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our nation, and our fpedeB, that * Humility has

deprefled many a genius to a hermit, hut never

raifed one to fame.* If any Critic catchdi at the j

word genius, the Author tells him, once for all,

that he certainly looks upon himfelf as poflfeft of

fome poetic abilities, otherwife his publiihing in

themannerhehasdone,wouldbeamanceuvrebe-
'

lowtheworftchara^er,which,he hopes,hisworft

enemy will ever give him : but to the genius ofa

Ramfay, or the glorious dawnings ofthe poor,

unfortunate Fergufon, he,with equal unafFe^ed

fmcerity, declares, that, even in his higheft pulfe

ofvanity, he has not the moft diftant pretenHons.

Thefe twojuftly admired Scotch Poets he has of-

ten had in his eye in the following pieces ; but ra-

ther with a view to kindle at their flame, than

for fervile imitation.

To his Subfcriber8,tR¥A^hor returns his moft

(incere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a

counter, but the heart-throbbinggratitude ofthe

Bard,confcioushowmuchhe is indebted to Bene-

volence and Friendfhip, for gratifying him, ifhe

deferves it, in that deareft wifti of every poetic

bofom to be diftinguiftied. He begs his read-


