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PREFACE.

<1
The 4irst edition of Burns’s poems appeared in 1786, or just a little over one 

hundred years ago. It was printed at Kilmarnock, to be sold by subscription 
-for the modest sum of three shillings, and formed a small volume entitled, 
[“Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, by Iiobert Bums.” The author was 
[then a young man of twenty-seven, and known only in his own immediate 

neighbourhood; but this unpretending little book, and the somewhat larger 
Edinburgh edition which soon followed it, were enough to make his name a 
household word among Scotchmen, an^l to show that Scotland had given birth 
to a great national poet. Since then Burns’s fame has gone on increasing, 
edition after edition of his writings has been published, and copies have been 
sold by the hundred thousand.

Among the chief of the larger editions of Burns’s works was one brought 
out, about forty years ago, by the publishers of the present edition. It had a 
long lease of public favour, and was generally regarded as not unworthy of the 
poet. Since its publication, however, much fresh matter that should be incor
porated in any comprehensive edition of Burns has been accumulated ; additional 
poeihs and letters of his have been made jjuitdic, and a considerable number of 
new fa&s relating to his life have become knoW This result has been brought 
about chiefly by the labours of such painstaking editors as Robert Chambers, 

lHately Waddell, George Gilfillan, and especially W. Scott Douglas, the first 
and last of whom in particular have added in a surprising manner to the bulk 
»f Burns’s published writings and to the known facts of his life. With these 

Iditions to our knowledge of Bums’s life and writings the demand ayiong 
Readers for copies of his works has more than kept pace, and, indeed, seems to 

without limit. For as the population of the British islands continues to 
[increase, as the English speaking communities throughout the world continue 

i multiply, so also do the admirers of Scotland’s National Bard, by whom his 
|works and life are more and more studied. Hence the issue of the present
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PREFACE.
c

edition, in which the most recent available matter has been incorporated, and 
which, it is believed, will better than any other enable readers to form a com
plete and just estimate both of the man and of his writings.

Among the chief features of this edition are the following:—

The writings of Burns are here presented in two sections, of which the one 
contains the poetry, the other the prose. Both sections are arranged chrono
logically, the pieces following each other according to their dates, so" that the 
development of the poet’s genius and his literary career may be readily studied 
and placed in connection with all the facts of his life. With the same object in 
view the year of the poet’s age to which each poem belongs is inserted at the 
top of the page where the piece occurs. Numerous notes are appended to the 
author’s text, giving the reader a vast amount of useful, and indeed indispensable, 
information in regard to persons, places, occurrences, local usages, &c., connected 
with or referred to by Burns. Without such a commentary many references 
and allusions would not be understood, nor would the poems and letters possess 
anything like the same interest A certain number of the notes are critical 
in their character—they may point out special beauties, or may indicate where 
the poet has been less happy in his efforts. These latter notes are chiefly 
selected from writers of eminence who have had Burns for. their theme.

The poems are treated on the self-interpreting plan, that is, the Scottish 
words and expressions, such as occur especially in the best and most charac
teristic of Burns’s poems, are rendered intelligible to all by means of marginal 
explanations accompanying each piece that requires sucjuml. To those unac
quainted with the dialect that Bums often used thêflnust prove a most valulble 
feature, as it will enable any one readily to apprehend the meaning of even 
the most difficult passages, while the troublesome necessity of consultingx 
glossary is entirely avoided. Parallel with each line will be found the necessary 
interpretation, so that the reader carries the sense along with him without 
stopping, and only very rarely does a more detailed explanation require to be 
furnished in a note. But it is well to remember that the difficulty of under
standing Bums is apt to be exaggerated, and that many of his poems present 
few and trifling peculiarities of dialect and others none at all.

The Life of the poet given in this edition, that namely written by John 
Gibson Lockhart, the son-in-law and biographer of Sir Walter Scott, is the 
only one that has acquired the character of a classic. It forms an eminently
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PREFACE.

eadable and extremely fair-minded account of Burns’s life, one in which the 
poet’s greatness is fully recognized, and his defects and failings treated with 
gentleness and charity. The Life is supplemented by notes and an extensive 
Appendix, adding very considerably to the information supplied by Lockhart, 
iind giving results obtained by the most recent investigations and discoveries. 
But the most valuable supplement to the Life will be found in the letters and 
the notes accompanying them, taken in conjunction with the poems belonging 
to corresponding periods.

The two Essays included in this edition are studies on the poet and his 
vritings that all readers must be glad to possess. Carlyle’s essay has been 

universally recognized as one of the best and most sympathetic estimates of 
3ums ever written, and one of the ablest of its author’s contributions to the 

department of literature to which it belongs. The eloquent and enthusiastic 
tribute of the renowned “ Christopher North ” to his fellow-poet and fellow- 
countryman, if a less celebrated composition, will be found to have merits of 
its own fully entitling it to the place here assigned it.

Among other features of the present edition attention may be drawn to the 
Account which it contains of the great centenary celebration of the poet’s 
birthday held in 1859 (with quotations from the chief addresses delivered on 
the occasion); the description of monuments erected to him, and of the por
traits of him that exist; the selection of poems in his honour by well-known 
writers; the account of the chief editions of his work* that have been published, 
and of the translations qf 'hiS'poems into foreign languages, &c.

i.

Altogether, it may safely be said that in no other edition is there accumulated 
such a quantity of valuable matter calculated to throw light, from all points 
of view, upon Burns the poet and Burns the man. Readers will here possess 
Burns’s works complete, in the best sense of the word, only a few trifling 
pieces unworthy of the pSet being omitted and a few rather coarse passages 
suppressed. ‘ ,

The Pictorial Illustrations will no doubt be regarded as worthy of the text 
they accompany. The Landscapes embrace the principal scenes identified with 
the Life and Writings of the Poet, and thereby include views of much of the 
most attractive scenery of Scotland and of many localities rendered interesting 
by historical as well as by poetical associations. They are from finished pictures, 
by D. 0. Hill, R.S.A., an artist fully acquainted with the scenes, alive to the



PREFACE.

poetical and other associations connected with them, and whose faithful 
representations are rendered in a poetic spirit ' The portraits are. all from 
authentic originals. Besides two portraits of the Poet himself—the one from 
Nasmyth’s well-known picture, the other from the remarkable drawing by 
Skirving—they present the likenesses of persons intimately connected with 
Burns by friendship or by association with his Muse.

Glasgow, December, 1887. | y

<

Portrait of Burr 
Cottage in whic 
The Banks of D 
Kirkoswald and 
Mossgiel Farm 
illisland, the P 

umfries, the I 
ortrait of Mrs 

by S. M' 
edburgh and t 
ortrait of Mrs 
en» on the Li

IFE OF T

uapteii I. Birtli 
—their alleged 
settles in Ayr 
tlie poet's mot! 
Oliphant:—deal 
to Lochlea:—de 
lion of the Bur 
phnnt:—Holwrt 
rymple:—Robe 
at Ayr:—readl 
first love and s<

.Chapter II. Rot 
era:- Rot wit's 
goes todanclni 
Tàrbolton :—ea 
ship :—Klrkoev 
ilence :—poems 
Irvine:—Allsoc 
friendship wit 
freemason :—B 
club ball:—Dai 
James Bumes:

CHAPTER III. Rl 
discussions 
and Auld-Ligt



. whose faithful 
lits are. all from 

If—the one from 
ible drawing by 

connected with
CONTENTS

AND LIST OF THE ENGRAVINGS.

ENGRAVINGS.
Portrait of Burnsyfrom the remarkable drawing by Archibald Skirving,*

1 Cottage in which Burns was born............................................................................
The Banks of Boon, Burns’s Monument, and Bridge of Doon, .... 

f Kirkoswald and Tam o’ Shanter’s Grave,. . . . / .
t Mossgiel Farm-house, near Mauchline....................................................................
Ellisland, the Poet’s Residence on the Nith, .......
Dumfries, the River Nith, and Old Bridge, *......................................................

Portrait of Mrs. Bums (Jean Armour) and one of her Grandchildren. From the picture
by S. M'Kenzie, S.A., . •.......................................................................

Jedburgh and the River Jed,.................................................................................
Portrait of Mrs. Bruce of Clackmannan. From the picture by G. Chalmers, .
Scent on the Lugar near Auchinleck House,......................................................

* See account of the original drawing in Appendix to Vol. V.

Page 
Frontit. 

16

LIFE OF THE POET BY J. G. LOCKHART, 13-141
Page

Chapter I. Birth:—the poet’s father and family: 
—tlieir alleged Jacobitlsm : —William Burnes 
settles in Ayrshire:—marriage:—character:— 
the poet's mother:—family removes to Mount 
Oliphant: —death of tlieir landlord and removal 
to Cochlea:—death of the poet's father:—educa
tion of the Burnes family:—life at Mount Oli
phant:—Roliert and Glltiert at school at Dal- 
rympie:—Robert studies French with Murdoch 
at Ayrreading:—friends in Ayr:—Burns's 
first love and song................................................13

Ichapter II. Robert and Gilbert as farm-labour- 

tÆ ers:—Robert's supremacy as a farm-worker:—
I goes to dancing-school:—the rural beauties of 

Tarbolton :—early productions :—rural court
ship :—Kirkoswald :—early literary correspon
dence :—poems written at Cochlea :—life at 
Irvine:—Alison Begbie :—letter to his father :— 
friendship with Richard Brown:—becomes a 
freemason:—Bachelor's Club:—discussions:— 
club ball:—David Slllar:—correspondence with 
James Burnes:—birth of an illegitimate child, 21

I
Chapter III. Removal to Mossgieltheological 

discussions Church parties—the New-Lights 
and Auld-Lights:—Gavin Hamilton—his feud

with Mr. Auld:—Dr. Macgill's case:—the “Twa 
Herds:”—“Holy Willie's Prayer:”—the “Ordi
nation," “Kirk’s Alarm,” and “Holy Fair:"— 
“Epistle to Davie," and first idea of becoming 
an author; Gilbert’s account of this period’s 
poems:—“Dr. Hornbook : "—the inequality of 
human condition:—“ Life and Age of Man:”— 
the “Cotter’s Saturday Night” and “Holy 
Fair:”—West Indian project:—Highland Mary: 
—Jean Armour:—acknowledgment of marriage: 
—birth of twins:—legal steps taken to secure 
his children’s maintenance, ....

Chapter IV. Jamaica engagement:—resolution 
to publish his poems:—publication of first edi
tion :—preparations for sailing:—growing fame: 
—Dugald Stewart, Dr Blair, Mrs. Dunlop:— 
“ Lass of Ballochmyle ”:—hopes of an excise ap
pointment:—visit to Dr. Laurie:—Dr. Black- 
lock’s letter :—Burns resolves to visit Edinburgh,

Chapter V. Arrival in Edinburgh:—introduction 
to the gentry and literati of the capital:—Mac
kenzie’s notice of Burns’s poems:—masonry:— 
notes on Burns in Edinburgh, by Dugald Stewart, 
Prof. Walker, and Sir Walter Scott:—Scottish 
literature:—Burns and the Edinburgh philosO-

Page

32

47

•>s,



CQNTENTS.

Page
pliers diary new connections formed in 
Edinburgh conversational powers Bums 
and Dr. Blair:—sarcastic and malapropos re
marks : - Edinburgh lawyers :—tavern - life :— 
William Nicol:—letters:—publication of second 
edition of poems:—erects tombstone to Fergus 
son:—leaves Edinburgh,...............................65

Chapter VI. Border tour:—epistle to Creech:— 
return to Mauchline:—favourably received by 
the Armours:—returns to Edinburgh:—West 
Highland tour:—Harvieston journey:—Stirling 
epigram :—unmoved by grandeur of scenery, 
Ac.:—visit to Ramsay of Ochtertyre:—visit to 
Mrs. Bruce of Clackmannan:—northern tour:— 
Taymouth :—Blair-Atliole :—Inverness :—Gor
don Castle:—Aberdeen Stonehaven, Ac. de
cides on taking the farm of Ellislaud :—Clarinda : 
—Johnson’s Museum:—ode to Prince Charles:— 
overturned in a coach and confined to his room 
for six weeks:—low spirits:—Jean Armour again 
exposed to the reproaches of her family, and 
turned out of doors:—Burns secures shelter for 
her:—applies for a post on the excise, and is 
appointed:—settlement with Creech:—loan to 
Gilbert,..............................................................71

Chapter VII. Marriage :—takes Ellisland, and 
enters on possession:—excuses for his marriage: 
—builds a house, and brings his wife home:— 
company courted by neighbours and visitors:— 
contributions to Johnson's Museum:—extensive 
correspondence:—farming a failure:—obtains 
actual employment as an exciseman:—Allan

Cunningham’s recollections:—perils and temp
tations of his new vocation:—the “whistle con
test:’”—Captain Grose:—“Tam o’ Shanter:”— 
legend :- Ellisland anecdotes—leaves Ellis
land:—last visit to Edinburgh :—convivial con- 
versation..............................................................83

Chapter VIII. Dumfries :—intemperance :— 
hopes of promotion :—Jacobitism :—Whiggish 
favour for the French Revolution :—Burns sus
pected:—indiscretions:—story of the captured 
guns :—Excise - board’s investigation : — Burns 
joins the Dumfries volunteers:—Election Bal
lads:—Gray and Findlateron Burns in Dumfries: 
Thomson’s Melodies:—correspondence :—Chlo- 
ris:—“ Scots wha hae ”:—Cowper, . . . 101

Chapter IX. Burns's irritable and nervous bodily 
constitution inherited:—the “rhyming tribe:” 
—letter to Cunningham:—pecuniary difficulties: 
—correspondence with Thomson :—Thomson’s 
treatment of Burns:—acting supervisor:—dei^ 
of his daughter:— illness:—imprudent exposure 
and chill:—racked with rheumatism:—removal 
to Brow:—Mrs. Riddell:—letter to his cousin 
at Montrose :—return to Dumfries -.—death : — 
funeral:—birth of a son:—mausoleum erected: 
—subscription for the benefit of his family : 
—Currie’s edition :—sons of Burns:—Gilbert 
Burns:—Burns neglected:—poverty:—letter to 
Peter Hill:—Burns's honesty and charity:—his 
religious principles:—value of Burns’s history 
and poetry........................................................... 119

APPENDIX TO LOCKHART’S LIFE OF BURNS,..................................................... 142-186

Burns’s Autobiographical Letter to Dr. Moore, 142 
Burns’s Early Life, by his Br^er Gilbert, . 148 
Burns and his Father's H^fehold, by John

Murdoch,...............................................152
Burns, as sketched by Professor Dugald Stewart, 155 
Burns’s Last Years, by James Gray, . . . . 157
Burns as an Excise Official, by Collector FMlater, 160 
Dr. Currie’s Description of Burns, . 7* . 161
Estimate of Burns's Character, by Maria 

Riddell,.......................................................162

Biographic Notes on the Family of Burns, and 
on his Brothers and Sisters, . . 165

Exhumation of the Poet’s Remains, ... 168
The Paternal Ancestry of Buyis, . . . 170
Highland Mary,............................................. 173
Brief Notes by Bums of a Border Tour, . . 176 
Brief Notes by Burns of a Highland Tour, . 180
Visit by Bums to Clackmannanshire, Ac., by Dr.

Adair,..................................................... 183
Syme's Narrative of a Tour with Bums, .• .184
Library of Bums................................................ 185

POEMS AND SONGS—Earliest to 1785,............................................. 187-260

Song—Handsome Nell, . . 189
Song—Tibbie, I hae seen the day, . . 190
Song—I dream’d I lay, . . 191
Tragic Fragment............................... . 192
The Tarbolton Lasses, . . 193
Ah, woe is me, my Mother dear, . . 193
Song—Montgomery’s Peggy,. . 194
The Ronalds of the Bennals, . . 195
Song—On Cessnock Banks, . . 196

Song—Here’s to thy health, my bonnie lass, 198 
Song—Bonny Peggy Alison, . .199
Song—Mary Morison..................................200
A Prayer under the pressure of violent

Anguish, . , . T . 201
Winter—A Dirge, . . % . . 201
A Prayer in the prospect of Death, . 202
Stanzas on the same Occasion, . . 203
Paraphrase of the First Psalm, . . 203

first six V 
Psalm parap 

ong—Raging F 
ing, in the chars 
ng—My Fathc 

xtempore Vers 
Sodger,

ong—The Cure 
^Tohn Barleycorn 

Death and 
Mailie, 

poor Mailie’s El 
Song—The Rigs 
Song—Peggy, 
Song—My Nam 
Song—Wha is ti 
Song—Green gr 
Ren^rse—A Fr 
Epitaph—For tl 

ipitapli—On a 
Epitaph—On a 

allad on the A 
Song—The rant

INDEX

Ae day, as Deatl 
h, woe-is me, r 
II villain as I a 
ltho’ my bed w 

An honest man 1 
As father Adam 
As Mailie, an’ hi 
As Tam the Cha

Behind yon hills 
Below thir stain

Green grow the

He who of Rank 
Here Holy Willi 
Here souter Ho 
Here’s to thy hi

I dream’d I lay i 
I gat your lotte 
If ye gae up to 
I'll kiss thee ye 
In Mauchline tl 

belles,
In Tarholton ye 

men,
It was upon a I



CONTENTS.

Pwperils and temp- 
he “ whistle con- 
ii o’ Shanter:"— 
i leaves Ellis- 

convivial con-

Intemperance :— 
tism :—Whiggish 
;ion:—Burns sus- 
of the captured 
igation Burns 
i:—Election Bal- 
urne in Duzn fries: 
ondence :—Ohio- 
>er, . . . loi

id nervous bodily 
rhyming tribe:’’ 
niary difficulties: 
ion :—Tliomeon's 
pervisor:—deiyji 
irudent exposure 
atism:—removal 
er to his cousin 
dries :—deatli :— 
isoleum erected: 
t of his family: 
Burns :—Gilbert 
verty:—letter to " 
nd charity:—his 
Burns's history 
• . . . 119

. 142-186

r of Burns, and 
. . . " . 166
ns, . . ' . 168

r Tour, . 
uid Tour, 
lire, Ac., by Dr.

Burns,

. 187-260

iy bonnie lass, 198 
. 199 
. 200 

■e of violent

Page
i first six Verses of the Ninetieth 
Psalm paraphrased, . . . 204

Song—Raging Fortune,. . . 205
ong, in the character of a ruined'Farmer,, 205 
long—My Father was a Farmer, . . 206
Extempore Verses—“I’ll go and be a

Sodger," . . . . . .207
gong—The Cure for all Care, . . 208
John Barleycorn, . .. . . . 209

he Death and Dying Words of poor 
Mailie, . . { . . . .210

Ipoor Mailie’s Elegy, .... 212 
ISong—The Bigs o’ Barley, . . .214
I Song—Peggy, . . . • 215
ISong—My Nannie, 0.................................. 216
' Song—Wha is that at my bower door? . 217 
i Song—Green grow the Rashes, . . 218
tReiq^rse—A Fragment, . . . 219
Epitaph—For the Author’s Father, . 220 
Epitaph—On a Friend, .... 220 
Epitaph—On a celebrated Ruling Elder, 221 
Ballad on the American War, . . 221

•Bong—The ranting Dog the Daddie o’t,. 223
1

The Poet’s Welcome to his Illegitimate
’ Child, .*.......................................

Epistle to John Rankine,
Song—Ô leave Novels, . . ■ _ _ .
Song—The Belles of Mauchline, ^tËp. 
Song—When first I came to Smvart 

Kyle, ...;.. 
Epitaph—On a noisy Polemic,
Epitaph—On a henpecked Country Squire, 
Epigram—On the said Occasion, .
Another, .................................................
On Tam the Chapman, . .
Epigrammatic Lines to J„ Rankine, 
Linesito John Rankine,
Man was made to mourn,
The Twa Herds, or the Holy Tuilzie, 
Holy Willie’s Prayer, . . x.
Epitaph on Holy Willie,
Epistle to Davie, . . . V .
Death and Dr. Hornbook,
Epistle to John Lapraik, 1—
Second Epistle to John Lapraik, .
To William Simson......................................

Page

INDEX TO FIRST LINES OF POEMS \ND SONGS IN THIS VOLUME.

Ae day, as Death, that gruesome carl, . 229
Mi, woe-is me, my mother dear! . . 193
Ml villain as I am—a damnèd wretch, . 192
Mtho’ my bed were in yon muir, , . . 194

|An honest man here lies at rest, . . 220
ÏAs father Adam first was fool’d, . . 228
|As Mailie, an’ her lambs thegither, . 210
i As Tam the Chapman on a day, . . 229

■Behind yon hills, where Lugar flows,. . 216
iBelow thir stanes lie Jamie’s banes, . . 228

■Green grow the rashes, 0 !. . . . 218

I lie who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dead, 230 
I Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay, . . 238
(Hero souter Hood iij^death does sleep, . 221
I Here’s to thy health, my bonnie lass, . 198

j 1 dream’d I lay where flowers were springing, 191
II gat your letter, winsome Willie, . . 256
j If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, . . . 193
j I’ll kiss thee yet, yet,. . . . . 199
( In Mauchline there dwells six proper young

belles,...................................................... 227
In Tarbolton ye ken, there are proper young 

men, . . . . . . .195
I It was upon a Lammas night, . . . 214

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, . . 212
I

My father was a farmer upon the Garrick
border, 0, . j . . . ~ . . 206

No churchman am I for to rail and to write, 208 
Now westlin winds and slaught’ring guns, . 215

0 a’ ye pious godly flocks.............................. 233
0 death, hadst thou but spared his life, . 228 
Of all the numerous ills that hurt our peace, 219 
Oh, Tibbie, I hae seen the day, . . . 190
0 leave novéls, ye Mauchline belles, . . 227
O Mary, at thy window be, 200
On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells, . . 196
One Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell, . 229 
O, once I lov’d a bonnie lass, . . . 189
O raging Fortune's withering blast, . . 205
0 rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine, 224 
O Thou Great Being ! what Thou art, . 201 
0 Thou, the first, the greatest friend, ' . 204 
0 Thou unknown, Almighty Cause, . ' . 202
0 Thou, wha in the heavens does dwell, . 236 
0 wha my babie clouts will buy ? . . 223
0 why the deuce should I repine, . ... 207
O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stain0 . 220

Some books are lies frae end to end, . . 243

V



CONTENTS.

When chill November s surly blast 
When first I came to Stewart Kyle, . 
When Guilford good our pilot stood,. 
While briers an’ woodbines budding green, 
While new-ca’d kye rowte at the stake, 
While winds frao aff Ben Lomond blaw, 
Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene?

The man, m life wherever plac d.
The sun he is sunk in the west,
The wintry west extends his blast,
There was three kings into the east, . 
Thou’s welcome,"-wean ! mishanter fa’ me,

Wha is that at my bower door ? .



