classed among the lyric gems of Scotland, and will
no doubt be, as it deserves, handed down to posterity.
Then other picces, such as “The Pibroch o’ Bounie
Strathearn,” ““I Long for May Again,” &c., are well
worthy of mention. Besides being a composer, our
celebrity is an instrumentalist of no mean note, and
is a welcome figure at any entertainment.”

Mr Kippen joined the Voluntcers in 1859,
and still holds rank as onc of the officers. He
has for long acted as local correspondent of the
Dundee Adrertiser and People’s Journal, and for some
time conducted the Crieff Journal, now under the
able charge of one of his sons—Mr A. D. Kippen. He
js the author of many of the quaint stories and legends
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enumerated in “ Criceff : its Traditions and Characters ”
(Edinbnrgh : D. Macara) two editions of which were
soou disposed of.  This work is full of curious and
interesting matter, and has been greatly prized by col-
lectors of Scottish local literature. It contains
reminiscences of memorable oceurrences, deseriptions
of manuners and customs towards the eud of the
eightecuth century, many rich and well-told stories,
numerous biographical and character sketches, &e.
He is the cditor of the “ Sacred Chorister” (Edin-
burgh: Wm. . Nimmo), a collection of church music,
now out of print, to which he contributed many psalm
tunes, chants, and anthems. He has also written
music to his songs.

All who read the sclections we give from Mr
Kippen'’s songs will, we feel sure, relish and treasure
them. He possesses in a marked measure the true
poetic inspiration.  His songsare rich in the melody
which ever wins to the heart.  They also show his
quick and reverend perception of the charms of
nature, and in mauny a pleasantly-flowing line he
depicts the beauties of scenes rich in song and story.

BONNIE OCHTERTYRE,

How sweet to roam the woods among,
And wanider on the hill,

Where heather bells bloom Lonnilie
Beside the mountain rill,

When fro-n the west the colden hues
The woods and vales attire,

How charming are the lovely braes
Of bonnie Ochtertyre.

Among the knowes the lambkins play,
In bow'rs the wild birds sing,

The scented Howers amony the groves
Around their fragrance tling ;

But ah ! I miss the kindest friend
A leal heart could desire,

He lov’d and was belov'd by all—
The chief of Ochtertyre,
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I miss him when the evening star
Is beaming in the sky,
I miss him when my soul is tun’d
For sweetest minstrelsy ;
But come what will, go where I may,
I'll strike the trembling lyre,
One song at least shall cheer mny breast—
I'll sing of Ochtertyre,
I'll sing of bonnie Ochtertyre.

TWO BONNIE BIRDS,

Two honnie birds came from the north to our town,
Singing tra la la, tra lalalala la,

Their notes blended sweetly when singing in tune,
Tralalalalalala la,

Theyhopp'dand theysang’midthesunshineandshowers,

Their plumagegleam'd brightly among the green bowers,

And many braw birds chirp’d * T wish they were ours,”
With their fal la la la la la la la.

Their eyes blinked on this side, and slyly on that,
Singing tra Ia la la la la 1a la Ia,

And all the long day a kind hearing they gat,
With their tra la la la la la la la.

One birdie that listened grew fain to be near,

Its notes, low at first, roon got lively and clear,

And by and bye joined in the music we hear
Of tra la la la la la la la.

Soon others chimed in, and the chorus grew strong,
Singing tralalalalalalala la,
The valley and woodlands the echoes prolong
Of tra lalalalalala la.
The birdies avreed with two south birda to bide,
And chant Love's aweet strains over Life's roflled tide,
And aye peck together, and roost side by side,
And sing tra la la la la la la la,

MY HIGHLAND BRIDE.

We'll ineet, we'll meet again, mny love,
Beneath the trysting tree,
When Sol sends forth his golden beams
From o'er the western sea.
O ! well T mind when first we met
By Earn’s lovely side,
Where oft since then I met again
My dark-haired Highland bride,
Where oft since then I met again,
My dack-haired Highlan1 bride,
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Together o'er the sunny brae
We've sought the thorny brake,

Together culled the sweet wild flowers,
And rowed upon the lake.

I ott with thee have rought the bower
By yonder monutain side,

And clasped thee, dearest, to my heart,
My dark-haired Highland bride,

We've pulled the blue-bells by the well,
Where the olid cottage stood,

We've gathered nuts and slaes around
The outxkirts of the wood.

