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Prince Charles Edwards L;<Jueur 

First prepared in the Isle of Skye in 1745 from the 

recipe of Prince Charlie's personal liqueur which was 

presented to Mackinnon of Strathaird as a reward 

for his services to the Prince. The secret recipe has 

been carefully guarded and the liqueur is made by the 

Mackinnon family to this day. 

DRAMBUIE IS GIVEN THE PLACE OF HONOUR AT 

THE ANNUAL FUNCTIONS OF BURNS CLUBS, 

CALEDONIAN AND ST. ANDREW'S 

SOCIETIES AND OTHER SCOTTISH 

GATHERINGS AT HOME AND]IN ALL 

PARTS OF THE WORLD 

THE DRAMBUIE LIQUEUR 

CO. LTD., 

12 YORK PLACE 

EDINBURGH 
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ROBERT BURNS 
THE MAN AND ·HIS WORK 

by HANS HECHT 

NEW EDITION OF THIS ST AND ARD WORK 

"It may be said with certainty that this is the best life c.£ 
Burns written this century and that it is unlikely to he 
superseded for a very long time." 

-Glasgow Herald. 

"It is likely to hold the field for years to come . . . a book 
that the general reader as well as the student of the poet will 
wish to keep." 

Price 12S. 6d. 

* * 
Post free 13s. 

* 

~Scotsman. 

GREAT SCOTS 
by J. F. HOUSTOUN 

Short biographies of 24 famous Scots who "made good" at 
home and abroad. This book should be read by everyone 
interested in Scotland and the Scots. 

Price 7s. 6d. Post free 8s. 

* * * To those of you far away from home these books should bring 
back happy memories and allow you to linger with us around 
the fireside. Friends made in your new country would also 
be interested in these books. We shall be happy to recommend 

b 

other books on Scotland if you care to write us. 

Robert Gibson &- Sons Glasgow Ltd. 
45 Queen Street, Glasgow, C. I 
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GLASGOW ART 
GALLERY 

Special 

The Gallery Authorities will be 
glad to arrange Tours for 

organised parties with special 
reference to Pictures and Relics 
associated with the Life and 

Work of 

ROBERT BURNS 

Please communicate 
Director. 

with the 

Recent Acquisition-"The Cottar's Saturday 1Night" 
by Sir David Wilkie, R.A. 

T. j. HONEYM.AN, 
Director. 
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The words relating to the activities 
of Captain Grose in his day might 
well be applied to the newspaper 
service of our times. "Chiels" all 
over the world keep the wires 
humming with news and more 
news for the dail~ press~ 

THE GLASGOW HERALD 
THE EVENING TIMES. 
THE BULLETIN 

• 

These three newspapers have become an 
integral part of Scotland's daily life. The 
business man turns to THE CLASCOW 
HERALD for reliable news and informed 
comment on Political, Industrial and 
Financial matters. THE EVENINC TIMES
caters for the whole family with news -
sport and g e n er a I features. TH E 
BULLETIN is essentially the woman's 
paper-all the latest news in pictures
as welcome as the morning cup of tea. 

65 BUCHANAN STREET. CLASCOW . 56 FLEET STREET. LONDON. E.C.4 
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For anld Jang syne 
Familiarity does not always -breed contempt. 
•... Some "auld acquaintances .. improve with 
time, growing from strength to strength as 
understanding and mutual respect innease. 

This sympathetic relationship can apply 
equally to places as well as people, institu
tions as well as individuals. Regular readers 
of the DAILY HERALD, for example, 
know there is more to their daily newspaper 

. than just w9rds and pictures-it has grown 
to be an integral part of their daily lives- < 
the continuity of ideas · and expression .of 
opinions with which they are in sympathy are 
both intellectually satisfying and stimulating_ 



Cfilho poll!er of ll!otris 

symbolised in the poetry 
of Robert Burns, in it~ _ 
broad humanity, its pas
sionate cry to · human 
reason in hie claim for 
the individual. 

The Power of 'vVords-as 
symbolised also in the 
Kemsley Press in carrying 
forward these rights so 
triumphantly in the~e 
hectic time.~. 

DAILY RECORD 



THE 

SAVINGS BANK OF GLASGOW 
(Certified under the Act of 1863) 

"Not for to hide it in a hedge 
Nor jor a train attendant 

Bttt for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent." 

The Bank pr'l>vides a Complete National Savings Service 

• ORDINARY DEPARTMENT- All funds deoosited with 
the Government. Deposits received from 1/. to £500 in one 
year. To1al Limit, £2000. lnterest-2~ per cent. (compound). 

o SPECIAL INVESTMENT DEPT. - Deposits from £5 to 
£500 received - present rate of interest 2~ per cent. (compound). 

• GOVERNMENT STOCK and BONDS- Subscriptions re
ceived for an · " tap'' issues. Stock and Bonds purchased and 
sold. Dividends are credited to holders' accounts without 
deduction of Income Tax at source. 

•SAVINGS CERTIFICATES and STAMPS sold. 

• SAVINGS ST AMPS are accepted os deposits. 

• GOVERNMENT ANNUITIES from £1 to £300 purchased. 

Head Office 177 INGRAM STREET, GLASGOW 
54 Offices throughout the Citv and District , 

A TRUSTEE SAVINGS BANK 



-. 

... _,_. 

THE 

COMMERCIAL BANK 
OF SCOTLAND LTD. 

ESTABLISHED 1810 

OVER THREE HUNDRED BRANCHES 

AND SUB-OFl!IOES IN SCOTLAND 

AND THREE OFFICES JN LONDON 

HEAD OFFICE : 

14 GEORGE STREET, EDINBURGH 

General Manager: Srn JoHN MAXWELL ERSKINE, C. B.E., D.L 
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True to the progressive spirit of Scottish banking, 
service to the community Is the watchword of the 
Clydesdale & North of Scotland Bank, which for 
over a century has been intimately associated with 
the development of Scottish Industry, Commerce, 
Agriculture and Fishing. 

To the problems of to-day the Bank brings a clear 
and sympathetic understanding, remaining ever alert 
to the needs of Scotland's agricultural and industrial 
development. 

CLYDESDALE & NORTH op SCOTLAND 
BANK I.IMITED 

JOHN J. CAMPBELL, GENERAL MANAGER 

HEAD OFFICE : - 30 St. Vincent Place, Glasgow, C.I. 
Aberdeen chJ.er Office S Castle Street· 
Edinburgh Chief Office 
London Chief Office 

- 29 George Street. 
- JO.Lombard Street. 

360 Branches throughout Scotland from the Salway to the Shetland Islands. 

reflects 
lll the quality of its service 

the value of 

a sturdy Scottish independence. 

.Branches throughout Scotland and in London 

Head Office z 
UO St. Vincent Street, Glasgow 

General Manager z 
John A. Morrison, M.C. 
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u·ank 
or 

Scotland • 
(Constituted by Act of Parliament 1695) 

Admirers ef II.OBERT BURNS, 

Sc.otland's National Poet, will be 

interested to know that he was a 

client ef the Bank ef Scotland at 

their Dumfries Branch. 

SCOTLAND'S 

ALL CLASSES OF BANKING 

BUSINESS TRANSACTED 

BRANCH~ THROUGHOUT 

SCOTLAND 

OLDEST BA N K 

'It's gUid to support Caledonia's cause' 

'Xay Prudence protect her frae evil!' 

Characteristic sentiments of the -

'National Bard' echoed, in its unfailing 

encouragement of Sc;ottish enterprise, by 
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ROYAL BANK OF SCOTLAND 
Incorporated by Royfll _Charter, 17!J7 · 

Head Office: 

St. Andrew Square, Edlnbur&"h _ 

Branches throughout Scotland and in London 

ASSOCIATED BANKS 

GLYN, MILLS & CO. 
WILLIAMS DEACON'S BANK LIMITED 

Comblete Banking Facilities 

· ·.The British Linen Bank 
Incorporated by Royal Charter, 1746 

The Bank transacts every kind of HOME 
and OVERSEAS BANKING BUSINESS. 

Enquiries regarding the facilities available 
to customers will be welcomed· at any 
omce of the Bank. 

HEAD OFFICE : 

58 St. ·Andrew Square - EDINBURGH 

BRANCHES THROUGHOUT SCOTLAND 
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SCOTLAND 
Birthplace of Burns 

Extends a hearty invitation to Burns 
lo'Vers throughout the world to visit 
the land he made immortal. 

Your visit can help Scotland to 
prosperity. 

Three outstanding events in Scotland 
in 1951 which have a particular 
appeal to overseas Scots are:-

The' Lgreat Edinburgh International 
Festival of Music and Drama, to be 
held from August 19 to September 
8 ; a Skye Week, to be held on the 
"Misty Isle" from June I to 9; and 

, a world Clan Gathering in Edinburgh 
'from August 16 to 19. 

Scotland will be playing a leading 
part in the Festival of Brita,in, and 
Glasgow will house the great Exhibi
tion of Industrial Power from June 
to September. 

-
When you or your friends:_ plan 
to come to Scotland write to : 

THE SCOTTISH TGURIST BOARD 

2 0 Y OR K P-L AC E, E D I N B U R G H 

who will be pleased to help you 

''• t 
) 

> 

·1 

. " 
',, 

.} 



,. ...... ~;",-' :~~ ·~ -"'..,~. :-.: ~"'"-'l'\:."''. """"'·, .. · .... ,......, •.. ''.'; .'".- - ,.:~<,~.r 1r:~ .. ;~:-,t,~':···,T" • 

I 
~, 

. ~~ .... , : 

~"-' ,, 
•· 
' L. ,, 
' ,. 

•(-

1,, 
) . 

