http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1871-Miller-Tales/README.htm
' RECOLLECTIONS OF BURNGS. 115

CHAPTER VII.

His is that language of the heart
. In which the answering heart would speak, —
Thought, word, that bids the warm tear start,
Or the smile light up the cheek;
v And his that music to whose tone
The common pulse of man keeps time,
In cot or castle’s mirth or moan,
In cold or sunny clime.
AMERICAN POET.

TuE love of literature, when once thoroughly awakened
in a reflective mind, can never after cease to influence it.
It first assimilates®our intellectual part to those fine in-
tellects which live in the world of books, and then renders
our connection with them indispensable by laying hold
of that social principle of our nature which ever leads us
to the society of our fellows as our proper sphere of en-
joyment. My early habits, by heightening my tone. of
thought and feeling, had tended considerably to narrow
my circle of companionship. My profession, too, had led
me to be much alone; and now that I had been several
years the master of an Indiaman, I was quite as fond of
reading, and felt as deep an’ interest in whatever took
place in the literary world, as when a student at St. An-
drews. There was much in the literature of the period to
gratify my pri.de as a Scotchman. The despotism, both
political and religious, which had overlaid the energies of
our country for more than a century, had long been re-
moved ; and the national mind had swelled and expanded
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