,, page
blast, . . 230

1 Kyle, '. .228
t stood,. '. 221
adding green, 249 
the state, . 263 
nond blaw, . 239 
iarthly scene? 203

THE

4. WOÊKS OF EOBEET BUENS.

LIFE OF THE POET
BY J. G. LOCKHART.

CHAPTER I.

(Birth the poet's father and family their alleged Jacobitism William Bumes settles in Ayrshire :— 
I marriage:-character :-the poet's mother-.—family removes to Mount Oliphant:—death of their landlord 

and removal to Lochlea :—death of the poet's father:—education of the Burnes family:-life at Mount 
"oliphant:— Robert and Gilbert at school at Dalrymple:—Robert studiea French with Murdoch at Ayr:- 

eading :—friends in Ayr :—Bums' flrst love and song.] <

My father was a fanner upon the Carrick border.
And carefully he brought me up in decency and order.

ROBERT BURNS was bom on the 25th of 
January, 1759, in a clay-built cottage, 

iabout two miles to the south of the town of 
I Ayr, and in the immediate vicinity of the Kirk 
(of Alloway, and the “Auld Brig o’ Doon.” 
[About a week afterwards, part of the frail' 
' dwelling, which his father had constructed 
i with his own hands, gave way at midnight ; 
I and the infant poet and his mother were carried 
I through the storm, to the shelter of a neigh- 
I bouring hovel. 1 ,

The father, William Burnes or Burnesa (for 
I so he spelt his name), was the son of a farmer 
I in Kincardineshire, whence he removed at nine- 
; teen years of age,8 in consequence of domestic 
embarrassments. The farm on which the 
family lived formed part of the estate forfeited, 
after the Rebellion of 1715, by the noble house 
of Keith-Marischal; and the poet took pleasure 
in believing that his humble ancestors shared

1 [ Passages that do not belong to the Life as written by 
Lockhart, but are now inserted to supplement or cor
rect his text or notes, are Inclosed in square brackets.] 

* [ An error. A letter of recommendation giveh to 
William Bumes by three Kincardineshire gentlemen, 
dated 9th May, 1748, shows that he was at least twenty- 
seven years of age when he left his father's house.]

the principles and the fall of their chiefs. 
"Though my fathers” (said he after his fame 
was established) "had not illustrious honours 
and vast properties to hazard in the contest— 
though they left their cottages only to add so 
many units more to the unnoted crowd that 
followed their leaders, yet what they could 
they did, and what they had they lost. . . . 
They shook hands with ruin, for what they 
esteemed the cause of their king and their 
country.”3 Indeed, after William Burner, 
settled in the west of Scotland, there prevailed 
a vague notion that he himself had been out 
in the insurrection of 1745-6; but though 
Robert would fain have interpreted his father’s 
silence in favour of a tale which flattered his 
imagination, his brother Gilbert always treated 
it as a rqere fiction; and such it was. It is 
easy to «typçose, that when any obscure north
ern stran^r fixed himself in those days in the 
Low Counify, such rumours were likely enough 
to be circulated concerning him. [It is not 
improbable that some members of the family 
had gone “out" with the young Earl Marischal 
in 1715, but it is tolerably certain that none 
of the poet’s more immediate ancestors, at least

» Letter to Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, 16th 
December, 1789. [The letter will be found in its 
proper place in the poet’s Correspondence.]
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on the father’s side, “shook hands with ruin, 
on account of any connection they had with 
that rising. His grandfather settled on his 
farm of Clochnahill about that time, and re
mained there till 1748, while his great-grand
father and several of his grand-uncles were for 
long thriving farmers in the neighbourhood, 
some of them or their families till after Burns’s 
own death.]1

William Bumes laboured for some years in 
the neighbourhood,of Edinburgh as a gardener, 
and then found dus w»y into Ayrshire. [ In 
1749 he was cmplbyed in laying out the 
Meadows, or Hope Park, on the south side of 
Edinburgh, ground which was formerly covered 
with a lake called the Borough Loch.] At 
the time when Robert was bom; he was gardener 
and overseer to a gentleman of small estate, 
Mr. Ferguson of Doonholm : but resided on a 
few acres of land, which lie had on lease from 
another proprietor, and where he had originally 
intended to establish himself as a nurseryman. 
He married Agnes Brown in December, 1757, 
and the poet was their first-bom.

William Bumes seems to have been, in his 
humble station, a man eminently entitled to 
respect He had received the ordinary learn
ing of a Scottish parish school, and profited 
largely, both by that, and by his own experi
ence in the world. “ I have met with few ” 
(said the poet,4 after he himself had seen a 
good deal of mankind) “ who understood men, 
their manners, and their ways, equal to my 
father.” He was a strictly religious man. 
There exists in his handwriting a little manual 
of theology, in the form of a dialogue, which 
he drew up for the use of his children, and 
from which it appears that he had adopted 
more of the Arminian than of the Calvinistic 
doctrine; a circumstance not to be wondered 
at, when we consider that he had been edu
cated in a district which was never numbered 
among the strongholds of the Presbyterian 
church.3 The affectionate reverence with 
which his children ever regarded him, lis at-

1 (See Appknmx—“Paternal Ancestry of Bums.”] 
8 letter of Burns to Dr. Moore, 2d August, 1787. 

I This autobiographical letter will be found complete 
in the present volume following the Life.)

*1 This manual as it exists is in the handwriting of 
Murdoch, the teacher, who had either extended it 
from notes, or written It from the dictation of William 
Bumes at Mount Oliphant. See vol v.]

tested by all who have described him as he ap
peared’in his domestic cilfcle ; but there needs 
no evidence, beside that of the poet himself, 
who has painted, in colours that will never' 
fade, “the saint, tiie father, and the husband,” 
of the “Cottar’s Saturday Night.” -f

Agnes Brown, the wife of this good man, is V 
described as “a very sagacious woman, with
out any appearance of forwardness, or awkward
ness of manner ;”4 and it seems that, in features, 
and, as he grtjw up, in general address, the 
poet resembled her more than his father.5 She 
haÿ an inexhaustible store of ballads and 
traditionary tales, and appears to have nour
ished his infant imagination by this means, 
while her husband paid more attention to 
“ the weightier matters of the law.”

These worthy people laboured hard for the 
support of an increasing family. William 
was occupied with Mr. Ferguson’s service, 
and Agnes, like the Wyfc of Auchtem^^tie,

if a most ungn 
Ferguson dying, 

"the hands of a 1 
Kat for his pictun

was glad to give
hix years. He

who ruled
. Baith cal vis and kye,

And a' the house baith In and out,—

contrived to manage a small dairy as well as 
her children. But though their honesty and 
diligence merited better things, their condition 
continued to be very uncomfortable; and our 
poet (in his letter to Dr. Moore) accounts dis
tinctly for his being bom and bred “a very- 
poor man’s son,” by the remark, that "stubborn 
ungainly integrity, and headlong, ungovern
able irascibility, are disqualifying circum
stances. ”

These defects of temper did not, however, 
obscure the sterling worth of William Bumes 
in the eyes of Mr. Ferguson ; who, when the 
gardener expressed a wish to try his fortune 
on a farm of his then vacant, and confessed at 
the same time his inability to meet the charges 
of stocking it, at once advanced £100 towards 
the removal of the difficulty. Bumes accor
dingly removed to this farm (that of Mount 
Oliphant, in the parish of Ayr) at Whitsuntide, 
1766, when his eldest son was between six and 
seven years of age. But the soil proved to be

4 Better of Mr. Mackenzie, Burgeon at Irvine. 
Moriaon, vol. 11. p. 261. [Moriaon's edition of Burne 
waa published at Edinburgh In 1811 in two volumes.] 

1 Moriaon, vol. 11. p. 262. [She lived till 14th 
January, 1820, thus surviving her distinguished sou 
nearly a quarter of a century.]
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Ferguson dying, and his affairs falling into 
^he hands of a harsh factor (who afterwards 

it for his picture in the “Twa Dogs”), Burnes 
ras glad to give up his bargain at the end of 

lix years.1 He then removed about ten miles 
a larger and better farm, that of Loehlea, 

In the parish of Tarbolton. But here, after a 
ihort interval of prosperity, some unfortunate 
lisunderstanding took place as to the condi

tions of the lease ; the dispute was referred to 
arbitration ; and, after three years of suspense, 
[the result involved Burnes in ruin. The 
worthy man lived to know this decision ; but 
death saved him from witnessing its necessary 

I consequences. He died of consumption on the 
13th February, 1784. Severe labour, and 
hopes only renewed to be balfled, had at last 
exhausted a robust but irritable structure and 
temperament of body and of mind.

In the midst of the harassing struggles 
which found this termination, William Burnes 
appears to have used his utmost exertions for 

. promoting the mental improvement of his
children—a duty rarely neglected by Scottish 
parents, however humble their station and 

M scanty their means. Robert was sent, in his 
S sixth year, to a small school at Alloway Mill, 

about a mile from the house in which he was 
bom. But Campbell, the teacher, being in 
the course of a few months removed to another 
situation, Bumes and four or five neighbours 
engaged Mr. John Murdoch to supply his 
place, lodging him by turns in their own 
houses, and insuring to him a smalfpayment 
of money quarterly. Robert Burns, and Gil
bert his next brother, were the aptest and 
favourite pupils of this worthy man, who has, 
in a letter published at length by Currie, de
tailed, with honest pride, tile part which he 
had in the early education of our poet. He 
became the frequent inmate and confidential 
friend of the family, and speaks with enthusi
asm of the virtues of William Burnes, and of 
the peaceful and happy life of his humble 
abode.

i [There is an error here. Burnes had an option of 
removing at the end of every sixth year. At the end 
of tlie first six years he attempted to lix himself in a 
better farm, but failing in that attempt, he had to 
tackle a second six, and remained in all eleven years 
at Mount Oliphant, viz. from Whitsunday, 1706, to 
Whitsunday, 1777.)

“He.was,” says Murdoch,2 “a tender and 
affectionate father; he took pleasure in leading 
his children in the path of virtue; not in driv
ing them, as some parents do, to the perfor
mance of duties to which they themselves aré 
averse. He took care to find fault but very 
seldom; and therefore, when he did rebuke, 
he was' listened to with a kind of reverential 
awe. A look of disapprobation was felt; a 
reproof was severely so ; and a stripe with the 
taws, even on the skirt of the coat, gave heart
felt pain, produced a loud lamentation, and 
brought forth a flood of tears.

“ He had the art of gaining the esteem and 
good-will of those that were labourers under 
him. I think I never saw him angry but 
twice ; the one time it was with the foreman 
of the band, for not reaping the field as he was 
desired; and the other time, it was with an 
old man, for using smutty innuendoes and 
double entendres. . . .

“ In this mean cottage, of which I myself 
was -at times an inhabitant, I really believe 
there dwelt a larger portion of content than in 
any palace in Europe. The ‘Cottar’s Satur
day Night’ will give.some idea of the temper 
and manners that prevailed there.”3

8 [Murdoch was about eighteen years of age when, 
In May, 1765, he took possession of the school, a small 
thatched building directly opposite Burns’s Cottage. 
He ultimately went to London, where he published 
several educational works. In his latter days he 
sank into poverty, and a fund was raised for his 
relief. He died, April 20,1824, aged seventy-seven; 
and from the obituary notice published in the London 
papers we learn that the celebrated Talleyrand was 
one of several distinguished foreigners who learned 
English from Burns's schoolmaster. His account of 
the Bums household will be found complete In the 
appendix to Lockhart's Life, as here published.]

8 [ Burns’s birthplace, or as it Is now commonly 
called “ Bums's Cottage," is a low-roofed, one-storied 
structure of a very humble order on the highroad 
from Ayr to Maybole, and at a little distance from 
Alloway Kirk and the Auld Brig o' Doon. The road, 
when Bums's father built his house, ran in a more 
westerly direction than the present highway, the 
whole of his garden-ground lying between the two. 
The cottage consisted of a "but" or kitchen end to 
the left of the doorway, a “ ben " or room end to the 
right, with an “awmrie" or partition press between, 
facing the door. At the back of this press and facing 
the kitchen fireplace was the recess which contained 
the bed in which the poet was bom. On the family's 
removing to Mount Oliphant the cottage, with its 
surrounding garden-acres, was sold to the Corporation 
of Shoemakers in Ayr, for £120. About the beginning

\
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The boys, under the joint tuition of Murdoch 
and their father, made rapid progress in read
ing, spelling, and writing; they committed 
psalms and hymns to memory with extraordi
nary ease—the teacher taking care (as he tells 
us) that they should understand the exact 
meaning of each word in the sentence ere they 
tried to get it by heart. “As soon,” says 
he, “ as they were capable of it, I taught them 
to turn verse into its natural prose order; 
sometimes to substitute synonymous expres
sions for poetical words ; and to supply all the 
ellipses. Robert and Gilbert were generally 
at the upper end of the class, even when 
ranged with boys by far their seniors. The 
books most commonly used in the school were 
the Spilling Book, the New Testament, the 
Bible, Mason’s Collection of Prose and Verse, 
Fisher’s English Grammar. ”—“Gilbert always 
appeared to me to possess a more lively 
imagination, and to be more of the wit, than 
Robert. I attempted to teach them a little 
church-music. Here they were left far be
hind by all the rest "bf the school. Robert’s 
ear, in particular, was. remarkably dull, and 
his voice untunable. It was long before I 
could get them to distinguish one tune from 

a*
of the century, a miller named Ooudle,who, In addition 
to his ordinary calling, kept a small public-house 
near the “ Auld Brig’ o' Doon,” conceived the idea of 
removing ills business to Burns's Cottage. lie had 
some recollections of Bums, whether real or manu
factured : and retailed them over a dram for upwards 
of forty years, much to the scandal of all lovers of 
the poet s memory, and the associations connected 
with his father's dwelling The accommodations have 
been extended since the poet's time, by additions at 
both gables, and by the erection of a handsome hall, 
in 1849. In it have been held numerous social gather
ings and Bums's festivals, the most notable of which, 
perhaps, is the centenary festival presided over by 
Dr. Hately Waddell. The first meeting celebrating 
the anniversary of the poet's birth was held in the 
cottage on the 25th January, 1801, when Mr. Crawford 
of Doonside, John Ballantine, to whom Bums ad
dressed the “Twa Brigs;" Robert Aiken, to whom he 
dedicated the “Cottar's Saturday Night," and other 
friends and admirers of the poet, met under the 
presidency of the Rev. Hamilton Paul. After Miller 
Goudle’s death, the business carried on in the cottage 
changed hands several times, and ultimately the 
selling of drink was banished from the cottage proper 
and confined to the adjoining hall. Tills arrangement 
continued till 1880, when the “ Bums Monument 
Trustees " purchased the property from the Ayr Cor
poration of Shoemakers for £4000, and converted It 
into a kind of Bums museum.]

another. Robert’s countenance was generally 
grave, and expressive of a serious, contempla
tive, and thoughtful mind. Gilbert’s face 
said, ‘Mirth, with thee I mean to live;' and 
certainly, if any person who knew the two 
boys had been asked which of them was the 
most likely to court the Muses, he would never 
have guessed that Robert had a propensity of 
that kind.”

“At those years,” says the poet himself, in 
1787, “ I was by no means a favourite with 
anybody. I was a good deal noted for a re
tentive memory, a stubborn sturdy something 
in my disposition, and an enthusiastic idiot 
piety. I say idiot piety, because 1 was then 
but a child. Though it cost the schoolmastc/ 
some thrashings, 1 made an excellent English 
scholar ; and by the time I was ten or eleven 
years of age, I was a critic in substantives, 
verbs, and particles. In my infant and boyish 
days, too, I owed much to an old woman who 
resided in the family, remarkable for her 
ignorance, credulity, and superstition. She 
had, I suppose, the largest collection in the 
country of tales and songs concerning devils, 
ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks, 
spunkies, kelpies, elf-candles, dead-lights, 
wraiths, apparitions, cantraips, giants, en
chanted towers, dragons, and other trumpery. 
This cultivated the latent seeds of poetry; but 
had so strong an effect on my imagination, 
that to this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I 
sometimes keep a sharp look-out in suspicious 
places; and though nobody can be more 
sceptical than I am in such matters, yet it 
often takes an effort of philosophy to shake off 
these idle terrors. The earliest composition 
that I recollect taking pleasure in, was The 
Vision of Mizra, and a hymn of Addison’s, 
beginning, * How are thy servants blest, O 
Lord!’ I particularly remember one "half
stanza, which was music to my boyish ear :

For though on dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken wave----

I met with these pieces in Mason’s English 
Collection, one of my school-books. The two 
first books I ever read in private, and which 
gave me more1 pleasure than any two books I 
ever read since,' were, the Life of tfetnnibal, 
and the History of Sir WUliajn Wallace. 
Hannibal gave my young ideas/such a turn,
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that I used to strut in raptures up and down 
after the recruiting drum and bagpipe,'and 
wish myself tall enough to be a soldier; while* 
the story of Wallace poured a tide of Scottish 
prejudice into my veins, which will boil along 
there till the floodgates of life shut in eternal 
'rest"1

And speaking of the same period and books 
to Mrs. Dunlop, he says, “For several of my 
earlier years I had few other authors; and 
many a solitary hour have I stole out, after 
the laborious vocations of the day, to shed a 
tear over their glorious but unfortunate stories. 
In those boyish days, I remember, in parti
cular, being struck with that part of Wallace’s 
story where these lines, occur—

Syne to the Leglen wood, when it was late, th
To make a silent and a safe retreat.

“ I chose a fine summer Sunday, the only 
day my line of life allowed, and walked half a 
dozen miles to pay my respects to the Ixiglen 
Wood,2 with as much devout enthusiasm as 
ever pilgrim did to Loretto ; and explored 
every den and dell where I could suppose my 
heroic countryman to have lodged. ”

Murdoch continued his instructions until 
the family had been about two years at Mount 
(fliphant, when he left for a time that part of 
the country. “ There being no school near 
us,” says Gilbert Bums, “and our little 
sendees, being already useful on the farm, my 
father undertook to teach us arithmetic in the 
winter evenings by candle-light—and in this 
way my two elder sisters received all the 
education they ever received. ”

' Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore, 1787.—(The 
“Hannibal" mentioned above was lent by Mr. Mur
doch; the "Wallace," by Kirkpatrick, a blacksmith in 
(lie vicinity of Mount Oliphant, the father of “ Hand
some Nell," the heroine of the poet's first song. 
The old woman of whom he speaks was a Betty 
Davidson, the widow of a cousin of Mrs. humes. 
William Burn es used to invite her to spend a few 
mouths at a time with his family, which kindness 
she requited by giving what assistance she could in 
the household work. Her cheery disposition and her 
stock of eery lore made her a great favourite with 
the children.]

* [The Lcglen Wood is situated in a peninsula formed 
by a remarkable bend in the river Ayr on the estate 
of Auchencruive, parish of St. Qulvox, about three 
miles from the mouth of the river, and nearly six 
from Mount Oliphant. According to Blind Harry it 
was a favourite hiding-place of Wallace.]

Gilbert tells an anecdote which must not be 
omitted here, since it furnishes an early in
stance of the liveliness of his brother's imagina
tion. Murdoch, being on a visit to the family, 
read aloud one evening part of the tragedy of 
“Titus Andronicus;” the circle listened with 
the deepest interest until he came to act'ii. sc. 5, 
where l-avinia is introduced “with her hands 
cut off, and her tongue cut out.” At this the 
children entreated, with one voice, in an agony 
of distress, that their friend should read no 
more. “ If you will not hear the play out,” 
said William Bumes, “it need not be left 
with you.”—“ If it be left,” cries Robert, “I 
will bum it.” His father was about to chide 
him for this return to Murdoch’s kindness, but 
the good young man interfered, saying he 
liked to see so much sensibility, and left the 
“School for Love,’ in place of his truculent 
tragedy. At this time Robert was nine years 
of age.

“Nothing,"continues Gilbert Bums, “could 
be more retired than our general manner of 
living at Mount Oliphant ; we rarely saw any
body but the membersof ourown family. There 
were no boys of our own age, or near it, in the 
neighbourhood. Indeed, the greatest part of 
the land in the vicinity was at that time pos
sessed by shopkeepers, and people of that stamp, 
who had retired from business, or who kept 
their farm, in the country, at the same time 
that they followed business in town. My 
father was for some time almost the only com
panion we had. He conversed familiarly on 
all subjects with us, as if we had been men ; 
and was at great pains, while we accompanied 
him in the labours of the farm, to lead the 
conversation to such subjects as might tend 
to increase our knowledge, or confirm us in 
virtuous habits. He borrowed Salmon’s Geo
graphical Grammar for us, and endeavoured 
to make us acquainted with the situation and 
history of the different countries in the world; 
while, from a book society in Ayr, he procured 
for us the reading of Derham’s Physico- and 
Astro- Theology, and Ray’s Wisdom of God 
in the Creation, to give us some idea of 
astronomy and natural history. Robert read 
all these books with an avidity and industry 
scarcely to be equalled. My father had been 
a subscriber to Stackhouse’s History of the 
Bible. From this Robert collected a com-

t
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potent knowledge of ancient history ; for no 
book was so voluminous as to slacken his in
dustry, or so antiquated as to damp his 
researches. " A collection of letters, by eminent 
English authors, is mentioned as having fallen 
into Burns’s hands much about the same time, 
and greatly delighted him.

When he was about thirteen or fourteen 
years old, his father sent him and Gilbert 
“week about, during the summer quarter,” 
to the parish school of Dalrymple, two or three 
miles distant from Mount Oliphant,1 for the 
improvement of their penmanship. The good 
man could not pay two fees ; or his two boys 
could not be spared at the same time from the 
labour of the farm !

‘ ‘ We lived very poorly, " says the poet ‘11 
was a dexterous ploughman for my age f and 
the next eldest to me (Gilbert) could drive the 
plough very well, and help me to thrash the 
com. A novel-writer might perhaps have 
viewed these scenes with some satisfaction, but 
so did not I. My indignation yet boils at the 
recollection of the scoundrel factor's insolent 
letters, which used to set us all in tears.”

Gilbert Bums gives his brother’s situation 
at this period in greater detail—“To the 
buffetings of misfortune,” says be, “we could 
only oppose hard labour and the most rigid 
economy. We lived very sparingly. For 
several years butcher’s meat was a stranger in 
the house,1 while all the members of the family 
exerted themselves to the utmost of their 
strength, and rather beyond it, in the labours

1 (The farm of Mount Oliphant is situated on a slope 
which rises to the east of Doonholm House, the 
steading being about two miles from the Bridge of 
Boon. The buildings which constitute the steading 
have been renewed in recent times, and now there 
is probably not a single stone standing that was 
there in Burns’s father's time. It commands an 
extensive and most interesting prospect, having the 
banks and braes of Boon immediately l>eneath, the 
spires of Ayr on the one hand, and the hoary ruins 
of Oreenan and Newark Castles on the other, while 
the Firth of Clyde opens its vast expanse in tin- 
distance, backed by the ever-impresslve Arran moun
tains, and leading the eye away towards the north 
to the far promontories of Cunningham and Renfrew
shire, and the dim blue of the Argyleshire High
lands.]