·:' 

~~~~~~~ 
~ ~ 

i er 

THE 

THE GENIE 0' THE LAMP 

WHEN lan~ years syne the lowland folk 
Wad seek some extra licht, 

T'was farthing dip and rush-lichts then 
That glimmed across the nicht. 

Then man with ever preein' mind 
Bethocht tae burn oil, 

An' syne its warmer glimmer shone 
The dark'ning nicht tae foil. 

But, dim the licht at best o' times 
An' waesome work tae tend; 

Nae heat but peat-nae poo'er but brawn.:_ 
The lowland people kenned. 

Then cam' the Genie o' the lamp 
Wi' brilliant licht o' thocht. 

An' wi' a new an' gladsome poo'er 
The miracle was wrocht. 

N ae lamps tae fill-nae wicks tae trim
The wee glass bulb is there; 

Ae flick o' switch-nae mair, nae less-
Gi'es licht and poo'er tae spare. 

Noo Electricity dispels 
The gloom when nicht shall fa' 

Abundant licht an' poo'er an' heat 
Befriends ,us, ane an' a'. 

SOUTH WEST SCOTLAND· ELEc;rRICITY 
Sub-area Offices: 

LANARKSHIRE: 137 Almada Street, A YRSHl.RE : Greenholm Street, 

GLASGOW: 75 Waterloo St., Glasgow I CLYDE; 206 St. Vincent St., Glallrow 

~ Hamilton Kilmarnock 
,~ DUMFRIES & GALLOWAY: Marchmount, Dumfries 
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DIRECT SHIPMENTS TO AND FROM 

The 
PORT -OF 'GLASGOW 

ON THE RIVER CLYDE, 

serve at attractive charges 

INDUSTRIAL 
SCOTLAND 

' 
and adjoining territory 

FACILITIES OF THE FIRST 
CLASS FOR SHIPS AND 
CARGOES-FOREIGN AND. I 

COASTWISE 

Write General Manager and Secretary 

THE.ULTDE NAVIGATION TRUST 
16 ROBERTSON STREET, GLASGOW, C.2 

TELEPHONE-CENTRAL 2695 

.. ,, 
, ,j ., 

" ',, 

-· ., 

\ 
' ' • 

'l 

·,, 
' '" 

• 'i 

" _, 
·1 jJ 

);; 

,\-

: . .1 
' ~": :"' 



t' 
,I, 

. 
,·: 
i, 

L ·, ,. 
,, " 
1\ ,. 
,. 
' " 

>= 
\' 

' ~1', 
t. 
r. ~' 
f: 
:~. 

•·' •'-r 
,',\'' 
[r«· 
'"' [-
c. 
r. 

; 
:t" 
I· 

i 
:IJ 

: 
i', 

~' 
,, 
\'.. 
~ ~·' 

{' , ' 
" '";I 

~- ' 
(. 
~ 
\,~'i 

~!;'j 
~, '.. 

•'' r ,_ 
;-
,• 

~~ 
~-, 
i 

,, 
i I ,,.'. 

' "· •, 
~ .: 
": 

.. ,,,..,;,!~\' ~- ~·1-<;: ' 

THE WESTERN S. M. T. COMPANY, LIMITED 

From Town to Town 
and Door to Door .. 

The Services of the WESTERN Company 
connect every Town of importance in the 
South-West of Scotland 

DAILY EXPRESS SERVICE-Direct Route 

GLASGOW-LONDON 

Fares: 30/- single 

a 
60/- return 

: Daily Services to 
BLA~KPOOL, LIVERPOOL 

MANCHESTER and all LANCASHIRE 

Seats may be booked in advance at 
any of the Offices of the Company 

· Day Tours, Covering the Burns Country and the 
Historical and Picturesque Parts of Scotland. Tours 

Brochures and Time Tables on Application. 
Charter Buses Available for Private Parties. 

Head Office : Telephone 940 
Bus Station, Portland Street, KILMARNOCK 

Offices at : , 

AYR • ARDROSSAN · CUMNOCK · CALJ)ERBANK 

GIRVAN · GOUROCK · INCHINNAN · LARGS 
NEWTON MEARNS · PRESTWICK 

The "Western" Way-The Best Woy 
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Telephone :Ayr 2960 

~S · f ERGUSOJV cl 
").,,..~ (A. y, CRAWFORD) 

Tobacco· Bl1elnder11 
Whole!•ale and Retail Tob~cc'.onist• 

26~._NEW!)BRIDGE STREET 
AYR 

Established 1799--------A.D. 1949 
A Century and a Half of Service 

Scotland's tobacco industry vanished completely at the open
ing of hostilities with America in 1776. After the peace of 
1783 it took a full decade to re-establish itself. 

In the year 1799 Peter Stewart commenced business 1in Ayr, 
which prospered and expanded. 

In 1826 he indentured a boy named James Ferguson. James 
served seven years, receiving 3s. per week in the first year and 
9s. per week in the seventh. Now, "when his long seven years 
were o'er," young Ferguson was commended by his master, 
Peter Stewart, for diligence and for "having honestly served 
the time specified in this indenture much to my satisfaction." 

Master and servant became so attached to one another that 
James Ferguson named his first child Peter Stewart Ferguson, 
while the now aged Peter Stewart bequeathed his flourishing 
tobacco business to his erstwhile apprentice, James Ferguson. 

The firm became James Ferguson & Son, the son becoming 
in time a magistrate of Ayr. When Peter Stewart Ferguson 
was gathered to his fathers the business was inherited by his 
nephew, Andrew Young Crawford, also a magistrate of Ayr, 
but the fragrance of auld lang syne has been preserved by the 
retention of the name /ames Ferguson & Son, and in the 
baptismal name of the Crawford heir and prospective 
successor, Peter Stewart Ferguson Crawford. 

Such dynastic continuity is romantic enough, but there is a 
far sweeter romance in remembrance. 

26 NEW BRIDGE STREET AYR 
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HOTELS of RENOWN 

in c5cotfand 
for the NATIVE SCOT ON LEA VE 
and VISITORS MAKING HOLIDAY 
in the land of everlasting beauty 

A YR, Station Hotel KYLE OF LOCHALSH, Lochalsh Hotel 

*STRATHPEFFER, Highland Hotel. DORNOCH "HOTEL; Sutherland 

DUMFRIES Station Hotel TURNBERRY HOTEL Ayrshire 

GLENEAGLES HOTEL, Perthshire 
. •Temporarily Closed 

At Ayr and Dumfries in the Counties intimately associated with 
the life and writings of the immortal Burns, the Station Hotels 
are admirable headquarters for excursions and expeditions. 

ABERDEEN, Station Hotel 

EDINBURGH, Caledonian Hotel 
North British Hotel 

GLASGOW, Central Hotel 
North British Hotel 
St. Enoch Hotel 

INVERNESS, Station Hotel 

PERTH, Station Hotel 

Full Tariff and particulars will be immediately forwarded on receipt of enquiries 
to the Resident Managers or to : 

THE HOTELS EXECUTIVE 
BRITISH TRANSPORT 

222 Marylebone Road, London, N.W.1. 
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EDITORIAL 

In the last number of the Burns Chronicle (1950) our new 
name was advertised as "Unicorn." It has been decided to retain 
the word "Chronicle," to keep SCOTS CHRONICLE in line 
with the old Burns Chronicle. 

Our policy is to hold a balance between work in English, Scots, 
and Gaelic. A popular theme for propagandists has been the 
frustration of writers in Lowland Scots. The Saltire Society has 
givein publicity to their work by publishing sdections. It is 
writers of poetry in English who now feel frustrated in Scotland 
by the growing monopoly of a Scottish Renaissance too narrowly 
defined. 

The recent ofler of the Arts Council of prizes for poems in 
Lowland Scots tnd Gaelic passed without criticism. Yet the 
implication is that a Scottish poet writing in English is no longer 
a Scottish poet. Apart from. Under the Eildon Tree, from which 
we reprint two lyrics, there has been no recent outburst of good 
writing in Scots, only discouragement of poets who realise the 
obvious, that the languages of Scotland are English and Gaelic. 
Whatever the situation may have been in the past, or may be in 
the future, Scots has not yet been recreated as a language. 

We are privileged to print two poems by Norman M'Caig, 
who is writing, in English, some of the best work now being 
produced in Scotland. 

The two poems from the MavisgrOtle MSS. (pp. 95-6), are 
reprinted from "Here and There in Two Hemispheres" by James 
D. Law (The Home Publishing Company, Lancaster Pa., 1903). 
We would be glad to know where the MSS. are. 

We are grateful to the British Council, Edinburgh, for allow
ing us to use the MacTaggart reproduction, and to Mr. W. G. 
Gillies, R.S.A., and Miss Anne Redpath, A.R.S.A., R.B.A., for 
permission to use the reproductions of their pictures. 

I I CASTLE TERRACE, 

BROUGHTY FERRY. 

A 

WILLIAM MONTGOMERIE. 



THE POETRY OF THE SCOTTISH RENAISSANCE 

By ALASTAIR THOMSON 

I 

Let us begin by admitting that there has been a revival of 
interest in Scottish letters. "Renaissance" is, in this connection, 
a windy word. Broadly speaking, it means rebirth-not a term 
to be used lightly. It must be stated at the outset that this 
revival of interest and activity is no such rebirth. It is a forced 
growth. 

There is scarcdy space in this review to do justice to every 
poet writing now in Scotland. Mr. Maurice Lindsay would have 
the list a long one. On the other hand, we might profitably 
examine three outstanding figures, representing the best. For 
these, I take-Edwin Muir, Hugh MacDiarmid, and Sydney 
Smith. There are others, some quite good, others merely bad; 
but a consideration of these three should be enough. 

II 

It is perhaps significant that the artist of the highest sincerity 
should stand apart from the group. Edwin Muir's poetry is fine 
in quality, and free from any tricks of presentation. Such lines 
as these speak for themselves : -

Material things will pass 
And we have seen the flower 
And the slow falling tower 
Lie gently in the grass .... 

How can one thing remain 
Except the invisible, 
The echo of a bell 
Long rusted in the rain? 

Such poetry could not spring from exhibitionism, or from the 
reduction of verse to a matter of language and dialect. All of 
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these tendencies can be found in the work of other poets. We 
need not use Muir as a stick to beat them; nevertheless the 
integrity of his work makes the weakness of much of theirs 
finally evident. Nor have any claims been made for him 
comparable to those made frequently for MacDiarmid and Sydney 
Smith. 

Muir is certainly an artist of a fine \ntegrity; only in a com
parison with such as Yeats (who, I suggest, has influenced him 
more than a little) might ~e feel some dissatisfaction. There is a 
recurrence of certain symbols-the lion and the tower, dragons 
and old gods, the mound and the trysting-tree; there is also a 
continual returning to the main themes of the lost and searching 
soul and the slow ruin of time. Muir's imagery is, on the face 
of it, narrow in range; he may be compared in this respect to 
Edith Sitwell, but his use of these few recurring symbols is not, 
like Miss Sitwell's, weakening and even exasperating. He has 
much to say, and is careful to fiAY it well. It cannot be said that 
he keeps consistently at a high level; he is sometimes flat, and 
occasionally dull; but the best of his poetry will almost certainly 
last. 

III 

The same might be said, with reservations, of the best of 
MacDiarmid's verse; it is unlikely that lyrics such as "O Wha's 
Been Here Afore Me, Lass?" or the poem which opens the 
otherwise largely unreadable "Stony Limits," will be forgotten. 
The reservations should be obvious. MacDiarmid began with 
such work as "Sangschaw," "A Drunk Man Looks at the 
Thistle," "Circumjack Cencrastus," and the "Hymns To Lenin." 
This was interesting verse, uneven enough to promise better 
things, with a continuous current of genuine poetry running 
through and breaking out, in places; there was also a less agree
able wildness of utterance, a too deliberate uncouthness, and an 
attitude of bravado which has probably disconcerted more readers 
than it has attracted. The strong impressions left by such poetry 
are owing as much to its failures as to its achievements. 

The question then was, whether this froth would be duly 
scummed from MacDiarmid's poetry, which might then settle into 
something barer and stronger, with a more considered and less 
inconsequcnt technique-or whether the poet would lose himself 
in a welter of hectic and jangling rhetoric. The public was not 
left long in doubt. Later volumes have shown that the froth is 
there to stay, is in fact the natural condition of much of 
MacDiarmid's poetry. The lyrical gift breaks through 
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occasionally even yet. In the waste lands of bad rhetoric we can 
find lines such as these : -

For now in the flower and iron of the truth 
To you we turn .... 

But his later poetry is mostly rubbish; the reader is only too 
conscious of a distressing parade of something very like arrogance. 
He is one of those who commonly mistake violence for strength, 
and aggressiveness for energy; that his critics have often made 
the same mistake is, to say the least of it, unfortunate. He 
has said that his object in poetry is political; we may admit the 
politics, but still deny the poetry. Nor is it easy to see how 
political themes can carry conviction even. as politics, if they fail 
as poetry. And they do fail. 

It is no more the poet's task 
To reconcile the opposite beliefs 
Which animates the Right and the Left 
To engender the recognition of one's foe 
As in some sense a partner in a common struggle, 
Of which the issue is in the hands of "God." ... 

This is neither poetry nor verse; it is doggerel rhetoric. Few will 
judge an artist by his poorest work, but in any estimation, the 
best should be balanced with the most typical. It is unfortunate 
that such nonsense is the norm of MacDiarmid's mature poetry. 
The nonsense is not even original. We can trace debased deriva
tions from that flatness of direct statement, often unrelated and 
gaining its best effects from this, which was introduced into 
English by the "Cathay" of Ezra Pound. Eliot made good use 
of it, and his imitators took it up as a matter of course. It is 
difficult to see how it can save MacDiarmid's poetry, if such 
lines as these are any criterion. 

The fine quality of MacDiarmid's early poetry contrasts 
favourably with his critical work, which is, frankly, bad-in 
places, even appallingly bad. Continually he urges Scottish poets 
to move with the times, or, as he puts it himself, to "(address) 
themselves to the realities of Scottish life to-day." Something 
very like that argument was scotched by Matthew Arnold in the 
last century. Actually the only realities of life which poets can
not ignore unchallenged lie beneath the life of any people at any 
time. Critical work such as this has probably done more harm 
than good, even to those writers whom it is intended to stimulate. 
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IV 

Larger claims have been made for Sydney Goodsir Smith 
than for any other poet of the Renaissance-as for convenience we 
must call it-except MacDiarmid himself. It is no exaggeration 
to say that Smith's latest work justifies these claims. "Under 
The Eildon Tree," despite its excesses, is a remarkably fine poem. 

Much of Smith's earlier poetry was patchy and rather thin; 
lyrical urgency, nevertheless, was rarely lacking. He could be 
both sweet and intense, as in : . 

Some airt the linties maun be singan, 
Here the winds are toom, 

And aye the rain, is dingan, dingan, 
Dingan on the toun. 

His mastery of form, in a few of these lyrics, was consummate. 
They showed high promise, and in "Under The Eildon Tree" the 
promise has been fulfilled. 

Nevertheless there are serious faults in Smith's poetry-faults 
to which he returns so often that it is not difficult to believe that 
they will, in the end, master him. Of these, there is again 
apparent a liking for tattered rhetoric, of a distressing shock
treatment in which squads of uncouth phrases are thrown, so 
to speak, at the reader's head. It must remain doubtful whether 
anyone was ever cudgelled into appreciation of poetry; it is at 
least evident that Smith, in nonsense such as this, is not the man 
to do it:-

The haill thing was miscalculate. 
Cuif I eer to consider-far less act upon
Siccan a hauf-baked air-drawn phantasie, 

As gin I didna ken 
The febrid lends held nocht auctoritee 
And cullage-bag nocht but a base mechanical . . . 

Such lines are common enough in Smith's poetry. Then again, 
he is hag-ridden by a childish diabolism, derived (one might guess) 
from a smattering of Rimbaud and Baudelaire, which seems to 
be responsible for his poorest writing. 

In "Under The Eildon Tree," his strength and weaknesses are 
sustained with unfailing energy. I have quoted a passage typical 
of his worst, but nothing can take away from such lines as 
these:-
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The Huntress, Slayer, White Unmortal Queyne, 
That aye sall byde undeean 
In this the final testament 
Infrangible as adamant-
0' this dune bard afore 
His music turns to sleep, and 

The endmaist ultimate white silence faas 
Frae whilk for bards is nae retour .... 

To later generations, the Scottish Renaissance (sic) will pro
bably mean the early MacDiarmid, the best of Smith (which is 
considerable), and a few individual poems· from such poets as 
William Soutar. I do not see how the popular conception of 
the movement as a Renaissance is to survive. 

CROWDIEKNOWE 

Oh to be at Crowdieknowe 
When the last trumpet blaws, 

An' see the deid come loupin' owre 
The auld grey wa's. 

Muckle men wi' tousled beards, 
I grat at as a bairn, 

'll scramble frae the croodit clay 
Wi' feck o' swearin'. 

An' glower at God an' a' his gang 
o· angels i' the lift 

-Thae trashy bleezin' French-like folk 
Wha gar' d them shift! 

Fain the weemun-folk'll seek 
To mak' them haud their row 

-Pegs, God's no' blate gin he stirs up 
The men o' Crowdieknowel 

HucH MAcDIAllMm. 



GEORGE ORWELL 
By RICHARD REES 

I dreamed I dwdt in marble halls 
And woke to find it true. 
I was not born for an age like this. 
Was Smith? Was Jones? Were you? 

--GB01t.GB OaWBLL. 

"I hope you love your family?" George Orwell once said to 

me rather menacingly. I recall this because it illustrates two 

important traits of his character. Those who know him only 

from his books sometimes think of him as a bitter and pessi

mistic man, and certainly he was no tender-minded optimist, 

but he was the most sociable and home-loving of men. The other 

trait revealed by his aggressive question is his unfashionable 

psychology, or better, his independent mind. For this was at a 

time when people who considered themselves intellectual were 

apt to make the most of their grievances against their families, 

and if necessary to invent some. But personal grievances were 

not in Orwell's line. His life story and his inner struggles show 

roughly the same pattern as those of other "bourgeois intellectuals" 

of the Left. Revolt against capitalist values; discovery of socialism; 

Spain; the pacifist controversy; the art-versus-politics controversy; 

anti-Stalinism, and so on. But he did everything in his own way, 

saw everything through his own eyes; admired D. H. Lawrence 

but remained unselfconscious about the solar plexus, criticised the 

social background of his upbringing-but loved his family. 
Before saying any more about him I must face the question

to appreciate good writing is it desirable, or even relevant, to 

know anything about the author's personality? Do his works 

not speak for themselves? They do; and it is not necessary to 

know anything about an author's personal lif~least of all 

perhaps when, like Orwell or Arthur Koestler or Georges 

Bernanos, he has put some of his best work into books which 

might vyell bear the comprehensive title given to the English 

translation of one of Bernanos' books, A Diary of My Times. 
But it can also be interesting to know how a writer appeared to 

his friends, and it is because I believe this to be particularly 

true of Orwell that I have written these notes, based on a friend

ship lasting more than twenty years. 
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He used to say that truthful autobiography was impossible 
because every life, viewed from the inside, would be a series of 
defeats too disgraceful and humiliating to contemplate. Very 
true, no doubt, but if anyone ever had the right to think otherwise 
it was Orwell himself, for his life appeared to be a series of 
victories, always exemplary but sometimes, it seemed, rather 
quixotic, over himself. If, as his friend Max Plowman said, 
writing of Gerard Hopkins, the definition of a poet is a man 
whose genius compels him to live and die in front line trenches, 
then certainly Orwell was a poet. He also reminded me of a 
Dostoevsky hero or of one of those self-mortifying saints who 
kissed the sores of lepers, for he had only to think of something 
that would be beyond endurance and he could not rest until 
he had set himself to the task of enduring it. Being fastidious 
to the point of squeamishness, he lived long periods as a tramp 
and succeeded in enduring smells and tastes that would revolt 
the strongest stomach. Loathing violence and bloodshed, 
reluctant to shoot a rabbit, he got into the front line in the 
Spanish war, fought Fascism with a bayonet, was shot through 
the neck, and finally escaped the country as a fugitive from 
Communist persecution. Of course it was not simple roman
ticism that got him into these scrapes. Many hard-headed realists 
shared his sympathies in the Spanish war, though very few put 
them to the test so thoroughly or learned so much from the exper
ience. He had his reasons, too, for becoming a down-and-out, as 
will appear. But when due respect has been paid to his common 
sense and to the dry and philosophical humour which accom
panied all his self-lacerations, it remains true that he was an 
exceptionally sensitive man who took extraordinary and heroic 
measures to mortify himself. It is equally true that through all 
his weirdest adventures he remained the same calm, common 
sensible, tough minded, gentle hearted individualist. 

That his weak chest and his Spanish war wound confined his 
activities in 1940 to the Local Defence Volunteers was very hard 
for him to bear, and I fear there was a lot of bitterness in his 
joke when their name was changed to the more picturesque 
"Home Guard." He said, "They'd better call us the Fireside 
Fusiliers." 

In his mellowerwears after the war he was content to subdue 
his deep predilection for the elmy landscapes and lazy fishing 
streams of southern England and make his home in the most 
inaccessible corner of the most depopulated island of the Hebrides. 
And here, for a brief spell while his health permitted, he was 
really happy-in spite of being, for once, comparatively free from 
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hardships and exposed to few dangers except those that the sea 
can afford (he made the most of them, as I shall tell). I say 
nothing of the risk for an invalid of living at the end of eight 
miles of moorland track more than twenty-five miles from a 
doctor. The farmhouse he rented must be one of the loneliest in 
the British Isles. 

The author of Animal Farm loved farms, and not the less, I 
think, because they gave him yet another opportunity to subdue 
his squeamishness; cleaning and skinning rabbits, gutting fish, 
handling the tripes of deer, discussing the technique of caponis
ing cockerels and the slaughtering or castrating of pigs. 

But not discussing it with everybody. His sense of decorum 
was punctilious. In the hospital within a week or two of his 
death he was delighted and touched to receive a visit from a 
distinguished classical scholar who had been one of his teachers. 
Rather awkwardly, this visit coincided with one from his five-year
old adopted son, and there was heartfelt relief in his voice when 
he told me afterwards that the child's observations on certain 
farmyard goings-on had been completed before the great scholar's 
arrival. It should be clear by now that it was truer of Orwell 
than of most men that he always remained "at heart a schoolboy" 
but perhaps this only means that he retained the more endearing 
qualities of that age while most of us lose them and exhibit chiefly 
the ill effects of our youthful sufferings or failures. 

Yet Orwell was very unhappy at his first school, where he was 
crammed for an Eton scholarship; and at Eton he remained a 
rebellious type. But by the time he arrived in Burma he had 
settled down, or so I deduce from what he told me about his 
reaction to an article in a very mildly avant-garde magazine of the 
period. His Blimpish disapproval having been incurred, he set 
the magazine up at the end of his verandah and used it for 
target practice. (His love of firearms was a characteristic he 
never lost.) 

A few years later, his first book was appearing in instalments 
in that magazine. What had happened in the interval? 

He had come to the conclusion that imperialism was wicked 
and was doomed, and that he must expiate the sin of having 
served it. A fairly normal reaction for an intelligent young man 
in the nineteen twenties, though it would have been much more 
so ten years later. But what was completely original and extra
ordinary was his way of expiating the sin. I have been identified 
with the oppressors, he argued, and now I must identify myself 
with the opprQSsed. The oppressors and the oppressed, he 
recognised no intermediate classes, and the oppressed, for him, 
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meant the down-and-outs, the street beggars of Paris, the Embank
ment sleepers of London. He left Burma, broke the journey 
home at Paris, and stayed there until he had no money left-and 
then went on staying there. What happened, and how he came 
to England and lived there as a tramp is related in his book 
Down and Out in Paris and London. 

I think it was in 1927 that I first saw the manuscript and met 
its author, though I must have seen him as a little boy at school 
some ten years earlier. His appearance seemed to me to change 
very little during the next twenty years. He was tall and 
handsome, though hollow chested and a bit haggard. His 
expression could be remote, intense, dry or comical, but never, 
literally never, self-important or furtive or malicious. Most often 
it was mildly and rather sadly benign, but whatever it might be, 
the pleasant and good-looking face across which it played seemed 
at some time to have been frozen with pity and horror, which had 
left indelible marks. 

Horror above all at man's inhumanity to man. Orwell was 
the most consistent of humanists and Pascal's horror at the 
eternal silence of infinite space seemed to him merely morbid. 
What little attention he gave to the thought of infinite space 
was apt to take the form of speculation about the possibility of 
exploring and colonising it. But he was obsessed with the 
horror of man's degradation at the hands of his fellows. When 
the hero of Burmese Days is snubbed by the aristocratic 
military policeman it seems to be much ado about rather little, 
but the reason for Orwell's overdramatic indignation is not 
any undue ;preoccupation about snobbishness as such. It is 
rage against snobbishness as a symptom of inhuman relations 
between men. His indignation at the Moscow Trials or Belsen 
or the Workhouse has precisely the same source. 

The subject of Orwell the literary man requires a book to 
itself. It must suffice to say here that he was a very literary 
man, with almost the makings of a bookworm. His likes and 
dislikes were as definite in literature as in other things. He 
had a particular interest in obscure or partly forgotten authors 
such as Gissing, Leonard Merrick and Arthur Morrison, and 
also in what he called "good-bad" books. His curiosity about 
the seedy, the queer and the shabby is well known and no doubt 
contributed to his enthusiasm for Dickens. But in the main 
his tastes were orthodox; among modern poets Hopkins and T. S. 
Eliot particularly. He considered "Felix Randal" one of the 
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best short poems ever written, and regretted that he had never 
fully expressed his admiration for Eliot's verse. 

Philosophy and modern psychology were almost literally 
closed books to him. Asked what he thought of a famous 
modern philosopher (not Bertrand Russell, whom he revered), 
his reply was: "Well, I did once start one of his books but I 
found he was discussing whether other people exist or not. . . . ! " 
He brought much the same common sense attitude to discussions 
about religion. Although he came in the end to admire Gandhi, 
he said of him what he said of all the saints and mystics that 
if their teachings were followed they would bring about the 
end of the world within one generation, "and that is what they 
all seem to want. But I love the world and I want it to go on." 
To be unconcerned about what will happen to the world 
after your own death, to say "It'll last my time," was perhaps 
the greatest of all sins in his eyes. Against the doctrine of non
attachment he objected that it amounted to saying that if you 
keep quiet and do nothing you won't get hurt. To Orwell no 
advice could be more distasteful. 

To accept death as final was for him a test of intellectual 
honesty; to care passionately about the fate of mankind after 
your death was an ethical imperative. If this is not the best 
possible religious attitude, or rather, if it seems incomplete, it is 
nevertheless a noble one. And if the value of a religious 
attitude is to be judged by the behaviour of those who hold it, 
then the value of his was so great as to silence criticism. 

He has sometimes been described as amiably eccentric. But 
the author of Down and Out in Paris and London was not 
eccentric; he was extraordinary. And from another point of 
view his eccentricity or originality among contemporary intel
lectuals was nothing else but his love of the normal-that con
servatism in taste which blended so well with his uncompromis
ing radicalism (in the old-fashioned or American sense of the 
word) in politics. When collecting material for The Road to 
Wigan Pier he made friends with a formidable working class 
intellectual and self-taught Marxist theoretician. This man, 
who later told me the story himself, started his routine abuse 
of the bourgeoisie but was interrupted by Orwell, who said : 
"Look here, I'm a bourgeois and my family arc bourgeois. If 
you talk about them like that I'll punch your head." It is open 
to question whether Orwell's economic situation at that time 
entitled him to claim bourgeois status. But the fact that his 
devotion to literature kept him very poor for the greater part of 
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his life could never justify in his eyes the humbug of calling him
self a proletarian. 

In such matters, however, it must be confessed that he was 
apt to be inconsistent and contrary. With friends who were 
markedly cultured or "old school tie" he would sometimes 
flaunt what he believed, in all likelihood incorrectly, to be uncom
promisingly proletarian manners. I have already mentioned that 
when he returned to Europe from the East he conceived the 
population of the world as divided into "toffs" and "down-and
outs," and although later on he took serious pains to understand 
the stratifications of society, and saw them very acutely, I think 
the emotional colouring of his political opinions was always 
derived rather from the world of Jack London or Dickens than 
from the grey contemporary world. He was fanciful rather than 
imaginative and, although one of the most honest and unflinch
ingly realistic of men, he could be superbly cavalier in handling 
mere plebeian details of fact. True, he would take a lot of 
trouble to track down a queer fact or check some unimportant 
quotation, perhaps a line from a pre-1914 music hall song, but 
in conversation he could be recklessly inaccurate although there 
was always a basis of truth for his assertions. And the truth 
would often be an important and unpopular one. 

For all his love of practical activities he was in some ways 
surprisingly incompetent, being helpless with machinery, which 
he disliked, and not particularly deft at the manual jobs which 
he enjoyed. Intellectually, he combined a genuine and artless 
simplicity with a well-concealed and highly sophisticated cun
ning. As a controversialist he was formidable, one of his maxims 
being "never throw a stone at anyone without having in reserve 
a bigger one to throw if he retaliates." Like everyone else he 
seemed the less simple the better you knew him. There is an 
impressive and pleasing photograph of him, widely published 
