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Dr. Ross still continues to advance his
labors, and we have recently,—beside the
title-page of “‘Bonnie Jean; A Garland ot
Poetry and Prosa in honor of the wife of
Robert Burns,” in press with the Raeburn
Book Company,—the six'h volume of
« Burnsidana,” from the press of Alex-
ander Gardner, Paisley and London. 7The
book is somewhat belated, being due last
January, but it is one of the things that
can afford to wait, having always aj claim
on futurity. The volume is not inferior fo
its predecessors, unless it be the second in
tte series, which contaired the tributes of
Beecher and Curtis. This issue however
is enriched with the tributes of Wallace
Bruce, (to whom the volume is dedicated
«Robert Burns, Poet Laureate of Lodge
Canongate Kilwinning; An Address De-
livered before the Members of the Lodge
Jan. 31, 1893;" and l.ord Roseberry’s
famous Addreeses, * Delivered at Dunfries
and Glasgow on the Centenary of the
Poet’s Death, 21st. of July 1896.” Amorg
the most attractive to us we find Richard
Henry Stoddard’s paper on “The Brad
lings of Burns,” and Henry Kerr's “Per-
tonal Recollections” of Robert the Second,
«tgld¢st son of the Poet.” This man
who lived to a venerable age and
wes buried at his death beside his father
and mother in the Mausoleum in St. Mi-
chael's churchyard, was himseif a literary
lover and a writer of songs, some of which
have survived the stress of time. We have
often withcd Burns might bave lived to
know and enjoy Scott, and itis interesting
to find out what this son thought of him:
Mr. Kerr writes: ““When I first became
acquainted with Robert, the eldest son of
the Bard, in 1846 he had for some years
been retired on a pension, an an ex-Gov-
ernment cflicial. He was then infirm and
in poor health, yet his face, and the con-
tour of his head, strongly remicded me,
and I wasonly a boy then, of the well-
known engravings from Nasmyth's portrait
of the poet, painted in the hey-day of his
popularity. Though I have frequently
seen the two other soms of the poet, on
their annual visit to Mr. McDiarmid in
Demfries, yet I was often brought into in-
timate relations with the e¢ldest son, Rotert
who was an almost nightly visitor, when Le
was able to move about, at Mr. Mac's
house, and when unwell, which was fre-
quently the case, I had often to see
bim at his lodgings with messages, books,
newspapers. etc., sent up to him by his old
and thoughtful friends, orhis family!
Being, then only a boy Robert was always
kind and indulgent to me, and took much
interest in the bcoks 1 should read. He
had a fine edition of the Waverly novels in
his library, as I well remember, and be told
me by all meens to s'udy thoroughly the
writir gs of Scott. He kindly leot me each
volume, and introduced me to a new world
as I bad hitherto never seen any ol the
great Wiz:rd’s matchless creations. Rob-
ert's favorite tale of Scott's was the
«Heart of Mid-Lotkian.” Ever since, I
have never tired of “Scott, ¢nl I caonot
even ‘o this day, say which is my favorite
work tke ¢Ileart of Mid-Lothian” or
«‘[vanhoe.” Dauring my frequent visits to
Robert’s lodgings I rectived from him
several valuable presents of books, and a
copy of one ot his own poetical pieces, en-
titled **A Song,” a pastoral ballad. It s
dated, ‘Damfries, Jan. 1848,7 Thote
who had the best knowledge of the eldest
son. Robert, used to say he was a most
accomplished man, an excellent linguist,
the tenderest of friends, and, though most
Ciffident where his own productions were
concerned, & poet of no mean calibre. . .
[ am mot aware that Robert Secundus’
poetical cfforts have even appeared ina
collected form. Two of his songs are
printed in Blackis's “Book of Scottish
Song.” The first, beginning, “Ha'e ye seen
in the calm, dewy morning,” is most beauti-
ful and felicitous ; the second is the ‘‘High-
Jand Piper.” Mr. Kerr goes on with an
account ‘of a visit’ to the farm of Ellisland,
where Burns and Jean set vp housekeeping,
in the company of the three sons of Burns
and Mr. NcDiarmid: “I recollect there
were not a fiew reminiscences cof the poet at
Fllisland, especially some of the existing
farniture in t! e kitchen ; the farmyard where
the poet was found by bis anxious wite
mourning over **Mary in Heaven ;" and the
kitchen table, or & very similar article of
furniture, on which the poet wrote out, ““in
the wind,” so to speak, the pathetic piece
after he had returned to the kitchen. A
little north of the farmhouse and command-
ing a fine glimpse of the wooded reach of
the river, was a kind of summer house—a
dormitory for gaberlurzie men and ‘‘vagrom
men” of that ilk. This rustic house, as we
were told by the tenant of Ellisland farm,
was often rcquistioned in Burns’ time, and
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it was used for the same purpose up to the
time of our visit in 1847. The poet, we are
told often spent hours in this romanticaily
surrounded summer house—a frail s‘ructure
in the year 1847. Some of the poet’s bes!
picces, as is well known, were written here,
and within the sound of the murmuring
waters of the Nith—a stream always dear to
him.” Here is a bit of verse by IKobby
Burns' boy. It wes composed to an sir by
Neil Gow, and, is dated ‘ Dunfries, Jan.