Loved happy timnes are aye in store
Where trathful hearts abide ;

My fond affections round thee cling,
My dark-haired Highland bride.

NOW UPON MY JOURNEY BACK.

I'm now upon my journey back
To where life’s march began,
I'in sitting on the bank where aft
In childbood I have ran ;
I see the hazel-shaded brook
Still wimpling through the plain,
The heath and blue-bells seem to wave
A welcome back again.

The mountain towering to the west
Still rears its rocky head ;

I see the path youny roving boys
Aronnd its summit led,

‘Mid all the changes I have seen
Since youth's free, careless reign,
Oftt cherished mem’ries made me wish

A welcome back again.

0 ! how T longed to see again
The home I love so dear—

Thaongh far from what I now behold,
My heart was ever near.

Will all the friends of long ago
Re toiling in the glen ?

Will friends, the kindest, still Le there
To welcome we again ?
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0! THIS IS THE SPOT.

O ! this is the spot, the creen, shaldy bower,
How lovely the blossoms appear!
How sweet scents the briar along the cool glade !
At twilight I'll meet iny luve here,
The birds’ hymn of eve steals thro’ the wild woods,
And pleasantly falls on the ear;
The sun gilds the fringe of the clouds in the west,
The hour of our meeting is near,
T'he xun gilds thefringe of the cloudsin the west,
The hour of our meeting is near,

The soft sminmer breeze comes over the banks
Where Howers of the valley are found,

And Earn’s loved stream in the distance is hearl—
All, all is enchantment around.

My heart's beating high, my fond bosom hearves,
The fall of her footsteps I hear ;

How lightly she trips o’er the grecn velvet lawn—
The womeunt of meeting is near.

ADOWN THE GLEN THE PIBROCH SOUNDS.

Adown the glen the pitirceh sounds,
1t tells of peace, no danger near,
Its gladd'ning tones the hamlets know,
And up the heights the shepherds hear ;
Among the hills where heather blcoms
Sweet liberty’s lov’d champions roam,
Who tune their hearts to rural lays,
Or arm to guard our island home.

‘When danger looms, the minstrel pours
The gathering’s doubling notes along ;
By strath and glen the clansmen arm,
And haste to join the martial throng.
In mortal strife, as foe meets foe,
The pibroch peals the onset loud ;
The plaided hosts move cheering on,
Like sunbeans bursting through a cloud.

‘When conflict yields to victory,
And passions fierce melt into love,
The coronach wails for honoured dust
Laid lowly in the shady grove.
When Freedom’s voice, in tones distress'd,
Cries—** Help ! ye warriors tried and true !’
The war-pipe sounds—the tartans wave
On men prepared to dare and do.
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ANDREW SMITH ROBERTSON,

POET of real strength, deep originality, and

warm feeling, was born at Dunfermline in
1846. His father was a damask designer there—-a
man of true artistic tastes and broad liberal sym-
pathies. At the age of thirteen the subject of our
sketech  was apprenticed as a pupil teacher in St
Leonard’s School, Dunfermline.  After the completion
of his term he acted as assistant in - Mid Calder, For-
dell (Fife), Musselburgh Grammar School, and Partick
Academy, and was for one year tutor in the South of
Scotland. At this time his aim was the Presbyterian
ministry (Free Chinreh), and we are informed that one
of the most melancholy periods of his life is that which
relates to his unsuceessful cfforts to get to college.
His edneation whilst a pupil teacher had been confined
to the subjects required for the inspector, and his
strenuous endeavours to improve his education resulted
in a complete break-down of his health.  This was in
Glasgow, where he attended Greek and other classes.

Mr Robertson inherited from his father strong
artistic tastes, and during all this time continued to
work with his pencil as well as with his pen.  In 1868
he returned to Dunfermline, and beeanie, like his
father, a damask designer.  About sixteen years ago
he went tolive in the neighbourhood of Armagh, and,
after three years, settled in Delfast, where he is now
chiefly cmployed on large and claborate designs for
hand-loom damask.