since his death, which shows him looking down from the camera 
with a modest and pensive expression. I am indebted to Mark 
Benney for pointing out that what engaged his attention was 
certainly one of the horrible hand-made cigarettes he used to 
roll so badly, which he was probably about to foist upon the 
unlucky photographer. 

In spite of his predilection for tough situations, he neither 
aimed at being, nor in any sense was, a tough guy. But he did 
have a strong Robinson Crusoe streak in his make-up. When 
he dreamed of finding an uninhabited Scottish isle and becom
ing self-supporting, it was no pretentious utopian fantasy. 
Thoughts of atomic war and the future of civilisation may have 
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entered into it, but the chief point was the sheer pleasure of 
carpentry, boating, fishing and growing things. A member of 
the party which he succeeded in shipwrecking on a desolate 
rock at the brim of the Corryvreckan whirlpool told me that 
amid all his anxiety at their very considerable danger and par
ticularly about his son, then three-and-a-half, who was with 
them, one could detect an unmistakable note of complacency about 
the situation. 

His women friends sometimes protested that he was too fond 
of planning activities from which women were excluded, in the 
spirit of the schoolboy who says "Girls can't play." But in fact, 
although he was by no means too "dependent," in the modern 
psychopathological sense, on women he seemed to me to owe 
more rather than less than most men to the kindness of able or 
clever women-notably his sisters and the two women he married. 
Indeed, if his first wife had lived or if he had met his second 
wife sooner, I believe he might still have been alive to-day. 

I cannot end these notes without touching on the question, 
what was it in this man that gave him his unique position among 
the intellectuals of his age and makes his loss so disastrous? 
Great as was his devotion to literature, his brilliant gifts do not 
seem entirely to explain his exceptional influence. There were 
areas of his mind where a rather wintry bleakness reigned. He 
lacked psychological insight, and it is possible to regret that he 
never criticised his own rather rough and ready conception of 
common sense. Having dismissed, to his own satisfaction and 
in the manner of Doctor Johnson kicking the stone, all the 
speculations of philosophers and the assertions of saints and 
mystics, he would present you with some grotesque dilemma 
such as this: Suppose the earth had cooled to such a point that 
it would soon become uninhabitable, would you prefer to stay 
here and make a last stand as a human being, or would you join 
an expedition to some other planet where life might be possible 
but where for all we know the conditions would gradually 
change us into something unrecognisably different from human 
beings? To which one could only reply that Orwell was worse 
than a modern Dictator. Dictators chastise us with five-year 
plans, but he plans for fifty million years. But this was Orwell 
en pantoufles and was rare. Mostly he was in battle-dress and 
in the most dangerous sector of the front line-often high 
spirited and laughing and yet never quite free from the haunted 
look of the man who has "drunk and seen the spider." There 
can be few who have obeyed so faithfully Hardy's advice of 
taking a full look at the worst and, having looked, come back 
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to tell the truth of what they saw in accents so uncorrupted and 
so brave. The secret of his prose style, which compared to most 
contemporary prose is like a clear running stream beside a tank 
of chemicals, is that its source is in a mind and heart of 
exceptional purity and nobility. 

Which of his books will most contribute to his fame, and 
how great that fame will be, I cannot prophesy. But at the 
moment his position in English letters seems to me to resemble 
that held by Georges Bernanos in France. Each of them was 
rightly regarded as the champion of the integrity of the common 
man of his country. With the lamentably early death of each 
of them, one felt that a light of European conscience and honour 
had gone out. 

Darkness seems to be gaining everywhere now, but if we 
escape total blackout, if the light ever gets brighter, it will be 
largely thanks to men like the author of Homage to Catalonia, 
The Lion and the Unicorn, and 1984. 

ELEGY VIII 

I had a luve walked by the sea, 
The waterfront at eenin, 
Sol was a gowden pennie at our side 
A bare league awa. 
A wee boat wi a broun sail 
Left the pier juist at our feet 
And sailed awa intil the sunset 
Silentlie, the water like a keekin-glass. 
We spak nae word ava. 
My luve turned till me wi her een 
Owre-rin wi greit, and mine 
Were weet wi the like mysterie. 
We stude by the Pharos there 
A lang while or the sun dwyned doun 
And the gray-green simmer humin 
Closed about the hyne. 
Sync it grew cauld, and in my airms 
I felt her trummlan 
Wi the like undeemous mysterie did steek 
My craig, sac that I couldna speak. 

-From Under the Eildon Tree, 
SYDNEY GooDSIR SMITH. 



THE PEACOCK 

Short Story 

By DOROTHY K. HAYNES 

Every year, just about Christmas time, Mr. Bertram, the 
piano tuner, received a summons to Miss Abel's house. He did 
not like it. It was a cold and inconvenient journey, especially 
for a man who was beginning to feel his age. Only the thought 
of the future made it worthwhile. Miss Abel was an elderly 
woman, and had often hinted that he was her only friend. "I 
won't forget you, Mr. Bertram," she had said to him, telling him 
in the same breath that she had no living relatives. It had seemed 
a good line to follow; but now, the thought of the money was 
beginning to weigh less and less against the inconvenience and 
discomfort. 

The notice was late this year. Almost, he hoped that she had 
forgotten. It was January before he heard from her, and then 
he packed his bag and joined the slow train which would take 
him to the village. 

It was four o'clock when he arrived, walking fussily, and 
clucking to himself at the cold. As usual, there had been no 
one to meet him at the station. He walked the two miles alone, 
holding his bag daintily, a little away from his body, and sliding 
sometimes in his tight boots. Under the trees it was dark, but 
when he came into the open he saw that it was still afternoon, the 
light hanging grey and heavy, and the sky threatening snow. 
The bare broad gable of the house reared flatly above plots of 
frosted vegetables, and the old man sniffed at the drip on his 
nose and wiped it off with his glove. There was smoke drifting 
thin from one of the chimneys. At least there was a fire some
where-"Though not where I work," he thought resentfully, peer
ing at the cold sky, and the night coming down through the snow 
clouds. 

He was just going to the door when he saw the peacock. In 
the dusty grey light, he would hardly have noticed it, except 
that he remembered that there had always been peacocks in the 
gardens, strutting on the terraces, and drooping their fantastic 
tails over the white balustrades. A year ago, there had still been 
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a pair, making what show they could. Now, evidently, the hen 
had died, and its mate, mournful and seedy looking, had been 
relegated to the back regions. 

Mr. Bertram looked at it crouched in the corner of its run, 
with its drinking vessel scummed and untended. Its tail dragged 
like an old shawl, and its feathers were slatey1 without a sheen. 
Curiously, the man worked his umbrella through the mesh, and 
poked the bird gently. It stirred a little in protest, but did not 
move away. And then he saw that the door of its run was 
unlatched, so that it could escape if it wanted; and, with that, his 
approaching pity vanished, and there was nothing but contempt. 
"Pah !" he said, rattling the umbrella at the wires, so that the 
bird fluttered briefly, and opened its beak. He walked away 
briskly, as if the incident had done him good, his spite vented 
on the peacock for its sin of being old and lonely. 

At the front of the house, the view was still beautiful. The 
yews still kept their shape, two lions, two peacocks, two eagles. 
crucified against the sky. The old man looked at them, waiting 
for a sound from the inside. "A pity, a great pity," he said to him
self as he rang the bell and let himself into the hall. It was what 
she had told him to do, five years ago, because the servant did not 
bother, and she herself was too deaf to hear. 

She was coming downstairs with a lamp in her hand, but she 
had not heard him. He could tell by her face, blank in the 
orange glow. With each step, the light descended with her, and 
she stared straight ahead, seeing nothing but the dazzle of the 
flame and its gleam on the varnished paper of the stairway. The 
paper was brown and bloated with damp, and the woman's face 
had the same swollen look, as if her cheeks were puffed with 
crying. 

Mr. Bertram waited till she was at the bottom of the stairs 
before he went forward, taking off his hat, and mincing towards 
her with one hand outstretched. The woman put the lamp on a 
little table, and peered at him through her swollen eyes. When 
she saw who it was she seemed to leap out of her setting, the 
dark house, the hall with its lamp flickering in the draught. "Ah, 
Mr. Bertram," she screamed, rushing forward. "Welcome, 
welcome I You see I've lit the lamps myself, ready for you 
coming." 

"I'm glad to see you so well, Miss Abel!" he roared back at her. 
His voice was thin and rusty, and the effort of shouting strained 
his throat. Miss Abel stared at him, and gushed as she took his 
roat and case and .his darned woollen gloves. 
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"I'm not going to let you start yet. You must have some
thing to eat first; and I must go and dress. Look at me!" She 
laughed, pirouetting to show her ridiculous clothes. She was 
wearing trousers and carpet slippers, and a yellow smock bunched 
over her plumpness. Her hair was short and ragged, as if she 
had cut it herself, and her hands were thick and dirty. "It's 
bad for me, living here all alone," she complained. "I let 
myself go. But just you wait ! I'll be a credit to you yet ! You 
wait and see ! " 

He waited in the dining room, sitting on the edge of his chair, 
and stretching his wrists to the fire. The green tiles of the 
fireplace were broken, the green plush of the chairs was worn 
and drab. He looked at his watch. Five o'clock. His stomach 
rumbled with emptiness, and he wanted to shout, "Never mind 
setting the table. A cup of tea-anything ... " but he had not 
the courage. He would have to wait, with the fire dying down, 
and the night outside, black at the windows. She always took 
a long time to dress, forgetting his hunger, and the cold of his 
journey. 

When at last she came downstairs, she was worse, much worse 
than he had expected. She was stouter than she had been a 
year ago, but she wore the same frock, a low-cut, tight;-fitting 
evening dress in black velvet. Her breasts bulged in the tight 
bodice, and the straps cut into her shoulders and made grooves 
in her bare back. Over her arm she carried a blue and green 
shawl, and her hair was dragged to the top of her head in two 
glittering combs. "Peacock," he thought; but he rose to welcome 
her as she swept into the room, and then swept out again to 
scream orders to the servant. "Mary ! Mary I What have you 
been doing all this time? Dinner should have been in hours 
ago. And you've let the fire die down .... Servants ! " she com
plained, rubbing her hands in front of the fireplace. "You've 
no idea what I suffer. I do practically everything myself, and 
yet--" 

Eating the strange mongrel meal, which Miss Abel called 
dinner, Mr. Bertram roared between bites and listened, wincing, 
while she screamed back at him. She would not allow him to 
discuss the reason for his call. "Pleasure first, business after
wards!" she shrieked. "I'm enjoying this so much, Mr. Bertram! 
It's not often I have anyone to talk to. As for dining in com
fort-a thing of the past I You can't believe-I daren't ask for a 
thing! Many a time I make do with bread and cheese, just to 
save trouble-have a little wine, Mr. Bertram. I don't often 
permit myself, but--" 

B 
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After a long time, and many glasses of wine, Miss Abel at last 
left the table and led the way across the hall to the music room. 
As soon as she opened the door, she fell into a pose of tragedy, 
her hands clasped, her eyes swimming. "Oh, my dear Mr. 
Bertram ! The cold ! I told them to put a stove in here, but as 
usual, they forgot. I do hope you'll be warm enough. I'll bring 
in all the lamps .... " 

He watched her fussing about, her shawl trailing from her 
shoulders, her cold hands bringing lamp after lamp, and ringing 
them round the piano. As the lights deepened and brightened, the 
air became thick with paraffin fumes, but none of the flames 
seemed to give out any warmth. Gloomily, rubbing his hands, 
he edged his way among the lamps and looked at the piano. 

"You've been neglecting it again," he said. 
"What's that, Mr. Bertram? I can't hear at this side." 
"You've been neglecting it. The piano ! " 

"Oh, no!" She threw up her hands, the rings glittering 
below her dirty nails. "I take very good care-I never allow 
anyone--" 

"You should have a fire on. The damp!" He pointed to the 
bloom on the wood, the silk between the fretted panels rotting 
and stained. The keys felt wet to the touch, and as he struck 
them, chord after chord, the notes jangled out of pitch. "I can't 
do much with it!" he shouted, cupping his hands round his 
mouth as his voice tired. "You've let it go too far." 

She did not seem to understand him. It was a good piano, she 
said, a beautiful instrument. It had gone on tour with her all 
over Europe. She had it tuned regularly, even though there was 
no one now to play .... "Yes, yes," said Mr. Bertram impatiently, 
eager to start the work and get it over. He removed the front, 
lifting it over the line of lamps, and settled himself on the stool, 
fingers poised, ears listening. Miss Abel took up her place beside 
him, her fat arms roughened with gooseflesh, and her shawl 
trailing on the floor. 

As soon as he struck the first note, she lifted her head and sent 
a long "Lah-ah-ah!" into the air. Irritated, but not surprised, he 
shook his head and struck the key again. This time her response 
was louder, more definite, but hopelessly out of tune. She could 
not hear what he was playing. All she knew was that music was 
the cue for singing, and that to-night she had someone to play. 

Suddenly, she broke into Italian, an aria which Mr. Bertram 
recognised, hut could not name. Her hands clasped, her bosom 
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lifted, and her breath made little puffs in the air. The smell of 
it, sweet and sickly with wine, reached the man at the piano, and 
he curled his lips a little in revulsion, but, obediently, he groped 
for an accompaniment, and followed her as she sang. Her voice 
was powerful, but harsh and out of control. She cracked on the 
high notes, and all the time she was utterly indifferent to the 
piano. At the end of the song, when Mr. Bertram tried hastily 
to get on with his work, she seemed to think nothing of his 
absorption, the strumming and tightening and strumming again. 
She would burst into song without warning, always in the grand 
manner, and the tuner, grim and resigned, would wait for a lull 
to continue his task. It went on till past midnight, the screaming 
and the strumming, and then the woman seemed to come to her
self, aware suddenly of the cold and the smokey lamp-light. 

"That was very enjoyable, very enjoyable indeed, Mr. Bertram. 
One so seldom has the chance, shut away here . . . sometimes I 
think I ought to practise more. The voice becomes less flexible. 
I would never have let such singing pass in the old days. Ah 
well I The piano, Mr. Bertram. Do you think you have--?" 

"I can't do much with it. I told you. The room is too damp. 
I've tuned it up a bit, but--" 

"Of course you have! Sitting there all evening-I'm sure you're 
ready for bed now. How time passes when there's music-I'll see 
you upstairs, Mr. Bertram. Your old room .... " She lifted a 
lamp from the floor, and went panting up the staircase, her hips 
straining in the velvet, her back mottled and cold. "Thank you 
very much, once again," she gushed, giving him her hand at the 
door. "I'll leave your money on the table. You'll excuse me not 
joining you at breakfast, but I'll watch you from the window as 
you go. You'll wave to me, won't you? Won't you?" 

"Yes," he said hoarsely, his throat dry, his eyes staring with 
sleep. It was the last ordeal, walking backwards with a smile as 
she screamed and waved to him, half way out of the window. He 
turned into the bedroom, and saw the bed prepared for him, 
the covers turned back, the pillows icy as snow. It was too cold 
to think about. All he could do was to bury himself in the chilly 
sheets, with the damp covers up to his chin. He was shivering 
all over, and his body ached as he tried to control himself. Sleep 
would not come for the thought of the woman downstairs, sing
ing to the empty room, and bowing in grand condescension. He 
could hear the harshness now, rising raggedly at the window. 

He leaped up in bed, dizzied with moonlight. He must have 
been sleeping, though all the time he had been conscious of the 
cold. The shrill scream came from the garden, wordless, despair-
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ing. "Dear God!" he muttered, heaving his leanness from the 
bed, "what now ... ? " 

The floor was cold to his feet, the window frosting with his 
sparse breath. Outside, the garden dropped in milky terraces, 
with the yew trees descending symmetrically, two lions, two 
peacocks, two eagles. Everything was clear in the wash of moon
light, every stone in the paving, every hummock in the grass; 
and then the screaming began again, desperate and compelling, 
and a shadow edged out from the shadow of the trees, and took 
>0n colour and roundness as it moved. 

It was the peacock. Proud, amorous, it trailed its draggled 
feathers, and the moon gave them a false sheen and brilliance. It 
strutted across the lawn, swept regally, its crest erect, and faced 
the clipped peacock on the yew tree. Its mouth opened, and he 
.could almost see the notes, black and prickled as holly leaves, as it 
addressed the bird who could neither move nor answer. Mr. 
Bertram watched it, his hands hooked on the window sill, and his 
nails touching ice. Suddenly, the peacock arched its tail, and 
all the green eyes shone luminous. It was too beautiful, too 
pathetic, the bird flaunting its love out of season. Shuddering, 
he hurried back to bed, and stopped his ears against the cries. 

Next morning, he dressed in the half-light, the stubble grey on 
his chin, and his fingers stiff as he gathered his things together. 
Snow had fallen in the night, and the ground was strangely pure 
against the murkiness of the snowclouds. He peeped reluctantly 
from the window. The yew trees were sifted with white, their 
forms no longer lifelike, and nothing moved in the garden except 
a crow waddling in its own pompous tracks. 

Down in the kitchen, he gulped hot tea and sandwiches, feeling 
the tea scalding him as he hurried. He let himself out by the 
back door, hurrying through the snow-covered plots. From time 
to time, he looked over his shoulder at the windows, waiting for 
one of them to fly up, with Miss Abel hanging over the sill, 
screaming her farewells, and waving her hands above her ragged 
head. Nothing happened. The windows remained shut, the air 
silent. And then, he came suddenly to the peacock's coop, and 
stopped to look at it. The door swung loose, but the peacock was 
inside, huddled in one corner, nothing but a hump of dark 
feathers and two blank eyes. He came closer, peering through 
the wires, stirring the bird with his umbrella, thinking of its last 
wild screams in the moonlight, before the snow came. He could 
not make up his mind whether it had happened, or whether it had 
all been a dream, induced by the old opera singer and her orgy of 
song. He looked again at the shut windows, and wondered. 
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Perhaps she; too, was lying dead-he put the thought away from 
him. After all, it was none of his business. He had done his 
work, and it was all over till next year; but he could not crush a 
slight hope as, walking daintily, poking with his umbrella, he 
fingered the notes in his pocket and hurried towards the station. 

DAIN DO EIMHIR 

XXII 

I walked with my reason out beside the sea : we were together 
but it kept a little distance from me. 

Then it turned saying : Is it true you heard that your fair love 
is marrying early on Monday? 

I checked the heart that rose in my torn, swift breast and said : 
most likely, why should I lie? 

How should I think I would seize the radiant golden star, that 
I could catch it and put it prudently in my pocket? 

I did not take a cross's death in the sore extremity of Spain, and 
how then should I expect the one new gift of fate? 

I followed only a way that was small, mean, low, dry, and 
lukewarm : and how then should I meet the thunderbolt 
of love? 

But had I the choice again, and stood on that headland, I should 
leap from heaven or hell with a whole spirit and heart. 

SORLEY MACLEAN. 

(from his own Gaelic.) 



A STRANGE SCOTTISH NOVEL-

DAVID LINDSAY'S "A VOYAGE TO ARCTURUS" 

By J. B. PICK 

"'You are looking for mysteries,' said Krag, 'so naturally you 
are finding them. Try and simplify your ideas, my friend. The 
affair is plain and serious.'" 

. Nowadays, as the result of digest education, we rarely read 
a book, we read about it, and never understand its true nature. 
"Art education" usually means teaching Good Taste, that is an 
appreciation of the conventional-whether the traditional or the 
modern convention doesn't much matter. Taste, good or bad, is 
irrelevant to truth, which is uncomfortable and alien, and that's 
why certain writers are neglected by critics and the public they 
serve, and why "critical essays" and "appreciations" which 
declare: "This man has been neglected. Why?" occasionally 
become necessary. 

David Lindsay would not have been interested in assessments 
of his work. He wasn't an artist, a literary man, but an anti
literary genius, against taste, against appreciation, a puritan, a 
thinker, concerned solely and ruthlessly with truth, uninterested 
in abstract ideas, interested only in his bitter and profound exper
ience of spiritual reality. Literary, stylistic originality, though at 
first rejected, is usually accepted in the end, because the literati at 
last impose their ideas on the public. But Lindsay's originality 
is imaginative, not stylistic, so he won't be accepted by the 
literati. Panawe, the artist, in "A Voyage to Arcturus" says 
"nothing comes of (art) but vanity." Lindsay's preposterous 
imagination bursts through the mere craft of writing, bounds 
over the technique of literature, and presents rough naked vision. 
The exquisites who say nothing, beautifully, are always preferred 
by the literati to the great who say much savagely; art is, after 
all, sugaring the pill. But Lindsay is not in any sense a bad 
writer, he is an excellent writer in a queer, original way-that 
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is, he has few equals in describing essences. The nature of a 

fruit unknown on earth is "hard, persistent, melancholy." The 

nature of colours unknown on earth are described like this: "Just 

as blue is delicate and mysterious, yellow clear and unsubtle, and 

red sanguine and passionate, so he felt ulfire to be wild and 

painful, and jale dreamlike, feverish and voluptuous." His 

imagery, often drawn from music, is burning and impressive. His 

writing has tremendous imaginative force, a vivid, hallucinatory 

quality, and not words finally but imaginative power informing 

words proves a writer great. Lindsay doesn't use the wrong 

words, he uses the most searching ones savagely, sometimes 

uncouthly, and cares nothing for grace. The very exuberance of 

his creative imagination frightens off the puritan mind which 

might otherwise be attracted to his uncompromising philosophy. 

Lindsay is too big, too wild, too hard, too passionate for most 

i;eaders and finally appeals only to those concerned, like himself, 

primarily with truth. Those C\oncerned primarily with art, 

beauty, science, character, religion, literature, sex, morality or any 

other partiality will see him as odd and barbaric. 
Many will find these statements too dogmatic and extravagant. 

After all, who is this David Lindsay? You might justifiably say: 

"Some men are attracted by a kinship of temperament to certain 

eccentric writers, whose admirers they become. Their praise is 

usually ridiculously far-fetched." True. I knew a young man 

passionately enthusiastic for Frederick Rolfe, "Baron Corvo." He 

thought Rolfe not only a great writer but a saint, whereas in 

fact Rolfe was an elaborate, exotic, posturing writer, and an 

egomaniac. Lindsay is not a writer of that kind-he is con

cerned not with style and ornament but with truth, and is 

therefore akin to Blake and the Tolstoy of "What is Art?"

akin but totally unlike; something like Charles Williams, C. S. 

Lewis, American science fiction, and James Stephens in "The 

Crock of Gold"-like but not at all kin. The only way to justify 

my claims for Lindsay is to examine his book more closely. 

The story of "A Voyage to Arcturus" is impossible to sum

marise adequately, but the more bald an~ bizarre the summary 

the better. 
A medium is about to conduct a materialisation when two 

rough, wild strangers, Maskull, "a kind of giant, but of broader 

and robuster physique than most giants," and Nightspore, "of 

middle height, but so tough-looking that he appeared as if trained 

out of all human frailties and susceptibilities," enter the seance. 

The medium succeeds in producing a beautiful, supernatural 

youth. A thick, muscular, ugly, yellow-faced man with an 
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expression of "sagacity, brutality and humour" bounds in and 
twists the youth's neck round. "A faint, unearthly shriek 
sounded, and the body fell in a heap on the floor .... The guests 
were unutterably shocked to observe that its expression had 
changed from a mysterious but fascinating smile to a vulgar, 
sordid, bestial grin .... " 

The savage latecomer, Krag, who is in fact an emissary of 
Muspel, the hidden eternal light and whose name on earth is 
Pain, takes aside Maskull and Nightspore and persuades them to 
accompany him on a voyage to Tormance, one of the planets of 
the star Arcturus. They set off in a space-ship from the top of a 
high tower in Caithness. 

Once in Tormance Krag and Nightspore desert Maskull, who 
endures a series of remarkable, violent, terrifying spiritual adven
tures in a world of extraordinary reality, led onward towards 
Muspel by mysterious drumbeats. First he encounters ideal 
beings, pure, beautiful thought-readers sustaining themselves on 
water, austere but full of loving-kindness and understanding. 
These he leaves, unsatisfied, and meets with terrible people in a 
terrible landscape, possessed of a special organ, "the sorb," the 
servant of the will, which Maskull acquires. (He is always grow
ing and shedding limbs and organs.) "With the sorb he saw 
nothing as self-existent-everything appeared as an object of 
importance or non-importance to his own needs." "The atmo
sphere of the land seemed not free but sticky . . . attraction and 
repulsion were its constituents. Apart from the wish to play a 
personal part in what was going on, the scenery had no significance 
for him." With the sorb these creatures spiritually devour one 
another. In our world too does not the ego, servant of the will, 
devour its victims? 

On, to a land of ascetic moralists hating pleasure, where a 
prophet arises, saying: "To hate pleasure brings Pride with it. 
Pride is a pleasure .... We must attach ourselves to duty." He 
is martyred. A visit then to an island where a dirty musician 
plays maddening music with the waters of a lake as his instru
ment. Maskull plays too, killing the musician and destroying 
the island. 

On, to a country where absolute maleness dies in its contact 
with absolute womanhood. Maskull endows the deadly woman 
whose "lips seemed like a splash of vivid will on a background 
of slumbering protoplasm" with a soul. They love one another 
and the woman goes forward with Maskull. He hears the drums 
once more and sees Muspel light "no colour and resembling 
nothing." The woman, because Maskull has moved beyond her, 
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dies. He meets Krag again, and a beautiful youth who is Crystal
man, the demiurge. On the last lap Maskull dies too, but Krag 
gets through to the Muspel tower with Nightspore, who is, it 
appears, Maskull's "second self." There are other incidents too 
numerous to mention. Maskull commits four or five murders, 
absorbs someone and suffers all kinds of hardships. 

The book is compelling, gripping, alarming from the start. 
During a first reading its effect is similar to that of certain 
Tormance music on Maskull. "Maskull felt that something 
important was about to be uttered, which would explain all that 
had gone before. But it was invariably postponed . . . and yet 
somehow he did understand." All the most powerful writers 
work by implication and suggestion in this way, but it is only 
the fantastic profusion of imagery overwhelming us which 
prevents our grasping that Lindsay does finally "explain all that 
has gone before" quite explicitly-though the vivid array of new 
fruits, new organs, new colours, male-stones, moving plants, 
aerial boats, electric mis~s, new sexes, new words and so forth, 
even if clearly "Crystalman" are never crystal clear. 

At the last when Nightspore ascends the Muspel tower he sees 
from an embrasure: "A gigantic, self-luminous sphere ... hang
ing in the sky .... This sphere was composed entirely of two 
kinds of active beings. There were a myriad of tiny green 
corpuscles, varying in size from the very small to the almost 
indiscernible. . . . They were all striving in one direction, . . 
towards Muspel, but were too feeble and miniature to make any 
headway. Their action produced the marching rhythm which 
he had previously felt, but this rhythm was not in the corpuscles 
themselves, but was a consequence of the obstruction they met 
with. And, surrounding these atoms of life and light, were 
far larger whirls of white light which gyrated hither and thither, 
carrying the green corpuscles with them wherever they desired. 
Their whirling motion was accompanied by the waltzing rhythm. 
It seemed to Nightspore that the green atoms were not only being 
danced about against their will, but were suffering excruciating 
shame and degradation in consequence." 

At the next window he sees "the same sphere as before, but 
now all was changed on it. . . . He saw the whole world at 
one view, yet everything was so magnified that he could dis
tinguish the smallest details of life. In the interior of every 
individual, of every aggregate of individuals, of every chemical 
atom, he clearly perceived the presence of green corpuscles. . . . 