1 [This was no rare thing among the rural popula
tion of Scotland then, and till much later. Living 
on a farm the Burns family would have milk, butter, 
cheese, eggs, and an occasional fowl at least. 1

of the farm. My brother, at the age of thirteen, 
assisted in thrashing the crop of com, and at 

'fifteen was the principal labourer on the farm, 
for we had no hired servant, male or female. 
The anguish of mind we felt at our tender 
years, under these straits and difficulties, was 
very great. To think of our father growing 
old (for he was now above fifty), broken down 
with the long-continued fatigues of his life, 
with a wife and five other children, and in a 
declining state of circumstances, these reflec
tions produced in my brother’s mind and mine 
sensations of the deepest distress. 1 doubt 
not but the hard labour and sorrow of this 
period of his life, was in a great measure the 
cause of that depression of spirits with which 
Robert was so often afflicted through his whole 
life afterwards. At this time he was almost 
constantly afflicted in the evenings with a dull 
headache, which, at a future period of his life, 
was exchanged for a palpitation of the heart, 
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation 
in his bed, in the night-time.”

The year after this, Burns was able to gain 
three weeks of respite, one before, and two 
after the harvest, from the labours which were 
thus straining his youthful strength. His 
tutor Murdoch was now established in the 
town of Ayr, and the boy spent one of those 
weeks in revising the English grammar with 
him; the other ttvo were given to French. 
He laboured enthusiastically in the new 
pursuit, and came home al the end of a fort
night with a dictionary and a Télémaque, 
of which he made such use in his leisure hours, 
by himself, that in a short time ( if we may 
believe Gilbert) he was able to understand any 
ordinary book of French prose. His progress, 
whatever it really amounted to, was looked on 
as something of a prodigy; and a writing- 
master in Ayr, a friend of Murdoch, insisted 
that Robert Burns must next attempt the 
rudiments of the Latin tongue. He did so, 
but with little perseverance] we may be sure, 
since the results were of no sort of value. 
Burns’s Latin consisted of a few scraps of 
hackneyed quotations, such as many that 
never looked into Ruddiman’s Rudiments can 
apply on occasion, quite as skilfully as he ever 
appears to have done. The matter is one of 
no importance ; we might perhaps safely dis
miss it with parodying what Ben Jonson said
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Lf Shakespeare ; he had little French, and no 
atin ; and yet it is proper to mention, that 
g is found, years after he left Ayrshire,

,-riting to Edinburgh in some anxiety about a 
feopy of Molière.

He had read, however, and read well, ere 
his sixteenth year elapsed, no contemptible 
imount of the literature of his own country. 
Jn addition to the books which have already 
been mentioned, he tells us that, before the 
(family quitted Mount Oliphant, he had read 
‘the Spectator, some plays of Shakespeare,

I Pope (the Hamer included), Tull ami 
IDickson on Agriculture, Locke on the Hunajin 
] Understanding, Justice’s British Qardei 
I Directory, Boyle’s Lectures, Taylor’s Scrij 
I Doctrine, of Original Sin, A Select Collecti 

English Songs, Hervey’s Meditations ” (a 
Which has ever been very popular 
Scottish peasantry), “and the Works of'Allan 
llamsay;” and Gilbert adds to this list, Pamela 
(the first novel either of the brothers read), 
two stray volumes of Peregrine Pickle, two 

I of Count Bat horn, and a single volume of 
'some English historian," containing the 

I reign of James I. and his son. The Collec- 
(jo» of Songs, says Burns,1 “was my vade 
mecum. I pored over them, driving my cart, 
or walking to labour, song by song, verse by 
verse; carefully noticing the true tender or 
sublime, from affectation or fustian; and I am 
convinced 1 owe to this practice much of my 
critic-craft, such as it is. ”

Hp-dcrived, during this period, considerable 
advantages from the vicinity of Mount Oli
phant to the town of Ayr—a place then, and 
still distinguished by the Residence of many 
respectable gentlemen’s families, and a con
sequent elegance of society and manners, not 
common in remote provincial situations. To 
his friend, Mr. Murdoch, he no doubt owed, 
in the first instance, whatever attentions he 
received there from people older as well as 
higher than himself: sonic such persons appear 
to have taken a pleasure in lending him books, 
and surely no kindness could ha\jc been more 
useful to him than tpi«. As for his coevals, 
he himself says, very justly, “ It is not com
monly at that green age that our young gentry 
have a due sense of the distance between them 
and their ragged /play-fellows. My young 

i Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore, 1787.

superiors," he proceeds, “never insulted the 
clouterly appearance of my plough-boy carcass, 
the two extremes of which were often exposed 
to all the inclemencies of all the seasons. 
They would give me stray volumes of books : 
among them, even then, I could pick up some 
observation: and one2 whose heart I am sure 
not even the Munny Begum scenes have 
tainted, helped me to a little French. Part
ing with these, my young friends and bene
factors, as they occasionally went ofif for the 
East or West Indies, was often to me a sore 
affliction—but I was soon called to more seri
ous evils. ’’ The condition of the family during 
the last two years of their residence at Mount 
Oliphant, when the struggle which ended in 
their removal was rapidly approaching itr. 
crisis, has been already described; nor need 
we dwell again on the untimely burden of 
sorrow, as well as toil, which feH to the share 
of the youthful poet, and which Would have 
broken altogether any mind wherein feelings 
like his had existed, without strength like his 
to control them.

The removal of the family to Lochlea, in 
the parish of Tarbolton, took place when 
Bums was in his sixteenth year.3 He had 
some time before this made his first attempt 
in verse, and the occasion is thus described by 
himself in his letter to Moore :—

“This kind of life—the cheerless gloom of 
a hermit, with the unceasing moil of a galley-

1 The allusion here Is to one of the sons of Dr. John 
Malcolm, afterwards highly distinguished In the ser
vice of the East India Company.

s [This Is a mistake ; the poet had completed his 
eighteenth year when the Burnes family removed to 
Lochlea in 1777. The farm of Lochlea, to which the 
Burnes family removed on leaving Mount Oliphant, 
is situated about three miles from Tarbolton, and 
occupies a gentle slope verging on a low-lying tract 
of land which at one time formed the bed of the 
loch from which the place takes Its name. During 
draining operations in 1878 the remains of a very 
complete crannog or lake-dwelling were discovered 
in the bed of the loch. In the poet's time the 
steading consisted of a one-storied thatched dwelling- 
house, with a ham on the one side and a stable and 
byre on the other. The old dwelling-house has now 
been converted into a stable, and a commodious 
residence has been erected In its stead. The bam, 
which the poet is said to have roofed with his own 
hand, has given place to a more modem erection 
which, at least, contains one stone of the old fabric, 
and which bears the inscription “ The Lintel of the 
Poet’s Barn. Rebuilt 1870."]
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slave, brought me to my sixteenth year; a 
little before which period 1 first committed 
the sin of Rhyme. You know our country 
custom of coupling a man and woman together 
as partners in the labours of harvest. In my 
fifteenth autumn my partner was a bewitching 
creature, a year younger than myself. My 
scarcity of English denies me the power of 
doing her justice in that language ; but you 
know the Scottish idiom—she was a bonnie, 
tweet, sontie la»». In short, she, altogether 
unwittingly to herself, initiated me in that 
delicious passion, which, in spite of acid dis
appointment, gin-horse prudence, and book
worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of hu
man joys, our dearest blessing here below ! 
How she caught the contagion I cannot tell : 
you medical people talk much of infection 
from breathing the same air, the touch, &e. ; 
but I never expressly said 1 loved her. In
deed, 1 did not know myself why I liked so 
much to loiter behind with her, when return
ing in the evening from our labours ; why the 
tones of her voice made my heart-strings thrill 
like an Æolian harp; and particularly why 
my pulse beat such a furious ratan, when I 
looked and fingered over her little hand, to 
pick out the cruel nettle-stings and thistles. 
Among herjilhw-lovednspiring qualities, she 
sang swëétly ; and it wits her favourite reel, 
to which 1 attempted ’giving an cml>odicd 
vehicle in rhyme. 1 was not so presumptuous 
as to imagine that I could make verses like 
printed ones, composed by men who had Greek 
and Latin ; but my girl sang a song, which 
was said to be composed by a small country 
laird's son, on one of his father’s maids, with 
whom he was in love; and I saw no reason 
why I might not rhyme as well as he; for, 
excepting that he could smear sheep, and cast 
peats, his father living in the moorlands, he 
had no more scholar-crafl than myself.

“Thus with me began love and poetry ; 
which at times have been my only, and till 
within the last twelve months, have been 
my highest enjoyment.”1

The earliest of the poet’s productions is the 
littha ballad,

1 Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore. [The pre- 
vious#twelve months had seen him emerge from ob
scurity and become famous, this no doubt was one 
of his “ highest enjoyments.")

O, once I loved a bonnie lass,
Ay, and I love her still,

And while that honour warms my breast,
I'll love my handsome Nell, <tc.

Bums himself characterizes it as “a very 
puerile and silly performance ;” yet it contains 
here and there lines of which he need hardlv 
have been ashamed at any period of his life:_

She dresses aye sae clean and neat,
Baith decent and genteel,

And then there'» tomething in her gait 
Oar» ony dre»» look weel.

“Silly and puerile as it is,” said the poet, 
long afterwards, “I am always pleased with 
this song, as it recalls to my mind those happy 
days when my heart was yet honest, and my 
tongue sincere. . . .1 composed it in a 
wild enthusiasm of passion, and to this hour 
I never recollect it but my heart melts, my 
blood sallies, at the remembrance.” (MS. 
Memorandum-book, August, 1783.)

In bis first epistle to 1-apraik (1785) he says,

Amatet as soon as I could spell, almost
I to the crambo-jingle fell, rhyme

Tho' rude and rough ;
Yet crooning to a body » tell one's self

Doe» weel enough. enough

alwsji
both

hold
exhaust'd

very

others each

And in some nobler verses, entitled “On my 
Early Days,” we have the following passage :

I mind it weel in early date, rememl*r
When I was beardless, young and blate, bashful 

And first could thrash the barn,
Or haud a yokin' o' the pleugh,
An', tho’ forfovyhten sair eneugh,

Yet unco proud to learn—
When first among the yellow corn 

A man 1 reckon'd icas,
An' wi the lave ilk merry mom 

Could rank my rig and lass—
Still shearing and clearing 

The tither stookit raw,
Wi' claivers and haivers 

Wearing the day awa'—

E’en then a wish, I mind its power, remember 
A wish that to my latest hour 

Shall strongly heave my breast,
That I, for poor auld Scotland's sake,
Some useful plan or book could make, ,

Or sing a sang, at least : song
The rough bur-thistle spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, barley
I turned the weeder-clips aside, weeding-shears

And spared the symbol dear.
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1 who can contem-

late without emotion this exquisite picture immortal ambition, which he has himself 
young nature and young genius. It was shadowed out under the magnificent image 

aidst such scenes that this extraordinary of the “blind gropings of Homer’s Cyclops, 
king felt those first indefinite stirrings of around the walls of his„eave.”1

CHAPTER II.

■(Robert and Gilbert aa farm-labourers Robert a supremacy as a farm worker goes to dancing-school :— 
^V, rural lyeauties of Tarbolton early productions rural courtship:—Kirkoswald early literary corres- 

nndence poems written at Lochlea:-llfe at Irvine Alison Begble letter to his futlier: -friendship 
Mth Richard BrownIwcomes a freemasonBachelor's Club:—discussions:—club ball:—David Sillar:— 
brrespondence with James Bullies birth of an illegitimate child.)

O enviable early days,
When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze,

To care and guilt unknown !
How ill exchanged for riper times,
To feel the follies, or the crimes 

Of others—or my own 1

[As has been already mentioned, William 
ernes now quitted Mount Oliphant for Loch- 

lea, in the parish of Tarbolton, where, for 
eomc little space, fortune appeared to smile 
on his industry and frugality.2 Robert and 
Gilbert were employed by their father as reg
ular labourers—he allowing them £7 of wages 
each per annum; from which sum, however, 
the value of any home-made clothes received 
by the youths was exactly deducted. Robert 
Burns’s person, inured to daily toil, and con
tinually exposed to all varieties of weather, 
presented, before the usual time, every cliarac- 
hjristie of robust and vigorous manhood. He 
aeys himself, that he never feared a competitor 
in any species of rural exertion ; and Gilbert 
Hums, a man of uncommon bodily strength, 
adds, that neither he, nor any labourer 1i<l 

fcr saw at work, was equal to the youthful 
et, either in the corn-field, or the severer 

fcks of the thrashing-floor. Gilbert says, 
|t Robert’s literary zeal slackened consider

ably after their removal to Tarbolton. He 
WHS separated from his acquaintances of the

i Letter to Dr. Moore.
* [In hia autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore 

ferns says, “ The nature of the bargain was such aa 
* throw a little ready money into hia (the father's) 
fends at the commencement of hia lease, otherwise 
the affair would have been Impracticable." Probably 
tho landlord advanced some money In lieu of better 
Iprese accommodation, or for certain Improvements 
to be effected. The rate of wages at which the 
■others were paid was that current at the time.] 

VOL. I.

town of Ayr, and probably missed not only 
the stimulus of their conversation, but the 
kindness that had furnished him with his 
supply, such as it was, of books. But the 
main source of his change of habits about this 
period was, it is confessed on all hands, the 
precocious fervour of one of his own turbulent 
passions.

“In my seventeenth year,’’ says Burns, 
“to give my manners a brush, I went to a 
country dancing-school. My father had. an 
unaccountable antipathy against these meet
ings? and my going was, what to this moment 
I repent, in opposition to his wishes. My 
father was subject to strong passions; from 
that instance of disobedience in me, lie took 
a sort of dislike to me, which I believe was 
one cause of the dissipation which marked my 
succeeding years. » I say dissipation, compara-

*“I wonder,” says Gilbert, “how Robert could 
attribute to our father that lasting resentment of his 
going to a dancing-school against his will, of which 
he was Incapable. I believe the truth waa, that 
about this time he begun to see the dangerous Impet
uosity of my brother's passions, as well as his not 
lielng amenable to counsel, which often irritated my 
father, and which he would naturally think a dancing- 
school was not likely to correct. But he was proud 
of Robert's genius, which he bestowed more expense 
on cultivating than on the rest of the family—and he 
waa equally delighted with his warmth of heart, and 
conversational powers. He had indeed that dislike 
of dancing-schools which Robert mentions; but so 
far overcame It during Robert's first month of atten
dance, th&Aie permitted the rest of the family that 
were lit for It, to accompany him during the second 
month. Robert excelled In dancing, and was for 
some time distractedly fond of IV' [Gilbert here 
refers to a later period at Tarbolton, during the 
time when the father was laid down In his last illness, 
and when the strictness of his rules would necessarily 
be relaxed. The “country dancing-school" of the
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lively with the strictness, and sobriety, and 
regularity of Presbyterian country life; fdf 
though the Will-o’-wisp meteors of thoughtless 
whim were almost the sole lights of my path, 
yet early ingrained piety and virtue kept me 
for several years afterwards within the line of 
innocence. The great misfortune of my life 
was to want an aim. I saw my father s situa
tion entailed on me perpetual labour. The 
only two openings by which I could enter the 
temple of fortune, were the gate of niggardly 
economy, or the path of little chicaning bar
gain-making. The first is so contracted an 
aperture, I could never squeeze myself into 
it;—the last I always hated—there was con
tamination in the very entrance ! Thus aban
doned of aim or view in life, with a strong 
appetite for sociability, as well from native 
hilarity, as from a pride of observation and 
remark ; a constitutional melancholy or hypo- 
chondriacism that made me fly solitude ; add 
to these incentives to social life, my reputation 
for bookish knowledge, a certain wild logical 
talent, and a strength of thought, something 
like the rudiments of good sense ; and it will 
not seem surprising that I was generally a 
welcome guest where I visited, or any great 
wonder that, always where two or three met 
together, there was I among them. But far 
beyond all other impulses of my heart, was 
tin penchant jtour f adorable moitié du ijenre 
humain. My heart was completely tinder, and 
was cterpally lighted up by some goddess or 
other ; and, as in every other warfare in this 
world, my fortune was various, sometimes I 
was received with favour, and sometimes I 
was mortified with a repulse. At the plough, 
scythe, or reap-hook, I feared no competitor, 
and thus I set absolute want at defiance; and 
as I never cared further for my labours than 
while I was in actual exercise, I spent the 
evenings in the way after my own heart. A 
country lad seldom carries on a love adven
ture without an assisting confidant. I pos
sessed a curiosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity, 
that recommended me as a proper second on 
these occasions, and I dare say, I felt as much 
pleasure in being in the secret of half the 
loves of the parish of Tarbolton, as ever did

text is one which Bums secretly attended at Dalrym- 
ple In 1775, in absolute defiance of his father's com- 
manda. ]

statesman in knowing the intrigues of half the 
courts of Eugope. "

In regard to the same critical period of 
Burns’s life, his excellent brother writes as 
follows :—“The seven years we lived in Tar
bolton parish (extending from the seventeenth 
to the twenty-fourth of my bather’s age)1 
were not marked by much literary' improve
ment; but, during this time, the foundation 
was laid of certain habits in my brother’s char
acter, which afterwards became but too promin
ent, and which malice and envy have taken 
delight to enlarge on. Though, when young, 
he was bashful and awkward in his intercourse 
with women, yet when he approached manhood, 
his attachment to their society became very 
strong, and he was constantly the victim of some 
fairenslavqr. The symptoms of his passion were 
often such as nearly to equal those of the cele
brated Sappho. I never indeed knew that he 
fainted, »unk, and died away; but the agita
tions of his mind and body exceeded anything 
of the kind I ever knew in real life. He had 
always a particular jealousy of people who 
were richer than himself, or who had more 
consequence in life. His love, therefore, 
rarely settled on persons of this description. 
When he selected any one out of the sover
eignty of his good pleasure to whom he should 
pay his particular attention, she was instantly 
invested with a sufficient stock of charms, out 
of the plentiful stores of his own imagination ; 
and there was often a great dissimilitude 
lietween his fair captivator, as she appeared to 
others, and as she seemed when invested with 
the attributes he gave her. One generally 
reigned paramount in his affections ; but as 
Yorick’s affections poured out toward Madame 
de L— at the remise door, while the eternal 
vows of Eliza were upon him, so Robert was 
frequently encountering other attractions, 
which formed so many underplots in the 
drama of his love.”

Thus occupied with labour, love, and danc
ing, the youth “ without an aim” found leisure 
occasionally to clothe the sufficiently various 
moods of his mind in rhymes. It was as early 
as seventeen, he tells us,! that he wrote some 
stanzas which begin beautifully :

1 [From 1777 to 1784, consequently from the nine
teenth to the twenty-sixth year of his age.]

| » Croniek’S Relique» of Robert Dunu (1808), p. 242.
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I dream'd I lay where flowers were springing 
Oayly in the sunny beam ;

Listening to the wild birds singing,
By a falling crystal stream.

Straight the sky grew black and daring,
Thro' the woods the whirlwinds rave,

Trees with aged arms were warring,
O'er the swelling drumlie wave. turbid

Such was life's deceitful morning, &c.

On comparing these verses with those on 
“Handsome Nell,” the advance achieved by 
the young bard in the course of two short 
years must be regarded with admiration ; nor 
should a minor circumstance be entirely over
looked, that in the piece which we have just 
been quoting, there occurs but one Scotch 
word. It was about this time also, that he 
wrote a ballad of much less ambitious vein, 
which, years after, he says, he used to con 

ver with delight, because of the faithfulness 
ith which it recalled to him the circumstances 
d feelings of his opening manhood.

My father was a farmer upon the Carrlck 1 "order,
___fcnd carefully lie brought me up in decency and order.

Be bade me act a manly }>art, tho' I had ne er a far
thing;

Bor without an honest manly heart, no man was 
worth regarding.

hen out into the world my course I did determine ; 
ff/i-, to be rich mat not my with, yet to be great was 

charming;
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my educa

tion;
«solved was I at least to try to mend my situation.

|fo help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to 
befriend me ;

11 must toil, and sweat, and broil, and labour to 
sustain me.

£o plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred 
me early ;

br one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for 
'Iqrtutie fairly.

bus all obscure, unknown and poor, thro' life I'm 
doom'd to wander ;

(111 down my weary bones I lay In everlasting 
slumber.

(to view, nor care, but shun whateer might breed me 
pain or sorrow;

| live to-day, as well's I may, regardless of to-mor-

j These arc the only two of his very early 
reductions in which we have nothing express- 

about love. The rest were composed to 
lelcbratc the charms of those rural beauties

who followed each other in the dominion of 
his fancy—or shared the capacious throne 
between them ; and we may easily believe tj^at 
one who possessed, with other qualifications, 
such powfcrs of flattering, feared competitors 
as little in the diversions of his evenings as in 
the toils of his day.

The rural lover, in those districts, pursues 
his tender vocation in a style, the especial 
fascination of which town-bred swains may 
find it somewhat difficult to comprehend.
After the labours of the day are over, nay, 
very often after he is supposed by the inmates 
of his own fireside to be in his bed, the happy 
youth thinks little of walking many long 
Scotch miles to the residence of his mistress, 
who, upon the signal of a tap at her window, 
comes forth to spend a soft hour or two be
neath the harvest moon, or if the weather be 
severe (a circumstance which never prevents 
the journey from being accomplished), amidst 
the sheaves of her father’s bam. This 
“chappin’ out,"* as they call it, is a custom 
of which parents commonly wink at, if they do 
not openly approve, the observance ; and the 
consequences are "far, very far, more frequently 
quite harmless, than persons not familiar with 
the peculiar manners and feelings of our peas
antry may find it easy to believe. Excursions 
of this class form the theme of almost all the 4 
songs which Burns is known to have produced 
about this period,—and such of these juvenile 
performances as have been preserved are, 
without exception, beautiful. They show how y 
powerfully his boyish fancy had been affected' 
by the old rural minstrelsy of his own country, 
and how easily his native taste caught the 
secret of its charm. The truth and. simplicity 
of nature breathe in every line—the images 
are always just, often originally happy—and 
the growing refinement of his ear and judg
ment may be traced in the terser language 
and more mellow flow of each successive 
ballad.

'Çhe best of his songs written at this time is 
that bsginning.^e^' >

It was upon a Lammas night,
When corn rigs are bonnie, 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
I held awa to Annie.

ridges

11 That is, “tapping out," tapping or knocking to 
make the girl come out]
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The time flew by wi* tentless heed, careless 

Till, 'tween the late and early,
Wi’ sma* persuasion she agreed 

To see me through the barley, &c.