Mr Robertson began to write poctry at the age of
fourteen, and his first published picee appeared in the
Dunfermline Press in 1864.  Since then his leisure
hours must have been well employed, for he has
accomplished much good and useful literary work, in-
cluding “The History of Mechanics’ Library, Dun-
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fermline,” a scries of papers on “ The Irish Question ”
in the Bradford Observer, ‘Linen Damask,” “To
Stornoway and Back,” ¢ Tom Buxton’s Aim ”—anovel
of deep interest and well-sustained thought—as well
as many poetical contributions to the columns of the
Weekly Scotsman, the People’s Friend, and other news-
papers and periodicals, under the signature “Smith
Robertson.”

e thus never finds time hang hearily on his
hands, although we learn that he leads a quiet and
lonely life.  In the summer he spends much time in
sketching from nature, also writing poetry, reading,
and working. Al his verse is the result of sudden
inspiration. It may be of iuterest to state that those
who know bim tell us that when an idea strikes him
—sometimes in  the middle of the night—he fre-
quently keeps a note-book lying conveniently near, so
that he may at once jot it down. The first four lines,
which usually shape themselves with the generation of
the idea, he afterwards works out; and he generally
keeps a poem lying heside him for several wecks, in
order to test its value.

Mr Robertson’s poems, with felicity of utterance
and in a most marked and heart-reaching manuer,
treat of the loves, the sorrows, and the joys common
to humanity. It is evident that any little incident
which came under his observation, or which struck
him in the course of his reading, and which another
mind might not have perceived at all, would, as we
have observed, revolve awhile in his fertile fancy, and
presently issue enshrined in a clear-cut, suggestive,
“solemn-thoughted idyll.” His lyric verses possess a
rich, varied, and meclodious cadence  They are
instinct with true poctic thought and feeling, and
everything he writes shows the cultured intellect and
ive sympathies. We have found sclection a
task—every piece submitted for our con-
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sideration being worth preserving.  We hope to hear
of his consenting to give his poetical thoughts to the
world in book-form.

MY JOIN,

He's a bunirdly chiel, an’ stands five feet ten without his ghin,
Has a thick, black moustache, an’ a bonny clean-chaved chin,
Wi’ twa bricht sparklin’ een, un’ a cheery sonl withiu—

My John,

He has big horny hands, an’ has knuckles hard as sticks,
An’ his feet, baith broad an’ lang, L.ear hix wecht frae six to six ;
He's a weary trauchled man, but a bonny Iad to tix—

i My John,

Wlen he tak's me in his airms it is like a giant's grip,

But 1 ken if danger cotne that he winna let me slip ;

Au'’ a nasty, ilt-taur'd word never fouls his honny lip—
My John.

Sae I cnddle in his bosom, an’ look in his faithfu’ een—

For hie's a Christ-like man, though his hands be seldum clean,

Wi’ a soul sae sweet an’ winsowe, loving. gentle, an’ rerene—
My John.

Sae we're toddlin’ on thegither, lovin’, workin', day by day,

Wi’ oor een npon that conntry that is never far away,

Whaur he'll rest frae waefu’ toilin’y an’ I'll hear the Master say—
“ My John,”

TUE PROBATIONER.

I am a prot ationer, handsome,
Of honours I had a guid share ;
There’s no ane ere enters a poopit
Will beat me for length o’ a prayer ;
My sermons are rigidly orthodox,
An’ soothin', my aith I will gie,
My fists can gie loud Holy-Book knocks—
Sae, what ails the kirk folk at me?

I've poetry, too, in my nature,
Can talk o’ the whisperin’ wind,

An’ throw in a neat little passage
'Bout mills that do constantly grind ;
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Can talk o' the sun at his settin’,
Quote Tennyson on't to a T,

A verse o' my ain no’ forgettin'—
Sae, what ails the kirk folk at me?

I'm wearied wi’ trampin’ the country,
For a gninea, whiles twa, in a day,
My hoots, I confess, are near soleless,
My hlack coat is fast turnin’ grey.
My spirits are low — I'm dejected,
The licht is gaun oot o' my e'e,
I’'ve heen mony times noo rejected—
O ! what ails the kirk folk at me ?

My class-mates are &' in guid manses,
Have wives an’ have families, too,
While lanely I it in my lodgings,
And press my cauld hand on my broo,
An’ wish Teenld yet e a tradesman—
I'm anld, an’ that never can be ;
I'm nought but a wanderin’ bedeman
To a kirk that will rever hae me.

T'll throw off my black enat an’ choker,
The kirks can a’ gany to the deuce,

I'll hame to my faither’s pair dwellin’,
An’ help him to manage the coos ;

Then, up wi' the lark in_the morniu’,
Cuntented an’ happy I'll be,

Nae mair to be vexed wi’ the scornin’
O’ a kirk that wadna hae we.