In the crystal, the green, imprisoned life was so minute as to be 
scarcely visible; in some men it was hardly bigger; but in other 
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men and women it was twenty or a hundred times greater. 
It appeared as if the whirls of white light, which were the 
individuals . . . were delighted with existence and wished only to 
enjoy it, but the green corpuscles were in a condition of eternal 
discontent, yet, blind and not knowing which way to turn for 
liberation, kept changing form. . . . These subdivided sparks of 
living, fiery spirit were hopelessly imprisoned in a ghastly mush 
of soft pleasure .... They were being effeminated and corrupted
that is to say, absorbed in the foul, sickly, enveloping forms." 

At the next window "The sphere was still there, but between 
it and the Muspel world in which he was standing he perceived 
a dim, vast shadow .... A flood of fierce light ... was streaming 
all the time from Muspel to the shadow and through it. When, 
however, it emerged on the other side ... the light was altered 
in character. It became split, as by a prism, into the two forms of 
life which he had previously seen-the green corpuscles and the 
whirls. What had been fiery spirit but a moment ago was now 
a disgusting mass of crawling, wriggling individuals, each whirl 
of pleasure-seeking will having, as nucleus, a fragmentary spark 
of living green fire. . . . The individual whirls were jostling and 
fighting with, and even devouring, each other. This created pain, 
but, whatevet. pain they felt, it was always pleasure that they 
sought. Sometimes the green sparks were strong enough, for a 
moment to move a little way in the direction of Muspel; the 
whirls would then accept the movement, not only without demur, 
but with pride and pleasure, as if it were their own handiwork
but they never saw beyond the shadow, thought that they were 
travelling towards it." 

At the last window the nature of Crystalman, the Shadow, is 
revealed. "The shadow-form had neither shape, nor colour, yet 
in some way suggested the delicate tints of early morning. It 
was so nebulous that the sphere could be clearly distinguished 
through it .... " 

"The spirit-stream from Muspel flashed with complexity and 
variety. It was not below ihdividuality, but above it. It was 
not the One, or the Many, but something else far beyond either . 
. . . It passed right through him (Crystalman), and the passage 
caused him exquisite pleasure. The Muspel-stream was Crysta/
man's food . ... The stream emerged from the other side on to 
the sphere, in a double condition. Part of it reappeared intrin
sically unaltered, but shivered into a million fragments. These 
were the green corpuscles. In passing through Crystalman they 
had escaped absorption by reason of their extreme minuteness. 
The other part of the stream had not escaped. Its fire had been 
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extracted, its cement was withdrawn _and, after being fouled and 
softened by the horrible sweetness of the host, it broke into indivi
duals, which were the whirls of living will. 

"Nightspore shuddered .... He comprehended at last how 
the whole world of will was doomed to eternal anguish in order 
that one Being might feel joy." 

On the roof, expecting the final revelation, Nightspore sees-
nothing. "Darkness was all around him . . . he had the distinct 
impression that the darkness ... was grinning ... he understood 
that he was wholly surrounded by Crystalman's world, and that 
Muspel consisted of himself and the stone tower on which he 
was sitting .... " 

He goes down to rebirth, to help Krag lead others towards 
the light, to help Muspel, which was "fighting for its life . . . 
against . . . sin masquerading as beauty . . . , against the Devil 
masquerading as God." 

In other words: The beauty of the natural world is an illusion, 
all utopian ideals and conceptions of heaven on earth are diabolic 
illusion, and those sages who take control of men because they 
are children requiring pity and protection are devils. The earth 
is Crystalman's. Crystalman is the Devil deceiving with Pleasure 
and Pride. The true God is hidden beyond the Shadow of 
Crystalman, and though every living thing has in it the spark 
of Muspel fire it is ignorant of the true direction and endlessly 
deceived. Salvation lies in perceiving this truth and working 
rigorously. 

The doctrine is anti-human. Lindsay does not love man
kind. Only reality is meaningful, and reality is the fight to lead 
the sparks of spiritual fire back to God. Redemption comes 
through illuminating Pain. There is much haphazard pain in the 
world, due to selfhood, which is of Crystalman, its search for 
pleasure and its will to absorb others, but only redemptive pain 
has meaning. No kind of government, organisation, politics, 
science matters a jot, nor does individuality. There are only 
the spiritual spark; the hidden God; and Illusion. 

Naturally then David Lindsay does not set out to give pleasure 
by his writing, but imaginatively to present truth. Indeed he 
does not give pleasure, he gives inspiration, excitement, alarm 
and pain. 

There is much in Lindsay's book with which the fashionable 
existentialist and his nihilist brother would agree. The nihilist 
despairs, for having seen the world as Illusion he declares it to 
be meaningless. For Lindsay despair is an irrelevant luxury. 



IS THERE A FUTURE FOR PLASTIC SCOTS? 

By Professor JOHN ORR 

It is not without a tremor that I approach the question of 
Plastic Scots. I do so with all humility, endeavouring to give 
the unbiased view of a linguist upon a problem that is not 
always viewed dispassionately. 

Is there a future for Plastic Scots as a widely-used medium for 
literature? To answer this with any assurance, one must have 
some knowledge of the conditions under which, in the past, 
literary languages have been born, have grown, and have survived. 
In no two countries, as far as I am aware, have these conditions 
been the same; yet a brief examination of a variety of cases may 
perhaps provide us with certain criteria, and enable us, if we 
inquire how many, if any, of these conditions exist in Scotland 
to-day, to risk a forecast that is likely to be true. 

In England, after a period when West Saxon was the leading 
literary dialect, it was the East Central dialect which prevailed, a 
victory due to three main causes: the influence of the capital, of 
the two universities, Oxford and Cambridge, and of writers like 
Chaucer. That is to say, administrative, courtly, academic, literary 
and later with the Bible, religious influences all combined to 
ensure the acceptance of a common standard, a standard accepted 
even in Scotland; for the Scottish makars considered Chaucer as 
one of themselves. 

In France, after a period during which the power and prestige 
of the Norman Duke, the king of England, favoured a language 
tinged with Norman and Western forms; after a longer period 
during which the prosperdus communities of Northern France had 
produced a vigorous local literature with a strong Picard flavour, 
the primacy fell to the language of Paris, once the feudal system 
had been undermined and the central authority had become 
supreme. Paris, the administrative, legal. social, academic centre, 
became, inevitably, the linguistic centre. 
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But medieval France had another language, Provencral, the 
literary medium of the South, and a fine school of lyric poets 
whose influence upon the growth of all western European lyrical 
poetry was unparallelled. But despite its literary prestige, despite 
the fact that without the work of the Troubadours neither Dante's 
Vita Nuova nor Petrarch's sonnets would ever have been written, 
this language decayed and fell to the rank of patois; and 
although, in the later nineteenth century, Mistral and the Felibres 
made valiant efforts to restore it as a literary medium, endowing 
it with a fine dictionary and works of outstanding merit, it has 
made scant progress towards recovering its ancient glory. It has 
even receded since the days of Mistral and Aubanel, and is now 
little more than the plaything of a few enthusiasts. The Bordelais 
Mauriac, the Gascon Francis Jammes (to say nothing of Rostand), 
the Languedocien Valery, the Auvergnat Jules Romains, the Pro
venc;:al Giono all write in French. 

Turning to Italy, we find conditions that were widely different 
from those that prevailed in France : no national administrative 
centre until modern times; an array of independent city states; a 
welter of conflicting dialects; and yet a national literary language 
emerges. Here, it is the academic influence of the University 
of Bologna, and, above all, the prestige of great writers like Dante, 
Boccaccio and Petr~rch which create a standard. The language 
itself is based on no particular dialect, not on Florentine as is 
commonly asserted, although its ingredients are mainly central 
and southern rather than northern. To paraphrase Dante : its home 
was everywhere and its cradle nowhere. But it must be borne in 
mind that if the influence of the great Florentine writers ensured 
its acceptance, it was because there were no strong centralising 
forces as in France for it to combat. 

In Spain, it was the dialect of Old Castille, whose kings were 
foremost in the reconquista of the country from the Moslems, and 
who became the ruling dynasty, which became the official 
language, still commonly called Castillian. The rival kingdom of 
Aragon had indeed an official language, a language with a 
considerable literature, Catalan, closely allied to Provenc;:al; but it, 
too, sank when the dynasties united in the fifteenth century, and 
Castillian became the authoritative standard for the whole country. 
The administrative and social influences emanating from the 
capital were too strong for the Eastern tongue to survive as a 
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literary medium. It was only when Barcelona came into pro
minence as a great industrial centre in the later nineteenth century 
that a certain literary revival of Catalan was brought about, a 
revival made possible by the fact that centralising forces in Spain 
were comparatively weak and also because , Catalan was still the 
common spoken tongue. 

What of Germany? Here again, the conditions were different : 
no conquering dynasty as in Spain; no outstanding academic, 
social, or administrative centre to give any dialect a special prestige 
as in France; no great writers of outstanding genius as in Italy. 
How came it then that a standard language none the less arose? 
Luther's Bible, written in the chancery language of Saxony was 
here the first determining factor, and unity is maintained in a 
country where provincial dialects are uncommonly vigorous by 
means of that originally quite artificial compromise Buhnen
deutsch, "stage-German," which overrules the dialects, backed up 
as it is by book, newspaper, school and radio. 

•. 

From the foregoing it will be seen that for a language to 
prosper and obtain general acceptance it must represent or 
symbolise an acceptance of something greater than itself, a com
munity of interests, either political, social, religious, educational 
or cultural. How does Scotland stand in this respect? English is 
the language of the administrative and social centre, whether that 
centre be London or Edinburgh. It is the language of the schools 
and universities, of the Bible and the church service. In addition 
to this, it has behind it tremendous forces which, when the 
languages of Western Europe were constituted, did not exist : 
books, the daily newspaper, and the radio. It has against its 
conquering progress in Scotland nothing but a motley array of 
crumbling dialects. A Dante in Plastics has yet to arise. But 
even he would quail before such mighty foes. Dim indeed are the 
prospects of Plastics. 

The New Scot. 

Plastic Scots, Synthetic Scots. A theoretical language still to 
be created out of the surviving Scottish dialects. The word 
"Lallans" (more correctly "Lallan" =Lowland) has been used 
recently in the same sense.-EmToR. 







HOW NORWEGIAN RE-EMERGED 
By JosEPH MAcLEon 

Norway, Sweden and Denmark have common national origins. 
In their early history they were closer to one another in language 
and outlook than at a similar stage of development were England, 
Wales and Scotland; especially Gaelic Scotland. Yet for many 
centuries they guarded their independence and went their own 
ways. 

In 1387, however, owing to a failure in the Norwegian dynasty, 
the three crowns were united, and the Norwegian throne, govern
ment and much of the nobility, went south to Copenhagen. 

It was an uneasy union. Denmark was the richest, most 
populous and most domineering of the three. In 1523 Sweden, 
under Gustav Vasa, broke away. Norway could not. She was 
not strong enough. The Danish king governed through a net
work of officials, very few of whom were Norwegian. He gave 
most of her export trade, under privilege, to German merchants 
who abused it and the Norwegians. In 1536 Norway lost all 
semblance of free government and was incorporated in the Danish 
state. It seemed as if she were to be extinguished as a real 
nation. 

The Danish language became dominant. Upper-class Nor
wegians gave their sons a Danish education, even if, exceptionally, 
they resided in their own country. Lower-class Norwegians served 
in the Danish fleet, merchant service or under Danish employers. 
A Lutheran church, which she did not specially want, was forced 
upon Norway, to circumvent any divided international loyalties. 

There were rebellions, religious and political, by groups of 
sturdy farmers: but nothing came of them. The unwanted Union 
endured, until most people grew quite used to it. 

In the first half of the 17th century Ki'1g Christian IV of 
Denmark, for example, was a highly popular figure in Norway, 
to which he paid many visits. A short distance from the old 
mediaeval town of Oslo he had an elegant new city built, which 
he called Christiania, and of which the Norwegians were duly 
proud. The King Christian style of architecture, red brick, white 
paint and copper roof, was as genuinely fashionable in Norway as 
the "Georgian" style was when the New Town of Edinburgh was 
built. 

King Christian lent his personal pa~onage to the Norwegian 
c 



34 HOW NORWEGIAN RE-EMERGED 

silver mines discovered in 1623, and gave them the name of 
King's Hill. In many other ways he helped Norway to prosper. 
If he took a share in its prosperity, that was only right; for was 
not he the King of Denmark, and Norway only a small part of 
his Kingdom? The population, of under half a million, could do 
little for themselves. 

Danish officials, however, exploited them; and there was much 
emigration of thwarted patriots in this century. They went to 
Holland, the Dutch colonies, America and London. 

In the meantime, Danish became the official language of 
Norway. Her literature, her laws, government reports, corre
spondence, were written in Danish. Only, in Norway this was 
not pronounced as the Danes pronounced it. Danish is a very 
strange language phonetically, very dark, and full of diphthongs 
and elided letters. This was not indicated by the spelling; and 
Norwegians spoke it as it was written; in much the same way u 
Southern English has departed from printed English, but Scots 
tend to speak it more as it is written, especially in districts where 
Gaelic has disappeared and Scots as a tongue never took hold. 

It is interesting, if not strictly relevant, to note that the out
standing poet of this time, writing of course in this bokmaal or 
book-Danish, was a Nordland fishermen's pastor, Petter Dass, 
whose father had been a refugee named Peter Dundas, of Dundee. 

In the 18th century liberal ideas spread and the control of 
Norway was relaxed a little, but only a little. Danish bureau
crats continued to run the country for their own benefit. Many 
Norwegian land-owning families, living in Denmark because 
it was smart to do so, looked on their Norwegian estates as mere 
sources of rent or places to shoot and fish at suitable seasons. 
Holberg, the first Norwegian dramatist, made his comedies out 
of Norwegian types; but he wrote in Danish and for Danish 
amateurs. 

But by the end of the century a movement started to remove 
the Danish exploiters, and declare Norway an independent king
dom. The Napoleonic wars fostered this spirit. When in 1813 
the English Prime Minister, Lord Liverpool, did a deal with 
Sweden, by which in return for her help against Napoleon, 
England would take Norway away from Denmark and give her 
to Sweden, national pride burst its bonds. Early the next year 
Norway exercised her ancient right to elect her king; chose 
Christian Frederick, a Dane, but one with Norwegian blood, 
who had proved himself sympathetic to Norwegian aspirations 
while acting as a sort of Viceroy; and declared herself an 
independent kingdom. 
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A constituent assembly was elected, largely through church 
congregations, which afforded the only nation-wide social 
machinery existing. After a union lasting four and a half 
centuries, Norway had taken an apparently impossible step. 

So it was to prove. There were rich men and others who felt 
it more in their interests to attach their country to Sweden, 
especially since England was threatening to use force if necessary. 
This policy prevailed. Christian_ Frederick was persuaded to 
abdicate. Norway was united with Sweden, though much more 
loosely than she had been with Denmark. For one thing, she 
had her own Parliament again. 

Still, the drain of dissatisfied emigrants went on. Conditions 
in many parts of Norway are like those in many parts of the 
Scottish Highlands: a narrow margin of living, an ungenerous 
soil, the need for an additional livelihood, fishing, timber-cutting, 
if a family would live on the land. 

By this time the Swedes had become quite different from the 
Norwegians in national character. The width of the difference is 
as great as that between Americans and English or Scots. Indeed, 
both in their faults and in their virtues Swedish people resemble 
American; and it is equally true that there are close resemblances, 
for good and for ill, between Norwegians and Scots. If Scotland 
were united, however loosely, with America, there would soon 
spring up a vociferous group of people determined to protect their 
national customs, dances, songs, ballads and folk-tales. And so it 
was in Norway. Equally so, they were looked upon by some 
other folk as cranks, and their aims as the aims of a clique. 

In the matter of language during the second half of the nine
teenth century a most interesting event took place. Although 
merchpnts, townspeople and some farmers in the south and west 
had adopted a form of Danish-Norwegian for speech, the rest of 
the country were still speaking a kind of Norse. It was no 
longer the Norse of the skalds and sagas, but had developed from 
that ancient tongue, shedding many case-endings as languages 
do, and, also as languages do, especially in a varied or mountainous 
country, had split into many local dialects. 

From time to time writers had introduced into their bokmaal 
words and turns of phrase from this country language. Their 
Danish tended to become a little more Norwegian in conse
quence. Asbji:irnsen and Moe, for example, the Norwegian 
counterparts to the Grimms, gave their folk and fairy tales a 
distinctly picturesque tinge this way. 

But it was necessary for someone to arise who would codify 
and organise and convert this Norse tongue into a language 
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capable of literature; and Ivar Aasen was this man. Aasen was a 
peasant, speaking the Norse as Burns spoke Scots; but also a 
scholar, with a classical education mainly taught to himself. He 
began a grammar and dictionary of the landsmaal as he called 
it, in 1836. For years he tramped Norway, listening and taking 
notes. At first he was regarded as a crazy romantic; but gradually 
his ideas spread. His work was followed up and improved on. 
People who spoke only New Norse, as this came to be called, were 
delighted to find that although hitherto it had been thought 
unfashionable, and they, in consequence, uncouth, they did in 
fact speak as good a language as Danish. They were especially 
pleased when literary men took courage and wrote in this 
language, finding it supple and expressive. 

Then the position was quite reversed. In 1885 this landsmaal 
was given equal status with riksmaal (as the official Danish
Norwegian bokmaal was called) as two joint official languages of 
Norway. It became, and still is, a compulsory subject for 
University Entrance Examinations, so that if an "educated" man 
receives a letter in Nynorsk, he will have the ability, and, it is 
hoped, the grace also, to reply in the same tongue. 

Notices are posted in either language. It is not unusual to find 
in the same railway train a nynorsk notice in your compartment, 
and a riksmaal notice in the restaurant car, both advising 
passengers not to lean out of the window, thus : 

Nynorsk: Boyg deg ikke ut. 
Riksmaal: Laen Dem ikke ut. 

In some unexpected ways nynorsk finds itself better suited to 
modern civilisation. The nynorsk for "seven" is sju (pronounced 
"shoo"); the riksmaal is syv (pronounced "siiv"). But "shoo" is 
more easily intelligible on the telephone, so that many people mix 
this word into their riksmaal numerals. 

Few do not understand nynorsk; though you may come across 
some of a conservative mentality who ridicule it, may affect not to 
understand it, may even assert that it was "forced" on the people. 
I have met one or two American ladies of Norwegian extraction, 
who professed to be quite horrified at so strange a rendering of 
the tongue they had spoken as children in the Middle West, and 
who seemed almost to think it had been recently invented by the 
Labour government. 

Schools are bilingual. Parents choose which tongue is to be 
used for their child, and textbooks are provided accordingly. 
The teacher will use the one language or the other for different 
children while teaching the same subject in the same class. 

Broadcasting too is bilingual. The tongue used in presentation 
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depends on the nature of the programme and the audience to 
which it is primarily directed . . . an excellent discipline, 
incidentally, for both announcers and planners. The 7 p.m. news 
is given in nynorsk and tends to be mainly about national or 
local topics. The 8.10 p.m. news is in riksmaal and contains more 
international themes. 

But riksmaal itself is steadily becoming more and more Nor
wegian. Each decade, almost, sees progressive modifications of 
its official spelling. It is still a growing language, as fluid still 
as nynorsk is. In both cases the printed tongue is being brought 
nearer and nearer to the spoken one. 

As for the union with Sweden, it came to a quiet end in 
1905. The Norvtregian Parliament demanded a separate consular 
system throughout the world for Norwegian, as opposed to 
Swedish, ships. Although a tiny country, Norway was soon to 
have the fourth largest merchant navy in the world; and Swedish 
consuls did not look after its interests properly. The Swedish 
King vetoed the resolution. Norway had had enough. She 
made this a constitutional question. When the Swedish King 
would not give way, she declared herself, for the second time, an 
independent Kingdom and elected the Danish Prince Carl under 
his present title of King Haakon VII. Sweden muttered a little 
about military action; but nothing happened. Norway went 
free, after five and a quarter centuries. 

Now obviously what happened in Norway need not necessarily 
happen in Scotland. Our problems are more complex in many 
ways. Certainly in language matters there was no Norwegian 
counterpart to the Gaelic. Nor is it likely that it will happen 
in just that way. But what is important is that it did happen; 
and happened with a tiny nation, numbering three millions; and 
happened under circumstances at least as difficult as ours. I 
have shown, I hope, that Scots is a language very worth saving. 
I have shown also, I hope, that from quite small beginnings a 
nation can save its language, even when it is tied up for the time 
to another and bigger nation. Whether we save ours, depends 
on you and me. 

It must be good to be a poet in Norway! Your material is as 
alive as your thoughts. And in respect of the matters under 
discussion, to be traditional there is to be progressive. 



THE ORKNEY PLAY OF THE LADY ODIVERE 
In Lowland Scots 

(Version D) 

Characters-

NARRATOR, SAN IMRAVOE, PoRTER, LADY OmvERE, 
Sill 0DIVERE, A MAN. 

Note.-lt is suggested that the Narrator's stanzas should be read 
as directions for miming. 

(1) 

In Norawa a lady bade, 
A bonny lass wi muckle ge'ar; 

And it was soothly sung and said, 
She was a lady sweet and fair. 

They cam fae east and wast in pride, 
And some cam sailin ower the sea; 

And a' tae win her for a bride; 
But never a bride wad the lady be. 

She bade them gang hame and mend their claes, 
That they had worn in comin sae far; 

She ca'd them fules, she ca'd them flaes, 
She luiked on them, and gae them a scar. 

There was a man baith stoor and strang, 
And he was namit Odivere; 

He looed the sword, he looed the sang, 
But aye he looed the lasses mair. 

This Odivere fell on his knee, 
And vooed a voo upon his life, 

And swore by Him that hang on tree, 
Tae mak this lady fair his wife. 
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Narrator: 

San lmravoe: 

He's coorted her, he's wedded her, 
And they were blythe and blissfu baith; 

And aye he braggit near and far, 
He wan his wife by Odin's aith. 

He's left her in his bowerly ha, 
A-greetin sair that dolefu day; 

Tae Haly Land he's gane awa, 
The muckle pagan loons tae slay. 

As he cam back fae Haly Land, 
In Muckle Garth he bade awhile; 

And foys and feastins had tae hand 
For ladies fair did him beguile. 

At Muckle Garth he tarried lang
Black sicht on him for bidin there ! 

While sat in dool her maids amang 
Wi tearfu ee his lady fair. 

And aft she bonnied hersel sac bra, 
And aft her gowden hair wad kaim, 

And than luik ower the castle wa 
Tae see her ain guidman come hame. 

And aye she luiked and lippened lang, 
For mony a dowie day and year; 

But Odivere, he didna come, 
Nor word of Odivere cud she hear. 

Ae eenin i the mirkin o't, 
A stately knicht cam tae her ha; 

Fu lood he chappit on the yett, 
And loodly at the yett did ea. 

"A boon, a boon I ye porter loon, 
Bed me this nicht within your ha, 

My journey's lang, the nicht is mirk, 
And hame and haudin far awa." 
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Porter: 

San Imravoe: 

Narrator: 

San I mravoe: 

Narrator: 

Lady Odivere: 

"Begone, begone, awa, awa ! 
Tae bed ye here that may na be; 

Nae stranger sleeps within this ha, 
While my guid lord's ayont the sea." 

"Gin ye wadna fin the wecht o my hand, 
Gae tell your lady mistress fair, 

That I hae come fae Haly Land, 
And bear her word o Odivere." 

The yett was opened at his word, 
And bauldly strode he in the ha; 

And the women roon him said, 
A stoorer knicht they never saw. 

And he's taen aff his silken cap, 
And he's gane doon upon his knee, 

And he's laid a gowd ring on the lady's lap, 
That she was unco fain tae see. 

"A taiken fae thy husband dear, 
I bring tae thee my lady fair; 

I left him weel, in jolly cheer, 
They ea him noo, Sir Odivere. 

"And weel he's won his knicht's degree, 
By slayin mony a soldier stoor, 

And makin hosts o pagans flee, 
Afore his sword sae sharp and dour." 

When she the gowden ring had seen, 
She tuik nae tent o what he said; 

But drew her kerchief ower her een, 
And colour fae her fair face fled. 

But syne her bonny face grew bricht, 
And blythely blinked her bonny ee. 

"Rise up, rise up, ye valiant knicht, 
For unco guid ye bring tae me. 

"A stately banquet in the ha, 
Poor oot the best o bluid-reid wine, 
Wi fowth o a that's guid and bra, 

That this brave knicht fu weel may dine." 
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Narrator: 

Lady Odivere: 

San I mravoe: 

Lady Odivere: 

Narrator: 

And mony a tale he tauld that nicht, 
0 tuilzies focht for ladies fair; 

And a aboot that worthy wicht, 
In Haly Land, Sir Odivere. 

He minted aye, though he never said, 
He minted aye in ilka tale, 

That Odivere was a rovin blade, 
And liked the lasses ower weel. 

And whan the banquet was fairly dune, 
And a the servants gane tae bed, 

And the twa themsels were left alane, 
The lady tae the stranger said : 

"What wey bring ye that gowden ring 
That brings tae me sair dool and pain, 

That minds me o the blythesome days, 
When I o thee was ower fain?" 

"Ye ken, fair dame, tae me aye dear, 
Lang syne ye gae that ring tae me; 

And on this ring i the munelicht clear, 
Ye swure forever mine tae be. 

"And Ii dool hae gane sinsyne, 
A lanely man on land and sea; 

And never a face hae seen but thine, 
That I cud spier my wife tae be." 

"Noo wheesht, noo wheesht, ye fause-tongued 
knicht, 

Your words will wark me muckle skaith, 
Fu weel ken ye, what sindered us; 

It was the dowie Odin's aith." 

He's taen her white hand in his stately neive; 
And fain was she, and fain was he; 

What happened neist, ye needna spier; 
In sooth I wasna there tae see. 

The knicht's awa i the mornin gray, 
He bade na for a fareweel foy

What naebody kens nae body can say, 
But the lady's left in peerie joy. 
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• Varrator: 

Lady Odivere: 

Narrator: 

San lmtavoe: 

Lady Odivere: 

San 1 mravoe: 

Her bonny een blinked no sae bricht, 
Her reid and white grew white and gray; 

And ilka day she wissed for nicht, 
And ilka nicht she wissed for day . 

I heard a lady bawin her bairn; 
And aye she rockit, and aye she sang, 

And teuk sac harJ upon the verse, 
Till her hert within her body rang. 

"Ba loo, ba loo, my bonny bairn, 
Ba lo lillie, ha loo lay, 

Sleep thou, my peerie bonny body ! 
Thou little kens thy mither's wae. 

"Aloor ! I dinna ken thy faither, 
Aloor, aloor ! my waefu sin! 

I dinna ken my bairn's faither, 
Nor yet the land that he lives in. 

"Aloor, aloor I ca'd sall I be 
A wicked woman by a men, 

That I a mairriet wife, sud hae 
A bairn tae him I dinna ken." 

Than up and spak a grimly ghaist, 
That stude sae laich at her bed feet, 

"O, here am I, thy bairn's faither, 
Although I'm no thy husband sweet." 

"My bairn's faither I ken ye are, 
Nae love sae sweet I'll ever hae; 

And yet I hae a guid, guidman, 
That's far awa fae me this day." 

"I carena for thy wedded earl, 
I wiss his face I'll never see, 

But whan sax month is come and gaen, 
I'll come and pey the nourice-fee. 
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"It's no be said ye tint by me, 
A bodle worth o warldly gear, 

Sae whan I come, thou's get thy fee, 
And I my bairn tae be my heir." 

Lady Odivere: 

San lmravoe: 

Lady Odivere: 

San lmravoe: 

Lady Odivere: 

San lmravoe: 

"Noo, for the luve I bore tae thee, 
A luve that's brocht me muckle shame, 

0 tell me whaur thy hame may be, 
And tell me true thy verra name." 

"San lmravoe it is my name; 
I gang on land, and swim on sea; 
Amang the ranks o selkie folk 

I am a yerl o heich degree. 

"I am a man upo the land, 
I am a selkie i the sea; 

My hame it is the Soola-Skerry, 
And a that's there is under me. 

"Mair nor a thoosand selkie folk, 
Tae me a willin service gae; 

And I am king of a the folk, 