The heroine of this ditty was a daughter of 
the poet’s friend—“ rude, rough, ready-witted 
Rankine.”

We may let him carry on his own story. 
“A circumstance," says he,1 “which made 
some alteration on my mind and manners, 
was, that I spent my nineteenth summer2 on 
a smuggling coast, a good distance from home, 
at a noted school,3 to learn mensuration, sur
veying, dialling, Ac., in which I made a good 
progress. But I made a greater progress in 
the knowledge of mankind. The contraband 
trade was at that time very successful, and it 
sometimes happened to me to fall in with those 
who carried it on. Scenes of swaggering riot 
and roaring dissipation were till this time new 
to me; but I was no enemy to social life. 
Here, though I learnt to fill my glass, and to 
mix without fear in a drunken squabble, yet 
I went on with a high hand with my geometry, 
till the sun entered Virgo, a month which is 
always a carnival in my bosom, when a charm-

i Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore.
s (Dr.Currie admits having altered “seventeenth, "as 

written by Burns, to “nineteenth," as it stands In the 
text; bnt beyond the statement that the alteration 
was made at the suggestion of Gilbert Burns, no 
reason Is given. Currie’s edition of Burns's works, 
with life, was published in 1800 (Liverpool, 4 vola.) 
for behoof of the widow and family of the poet.]

« (The parish school of Kirkoawald, the teacher of 
which, Hugh Rodger, enjoyed great local fame as a 
geometrician and practical land-surveyor. The 
poet's mother was a native of the parish, and during 
Burns’s attendance at the school he lived with his 
maternal uncle, Samuel Brown, at Ballochnell, a 
little over a mile from Kirkoswald village, walking 
every morning to the little seminary and returning at 
night. Not far from Ballochnell was the farm of 
Shanter, the residence of the immortal "Tam o' 
Shanter," whose real name was Douglas Graham. 
The accompanying engraving gives a view of the 
churchyard and village of Kirkoawald, with the 
tombstone of Tam in the foreground. The artist, 
however, while giving the form of the stone correctly, 
has taken the liberty of putting this worthy's fictitious 
appellation on It, and haa represented hie tailless 
mare drooping her head over the grave and his dog 
lying on It, while his wife Kate sits a" waefu' woman " 
on a neighbouring stone. In reality the Inscriptions 
on the stone are of the usual type. In the church
yard are also the graves of Bums's maternal grand
father and great-grandfather, whose tombstone was 
publicly restored In 188S-]

ing fillette, who lived next door to the school, 
overset my trigonometry, and set me off at a 
tangent from the sphere of my studies. I, 
however, struggled on with my sines and 
cosines for a few days more ; but stepping into 
the garden one charming noon to take the 
sun’s altitude, there I met my angel like

Proserpine, gathering flowers,
Herself a fairer flower. —

“ It was in vain to think of doing any more 
good at school. The remaining week I staid, 
I did nothing but craze the faculties of my 
soul about her, or steal out to meet her; and 
the two last nights of my stay in this country, 
had sleep been a mortal sin, the image of this 
modest and innocent girl had kept me guilt
less.4

“I returned home very considerably im
proved. My reading was enlarged with the 
very important addition of Thomson’s and 
Shenstone’s works; I had seen human nature 
in a new phasis ; and I engaged several of my 
school-fellows to keep up a literary correspon
dence with me. This improved me in com
position. I had met with a collection of letters 
by the wits of Queen Anne’s reign, and I pored 
over them most devoutly; I kept copies of 
any of my own letters that pleased me ; and a 
comparison between them and the composition, 
of most of my correspondents flattered my 
vanity. I carried this whim so far, that 
though I had not three farthings’ worth of 
business in the world, yet almost every post 
brought me as many letters as if I had been 
a broad plodding son of day-book and ledger.

“ My life flowed on much in the same course 
till the twenty-third year. Vive l’amour, el 
vive la bagatelle, were my sole principles of 
action. The addition of two more authors to 
my library gave me great pleasure : Sterne 
and M'Kenzie—Tristram Shandy and the 
Man of Feeling—were my bosom favourites. 
Poesy was still a darling walk for my mind ; 
but it was only indulged in according to the

4 [This "charming fillette," as the poet calls her, 
was a Peggy Thomson, and the early attachment 
seems to have been renewed temporarily some nine 
years later. She ultimately became the wife of John 
Nellson, an early acquaintance of tto poet's. On the 
publication of his poems he presented a copy to Peggy 
accompanied with the lines beginning “Once fondly 
loved, and still remember'd dear," Ac.]
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humour of the hour. 1 had usually half a dozen 
or more pieces on hand ; I took up one or 
other, as it suited the momentary tone of the 
mind, and dismissed the work as it bordered 
on fatigue. My passions, once lighted up, 
raged like so many devils, till they found vent 
in rhyme; and then the conning over my 
verses, like a spell, soothed all into quiet. ’’

Of the rhymes of those days, a few, when 
he wrote his letter to Moore, had appeared in 
print. “ Winter, a Dirge,” an admirably versi
fied piece, is of their number; the “Death 
of Poor Mailie, Mailie’s Elegy," and “John 
liurleycom;” and one charming song, inspired 
jby the Nymph of Kirkoswald, whose attractions 
put an end to his trigonometry.

Jiuw westlin' winds, and slaughtering guns, 
Bring Autumn's pleasant weather ;

The moorcock springs, on whirring wing, 
Amang the blooming heather. . . .

—Peggy dear, the evening's clear,
Thick flies the skimming swallow;

The sky is blue, the fields in view,
All fading green and yellow;

Come let us stray our gladsome way, Ac.

‘John Barleycorn" is a clever old ballad, 
cry cleverly new-modelled and extended ; but 

the .“Death and Elegy of Poor Mailie" d'e- 
prve more attention. The expiring animal’s 
imonitions touching the education of the 

• poor loop lamb, her son and heir,” and the 
•jyowie, sillie thing,” her daughter, arc from 
flic same peculiar vein of sly homely wit, em

bedded upon fancy, which he afterwards dug 
|ith a bolder hand ;n the “Twa Dogs,” and 
primps to its utmost depth, in his “Death 
ltd Doctor Hornboqk.” It need scarcely be 
Ided, that Poor Mailie was a real personage, 

^ough she did not actually die until some 
pic after her last words were written. She 

been purchased by Burns in a frolic, and 
came exceedingly attached to his person.

Thro' all the town she trotted by him,
A lung half-mile she could descry him ;
Wi’ kindly bleat, when she did spie him,

She ran wi' speed ;
A friend mnir faithfu' ne'er came nigh him,

—Than Mailie dead.
:

These little pieces are in a much broadci 
pect than any of their predecessors. Hii 
riment and satire were, frolff the beginning, 

ktch. •»*

Notwithstanding the luxurious tone of some 
of Burns’s pieces produce^ in those times, we 
are assured by himself (Snd his brother unhesi
tatingly confirms the statement), that no posi
tive vice mingled in any of his loves, until 
after he reached his twenty-third year. He 
has already told us, that his short residence 
“away from home" at Kirkoswald, where 
he mixed in the society of seafaring men anil 
smugglers, produced an unfavourable alteration 
on some of his habits; but in 1781-2 he spent 
six months at Irvine ; and it is from this 
period that his brother Hates a serious change.

“As his numerous connections," says tiil- 
bert, “were governed by the strictest rules of 
virtue and modesty (from which he never 
deviated till his twenty-third year), he became 
anxious to be in a situation to marry. This 
was not likely to be the case while he remained 
a farmer, as the stocking of a farm required a 
sum of money he saw no probability of being 
master of for a great while. He and 1 had for 
several years taken land of our father, for the 
purpose of raising flax on our own account; 
and in the course of selling it, ltobert began 
to think of turning flax-dresser, both ns being 
suitable to his grand view of settling in life, 
and as subservient to the flax-raising.M1 Bums, 
accordingly, went to a half-brother of his 
mother's, by name Peacock, a flax-dresser in 
Irvine, with the view of learning this new- 
trade, and for some time he applied himself 
diligently; but misfortune after misfortune 
attended him. The shop accidentally caught 
fire during the carousal of a New-year's-day 
morning, and Robert “ was left, like a true 
poet, not worth a sixpence.’’—“ I was obliged," 
says he,1 “to give up this scheme ; the clouds 
of misfortune were gathering thick round my 
father’s head-; and what was worst of all, he 
was visibly far gone in a consumption ; and to 
crown my distresses, a belle Jille whom I 
adored, and who had pledged her soul to meet 
me in the field of matrimony, jilted me, with 
peculiar circumstances of inortification. The

1 Mr. Sillar [ an early friend of Burns] assured Mr. 
Robert Chambers that this notion originated with 
William Bumes, who thought of becoming entirely 
a lint-farmer ; and, by way of keeping as much of the 
profits as he could within his family, of making his 
eldest son a flax-dresser.

1 Autobiographical letter tMl)r. Moore.
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finishing evil that brought up the rear of this 
infernal file, was, my constitutional melancholy 
1 icing increased to such a degree, that for three 
months 1 was in a state of mind scarcely to be 
envied by the hopeless wretches who have got 
their mittimus—* Depart from me ye cursed ! ' ”

[Shortly before the poet’s visit to Irvine, a 
young woman named Ellison or Alison Begbie 
was the subject of his ardent attentions with a 
serious view to future marriage. She was the 
daughter of a small farmer near Galston, and 
was, at the time, in service with a family who 
lived on the banks of the Cessnock, about two 
miles to the east of Lochlea. She is the hero
ine of the songs the “ I .ass of Cessnock Banks, 
Peggy Alison, and Mary Morison,” the two 
latter being better-sounding substitutions for 
me somewhat unpoetical name Ellison Begbie. 
Four love-letters addressed to her appear in the. 
Correspondence,1 but after some intimacy and 
letter writing the poet’s suit was rejected, and 
the lady married another sweetheart She is 
generally supposed to have been the belle Jille 
referred to, but Dr. Hately Waddell asserts that 
a Miss Janet Wilson, a native of Irvine or the 
neighbourhood, and who married Mr. Ronald 
of Bennals, has the honour of being the one 
who rejected Bums.]

The following’letter, addressed by Bums to 
his father, three days before the unfortunate 
fire took place, will show abundantly that the 
gloom of his spirits had little need of that ag
gravation. When we consider hy whom, to 
whom, and under what circumstances, it was 
written, the letter is every way a remarkable 
one

“Honoured Sir, I

“ I have purposely delayed writing, in the 
hope that I should have the pleasure of seeing 
you on New-year’s-day; but work comes so 
hard upon us, that I do not choose to be 
absent on that account, as well as for some 
other little reasons, which I shall tell you at 
meeting. My health is nearly the same as 
when you were here, only my sleep is a little 
sounder; and, on the whole, I am rather 
better than otherwise, though I mend by very 
slow degrees. The weakness of my nerves

1 [See letters to Ellison Begbie In their proper place 
at the beginning of the poet’s Correspondency.]

has so debilitated my mind that I dare neither 
review past wants/ nor look forward into 
futurity; for the least anxiety or perturbation 
in my breast produces most unhappy effects 
on my whole frame. Sometimes, indeed, 
when for an hour or two my spirits are a little 
lightened, I glimmer a little into futurity; but 
my principal, and indeed my only pleasurable 
employment, is looking backwardsand forwards 
in a moral and religious way. I am quite 
transported at the thought, that ere long, per
haps very soon, I shall bid an eternal adieu to 
all the pains and uneasiness, and disquietudes 
of this weary life; for I assure you 1 am 
heartily tired of it; and, if I do not very much 
deceive myself, I could contentedly and gladly 
resign it.

The soul, unessv, and confined at home,
Bests and expatiates in a life to come.

“ It is for this reason I am more pleased 
with the 15th, 16th, and 17th verses of the 
7th chapter of Revelations, than with any ten 
times as many verses in the whole Bible, and 
would not exchange the noble enthusiasm with 
which they inspire me for all that this world 
has to offer.2 As for this world, I despair 
of ever making a figure in it I am not 
formed for the bustle of the busy, nor -the 
flutter of the gay. I shall never again be 
capable of entering into such scenes. Indeed,
1 am altogether unconcerned at the thoughts 
of this life. I foresee that poverty and obscurity 
probably await me, and 1 am in some measure 
prepared, and daily preparing, to meet them. 
I have just time and paper to return you my 
grateful thanks for the lessons of virtue and 
piety you have given me, which were so much 
neglected at the time of giving them, but 
which I hope have been rememliered ere it is 
yet too late. Present my dutiful respects to 
my mother, and my compliments to Mr. and

1 The verses of Scripture here alluded to, are as 
follows ’

“16. Therefore are they before the throne of God, 
and serve him day and night In hie temple ; and he 
that aitteth on the throne shall dwell among them.

“16. They shall hunger no more, neither thirst 
any more ; neither shall the sun light on them, nor 
any htat.

“17. For the Lamb which Is In the midst of the 
throne shall feed them, and shall lead them unto liv
ing fountains of waters ; and God shall wipe away all 
tears from their eyes."
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Mrs. Muir;1 and, with wishing you a merry 
New-year’s-day I shall conclude.

“ I am, honoured Sir, your dutiful son,
Robert Burners.”

“P.S.—My meal is nearly out; but I am 
going to borrow till I get more. ”

“This letter,” says Dr. Currie, “written 
several years before the publication of his 
Poems, when his name was as obscure as his 
condition was humble, displays the philosophic 
melancholy which so generally forms the poet
ical temperament, and that buoyant and am
bitious spirit which indicates a mind conscious 
of its strength. At Irvine, Burns at this time 
possessed a single room for his lodgings, rent
ed, perhaps, at the rate of a shilling a week. 
He passed his days in constant labour as a flax- 
dresser, and his food consisted chiefly of oat
meal sent to him from his father's family. The 
store of this humble, though wholesome nutri
ment, it appears, was nearly exhausted, and 
he was about to borrow till he should obtain a 
supply. Yet even in this situation, his active 
imagination liad formed to itself pictures of 
eminence and distinction. His despair of 
making a figure in the world, shows how 
ardently he wished for honourable fame ; and 
his contempt of life, founded on this despair, 
is the genuine expression of a youthful and 
generous mind. In such a state of reflection, 
and of suffering, the imagination of Burns 
naturally passed the dark boundaries of our 
earthly horizon, and rested on those beautiful 
representations of a better world, where there 
is neither thirst, nor hunger, nor sorrow, and 
where happiness shall be in proportion to the 
capacity of happiness.”

Unhappily for himself and for the world, 
it was not always in the recollections of his 
virtuous home and the study of his Bible, 
that Bums sought for consolation amidst the 
heavy distresses which “his youth was heir 
to.” Irvine is a small seaport; and here, as 
at Kirkoswald, the adventurous spirits of a 
smuggling coast, with all their jovial habits, 
were to be met with in abundance. He 
contracted some acquaintance,” says Gilbert, 
“of a freer manner of thinking and living 
than he had been used to, whose society pre-

1 (The tenante of Tarbolton Mill, the “ Willie's 
Mill " of “ Death and Dr. Hornbook."]

pared" him for ov^eaping the bounds of rigid 
virtue, which had hitherto restrained him. "

I owe to Mr. Robert Chambers, author of 
Traditions of Edinburgh, the following note 
of a conversation “which he had in June, 1826, 
with a respectable old citizen of this town :— 
“Burns was, at the time of his residence 
among us, an older-Iooking man than might 
have been expected from his age—very darkly 
complexioned, with a strong eye—of a thought
ful appearance, amounting to what might be 
called a gloomy attentiveness ; so much so, 
that when in company which did not call forth 
his brilliant powers of conversation, he might 
often be seen, for a considerable space to
gether, leaning down on his palm, with his 
elbow resting on his knee. He was in common 
silent and reserved ; but when he found a man 
to his mind, he constantly made a point of at
taching himself to his company, and endeav
ouring to bring out his powers. It was among 
women alone that he uniformly exerted him
self and uniformly shone. People remarked 
even then, that when Robert Burns did speak, 
he always spoke to the point, and in general 
with a sententious brevity. His moody 
thoughtfulness, and laconic style of expression, 
were both inherited from his father, who, 
for his station in life, was a very singular 
person.”

[ The tissue of Burns’s thoughts and habits 
was a mixed one. He is found in Irvine, at 
one time amusing himself with disputes in 
churchyards on points of Calvinistic theology, 
at gliother enjoying the society of the loose char
acters of a smuggling seaport ; again bewailing 
his being jilted by “a belle fille” whom he 
had adored, at another time entering upon a 
connection which ended in his enduring public 
censure before a congregation, and finally 
writing that letter to his father, in which he 
expresses himself tired of the world, and 
transported at the thought that he shall soon 
be in a better. Who could expect, from the 
desponding and moralizing tone of that letter 
that, four days after, he would be engaged in 
the New-Ycar merry-making, in the course of 
which his shop caught fire and was reduced to 
ashes !]

Burns himself fhus sums up the results of 
his residence at Irvine :—“ From this adven
ture I learned something of a town life ; but
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the principal thing which gave my mind a 
turn, was a friendship I formed with a young 
fellow, a very noble character, but a hapless 
son of misfortune. He tvps the son of a 
simple mechanic; but a ^reat man in the 
neighbourhood, taking hinawndcr his patron
age, gave him a genteel education, with a view 
of bettering his situation in life. The patron 
dying just as he was ready to launch out into 
the world, the poor fellow in despair went to 
sea; where, after a variety of good and ill 
fortune, a little before I was acquainted with 
him, he had been set ashore by an Ameri
can privateer, on the wild coast of Connaught, 
stripped of everything. . . . His mind
was fraught with independence, magnanimity 
and ever)- manly virtue. I loved and admired 
him to a degree of enthusiasm, and of course 
strove to imitate him. In some measure I 
succeeded ; I had pride before, but he taught 
it to flow in proper channels. His knowledge 
of the world was vastly superior to mine ; and 
I was all attention to learn. He was the only 
man 1 ever saw who was a greater fool than 
myself, where woman was the presiding star; 
but he spoke of illicit love with the levity of 
a sailor—which hitherto I had regarded with 
horror. Here his friendship did me a mis
chief." [The young man here referred to was 
Richard Brown, with whom Burns kept up an 
after correspondence, and who was one of' the 
first to discern his latent genius, and to encour
age him to aspire to the character of a poet 
When the contents of Burns’ Letter to Moore 
were related to him, he exclaimed, “ Illicit 
love! levity of a sailor! When 1 first knew 
Bums he had nothing to learn in that respect. ”] 

Professor Walker, when preparing to write 
his sketch of the Poet’s Life, was informed by 
an aged inhabitant of Irvine, that Burns’s 
chief delight while there was in discussing 
religious topics, particularly in those circles 
which usually gather in a Scotch churchyard 
after service. The senior added that Burns 
commonly took the high C'alvinistic side in 
such debates; and concluded with a boast 
“ that the lad ’’ was indebted to himself in a 
great measure for the gradual adoption of 
“more liberal opinions,” [a statement that 
seems more than doubtful. It is well known 
that his early training partook little of extreme 
Calvinism, and the following extract from

j David Sillar’s letter to Mr. Aiken of Ayr 
I (part of which is given further on), proves the 
I liberality of the views held by Burns prior to 
his residence in Irvine:—“He had in his 
youth paid considerable attention to the argu
ments for and against the doctrine of original 
sin) then making considerable noise in your 
neighbourhood, and having perused Dr. 
Taylor’s work on that subject, and Letters 
on Religion Essential to Man,1 when he came 
to Tarbolton, his opinions were of consequence 
favourable to what you Ayr people call the 
moderate side. . . . The slightest insin
uation of Taylor’s opinions made his neigh
bours suspect, and some even avoid him, as 
an heretical and dangerous companion. ”]

It was during the same period, that the 
poet was first initiated in the mysteries of 
freemasonry, “which was,” says his brother, 
“his first introduction to the life of a boon 
companion. ” He was introduced to St. David’s 
Lodge of Tarbolton by John linnkine, a very 
dissipated man, of considerable talents, to 
whom lie afterwards indited a poetical epistle, 
which will be noticed in its place. [A disrup
tion took place in the St. David’s lxxlge in 
June, 1782, and the separating l>ody, to which 
Burns adhered, reconstituted themselves under 
the old charter, dated 1711, as the St. James’s 
Tarbolton Ixxlge, of which he subsequently 
ofticiated as Depute Master.]

“Rhyme,” Burns says, “I had given up" 
(on going to Irvine); “but meeting with Fer- 
gusson’s Scottish Poems, I strung anew my 
wildly-sounding lyre with emulating vigour." 
Neither flax-dressing nor the tavern could 
keep him long from his proper vocation. But 
it was probably this accidental meeting with 
Fcigusson, that in a great measure finally de
termined the “Scottish" character of Burns’s 
poetry; and, indeed, but for the lasting sense 
of'this obligation, and some natural sympathy 
with the personal misfortunes of Fcrgusson’s 
life, it would be difficult to account for the 
very high terms in which Burns always men
tions his productions.

Shortly before Burns went to Irvine, he, his 
brother Gilbert, and some seven or eight young

1 ["Letters concerning the Religion Essential to Man, 
as It is distinct from what is merely an accession 
to it. In two parts: translated from the French. 
Glasgow, printed for Robert Urie, 1761.’’] 1
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tnen besides, all of the parish of Tarbolton, 
had formed themselves into a society, which 
they called the Bachelor’s Club; and which 
met one evening in every month for the 
purposes of mutual entertainment and im
provement That their cups were but modest
ly filled is evident ; for the rules of the club 
dill not permit any member to spend more 
than threepence at a sitting. A question was 
announced for discussion at the close of each 
meeting ; and at the next they came prepared 
to deliver their sentiments upon the subject- 
matter thus proposed. Bums and David 
Sillar (to whom the “Epistle to Davie, a 
Brother-poet” was afterwards addressed, and 
who subsequently published a volume of verses 
not without merit) were employed by the rest 
to draw up the regulations of the Society : and 
some stanzas prefixed to Sillar's Scroll of Rules 
“ first introduced Bums and him to each other 
as brother rhymers.1,1 Of the sort of questions 
discussed, we may form some notion from the 
minute of one evening, still extant in Bums’s 
hand-writing.—Question for Hallowe’en 
(Nov. 11, 1780).—“Suppose a young man, 
bred a farmer, but without any fortune, has 
it in his power to marry either of two women, 
the one a girl of large fortune, but neither 
handsome in person nor agreeable in conver
sation, but who can manage the household 
affairs of a farm well enough; the other of 
them a girl every way agreeable in person, 
conversation, and behaviour, but without any 
fortune: which of them shall he choose ?" 
Burns, as may lie guessed, took the imprudent 
side in this discussion.