THE WIDOWS LAMENT.

O ! dinna lock the dvor, my lad,
Ye mauna yet begin,

On this, his first vicht i’ the wouls,
To till yer faither's shoon,

0! wae was 1 to see him dee,
An’ in the coffin laid,

An’ wae to think in yon kirkyard
His cauld, canlld bed was made,

Bat, O! it nip= my heart far mair
Than a’ that's vane before

On sic a waefn’ nicht as this
To hear ye luck the door.

For thirty years I've seen him sit
Ilk micht in that auld chair,
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An' listene 1 to his cheery voice—
A voice I'll hear nae mair ;

An' after he had ta’en his sinoke,
He'd fa' asleep an’ snore,

Then wanken up an’ gie a gant,
An’ rise an’ lock the door.

But, nevermair--0 dear ! O dear !
I can do nocht but weep,

Ye needna lock the door, wmy lad,
For I'll ne’er gang to sleep.

Q no, no, no ! nae sleep for me,
T'll sit dwon here an’ stare,

The lee lang nicht, wi’ wat'ry een,
Upon his vacant chair ;

An' think upou oor coortin’ days,
When happy, Llythe, an’ free,

He naething thocht o’ skelpin' miles
To spend an hour wi' me.

But he was younyg an’ supple then —
A braw an’ mirdly chield,

An'’ better never hell a plow’
Across a fallow field,

Aye, mony a lass did smirk an’ smile
Upon my honny jo,

But to them a' he’d only say
The day was guil or no,

Aw’ ! sae brisk an’ braw he look'd
Upon aor weddin' day,

When twenty couples walk’d in pairs
Up to the manse rae gay ;

An' at the dancin’ i’ the barn
Qur maister’s pawky e’e

Gaed squintin’ ’mong the lasses a’,
An' lichited aye on me,

An’ nocht wad serve the daft auld fule
But T wad step the flure

Wi’ him, an’ aye he whispered me—
* Ye dinna spoil a pair.”

An’ ten braw bairns I've borne to hin—
There's three beneath the sod ;

An’ nou he's gane an’ left me here
To bear my weary load.

Ah, no ! my laddie, dinna dae
What ye ne'er did before—

Yer faither's oot, an’ that's eneuch,
Ye m:;mm lock the door,

149
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A COBBLER’S SONG.

A cobbler he sat on his cobbler’s stool,
And the rafters ahove him rang

With the cheery sound of his mellow voice,
As he merrily worked and sang—

Chorus—

Ha, ha, ha, ha, and a thud, thud, thad,
They may langh and call me a fool ;

While the world goes ronnd in its folly and sin
I'll stick to my last and stool.

Ol1 Timothy Noodles, the tailor, has said
That the workmen are oppressed,

I find that the happiest way to live
Is to work and do my best.

Ha, ha, ha, ha, &ec.

And little Tom Norrie is going to marry,
And the neighbours all say to me—

“ Now here is a girl, or there, for a wife,”
But I merrily sing with glee—

Ha, ha, ha, ha, &ec.

For I'll have no wife to breed me strife,
All the hours of night and day,

Ever anxious to know what her neighbours think,
And to hear what her neigbours say.

Ha, ha, ha, ha, &ec.

Till the day shall coine when my eyes grow dim,
And my arms drop by my side,
And the long, long rest of the grave is near,
This sung shall be my guide—
Ha, ha, ha, ha, &c.

THE WINDS O0' MARCH,

The winds o’ March blow keenly,
But my lave’s hap is braw,
An' O, she trips it qneenly,
The bonniest o' them a.’
She kens nae fule nor folly,
I’ that guid an’ godly place ;
An’ Sautan’s melancholy
Ne'er saddens her sweet face,
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The winds o’ March are dreary,
An’ my luve's hoose is sina’;
An’ O their sough is eerie
As ow'r her heid they blaw,
But she is bricht an’ sangfu’,
Wi’ aweet an’ holy life ;
Whaur Sautan’s speeches wrangfu’
Can ne'er mmak din or strife.

Sae Llaw, ye winds rae surly,
Ow'r lane, kirkyaird, an’ lea !
‘Neath sky that's black aud gurly,

I'll dander forth to see
Her hoose, wi' door weel steekit,
A’ safe fiae peepin’ een ;
Weel biggit, and weel theekit
Wi’ bounie sods o’ green.