And law tac them is what I say." 

"O hoo can thou the bairn tak, 
And hoo can thou the bairn save? 

I thy caul hame thou'll only mak 
The grimly sea my bairn's grave." 

"My peerie bairn I'll safely ferry, 
Though I hae naither ship or skift, 

Wi muckle care tae Soolis-Skerry, 
Afore the sun's heich i the lift." 

"But hoo sail I my young son ken
And hoo sail I my bairn knaw?" 

"O a the selkies o Soolis-Skerry, 
He's be the middlemaist o them a. 

"His maegs sall a be black as soot, 
His body white as driven snaw, 

And I beside him like the same, 
I wish tae dee i times awa." 
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Lady Odivere: 

San lmravoe: 

Narrator: 

San Imravoe: 

Lady Odivere: 

San lmravoe: 

Narrator: 

"My ain guidman's a warrior prood, 
And aye a stevel nieve has he; 

And he may prick or club my bairn, 
When he's a selkie i the sea." 

"I fearna that, I fear but this, 
That cock-craw comes and fins me here; 

But come what may, I come again, 
And fetch my bairn in ae hauf year. 

"For than he'll be a seeventh stream, 
And than a man again I'll be, 

And tak my bonny peetie bairn 
A tae the boonds o Soolis-Skerrie." 

Whan the six months were come and gane, 
He cam tae pey the nourice-fee; 

The tane o his hands was fu o gowd, 
The tither fu o white monie. 

The lady's taen a gowden chain, 
Her waddin boon fae Odivere, 

She tied it roon her bairn's hals, 
It for her sake she bade him wear. 

"I'm come tae fetch my bairn awa; 
Fare weel, for thou're anither's wife," 

"I wad thee wi a gowden ring, 
And bide beside thee a my life." 

"Thou wadna, whan I wad guidwife; 
I winna, whan thou're willin noo, 

That day thou tint thou'll never fin; 
It's late, it's ower late tae rue." 

The lady lived a lanely life, 
And aften looked upo the sea, 
Still lipenin her first luve tae fin, 

But jubish that can never be. 
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(4) 
Nt11'1'ator: 

Sir Odivere: 

Narrator: 

Man: 

Narrator: 

Sir Odivere: 

Sae Odivere's come hame again, 
Wi muckle store a wardly gear; 

And he, his lady, and his men 
Mak halidays wi bullies rare. 

They danced and sang, they tauld their tales; 
And sync sat <loon tac drink and dine, 

Wi fowth o flesh, fumin cogs, 
And wally horns o bluid-reid wine. 

Ac day says Odivere tae his men, 

"I <loot gin here we langer link, 
We'll a grow fat as butter baws, 

And dee wi fowth o maet and drink. 

"It's weel eneuch a peerie while; 
I canna thole it lang ava, 

Let's hunt the otters on the shore, 
And start the morn at blink o claw." 

They hunted otters on the shore, 
A selkie ran oot o a co; 

And Odivere he took na lang 
Tae fell him wi a maister blow. 

Than oot and spak ane o his men, 

"Far hae I sailed and muckle seen, 
But never gowd on selkie's hals, 

Till noo I seed wi baith my een." 

They bure the selkie tae the ha; 
And ne'er a word said Odivere, 

His face was black and lowed his ecn, 
Though he did neither ban or swecr. 

"Come doon, come doon I Lady Odivere, 
Come doon, and see my ferlie fang, 

Ye's read tac me this riddle-me-ree, 
By a the saunts that ever sang I" 
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Narrator: 

Sir Odi11ere: 

Lady Odi11ere: 

Na""tor: 

Sir Odi11ere: 

Lady Odivere: 

Sir Odi11ere: 

Lady Odivere: 

Sir Odivere: 

The lady she cam <loon tac see, 
They made sac muckle steer. 

"Here's the gowd chain ye gat fae me, 
Tell me, guidwife, hoo cam it here?" 

"Aloor, aloor I my bonny bairn, 
My bairn! What am I born tac see? 

My malison lie on the hand 
That's wrocht this deed o bluid on thee ! " 

That lady wi her torn hair, 
She was a dolefu sicht tac see, 

Her greeting lood and sabbin sair, 
Her airms aroon the deid selkic. 

"Your bairn ! guidwife, nae bairn o mine, 
And yet ye were my wedded wife, 

I <loot, when I've been far fae hame, 
Ye've led a wicked woman's life." 

"And gin I be thy wedded wife, 
A wedded man wert thou tae me; 

Ye left me tae a lanely life, 
And bade lang years ayont the sea." 

"I left thee wi baith lands and gear, 
And made thee mistress o them a, 

And thocht thou wadst be true tac me, 
As I tae thee when far awa." 

"Black sicht upo the lands and gear ! 
Thou little kens a woman's hert, 

Tae think the gift o warldly gear, 
Is a the lovin husband's pairt." 

"When dochty deeds were tae be dune, 
It wad hae been a bonny pass, 

Had I lain hame tae culye thee, 
And bore my fingers i the ass. 
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Lady Odivere: 

Sir Odivere: 

Narrator: 

"I cudna thole a sluggard life, 
And lady I wad hae thee ken, 

Whan I tuik thee tae be my wife, 
I didna want a cloakin hen." 

"Gin I can clock, saul thou canst craw, 
Ower a the deeds wi women dune; 

Hoo ilka bonny winch thou saw, 
Thou coorted her and ca'd it fun. 

"But ae deid bairn alane hae I I 
And gif this deed was wrang i me, 

Hoo mony bairns hast thou tae shaw, 
Hoo true a man thou's been tae me? 

"Cud I no tak what cam tae me, 
Tae tempt me i my langsam life, 

While thou wert skailin frank and free 
The dearest tocher o a wife?" 

"Ye lee, ye lee, ye leein limmer ! 
Whare'er we drank, abune them a 

Thy weel-faured face I toasted aye, 
And focht wi him that said me na. 

"And whan i battle's sairest pall, 
My hert grew strang, whan maist forfocht, 

By thinkin on my lovin wife-
That she was fause I little thocht. 

"Wi selkie folk thou's led a life! 
Awa ye limmer slut fae me I 

I wadna hae thee for a wife, 
For a the gowd i Christendie ! " 

She's whipped the chain fae the selkie's hals, 
And wappit it on Odivere's croon, 

Lady Odivere: 

Narrator: 

"Gae tak ye that, ye ill-tongued tyke, 
And keep it for a pairtin boon I" 

The lady they pat i a heich, heich toor, 
Wi nae sweet licht, through hole or bore; 

They hae gien her meal and watter there, 
And steekit fest the iron door. 
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Na"ator: 

Lady Odivere: 

Narrator: 

San lmravoe: 

Narrator: 

All: 

Narrator: 

(5) 

The Thing has passed her awfu doom, 
That for her fauts and sin£u deed, 

She sud be taen and brunt tac ass, 
Withoot or mercy or rcmeed. 

"Aloor, aloor I the dolefu day I 
Aloorl what am I born tae sec? 

I the reid het fire I maun be brunt I 
0 wae's my hert, and wac's me. 

"O gin my faither been i life, 
He wad hae dourly focht for me. 

Deid mither's ghaist, will thou no come 
And set thy dolefu dochter free? 

"When I lay on thy cothie breist, 
And thou didst roose thy peerie lass, 

Thou little thocht thy bonny bairn 
Wad be a cinder i the ass I" 

Than up and spak San Imravoe, 
And a lood and wallie cry gae he; 

"Ye selkie folk tac Norawa, 
Ca a the whales i the North Sea!" 

The day afore that lady fair 
Was tae be brunt wi mucklc woe, 

A cry was raised aroon the ha : 

"Whales, whales! in ilka bay and voe." 

Than Odivere and a his men, 
Ran tac the ea wi mucklc speed; 

And there was rowin, rootin, yowlin, 
And noise that micht hae raised the deid. 

They rowed and rooted a the day, 
But never a whale gat for their pains, 

And i the mirkin hame they gaed, 
Wi sweein loofs and tiftin banes. 
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And whan that they cam tae the ha, 
They got a gluff ye may be sure, 

For ilka door stood open wide, 
And the door o the toor lay on the flair. 

And they ran up, and they ran doon, 
And glowered aboot wi a their een; 

The lady fair was clean awa, 
And never mair by mortal seen. 

And Odivere's a lanely man, 
And weary o his siccar skaith; 

And aye and sair he rues the day 
He ever tuik the Odin aith. 

Tae menye-singers thanks we gae, 
Tae menye-singers drink we a; 

Oor foys they werena worth a strae. 
Withoot their sangs and ballants bra. 

The poems on pages 6, 50, 95 and 96 are printed with the 
older spelling customary since Allan Ramsay first used it early 
in the 18th century. 

On pages 14 and 83 are examples of a more recent experiment, 
which seems strange at first to anyone familiar with the older 
convention. 

In this "translation" of the Orkney Play, the spelling has not 
broken entirely from convention, so that readers familiar with 
the Scottish classics of the last two centuries will find little diffi
culty in reading the play. The functionless apostrophes have 
been removed, and the spelling standardised. The result is a 
compromise between convention and a standardised orthography 
created either on phonetic or historical principles. Its chief 
advantage lies in its practical simplicity. It is the outcome of 
years of experiment. 

D 



THE GREY SELCHIE OF SHOOL SK.ERRY 

(Version F) 

In Norway lands there lived a maid, 
"Hush, ha, loo lillie," this maid began; 
"I know not where my baby's father is, 
Whether by land or sea does he travel in." 

It happened on a certain day, 
When this fair lady fell fast asleep, 
That in cam' a good grey selchie, 
And set him doon at her bed feet, 

Saying, "Awak', awak', my pretty fair maid, 
For oh I how sound as thou does sleep I 
An' I'll tell thee where thy baby's father is; 
He's sittin' close at thy bed feet." 

"I pray, come tell to me thy name, 
Oh I tell me where does thy dwelling be?" 
"My name it is good Hein Mailer, 
An' I earn my livin' oot o' the sea. 

I am a man upon the land; 
I am a selchie in the sea; 
An' whin I'm far frae every strand, 
My dwellin' is in Shool Skerrie." 

"Alas ! alas I this woeful fate ! 
This weary fate that's been laid for me I 
That a man should come frae the Wast o' Hoy, 
To the Norway lands to have a bairn wi' me. 

My dear, I'll wed thee with a ring, 
With a ring, my dear, I'll wed wi' thee." 
"Thoo may go wed thee weddens wi' whom thoo wilt; 
For I'm sure thoo'll never wed none wi' me." 



THE GREY SELCHIE OF SCHOOL SKERRY 51 

"Thoo will nurse my little wee son 

For seven long years upo' thy knee, 
An' at the end o' seven long years 
I'll come back an' pay the norish fee." 

She's nursed her little wee son 
For seven long years upo' her knee, 

An' at the end o' seven long years 
He cam' back wi' gold an' white monie. 

She says, "My dear, I'll wed thee wi' a ring, 

With a ring, my dear, I'll wed wi' thee." 

"Thoo may go wed thee weddens wi' whom thoo will; 

For I'm sure thoo'll never wed none wi' me. 

But I'll put a gold chain around his neck, 

An' a gey good gold chain it'll be, 
That if ever he comes to the Norway lands, 

Thoo may hae a gey good guess on hi." 

An' thoo will get a gunner good, 
An' a gey good gunner it will be, 
An' he'll gae oot on a May mornin' 

An' shoot the son an' the grey selchie. 

Oh I she has got a gunner good, 
An' a gey good gunner it was he, 
An' he gaed oot on a May mornin', 

An' he shot the son and the grey selchie. 

When the gunner returned from his expedition and 

showed the Norway woman the gold chain, which he 

had found round the neck of the young seal, the poor 

woman, realising that her son had perished,, gives 

expression to her sorrow in the last stanza : -

"Alas I alas I this woeful fate I 
This weary fate that's been laid for me I" 

An' ance or twice she sobbed and sighed, 

An' her tender heart did brak in three. 
0UNEY. 



THE GREAT SILKIE OF SULE SKERRY 

(Version T) 

An eartly nourris sits and sings, 
And aye she sings, Ba, lily wean ! 

Little ken I my bairnis father, 
Far less the land that he staps in. 

Then ane arose at her bed-fit, 
An a grumly guest I'm sure was he: 

"Here am I, thy bairnis father, 
Although that I be not comelie. 

"I am a man, upo the Ian, 
An I am a silkie in the sea 

And when I'm far and far frae lan, 
My dwelling is in Sule Skerrie." 

"It was na weel," quo the maiden fair 
"It was na weel, indeed," quo she, 

"That the Great Silkie of Sule Skerrie 
Suld hae come and aught a bairn to me." 

Now he has taen a purse of goud, 
And he has pat it upo her knee, 

Sayin, Gie to me my little young son, 
An tak thee up thy nourris-fee. 

An it sall come to pass on a simmer's day, 
When the sin shines het on evera stane, 

That I will tak my little young son, 
An teach him for to swim the faem. 

An thu sall marry a proud gunner, 
An a proud gunner I'm sure he'll be, 

An the very first schot that ere he schoots, · 
He'll schoot baith my young son and me. 

SHETLAND. 



COMMENTARY 
By WM. MoNTGOMERIE 

I 

In his English and Scottish Popular Ballads, Professor F. J. 
Child included a short Shetland ballad of seven four-line stanzas 
called The Great. Silkie of Sule Skerry. 1 

He did not include a longer Orcadian version of the same 
ballad, The Grey Selchie uf Shoo/ Skerry.2 This version is twice 
as long as the Shetland version, and there is a prose insertion 
where some verses have been forgotten. 

There is a longer version still of the same ballad, of ninety-three 
stanzas, which Mr. Traill Dennison spent forty years collecting 
in fragmentary scraps from many old people in different parts of 
Orkney. He called it The Play o' de Lathie Odivere.3 

Meeting the usual difficulties of the ballad collector, Mr. 
Dennison solved them in the usual way: 

"It is right to say, that while the utmost care has been 
taken to preserve the original, and to select the best from 
the versions recited to me, I have often had to fill in a 
word, sometimes a line, in order to make the sense clear or 
to complete the stanza. "4 

This time-honoured manner of presenting ballads need not 
disturb us too much in the present instance, since what I propose 
to discuss concerns the structure of the poem as a whole. For 
the present purpose its importance lies in its form, and the implica
tions of this are discussed by Mr. Dennison : 

------------------

1 Child No. 113. I shall call this Version T (Thomas). It had already 
been printed in the Proceedings of the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland 
(I. 86, 1852), having been written down by Captain F. W. L. Thomas, R.N. 
from the dictation of a venerable lady of Snarra Voe, Shetland. ' 

2 Version F (Fergusson). Printed by R. Menzies Fergusson in his 
Rambling Sketches in the Far North and Orcadian Musings (1883), pp. 140-1. 

3 Version D (Dennison). The Scottish Antiquary (Vol. VIII, 1894). 
Owing to the strangeness of the Orkney dialect I have printed it in Lowland 
Scots, in the hope that sometime soon the original Orkney version may be 
made available. What the "translation" has gained in comprehensibility 
it may have lost in charm. 

4 The Scottish Antiquary, Vol. VIII., p. 53. 
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"In the olden times, Orcadians at their convivial meet
ings amused themselves by rude dramatical representations, 
in which lower animals often appeared on the scene. In 
these performances the menye-singers acted the principal 
part. They were professionals hired to sing, recite, or act 
for the entertainment of the company. 

This ballad was at one time represented as a drama by 
the menye-singers. This fact influenced me in adopting 
one of its old names, namely, play in preference to other 
names by which the ballad was known-such as rhyme, 
ballan, teel. The ballad was always divided into fits, but I 
have been told that its divisions were once called by another 
name, which I have been unable to discover." 

Making use of the hints supplied by Mr. Dennison, it is 
possible to make a partial reconstruction of the probable method 
of presentation. This reconstruction is fascinating in itself, but 
it will be shown later that it is also important for the evidence 
it supplies about the essentially dramatic construction of most of 
our Scottish ballads. 

We have the evidence of the collector, as well as of the last 
stanza, that it was sung. There are occasional references in 
other ballads to the fact that they were sung, for example, in 
The Clerk's Twa Sons o' Owsenford (Child 72A): 

0 I will sing to you a sang, 
But oh my heart is sair ! 

in The Laird o Logie (Child 182A): 

I will sing, if ye will hearken, 
An ye wad listen unto me; 

and in Lord Livingston (Child 262): 

And sae this ends my sang. 

All the ballads were composed within the oral tradition to 
traditional tunes. Professor Child, ·George Kinloch, William 
Motherwell, Gavin Greig, and others have put on record the 
tunes of some of the ballads. Without their tunes ballads arc an 
abstract art form, though as a stage in the development toward 
the more abstract form of modern poetry written without music 
one is justified in studying the ballads as poetry. 
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II 

55 

Let us now examine The Play of the I.Ady Odivere to sec just 

what evidence its structure supplies to support the statement 

that it was presented dramatically. In the first Fit (the name 

given to each "scene" by Mr. Dennison) which contains eleven 

stanzas, there is no dialogue, but this introduction or prologue 

has a function. It introduces the Norwegian Lady and Odivere, 6 

outlines the story of her wooing, her marriage to Odivere, and the 

husband's departure for the Holy Land. 
If, as I hope, this Orkney play }s again presented to a modern 

audience, the most effective method would be to combine the 

recitation (or singing) of the Narrator with miming by the actors 

taking the parts of Odivere and the Lady. Every detail could not 

be mimed, but the Odin's oath (which brought good luck 

followed by inevitable disaster) the wooing of the Lady, and 

Odivere's departure, are an essential minimum. 
There is no record of the convention of presentation, if there 

was one convention. The Prologue may have been sung by the 

menye-singers in a body, by a group acting as Chorus, or by a 

single singer as Narrator. A careful reading of the Prologue, 

and of the links between the dialogue stanzas in the rest of the 

ballad play, shows that practically all of it consists of condensed 

directions which can be mimed or danced. Relics of such primi

tive ballet still survive in children's singing games. In the game 

of Green Grass, for example, there are directions to the children 

taking part in the game: 

and 

We'll take this pretty fair maid, 
We'll take her by the hand, 

The bells will ring, and the birds will sing 
And we'll clap hands together. ' 

These instructions are sung by all the children, and at the 

l8lllC time mimed by the children acting the parts. Even if an 

effort were made to confine the singing of Prologue and directions 

to a single Narrator or to a Chorus limited in numbers, there 

would always be a tendency for others knowing the words to join 

Ii Shakespeare parodies in A Midsummer-Night's Dream (V. I. 108-9) 

the convention of the Prologue and the introduction of the characters in 
such primitive drama : 

"This man is Pyramus, if you would know, 
This beauteous lady Thisby is certain." 



COMMENTARY 

in the singing. This is as true of adults as of children. 
With the second Fit of twenty-one stanzas, the drama proper 

begins. Exactly half of it is direct speech or dialogue. Most 
of the other half is directions to the players. Since texts of this 
kind were invariably transmitted orally, these directions were 
incorporated in the ballad, and sung along with the dialogue. 
This dialogue and descriptions of the accompanying actions are 
worked in alternately very skilfully. 

Of the twenty-four stanzas of the third Fit, seventy-eight 
lines are dialogue, and only eighteen lines are undramatic in the 
strictest sense, though they all have a dramatic function. More 
than three-quarters of this Fit can thus be regarded as essentially 
dramatic. 

Of the twenty-five stanzas of the fourth Fit, seventeen-and-a
half are dramatic dialogue. 

The Play ends with thanks to the menye-singers : 

Tae menye-singers tanks we gae, 
Tae menye-singers drink we a'; 

Wiir foys dey wiir no wirt a strae, 
Withoot der sangs an' ballans bra. 

There ·are only fifteen lines of dialogue in the forty-eight lines 
of this last Fit. 

III 

We must now consider a very important problem. Is the 
Play to be regarded as representing an earlier or a later form of 
the ballad than the two shorter versions (versions T and F)? 

The substance of the fragment in Child's collection (version 
T) is all found in the third Fit of The Play of the Lady Odivere 
(version D). The first three stanzas of version T correspond 
closely to the parallel stanzas in the longer and presumably-older 
Play (version D). 

The Orkney version F-in which the Grey Selchie is called 
Hein Mailer-substitutes a gunner for Sir Odivere. The presence 
of the gunner, who is also found in the short version T, suggests 
that the two shorter versions are later in date than the Play. 
On the other hand, both the Play and version F have the gold 
chain which is absent from version T. The two shorter versions 
(F and T) were hardly composed with the demands of dramatic 
production in mind. Without a skilful cast it would hardly be 
possible, in version T, to distinguish the parts of Narrator and 
Maiden in the lines, 
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An earthly nourris sits and sings, 
And aye she sings, Ba, lily wean ! 

or to avoid the confusion of 

"It was na weel," quo the maiden fair, 
"It was na weel, indeed," quo she, 

57 

There could be no sharper contrast than between this sort ol 
confusion and the orderly dramatic progress, already discussed, 
presented by the Play. 

There is something of the same confusion in version F : 

In Norway lands there lived a maid, 
"Hush, ha, loo lillie," this maid began; 

and in the stanzas beginning : 

Saying, "Awak', awak', my pretty fair maid," 
and 

She says "My dear, I'll wed thee wi' a ring," 

where the dialogue has become confused with the part of the 
Narrator. The extra-metrical "Saying" and "She says" are almost 
certainly not original. The probability that they have been added 
suggests that all narrative lines of this type in the ballads may 
be late modifications of lines primarily all dialogue. If this is 
so, the development in these cases is from dramatic to narrative 
ballad. 

There is the further technical point that in a ballad of ninety
three stanzas, the length can be argued to indicate a greater 
intrinsic probability of use of more than one voice than in the 
shorter versions, to avoid monotony. Contrast of voices is not 
so necessary in a ballad of seven stanzas. 

The three surviving versions seem to suggest a progressive 
shortening and if so the development is from a poem in dramatic 
form composed for a narrator and several characters, to a short 
narrative song, where the parts of narrator and characters have 
become confused, suggesting that the song was sung by one 
singer only. The style of the two shorter versions F and T is 
best explained on the hypothesis that they descend from a longer 
version in dramatic form. That they do so might have been 
surmised, even if the Orkney Play had never been recorded. 

The reference in stanza five to the Odin oath takes us back to 
pre-Christian paganism. Odin hanging on Y ggdrasil is described 
in the Shetland Odinic song : 
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Unst Lay 

Nine days he hang pa da riitless tree; 
For ill wis da folk, in' giid wis he. 
A bliidy maet wis in his side-
Made wi' a lance-'at wid na hide. 
Nine lang nichts, i' da nippin' rime, 
Hang he dare wi' his naekid limb. 

Some dey leuch 
Bit idders gret. 6 

This refers only to a detail of the story, which must be more 
or less prior to the composition of the Play. It is not conclusive 
evidence for the date of the Play. But the gunner of versions 
T and F requires the assumption of a later date of composition 
than the Crusading references of the Play, and the fact that the 
young selkie was killed by a blow rather than a shot, in the Play, 
suggests that a gun was not normally used for hunting at the 
time of its composition. 

To assume that the Play was composed after versions T and 
F assumes also the change of a modern gunner into the character 
of Odivere the Crusader, which is unhistorical unless there was 
also deliberate archaism in the Play. This is possible, but less 
likely than the development of a mediaeval character into a 
modern gunner. 

The tentative conclusion we can come to is that a confusion of 
narrative and dialogue in one line of a ballad is one sign of 
degeneration of the dramatic ballad, or of development from 
dramatic ballad to narrative ballad. 

IV 

The Play of the Lady Odivere is not the only dramatic ballad. 
Indeed, an examination of other ballads in the light of our 
examination of the Play makes it seem probable that the dramatic 
element is the one essential element in most, if not all, ballads. 

The dramatic element can be divided into three parts : -
(a) A Prologue.-In the ballads that survive, the prologue 

seldom preserves the completeness of the first Fit of The Play of 
the Lady Odivere, though there is often a prologue. Besides 
leading up to the dramatic body of the ballad, it introduces as 

e Nineteenth Century, June, 1897, Vol. V., January-June, 1879 (pp. 
1091-1113). 
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shortly as possible the chief characters, at least those of the first 

part of the ballad. In The Gowans sae gay (Child +\)1 it is 

reduced to one stanza with a refrain : 

Fair lady Isabel sits in her bower sewing, 
Aye as the gowans grow gay 

There she heard an elf-knight blawing his horn. 
The first morning in May. 

"If I had yon horn that I hear blawing, . . . " 

Though this ballad was recorded from one voice, the sudden 

transition from the prologue stanza to the dialogue would be 
more effective if the first stanza were sung by the narrator (the 

audience taking up the refrain) and the second stanza by a 

woman. This suggests that the ballad may originally have been 

sung by three voices-by the narrator, the Maiden and the Knight. 
The form of the ballad seems to demand this, though Francis B. 

Gummere suggests an alternative method : 

"Mediaeval reciters used a change of voice, or other 
trick, to denote the various persons in the poem." 

(p. 115.) 

This may be one of the stages of change from dramatic pre

sentation by several voices to reciting by one voice, one of the 
stages on the way to narrative ballad. The change of voice is an 

imitation of dr.ama. This imitation suggests the probability of a 

previous dramatic presentation which was later imitated by one 
voice. 

(b) Dialogue.-In ballads that have dialogue only, like Edward 
(Child 13) the characters are introduced by the singers of the 
dialogue: 

"Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid, 
Edward, Edward, 

Why dois your brand sae drap wi bluid, 
And why sae sad hange ye 0?" 
"O I hae killed my hauke sae guid, 

Mither, mither, 
0 I hae killed my hauke sae guid, 

And I had nae mair bot hee 0." 

7 It is si$nificant how many of these dramatic ballads come early in the 
Child Collect10n, and therefore chronologically early. 
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Here no prologue sung by a separate narrator is necessary; 
it is a song for two voices, retaining the essential drama of 
dialogue. 

Another ballad which is only dialogue, and introduces the 
characters without a prologue, is Lord Randal and its varieties 
(Child, 12). In The False Knight upon the Road (Child 3A), the 
prologue has been reduced to a refrain : 

"O whare are ye gaun?" 
Quo the fause knicht upon the road: 

"I'm gaun to the scule," 
Quo the wee boy, and still he stude. 

The refrain was the communal part of the song, sung pro
bably by spectators as well as by the ballad actors. Besides 
giving pleasure to those spectators, it created a contrast to the I 
individual voices singing the dialogue, and had a definite pur
pose, though its origins may have been in choral song. 

The essential dramatic element of the ballad is, apart from 
the action, in the dialogue. Two-thirds of the Scottish ballads 
are more than fifty per cent. dialogue, and one-third are less than 
fifty per cent. A number of those with less than fifty per cent. 
are incomplete or in an obviously decadent or degenerate state. 

Two ballads, 0 Bessie Bell (Child, 201) and Bonnie /ames 
Campbell (Child, 201), in two of its versions, have no dialogue 
at all and, though in ballad stanza would be better called songs. 
They tell a story and by conventional definition they are ballads. 
But if the essential definition of a ballad is not narrative but 
dramatic narrative, the lack of dramatic dialogue excludes 
them from the ballads. They are narrative songs. 

(c) Directions for Mime or Dance.-ln Lady Odivere it was 
noticed above that the clue to the style of those parts of the 
ballad that are not dialogue is that they are condensed "stage" 
directions, that have been preserved in oral tradition by being 
made part of the text of the ballad. This is an element of the 
ballads that is not confined to this one specimen. It is an 
essential element of the best ballads that have not decayed or 
been transformed into something else, like dialogue or narrative 
song. 

The style of Babylon (Child, 14A) is explained best on the 
hypothesis that the robber and the three ladies act the ballad : 

There were three ladies lived in a bower, 
Eh vow bonnie 

And they went out to pull a flower. 
On the bonnie banks o Fordie 
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They hadna pu'ed a flower butane, 
When up started to them a banisht man. 

He's taen the first sister by her hand, 
And he's turned her round and made her stand. 

"It's whether will ye be a rank robber's wife, 
Or will ye die by my wee pen-knife?" 

"It's I'll not be a rank robber's wife, 
But I'll rather die by your wee pen-knife." 

He's killed this may, and he's laid her by, 
For to bear the red rose company. 

v 

There is recorded evidence that certain Scottish ballads were 
presented as drama. 

' Willie's Lyke-Wake (Child, 25), every alternate line of which 
is refrain, has in addition eighteen lines of dialogue and fourteen 
lines of condensed "stage" directions. Its Swedish version is 
one of the commonest ballads in Sweden, "Often represented as a 
drama by young people in country places."8 

The Trum-peter of Fyvie (Child, 233), almost exactly three
quarters of which is dialogue, "used in former times to be pre
sented in a dramatic shape at rustic meetings in Aberdeenshire."9 

One version of The Maid Freed from the Gallows (Child, 95) 
was played in Forfarshire by young girls about 1840.1 In the 
English version A it is entirely dialogue. A Faroe version is a 
dramatic dance ballad. 

The Shepherd's wife cries o'er the lee,2 which is transitional 
between ballad and singing game is worth examination. 

The Play of the Lady Odivere is the last stage to which the 
dramatic ballad could evolve without breaking the ballad mould. 

s Child I., p. 249. 
•Child IV., p. 3or. 
I Notes and Queries, 6th Series, VI., 476. 
2 Herd. Scottish Songs, II., p. 182. 



ROBERT BURNS AND SCOTTISH FOLK SONG 

Dr. RoBERT D. THORNTON 

Only two men have regarded with extended consideration the 

"bugaboo" of Burns scholarship: Robert Burns and Scottish Folk 

Song. To-day Otto Ritter's work is gathering dust, and James 

C. Dick's is still out of print. 
A healthy interest grew with the Burns cult from 1900-1910, 

although outside it. Moffat, Sharpe, Joyce, and Kidson shared 

in the work which Glen had inaugurated the previous decade. 

Early Scottish Melodies, A Book of British Song, Folk-songs from 

Somerset, Dance Music of the North, The Minstrelsy of the Scot

tish Highlands, and Old Irish Folk Music are but a sampling of 

the collections of traditional airs which these men produced before 

1910. Such collections were the model for the greatest contribution 

to Burns scholarship of the decade, James Chalmer Dick's The 

Songs of Robert Burns (London, 1903). 