“On one solitary occasion,” says he, “we 
resolved to meet at Tarbolton in July, on the 
race-night and have a dance in honour of our 
society. Accordingly, we did meet, each one 
with a partner, and spent the night in such 
innocence and merriment, such cheerfulness

11 quote from a letter ot Mr. Sillar, 29th November, 
1828, the lines—

» Of birth and blood we do not boast.
No gentry does our Club afford.

But ploughmen and mechanics we 
In nature's simple dress record:

Let nane e'er join us who refuse 
To aid the lads that baud the ploughs, hold
To choose their friends and wale their wives, select 
To ease the labours of their lives.

These lines, therefore (hitherto ascribed to Burns), 
are in fact the lawful propu'ty of Mr. Sillar.

and good-humour, that ever)- brother will long 
remember it with delight.” There can be no 
doubt that Bums would not have patronized 
this sober association so long, unless he had 
experienced at its assemblies the pleasure of 
a stimulated mind ; and as little, that to the 
habit of arranging his thoughts and expressing 
them in somewhat of a formal shape, thus 
early cultivated, we ought to attribute much 
of that conversational skill which, when he first 
mingled with the upper world, was generally 
considered as the most remarkable of all his 
personal accomplishments.—Burns’s associates 
of the Bachelor’s Club, must have been young 
men possessed of talents and acquirements, 
otherwise such minds as his and Gilbert’s could 
not have persisted in measuring themselves 
against theirs ; and we may believe, that the 
periodical display of the poet’s own vigour 
and resources, at these club meetings, and 
(more frequently than his brother approved) ; 
at the Freemason Lodges of Irvine and Tar- ] 
holton, extended his rural reputation; and, / 
by degrees, prepared persons not immediately 
included in his own circle, for the extraor
dinary impression which his poetical efforts 
were ere long to create all over “the Garrick 
border. ”

Mr. David Sillar2 gives an account of the 
beginning of his own acquaintance with Bums, 
and introduction into this Bachelor’s Club, 
which will always be read with much interest. 
—“ Mr. Robert Bums was some time in the 
parish of Tarbolton prior to my acquaintance 
with him. His social disposition easily pro
cured him acquaintance ; but a certain satiri
cal seasoning with which he and all poetical 
geniuses are in some degree influenced, while 
it set the rustic circle in a roar, was not unac
companied with its kindred attendant, suspi
cious fear. I recollect hearing his neighbours 
observe, he had a great deal to say fonhimself, 
and that they suspected his principles. He 
wore the only tied hair in the parish ; and in 
the church, his plaid, which was of a particu-

2 David Sillar, a native of Tarbolton, became in 
1784 a schoolmaster at Irvine; and having, in the 
course of a long life, realized considerable property, 
was appointed chief magistrate of that town. (It is 
said that as Sillar grew rich he grew penurious, and 
that when requested to subscrllie to the mausoleum 
fund and afterwards to the Ayr monument to Bums, 
he refused. He died in 1830.]
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lar colour, I think fillemot, he wrapped in a 
particular manner round his shoulders. These 
surmises, and his exterior, had such a magnet- 
ical influence on my curiosity, as made me 
particularly solicitous of his acquaintance. 
Whether my acquaintance with Gilbert was 
casual or premeditated, I am not now certain. 
By him I was introduced, not only to his 
brother, but to the whole of that family, where 
in a short time, I became a frequent, and, I 
believe, not unwelcome visitant After the 
commencement of my acquaintance with the 
bard, we frequently met upon Sundays at 
church, when, between sermons, instead of 
going with our friends or lasses to the inn, wre 
often took a walk in the fields. In these 
walks, I have frequently been struck with his 
facility in addressing the fair sex : and many 
times, when I have been bashfully anxious 
how to express myself, he would have entered 
into conversation with them with the greatest 
case and freedom; and it was generally a 
death-blow to our conversation, however agree
able, to meet a female acquaintance. Some 
of the few opportunities of a noon-tide walk 
that a country life allows her laborious sons, 
he spent on the banks of the river, or in the 
woods in the neighbourhood of Stair, a situa
tion peculiarly adapted to the genius of a rural 
bard. Some book (generally one of those 
mentioned in his letter to Mr. Murdoch)1 he 
always carried and read, when not otherwise 
employed. It was likewise his custom to read 
at table. In one of my visits to Lochlea, in 
time of a sowen supper, he was so intent on 
reading, I think Tristram Shandy, that his 
spoon falling out of his hand, made him ex
claim, in a tone scarcely imitable, ‘ Alas, poor 
Yorick !' Such was Bums, and such were his 
associates, when I was admitted a member of 
the Bachelor’s Club.”8

Themisfortunesof William Burnes thickened 
apace, as has already been seen, and were ap
proaching their crisis at the time when Robert 
came home from his flax-dressing experiment 
at Irvine. I have been favoured with copies 
of some letters addressed by the poet soon 
afterwards to his cousin, “Mr. James Buraess, 
writer in Montrose,” which cannot but gratify

116th January, 1788.
* letter to Mr. Aiken of Ayr, to Moriaon't Bums, 

vol. 11. pp. 267-260.

every reader.3 They are worthy of the strong 
understanding and warm heart of Bums ; and, 
besides opening a pleasing view of the manner 
in which domestic affection was preserved 
between his father and the relations from 
whom the accidents of life had separated that 
excellent person in boyhood, they appear to 
me—written by a young and unknown peasant 
in a wretched hovel, the abode of poverty, 
care, and disease—to be models of native good 
taste and politeness.

“ Lochlea, 21»t June, 1788.

“Dear Sir,—My father received your 
favour of the 10th curt.; and as he has been 
for some months very poorly in health, and 
is, in his own opinion, and indeed in almost 
every body else’s, in a dying condition ; he 
has only, with great difficulty, written a few 
farewell lines to each of his brothers-in-law. 
For this melancholy reason, I now hold the 
pen for him, to thank you for your kind letter, 
and to assure you, sir, that it shall not be my 
fault if my father’s correspondence in the 
north die with him. My brother writes to 
John Caird ; and to him Ii must refer you for 
the news of our family. 1 shall only trouble 
you with a few particulars relative to the present 
wretched state of this country. Our markets 
are exceedingly high; oatmeal 17d. and 1M. 
per peck, and not to be got even at that price. 
We have indeed been pretty well sqpplied with 
quantities of white peas from England and 
elsewhere ; but that resource is likely to fail 
us; and what will become of us then, particu
larly the very poorest sort, Heaven only knows. 
This country, till of late, was flourishing in
credibly in the manufacture of silk, lawn, and 
carpet weaving; and we arc still carrying on 
a good deal in that way, but much reduced 
from what it was. We had also a fine trade 
in the shoe way, but now entirely mined, and 
hundreds driven to a starving condition on 
account of it Farming is also at a very low ebb 
with us. Our lands, generally speaking, are 
mountainous and barren ; and our landholders, 
full of ideas of farming gathered from the 
English and the Lothians, and other rich soils 
in Scotland, make no allowance for the odds

» These letters first appeared to the 1820 re issue of 
Currie’s edition.



LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

of the quality of land, and consequently stretch 
us much beyond what, in the event, we will 
be found able to pay. We are also nquch at a 
loss for want of proper methods in our im
provements of farming. Necessity compels 
us to leave our old schemes, and few of us 
have opportunities of being well informed in 
new ones. In short, my dear sir, since the 
unfortunate beginning of this American war, 
and its as unfortunate conclusion, this country 
has been, and still is, decaying very fasti. 
Even in higher life, a couple of our Ayrshire 
noblemen, and the major part of our knights 
and squires, are all insolvent. A miserable 
job of a Douglas, Heron & Co.’s Bank, which 
no doubt you have heard of, has undone num
bers of them; and imitating English and 
French, and other foreign luxuries and fop
peries, has ruined as many more. There is a 
great trade of smuggling carried on along our 
coasts, which, however destructive to the 
interests of the kingdom at large, certainly 
enriches this corner of it; but too often at the 
expense of our morals. However, it enables 
individuals to make, at least for a time, a 
splendid appearance ; but Fortune, as is usual 
with her when she is uncommonly lavish of 
her favours, is generally even with them at 
the last; and happy were it for numbers of 
them if she would leave them no worse than 
when she found them.

“ My mother sends you a small present of a 
cheese; ’tis but a very little one, as our last 
year’s stock is sold off; but if you could fix on 
any correspondent in Edinburgh or Glasgow, 
we would send you a proper one in the season. 
Mrs. Black promises to take the cheese under 
her care so far, and then to send it to you by 
the Stirling carrier.

“ I shall conclude this long letter with 
assuring you, that I shall be very happy to 
hear from you, or any of our friends in your 
country, when opportunity serves. My father 
sends you, probably for the last time in this 
world, his warmest wishes for your welfare and 
happiness ; and my mother and the rest of the 
family desire to enclose their compliments to 
you, Mrs. Burness, and the rest of your family, 
along with, —Dear Sir, youraffectionate Cousin, 

“Robebt Bubness.”

In the second of these letters, the poet

31

announces the death of his father. It is dated 
Lochlea, 17th February, 1784.

“Deab Cousin,—I would have returned 
you my thanks for your kind favour of the 
13th December sooner, had it not been that I 
waited to give you anaccountof that melancholy 
event, which, for some time past, we have 
from day to day expected. On the 13th curt. 
I lost the best of fathers. Though, to be sure, 
we have had long warning of the impending 
stroke, still the feelings of nature claim their 
part; and I cannot recollect the tender en
dearments and parental lessons pf the best of 
friends and the ablest of instructors, without 
feeling what perhaps the calmer dictates of 
reason would partly condemn. I hope my 
father’s friends in your country will not let 
their connection in this place die with him. 
For my part, I shall ever with pleasure—with 
pride, acknowledge my connection with those 
who were allied by the ties of blood and friend
ship to a man whose memory I will ever honour 
and revere. I expect, therefore, my dear sir, 
you will not neglect any opportunity of letting 
me hear from you, which will ever very much 
oblige. —My dear Cousin, yours sincerely,

“Robebt Bubness.”

Among other evils from which the excellent 
William Burnes thus escaped, was an afflic
tion that would, in his eyes, have been severe. 
Our youthful poet had not, as he confesses, 
Come unscathed out of the society of those per
sons of “ liberal opinions" with whom he con
sorted in Irvine; and he expressly attributes 
to their lessons, the scrape into which he fell 
soon after “he put his hand to the plough 
again." He was compelled, according to the 
then all but universal custom of rural parishes 
in Scotland, to do penance in church, before 
the congregation, in consequence of the birth 
of an illegitimate child; and whatever may be 
thought of the propriety of such exhibitions, 
there can be no difference of opinion as to the 
culpable levity with which he describes the 
nature of his offence, and the still more repre
hensible bitterness with which, in his Epistle 
to Rankine, he inveighs against the clergymen, 
who, in rebuking him, only performed what 
was then a regular part of the clerical duty, 
and a part of it that could never have been at

<
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all agreeable to the worthy man whom he 
satirizes under the appellation of “Daddie 
Auld."1 The “ Poet’s Welcome to an Illegiti
mate Child ” was composed on the same occa
sion—a piece in which some very manly feel
ings are expressed, along with others which 
it can give no one pleasure to contemplate. 
There is a song in honour of the same occasion, 
or a similar one about the same period, the 
“Rantin’ Dog the Daddie o’t,” which exhibits 
the poet as glorying, and only glorying, in his 
shame.

When I consider his tender affection for the 
surviving members of his own family, and the 
reverence with which he ever regarded the 
memory of the father whom he had so recently 
buried, I cannot believe that Hums has thought 
fit to record in verse all the feelings which 
this exposure excited in his bosom. “To 
waive (in his own language) the quantum of the 
sin,” he who, two years afterwards, wrote the

“Cottar’s Saturday Night,” had not, we may 
be sure, hardened his heart to the thought of 
bringing additional sorrow and unexpected 
shame to the fireside of a widowed toother. 
But his false pride recoiled from letting his 
jovial associates guess how little he was able 
to drown the whispers of the still small voice; 
and the fermenting bitterness of a mind ill at 
ease within itself, escaped (as may be too often 
traced in the history of satirists) in the shape 
of angry sarcasms against others, who, what
ever their private errors might be, had at least 
done him no wrong.

It is impossible not to smile at one item of 
consolation which Bums proposes to himself 
on this occasion :—

—The mflir they talk, I’m kend the better; known 
E'en let them clash 1 gossip

This is indeed a singular manifestation of 
“ the last infirmity of noble minds. ’’

CHAPTER III.
(Removal to Mossgiel :-theological discussions:-Church parties-the New-Lighta and Auld-Llghts:- 

Gavin Hamilton—his feud with Mr. Auld:—Dr. Macglll’s case:—the “Twa Herds:"—"lloly Willie's 
Prayer:"—the “Ordination," “Kirk's Alarm," and “Holy Fair:"— “Epistle to Davie," and first idea of 
becoming an a*hor; Gilbert's account of this period s poems “ Dr. Hornbook : "-the inequality of human 
conditionLife and Age of Man:”—the “Cottar's Saturday Night" and “Holy Fair:’’—West Indian 
project :—Highland Mary :—Jean Armour :—acknowledgment of marriage :—birth of twins :—legal -stepe 
taken to secure his children’s maintenance.]

The utitr that rules my luckless lot»
Has fated me the russet coat,
And damn'd my fortune to the groat :

But in requit,
Has bless'd me wi' a random shot 

O' coiiatry wit.

Three months before thcAdeath of William 
Buraes, Robert and Gilbert took the farm of 
Mossgiel, in thé neighbouring parish of Mauch- 
line, with the view of providing a shelter 
for their parents in the storm, which they 
had seen gradually thickening, and knew 
must soon burst ; and to this place the whole 
family removed on William’s death.1 “ It was

1 There is much humour in some of the verses ; as, 
Twus ae nicht lately in my fun,
I gaed a roving wi’ my gun, went
An' brought a paitrick to the grun', partridge 

A bonnie hen,
And, as the twilight was begun,

Thought nane wad ken, 4c.
3 [The farm of Mossgiel (originally Mossgavel),

stocked by the property and individual savings 
of the whole family (says Gilbert), and was

whidi consisted of 118 acres, the rent being £90, is 
situated about a mile from Mauchline, on the road 
to Tarbolton and Irvine. Two other farms also bear 
the same name, being distinguished respectively as 
West Mossgiel and South Mossgiel, while the farm 
on which the poet resided is known as East Mossgiel. 
It occupies the summit of a ridge which separates 
the valley of the Ayr from that of the Cessnock and 
commands views of much scenic beauty. The house, 
in the poet's day, consisted of a one-storied cottage, 
and though called “the auld clay biggin," in the 
“Vision," was well built, having been erected by 
Gavin Hamilton, who was the principal tenant, as a 
pleasant country retreat for himself and his family. It 
was on the usual plan of farm-houses of the day, and 
consisted of a “ but and ben" (kitchen and parlour), 
with a garret above, to which a trap-stair gave access, 
in the lobby behind the door. The garret was divided 
into three small apartments, two of which were used 
as bed-rooms and the third as a lumber-room. The 
middle apartment of the three, lighted by a skylight



t, we may 
thought of 
ncxpected 
d toother, 
etting his 

was able 
nail voice; 
nind ill at 
e too often 
the shape 

rho, what- 
ad at least

ne item of 
to himself

er; known

station of

Id-Lights : — 
oly Willie's 
Hi st idea ot 
ty ot human 
Vest Indian 
legal steiis

liai savings 
and was

leing £90, is 
on the road 
ms also liear 
peetively as 
ile the farm 
ist Mossgiel. 
■Ii separates 
essnoek and 
The house, 

led cottage, 
gin," in the 

erected liy 
tenant, as a 
is family. It 
the day, and 
ud parlour), 
gave access 
was divided 

:h were used 
-room. The 
iy a skylight





MOSSGXXL FARM HOUSE
NEAR MAWCHLtNE

BLefikle 8r Son. London.. 01*»g-jw. & EdinJburgh



a joint concern i 
of the family > 
for the labour he 
brother’s allowai 
annum each. Ai 
family concern li 
preceding period : 
never, in any on 
income. ”

“ I entered or 
" with a full reso 
wise. I read f 
crops, I attcndet 
spite of the devil,
I believe 1 shouli 
the first year, fr< 
seed, the second, 
half our crops, 
and I returned 
the sow that toas 
the mire."

“ At the time 
tion of becoming 
bert, “a little b 
purpose cxprcssei 
fanning mcmorai 
raw I urns arc cui 
adds, “and a 
reader." 3—Speci 
as follows :—
window placed In 
room of the two bro 
tallied a small taht 
his most famous p 
productions were si 
was the celebrated 
scene of “ Coila's " 
1850 great alteratlo 
was completely gu 
that the present su 
Ing bears little rei 
sheltered the poet i 
original structure 
old walls, which rei 
outhouses which f< 
are all modern. 01 
till 1800, when he i 
shire, a farm belonf 
burn.]

i [When William 
eldest daughters n 
for arrears of wage 
Imperfectly stocked 
than their Joint sai

« Letter to Dr. M
* [This quotation 

not In those of GUI



LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 33

a joint concern among us.1 Every member 
of the family was allowed ordinary wages 
for the labour he performed on the farm. My 
brother's allowance and mine was £7 per 
annum each. And during the whole time this 
family concern lasted, as well as during the 
preceding period at Lochlea, Robert’s expenses 
never, in any one year, exceeded his slender 
income.’1 .

“I entered on this farm," says the poet,1 
“ with a full resolution, Come, go to, I will be 
wise. I read farming books, I calculated 
crops, I attended markets, and, in short, in 
spite of the devil, and the icorld, and the flesh, 
I believe 1 should have been a wise man ; but 
the first year, from unfortunately buying bad 
seed, the second, from a late harvest, we lost 
half our crops. This overset all my wisdom, 
and I returned like the dog to his vomit, and 
the soxo that teas tcashed, to lier wallowing in 
the mire. ”

“ At the time that our poet took the resolu
tion of becoming wise, he procured,” says Gil
bert, “a little book of blank paper, with the 
purpose expressed on the first page, of making 
farming memorandums. Theseflarming memo
randums are curious enough,” Gilbert slyly 
adds, “and a specimen may gratify the 
reader.’’3—Specimens accordingly he gives, 
as follows :—
window placed In the sloping root, formed the lied- 
room of the two brothers Robert and GIIIm*rt, and con
tained a small table at which the poet wrote many ot 
his most famous pieces, with a drawer In whicli-hls 
productions were stored. The ‘1 ben " end of the house 
was the celebrated "spence" of the “Vision," the 
scene of “ Colla s " Inspiratory visit to the bard. In 
1859 great alterations were made upon the house. It 
was completely gutted, and a story added to It, so 
that the present substantial thro-storled slated build
ing bean little resemblance to the dwelling which 
sheltered the poet and his family. No portion of the 
original structure now remains except the shell of 
old walls, which reach half-way up the preaent. The 
outhouses which fonn an angle round a paved court 
are all modern. Gilbert Bums continued on the farm 
till 1800, when he removed to Dinning, In Dumfries
shire, a farm belonging to Sir C. 8. Men tcatli of Close- 
bum.)

1 (When William Bumea died hla sons and the two 
eldest daughters ranked as créditera of their father 
for arrears of wages. The farm must have been very 
Imperfectly stocked If they had no more to start with 
than their joint savings.)

• Letter to Dr. Moore.
* (This quotation Is In Dr. Currie's own words, and 

not In those of Gilbert Bums as stated In the text.)

0 why the deuce should I repine 
And be an ill-foreboder?

I'm twenty-three, and five foot nine—
I ll go and be a sodger, Ac.

0 leave novells, ye Mauchline belles,
Ye're safer at your spinning wheel ;
Such witching hooks are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks—like Rob Mossgiel.
Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons,
They make your youthful fancies reel,
They heat your veins, and Are your brains,
And then ye're prey for Rob Mossgiel, Ac. Ac.

The four years during which Burns resided 
on this cold and ungrateful farm of Mossgiel, 
were the most important of his life. It was 
then that his genius developed its highest 
energies; on the works produced in those 
years his fame was first established, and must 
ever continue mainly to rest : it was then also 
that his personal character came out in all its 
brightest lights, and in all but its darkest 
shadows; and indeed, from the commence
ment of this period, the history of the man 
may be traced, step by step, in his own im
mortal writings.

Burns now began to know that Nature had 
meant him for a poet ; and diligently, though 
as yet in secret, he laboured in what he felt 
to be his destined vocation. Gilbert continued 
for some time to be his chief, often indeed his 
^nly confidant ; and anything «ore interesting 
and delightful than thiscxcellent man’saccount 
of the manner in which the poems included in 
the first of his brother’s publications were 
composed, is certainly not to be found in the 
annals of literary history.

