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fraught with the high-toned feeling and the power and

energy of expression characteristic of the mind and voice

6f a poet," with the solemn, the tender, the sublime;

that they contained images of pastoral beauty which no

other writer had ever surpassed, and strains of wild hui

inor which only the higher masters of the lyre had ever

equalled; and that the genius displayed in them seemed

not less admirable in tracing the manners, than in painting

the passions, or in drawing the scenery of nature. I flung

down the ess, ascended to the deck in three huge strides,

leaped ashore, and reached my bookseller's as he was

shutting up for the night.
" Can you furnish me with a copy of 'Burns's Poems,"'

I said, "either for love or money?"

"I have but one copy left," replied the man, and here

it is.,,

I flung down a guinea. The change," I said, "I shall

get when I am less in a hurry."

'Twas late that evening ere I remembered that 'tis cus

tomary to spend at least part of the night in bed. I read

on and. on with a still increasing astonishment and delight,

laughing and crying by turns. I was quite in a new world.

All was fresh and unsoiled, -the thoughts, the descrip

tions, the images,
- as if the volume I read were the first

that had ever been written; and yet all was easy and nat

ural, and appealed with a truth and force irresistible to

the recollections I cherished most fondly. Nature and

Scotland met me at every turn. I had admired the

polished compositions of Pope and Grey and Collins;

though I could not sometimes help feeling that, with all

the exquisite art they displayed, there was a little addi

tional art wanting still. In most cases the scaffolding

seemed incorporated with the structure which it had
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