In Dick the streams of Centenary interest in Burns and surging 

interest in folk song met. Dick had one aim: to print the songs 

of Burns with the melodies for which they had been written. 

Strange things had happened to these songs. Words had been 

changed. 
My heart is sair-1 darena tell....:.. 

My heart is sair for Somebody : 
I could wake a winter night, 

For the sake o' Somebody, 

had become, 

My heart is sad,-1 cannot tell why, 
My heart is sad for somebody, 
God knows I would watch the long night through, 

Wake and watch for somebody, for somebody. 

New music had replaced the Scots tunes for which Burns had 

written his lyrics. Roughly four-fifths of the musk in the 

Houghton Library collection "Sheet Music-Burns" was written 

after the Poet died. Such evidence of disregard for Burns' s 

wishes is staggering. Before the work of Dick one could not 

clearly estimate Burns's ability, method, and success in song. 

Words were printed without music; or if music was given, it 

was rarely that of which Burns had become "compleat master" 

and frequently required that original words be changed. 
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Scholars have objected to the sub-title of Dick's work: A Study 
in Tone Poetry. But at least Dick realised that for Burns song 
meant not words or music, but both : an indissoluble unity. It 
is only when we take music and words into account at the same 
time that we acquire a full understanding of what Burns accom
plished for Scottish song. 

The Songs of Robert Burns is, by and large, scholarly and 
authoritative. If, however, Dick had taken his cue more exactly 
from men like Henderson, Sharp, and Ritter, he would have 
learned the danger of using such a phrase as "pure original" to 
describe a song of Burns, especially a song which he had collected 
for the first time. To argue that a lyric is Burns's because there 
is no trace of an earlier version is to invite a contemporary to 
pick up the book next to that where you stopped searching and 
find what you have missed. Dick could not have accomplished 
what he did and found time to read extensively in the fields of 
chapbooks and ballads; still, he should not have been quite so 
dogmatic. 

Dick had not searched far enough when he wrote of " 'Twas 
on a Monday morning" : 

No trace of any such song, not even a title, is, in the 
musical and other Collections of Scottish song, and presumably 
Charlie he's my darling is a pure original. 

How much of a pure original Burns's song is may be judged by 
comparing it with the broadside ballad which Otto Ritter dis
covered in the British Museum["Charly is my Darling"; British 
Museum 1346. m. 7 (24)]. 

It is strange that two scholars like Ritter and Dick, investigat
ing the same subject at the same time, did not collaborate or even 
meet; but such seems to have been the case. Ritter's principal 
work is found in Quellenstudien zu Robert Burns: 1773-1791 
(Berlin, 1901); in Neue Quellenfunde zu Robert Burns (Halle, 
1903), written after several months at the British Museum; and in 
a number of monographs, ten of which are to be found in either 
Anglia or Herrig's Archiv. These studies not only brought into 
the field German newcomers, such as Butchert, Hillmann, and 
Anders, but also offered them a guide. 

Burns scholars who dismiss Ritter with the oft-repeated charge 
that his parallels are too frequently inconclusive are open to 
suspect. Admittedly, the charge bears some truth. For example, 
after saying that the first two lines of the third stanza of "Open 
the Door to Me, O," 
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The wan moon sets behind the white wave, 
And Time is setting with me, 0, 

are original with Burns, Ritter slyly. suggests the following lines 
from Julius Ctesar as a source : 

0 setting sun, 
As in thy red rays dost sink to night, 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set. 

Ritter's parallels can be arranged in a scale of credibility. That 
Ramsay's "She's ay sae clean, redd up, and braw" accounts for 
Burns' s "She dresses ay sac clean and neat" is doubtful. But the 
second verse of the fourth chapter of The Song of Solomon, "Thy 
teeth are like a flock of sheep that are even shorn, which came 
up from the washing ... ," seems to have been in the Poet's 
mind when he wrote the eleventh stanza of "The Lass of Cessnock 
Banks," 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep 
With fleeces newly washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep-
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een l 

Ritter, except for an occasional step aside to sharpen his horns 
on a Meyerfeld or an Anders, simply lists findings. He realised 
that conclusions could be formed only after more material had 
been brought to light, after the critical research of the English and 
Scottish lyric of the eighteenth century had progressed, and, 
especially, after scholars had gained a deeper insight into the 
psychology of the lyric. 

It is unaccountable that others have not followed the way 
blazoned so clearly by Ritter and Dick. Much has been accom
plished by Burns scholarship of the past fifty years; but much 
remains to be done. The chaos that is eighteenth-century tunes 
must be straightened out by indexing of melodic lines; chapbook 
literature must be thoroughly studied, especially for its influence 
upon Burns's songs; and the subject of Burns's knowledge of 
music must be reviewed by a competent musicologist. Recent 
biographies of Robert Burns, with the exception of James Barke's 
excellent work, are our best evidence that extensive scholarly 
probing must take place before anorper significant book on the 
Poet can be written. This investigation will follow the lead of 
Ritter and Dick; this book will be a full-length study of Robert 
Burns and Scottish folk song. 

The problems are many. Consideration of a single song out
lines some of these problems and suggests a pattern of difficulties. 
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Let us consider "Duncan Gray." What are the original words? 
Are they the "Duncan Gray" in David .Herd's manuscripts begin
ning "Can ye play me Duncan Gray"? 1 Are they the "Duncan 
Gray" in Peter Buchan's unpublished collection, beginning "As 
I came in by Aberdeen"? 2 Or are they some undiscovered 
version which closes the link between the Bannatyne MS. "The 
Wooing of Jock and Jenny" and Herd's or Buchan's song? If 
we assume that the "Duncan Gray" in Herd's MSS. is the original, 
the next question is why did not Burns-if a true collector of folk 
songs and original settings-present these words to Johnson for the 
Museum? 

We cannot be sure that he didn't, just as we cannot be sure 
that Burns was a "true" collector.\ I think that if Burns's MS. 
of bawdy songs ever turns up, it will be found to contain that 
"Duncan Gray" which is in M'Naught's edition of the Merry 
Muses (p. II2). Forced to consider on which side his bread was 
buttered, Johnson probably rejected this version and asked for 
"Weary fa' you, Duncan Gray." I have questioned Burns as a 
"true" collector because he was above all else a poet (this fact 
studies of Burns and his interest in folk song should never forget). 
The real collector takes down words and music exactly as sung. 
The folk singer literally cannot sing the tune isolated from the 
words, nor can he say the words without the tune. The two are 
inseparable for him. Burns knew such singers and from them 
collected a number of songs. On occasions, however, the creative 
spirit interfered with faithful collecting; for this we are thankful. 

The intrusion of eighteenth-century Edinburgh "correctness" 
upon Johnson's plans for the Museum was not the only one which 
Burns suffered in connection with "Duncan Gray." Such a Hne 
as "I tint my curch and baith my shoon" undoubtedly brought 
colour to George Thomson's pale cheeks and a "This will never 
do!" to his lips. Burns, therefore, was compelled against his 
better wishes to turn out "Duncan Gray came here to woo" for 
Thomson's A Select Collection to replace the Museum version, 
which itself was one step removed from his intentions. Thomson, 
however, was still dissatisfied and asked for a further watering
down. "Let not woman e'er complain" to the tune Duncan Gray 
was mailed by Burns to his editor on 19th October, 1794(?), with 
this introduction : 

1 H. Hecht, ed., Songs from David Herd's Manuscripts (Edinburgh, 
1904), pp. 208 f. 

2 Houghton Library 25241.10•. A copy of the British Museum MSS 
made under the direction of Francis J. Child. 

E 
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These English songs gravel me to death.-1 have not that 
command of the language that I have of my native tongue.
In fact, I think my ideas are more barren in English than in 
Sc.otish.-1 have been at "Duncan Gray," to dress it in Eng
lish, but all that I can do is deplorably stupid.3 

The best-laid plans o' mice an' men indeed gang aft agley ! 
When we turn from the words of "Duncan Gray" to the 

music, we discover a similar deterioration. There may have been 
&ome doubt in Burns's mind about the right words for the song, 
but there was never a doubt in regard to the tune. He 
undoubtedly knew the air Duncan Gray before Johnson asked him 
to compose a song for it, just as he must have known the tradi
tional stanzas sung to that music. No need here for the Poet to 
south the tune, to decide upon the musical expression, to con
sider the poetic sentiment, and then choose his theme. Theme 
and melody were established. 

The tune which Johnson engraved for his second volume 
is the same straightforward one which Dick prints on page 
155. Only the thorough bass of Stephen Clark distinguishes 
the one from the other. Analysis of the Museum tune, made on 
the basis of double the number of bar lines, reveals the incipient 
three-part form: Part I, four measures, repeated; Part II, eight 
measures composed throughout; Part III, a "return," i.e., repeti
tion of the last two measures of Part 1.4 Notable in the tune is 
the skip of a descending fourth on the words "Duncan Gray." 
The melodic climax on the high tones at the beginning of Part II 
is accentuated by the octave skip on the words "And jeeg." The 
notation in eighth notes and the direction "Lively" indicate a 
rather rapid tempo. All of these characteristics describe a genuine 
folk tune. 

Burns's words are a good fit. The first two stanzas require no 
change. For the last stanza, however, it is necessary to interpolate 
an extra note for the words "But" and "l'se." This would 
doubtless be a sixteenth note, E, anticipating the first note of the 
tune at these points. Such interpolations are not uncommon in 
folk songs and are left to the discretion of the singer. Finally, 
for the first word of line 5 in the third stanza, it is necessary to 
omit the upbeat (the two sixteenth notes, A and B) so that the 
first syllable of "Dun-can" comes on the note C sharp. 

3 J. DeL. Ferguson, ed., The Letters of Robert Burns (London, 1931), 
II, 268. 

4 I am indebted to· Mr. Melville Smith, Director of the Longy School of 
Music, Cambridge, Massachusetts, for his aid in these analyses. 
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When Tenducci first interested George Thomson in Scottish 
tunes, he performed the second disservice of Italian musicians to 
Scottish music. Any ear that relished "artful combinations" which 
"so far from excluding (except in narrow pedantic minds), a taste 
for simple melodies, heighten the enjoyment of them" was sure to 
be discontented with the music of the Museum. Thomson first 
commissioned Kozeluch to make an arrangement of "Duncan 
Gray"; and then, always looking for something more polite and 
more refined, he enlisted the talent of Beethoven for the same 
purpose. 

The Kozeluch version is found in A Select Collection of 
Original Scottish Airs (London, 1801), I, 48. Both this setting 
and the Museum one are marked C (4/4 time); but the latter 
is written in eighth notes and, given the same speed of the beat, 
would be sung twice as fast as the former. Kozeluch has 
marked his work "Allegretto"; but because it is written in quarter 
note values instead of eighths and because of the double time 
accompaniment, it could not be performed so lightly and spiritedly 
as the Museum setting. Hence the character of the song is 
materially altered. It has become somewhat heavy and pompous, 
and the melody has lost much of its charm. 

Part I of Kozeluch is the same in contour as Part I of the 
Museum, except for the appoggiatura added on the words "woo" 
and "fou" which spoils the skip of the fourth already noted. 
Moreover the G sharp on "Gray" and "night" is dotted, perhaps 
to avoid the heaviness of a slower tempo. The harmonies are 
more intricate than those of the Museum, especially in the second 
line "Ha, ha, the wooing o't" and in similar phrases. Although 
Kozeluch changes the tune and the harmonies and introduces an 
eighth note idea for an accompaniment, he does retain the idea of 
a single voice. 

Thomson probably sent Beethoven (in whom he finally met his 
match) the Kozeluch setting and told him to fix it up a bit, to 
make it more "artistic." For a fee Beethoven complied; his 
version can be found in Thomson's Collection of the Songs of 
Burns ... (London, 1825), VI, 16. The Prussian composer 
mailed to Thomson an "art" arrangement for one female 
and two male voices with independent piano accompaniment. 
He also provided an introduction based on independent material; 
interludes between the lines of the song, in which he uses material 
from his introduction; and a closing part for the piano, which 
is rather scrambled in rhythm and has no relation to what has 
gone before. 
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The Beethoven setting is notated in shorter measures, but 
quarter notes are used instead of eighths. A staccato accompani
ment is provided while the voices are in action, undoubtedly so 
that the singers could feel the beat and thus keep together better 
than they could with the eighth note accompaniment provided by 
Kozeluch. The whole arrangement indicates that the tempo 
would have to be pulled down greatly. The lightness of the tune 
has been lost by the three part arrangement and the piano accom
paniment. The interludes break the flow of the music and spoil 
the form; but they allow the singers to fill their bosoms and smirk 
a little, as Thomson expected them to do. 

Kozeluch attempted to make an art song out of a folk song, 
always a great temptation to a composer. His arrangement shows 
typical treatment of folk material by a musician who does . not 
have any feeling for or understanding of folk style. Fortunately, 
the tune Duncan Gray is not modal, for other changes would 
then have been made. Not only did Beethoven take over from 
Kozeluch the transformed and deteriorated melody, but he also 
appropriated most of his harmonic and rhythmic ideas from the 
same source. 

For the person interested in Scots song, the Museum arrange
ment in which an harmonic bass merely sets off the tune is far 
more preferable than those of Kozeluch and Beethoven. They 
are all, however, intended for "performance," probably in the 
drawing room. The folk singer usually sings without any instru
mental, support. Sometimes he accompanies himself on a dulcimer 
(as in our Appalachian mountains) or on some other simple 
instrument like a fiddle. 

There was much of the true folk singer in Robert Burns; but 
this side of the Poet is to be found not at all in Thomson's Select 
Melodies and only partially in Johnson's Museum. Burns had 
the enthusiasm, purpose, and ability of a true collector; but he had 
to defer to his times and associates. One of the first tasks of 
contemporary Burns scholarship should be to examine closely, as 
far as possible, all the material which describes the Scottish 
popular background of the Poet's lifetime and Burns's effort to 
recapture all that he could from that background. From such 
material will be reconstructed the only full and accurate account 
of the man who "to the utmost of his small power" assisted "in 
collecting the old poetry"; it was this same man who wrote the 
Scottish songs we remember. 



ROBIN REIDBREIST AND THE WRAN 
(From the recitation of Mrs. Begg, the youngest sister of 
Robert Burns. She believed that her brother made it.) 

There was an auld grey Poussie Baudrons, and she gaed awa 
doon by a water-side. There she saw a wee Robin Reidbreist 
happin on a brier, and Poussie Baudrons says: 

"Whaur's tu gaun, wee Robin?" 
And wee Robin says: · 

"I'm gaun awa tae the king tae sing him a sang this 
guid Yule mornin." 

Poussie Baudrons says : 
"Come here, wee Robin, and I'll let ye see a bonny 

white ring roond my neck." 
But wee Robin says: 

"Na, na ! gray Poussie Baudrons. Na, na ! Ye worrit 
the wee mousie, but ye'se no worry me." 

Sae, wee Robin flew awa till he cam tae a fail fauld-dyke. 
There he saw a gray Greedy Gled sittin, and gray Greedy Gled 
says: 

"Whaur' s tu gaun, wee Robin?" 
And wee Robin says : 

"I'm gaun awa tae the king tae sing him a sang this 
guid Yule mornin." 

Gray Greedy Gled says: 
"Come here, wee Robin, and I'll let ye see a bonny 

feather in my wing." 
But wee Robin says : 

"Na, na ! gray Greedy Gled. Na, na ! Ye pookit a the 
wee lintie, but ye'se no pook me." 

Sae, wee Robin flew awa till he cam tae the cleuch o a craig. 
There he saw slee Tod Lowrie sittin, and slee Tod Lowrie says: 

"Whaur's tu gaun, wee Robin?" 
And wee Robin says: 

"I'm gaun awa tae the king tae sing him a sang this 
guid Yule mornin." 

Slee Tod Lowrie says: 
"Come here, wee Robin, and I'll let ye see a bonny 

spot on the tap o my tail." 
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"Na, na! slee Tod Lowrie. Na, na! Ye worrit the 
wee lammie, but ye'se no worry me." 

Sae, wee Robin flew awa till he came tae a bonny burn-side. 
There he saw a wee callant sittin, and the wee callant says: 

"Whaur's tu gaun, wee Robin?" 
And wee Robin says : 

"I'm gaun awa tae the king tae sing him a sang this 
guid Yule mornin." 

The wee callant says : 
"Come here, wee Robin, and I'll gie ye a wheen grand 

moolins oot o my pooch." 
But wee Robin says: 

"Na, na ! we callant. Na, na ! Ye speldert the gowd
spink, but ye'se no spelder me." 

Sae, wee Robin flew awa till he cam tae the king. There he 
sat on a winnock sole, and sang the king a bonny sang. And 
the king says tae the queen: 

"What'll we gie tae wee Robin for singin us this bonny 
sang?" 

The queen says tae the king: 
"I think we'll gie him the wee wran tae be his wife." 

Sae, wee Robin and the wee wran were merriet. The king 
and the queen, and a the coort danced at the waddin. Syne he 
flew awa hame tae his ain water-side, and happit on a brier. 

SPINNING MINNOW 

God in a green legend, I lean over the pool 
in a testament of leaves. I dangle my twinkling mood 
before me in a cool cave roofed with branches 
and floored with a skin of water. With a delicate hand 
I cast it, lose it in a bull's-eye ripple, 
let it sink and sidle down the water's shadows. 

0 moment's darling, I tremble, my hand shakes, twirling 
the silvery slip through the pale gleams of water. 
What savage beauty may rush from its hidden holt, 
swallow you in fire and drench the air with a bitter 
battering of drops, of fire, of its own self curling, 
a silver demon, a dancing and dying thought. 

NORMAN McCAIG. 



BURNS AND THE NURSERY 

By loNA and PETER OPIE. 

It is generally agreed that few poets have been more influenced 

by the traditional songs and ballads they found around them 

than Robert Burns. "Instead of saying that Burns created Scottish 

song, it would be truer to say that Scottish song created Burns." 

This comment by Principal John C. Shairp was the theme of 

William Montgomerie's essay on "Folk Poetry and Robert Burns" 

in the last number of the Robert Burns Chronicle. It is in con

tinuation of this theme that we would approach our subject. Folk 

songs and ballads, the mass of old, strange, picturesque traditions 

of the people, are said to be disappearing. And we will ask the 

question, Could a new Burns arise in 1950, finding his inspira

tion in word of mouth verses which are still alive and loved by 

the people to-day? It will be our thesis that he could; our hope, 

that such another will arise. 
In the general lament at the passing of our oral traditions 

there is one place in our search we tend to overlook, the nursery. 

We forget that in the nursery mothers and grandmothers still pass 

on songs and tales, drawing them from their memories despite 

five hundred years of printing. The songs and jingles which in 

Britain go under the general heading of "nursery rhymes," and 

which in America are referred to as the "songs of Mother Goose," 

are extraordinarily numerous. There are, indeed, good reasons 

for believing not only that nursery rhymes are better known 

to-day than they were in Burns's time, but that the nursery's 

treasure chest is actually fuller. In 1782 when the poet was 

twenty-three, and the antiquary Joseph Ritson decided to extend 

Mother Goose's Melody (a collection of songs and snippets possibly 

formed by Goldsmith), he enlisted the aid of his young nephew. 

He could, nevertheless, after two years' collecting make a grand 

total of only seventy-nine pieces.1 Robert Chambers in 1826, 

though aware that there might be more verses to be found, could 

himself, with the help of his friends, think of only eighteen 

Scottish nursery rhymes. 2 Against this Norah and William 

1 Gammer Gurton's Garland: or, The Nursery Parnassus, 1784. 

2 The Popular Rhymes of Scotland, 1826. 
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Montgomerie have collected well over five hundred Scottish 
nursery rhymes since 1944, almost all known in the present day,~ 
and, during the same period, a like number have been collected 
in England.4 

How does it happen, we may ask, that in these thriftless days 
the nursery has managed to increase its inheritance? The 
answer is that it has not disdained to pick up the songs and 
rhymes which have been dropped by the adult world. "Auld 
King Coul," for instance, has now fallen with a clatter among 
the teething rings and plastic rattles. It is never thought of as 
belonging to anybody except children. But when Burns knew 
the song, though he said he had "met with many different sets 
of the tune and words," it is unlikely that it was as a nursery 
song that he heard it sung. Scott was familiar with it, but 
associated it with the father of the giant Fyn M'Coule rather 
than with infants. Ritson probably knew it, but did not think 
of including it in his Nursery Parnassus. The fact is that even in 
the third decade of the 19th century the song was still being 
sun,g in the recital of the "Nightingale Club," and there would 
have been no doubts in the minds of the convivials as to the 
reason why old King Cole was "merry." 

Let us take another example, "The Dusty Miller," a song 
which Burns put his mark upon and is thus, quite legitimately, 
included in editions of his work, 

Hey, the dusty Miller, 
And his dusty coat, 

He will win a shilling, 
Or he spend a groat : 

Dusty was the coat, 
Dusty was the colour, 

Dusty was the kiss 
That I gat frae the Miller. 

Hey, the dusty Miller, 
And his dusty sack; 

Leeze me on the calling 
Fills the dusty peck : 

Fills the dusty peck, 
Brings the dusty siller; 

I wad gie my coatie 
For the dusty Miller. 

3 Scottish Nursery Rhymes, 1946; Sandy Candy, 1948. 
4 The Oxford Dictionary of Nursery Rhymes (in the press). 
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It is still a matter of chance which version our children in the 
2oth century will meet with first, Burns's jubilation, or the tradi- ' 
tional lines, 

0 the dusty miller, 
0 the dusty miller, 
Dusty was his coat, 
Dusty was his colour, 
Dusty was the kiss 
I got frae the miller ! 
0 the dusty miller 
Wi the dusty coat, 
He will spend a shilling 
Ere he win a groat l 
0 the dusty miller, 
0 the dusty miller I 

This song is all but identical to the one collected by David Herd 
in the 18th century, and, as we may be certain, although the song 
was already of respectable vintage, it was from Herd's MS. that 
Burns learnt the words. In truth, Burns seems to have made too 
much use of Herd's collecting ever to have felt able to acknow
ledge it, and the debt which Scottish letters owes to an unassum
ing Edinburgh solicitor's clerk should constantly be before us. 

According to Chambers there are fifty-four songs which Herd 
took down from recitation, and which might otherwise have been 
lost. But it may be noted that however little known the songs 
were in the 18th century, there are anyway fifteen pieces in the 
MS. with which many a well-grandmothered child is familiar 
to-day not only in Scotland, but in England and the United 
States too. As well as "Old King Cowl" and "The Dusty Miller," 
they include "I am to court a wife, and I'll love her as my life," 
"When I was a wee thing," "Whan'll we be marry'd, my ain 
dear Nicol o' God," "Will ye go to the wood? quo' Fozie Mozie," 
"We're a Dry wi Drinking o't," "Symon Brodie had a cow," "I'll 
trip upon Trenchers," "Some say the Deel's dead," "I'll hae a 
Piper, a Piper, a Piper," "As I walk't by myself, I said to myself," 
"Auld wife, Auld wife, Will you go a shearing," "There was 
Two Craws sat on a stone," and "Green sleeves and pudden 
pyes." He may also be familiar with versions of "The Wren 
scho lyes in care's bed," and "I'll go to the greenwood, quo Nansy, 
quo Nansy." Of these, perhaps one of the most interesting to our 
present inquiry, and one which Burns noted, is "We're a Dry wi 
Drinking o't," 
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We're a Dry wi Drinking o't, 
We're a Dry wi Drinking o't, 
The Parson kist the Fidler's wife, 
And he cou'd na preach for thinking o't. 

Burns made this the last verse of "My love, she's but a lassie 
yet" -a title borrowed from elsewhere-altering the third line to, 

The minister kisst the fidler's wife. 

This verse was, apparently, quite well known in Scotland in the 
18th century. According to Henley and Henderson, it had 
appeared some years earlier in a song "The Cowgate Garland, or 
the Drinking O't" printed in a chapbook in the Motherwell 
collection. 

Now, although the beverage which makes the singers dry is 
clearly not pasteurised milk, this verse is even better known in 
the English nursery. It appeared in J. 0. Halliwell's The Nursery 
Rhymes of England (1842) as follows: 

We're all dry with drinking on't, 
We're all dry with drinking on't, 
The piper kiss'd the fiddler's wife, 
And I can't sleep for thinking on't. 

Nor did Halliwell invent the idea that this was a nursery rhyme. 
It had already appeared earlier in the century in a toy book, Nurse 
Lovechild's ,Ditties for the Nursery, and, further, it was one of 
the pieces Joseph Ritson picked up in 1784 to augment Mother 
Goose's Melody. Scotsmen might, nevertheless, well suppose that 
the song is Scottish, and it has been considered so until now. 
But this is not the total of its English history. The verse also 
appears in the enigmatic Mary Cooper's Tommy Thumb's Pretty 
Song Book published in London about 1744; and the fact of the 
song having already descended to the nursery may be taken as 
evidence that it had been known in England for some while. 
Whatever the truth may be, it shows us how useful can be the 
study of our neglected nursery literature. 

Burns, of course, was himself an inveterate folk song collector. 
His remarks when he set himself to collecting for Johnson's Scots 
Musical Museum strike a note in every one of us who has gone a 
song-catching. "I have collected, begged, borrowed, and stolen, all 
the songs I could meet with," he wrote in June, 1787; and in 
October the Museum collection was still uppermost in his mind. 
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"I have been absolutely crazed about it," he wrote to the Rev. John 
Skinner, "collecting old stanzas, and every information remaining 
respecting their origin, authors, &c." "Perhaps you may not find 
your account, lucratively, in this business," he wrote to Johnson, 
"but you are a Patriot for the Music of your Country; and I am 
sure Posterity will look on themselves as highly indebted to your 
Public spirit. Be not in a hurry; let us go correctly; and your name 
shall be immortal." Altogether there are a dozen or so songs in 
the Museum-several of them contributed by Burns-of which 
versions are still recalled in homes where there are children to 
pacify and divert. Among them, an interesting survival which 
Burns contributed to the second volume of the Museum (1788), is 
"Rattlin, roarin Willie," 

0 Rattlin, roarin Willie 
0 he held to the fair, 

An' for to sell his fiddle 
And buy some other ware; 

But parting wi' his fiddle, 
The saut tear blin't his e'e; 

And Rattlin, roarin Willie 
Y e're welcome hame to me. 

0 Willie, come sell your fiddle, 
0 sell your fiddle sae fine; 

0 Willie, come sell your fiddle, 
And buy a pint o' wine. 

If I should sell my fiddle, 
The warld would think I was mad, 

For mony a rantin day 
My fiddle and I hae had. 

Stanzas like these had probably been alive on the breath of 
tradition for a century before the days of Burns. Scott, it will be 
remembered, alludes to Rattlin' Roarin' Willie (as "the jovial 
harper") in The Lay of the Last Minstrel, and adds a note that he 
was a real person. The impoverished old gutscraper apparently 
had the misfortune to murder a brother in trade who went by the 
name of "Sweet Milk," and he was executed at Jedburgh. In 
England, when the searcher tip-toes to the nursery door he may 

~~ ' 
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Jacky come give me thy fiddle, 
If ever thou mean'st to thrive; 

Nay I'll not give my fiddle 
To any man alive. 

If I should give my fiddle 
They'll think that I've gone mad ! 

For many a joyful day 
My fiddle and I have had. 

The song appears like this in Frank Kidson's British Nursery 
Rhymes (1901) together with its traditional tune, best known in 
Scotland as "Woo'd and Married and A." A century earlier it 
had appeared in Songs for the Nursery (1805), and the redoubtable 
Ritson ( 1784) provides us with what appears to be the fragment 
of another verse, 

John, come sell thy fiddle, 
And buy thy wife a gown; 
No, I'll not sell my fiddle, 
For ne'er a wife in town. 

For the second time the nursery has given us the earliest notice 
of one of Burns' s songs. 

Indeed, as we turn the pages of Burns's work, especially his 
songs, those who know their nursery literature find themselves 
dazzled by the array of familiar lines, names, and phrases, polished 
and given new brightness may be, yet still recognisably part of 
our own childhood me:-:iories. And we come to the question, 
always interesting when it concerns a poet, What nursery rhymes 
was he brought up upon? 

We know that Burns knew two verses of "The wee croodin 
doo," perhaps Scotland's most renowned nursery song,5 and in 
passing it may be added that a second ploughboy poet, John 
Clare, was brought up on this song, albeit the English version. 
We may make a guess that Burns knew, as Scott did after him, 
the old song of "Tam o' the Linn," mentioned in the Complaynt 
of Scotlande (1549). In the Merry Muses he recorded, 

Duncan MacLeerie and Janet his wife, 
They gaed to Kilmarnock to buy a new knife; 
But instead of a knife they coft but a bleerie : 
We're very well sair'd, quo' Duncan Macleerie. 

5 His version, in the fourth volume of the Musi:um, begins, "0 where 
hae ye been, Lord Ronald, my son?" 
