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TO ROBERT BURNS 

0” reading him in class 

Aye, Robhie we read ye still, 
Stout 0’ limb an’ weak 0’ will, 
Ye were a men who liked his fill 
0’ drinkin‘ an’ the like. 
Ad from what I hear, ye fared right well 
On drinkid an’ the like. 

0‘ mice an’ man ye sang &re raise 
~d in ye’re own sweet sottis% ways 
Th‘ beasties ye did seek to raise 
To th’ heights 0’ men. 
Aye. sing ydre praise in ye’re own sweet ways 
But mice will ne’er be men. 

-WAYNE SHINNERS ’60 

WHILE WALKING THROUGH SPAIN 

If it were only a question of getting B visa, of crossing the 
P renees;-but no! S ain turns her b a d  to you as you near her. 
d e  is B country whi% can leave the tourist on the threshold of 
understandi while he thinks of himself as havi seen all. How 
many have left that country believing that t h e y x v e  dismvered, 
seen, admired Spain? And how frustrating when they realize that 
what they saw and what they imagined they saw doesn’t mincide. 

Spain, a muntry which begins on the flanks of the Pyrenees, 
hides itself under an invisible veil. One must come to it unbiased. 
free of reconceived ideas, curious and loving, in the manner of an 
Orientay gmom beholding for the first time his unknown bride. 
The understanding of Spain is a painful om. One does not visit 
her as a museum. passing from one hall to the other. Spain re- 
quires of her viewers a power of insight nei hbouring passion. One 
must set i t  and see it until it bemmes paim~l.  

Oftentimes in the strange stillness of dusk settling on the white 
plains, i t  seems as if the roads are a graphic reflection of the Spaniard 
and, as every curve on the winding road opens up new vlstas to 
delight the eye, so does the gradual unfolding of the many-sided 
Spanish character cakh the fancy of the imagination. 

The web of Spanish highways lengthens, develops into so many 
side roads that they are seemingly endless in their structure. Yet 
they do advance. You mme upon a bend, and before you a pears a 
cart. The gypsy asleep at the reins, slowly going where tEe horse 
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will take him. This i i  the silent Spain. The silence of the plains, 
d s .  The silence so full of meaning and so . The d a c e  which tells of a history, a 

, Cursed land and b l e d  land whicb gives life 
ish. B n d  as difficult to possess as cultivate. 

en's costumes aze a display, a show of the 
Dream of man and mother of man. These 

like those of Arab women, with jewels and 
nor and priceless marks revealing the woman as 

e household, to riches, and to the possession of man. 
Andalusian with her heavily fringed skirts, who con- 
o the myth of the passionate Carmen, free and ed- 

is the place we d visit: Granada, the city of kings and 
the palace of the Moorish sultan neigh- 
Sacm Monte, the holy mountain of the 

WP-. 
The Athambra or Red Palace is a thin of pure oriental 

+dour. One a m k s  a t  its entran& by a maifflight of steps and 
rn guddenl engulfed in the world of the Arabian nights. I gazed 
&mu$ de arcaded windows which framed a view of Granada, 
&bmg up the hill in a cluster of tila-mfed houses. I wandered 
tbu& huge a rtments covered everywhere with a kcelike 
+&ion of re rand  gold. 

The court of lions is a thing of light, indeed of weightless 
hauty.  It seems as if it had just alighted thenel in the same,way 
that the Parthenon seems ready to tly. The horn lmked hke a 
tmu of performin circus animals who had been taught to SY port 
the gmtain.  A td jet of water mse fmm the F n k ,  and e l m t o  
the bash, while fmm the mouths of the twelve Lons issued twelve 
m t s  of water. that fell into a channel and solashed back over 
&& forelegs. 

I walked beneath the arcade of horse shoe arches, admiring the 
bJance and deslgn of the ohlong court yard, the pro ecting kmsks 
aith their slender columns, sometunes standmg two by two And 
& was the lofty m f  dnppm wtth stalactites of honeycombed 
, @endow, d d e d  and wlourd a mathematd  symphony of 

*bur and wetrv 
I "  , ..~~ ~ 

Beyond the court is a splendid garden with pools of water 
kheze two massive looking lions squat upon the hnnk; end a t  the 
. h k  terrace upon terrace planted with cypress and orange trees 
-and hl m-er of scented and flowering shrubs reflect in the ghss- 
lib, green waters. 

Many a ~iidtor has visions of harems as he walks through these 
W s .  But instead the reality is less poetic. For in these moms 
qnot lived a solemn little S y h  princess! with ,&tors and govern- 
;hare, engaged in writing utxfd etters m Latin to a boy called 
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