1848.

“As I gaed vp the side o’ Nith
Ae simmer morning early,

The gowden locks and dewy less,
The broom was wavin’ fairly.

Aloft, unseen, in cloudless sky,
The lark wss sinein’ clearly,

When, wadin’ tl ro’ the broom I spied
My pretty Meg, my dearie.

Like dawnin’ light frae stormy night
To sailors wae and weary,

Sae sweet to me the glint to see
O’ pretty Meg, my dearie :(—

“‘Her lips were like a hal’-seen rose,
When day is breakin’ haly;
Her e¢’en beneath her snowy brow,
Like raindrops frae a lily;
Like twa young snawdrcps filled wi’ dew,
They gleamed both bright and clearly;
Abune them shone o’ Mig, my dearie.
Of a' the flow’rs in sunny bowers,
That bloom’d that morn sae cherry,
The fairest flow’r that happy heur,
Was pretty Meg, my dearie.

“I took her by the sma’ white hand,
My heert sprang in her bosom,
Udon her face sat maided grace
Like sunshine on a blossom;
How lovely seemed the morning hymn
O ilka birdie near me,
But sweeter far the angel voice
O pretty Meg, my dearie;
While summer light shall bless my sight,
An’ bonrie broom shall cheer me,
I'll ne’er forget the morn I met
My pretty Meg, my dearie.”

In Mr. Stoddard's article we get some
straight forward scnsible comment, end
therein is a quotation from Samuel Egerton
Brydges, which gives us insight to Burns’
home and the poet’'s sometime manner
there when he received a stranger as guest.
Brydges was an English poet of his day,
who visited tke Bard of Ellisland, in the
auvtumn of 1790, bearing a letter of intro-
duction :

““About 2 miles from his residence, on a
bench under a tree, I passed a figure
which, {rom the engraved protraits of him,
I ¢id not doubt was the poet, but I did nog
venture to address him. Arriving at his
humble cottage Mrs. Burns opened the
door; she was the plain soit of
bumbie woman she had been described.
She ushered me irto a neat apartment, and
said that she would send for Burns, who
had gone for s walk. In about half an
hour he came, and my conjecture proved
right ; he was the person I had seen on the
bench by the roadside. At first I was not
entirely pleased with his countenence. I
thought it had a sort ¢t capricious jealcusy,
as if he was half inclined to treat me as an
irtruder. I rasolved to bear it, and try it
I could humor him. Ilet him choose his
turn of conversation, but said a word about
the friend whosa latter I had brought him
It was now about four in the afternoon of
an sutumn day. While we were falking,
Mrs. Burns, as if accustomed to entertain
visitors in this way, brought in a bottle of
Scotch whiskey, and set the table. I ac-
cepted this hospitality. I could not help
the curious glance with which he watched
me at the entrance of this sequel of homely
entertainment. Ile was satisfied ; be filled
our glasses. ‘Here's a health to auld
Caledonia " The fire sparkled m his eye,
and mine sympathetically met his. He
shook my hands, and we were friends at
onca. Thenhe drank, ‘Erin forever !’ and
the tear of delight burst from his eye.
The fountain of his heart and his micd
opened at once and flowed with abundant
torcesalmost till midnight. He had amsaz-
ing acuteness of intellect as well as glow of
sentiment. I do not cCeny that he said
soma absurd things, and many coarse
ones, and that his knowledge was
very irregular, and sometimrs too
presumptuous, and that he did not endure
contradiction with sufficient patience. His
pride, and perhaps his vanity wis even
morbid. I carefully avoided topics in
which he could not take an active part. Ot
literary gossip he knew nothing, and,
therefore I kept aloof from it; in the tech-
nical parts of literature, his opinions were
crude and unformed, but whenever he
spoke of a great writer whom he had read,
Lis taste was generally sound. To a few
minor writers he gave more credit than