The reader has already seen, that long before 
the earliest of them was known beyond the 
domestic circle, the strength of Burns’s under
standing, and the keenness of his wit, as dis
played in his ordinary conversation, and more 
particularly at masonic meetings and debating 
clubs (of which he formed one in Mauchline, 
on the Tarbolton model, immediately on his 
removal to Mossgiel), had made his name 
known to some considerable extent in the 
country about Tarbolton, Mauchline, and 
Irvine; and thus prepared the way for his 
poetry. Professor Walker gives an anecdote 
on this head, which must not be omitted : 
Bums already numbered several clergymen 
among his acquaintances; indeed, we know 
from himself, that at this period he was not a
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little flattered, and justly «0, no question, with 
being ]>ennitted to mingle occasionally in their 
society.1 One of these gentlemen told the 
professor, that after entering on the clerical 
profession, he had repeatedly met Hums in 
company, “where," said he, “the acuteness 
and originality displayed by him, the depth 
of his discernment, the force of his expressions, 
and the authoritative energy of his understand
ing, had created a sense of his power, of the 
extent of which I was unconscious, till it was 
revealed to me by accident. On the occasion 
of my second ap|iearance in the pulpit, I «une 
with an assured and tranquil mind, ami though 
a few persons of education were present, ad
vanced some length in the serv ice with my con
fidence and self-possession unimpaired; but 
when 1 saw Burns, who was of a different 
parish, unexpectedly enter the church, I was 
affected with a tremor hml embarrassment, 
which suddenly apprised me of the impression 
which my mind, unknown to itself, had pre
viously received.” The professor adds, that 
the person who had thus unconsciously been 
measuring the stature of the intellectual giant 
was not only a man of good talents and educa
tion, but “remarkable for a more than ordi
nary portion of constitutional firmness."1

Every Scotch peasant who makes any pre
tension to understanding, is a theological 
critic—at least such tow the case—and Bums, 
no doubt, had long ere this time distinguished 
himself considerably among those liard-headed 
groups that may usually be seen gathered to
gether in the churchyard after the service is 
over. It may be guessed, that from the time 
of his residence at Irvine, his strictures were 
too often delivered in no reverent vein. 
“Polemical divinity,” says he to l)r. Moore, 
in 1787, “about this time, was putting the 
country half mad.11 and I, ambitious of shining

1 Letter to Dr. Moore, »nb 111 if It)
• Ute prefixed to Morison's Burnt, p. xlix. [The 

clergyman here referred to Is Dr. Alexander Niven, 
afterward» minister of Dunkeld thorn 1*5$. died IS»), 
then a young licentiate of divinity, acting a» tutor in 
the family of Hamilton of Sundruiu, in the parish of 
Coylton. ]

* The following account of the BnrAaniltt, a act of 
fanatics, now forgogten. who made much noise in the 
south and west » Scotland, about the period in 
question. I» taken from one of the poet s letters to 
his cousin (Mr Humes of MontroecV with which I 
have I«ceo favoured since this narrative was first

in conversation-parties on Sundays, at funerals, 
&c., used to puzzle Calvinism with so much 
heat and indiscretion, that I raised the hue 
and cry of heresy against me, which has not 
ceased to this hour." There are some plain 
allusions to this matter in Mr. David Sillar's 
letter, already quoted ; and a friend has told 
Allan Cunningham “that he first saw Bums 
on the afternoon of the Monday of a Mauchline 
sacrament, lounging on horseback at the door 
of a public-house, holding forth on religious 
topics to a whole crowd of country people, who 
presently became so much shocked with his

published. It I»dated Mossgiel. August. 17S4. "We 
have liecn surprised with one of the most extra
ordinary phenomena In the moral world, which, I 
dare say, haa happened In the course of this last 
century. ’ We have had a party of the Presbytery 
Relief, as they mil themselves, for some time In this 
country . A pretty thriving society of them haa been 
In the burgh of Irvine for some years past, till about 
two years ago, a Mrs. ltuchan from (llasgow came 
and liegan to spread some fanatical notions of religion 
among them, and. In a short time, made many con
verts among them, and, among others, their iwvacher, 
one Mr. Whyte, who, UJKUI that account, has been 
suspended and formally deposed by his brethren, 
lie continued, however, to preach iu private to his 

I party, and was supported, both he. and their spiritual 
mother, as they affect to call old Buchan, by the 
contributions of the rest, several of whom were In 
good circumstances ; till, hi spring last, the populace 
rose and mobbed the old leader Buchan, and put her 
out of the town ; on which, all her followers volun
tarily quitted the place likewise, and w ith such pre
cipitation, that many of them never shut their doors 
tiehind them; one left a washing on the green, another 
a cow bellowing at the crib without meat, or any 
body to mind lier ; and, after several stages, they are 
fixed at present in the neighbourhood of Dumfries. 
Their tenets are a strange jumble of enthusiastic 
jargon; among others, she pretends to give them the 
Holy tihoet by breathing on them, which she does 
with postures and practices that are seandalously 
indecent; they hare likewise disposed of all their 
effects, and hold a community of good*, and live 
nearly an idle life, carrying on a great fane of pre
tended devotion in barns and woods, where they 
lodge and lie all together, and hold likewise a com
munity of women, as It Is another of their tenets that 
they can commit no moral sin. I am personally ac
quainted with most of them, and 1 can assure you 
the above mentioned are facts."

IKlspeth Simpson or Buchan was a native of Banff, 
and was bom in 1738, and married Roliert Buchan, 
a painter in Glasgow. In 1779 she twgan to prophesy 
the end of the world, and In 1782 she joined Whyte 
in Irvine a few months after Bums had left that 
town. The last of her disciples died In Crochet font, 
Kirkcudbrightshire, in 1846. and had the bones of 
“ Lucky* Buchan interred with him.)
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levities, that they fairly hissed him from the 
ground."

To understand Burns’s situation at this 
time, at once patronized by a number of clergy
men, and attended with “a hue and cry of 
heresy," we must remember his own words, 
that “polemical divinity was putting the 
country half mad. " Of both the parties which, 
ever since the Revolution of 1688, have pretty 
equally divided the Church of Scotland, it so 
hap|<ened that some of the most zealous and 
conspicuous leaders and partisans were then 
opposed to each other, in constant warfare, in 
this particular district ; and their feuds lining 
of course taken up among their congregations, 
and spleen and prejudice at work, even more 
furiously in the cottage than in the mouse, he 
who, to the annoyance of the one set of belli
gerents, could talk like Burns, might count 
pretty surely—with whatever alloy his wit hap
pened to be mingled, in whatever sha|>e the 
precious “circulating mod iuin" might lie cast— 
on the applause and countenance of the enemy. 
And it is needless to add, they were the less 
scrupulous sect of the two that ciyoyed the 
co-operation, such as it was then, and far more 
important, as in the sequel it came to be, of 
our poet.

William Bumcs, as we have already seen, 
though a most exemplary and devout man, 
entertained opinions very difterent front those 
which commonly obtained among the rigid 
Calvinists of his district The worthy and 
pious old man himself, therefore, hail not im- 
pmliahlv infused into his son's mind its first 
prejudice against these persons; though, had 
he lived to witness the manner in w hich Robert 
assailed them, there ran be no doubt his sorrow 
would have equalled his anger. The jovial 
spirits with whom Burns associated at Irvine, 
and afterwards, were of course habitual (lenders 
of the manners, as well as the tenets of the

Orthodox, orthodox, whs believe in John Knox.

We have already observed the effect of the 
young poet's own first collision with the ruling 
powers of Vresbyterian discipline ; but it was 
in the very act of settling at Mossgiel that 
Burns formed the connection, which, more 
than any circumstance besides, influenced him 
as to the matter now in question. The farm 
belonged to the estate of the Earl of Loudoun,

but the brothers held it on a sub-lease from 
Mr. Gavin Hamilton, writer («.e. attorney), 
in Mauchline, a man, by every account, of 
engaging manners, open, kind, generous, and 
high-spirited, between whom and Robert 
Burns, in spite of considerable inequality of 
condition, a doue and intimate friendship was 
ere long formed. Just about this time it 
happened that Hamilton was at open feud 
with Mr. Auld, the minister of Mauchline 
(the same who had already rebuked the poet), 
and the ruling elders of the parish, in conse
quence of certain irregularities in his personal 
conduct and deportment, which, according to 
the usual strict notions of kirk-discipline, were 
considered as fairly demanding the vigorous 
interference of these authorities. The notice 
of this person, his own landlord, and, as it 
would seem, one of the principal inhabitants 
of the village of Mauchline at the time, must, 
of course, liave been very flattering to our 
polemical young farmer. He espoused Gavin 
Hamilton's quarrel warmly. - Hamilton was 
naturally enough disposed to mix up'iis personal 
affair with the standing controversies whereon 
Auld was at variance with a large and power
ful body of his brother clergymen ; and by 
degrees the Mauchline writer's ardent proh'tfé 
came to be as vehemently interested in the 
church-polities of Ayrshire, as he could have 
been in politics of another order, had he hap
pened to be a freeman of some ojien borough, 
and his patron a candidate for the honour of 
representing it in St. Stephen's.

Vromek has been severely criticised for some 
details of Gavin Hamilton’s dissensions with 
his parish minister;1 but perhaps it might 
have been well to limit the censure to the 
tone and spirit of the narrative,* since there is 
no doubt that these petty squabbles had a 
large share in directing the early energies of 
Burns's poetical talents. Even in the west of 
Scotland, such matters would hardly excite 
much notice nowadays, but they were quite 
enough to produce a world of vexation and 
controversy forty years ago ; and the English 
reader, to whom all such details are denied, 
will certainly never be able to comprehend 
cither the merits or the demerits of many of 
Burns’s most remarkable productions. Since

' Edinburgh ftcricic, vol. xlil. p. 273.
* Rtlu/uet, p. 164, Ac.
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I have touched oft this matter at all, I may aa 
well add, that Hamilton’s family, though pro
fessedly adhering (as, indeed, if they were to 
be Christians at all in that district, they must 
needs have done) to the Presbyterian Estab
lishment, had always lain under a strong sus
picion pf Episcopalianism. Gavin's great 
grandfather had been curate of Kirkoswald ins 
the troubled times that preceded the Revolu
tion, and incurred great and lasting popular 
hatred, in consequence of being supposed to 
have had a principal hand in bringing a 
thousand of the “Highland host" into that 
region in 1677-8. The district was commonly 
said not to have entirely recovered the effects 
of that savage visitation in less than a hundred 
years ; and the descendants and representatives 
of the Covenanters, whom the curate of Kirk
oswald had the reputation at least of persecut
ing, were commonly supposed to regard with 
anything rather ' than ready good-will, his 
descendant, the witty writer of Mauchline. 
A well-nursed prejudice of this kind was likely 
enough to be met by counter-spleen, and 
such seems to have been the truth of the case. 
The lapse of another generation has sufficed 
to wipe out every trace of feuds, that were 
still abundantly discernible, in the days when 
Ayrshire first began to ring with the equally 
zealous applause and vituperation of—

Poet Bums,
And his priest-skelping turns.

It is impossible to look back now to the 
civil war, which then raged among the church
men of the west of Scotland, without confess- 

- ing, that on either side there was much to 
( regret, and not a little to blame. Proud and 

haughty spirits were unfortunately opposed to 
each other ; anil in the superabundant display 
of «real as to doctrinal points, neither party 
seems to have mingled much of the charity of 
the Christian temper. The whole exhibition 
was most unlovely—the spectacle of such 
indecent violence among the leading ecclesi
astics of the district, acted unfavourably on 
many men’s rqinds—and no one can doubt, 
that in the at best unsettled state of Robert 
Burns’s principles, the unhappy effect must 
have been powerful indeed as to him.

Macgill and Dalrymple, the two ministers of 
the town of Ayr, had long been suspected of

entertaining heterodox opinions on several 
points, particularly the doctrine of original 
sin and the Trinity; and the former at length 
published an essay, which was considered as 
demanding the notice of the church courts. 
More than a year was spent in the discussioiy 
which arose out of this; and at last Ur. Macgill 
was fain to acknowledge his errors, and promise 
that lie would take an early opportunity of 
apologizing for them to his own congregation 
from the pulpit—which promise, however, he 
never performed. The gentry of the country 
took, for the most part, the side of Macgill, 
who was a man of cold unpopular manners, 
but of unrepronchdl moral character, and pos
sessed of some accomplishments, though cer
tainly not of distinguished talents. The bulk 
of the lower orders espoused, with far more 
fervid zeal, the cause of those who conducted 
the prosecution against this erring doctor. 
Gavin Hamilton and all persons of his stamp, 
were of course on the side of Macgill ; Auld, 
and the Mauchline elders, were his enemies. 
Mr. Robert Aiken, a writer in Ayr, a man of 
remarkable talents, particularly in public 
speaking, had the principal management of 
Macgill’s cause before the presbytery, and, 1 
believe, also before the synod. He was an 
intimate friend of Hamilton, and through him 
had alxmt this time formed an acquaintance, 
which soon ripened into a warm friendship, 
with Bums. Bums, therefore, was from the 
beginning a zealous, as in the end he was per
haps the moat effective, partisan of the side 
on which Aiken had staked so much of his 
reputation. Macgill, Dalrymple, and their 
brethren, suspected, with more or less justice, 
of leaning to heterodox opinions, are the 
“New Light” pastors of his earliest satires.

The prominent antagonists of these men, 
and chosen champions of the “Auld Light’’ in 
Ayrshire, it must now be admitted on all hands, 
presented, in many particulars of personal con
duct and demeanour, as broad a mark as ever 
tempted the shafts of a satirist. These men 
prided themselves on being the legitimate and 
undcgcncratc descendants and representatives 
of the haughty Puritans, who chiefly conducted 
the overthrow of Popery in Scotland, and who 
mled for a time, anil would fain have continued 
to rale, over both king and people, with a more 
tyrannical dominion that ever the Catholic
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priesthood itself had been able to exercise 
amidst that high-spirited nation. With the 
horrors of the l’apal system for ever in their 
mouths, these men were in fact as bigoted 
monks, and almost as relentless inquisitors, in 
their hearts, as ever wore cowl and cord— 
austere and ungracious of aspect, coarse and 
repulsive of address and manners—very Phari
sees as to the lesser matters of the law, and 
many of them, to all outward appearance at 
least, overflowing with pharisaical self-conceit 
as well as monastic bile. That admirable 
qualities lay concealed under this ungainly 
exterior, and mingled with and checked the 
worst of these gloomy passions, no candid man 
will permit himself to doubt ; and that Burns 
has grossly overcharged his portraits of them, 
deepening shadows that were of themselves 
sufficiently dark, and excluding altogether 
those brighter, and perhaps softer, traits of 
character, which redeemed the originals within 
the sympathies of many of the worthiest and 
liest of men, seems equally clear. Their bit
terest enemies dared not at least to bring 
against them, even when the feud was at its 
height of fervour, charges of that heinous sort, 
which they fearlessly, and I fear justly, pre
ferred against their antagonists. No one ever 
accused them of signing the articles, adminis
tering the sacraments, and eating the bread of 
a Church whose fundamental doctrines they 
disbelieved, and, by insinuation at least, dis
avowed.

The law of church patronage was another 
subject on which controversy ran high and 
furious in the district at the same period ; the 
actual condition of things on this head being 
upheld by all the men of the New Light, and 
condemned as equally at variance with the 
precepts of the gospel and the rights of free
men by not a few of the other party, and, in 
particular, by certain conspicuous zealots in 
the immediate neighbourhood of Bums. While 
this warfare raged, there broke out an intes
tine discord within the ramp of the faction 
which he loved not Two of the foremost 
leaders of the Auld Light party quarrelled 
about a question of parish boundaries; the 
matter was taken up in the Presbytery of 
Irvine, and there, in the open court, to which 
the announcement of the discussion had drawn 
a multitude of the country people, and Bums 
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among the rest, the reverend divines, hitherto 
sworn friends and associates, lost all command 
of temper, and abused each other coram populo, 
with a fiery virulence of personal invective, 
such as has long been banished from all popu
lar assemblies, wherein the laws of courtesy 
are enforced by those of a certain unwritten 
code. tv.„

“The first of my poetic offspring that saw- 
the light,” says Bums, “was a burlesque 
lamentation on a quarrel between two reverend 
Calvinists, both of them dramati» pertonœ in 
my ‘ Holy Fair. ’ I had a notion myself that 
the piece had some merit ; but to prevent the 
worst, I gave a copy of it to a friend who was 
very fond of such things, and told him I could 
not guess who was the author of it, but that I 
thought iLgiretty clever. With a certain de
scription df the clergy, as well as laity, it met 
with a roar of applause. ’’

This was the “ Holy Tuilzie, or Twa Herds, ” 
a piece not given either by Currie or Gilbert 
Burns, though printed by Mr. Paul,1 and 
omitted, certainly for no very intelligible 
reason, in editions where the “Holy Fair,” 
the “Ordination," &c. found admittance. The 
two herd*, or pastors, were Mr. Moodie, minister 
of Iliccarton, and that favourite victim of 
Bums’s, John Russell, then minister at Kilmar
nock, and afterwards of Stirling.8 r

“ From this time,” Burns says, “I began to 
be known in the country as a maker of rhymes.
. . . ‘ Holy Willie’s Prayer’ next made its 
appearance, and alarmed the kirk-session so 
much, that they held several meetings to look 
over their spiritual artillery, and see if any of 
it might be pointed against profane rhymers "
—: and to a place among profane rhymers, 
the author of this terrible infliction had un
questionably established his right. Sir Walter <r 
Scott speaks of it as “a piece of satire more 
exquisitely severe than any which Burns ever 
afterwards wrote—but unfortunately cast in a 
form too daringly profane to be received into 
Dr. Currie’s collection. ’’8 Burns’s reverend ' 
editor Mr. Paul, nevertheless, presents “Holy

* (Currie’s edition, as already mentioned, was 
published in 1800. The eighth edition of this was 
published in 1820 with additions by Gilbert Burns.

, (The Rev. Hamilton Paul's edition came out in 1819.]
* See note to the “ Twa Herds."
» Quarterly Review, No. I. p. 22.

3
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Willie’s Prayer" at full length;1 and even 
calls on the friends of religion to bless the 
memory of the poet who took syh a judicious 
method of “leading the liberal mind to a 
rational view of the nature of prayer. "

“This,” says that hold commentator, “was 
not only the prayer of Holy Willie, but it is 
merely the metrical version of eVery prayer 
that is offered up by those who call themselves 
the pure reformed Church of Scotland. In the 
course of his reading and polemical warfare, 
Bums embraced and defended the opinions of 
Taylor of Norwich, Macgill, and that school 
of divines. He could not reconcile his mind 
to that picture of the Being, whose very essence 
is love, which is drawn by the high Calvinists, 
or the representatives of the Covenanters— 
namely, that he is disposed to grant salvation 
to none but^a few of their sect; that the whole 
Pagan world, the disciples jof Mahomet, the 
Roman Catholics, the Lutherans,\and even the 
Calvinists who differ from them in certain 
tenets, must, like Korah, Datlian, and Abiram, 
descend to the pit of perdition, man, woman, 
and child, without the possibility'of' escape; 
but such are the identical doctrines of the 
Cameronians of the present day, and such was 
Holy Willie’s style of prayer. The hypocrisy 
and dishonesty of the man, who was at the 
time a reputed saint, were perceived by the 
discerning penetration of Burns, and to expo*? 
tliem he comiilered it hi» duty. The terrible 
view of the Deity exhibited in that able pro
duction is precisely the same view which is 
given to Him, in different words, by many 
devout preachers at present They inculcate, 
that the greatest sinner is the greatest favourite 
of Heaven—that a reformed bawd is more ac
ceptable to the Almighty than a pure virgin, 
who has hardly ever transgressed even in 
thought—that the lost sheep alone will be 
saved, and tha,t the ninety-and-nine out of the 
hundred will be left in the wilderness, to 
l*erish without mercy—that the Saviour of

11 leave this passage as It stood originally; but am 
happy In having It In my power to add, on Mr. Paul a 
own authority, that lie had no hand either in select
ing the (stems for the edition in question, or superin
tending the printing of it. He merely contributed 
the brief memoir prefixed, and critical notes appended 
to it ; and 11 considered his contributions as a jeu- 
d etprxt." After this explanation, my text may safely 
be left to the Interpretation of every candid reader.

the world loves the elect, not from any lovely 
qualities which they possess, for they are hate
ful in his sight, but ‘he loves them because 
he loves them. ’ Such are the sentiments which 
are breathed by those who are denominated 
High Calvinists, and from which the soul of 
a poet who loves mankind, and who has not 
studied the system in all its bearings, recoils 
with horror. . . . The gloomy forbidding 
representation which they give of the Supreme 
Being, has a tendency to produce insanity, 
and lead to suicide. ’’1—Life of Burn».

Mr. Paul may be considered as expressing 
in the above, and in other passages of a similar 
tendency, the sentiments with which even the 
most audacious of Burns’s anti-Calvinistic 
satires were received among the Ayrshire 
divines of the New Light Tliat performances 
so blasphemous should have been, not only 
pardoned, but applauded by ministers of re
ligion, is a singular circumstance, which may 
go far to make the reader comprehend the 
exaggerated state of party feeling in Burns’s 
native county, at the period when he first 
appealed to the public ear; nor is it fair to 
pronounce sentence upon the young and reck
less satirist, without taking into consideration 
the undeniable fact—that in his worst offences 
of Sis kind, he was encouraged and abetted 
by those who, to say nothing more about their 
professional character ,fand authority, were 
almost the only [icrsons of liberal education 
whose society he had any opportunity of ap
proaching at the period in question. Hail 
Burns received, at this time, from his clerical 
friends and (nitrons, such advice as was ten
dered, when rather too late, by a layman who 
was as far from bigotry on religious subjects 
as any man in the world, this great genius 
might have made his firet approaches to the 
public notice in a very different character.
- “ I-et your bright talent*’’—(thus wrote the 
excellent John Ramsay of Ochtertyrc, in 
October, 1787)—“let those bright talents 
which the Almighty has licstowcd on you, be

* According to every accounts Holy Willie was no 
very coiislxtent character I find It stated in Cromeks 
MSS. that he met with Ilia death by falling, when 
drunk, Into a wet ditch; and Indeed tide story acenia 
to lie alluded to in more than one of Burns's own 
letters. (He waa also convicted of pilfering money 
from "the plate" used in taking up the church-door 
collectidna for the poor.]
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henceforth employed to the noble purpose of 
supporting the cause of truth and virtue. An 
imagination so varied and forcible as yours 
may do this in many different modes; nor is 
it necessary to be always serious, which you 
have been to good purpose ; good morals may 
he recommended in a comedy, or even in a 
song. Great allowances are due to the heat 
4pl inexperience of youth;—and few poets can 
lioast, like Thomson, of never having written 
a line, which, dying, they would wish to blot. 
In [larticular, I wish you to keep clear of the 
thoniy walks of satire, which makes a man an 
hundred enemies for one friend, and is doubly 
dangerous when one is supposed to extend the 
slips and weaknesses of individuals to their sect 
or party. About modes of faith, serious and 
excellent men have always differed ; and there 
arc certain curious questions, which may afford 
scope to men of metaphysical heads, but seldom 
mend the heart or temper. Whilst these 
points arc beyond human ken, it is sufficient 
that all our sects concur in their views of 
morals. You will forgive me for these hints." 
Few such hints, it is likely, ever reached his 
ears in the days when they might have been 
most useful—days of which the principal 
honours and distinctions are thus alluded by 
himself :—

/ I’ve been at drunken writers' feasts;
Nay, been bitch-fou niang godly priests. dead-

It is amusing to observe how soon even 
really bucolic hards learn the tricks of their 
trade : Hums knew already what lustre a com
pliment gains from being set in sarcasm, when 
lie made Willie call for special notice to

------ Gawn Hamilton's deserts,.............
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes; cards
Yet has sae rnoriy takin' arts

Wl" grit and sms',
Frae God s ain priests the people's hearts 

He steals sirs, Ac.

Nor is his other patron, Aiken, introduced 
with inferior skill, as having merited Willie’s 
most fervent execrations by his “glih-tongued" 
defence of the heterodox doctor of Ayr :

Lord ! visit them wha did employ him,
And fur thy people's sake destroy ’em.

Bums owed a compliment to this gentle
man’s elocutionary talents. “ I never knew

there was any merit in my poems, ” said he, 
‘‘until Mr. Aiken read them into repute.”

