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same vessel, remain apart. Here, however, for the first
time, they mix and incorporate, and yet each retains its
whole nature and full eflct. I need hardly remind the
reader that the feat has been repeated, and with even
more completeness, in the wonderful "Tam o' Shanter."

I read on. "The Cotter's Saturday Night" filled my
whole soul: my heart throbbed, and my eyes moistened;

and never before did I feel half so proud of my country,
or know half so well on what score it was I did best in

feeling proud. I had perused the entire volume, from be

ginning to end, ere I remembered I had not taken supper,
and that it was more than time to go to bed.

But it is no part of my plan to furnish a critique on he

poems of my friend. I merely strive to recall the thoughts
and feelings which my first perusal of them. awakened, and.

this only as a piece of mental history. Several months

elapsed from this evening ere I could hold them out from

inc sufficiently at arms' length, as it were, to judge of their

more striking characteristics. At times the amazing amount

of thought, feeling, and imagery which they contained;

their wonderful continuity of idea, without gap or inter

stice,-seemed to me most to distinguish them. At times

they reminded me, compared with the writings of smoother

poets, of a collection of medals, which, unlike the thin pol
ished coin of the kingdom, retained all the significant and

pictorial roughnesses of the original die. But when, after

the lapse of weeks, months, years, I found them rising U

in my heart on every occasion, as naturally as if they had

been the original language of all my feelings and emotions;

when I felt that, instead of remaining outside my mind,

as it were, like the writings of other poets, they had so

amalgamated themselves with my passions, my sentiments)

my ideas that they seemed to have become portions of my


	LinkTextBox: http://www.geology.19thcenturyscience.org/books/1858-Miller-Schools/README.htm