they deserved. His grand beauty was his
manly strength and his energy and eleva-
tion of thought and feeling. IHe had al-
ways & full mind and all flowed from a
genuine spring. I never conversed with a
man who appeared to be more warmly im-
pressed with the beauties of nature, and
visions of fema'e beauty and tenderness
teemed to transport him. He did not
merely appear to be a poet at casual in-
tervals, but at every moment a poetical
enthusiasm seemed to beat in his veins,
and he lived all his days the inward i! not
the outward lite of a poet. I thought I
perceived in Burn's cheek the sympt oms of
an erergy which had been pushed too far,
and he had this feeling himself. Every
now and then he spoke ot the grave fo
soon about to close over him. His dark
eye had at first a character of sterness, hut
as he became warm, though this did not
entirely melt away, it was mingled with
changes of extreme softness.”

All this is exceedingly apt and interest-
ing, s proceeding from a candid, culti-
vated man of poetical feeling. Of bis
characterization, Mr. Stcddard ssys:
«This delineation of Burns in his thirty-
second year is not only a notable example
of intellectual portraiture, but to those who
have studied his writings is en acute analy-
sis of his genius, which accomplisted what
it did throvgh its own intensity, and not
through the adventitious aid of books. . .
His familiarity with great writers was not
extensive enough to instruct him; he was
misinstructed by minor writers, with whom
his acquamtance was sufficiently large. He
read without judgment and admired with-
out taste. This circumstance explains the
mediocrity which characterizes all Lis Eng-
lish writings.”

Other articles of some inter2st in this
volume ate: “Hon. John W. Goff, on
Burns,” *‘Burns’ Relics in Brooklyn, N.
Y., Valuable Manuscripts etc., at the
Home of Wallace Bruce,” by John D. Ross
“Burns in an English Dress,”” “Burps in
America,” by Jobn G. Dow; *‘The Kil-
marnock ‘Burns’ Centenary of Publica-
tion,” “Burns and Byron,” and ‘“Haw-
thorn.’s Fantasy of Burns the aged,” by
Rev. A.T. Lockhart; “Tam O Shanter,”
by C. H. Govan; “The Religion of Burns”
Walter Walsh; ‘“Gen. Isaac S. Catlin, on

| Burns” ; ““The Jacobite ancestry of Rome,”

by John Muir, F.S. A. Scot; ‘‘Burns
as a Mason”; My Nannie O,” by Andrew
Robertson Girvan ; ‘‘Burns as a newspaper
man,” Hunter MacCulloch; ‘“Burns as a
lover of birds,” by Arthur Grant, ‘Scot-
land’s new patron saint” ; George Gilfillan’s
apswer to the question, ‘‘Why Burnsis
more popular than Scot with the masses”;
“The memory of Burns—a brief tribute
from his countrymen and admirers in Bel-
fast” ; ‘A poet of the people” by Rev. Dr.
Court ; ‘“Alex Tait, the Tarbolton poet”;

Muir; and ‘‘Burns’ attitude toward the
clergy ot his day,” by Rev. Jobn Brown;
an address delivered at Fall river. The
poe'ry of the volume embraces the work of
Holmes, and Lowell Carleton. ‘A Robert
Burns reverie” is from ‘“The Lz2eds Mer-
cury;” and ‘Lines on the centenary of
Burns, Jan., 25th, 1859,” are trom the
book of our Acadian poetess, Mary I.
Katzman l.awson late of Halifax.

* * =

We have sent us two issues of Mr. Mos-
her's delicately printed and choice literary
booklets,containing a prose-gem of William
Morris the Eoglish poet ertitled ¢“The Hol-
low Land,” prefaced with some fine lines
by our New Brunswick poet, Francis Sher
man taken from his ‘‘In Memorabole
Mortis :”

A little while before the Fall was done

A day came when the frail year paused and said:
“*Behold ! a little while and I am dead;

Wilt thou not choose of all thine old dreams, one ;"
Then dwelt I in a garden where the sun

Shone always, and the roses all were red.

And in this garden sloping to the sea

I dweli(it seemed), to watch a pageant pass,—
Yonng Queens, with rellow hair bouud wonderfully,
For love's sake, and because of love’s decree,

Most went, I knew; ani so the flowers and grass
Knew my steps also: Yet I went alas,

Deeming the garden, surely lost to me.

But as the days went over, and still our feet

Trod the warm, even places, I knew well

That here had Beauty built her citadel.

An exceilent th'nz is ‘“The Bibelot,”
and we should fincy book lovers, and
{ollowors of the old and new that is also
strange, would all be after it. We have
also a jubilee poem of Mr. Sherman, of

which we may speak more in particular.
Pastor FrLix.
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BERMUDA BLACKS.