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This may·be compared with one of the verses which Scott knew, 
which is still preserved in English-speaking nurseries around the 
world: 

Tam o' the Linn and his wife's mither, 
They fell baith in the fire thegither; 
Tam being undermost gat a brunt skin, 
Take turn about, mither, quo Tam o' the Linn. 

We know he must have been familiar with the old Scottish 
nursery rhyme, apparently no longer remembered, 

Wee Totum Fogg 
Sits upon a creepie; 
Half an ell o' gray 
Wad be his coat and breekie, 

since his own nursery song "Wee Willie Gray" was written to 
its tune.6 We may surmise, however much Willie Wastle's wife 
is said to have been the spouse of a local farmer, that he knew the 
nursery game, 

Willie Willie Wastle, I am in my castle; 
A' the dogs in the town, dare not ding me down. 

And, likewise, he can have come across the name Peg a Ramsay 
in the nursery equally as well as in Shakespeare or the indelicate 
18th century song of that title. From some notes he wrote on 
Scottish songs7 it is apparent that he knew a refrain to "Elsie 
Marlcy,"8 and he says he collected from a country girl an 
attractive old version of "Where are you going to my pretty 
maid?" In the same MS. he also gives us the following as 
"familiar from the cradle to every Scottish car" : 

Saw ye my Maggie, 
Saw ye my Maggie, 
Saw ye my Maggie, 

Linkin' o'er the lea? 

6 Museum, Vol. VI, 1803. 

7 Laing MS. II 210-211. 

8 The Durham lady who would not get up to feed the swine, but lay 
in bed till eight or nine. 



BURNS AND THE NURSERY 

When he refers to the cradle he is no doubt speaking poetically, 
for the version he collected in the Me"y Muses was certainly 
never intended for lilly-looing the bairns. It may, however, be 
set beside Burns's "O saw ye my dearie, my Eppie Macnab?" 
(for which he was indebted to Herd up to the neck), and "O 
saw ye my Dear, my Philly," which in turn may be associated 
with the nursery ditty "Did you see my wife, did you see, did 
you see?" and the even wilder nursery chant "Trip upon 
trenchers, and dance upon dishes." 

Similarly, while continuing to read Burns, the eye is caught 
by lines such as, "O'er the hills and far away," "Awa', Whigs, 
awa'," "There's wealth and ease for gentlemen," "Naebody cares 
for me, I care for naebody," "There was a wife wonn'd in 
Cockspen, Scroggam; She brew'd gude ale for gentlemen," and 
"I had sax owsen in a pleugh ... I sell'd them a' just ane by 
ane-Gude ale keeps the heart aboon !" lines which dance 
attendance to the following verses, all of them known to the 
contemporary inhabitants of Scottish and English nurseries. 

Tom, he was a piper's son, 
He learnt to play when he was young, 
And all the tune that he could play, 
Was, "Over the hills and far away." 

Awa', birds, awa', 
Take a peck, and leave a seek, 

And come no more to-day. 

Wine and cakes for gentlemen, 
Hay and corn for horses .... 

I care for nobody, no! not I, 
If nobody cares for me. 

Cicely Parsely lived in a den, 
She brewed good ale for gentlemen. . . . 

My father he died, but I can't tell you how, 
He left me six horses to drive in my plough; 
I sold my six horses and bought me a cow 
I'd fain have made a fortune but didn't know how .... 

To-day's poet dare not deny that he lives deep among living 
traditional verses, rich soil, if he so wishes, into which to sink 
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his roots. Let him listen to children, or "crack credit" with his 
grandmothers as the young Robert Chambers did, pestering them 
for their homely, foolish, but stimulating memories. Let him 
supplement their lore, as Burns did, with the collectings of others. 
The ground which has been tilled is wider and more varied than 
it has ever been before. There have been a hundred painstaking 
song-catchers since Herd was stalking the milkmaids. They 
have laboured long and unrewarded, and left their widows in 
penury as Burns suspected Johnson would, and as he did. But 
just as Bishop Percy gave impetus to Herd and, with the anti
quarian searchings of Warton, caused the spark which flamed up 
as the Romantic Revival, so the collectors to-day work on, hoping 
to form another tinder box. Let the would-be poet absorb, for 
instance, the unsorted gatherings of the Rymour Club, and if he 
can put the volumes down without feeling the sap of excitement 
rising in his veins, let him seriously consider whether he has 
chosen his true vocation. 

ELEGY FOR A SOLDIER 

(for Gunner John Montgomerie, R.A.) 

One in a grave in a city of gravestones 
In a city carved from a stone deathshead 
Is nothing now 

under the cold bone of the moon 
In the starred Sahara of midnight 

nothing 
The name of nothing. 

Here's a skull now 
Und niemand kann die diirre Schale lieben. 

Nothing has no body nor any shadow 
The shadow of nothing has no surname 
The name of them who buried nothing here 
(A dog buried a bone in a graveyard) 
And carried home a shadow among the shadows. 

We dropped a cold stone into the ground 
And raised a bone quarried and carved from the world 
From the silver skull of the moon's midnight. 
The earth has dead eyes in a night of microbes. 

WM. MoNTGOMERIE. 



WILLIAM SOUT AR'S "SEEDS IN THE WIND" 

By R. CROMBIE SAUNDERS 

What are the characteristics of Scots poetry? For such an 
examination it is expedient to omit Gaelic poetry. Although 
there is more in common between the two than is often sup
posed, the Gaelic tradition has a heroic and epic strain that is 
absent from poetry written in Scots. How far this is due to the 
difference between the languages, and how far to other causes, 
ethnological or circumstantial, cannot be considered here. Mean
while it is desirable to deal with the nature of Scots poetry alone, 
while stressing that it is only a part of the poetry of Scotland. 

Perhaps the most immediately apparent feature of poetry in 
Scots is its musical quality. The dignified metres of the fifteenth 
century Makars, the anonymous songs of .the sixteenth century, 
the ballads, Burns in all his variety, the poems of William 
Soutar and Hugh MacDiarmid : these all derive a large part of 
their effect from their sound and rhythm-more so, I think, than 
English poetry in which the music is often subsidiary to other 
considerations. (Such a comparison is open to limitless proviso~ 
I should not care to push it too far.) The Scots language, with 
its strong consonants and simple vowels, is by its nature a singing 
one; and its poetry, whether lyrical, metaphysical or satiric, has 
generally a strongly architectonic value. 

The second feature I would mention is a certain quality of 
intellectual firmnes~such as one finds in MacDiarmid's "At my 
Father's Grave" or Mark Alexander Boyd's famous sonnet. How
ever fanciful it may be (and I use "fanciful" rather than "imagina
tive" in deference to Professor Gregory Smith's distinction) it is 
never without a secure footing in actuality. If this prohibits the 
achievement of some of the more impressive results of the English 
genius, it nevertheless produces a characteristic and powerful effect 
that is its own compensation. No poet can improve his work by 
attempting to overstep his own perceptions, and to most Scots 
poets the actual features of the world have been sufficiently 
dramatic. To them a primrose by the river's brim is a primrose, 
and in recreating a primrose poetry leaves a world of speculation 
open to the mind. 
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The third feature is the sort of incantation that one finds par
ticularly in the ballads. It is closely allied to the formal musical 
quality already mentioned, and is in fact a recreation of mood 
by a rhythmical pattern of sound and suggestion. If that sounds 
too much like a definition of poetry itself, I might stress the 
absence of coherent rational content from its programme. 

These three features are all found in Scottish nursery rhymes. 
The architecture of these, if simple, is emphatic, with a pre
ference for parallelism and repetition of lines. They deal, in the 
main, with the everyday facts of a child's world, and in them 
fancy plays with familiar objects. They are rich in the kind of 
verbal caballa that haunts the memory. 

In William Soutar's "Seeds in the Wind," sub-titled "Poems 
in Scots for Children," the poet's inspiration is clearly derived 
from nursery rhymes. As is often the case when "art-poetry" 
approximates to "folk-poetry," the general effect is of something 
nearly as good. However close the poet's identification with the 
child's mind, a certain degree of sophistication seems to inhibit 
the verse. This only means that those nursery rhymes which 
survive do so because of their exceptional quality, and therefore 
are not easy to equal. The distinction of "art-poetry" and "folk
poetry" has been far too readily accepted and does not bear very 
much scrutiny. 

Soutar's poems in this collection are frequently distinguished 
from the authentic nursery rhymes by the coherence of their 
argument, or by a type of development that is not common in 
the more primitive originals : 

Saftly, saftly, through the mirk 
The mune walks a' hersel'; 
Ayont the brae; abune the kirk; 
And owre the dunnlin bell. 
I wuldna be the mune at nicht 
For a' her gowd and a' her licht. 

Nursery rhymes seldom come to a climax like this; they seldom 
pack a special punch in the concluding lines. More common 
even is an actual anti-climax. The humour of "Migrant" is, of 
course, much too adult for a nursery rhyme. 

'JI 

Blythely to the brackie-bree 
Trottit Geordie Toch; 
Paidl'd in abune the knee 
And syne abune the hoch. 
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Flappit like a willygoo 
As he gaed plunkin doun: 
And wha wud speir for Geordie noo 
Maun try some ither toun. 

None of this is a criticism of Soutar, who was writing not 
nursery rhymes but "poems for children." Many of these poems 
derive their charm from a humour that is not altogether charac
teristic of nursery rhymes: such are "The Twa Craws," "The 
Twa Men," and "The Vaunty Flee." Rhythmical dexterity is 
not one of his many virtues, and this collection does not display 
the metrical variety of such a compilation as Norah and William 
Montgomerie's "Scottish Nursery Rhymes." Where the authentic 
"nursery" rhythm is produced, the similarity is unmistakable : 

And: 

Coorie in the corner, sittin a' alane, 
Whan the nicht wind's chappin 
On the winnock-pane: 
Coorie in the corner, dinna greet ava; 
It's juist a wee bit goloch 
Rinnin up the wa'. 

Doun cam the hale-water 
And out cam the drake, 
Gether' d a' his gagglin kimmers : 
Quaick I Quaick ! Quaick I 

The modern Scots poet is in some danger of coming under 
influences that may prove destructive rather than helpful. The 
influences of English poetry on Scottish poets has not, since 
Chaucerian times, been a good one. Innumerable Scottish poets, 
from Burns downwards, have been misled into striving to 
imitate work that is not natural to them. Contemporary English 
poetry is equally lacking in material that can be transmuted 
into Scots. There is something to be got from more geogra
phically-if less sympathetically-remote literatures, but it is 
within Scotland that the new Scots poets must find their main 
influences. MacDiarmid is a good inspiration, but a bad model. 
Like T. S. Eliot, he is gifted with a striking and quite indivi
dual universe of rhythm. As with Eliot, it is easy-and quite 
fatal-to imitate him. The principal sources for the modern 
Scots poet must be the fifteenth- and sixteenth-century Makars, 
and the anonymous ballads and nursery rhymes. From the first 
1ae will get formal strength and a craftsmanship that has not since 
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been equalled; from the latter, the drama and magic that prevent 
poetry declining into mere rhetoric-a danger that always faces 
a poetry that is too consciously formal. 

Tbe nursery rhymes in particular can give the modern poet 
a key to elementary but elemental undertones that are as relevant 
to the poetry of adult sophistication as they are to adult life itself. 

ELEGY XXI 

I heard a lassie at the winnock sing 
And aa her sang was o her luve, 
And I bypassan i the causie leukit up 
For aa the greit in her wae leid 
Was aa the greit in my dowf hert 
Sae that she sang for me, it seemed. 

Our een met on the instant-
Deep, deep intil hers 

I leukt and saw the hert was broken there, 
And saw that she saw in my een 
The follie and the wilderness was there, 

And for neither tane nor tither 
Was there sainin or a cure, 
And, tho strangers baith, we kent ilk ither then 

For the "Moment o Eternitie." 

Syne she smiled, and I at her-
o ilka luver kens a luver's grame !-
And aa the fever that I had drapt aa awa frae me 

On the hie road til Damascus. 
She smiled and turned aside, 

And I passed on intil the toun. 

"O luve, quhidder art thou joy or fulishness 
That makis fowk sa glaid of thair distress?" 

-From Under the Eildon Tree, 
SYDNEY Goonsu SMITE. 



TWO LIVES OF ROBERT BURNS 
\ 

I 

HANS HECHT 

By JoHN McVIE 

Professor Franklyn B. Snyder, Vice-President and Dean of 
Faculties, North-western University, Chicago, published his "Life 
of Robert Burns" in 1932. It was a sheer delight to read with 
its wealth of documentation, and on the day I got my copy I was 
hurriedly glancing over it when I came to an item in the biblio
graphy which was new to me-Hans Hecht's "Robert Burns," 
published at Heidelberg in 1919-with this note: -

"Without doubt this may be called the best brief life of 
Burns that has yet appeared-accurate, reliable, and free 
from the time honoured mass of gossip and anecdote. It is 
regrettable that the volume has not been translated into 
English, for it is just the sort of biography that the general 
reader should have readily available." 

I had just finished reading the note when Mrs. Burgoyne (Jane 
Lymburn) entered the room. I handed her the book, drew her 
attention to the note and said: "There's a job for you" I She 
read the note carefully and replied : "I'll think about it." Two 
days later I had a postcard from her saying: "I have got the 
'Hecht' and am started on the translation." That was our intro
duction to Professor Hecht, and we are indebted to Professor 
Snyder for it. 

Born at Mannheim (Baden) on 16th July, 1876, Hans Hecht was 
the eldest son of Felix Hecht and Helene Bamberger. His father, 
LL.D. and hon. D.C.L. of Utrecht University, and Privy Coun
sellor to the Grand Duke of Baden, was widely known as a prac
tician and theoretician in banking and political economy. His 
mother, who was still alive in her 84th year in 1938, was descended 
from a family of bankers of international reputation. 

Hecht attended the customary elementary school courses and 
the "humanistische Gymnasium" (with Latin and Greek) till 1894, 
when he came to Oxford and matriculated from Balliol College. 
He matriculated at Heidelberg University and remained the.re 
from 1895 to 1897, when he went to Berlin. 
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His active academic work was started in 1905 at Berne, 
Switzerland, and in 1908 he got an extraordinary Professorship 
for English Language and Literature at Basle, which in 1912 was 
commuted into an ordinary state professorship. In 1902 he had 
married Hanna M. E. Lindberg, a lady of Swedish descent, and a 
Licentiate of Philosophy of Halsingfors University. She died in 
1909 after a long illness, and in 19n he married Hannah M. 
Meinhold of Bonn, daughter of a Professor of Old Testament 
Theology. From these two marriages he had four children, now 
scattered all over the world. 

After four and a half years' absence during the Great War, in 
which he was a Captain of Artillery, he was allowed to resume 
his work at Basle University, the post-war atmosphere there being 
rather turbulently anti-German and demanding a great deal of 
reticence and circumspection from a German ex-officer in Swiss 
civil service. 

In 1922 he was appointed to the chair of English at Gottingen 
where he remained till 1935, when he resigned voluntarily. In 
1936 he left Gottingen and settled down in Berlin. 

In due course Mrs. Burgoyne finished her translation, and it 
was submitted to a publisher, who kept it for months before finally 
deciding not to proceed with it. The manuscript was then sub
mitted to the late Mr. Harry Hodge, who was a German scholar 
himself, and who, after obtaining a very favourable opinion on it 
from Catherine Carswell, decided to publish it. 

Through the Heidelberg publishers, Mr. Hodge got in touch 
with Professor Hecht, who was delighted with the prospect of 
his "Burns" being published in English. He came over to Edin
burgh in 1935 with a view to bringing the work up to date and 
seeing it through the press, and I shall always have very happy 
recollections of our many talks that summer, of his charming 
personality and of his amazing knowledge of Burns and Scottish 
literature in general. 

"Robert Burns, the Man and his Work" was published in 1936 
with what success every Burns lover knows, and fully justified 
Professor Snyder's high opinion of it. 

In September the following year, Dr. Hecht was present at the 
Annual Conference of the Burns Federation at Newcastle-on-Tyne, 
where he was elected an Honorary President and delivered a 
memorable speech in proposing the toast of "The Burns Federa
tion" at the luncheon (Burns Chronicle, 1938, p. 24). 

On 16th December, 1938, Hecht wrote to Professor Dover 
Wilson, of Edinburgh University, describing the conditions in 
Germany. The following is an extract from that letter:-
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"Since 1935, the year of the Niirnberg laws, things have 
moved from bad to worse, until they have become unbear
able. I am not certain that the full impact of these measures 
has been realised. Their aim is the destruction of those 
parts of the population against which they are directed and 
they are carried out with the utmost brutality, without the 
slightest possibility of protest or appeal. Although I am 
convinced that the weapons employed will be finally directed 
against their inventors, we are unable to predict the term 
of liberation, and between it and the present day there may 
occur a European cataclysm of unprecedented dimensions. 

Regarding myself, I have not only been deprived of my 
rights as a German citizen, in spite of service in the war for 
four years in important functions and as the incumbent of 
the chair of English Language and Literature at Gottingen 
for another twelve years, but latterly also of the fundamental 
privilege of working in any of the public libraries and insti
tutes of Germany, so that I am unable to continue my 
research work. Although I am still receiving my salary, 
certain enactments of the last days create the impression 
that this too will be discontinued in the near future." 

In another letter, of 3rd January, 1939, he wrote:-
"Although I am anxious to completely disjoin my con

nexions with Germany as soon as possible, I am not, at 
present, considering emigration. On the contrary, relying 
upon the fact that I still belong to the staff of GOttingen 
University, I continue to keep up official and not unfriendly 
relations with the respective authorities. What I am asking 
for as a temporary solution is the possibility of inserting a 
sufficient distance -between myself and the effects of their 
mischievous enactments, and of finishing the books I have 
in hand, especially my work on Shakespeare's Dynamics, 
free from disturbing and highly enervating impacts. I 
believe this statement should facilitate results, although even 
so I am the last to underrate the difficulties of the situation. 
But after all I have spent my life in the service of English 
culture, have in many cases assisted scholars of British 
nationality and during the long term of my occupancy of 
the Chair of English at Gottingen, have worked steadily and 
not unsuccessfully in establishing a basis of mutual apprecia
tion between German and British academic circles. Where 
should I turn, now the hour of need has arrived, but to 
those who have taken interest in my work and with whom I 
feel myself mentally affiliated?" 
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Professor Dover Wilson did his utmost to arrange with the 
University authorities that Dr. Hecht should be invited over to 
take up a position in this country, but Edinburgh was in the same 
position as other Universities, who had all their own problems 
of displaced German scholars, and it was found impossible to do 
anything in the matter of securing even a temporary honorary 
post for Hecht. 

Meantime he had crossed over the Swiss border on 7th Feb
ruary, to spend a few weeks with friends in Basle, "for some 
rest and a change of air," and it was decided to let him know 
that it was quite hopeless for him to earn a living here and that 
he would be better to remain in Switzerland and work in the 
libraries there. This was a bitter blow to him. In his reply to me 
of 23rd March, 1939, he began-

"After my flight across the border in constant danger of 
discovery and arrest-this is no pleasure-trip-I was put up 
by reliable friends and am still taking advantage of their 
hospitality." 

After narrating at length what he had planned to do, he went 
on-

"Disappointment does not exactly describe my reaction . 
. . John, is the name of Burns positively no more than an 

empty sound, a subject for toasts and high-flung annual 
protestations? Is it really void of obligations, when the 
common laws of humanity are viciously trodden under foot? 
On German soil I cannot fight-as yet. There, truth, free
dom, justice have been smashed to smithereens, and brutal 
force, nothing but the most abject, despicable meanness 
impresses upon an unwilling and deeply disappointed nation 
the stamp of its own depravity. Why should a man, who, 
like myself, has always done his best for the propagation of 
British ideas and for their spread in Germany be left to 
perish in the foul atmosphere of a doomed system, instead 
of being welcomed to the front of those who before God 
and the world are responsible for the defence of everything 
worth cultivating and fighting for? ... My passport is in 
order and has the British visum. . . . Be very careful to 
direct any communications to me via France. They are in 
danger of being opened on their passage through Germany." 

He finally decided to come to Britain, firmly believing that he 
could achieve by personal interview what others had been unable 
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to do. Mr. Harry Hodge, Mrs. Burgoyne, Dr. Henry Meikle of 
the National Library of Scotland, and I formed ourselves into a 
Committee to raise sufficient money to help Dr. Hecht on his 
arrival here, until he could make arrangements for maintaining 
himself by tutoring, lecturing, &c., for the remainder of the two 
years or so which might be necessary for him to complete his 
work. Dr. Meikle wrote to Professor Snyder, who issued an 
appeal to the Burns Clubs in the United States, asking not only 
for contributions to the fund but also for information as to any 
professional opening that Dr. Hecht might fill. I am glad to 
record that every member of the Burns Federation to whom I 
wrote readily subscribed to the fund, which very soon reached 
£120. 

Hecht returned to Germany and after arranging matters for his 
wife with the Foreign Office and Ministry of Education he left 
Hamburg on xst June, 1939, and arrived at Leith on the follow
ing day. He was a very welcome guest at my house for a fort
night, during which time he made several contacts with University 
friends, but all to no purpose. He went on to Glasgow for a few 
days to see among others Mr. J. C. Ewing, and then proceeded 
to London. 

On the day of his departure I showed him a paragraph about 
himself in that morning's press, which stated that he had been 
removed from his post at Gottengen University, deprived of his 
pension rights and rendered almost destitute. As will be llCCD 

from his letters quoted above, the facts were that he resigned 
voluntarily, was still drawing his salary, and was by no means 
destitute though he could not take his money out of Germany. 
He had in fact a secret private account with a bank in Basle 
known only by its number-2540. 

When he read the paragraph he turned white as a sheet and 
remarked "Heaven save me from my friends ! This is enough to 
put me in a concentration camp." 

In London he made an unsuccessful attempt to secure a grant 
from the Society for the Protection of Learning. The official 
whom he approached was "quite friendly at first, but rather 
stand-offish later on." On the other hand, Mr. A. G. Erskine 
Hill, M.P., Mr. D. L. Grey, Secretary of St. Louis Burns Club, and 
the American Consul General were all very sympathetic. His 
contact with the American Consulate was made following an 
invitation he had received, no doubt through the good offices of 
Professor Snyder, to go to the Folger Library in Washington. 
While he would have preferred to stay in this country, he agreed 
that it would be better to go to U.S.A. and take advantage of 
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this offer, but to get a visum for America he had to go back to 
Berlin. 

On 20th July, 1939, ten days before he. expected to return, he 
wrote me his last letter with the ominous news that he had been 
summoned back to Berlin by a letter from his wife, written at the 
instigation of the Gestapo. He ended his letter thus: "Before 
leaving let me again assure you of my deep and unalterable grate
fulness to all the donors and to the Committee. It was a great 
thing to do . and I thoroughly appreciate the idea and the senti
ment. It has of course cemented the life long bonds which tie 
me to Scotland." 

That was the last communication I had from him, but a friend, 
whom he had asked to send me the balance of cash he had in his 
possession, informed me later that he had received a postcard 
from Dr. Hecht saying that the authorities had only wanted to 
see him on some minor matters of no importance. 

There was a balance of £83 in the "Hecht Fund," which 
with the outbreak of war could not be used for the purpose for 
which it was subscribed. The "Committee" therefore, with the 
approval of the subscribers, decided to hand the balance over to 
the Burns Federation as a donation to the fund for providing a 
copy of Burns's Poems for each Scottish child who was sent 
abroad under the Overseas Reception Scheme. 

During the war it was impossible to get any information about 
Hecht's whereabouts, but on 1st October, 1945, Mr. Harry Hodge 
received from London an envelope addressed to him and con
taining a pencilled note stating "Prof. Hecht is still alive, living 
in Berlin, Lichterfelde-West, 27 I Tietsenweg." This note was 
written by Hecht himself. 

In 1947 I asked a friend on the Control Commission in Berlin 
to make inquiries as to Hecht's fate. It proved to be a difficult 
task. After years of Gestapo rule one can appreciate the suspicion 
with which people regarded any inquiries made about other 
people. Various visits had to be made to the address given in the 
pencilled note, and at last the officer gained the confidence of a 
Doctor who had been Hecht's friend and neighbour. They had 
had a terrible experience when the Russians entered Berlin. Hecht 
and the Doctor had to organise the defence of their block of 
flats. Several of their friends were killed and they had to bury 
them in their garden. There was no evidence that Hecht had 
ever been in a concentration camp, but his experiences and priva
tions during the war had affected his heart, and he died from 
natural causes in February, 1946 (not 1947 as stated in Burn> 

Chronicle, 1949, p. 55). His wife died a few days after him. 
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AUGUSTE ANGELLIER 

By JANE LYMBURN 

"Robert Burns: Sa Vie et Ses Oeuvres," by Auguste Angellier, 
was published in Paris in 1893. For over 50 years this painstaking 
and comprehensive analysis of poet and poems has been held in 
great esteem and has been consulted by all Burns's subsequent 
biographers. When it appeared, Andrew Lang hailed it as the best 
biography to date. The brief review in the Burns Chronicle for 
1894 does it less than justice. . 

Auguste Angellier (1848-19II) devoted his life to the study of 
English, as teacher, lecturer, literary critic, and finally professor. 
He was also a poet in his own right. When he chose Burns as the 
subject of his university thesis, he was actuated by a double 
motive: he was aiming at his doctorate, while as a literary critic 
he wished to demonstrate the weaknesses in Hippolyte Taine's 
widely accepted pseudo-scientific theory that the literature and art 
of a country are determined by three causes : the Race, the Milieu 
and the Moment. 

Angellier declared that Taine's formula over-simplified the 
problem, as it ignored the essential factor of human personality 
and genius. To prove his point he took the case of the most 
highly individual poet he knew : Robert Burns. Here, he said, 
instead of the environment producing the poet, the poet dominated 
the environment. "The climate (of Scotland) is harsh and gloomy, 
the soil hard and ungrateful, the life of the time was poor and 
miserable and the society morose and austere; and yet it was in 
these circumstances that there grew up and matured one of the 
most joyous, if not the most joyous, of the modern poets, the one 
with the frankest .and most abundant laughter." 

Taine had developed his theory in the preface to his "History 
of English Literature," published in 1863. Angellier answered it 
30 years later, in the preface to volume II of his biography of 
Burns. It is this which gives the work its special value in French 
eyes. It won Angellier his doctorate, and at the same time 
introduced a new type of biography and literary criticism. 

Volume I deals with Burns's life and is an attempt "to recon
struct, with all the drama they contain, the crises of heart, con
science and circumstances, which made up Burns's destiny." In 
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other words, Angellier goes on, "I have tried to write a novel 
about them, but a true novel, based on facts, letters and con
fessions." He aimed at reproducing reality with absolute 
accuracy, inventing nothing and concealing nothing. In his 
search for truth he left no source unexplored. With infinite care 
he built up the social, religious and political background of 18th 
century Scotland, at the same time sketching in the broader back
ground of European trends of thought. The reader will find a 
carefully documented and often very picturesque description of 
Scottish Calvinism, Scottish superstition, and Scottish indulgence 
in strong drink, with most interesting pages on Edinburgh, its 
history, its society and its clubs and taverns; Dumfries in the 
days when it was really Queen of the South; and the various 
movements for parliamentary reform that were keeping the 
country in a state of unrest. 

The bibliography alone is an indication of Angellier's indefatig
able efforts and would be an excellent guide - to any student of 
18th century Scotland. Angellier admits that in his eagerness to 

omit no detail he may have paid too much heed to hearsay. Unfor
tunately several of the authors on whom he placed absolute 
reliance have been discredited by later research: Heron, Currie, 
Cunningham and Lockhart are no longer considered quite trust
worthy. Angellier accepts their tradition of alcoholism, poverty 