Encouraged by the “roar of applause" 
which greeted these pieces, thus orally pro
mulgated and recommended, he produced in 
succession various satires, wherein the same 
set of persons were lashed; as, the “Ordina
tion;" the “Kirk’s Alarm," Ac. 4c.; and 
last, and best undoubtedly, the “ Holy Fair,”1 
in which, unlike the others that have been 
mentioned, satire keeps its own place, and is 
subservient to the poetry of Bums. This 
was, indeed, an extraordinary performance; 
no partisan of any sect could whisper that 
malice had formed its principal inspiration, 
or that its chief attraction lay in the boldness 
with which individuals, entitled and accus
tomed to respect, were held up to ridicule ; it 
was acknowledged, amidst the sternest mutter- 
ings of wrath, that national manners were 
once more in the hands of a national poet; 
and hardly denied by those who shook their 
heads the most gravely over the indiscretions of 
particular passages, or even by those who justly 
regretted a too prevailing tone of levity in the 
treatment of a subject essentially solemn, that 
the Muse of “Christ’s Kirk on the Green” 
had awakened, after the slumber of ages, with 
all the vigour of her regal youth about her, in 
“the au Id clay biggin”’ of Mosagiel. The 
“ Holy Fair ” however, created admiration, not 
surprise, among the circle of domestic friends 
who had been admitted to watch the steps of 
his progress in an art, of which, beyond that 
circle, little or nothing was heard until the 
youthful poet produced at length a satirical 
masterpiece. It is not possible to reconcile 
the statements of Gilbert and others, as to 
some of the minutiae of the chronological 
history of Burns’s previous performances ; but 
there can be no doubt, that although from 
choice or accident his first provincial fame 
was that of a satirist, he had, some time before 
any of his philippics on the Auld Light di
vines made their appearance, exhibited to 
those who enjoyed his personal confidence, a 
range of imaginative power hardly inferior to 
what the “Holy Fair" itself displays; and,

1 [The “Holy Fair" was not “ the last" of the polem
ical satires ; It was written in August, 1785, the “ Ordi
nation "In Februarv 1786, and the “Kirk's Alarm" 
In August, 178 ).]
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at least, such a rapidly improving skill in 
poetical language and versification, as must 
have prepared them for witnessing, without 
wonder, even the most perfect specimens of 
his art.

Gilbert says, “that among the earliest of 
his poems” was the “Epistle to Davie,” and 
Mr. Walker believes that this was written 
very soon after the death of William Burnes. 
This piece is in the very intricate and diffi
cult measure of the “Cherry and the Slae;”1 
and, on the whole, the poet moves with ease 
and grace in his very unnecessary trammels ; 
but young poets are careless beforehand of 
difficulties which would startle the experi
enced ; and great poets may overcome any 
difficulties if they once grapple with them ; so 
that I should rather ground my distrust of 
Gilbert’s statement, if it must be literally 
taken, on the celebration of “Jean” with 
which the epistle terminates: and after all, 
she is celebrated in the concluding stanzas, 
which may have been added some time after 
the first draught The gloomy circumstances 
of the poet’s personal condition, as described 
in this piece, were common, it cannot be 
doubted, to all the years of his youthful his
tory; so that no particular date is to be 
founded upon these ; and if this was the first, 
certainly it was not the last occasion, on 
which Bums exercised his fancy in the col
ouring of the very worst issue that could at
tend a life of unsuccessful toil.

The last o’t, the warst o t
Is only just to beg—

But Gilbert’s recollections, however on trivial 
points inaccurate, will always be more inter
esting than anything that could be put in 
their place.

“Robert,” says he, “often composed without 
any regular plan. When anything made a 
strong impression on his mind, so as to rouse 
it to poetic exertion, he would give way to the 
impulse, and embody the thought in rhyme. 
If he hit on two or three stanzas to please him, 
he would then think of proper introductory, 
connecting, and concluding stanzas ; hence the 
middle of a poem was often first produced.

1 (That ts the “Cherry and the Sloe,"a Scottish poem 
by Alexander Montgomery, published in 1596.)

It was, I think, in summer, 1784,2 when, in 
the interval of harder labour, he and I were 
weeding in the garden ( kail-yard ), that he 
repeated to me the principal part of this 

j epistle (to Davie). I believe the first idea 
of Robert’s becoming an author was started on 
this occasion. I was much pleased with the 
epistle, and said to him I was of opinion it 
would bear being printed, and that it would 
be well received by people of taste ; that 1 
thought it at least equal, if not superior, to 
many of Allan Ramsay’s epistles ; and that 
the merit of these, and much other Scotch 
poetry, seemed to consist principally in the 
knack of the expression—but here, there was 
a strain of interesting sentiment, and the Scot
ticism of the language scarcely seemed affected, 
but appeared to be the natural language of the 
poet; that, besides, there was certainly some 
novelty in a poet pointing out the consolations 
that were in store for him when he should go 
a-begging. Robert seemed very well pleased 
with my criticism, and we talked of sending 
it to some magazine, but as this plan afforded 
no opportunity of knowing how it would take, 
the idea was dropped.

“It was, I think, in the winter following, as 
we were going together with carts for coal to 
the family (and I could yet point out the par
ticular spot), that the author first repeated to 
me the ‘Address to the Dell.' The curious 
/ilea of such an address was suggested to him, 

1 by running over in his mind the many ludi- 
I crous accounts and representations we have, 
i from various quarters, of this august personage.
| ‘ Death and Doctor Hornbook,’ though not 

published in the Kilmarnock edition, was pro
duced early in the year 1785. The school
master of Tarbolton parish, to eke up the 
scanty subsistence allowed to that useful class 

! of men, had set up a shop of grocery goods. 
Having accidentally fallen in with some med
ical books, and become most hohby-horsieally 
attached to the study of medicine, lie had 
added the sale of a few medicines to his little

! * It has I wen already mentioned that Rlllar removed
i from Tarlsdton to Irvine In 1784 ; which circumstance 

seems to confirm the account In the text. |Tlie poem 
I tears date January, 1785, but the concluding stanzas, 

| as the poem now appears, referring to the poet's con- 
I Bunting passion for Jean, must have I teen added after 
that date, as hie Intercourse with her would seem 

i not to have begun till April of that year.]
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trade.1 He had got a shop-bill printed, at the 
bottom of which, overlooking his own inca
pacity, he had advertised, that 1 Advice would 
lie given in common disorders at the shop 
gratis.’ Robert was at a mason-meeting in 
Tarbolton, when the dominie unfortunately 
made too ostentatious a display of his medical 
skill. As he parted in the evening from this 
mixture of pedantry and physic, at the place 
where he describes his meeting with Death, 
one of those floating ideas of apparitions, he 
mentions in his letter to Dr. Moore, crossed 
his mind ; this set him to work for the rest of 
the way home. These circumstances he re
lated when he repeated the verses to me next 
afternoon, as I was holding the plough, and 
he was letting the water off the field beside 
me. The ‘ Epistle to John lsipraik ’ was pro
duced exactly on the occasion described by 
the author. He says in that poem, ‘On 
Fasten-c’cn we had a rockin’.' 1 believe he 
has omitted the word rocking in the glos
sary. It is a term derived from those 
primitive times, when the country-women 
employed their spare hours in spinning on the 
rock or distaff. This simple implement is a 
very portable one, and well fitted to the social 
inclination of meeting in a neighbour’s house ; 
hcnccfthc phrase of going a-rocking, or with the 
rock. As the connection the phrase had with 
the implement was forgotten when the rock 
gave place to the spinning-wheel, the phrase 
came to be used by both sexes on social occa
sions, and men talk of going with their rocks 
as well as women. It was at one of these 
rocking« at our house, when we had twelve or 
fifteen young people with their rocks, thAt 
Lapraik's song beginning, ‘ When I upon thy 
bosom lean,'2 was sung, and we were informed 
who was the author. * The verses to the
Mouse' and ‘Mountain Daisy’ were com

posed on the occasions mentioned, and while

11 See notes appended to “Death and Doctor Horn
book."]

2 Burns was never a fastidious critic ; hut It Is not 
very easy to understand his admiration of Lapraik's 
poetry. Emboldened by Burns's success, he, too, 
published ; but the only one of his productions that 
is ever remembered now Is this ; and even this sur
vives chiefly because Bums has praised It. | It haa 
since lieen discovered that Lapraik filched the song 
almost In Its entirety from Ruddiman's Magazine. 
14th October, 1T7S. Bums, who gave It high praise, 
touched It up, and Inserted It In Johnson's Miiieum.]

the author was holding the plough; I could 
point out the particular spot where each waa 
composed. Holding the plough was a favour
ite situation with Robert for poetic composi
tions, and some of his best verses were produced 
while he was at that exercise. Several of the 
poems were produced for the purpose of bring
ing forward some favourite sentiment of the 
author. He used to remark to me, that he 
could not well conceive a more mortifying 
picture of human life, than a man seeking 
work. In casting about in his mind how this 
sentiment might be brought forward, the 
elegy, ‘Man was made to Mourn,’ was com
posed. Robert had frequently remarked to 
me, that he thought there was something 
peculiarly venerable in the phrase, ‘ Let us 
worship God,’ used by a decent sober head of a 
family introducing family worship. To this 
sentiment of the author the world is indebted 
for the ‘Cottar's Saturday Night.’ The hint 
of the plan and title of the poem were taken 
from Fergusson’s ‘ Farmer’s Ingle.’

“When Robert had not some pleasure in 
viqw, in which I was not thought fit to par
ticipate, we used frequently to walk together, 
when the weather was favourable, on the 
Sunday afternoons (those,precious breathing- 
times to the lalmuring part of the community), 
and enjoyed such Sundays as would make one 
regret to see their number abridged. It was 
in one of these walks that 1 first had the 
pleasure of hearing the author repeat the 
‘Cottar’s Saturday Night' 1 do not recollect 
to have read or heard anything by which 1 
was more highly electrified. The fifth and 
sixth stanzas, and the eighteenth, thrilled 
with peculiar ecstasy through my soul.”

The poems mentioned by Gilbert Bums in 
the above extract, are among the most popular 
of his brother’s performances ; and there may 
be a time for recurring to some of their peculiar 
merits as works of art It may be mentioned 
here, that John Wilson, alias Dr. Hornbook, 
was not merely compelled to shut up shop as 
an apothecary, or druggist rather, by the satire 
which bears his name ; but so irresistible was 
the tide of ridicule, that his pupils, one by one, 
deserted him, and he abandoned his school- 
craft also. Removing to Glasgow, and turning 
himself successfully to commercial pursuits, 
Dr. Hornbook survived the'local storm which
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he could not effectually withstand, and was 
often heard in his latter days, when waxing 
cheerful and communicative over a bowl of 
punch “in the Saltmarket,” to bleaa the lucky 
hour in which the dominie of Tarbolton pro
voked the castigation of Robert Bums. In 
those days the Scotch universities did not turn 
out doctors of physic by the hundred, accord
ing to the modem fashion introduced by the 
necessities of the French revolutionary war; 
Mr. Wilson’s was probably the only medicinc- 
chest from which salts and senna were distri
buted for the benefit of a considerable circuit 
of parishes; and hia advice, to say the least of 
the matter, was perhaps as good as could be 
had, for love or money, among the wise women 
who were the only rivals for his practice. The 
poem which drove him from Ayrshire was not, 
we may believe, either expected or designed 
to produce any such serious effect 1‘oor 
Hornbook and the poet were old acquaintances, 
and in some sort rival wits at the time in the 
mason-lodge.

In “Man was made to Mourn," whatever 
might be the casual idea that set the poet to 
work, it is but too evident that he wrote from 
the habitual feelings of his own bosom. The 
indignation with which he through life con
templated the inequality of human condition, 
and particularly,—and who shall say, with 
absolute injustice?—the contrast between his 
own worldly circumstances and intellectual 
rank, was never more bitterly, nor more loftily 
expressed, than in some of these stanzas :—

Sec yonder poor o'erlabour’d wight,
So abject, mean, and vile,

Who begs a brother ol the earth 
To give him leave to toll !

It I'm design'd yon lordling's slave—
By nature’s laws design'd- 

Why was an independent wish 
E'er planted in my mind?

The same feeling, strong, but triumphed 
over in the moment of inspiration, as it ought 
ever to have been in the plain exercise of such 
an understanding as his, may be read in every 
stanza of the “ Epistle to Davie"

It’s no in titles nor in rank,
It's no in wealth like Lon’on bank,

To purchase peace and rest ;
It’s no In books, It's no in lear, learning 

To mak ns truly blest. . .
V

Think ye, that such as you and I,
Wha drudge and drive through wet and dry, 

Wi’ never-ceasing toil ;
Think ye, are we less blest than they,
Wha scarcely tent us In their way heed

As hardly worth their while? . . ,
In “Man was made to Mourn," Burns 

appears to have taken many hints from an 
ancient ballad, entitled the “ Life and Age of 
Man," which begins thus:—

Upon the sixteenth hunder year of God, and flfty- 
three,

Frac Christ was born, that bought us dear as writings 
testifle :

On January, the sixteenth clay, as I did lie alone, 
With many a sigh and sob did say—Ah i man is made 

to mean !

" l had an old grand-uncle," says the poet, 
in one of his letters to Mrs. Dunlop, “with 
whom my mother lived in her girlish years ; 
the good old man, for such lie was, was blind 
long ere he died; during which time his high
est enjoyment was to sit down and cry, while 
my mother would sing the simple old song of 
the “ Life and Age of Man.”1

The “Cottar's Saturday Night" is, perhaps, 
of all Burns’s pieces, the one whose exclusion 
from the collection, were such things possible 
nowadays, would be the most injurious, if 
not to the genius, at least to the character, of 
the man. In spite of many feeble lines, and 
some heavy stanzas, it appears to me, that 
even his genius would suffer more in estima
tion, by being contemplated in the absence of 
this poem, than of any other single perform
ance he has left us. Loftier flights he cer
tainly has made, but in these he remained but 
a short while on the wing, and effort is too 
often perceptible; here the motion is easy, 
gentle, placidly undulating. There is more 
of the conscious security of power, than in any 
other of his serious pieces of considerable 
length; the whole luis the appearance of 
coming in a full stream from the fountain of 
the heart—a stream that soothes the ear, and 
has no glare on the surface. It is delightful 
to turn from any of the pieces which present 
so great a genius as writhing under an inevit
able burden, to this, where his buoyant energy 
seems not even to feel the pressure. The 
miseries of toil and penury, who shall affect

1 This ballad may be seen in Cromek’a Select Scot
tish Songs, preface to vol. I.
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to treat as unreal? Yet they shrink to small 
dimensions in the presence of a spirit thus ex
alted at once, and softened, by the pieties of 
virgin love, filial reverence, and domestic 
devotion.

That he who thus enthusiastically appre
hended, and thus exquisitely painted, the art
less beauty and solemnity of the feelings and 
thoughts that ennoble the life of the Scottish 
peasant, could witness observances in which 
the very highest of these redeeming influences 
are most powerfully and gracefully displayed, 
and yet describe them in a vein of unmixed 
merriment—that the same man should have 
produced the “Cottar’s Saturday Night” and 
the “Holy Fair "about the same time—will 
ever continue to move wonder and regret.

“The annual celebration of the sacrament 
of the Lord’s Supper in the rural parishes of 
Scotland, has much in it," says the unfortunate 
Heron, “of those old Popish festivals, in which 
superstition, traffic, and amusement, used to 
be strangely intermingled. Bums saw and 
seized in it one of the happiest qf all sub
jects to afford scope for the display of that 
strong and piercing sagacity, by which he could 
almost intuitively distinguish the reasonable 
from the absurd, and the becoming from the 1 

ridiculous; of that picturesque power of fancy 
which enables him to represent scenes, and per
sons, and groups, and looks, and attitudes, and 
gestures, in a manner almost as lively and im
pressive, even in words, as if all the artifices 
and energies of the pencil had Itccn employed; 
of that knowledge which he had necessarily 
acquired of the manners, passions, and preju
dices of the rustics around him ; of whatever 
was ridiculous, no less titan whatever was 
affectingly beautiful in rural life."1 This is 
very good so far as it goes; hut who ever dis
puted the exquisite graphic truth, so far as it j 
goes, of the poem to which the critic refers? 
The question remains as it stood; is there 
then nothing besides a strange mixture of 
superstition, traffic, and amusement, in the 
scene which such an annual celebration in a

1 Hcnm'» Memoirs of Burns (Edinburgh, 1787), p. 
M. [Robert Heron, a very prolific miscellaneous 
writer (born 1764, died 1807), wrote one of the earliest 
memoirs of Burns's life, published In1f97. He was 
a man of decided talent if not genius, but his life 
was marred by his own unsteadiness and eccentricity. 1 ,

rural parish of Scotland presents? Does 
nothing of what is “affectingly beautiful in 
rural life ” make a part in the original which 
was before the poet’s eyes? Were “Supersti
tion,” “Hypocrisy,” and “Fun,” the only 
influences which he might justly have imper
sonated? It would be hard, I think, to speak 
so even of the old Popish festivals to which 
Mr. Heron alludes; it would be hard, surely, 
to say it of any festival in which, mingled as 
they may be with sanctimonious pretenders, 
and surrounded with giddy groups of onlookers, 
a mighty multitude of devout men are assem
bled for the worship of God, beneath the open 
heaven, and above the tombs of their fathers.3

Let us l>eware, however, of pushing our 
censure of a young poet, mad with the inspir
ation of the moment, from whatever source 
derived, too far. It can hardly be doubted 
that the author of the “Cottar’s Saturday 
Night” had felt, in his time, all that any man 
can feel in the contemplation of the most 
sublime of the religious observances of his 
country; and as little, that had he taken up 
the subject of this rural sacrament in a solemn 
mood he might have produced a piece as 
gravely beautiful, as his “Holy Fair” is 
quaint, graphic, and picturesque. A scene of 
family worship, on the other hand, I can 
easily imagine to have come from his hand as 
pregnant with the ludicrous as that “Holy 
Fair ” itself. The family prayers of the Satur
day’s night, and the rural celebration of the 
eucharist, are parts of the same system—the 
system which has made the people of Scotland 
what they are—and what, it is to be hoped, 
they will continue to be. And when men ask 
of themselves what this great national poet 
really thought of a system in which minds 
immeasurably inferior to his can sec so much 
to venerate, it is surely just that they should 
pay more attention to what he has delivered 
under the gravest sanction. In noble natures, 
we may be sure, the source of tears lies nearer 
the heart than that of smiles.

Mr. Hamilton Paul does not desert his post 
on occasion of the “Holy Fair;” he defends

* (It may here be remarked that, as will be under
stood from the notes to the poem, Burns in the "Holy 
Fair" deals entirely with the externals of the celebra
tion,—the actual dispensation of the sacrament in the 
church he does not venture to touch on.)
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that piece as manfully as “Holy Willie;” and, 
indeed, expressly applauds Bums for having 
endeavoured to explode “abuses discounten
anced by the General Assembly. ” The Gen
eral Assembly would no doubt say, both of the 
poet and the commentator, non tali auxilio.

“Halloween,” a descriptive poem, perhaps 
even more exquisitely wrought than the 
“Holy Fair," and contaiâing nothing that 
could-offend the feelings of anybody, was 
produced about the same period. Bums’s art 
had now reached its climax; but it is time 
that we should revert more particularly to the 
personal history of the poet

He seems to have very soon perceived, that 
the farm of Mossgiel could at the best furnish 
no more than the bare means of existence to 
so large a family; and wearied with the “pro
spects drear," from which he only escaped in 
occasional intervals of social merriment, or 
when gay flashes of solitary fancy, for they 
were no more, threw sunshine on everything, 
he very naturally took up the notion of quitting 
Scotland for a time, and trying his fortune in 
the West Indies, where, as is well known, the 
managers of the plantations are, in the great 
majority of cases, Scotchmen of Bums’s own 
rank and condition. His letters show that 
on two or three different occasions, long before 
his poetry had excited any attention, he had 
applied for, and nearly obtained appointments 
of this sort, through the intervention of his 
acquaintances in the seaport of Irvine.1 Petty 
accidents, not worth describing, interfered to 
disappoint him from time to time ; but at last 
a new burst of misfortune rendered him doubly 
anxious to escape from his native land ; and 
but for an accident, which no one will call 
petty, his arrangements would certainly have 
been completed.

But we must not come quite so rapidly to 
the last of his Ayrshire love-stories.

How many lesser romances of this order 
were evolved and completed during his residence 
at Mossgiel, it is needless to inquire; that 
they were many, his songs prove, for in those 
days he wrote no love-songs on imaginary

I
• [There U no authority lor laying that Bum» ever 

contemplated trying h!» fortunes in the West Indies 
prior to 1788. Though he «peaks of “ thinking of going 
to the West Indies in my very early yean,' he refen 
to his 28th year, 1786. See below.)

heroines.2 “Mary Morison," “Behind yon 
hills where Stinchar flows," “On Cessnock 
banks there lives a lass," belong to this period,3 
and there are three or four inspired by Mary 
Campbell—the object of by far the deepest 
passion that Burns ever knew, and which he 
has accordingly immortalized in the noblest of 
elegiacs.

In introducing to Mr. Thomson’s notiue the 
song—

Will you go to the Indies, my Mary,
And leave auld Scotia's shore?—

Will you go to the Indies, my Mary,
Across the Atlantic's roar?

Bums says, “ In my very early years, when 1 
was thinking of going to the West Indies, 1 
took this farewell of a dear girl ;" and, after
wards, in a note on—

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 
The castle o' Montgomerie ;

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
Your waters never drumlle ; turbid

There summer first unfauld her robes,
And there the langest tarry,

For there I took the last farewell 
O' my sweet Highland Mary,

he adds,—“After a pretty long tract of the 
most ardent reciprocal affection, we met by 
appointment on the second Sunday of May, in 
a sequestered spot by the banks of Ayr, where 
we spent a day in taking a farewell before she 
should embark for the West Highlands, to 
arrange matters among her friends for our 
projected change of life. At the close of the 
autumn following, she crossed the sea to meet 
me at Greenock, where she had scarce landed 
when she was seized with a malignant fever, 
which hurried my dear girl to her grave in a 
few days, before 1 could even hear of her ill
ness;" and Mr. Cromck, speaking of the same 
“day of parting love,” gives, though without 
mentioning his authority, some further parti
culars which no one would willingly believe to 
be apocryphal. “ This adieu," says that zeal
ous inquirer into the details of Bums’s story, 
“was performed with all those simple and 
striking ceremonials, which rustic sentiment 
has devised to prolong tender emotions, and 
to impose awe. The lovers stood on each side

* Letter to Thomson, 26th Oct 1792.
• [These songs certainly belong to the period before 

betook up his residence at Mossgiel.1
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of a small purling brook—they laved their 
hands in the limpid stream—and, holding a 
Bible between them, pronounced their vows 
to be faithful to each other. They parted— 
never to meet again. ” It is proper to add, 
that Mr. Cromek’s story, which even Allan 
Cunningham was disposed to receive with 
suspicion, has been confirmed very strongly 
by the accidental discover)' of a Bible, pre
sented by Burns to “ Mary Campbell,” which 
was found in the possession of her sister at 
Ardrossan. Upon the lioards of the first 
volume is inscribed, in Burns’s handwriting, 
—“ And ye shall not swear by my name falsely,
1 am the Lord.— LeviL chap. xix. v. 12." On 
the second volume,—“ Thou shall not for
swear thyself, but shall perform unto the lord 
thine oaths.—SL Matth. chap. v. 33.” And, 
oft a blank leaf of either—“Robert Bums, 
Mossgicl," with his^mtmn-mark.