AULD SCOTLAND.

Anld Scotland I am proud of thee,
Thy rivers and thy bens,
Thy waterfalls and bonny lochs,
‘Thy dreamy woodland glens.
Thy prowess in the tented field
With claymore, sword, and gun,
Till wountain, moor, and dell rejoic'd
In freedom nobly won.,

Auld Scotland Tam prond of thee,
Ah ! very dear thy sod,

Where hernes fought and martyrs died
For Covenant and G,

Wiile o’er thy purple hills and moors
Streams Heav'n’s kindly sun,

And genial nature gilds the charms
Of Freeduin nobly won.

Auld Seotland I am proud of thee,
Dear rogged, noble land,
Thought quivers thro’ thee, bursts in speech,
The wondering nations stand
And look to'ards thy mist-clad hills
Where mind hath steel outrun,
And list thy sages rpeak the words
Of Freedom nobly won,

Auld Scotland I am proud of thee,
God grant iny latest breath
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May be a waft from thy free hills,
A heather-scented death.

And may thy sons be valiant men,
While light streams from the sun,

And ne’er forget their fathers died
For Freedom nobly won.

-

HOPE A. THOMSON

S a brother of the late gifted and very promising
young poet, William Thomson (author of “Leddy
May,” “The Maister an’ the Bairns,” &c.), whose brief
carcer was sketched in the Fifth Series of this work.
Hope was born at Bellshill, Lanarkshire, in 1863, and,
with his brother, spent most of his carly life in the
parish of Bothwell.  They received a portion of their
elementary education at the village school, and we are
informed that our poct at a very early age acquired a
great taste for reading.  When fiftcen years old he had
become acquainted with the works of all the great
English poets. After the collapse of the City of
Glasgow Bank, referred to in our sketch of William
Thomson, the family removed to Glasgow. There
Hope was placed under the care of an uncle, who
carried on business as a clothier, and with whom he
learned the tailoring trade. Since then he has resided
in Motherwell, Inverness, and Paisley. In 1891 he
went to Portree (Skye), where, as he says, if he has
not exactly been sowing and reaping, he has at least
been sewing and rhyming, endeavouring with his needle
to clothe the naked and with his pen to picrce the
vapours of the “Misty Isle” with a few gleams of

.. - sunshine.
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Mr Thomson’s first pocin appeared in the Glasgow
Weekly Herald in 1882, the year of his brother's death,
Since that time he has been a frequent contributor of
verse to that as well as other newspapers.  Although
during the last year or two, amid the worries of
business and the cares of life, he has Leen content to
dream away without writing much, “yet,” he says,
“one who is poetically inclined cannot live long in
Skye without occasionally bursting forth into song.”
His poetry, like that of his brother’s, is characterised
by naturalness, graceful and musical flow, and felicity
of language, carnestuess, and a warm and intelligent
appreciation of Nature in all her moods.

THE GLOAMING,..

Remember, love, the days,
When all our months were Mays,
Anlev erytlnnu on earth seemed clothed with beauty to our gaze;
When yet hfe s sun was high,
And smiling in the sky—
Ab ! now 'tis sinking fust in the gloaming.

Your hair like golden sheaves
On sunny harvest eves,
Eyes kindly, aweetly tender, and brown as autumn leaves ;
But now that hair is grey
As the morning mist in May,
Or the evening's dreamy haze at the gloaming.

But thou art still my dear,
Aud thongh, like blossums sear,
We still may droop together from wedry year to year,
The time must come at last
When, tears nnd sorrows past,
Together we shall sleep in the g onming.

THE SUORES OF THE MINCA.

Thou darksome water, girding Scotia’s shore,
What stirring memories do thy billows bring ?
Ayain we see, as in the days of yore,
Upon thy bosow Lorne the exiled King.



154 MODERN SCOTTISH POETS.

When through this pass, ro calmly peaceful now,
'Was heard the invading tramp of Southern men ;
The crowding clansmen crowned the mountain’s bre w,
Aud bowled the bounding boulders down the ben,

Like phantom shadows through the mists of yore,
ln fancy we again cau alinoxt see

The awful flashing of the broad claymore,
Amid the deadly rain of musketry.

But now an awful stillness reigns o'er all ; .

No sounds are heard but the dread temnpest’s roar,
The bleat of gentle lamb, the cuckouw’s call,

And billows dashing round the rocky shore.