and decline; and yet time and again he is surprised by the fresh
ness of the songs Burns wrote in what he thought to have been a 
period of steady deterioration. The incongruity, however, did 
not lead him to Hecht's conclusion, that Burns's excise record 
and his extraordinary output of songs were sufficient in them
selves to refute the allegations of his first biographers. 

Angellier is convinced of Burns's fundamental goodness 
throughout. His reading of the "riddle" of the poet's marriage 
to Jean Armour is that Burns finally shouldered "the inflexible 
responsibility he had forged for himself," though fully conscious 
that in so doing he was sacrificing any hope he had of mental 
companionship at his own fireside. The letters to Clarinda and 
Ainslie at this period Angellier considers to be "perhaps the 
worst things Burns ever did." As for Highland Mary) she is to 

Angellier (writing a quarter of a century before the opening of 
her grave) Burns's Beatrice, to whom his most spiritual lines are 
addressed. He cannot, however, quite fathom the secret sorrow 
and remorse connected with this memory. / 

Summing up his survey of Burns's life, Angellier remarks 
that Burns himself has passed the best judgment on his life, in his 
Epitaph. "It is a humble and a noble confession, the humility and 
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the courage of which contain the most eloquent of pleas. These 
lines should be engraved on his tombstone." 

To read Volume II is to follow a course of lectures on poetry. 
There are five chapters, each subdivided into several topics. Thus 
the opening chapter, "Burns's literary origins," is a resume of 
the popular poetry of Scotland lrom James I to Burns's day, fully 
dealt with under the headings of "The old ballads," "The old 
songs" and "The little popular poems." 

The second chapter, "Human Life in Burns" is subdivided into 
"Direct observation and movement"; "Humour" (prefaced by an 
essay on the definition of humour); "Burns and the theatre"; "The 
noble aspects of life: the echo of the French Revolution"; "Burns 
the poet of liberty and equality : the poetry of the poor"; and, 
lastly, "Burns's judgment of life." 

Angellier considered that Burns had great latent dramatic 
gifts which might have led to his writing a series of rustic 
comedies. He based this view on the poet's gift of accurate 
observation, his insight into human character apart from the 
trappings of social status, his lack of moral bias that enabled him 
to see the good and bad in everyone, his vivid thumbnail sketches 
of the people he met, and his application of these qualities in the 
"Cottar's Saturday Night," "Tam o' Shanter" and "The Jolly 
Beggars." Moreover, Angellier felt that with Burns vanished the 
chance of a Scottish National Theatre. In his day Scotland still 
preserved its own national character, soon to be modified by 
influences from the south. "The taste for the theatre was new 
and ardent; Edinburgh was still an intellectual capital; old Scot
land still kept intact its manners and customs. A little later, how
ever, after the beginning of this century (the 19th) these conditions 
changed. Uniformity which has covered up many local usages 
spread from London to the north and crossed the Tweed. . . . 
Finally, we must take into account the position and the genius of 
Burns which alike destined him for this task. He was the one 
man to profit by this unique moment. Scotland may still produce 
a great dramatic poet: it will never have a Scottish theatre." 

The section devoted to the influence of the French Revolution 
is naturally very interesting. It is prefaced by a review of the 
growth of the humanitarian and liberal tendency in English litera
ture. 

Discussing Burns as a love poet, Angellier shows how his 
lyrics cover every aspect of the tender passion, from the burning 
fervour of his own personal experiences to the comic, the 
ridiculous, and even the illicit. Petrarch, Ronsard, Heine-all the 
great love poets are called in to help define Burns's qualities. 
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This constant comparing of Burns's work with the beat literary 
products of every age and every tongue is characteristic of 
Angellier's method. 

The last chapter is entitled "Nature in Burns: what he saw 
in Nature; his tenderness for animals; the difference between his 
feeling for Nature and that of the modern poets." After close 
reasoning Angellier declares that Burns merely "took Nature as 
the narrow framework of his passions and his work. In that 
he is almost unique in contemporary literature. One may say 
that alone among the modems he has loved Nature in the way 
the ancients did." 

One of Angellier's claims to fame is that he translated Burns's 
poems into French. "Every translator," said a well-known 
Italian, "is a traitor." The better the poem the more difficult 
it is to be faithful to it. How reproduce Burns's wonderful 
rhythms, or his mastery of language, of "le mot juste"? Angellier 
does not attempt to do so. In a striking paragraph he com
pares Burns's handling of words to that of Villon, Rabelais, 
Moliere and the other masters who bent the language to their 
will. 

Angellier's renderings are a mere shadow of the originals. 
Occasionally they are a travesty. 

A short time ago a Chinese writer claimed Burns as a good 
Confucianist. Angellier thinks that both as man and poet he 
would be more at home in France. As for his place in English 
literature, "he was the culminating point in a native literature 
which now (in 1893) seems closed. He was the most brilliant, 
the most savoury, the last fruit on the highest branch of the old 
Scottish tree." In spite of Wordsworth's gratitude to him for 
showing him how to "build a princely throne on humble truth" 
his influence on literature has been slight. It is on the lives of 
men that he has left his mark. "His poetry speaks convincingly 
of cheerfulness, goodness and courage. It is meant not for the 
idle dreamers but for the workers of the world, for those who 
need a bracing word to put heart into them again, or a merry 
song to give them back their hope. It circulates among the 
people, and is a well-spring of proverbs, refrains and brief, easily 
carried precepts. Burns is perhaps the most quoted modern poet 
in the world to-day. His songs are heard wherever the English 
language is spoken, his poems quoted even in the pulpit. He 
has added to the number of beneficent books in which men seek 
moments of tenderness, gaiety and inspiration superior to their 
daily lot." 

Angellier finishes his task with a feeling of frustration : in 
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spite of 'all the labour, all the research, all the tremendous effort 
to solve the riddle of this complex personality, the last word has 
not been spoken. Fifty years later, as we know, that last word 
has still not been spoken, but Angellier's contribution has stood 
up well to the years, and has lighted the way to an ever more 
accurate assessment of Burns's life and work. Snyder's tribute 
is just and well-deserved : 

"Angellier's work marked a new departure in the study 
of Burns .... Were it not that much has been discovered 
since he wrote, and that he himself was rather too prone to 
accept as fact what time has shown to be mere gossip, there 
would have been little need for amplifying or supplementing 
Angellier's biography." 

What a pity it was not translated into English when it first 
appeared! 

REVIEW 
DoNALD BAIN: 8 Reproductions in Colour, and 15 in Monochrome; 

with a Foreword by William Montgomerie, translated also 
into French by Louis Chantemele. Macl..ellan: £1 1s. 

If you approve of Picasso as a painter, you must approve of 
Donald Bain; Picasso does. But even an untutored eye for colour 
interestingly placed and shapes carefully considered, will take to 
his pictures. He is a painter to the finger-tips; and a good deal 
farther. He is also a Scottish painter. Now Scottish painters 
have, in the past, been rare. Why? Celts love colour and 
rhythm; East Coast villages are almost Norwegian in their 
bright window-frames; the colours in our air and waters is 
delicate; the noticeable shapes of stone houses are behind our 
eyes from birth. 

The rarity of Scottish painters is largely due to lack of patrons. 
They are too often driven abroad where purchasers will keep 
them alive. At present Donald Bain is stubbornly Scottish
and absurdly cheap. That his pictures will one day fetch high 
prices may increase the credit of the far-sighted; it will not keep 
him and his family from starvation to-day. But maybe this bqok 
will help. Maybe it will give his name standing among the 
doubters, who will hurry forthwith to their own enrichment. For 
his sake, for their sake, and for Scotland's sake, I hope so. And 
the book itself is a pleasure. 

JosEPH MACLEOD. 
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ROBERT AIKEN 

Assist me, Coila, while I sing 
The virtues o' a crony 

That in the blessings friendships bring 
Has ne'er been match'd by mony. 

And wha's the man sic land to gain? 
There can be nae mistakin', 

As if there could be mair than ane
Step forrat Robert Aiken ! 

When I had neither poun' nor plack 
To rub on ane anither; 

When hope's horizon seemed as black 
As midnicht a' -the-gither: 

When chased and challenged by the law 
My he'rt was aften quakin', 

Wha stude my steady fiere for a'?-
0, wha but Robert Aiken ! 

When he and she baith young and auld 
Were bent on my undoin', 

And tried by lees and scandals bauld 
To drive me clean to ruin: 

Wha never aince withdrew his smile, 
Or listened to the claikin'?-

Ah, he's a frien' that's worth the while, 
A man like Robert Aiken! 

When first I tried my rustic pen 
In little bits o' rhymin' 

Wha introduced me but and hen 
And helped me in my climbin'? 

Wha advertised abroad my name, 
"A minstrel in the makin'," 

Wha fairly read me into fame, 
But Lawyer Robert Aiken l 

And when wi' muckle qualms I socht 
To get my poems printed, 

While mony "frien's" nae copies bocht . 
And some, their orders stinted : 

Wha by the dizzen and the score 
The names to me was rakin'?

The king o' a' the buyin' corps 
Was surely Robert Aiken ! 

95 



ROBERT AIKEN 

The time will come when I'll be deemed 
A poet grander, greater, 

Than ever prophesied or dreamed 
The loodest, proodest prater. 

Then let this fact be published too 
That at the bard's awakin' 

The truest, kindest friend he knew 
Was honest Robert Aiken ! 

-"This is by Burns" from Mavisgrove MSS. 

SONG, EVER TO BE NEAR YE! 
Tune-"The Sutor's Dochter." 

Ever to be near ye! 
Whaur ye bide or whaur ye stray, 

To comfort and to cheer ye! 
Be your fortune what it may, 

Hearken noo and hear ye: 
I'd be happy nicht and day 

Ever to be near ye; 
Happy I'd be nicht and day 

Ever to be near ye ! 

Ever to be near ye I 
Neither rocks nor currents rife 

Ever need ·to fear ye 
Frae the stress and frae the strife 
Couthiely I'll steer ye,-
Thro' the stormy sea o' life, 

Ever to be near ye ! 
Thro' the stormy sea o' life, 

Ever to be near ye ! 

Ever to be near ye ! 
Good and bonny as ye are, 

Wha could nae revere ye? 
In your circle or afar 

N ane there is to peer ye : 
0, for better or for waur, 

Ever to be near ye I 
0, for better or for waur, 

Ever to be near ye I 
-From Mavisgrove MSS. 



JEAN GARDNER 
By RoBERT WHYTE 

For a considerable period of time Jean Gardner's name has 
been connected with that of Robert Burns with the suggestion 
that they were sweethearts while Burns resided in Irvine. It 
has been argued too that Burns continued his association with 
her even after he left Irvine:· that she was a Buchanite: that she 
left Irvine with the Buchanites and stayed at Thornhill where 
Burns probably visited her, and that she was the "Jean" of the 
address to Dainty Davie. So far as I have been able to ascertain 
the source of this tale, is Train's book on the Buchanites followed 
by Cameron's book also on the Buchanitcs (significantly named the 
Buchanite Delusion) and subsequent writers have apparently 
accepted the source without question or at least without having 
made any great inquiry as to its veracity. 

The story was put out by Andrew Innes of Muthil, one of 
Mrs. Buchan's chief supporters. He is reported as having said 
that when he was returning with Jean Gardner from Irvine to 
Thornhill she said as they were passing near Lochlea, that she 
hoped they would not meet Burns as she had been intimate with 
him when he stayed in Irvine. She is said to have married a 
Buchanitc, George Hill, and in 1792, gone to America with him 
where she died soon after. It is accepted that Jean Gardner 
resided in a house at the head of Seagate in Irvine, and was the 
daughter of John Gardner, Flesher, in Irvine. The location of 
her house is common knowledge among Irvine people. 

I have ascertained from records in my office that there was 
indeed a Jean Gardner who, in fact, owned the house in Seagate 
which she is reputed to have occupied. She was the daughter of 
John Gardner, Flesher in Irvine: but there the similarity to the 
talc as previously published ends. 

According to the Registers of Births, &c., Jean Gardner was 
born in Irvine on 15th May, 1715: her brother William in 1716, 
and her sister Marion in 1720.-Father, John Gardner, Flesher; 
mother, Marion (?) Steel. The Records are incomplete, and I 
could not trace the date of Jean Gardner's marriage, but she 
married Alexander Armour, Mariner in Irvine, and had two 
children; Marion, born 22nd May, 1739; and Alexander, born 
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3rd June, 1741. Marion Armour married Francis Clark, Wright 

in Irvine, on 9th February, 1766, and had six children, of whom 

three survived, viz.: Jean, Mary, and Ann. John Gardner's first 

wife died, and he then married, about 1732, Agnes Walker; they 

had no children. John Gardner appears to have died about 1745. 
William Gardner died unmarried without issue and Marion 

Gardner married Bailie Reid of Irvine and had one child, Marion 

Reid. 
By 1768 Jean Gardner or Armour had become a widow and 

her brother and sister were dead, and in that year an action was 

raised at the instance of Marion Reid against Jean Gardner to 

force a division of the property left by John Gardner, their grand

father and father respectively. Marion Reid's action was successful 

and the property was divided by the Town Council between 

them as follows: -

(1) House on west side of High Street, in which John Gardner 
and his wife, Agnes Walker, had resided. This house 
was apparently near the present Union Bank, and the 
ground stretched back to the Low Green. 

(2) House at Seagatehead-North side, occupied at the date of 
the action by Jean Gardner. 

(3) House about half-way down Seagate on the North side. 

(4) Enclosure of land known as Spencehill-This is the 
ground upon which Annfield now stands. 

(1) was allotted to Marion Reid, and (2), (3) and (4) were 

allotted to Jean Gardner. The latter paying a small sum of 

money to the former to balance the division exactly. 
Jean Gardner did not make up her title to her share until 

1792. In this year she took out a General Service as one of the 

two heir portioners of her father, John Gardner. This General 

Service confirms that Jean Gardner and Marion Reid were the 

only surviving heirs of John Gardner. 
In 1797 Jean Gardner granted a disposition to Mary and Ann 

Clark, her grand-daughters, and daughters of Francis Clark, 

Wright in Irvine, of the property in the middle of Seagate and all 

her moveable property; she reserved a liferent to herself. She sold 

about the same time the property at Seagatehead and the ground 

called Spencehill. 
From the foregoing notes it will be clear that Jean Gardner was, 

in 1781-82, the date of Burns's visit to Irvine, a widow of 66, and 

any question of an amatory association may safely be discounted. 

It is clear too that she was the last of her line; there was no one 
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left of her family bearing the name Gardner, far less Jean Gardner. 
If then Robert Burns had a sweetheart in Irvine she was not 

Jean Gardner, daughter of John Gardner, Flesher in Irvine, who 
resided at Seagatehead. Furthermore, I have not been able to 
find trace of any other family named Gardner in Irvine during 
the whole period under review, either in the Burgh or the 
Registrar's Records. From the Burgh Records, Jean Gardner, 
Francis Clark and family resided together in Seagate. The cess 
and window tax due by Jean Gardner was regularly paid by 
Francis Clark, and in 1794, in an account book, there is a census 
of the inhabitants of the Burgh. This census shows no other 
family called Gardner. 

Francis Clark died before 1810, and Ann Clark or Dunlop, 
Mary Clark and Francis M'Callum son of Jean Clark or 
M'Callum, were in 1830 declared his heirs. 

Jean Gardner died in 1800 at the ripe old age of 85, unsuspect
ing the doubtful fame which she was to achieve posthumously, 
and, I believe, unwarrantably. 

BURNS SUPPER 
This is specially addressed to the Secretaries of Burns Clubs 
and Scottish Societies In any part of Scotland. We cater 
for Burns Suppers and will furnish further particulars of this 
service on request. Telephone POLLOK 1144 or drop a 
postcard to-

A. F. REID & SONS LTD. 
VICTORIA BAKERIES, VICTORIA ROAD, GLASGOW S.2 
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METALLIC STEARATES 
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.... neither, for tkat matter, did Queen 
Elizabeth, yet the luxury of bed, board 
and cellar for whi'ck tkis famous Hotel\ 
is widely known would kave been muck 
appreciated by botk. It's a grand place for 
a holiday and, of course, one of Scotland's 
'finest golf courses is at Ike door. 

UGADALE ARMS HOTEL 
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NATIONAL BURNS MEMORIAL COTTAGE HOMES 
MAUCHLINE, AYRSHIRE. 

In Memory of the Poet Burns 
for Deserving Old People . 

.. That greatest of benevolent Institutions established In honour 
of Robert Burns." - B1air1ow Herald . 

There are now twenty modern comfortable 
houses for the benefit of deserving old folks. 

The site is an ideal one in the heart of the Burr.s 
Country. The Cottagers, after careful selection, occupy 
the houses free of rent and t axes, and, in addition, receive 
an annual allowance. They are chosen from all quarters. 

There are no irksome restrictions, they get bringing 
their own furniture, have the ir own key, and can go 
in and out and have their own friends visiting them 
as they please. Our aim is to give them, as near as 
practicable, their "ain fireside " and let them enjoy the 
evening of their lives in quiet comfort. 

fliurther funds are required. 
WDI ~ou please help'! 

Subscriptions will be gratefully acknowledged by the Hon. Secretar) 

Mr. DAVID J. S. HARVEY, 65 Renfield Street, Glasgow. 
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makes the heart 
grow fonde1" 
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. 
Pictured above: Mallow and 

Delight, Coffee Cream, and Nut 
Whirl-three of the chocolates 
in Fortune assortment made by 

CALEYoP NoR.wrcH . 



JEAN ARMOUR BURNS HOUSES 
CASTLE STREET, MAUCHLINE 

AYRSHIRE 

Established in 1915 by the 
Glasgow and District Burns Association 

These Houses were purchased, repaired, and gifted to the 
Association by the late Mr. Charles R. Cowie, J.P., of Glasgow. 
They comprise the Burns House (in which the poet and Jean Armour 
began housekeeping in 1788); Dr. John M'Kenzie's House, and 
."Auld Nanse Tinnock's" (the "change-house" of Burns's poem 
"The Holy Fair"); and provide comfortable accommodation for 
nine old ladies, who live rent and rate free and receive a small p,ension. 

A portion of the Burns House has been arranged as a Museum, 
which now contains numerous authentic relics of J ean Armour and 
the poet : these include the Armour Family Bible and several 
manuscripts of Burns. 

An Endowment Fund for the maintenance of the Houses and 
the provision of -the pensions is being formed. Contributions to. this 
Fund would be welcomed; they should be addressed to the Hon. 
Treasurer of the Association, Mr. A. N. Campbell, F.C.C.S., 141 

Craiglea Dri,·e, Edinburgh, IO. 
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= "To mak' a happy fireside clime 3S 

_Fer weans and wife; : : E 

15 That's the true pathos -and sublime = 
Of human life.'~ = 

= ~ 
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In a few simple words Burns has 
expressed one of the great truths

the inestimable importance of the 
home. 

On the material side, Wylie and 
Lochhead have contributed to the 

comfort and beauty of Scottish 
homes for well over a century. 

To-day our sixteen main depart
ments offer you the largest 

selection of furniture and 
furnishings in the country and we 

shall always welcome a visit to our 
-showrooms where an interesting 

hour may be spent among the 
attractive displays. 

BY APPOINTMENT 

Cahinetmakers, 
TO H. M. THE t< ING 

and Upho/stePers 

WYLIE & LOCHHEAD lTD 
BUCHANAN STREET· GLASGOW 
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Right from the Start 
The proper care of the feet, to give 

a lifetime of foot-health, is a contin-· 

. uous duty right through the growing 

years. As long as thefoot is grdwing 

it can be trained • . . either, with properly 

des~d and fitted shoes, in Nature's way 

• . . or, with the 'WT'Dng shoes, along the 

road to trouble. 

Start-rite shoes are designed on correct 

orthopcedic principles, built by . craftsmen~ 

They will train and gua:rd 

little feet, from the first pair of pram 

shoes right through to school leaving age. 

Your Start-rite agent is trained and 

qualified to fit your child's feet perfectly 

at all stages of de'IJelopment. R.ely on him, 

and lay the sure foundations of real foot health. 

-and they'll walk 

. happily ever after 

BOOKLET: Every Mother should read the Start-rite booklet which 
d•cribes easy exercises for Fooc Health •••• Free from Dept. 206. 

STAR. T- RITE SHOES NORWICH NORFOLK 

•• --i.._' 



_'('_ .... - - ·" .~·;-?,"..;'.~ ,~~-,,,,,. ~'1c, 

','1,/t 

"It's the centres I like", says Una-"andthe lovely 
coatings of chocolate-and the scrumptious toffees. 
I think they're just super!" 

••• to-clay everybody's favourite Is 

JOHN MACKINTOSH A SONS LIMITED, HALIFAX-
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It's Jolly 
GOOD TEA! 

It is what you should be 
-GOOD ·AS GOLD 

NURSE THINKS QOOD AS GOLD TEA 
BEST fOR ANNE-SO THRIFTY TOO 

JOHN E. ESSLEMONT LT~. 
ABERDEEN - AGENTS THROUGH"OUT SCOTLAND 

.1 



'T-ell me 
•• 

D o c t o r. . when there's an accident, is 

it sale to put an antiseptic straight on the wound?' 

In an emergency you need an antiseptic that can be used 
I 

quickly, without hesitation, and without danger or undue 

discomfort, You need a reliable killer of germs, hut it 

should he non-poisonous, non-staining, gentle on human 

tiseue, and valuable in promoting clean and rapid healing. 

You need the modem antiseptic 'Dettol '. 

'D E·T T 0 l' 
THE MODERN ANTISEPTIC 
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The Prizewinnin9 Be.er ef the Year 
Bronze Medal, London, 1950 

Star ef Excellence and Special Award, 

Edinbur9h, 1950 



Specialists in High Class Joinery 

.Eatablished 1879 Telephoo11 97 4-5 

THOS. FINDLAY & SONS 
Building Contractors 

MAUCH LINE 

COMPLETE CONTRACTS ARRANGED 

Extensive Experience in Conttruction. 

and Reconstruction of Byre and 

Dairy Premises. 

We are fo~tunate in having a large 

number of highly skilled and exper

ienced craftsmen in· our employment. 

Ask Findlay for a Price 

. ( ,, 
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ST. ANDREW.'S HOUSE, A YR 

'-.~ 

• 
This illustration, t&ken from the main &Yenue, show• the House in its own grounds. 

To the left can be seen the exterior of the Sun Lounge. 

The Scottis,b. Horse and Motormen's Association was · registered 
as a Trade Union in the year 1898. Among it's objects was the 
promotion of brotherhood in the transport industry, and the estab~ 

lishment of social security for all men of good will. 
The above House, situated at 2 Seafield Road, Ayr, is provided 
for the use of members as a Convalescent Home and Rest Centre,. 

and is furnished on the most elaborate lines. 
Ayr was selected as the best centre for the Home and this judge:.. 

ment has been endorsed wholeheartedly by all our members. 
The Association will welcome enquiries from all interested ·in its 

work and activities at the Head Office. 

* 
308 ALBERT DRIVE, 

GLASGOW, S.l 
JOHN BRAN~IGAN, General Secretary 



The Glasgow and West of Scotland 
Convalescent Seaside Homes 

Dunoon 
Bon. Preaidents-Sir John Stirling-Maxwell, Bart., K.T., V.L., LL.D. 

Fra.nk Stuart, .Esq., J.P. 
Preaident-SirPa.trick J. Dolla.n, LL.D., D.L., J.P. 

Vice-President-Isaac Marks, J.P. 
Hon. Secreta.ry-T. L. Ora.ha.me Reid, Esq., W.S. 
Bon. Treasurer-Alexander La.ing, Esq.; J.P. 

The Homes were inaugurated in 1869, and are the 
largest of their kind in Scotland. 

Since the Homes were opened 287,524 Persons have 
' benefited by a period of residence. 

The Directors are pleased to announce that the Homes 
have now accommodation for 267 conTalesce!J.ts, including 
men, women without children, and mothers 'W"ith children. 

The Homes have not been taken over under the 
National Health Service Scheme, and depend 
on voluntary contributions. 

fSOO Endows a Bed in Perpetuity 
~ 

Legacies, Subscriptions . and Donations 

are the only souree of Revenue 

OFFICE: 

221 .Boch.anan Street, Glasgow, C. I 
Phone No-Douglas 1348 

\, 

JOHN FARRELL, 
8Ut'dMy Clftd 2'r""'rer 
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AT GREEN'S PICTURE HOUSES 
GLASGOW PLAYHOUSE - GREE8•s BEDFORD 
GORBALS - STRATHCLYDE - TOLLCROSS 
RUTHERGLEN - WISHAW - BATHGATE 
CAllPBELTOWN - DUNDEE - DUNOON 

IRVINE JOHNSTONE 

-·-
~~We hae meat''-
•T GREEN'S CAFES 

PLAYHOUSE AND BALLROOM, GLASGOW 
PLAYHOUSE, DUNDEE - PLAYHOUSE, AYR 
PLAYHOUSE, WISHAW - REX, CAllPBELTOWN 

-- . --

and All the BIG BANDS at 

GREEN'S 
PLAYHOUSE ·BALLROOM· 

Renfield Street, Glasgow 

DANCING EVERY AmRNOON and EVENING 

r. 
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· AND 

CUMMING. 
LIMITED 

Lithographers 
·colour Printers 
Block Engravers 
and Designers 

WARRISTON ROAD 
EDINBURGH 7 
Phone No. 25242 

I ··;;;;• --------~ 

Published by 
W. & R. Chambers Ltd. 

by M. T. ROBB, B.Sc. 
contributions by Maurice Walsh and 

Hugh Macdiarmid. This account of 
the history and making of "Scotch" is 
enlivened by numerous ~necdotes and 
recipes, and is illustrated with photo
graphs and line drawincs. 6 /- net. 

The Thistle and the Pen 
An anthology of present-day Scot· 
tish writing chosen and lntroduce4 
by F;RIC LINKLATER. 'An 
exceedingly attractive array.'-
Scotsman. 12s. ' 6d. 

Scottish Railways 
0. S. NOCK. A comprehensive 
account of the railways of Scotland, 
from the time of their construction 
to the present day. Illustrated. 181. 

Three 
Scottish Colourists 

Dr. T. J. HONEYMAN. The 
Director of the Glasgow Art Gallery 
surveys the lives and works of 
Peploe, C a d e 11 an d Hunter. 
Illustrated . in colour and black and 
white. 18s. 

·The Poems of 
Robert Burns 

Nelson publish the works of 
Burns in two excellent editions : as 
a Nelson Classic double-length 
volume at 5•. and in the Winchester 
Classics at 6s. 6d. 

Scotland 
Edited by HENRY W. MEIKLE, 
C.B.B., D.r.ITT., H.M. Historiographer 
Royal in Scotland. 'Packed with 
valuable and fully authoritative 
information . . . Dr. Meikle has 
had the collaboration of some of the 
leading authorities in the country.' 

' -Scot.man. With over 100 . Plates 
in eolour and half-tone. ,15•. 

Scottish 
Historical Review 

Subscrlptions-12e. per annum, post 
free (two Issues, April and October) 
-may be sent to any bookseller or 
direct to the publishers, Thomas 
Nelson & Sons Limited, Parkslde, 
Edinburgh, 9. 

NELSON 



£gceu111 
c ·i n.e ma 
Dumfrie-s 

SOUTH OF SCOTLAND'S LUXURY CINEMA AND 

CINEMA 
Weekdays from 2 p.m. Sundays from 5.15 p.m. 
Free Car Park Western Electric "Westrex" 

Sound System 
CAFE 
Weekdays-from 11 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Sundays-Summer from I p.m. to 8 p.m. 

Winter from 4 p.m. to 9 p.m. 

· Morning Coffee Lunches -. High Teas Suppe.rs 
·. Parties Catered for-Popular Prices- GO?d Servi~e 

Published by · 
W . & R. Chambers Ltd . · 

POETICAL WORKS OF 
ROBERT BURNS 

Complete edition with life and n~tes by William 
W allace, M.A., LLD., and illust rated from 

original drawings by many well-known Scottish 
artists . · · 

576 p age1, Or. 8vo, cloth 9s. 6d. net, 
rexine 12s. &d. net Special d• L uxe 
edition , with v•llum 1pine and gold top, 
2ts. net. 

Poems of Robert Burns. 
Selected by George Ogilvie, M.A. 

Complete with notes and a short sketch of th~ 
poet's life. 

96 page• , i lluatrated. Cr. Bvo, boarcts. 
2s• 6d. net. 

For 
over 
100 

Elliot's Bookshop has been serving the 1 
literary needs of Scots throughout the 

world. 
To-day it is one of the most up-to-date 
bookshops in the country. It's stock of 
Scottish Books and Standard Editions of 
the Works of Robert Burns, Scott and all 
modern Scottish writers is unrivalled. 

* Copies of our attractively illustrated * 
new List of Scot tish Books will be sent 
t o any part of the world, post free on 

request . 

ELLIOT'S BOOKSHOP 
16-17 PRINCES STREET, EDINBURGH 2 · 



~ 
SCOTTISH ·; U N I 0 N 
~ 

AND 

NATIONAL INSURANCE COMPANY 

35 ST. ANDREW SQUARE, EDINBURGH, 2 

Branches and Agencies throughout the World 

FIRE LIFE · ACCIDENT 

, MARINE · PENSIONS AVIATION 

OF NATIONAL IMPORTANCE 

SCOTTISH 
NATIONAL 

DICTIONARY 
Complete in 10 volumes 

2 Volumes already issued 

The most complete record of 

the speech, literature, folk

lore and social history of 

Scotland ever compiled. 

£30,000 needed 

This great work depends entirely on public support. 
All loyal Scots at home and abroad j can help by 
DONATION - LEGACY - SUBSCRIPTION 
The Dictionary costs £20, payable in· one sum or in 

five instalments · 

FULL PARTICULARS FROM THE SECRETARY 

Scottish National~ Dictionary 
KING'S COLLEGE ABERDEEN 
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~he ~lobe ~nn 
this is the old Globe Inn frequented 
by Burns. 

The chair he usually occupied 

is shown to visitors, 

• • • 

also a window pane with verses traced by his hand 
... 

and many other very interesting relics 

of the Poet 

Seve'.n day 
Licence 

Near 
Fountain and 

Lyceum 
Cinema 

58 High Street, Dumfries 
Manager: J. H. BR 0. W N 

Pocket Editions 
OF 

. \' 

TAM O' SHANTER ,' I 

H I G H ST RE ET, D U M FR I ES 

PrinUrs to 
" Burns Clubs for over I 00 years 

AND 

COTIER'S 
SATURDAY NIGHT 

Illustrated with Notes, 
finely bound in assorted 
tartan covers at 1/3 each ; 
13/6 per dozen. 

Thousands sold annu· 
ally at "The Cottage " 
and at "The House." 

Send for specimens and 
of our Burns Greeting 
Cards. · 

ROBERT DIMWfDDIE & CO., LTD., PUBLISHERS, STATIONERS, BOOKSELLERS 

' 
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CARPETS FROM THE LAND OF "BURNS" 

The Scotch Blackfaccd sheep 
is world-famous for its fine re
silient wool- the wool that is 
blended with other selected 
yarns in hard-wearing B M K 
carpets and rugs. When you 
know that these arc combined 
with Old Kilmarnock weavers' 
skill, and permanently proofed 
against moths-you know why 
B M K is your best buy. 

8LACkWOOD MORTON KILMARNOCK 

MOTHPROOF 

CARPETS & RUGS 
•TAKE A LOT OF BEAT/HG' 

Printea by William Hodge&; Co., Ltd., Glugow and Edmlittrgh. 