Form aMost Commendable Portion of the
1s8land Population.

How people live so thriitily in Bermuda,
and with so little exertion, is a standing
enigma. Nobody isin haste and few have
anytbing special to do. For a considerable
time alter the dinner hour it appears to be
immaterial whether business houses are

open or closed, ‘steamer days’ excepted,
and there is plenty of time for entertain-

ments, regattas and music in fhe public

¢‘Bibliographical notes on Burns” by John |

CARRIAGES !

CARRIAGES!

Handsome and Comfortable, well constructed and
elegantly finished.

Here Are Two Distinct Styles.
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riages built.

F'rodexricton.

Or at Warehouse, Corner Brussels and Union Sts.
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SINCLE-SEATED BUCCY.

A very handsome and convenient carriage for all' purposes.

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable car-
Rides as easy as a cradle.

For prices and all information apply to

JoHN EDGECOMBE & SONS,

IN. 2.

laborers get abont $1 a day, and the best
mechanics, such as carpen‘ers and masons,
not over 9 shillings, or $1.50. Beef costs
nearly as much as in New York, and
strange to say, vegetables are but little
cheaper, while buildings used as tene-
ments are divided into such small
apartments as to return large rents.
Fer all this, people of every class
and color dress well and seem to lack no
substantial comfort. The public schools
are wholly surrendered to the colored po-
pulation, whites preferring to patronize
private institutions. Therefore, while there
is no class antagonism, there is little direct

business intercourse. Colored men 2asa
rule drive the coaches, sail the boats, and
make the laboring force in all lines of in-
dustry, whether in mechanics or agriculture.
On the local steamboats all hands are color
ed—captain, crew and engineers. KEven
the pilots to conduct the big steamexs into
port are all colored, and ot acknowledged
competency. Colored people have their
own church edifice, but have a regular
place assigaed them at other houses of wor-
ship. Evidently, so far as color is ccn-
ccrned, all controversy has ceased 1n
Bermuda, e:ch race treating the other with
respectful consideration. In no community
are the ordinary courtesies observed wih
‘a more scrupulous regard, especally in the
intercourse with visitors from abroad.
The almost total disappearance of cuhe
strictly negro type of pbysiognomy is at
once noticeable. Already all of the color-
ed population are European’zing to some
extent, not only in features but in com-
plexion, language and dress. In fact, not a
few ot the best looking, most genteel and
prosperous among them are hardly dis-
tinguishable from the Caucatian race. It is
also to be set down intheir favor that they
are uniformly polite, always excepting the
‘Barbadoes nigger,” who is prone to be in-
sufferably insolent.

communication beyond the necessities of !

equare by the imperial band. ()ommonl Thera are few, if any, low-down and

disreputable blacks. They are sometimes
called lazy, but I think this is said by peo-
ple who contrast them with workers in tke
northern states of America, which is un.
fair. Nobody works in Bermuda as real
workmen do in the States or in Kurope.
Compared with the negro of our northern
States the black Bermudiens as a whole
are at least two generations ahead. They
live in clean and nice houses, they drees
neatly, their churches and schools are
well attended and interesting, they are
not loungers and idlers and drurkards;
and most of the hard work of the is-
jands in sawing out blocks of lime=
stone building houses, driving horses
and asser, loading and unloading ves=-
sels, piloting and sailing all sorts cof
craft into and about the harbor, culti-
vating the onions, potatoes and lilies
boxing and barreling and sbipping tke
same and acting as servents on all occas-
ions and everywhere except at the tables
of a few hotels, is done by intelligent,
handy, respectful snd competent blacks.
Jermuda in the whitest and cleanest place
thet [ have seen in any part of the world
its streets are better swept, its houses are
better garnished, its every detail is white
and bright and pure as sosp and lime and

water and work can make it, and the cred-

it of this whiteness and light is due, m a

large degree to the industry and honest

labor of the black population, whom some

writers call ‘improvident andlizy.) Itis

a Yankee libel upon a race that have much

to be proud off in the position which they . )
have gained in two generation tince they 0 ¢
were emancipated from slavery.—New

York Observer.
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A Centerarian Cyclist,

James Lane, of Chicago, who celebrated
his one hundredth birthday anniversary last
March, is one of the entbusiastic bicycle
riders on the North Side. He asserts he
is the oldest wheelman in the world, and
every pleasant afternoon, says a corres-
pondent, he can be seen ‘scorching’ along
the North Side boulevards.