Oh ! Skye, thon land of everlasting hills,
Thy purple heather by dead heroes trod—

Thy frowning rocks, thy lakes, and mountain rills
Declare the glory and the power of God.

AMID THE HNIGHLAND GLENS,

Amid the Highland glens, where the clans were wont to gather,
And oft the tiery cross in the warrior's hand was seen,
Where brightly smiles the sunlicht upon the purple heather,
And darkly frown the crags, while the torrent foams between,
No pibiroch now rerounds, the wild mountain echoes waking,
o claymores brightly flash, "mid the muskets’ deadly rain
Bat still the tempest greets the wild wintry morning’s brezking,
And still the storm-cloud gathers o’er dark Craig Dunain.

Oh ! glorious is the sight when the heather wild is waving,
While the green mountain pine bends its head to the Llast,
And enchanting the sound when the wintry wind is raving,
And rhrill the birds are screaming, when the sky is overcast ;
In yonder fair city in many a princely dwelling,
And many a costly treasure, bronght fromn far o'er the main,
Be wine the ximple cot, and the mountain torrent’s swelling,
Beueath the somnbre shadow of dark Craig Dunain,

JOHN HOWARD PAYNE,

He sat upon the steps at eventide
Before a mansion, from whose windows shone
The glare of feart and revelry, alone

And homeless as the weary world was wide.
. He sat upon the steps, nor marked the throng,
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Nor saw the eager crowd nor lighted street—
For, lo ! within, subdued and softly swees,
He heard a voice that sang his sweetest song.

But when, freed from the clay his spirit soared,
And rested near the gate of Paradise,
Again, lo! from within there came a voice
That said—** Come in, thou blesséd of the Lord.”

And anthems higher rolled than Heaven's dome
To welcome him who sang of ** Home, Sweet Home.”

SUMMER IN SKYE.

Around the ** Misty Isle ” the atorms have ceased their roaring,
Round the bare mountain penks the snow has ceased to curl,

Heaven'’s messengers of love, the birds, on high are soaring,
While o'er the sparkling water the screawming sea-gulls whirl,

The awful ** Rock of Storr,” o’e1looking age’s going,
Protecting from the blast the gaunt colunn by its side,

O’erwhelms the soul with wonder, and sets the pulses glowing
With the ecstatic rapture of patriotic pride.

O, Skye!thou land of tempests, when storms are o'er thee
aweeping,
From every mountain top the misty vapours rise ;
But when the vanquished winds are for a season sleeping,
A home thou art for angels—an earthly paradise.

-

AGNES M‘DONALD,

NATIVE of Glasgow, is the author of a volumes

“ Features of our River and other Poews’
(Glasgow : Maurice Ogle & Co., 1870). She is the
daughter of a working blacksmith, who dying while
she was yet young, left her, with comparatively little
education, to fight the battle of life alone.  Cousider-
ing her disadvantages, the poems she has contributed
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to the Glasgow Mail and other newspapers, several
of which have a place in her volume, are very credit-
able, and evinee her deeply veflective mind, keen
sensibilities, and warmn love of nature.  In her intro-
ductory note to “Features of our River,” she says
that ““if the different views of the Clyde be considered
oceasionally too highly coloured,” she “hopes that
circumstaunces and love of conntry will be accepted s
an excuse ; or, if the costume in which these thoughts
are dressed is not at all times of a texture fitted to
appear before the more fastidious or select, forbearance
is requested on the plea of ¢few advantages.”” Her
verses invariably address themselves to lefty purposes,
and are often such as are caleulated not only to
awaken patriotism and sympathetic feeling, but also
clevated thought and pure religion.

.TWILIGHT,

Clonds of mist are slowly spreading
Round the brow of yonder hill,

Day and night in twilight wedding :
Solemn hour—the world seems still.

Little birds are softlv singing
Pleasinyg notes to bid good-night ;
Murmuring rills, sweet echoes ringing,

Bind the spell and Lless the rite.

Murky shadows, grimly creeping,
Now have paled the blooming Howers,
Flora's heauties softly sleeping,
Peaceful as in Eden’s bowers,

Spread night’s cartain, thouzht is roaming,
Can that vision fail to please,

Which, in sweetest hour of gloaming,
Wandering Fancy ever sees?

Gazing on through her wide region,
Godlike gift to mortal clay,

Thonght soara high to heaven's portal,
Blending with eternal day,
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INFANT DREAMS,

Sweet little Lale, asleep within thy cot,

1n quiet repose—each tiny grief forgot ;

Peuceful thy slun.ber as that peaceful morn
Which saw Creation’s fairest offspring boru §
Serene ur Nature ere defaced by sin,

Telling the gazer all is peace within ;

Primeval innocence breathed not mnore grace,
Nor claimed more beauty than thy infant face,
What means that swile which dimples thy soft cheek,
Flits v'er thy brow, makes every feature speak ?
Do spirita pass thee by in visions bright,

Or are earth’s objects only in thy sight ?

Thou yesterday didst chaxe the butterfiy—

Doth it now dance before thy childish eye?

Haxt caught it 2—yex, it surely must be this
Which makex thy little face louk perfect blisa,
Swest innocence, how can we know thy mind ¢
We know corroding care did never wind

Its rankling chains around thy fresh young heart,
Nor sorrow pierce thee with its poisonous dart ;
True sorrow’s weeds hung round thy infant couch,
But sorrow fled Leneath thy magic touch—

A lovely sunbeam sent to cheer the gloom.

That gathered round thy gentle mother’s tomb,

A passing glimpse is all thou yet dost know

Of this vast woild, its share of weal or woe ;

A wistful glance, a sicile, anon a tear, )
To charm thine eye, or please thy listening ear.
Rest, little child—rest in unconscions bliss,
Thou'lt wake to find the world is more than this.
May heavenly wisdom guide thy infant years,
And guard thy pathway through this vale of tears ;
And as thine eye enlarges, and thy mind
Expands in beauty, may no ruthless wind
Bligzht the fair blossoms on the narrow road

Of Wisdom's ways which leadeth on to God,
Puarsue thy way, shun every crooked wile,

Then, little child, thou’lt ever wear that smile,

THE WITHERED SPRAY,

A lifeless spray, but beautiful in death,
Lies here awid the leaves of Poesy—
Befitting drapery—an honoured tomb
Enveloping the delicate remains.

Some gentle hand, moved by a loving heart,
Hath found for it those funeral obsequies,
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The graceful souvenir, perchance the link

Of the once happy past in memory's chain.
Sigourney’s pen, the chisel which hath hewn
The fit mausoleum by shady trees

And flowery groves which deck the borders of
Connecticut ; its dashing waves dirges

Have sung to shades of chiefs and patriots—
‘I'he savage rnde wh) knows no other law
Save the guick instincts of a fine-strung soul,
Oft sadly out of tune ; or the great heart
Which drowned its sweetest music in the wail
Of human woe that rose on every breeze,

Till all was «oftened down harmonious

With it: own. Silence now seals their rest.
Inanimate as lies this withered spray,

Save lighted by poetic glow—a gleam

Here shed above their graves,

And, what i« Life?
Cmnes back with force upon the startled soul.
This withered apray—a leaf from Nature’s book—
Reveals all of Earth's hopes, the renlptnre and
The obsequies, all the device—How dust
Remewbers dust,

Hail, Iinmortality !
Wear'st thou the laurel—it is called deathless,
To gain thiz prize, what deeds have mortals done
It may be Fame ; but the unfading crown
Must boast a heavenly dunor, not the
Ephemeral wreath entwined by human
Fancy—other than the fleeting flowers of
Moral culture, ere the aspiring brow
Be decked with amaranthine feaves,
Which bloowms for aye in Iimnortality,

Come, Pleasure, come, Fpicurean bliss,

Come, weigh your merits in the shifting

Scales upheld by trembling fingers ; let Love

Have precedence—it hoaets ethereal

Birth. But now the lifeless apray started

And shook visibly ; ‘twas but the idle breeze

Came through the open lattice stealthily

And rhook the leaves ; x0, heeding uot the

Warning ‘gainst the claims of love which hover'd

Even like some dark presentiment the

Spirit haunting, as some semnblance fair, which

Wore the covert smile to hide the hollow
- Heart, hath, spectre-like, pursued us, till by
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Some careless glance it hath nnmasked itself.

And ro the restless breeze played throngh the leaves
Till the poor spray mocked life and gaiety

Now the grotesque figures mimicked o'er

The dance of pleasure when the charin has fled ;
And now the fickle wind sighed through its frame.
Anon the picture that it drew was this—

Love's blossoms blighted, like its wasted form..
"I'was a parting scene, and friendship here

Seemed doomed to sudden death. Ah! it had been
Composed of too incongruous elements,

I'he day of trial came, the crucible

To test the golil ; clear shone the trnster's share,
That priceless jewel Truth, never more pure

‘I'han now ; the traitor’s share, too dark to gleam ;
But from the muddy depths a vapour rose
Death-laden, with a blighting pestilence,

Does Truth ne'er meet with Truth *—the Poet sings
Of such congenial souls, who mock the world's
Rude blast. But here the spray, shut in its tomb,
Sadly discoursed of love, and hope, and truth
Quenched in the grave.

Then, Mammon, bring thy gold,
For thou canst poise the scales and tix the beam,
Away, the earth-born dreaw, ‘tis too sordid.
To this glittering shrine comes many
A worshipper, weary and worn by the
Too rugged path which led thew thither,
To find the altar too unsafe for dreams—
Too hard for a last resting place. Gold—gold,
All potent as thou art, it is not thee.
Power—thou art the magician who would turn
Frail dust into life-giving Deity,
And make the pitiful possessor deem
His look is godlike, till, like Judea’s
Flattered king, he wakes at length to find
That, like his brother worin, he only forns
A part competent of the parent Earth.

Pleasnre, fair votary of all, quaff not

The cup till you regard the mixture,

Ambition, fold thy wings, and stoop not to

The shrines of Love, or Gold, or Power, or Fame.
Soar past them all, for they would drag thee down ;
Eagle-like soar on, and thon shalt reach the goal ;
At heaven’s gates sing, Christ is the Fount of Life.
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MAGGIE ROBERTSON

AS ‘born in 1853 at Pendreich, Bridge of
Allan, being the fourth danghter of Janes
Finlayson, farmer there, and nicce of the Iate Rev. Dr
. Thomas Finlayson, for many years minister of Rose
Street  United Presbyterian  Church, Edinburgh.
Brought up in the historic ncighhourhood of Sheriff-
muir, and of other scenes closely associated with the
most interesting periods of Scottish annals, and coming
into contact from day to day with some of the faivest
of mingled lowland and highland scenery, she ecarly
imbibed a deep love for the beauties of nature, and for -
the romantic past which her surroundings so vividly
reealled.  In her lonely walks by the Allan Water and
in the Wharrie Gleu she strung together verses
expressive of her affection for and delight in these
objects. She was educated chiefly at Hyndwood
School, Bridge of Allan, and so soon us she could
commit her thoughts to paper was wont to indulge in
the luxury of constructing stories and writing poems,
which were not, however, suffered to be seen beyond the
fumily circle. In 1882 she was married to Mr Junes
Robertson, headmaster of Lougeroft School, Denny,
Towards the close of 1887 she gained a prize offered
by the People’'s Journal for a patriotic song, and in the
following year obtained a prize for a Christmas story
sent to the same journal.  Since that time she has
contributed many poems aund stovies to Chambers’s
Journal, the People's Friend, Scottish Nights, &c.
Her compositions are marked by quiet simplicity
and sincere pathos, and whether she is describing the
scenery of her mative land or the manifold play of
human emotions, she shows herself a true danghter of
nature,
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MY NATIVE LAND,

Air—* 0 for the Bloom.”

Oh, sad hss my Leart Leen, dear land, since I left thee,
My songs end in sighing, my laughter in tears,
But not of one charm has long absence hereft thee—
Thy heauties shine bright through a vista of years,
To view in their grandeur thy lakes and thy fountains
Whase soul hax not stirred with a patriot’s pride ?
Whase heart felt no awe as they gazed on thy mountains,
And watched the wild terrents that dashed down théir side?
Ah ! wildly our hearts throb with fond recollections
Of heath-covered hills where in childhood we strayed ;
Though killows divide, yet they change not affectious,
For love from a Scottish heart never can fade.

The cuckoo’s glad note throngh thy woodland resounding
A chieering hope brings to the heart that's oppressed,
While valleys, with scent of the primnroge abounding,
Sonthe passion-toxsed apirita from tronble to rest.
Then, oh ! for a sight of thy glens in their splendour,
Where burnies da=h wild over 1ocks to the sea,
My heart like a wirror, with thoughts fond and tender,
Drings back all thy beauties, dear country, to me,
Ab ! wildly our hearts throb, &c.

Brizlit be thy meadows still, long in their glory
May thy sweet hawthorn and blue-h