How lasting was the poet’s remembrance of 
this pure lore, and its tragic termination, will 
lie seen hereafter.

Highland Mary, however, seems to have 
died before her lover had made any more 
serious attempts in poetry.1 In the Epistle to 
Mr. Sillar, the very earliest, according to 
tiilbert, of these essays, the poet celebrates 
“his Davie and his Jean.”

This was Jean Armour, the daughter of a 
respectable man, a mason in the village of 
Mauchline, where she was at the time the 
reigning toast,! and who afterwards became 
the wife of our poet There are numberless 
allusions to her maiden charms in the best 
pieces which he produced at Mossgiel.

The time is not yet come, in which all the 
details of this story can be expected. Jean 
Armour found herself “as ladies wish to be 
that love their tonle." And how slightly such 
a circumstance might affect the character and 
reputation of a young woman in her sphere of

1 (The story of Highland Mary, the true facts re
garding which were unknown to Lockhart, Is given 
in Appendix.)

1 In Mauchline there dwells six proper young liellea, 
The pride o' the place and its neighbourhood a’;

Their carriage and dress, a stranger would guess, 
In Lon on or Paris they'd gotten it a':

Min Miller is Une, Mill Marklanil t divine,
Min Smith she has wit, and Mini Betty is braw;

There's beauty and fortune to get wi Min Morton, 
But Armour'i the jewel for me o' them a’.

rural life at that period, every Scotchman will 
understand—to any but a Scotchman, it might, 
perhaps, be 'difficult to explain. The manly 
readiness with which the young rustics com
monly come forward to avert, by marriage, the 
worst consequences of such indiscretions, can
not be denied ; nor, perhaps, is there any class 
of society, in any country, in which matri
monial infidelity is less known than among 
the female peasantry of Scotland.

Burns's worldly circumstances were in a 
most miserable state when he was informed of 
Miss Armour’s condition ; and the first an
nouncement of it staggered him like a blow. 
He saw nothing for it but to fly the country 
at once ; and, in a note to James Smith of 
Mauchline, the confidant of his amour, lie 
thus wrote:—“Against two things I am fixed 
as fate—staying at home, and owning her 
conjugally. The first, by Heaven, I will not 
do !—the last, by hell, 1 will never do !—A 
good God bless you, and make you happy, up 
to the warmest weeping wish of parting friend
ship. ... If you see Jean, tell her I will 
meet her; so help me, God, in my hour of 
need.”

The lovers met accordingly ; and the result 
of the meeting was what was to be anticipated 
from the tenderness and the manliness of 
Burns’s feelings. All dread of personal incon
venience yielded at once to the tears of the 
woman he loved, and ere they parted he gave 
into her keeping a written acknowledgment 
of marriage, which, when produced by a person 
in Miss Armour’s condition, is, according to tbc 
Scots law, to be accepted as legal evidence of 
an irregular marriage having really taken 
place ; it being of course understood that the 
marriage was to be formally avowed as soon as 
the consequences of their imprudence could 
no longer be concealed from her family.

The disclosure was deferred to the last 
moment, and it was received by the father of 
Miss Armour with equal surprise and anger. 
Bums, confessing himself to be unequal to the 
maintenance of a family, proposed to go im
mediately to Jamaica, where he hoped to find 
better fortunes. He offered, if it were re
jected, to abandon bis farm, which was ere now 
a hopeless concern, and earn bread at least for 
his wife and children as a daily labourer at 
home; but nothing could appease the indigna-
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lion of Armour, who, Professor Walker hints, 
had entertained previously a very bad opinion 
of Burns’s whole character. By what argu
ments he prevailed on his daughter to take so 
strange and so painful a step we know not; 
but the fact is certain, that, at his entreaty, 
she destroyed the document, which must have 
been to her the most precious of her possessions 
—the only evidence of her marriage.1

It was under such extraordinary circum
stances that Miss Armour became the mother 
of twins.1

■**—v
1 (Another statement regarding the destruction of 

the document Is, that Jean's father auatched It from 
her In a sudden lit of anger, threw It on the lire, and 
commanded her to think herself no longer the wife 
of Bums. It may be remarked that the destruction 
of the paper only destroyed evidence ; It could not 
annul the marriage. |

s (After the destruction of the Important document 
Miss Armour was sent oil to Paisley, evidently with 
the purpose ol preventing communication lietween 
her and her poet lover. <lbi 9th July Bums writes to 
his friend Richmond In Eliliurgh that he hail called 
on Jean after her retumjund received a somewhat 
chilling reception. “ However,'' he adds, “the priest, 
I am Informed, will give me a certificate as a single 
man if I comply with the rules of the church, which 
for that very reason I Intend to do. I am going to 
put on sackcloth and ashes this day. I am Indulged 
so far as to appear In my own seat." Delinquents 
like Bums had to do penance on three several 
Sundays. Bums began his course of public repent
ance on 9th July, and should have finished on the 
43d. For some reason or other two Sundays were 
omitted, and Bums made his last appearance along 
with Jean and some other offenders on 6tli August, 
as shown by the following extract from the session 
records 1786, August 6th.—Rolwrt Bums, John 
Smith, Mary Lindsay. Jean Armour, and Angus Auld 
appeared before the congregation professing their 
repentance for the sin of fornication, and they, 
having each appeared two several Sabliaths formerly, 
were this day rebuked and absolved from the scandal. "

It appears that the Rev. Mr. Auld, hy whom these 
guilty iiartlee were rebuked, was accustomed to write 
down the rebukes he administered to offenders In a 
small volume, which Is still In existence, and which 
shows him to have been a faithful minister, and, by 
no means, a severe or unkindly man. The rebuke 
delivered to Bums and his fellow-slnners as noted 
dorm In this curious volume is as follows:—"You 
appear there to he rebuked, and, at the same time, 
making profession of repentance for the sin of forni
cation. The frequency of this sin Is just matter of 
lamentation among Christians, and affords just ground 
of deep humiliàtlon to the guilty persons themselves. 
We calf yfto to reflect seriously In contrition of heart 
on all the' instances of your sin and guilt, on their 
numbers, high aggravation, and unhappy conse
quences : and say, having done foolishly, well do so

Burrow love and pride, the two moat power
ful feelings of his mind, had been equally 
wounded. His anger and grief together drove 
him, according to every account, to the verge 
of absolute insanity; and some of his letters 
on this occasion, both published and unpub
lished, have certainly all the appearance of 
having been written in as deep a concentration 
of despair as ever preceded the most awful of 
human calamities. H is first thought had been, 
as we have seen, to fly at once from the scene 
of his disgrace and misery; and this course 
seemed now to Ire absolutely necessary. He 
was summoned to find security for the main
tenance of the children whom he was pre
vented from legitimating, and such was his 
poverty that he could not satisfy the parish 
officers. I suppose security for some four or 
five pounds a year was the utmost that could 
have lieen demanded from a person of his 
rank ; but the man who had in his desk the 
immortal poems to which we have been refer
ring above, either disdained to ask, or tried 
in vain to find, pecuniary assistance in his 
hour of need ; and the only alternative that 
presented itself to his view was America or a 
jail.

Who can ever learn without grief and indig
nation, that it wa* the victim of miacrio* 
who, at this moment, could pour out such a 
strain an the “ Liment?”

O thou pale orb, that silent shines,
While care-untroubled mortals sleep!

Thou seest a wretch that Inly pines,
* And wanders here to wail and weep !

With woe I nightly vigils-keep,
Beneath thy wan unwarming l>eain ;

And mourn, in lamentation deep.
How life and love are all a dream.

No idly-feigned poetic plaints,
My sad love-lorn lamentings claim ;

,No shepherd's pipe—Arcadian strains;
^-No fabled tortures, quaint and tame.
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ;

The oft attested Pow’r* above ;
The promised Father » tinder name;

These were thé pledger of my love !

no more. Beware of returning again to your sin, as 
some of you have done, like the dog to his vomit, or 
like the sow that Is washed, to her wallowing In the 
mire.” By the law of Scotland a subsequent marriage 
lietween the father and mother legitimates children 
bom out of wedlock ; hence It Is, probably, that 
antenuptial Incontinence Is looked upon rather too 
leniently among the lower classes. 1
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CHAPTER IV.
(Jamaica engagement resolution to publish his poems publication of first edition preparations for 

sailing :-growing fame:— Dugalcl Stewart, Dr. Blair, Mrs. Dunlop:—“ Lass of Ballochmyle" hopes of an 
excise appointment visit to Dr. Laurie:—Dr. Blacklock's letter:—Bums resolves to visit Edinburgh.]

lie saw misfortune's cauld nor-wtui 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ;
A gillet brak his heart at last,

111 may she lie!
So, took a berth afore the mast---- .

Jamaica was now his mark ; and after Rome 
little time and trouble, the situation of assis- 
Uuit-ovcrReer on the estate of a l)r. Douglas in 
that colony, was procured for him by one of 
his friends in the town of Irvine. Money to 
pay for his passage, however, he had not ; and 
it at last occurred to him, that the few pounds 
requisite for this purpose might lie raised by 
the publication of some of the finest poems 
that ever delighted mankind.

His landlord (lavin Hamilton, Mr. Aiken, 
ami other friends, encouraged him warmly; 
ami after some hesitation, he at length re
solved to hazard an experiment which might 
perhaps better his circumstances ; and, if any 
tolerable number of subscribers were procured, 
could not make them worse than they were 
already. H is rural ]nitrons exerted themselves 
with sui-ccss in the matter; and so many copies 
were soon subscribed for, that Bums entered 
into terms with a printer1 in Kilmarnock, 
and liegan to copy out his performances for 
the press. He carried his MSS. piecemeal 
to the printer; and, encouraged by the ray of 
light which unexpected patronage had licgun 
to throw on his affairs, composed, while the 
printing was in progress, some of the best 
|wems of the collection. The tale of the 
“Twa Dogs," for instance, with which the 
volume commenced, is known to have been 
written in the short interval between the 
publication being determined on and the 
printing begun. His own ac^punt of the 
business to Dr. Moore is as follows r 

“ I gave up my part of the farm to my 
brother : in truth, it was only nominally mine; 
and made what little preparation was in my 
power for Jamaica.1 But before leaving my 

i John Wilson. t
» 1 While his poems were In the press Bums executed 

a deed (still In existence) formally assigning over to

native land, 1 resolved to publish my poems.
1 weighed my productions as impartially as 
was in my power : 1 Brought they had merit ; 
and it was a delicious idea that I should be 
called a clever fellow, even though it should 
never reach my ears—a juror negro-driver— 
or, perhaps, a victim to that inhospitable 
clime, anil gone to the world of spirits. I 
can truly say, that, pauvre inconnu as I then 
was, 1 hail pretty nearly as high an idea of 
myself and of my works as 1 have at this 
moment, when the public has decided in 
their favour. It ever was my opinion, that 
the mistakes and blunders, both in a "rational 
and religious point of view, of which we sec 
thousands daily guilty, arc owing to their 
ignorance of themselves. To know myself, 
hail been all along my constant study. 1 
weighed myself alone; I balanced myself 
with others ; l watched every means of infor
mation, to sec how much ground I occupied 
as a man and as a poet : I sludied assiduously 
Nature's design in my formation—where the 
lights and shades in character were intended.
I was pretty confident my poems would meet 
with some applause; but at the worst, the 
roar of the Atlantic would deafen the voice 
of censure, and the novelty of West Indian 
scenes make me forget neglect. I threw off 
six hundred copies, for which 1 got subscrip
tions for aliout three hundred and fifty.1—My

111» brother Olllwrt all the gmxli thaf he might leave 
behind him on hi» departure for Jamaica, a» well a» 
the profit» that might ari»e from the publication of 
hi» poem»; Ollliert on the other hand undertaking to. 
bring up and educate the poet'» Illegitimate child 
Elizalieth, daughter of Elizalieth Paton. No mention 
I» made of Jean Armour or her poeeilde offspring.] 

MHI» “l-roposali for publlihlng by Subscription, 
Scottish Poem» hy Robert Bum»," were dated April 
14th, 1786. The work waa to lie "elegantly printed, 
In one volume octavo. Price, atltched, Three HhllHngs. " 
On July SI, 1786, the volume waa Issued, and the 
whole edition w«i» dlipoeed of a» follow» Mr. Aiken 
of Ayr dlipoeed of 145 copie»; Mr. Robert Muir of Kil
marnock, 72 copie»; James Smith of Mauchllne, 41 
copies; Oavln Hamilton, 40copie»; Ollliert Bum», 70 
copie»; John Kennedy, Dumfrie» Houie, 20 copie»;
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vanity was highly gratified by the reception 
I met with from the public; and besides, I 
pocketed, all expenses deducted,‘nearly twenty 
pounds. This sum came very seasonably, as 
I was thinking of indenting myself, for want 
of money to procure my passage. As soon as 
I was master of nine guineas, the price of 
wafting me to the torrid zone, 1 took a steer
age passage in the first ship that was to sail 
from the Clyde ; for

Hungry ruin had me in the wind.

I had been for some days skulking from covert 
to covert, under all the terrors of a jail ; as 
some ill-advised people had uncoupled -the 
merciless pack of the law at my heels. I had 
taken the last farewell of my few friends ; my 
chest was on the way to Greenock; 1 had 
composed the last song 1 should ever measure 
in Caledonia, “The gloomy night is gathering 
fast," when a letter from Dr. Black lock to a 
friend of mine, overthrew all my schemes, by 
opening new prospects to my poetic ambition."

•To the above rapid narrative of the poet, we 
may annex a few details, gathered from his 
various biographers and from his own letters.

While his sheets were in the press (June— 
July, 1786) itappears that his friends, Hamilton 
and Aiken, revolved various schemes for pro- 
curing him the means of remaining in Scotland ; 
and having studied some of the practical 
branches of mathematics, as we have seen, and 
in particular gauging, it occurred to himself 
that a situation in the excise might be better 
suited to him than any other he was at all 
likely to obtain by the intervention of such 
| «Irons as he possessed.

(He appears to have lingered longer after 
the publication of the poems than one might 
suppose from his own narrative, in the hope 
that these gentlemen might at length succeed
John Logan, of Laight, 20 coplea; Mr. M‘Whlnnle, 
Writer, Ayr, 20 copies ; David Rlllar, Irvine, 14 copies; 
William Niven, Maybole, 7 copies; Walter Morton, 
Cumnock, 0 copies; John Nellson, Kirkoswald, 5 
coptes. Wilson himself disposed of 70 copies, while 
copies were supplied to William Parker, Thomas 
Samson, Ralph Sellars, and John Ranklne. On 
August 28, 560 copies hsd been disposed of, and 
there then remained on hand only 13 copies. The 
expense of printing and publishing the whole edition 
amounted to £36, 17a, a sum that would little more 
than purchase a single copy now, they have become 
so rare.]

>

in their efforts in his behalf. The poems were 
received with favour, even with rapture, in 
Ayrshire, and ere long over the adjoining 
counties. “Old and young,” thus speaks 
Robert Heron, “high and low, grave and gay, 
learned or ignorant, were alike delighted, 
agitated, transported. 1 was at that 1Tnic 
resident in Galloway, contiguous to Ayrshire, 
and l can well remember how even plouuhboys 
and maid-servants would have gladly bestowed 
the wages they earned the most hardly, and 
which they wanted to purchase necessary 
clothing, if they might but procure the works 
of Bums.” The poet soon found that his 
person also had become an object of general 
curiosity, and that a lively interest in bis 
personal fortunes was excited among some of 
the gentry of the district, when Üie details of 
his story reached them, as it W4& pretty sure 
to do, along with his modspl'and manly pre
face.1 Among others, the celebrated Vrofessor 

1 Prt/aee to the First Edition.
“The following trifles arc not the production of 

the poet, who, with all the advantages of learned 
art, and, jwrhaps, amid the elegancies and idleness 
of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, with an 
eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To the author of this, 
these, and other celebrated names their countrymen 
are, at least in their original language, a fountain 
shut up, and a book sealed. Unacquainted with the 
necessary requisites for commencing poet by rule, he 
sings the sentiments and manners he felt and saw in 
himself and rustic compeers around him, in his and 
their native language. Though a rhymer from Ids 
earliest years, at least from the earliest impulse of 
the softer passions, it was not till very lately that 
the applause, perhaps the partiality, of friendship, 
wakened his vanity so far as to make 1dm think any 
thing of his worth showing; and none of the following 
works were composed with a view t4i the press. To 
amuse himself with the little creations of his own 
fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a laborious life; to 
transcribe the various feelings, the loves, th* griefs, 
the hopes, the fears in his own breast ; Ho find some 
kind of counterpoise to the struggles of a world, 
always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the poetical 
mind,—these were his motives for courting the 
Muses, and in these he found poetry to be its own 
reward. ,

44 Now that he appears in the public character of 
an anthrtr, he does it with fear and trembling. 8o 
dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even he, an 
obscure, nameless liard, shrinks aghast at the thought 
of being branded as an impertinent blockhead, ob
truding his nonsense on the world ; and, because he 
can make a shift to Jingle a few doggerel Scotch 
rhymes together, looking upon himself as a poet of 
no small consequence, forsooth !

“ It is an observation ol that celebrated poet 8hen-

I
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Dugald Stewart of Edinburgh and hie accom
plished lady, then resident at their beautiful 
seat of Catrinc, began to notice him with much 
polite and friendly attention. Dr. Hugh Blair, 
who then held an eminent place in the literary 
society of Scotland, happened to be paying 
Mr. Stewart a visit, and on reading the 
“ Holy Fair,"at once pronounced it the ‘‘work 
of a very fine genius;" and Mrs. Stewart, 
herself a poetess, flattered him jicrhaps still 
more highly by her warm commendations.1 
But, above all, his little volume happened to 
attract the notice of Mrs. Dunlop of Dunldfi,1 
a lady of high birth and ample fortune; en
thusiastically attached to her country, and 
interested in whatever appeared to concern the 
honour of Scotland. This excellent woman, 
while slowly recovering from the languor of 
an illness, laid her hands accidentally on the

stone, whose divine elegies do honour to our language, 
our nation, and our speeles, that ‘Humility has de
pressed many a genius to a hermit, but never raised 
one to fame!" It any critic catches at the wont 
genius the author tells him, once for all, that he 
certainly looks upon himself as p<wsessed of some 
poetic ab.llties, otherwise his publishing In the 
manner he has done, would lie a mameuvre below 
the worst character, which, he hopes, his worst 
enemy will ever give him. But to the genius of a 
gainsay, or the glorious ilawnliigs of the poor, unfor
tunate Kergusson, he, with «pial unaffected sincerity, 
declares that, even In his highest pulse of vanity, he 
lias not the most distant pretensions. These two 
Justly admired Scotch poets he has often had In his 
eye In the following pieces; but rather with a view 
to kindle at their flame, than for servile Imitation.

“To Ills suiiscriliers, the author returns his most 
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude 'of the 
liard, conscious how much he owes to lienevolence 
and friendship for gratifying him, If he deserves It, 
III that dearest wish of every poetic bosom—to lie 
distinguished. He begs his readers, particularly the 
learned and the polite, who may honour hlm^wlth a 
perusal, that they will make every allowance for 
■education and circumstances of life; but if, after a 
fair, candid, and Impartial criticism, he shall stand 
convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him lie done 
by >s he would in that case do by others—let him 
I* condemned, without mercy, to contempt and 
oblivion.’

■ (There Is some confusion here ; Helen Bannatlne, 
Dugald Stewart's first wife, was at that time suffering 
from an Illness, of which she died the following year. 
Helen D'Arcy Cranstoim, "the poetess," did not 
become Mrs. Stewart till 1790.) /

•This lady was the daugliter of Sir Thomas Wallace. 
Baronet of Cralgie, supposed to represent the tdinily 
of which tile great hero of Scotland was a cadet.

new production of the provincial press, and 
opened the volume at the “ Cottar’s Saturday 
Night" “She read it over,” says Gilbert, 
“with the greatest pleasure and surprise; the 
poet’s description of the simple cottagers 
operated on her mind like the charm of a 
powerful exorcist, repelling the demon ennui, 
and restoring her to her wonted inward har
mony and satisfaction. " M rs. Dunlop instantly 
sent an express to Mossgiel, distant sixteen 
miles from her residence, with a very kind 
letter to Burns, requesting him to supply her, 
if he could, with half-a-dozen copies of the 
book, and to call at Dunlop as soon as he could 
find it convenient. Burns was from home, 
but he acknowledged the favour conferred on 
him in an interesting letter, slill extant; and 
shortly afterwards commenced a personal ac
quaintance with one that never afterwards 
ceased to befriend him to the utmost of her 
power. His letters to Mrs. Dunlop form a 
very large proportion of all his subsequent 
corres|Mindcnce, and, addressed as they were 
to a person whose sex, age, rank, and benevol
ence inspired at once profound respect and a 
graceful confidence, will ever remain the most 
pleasing of all the materials of our poet’s 
biography.

At the residences of these new acquaintance, 
Bums was introduced into ^society of a class 
which lie had not liefrire approached ; and of 
the manner in which lie stood the trial, Mr. 
Stewart thus writes to Dr. Currie :

“ His manners were then, as they continued 
ever afterwards, simple, manly, and indepen
dent; strongly expressive of conscious genius 
and worth ; but without anything that indi
cated -forwardness, arrogance, or vanity. He 
took his share in conversation, but not more 
Ilian belonged to him; and listened with ap
parent attention and deference, on subjects 
where his want of education deprived him of 
the means of information. If there had been 
a little more of gentle^ss and accommodation 
in liia temper, he would, I think, have been 
still more interesting; but he had been accus
tomed to give law in the circle of his ordinary 
acquaintance ; and his dread of anything ap
proaching to meanness or servility, rendered 
his manner somewhat decided and hard. 
Nothing, perhaps, was more remarkable among 
his various attainments than the fluency and
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precision, and originality of his language, 
when he spoke in company, more particularly 
as he aimed at purity in his turn of expression, 
and avoided, more successfully than most 
Scotchmen, the peculiarities of Scottish phrase
ology. At this time, Burns’s prospects in life 
were so extremely gloomy, that he had seri
ously formed a plan of going out to Jamaica 
in a very humble situation, not, however, 
without lamenting that his want of patronage 
should force him to think of a project so re
pugnant to his feelings, when his ambition 
aimed at no higher an object Hum the station 
of an exciseman or gauger in his own country."

The provincial applause of his publication, 
and {he consequent notice of his superiors, 
however flattering such things must have been, 
were far from administering any essential 
relief to the urgent necessities of Bums* situ
ation. Very shortly after his first visit to j 
Catrine, where he met with the young and 
amiable Basil Lord Dacr, whose condescension 
and kindness on the occasion he celebrates in 
some well-known verses, we find the poet 
writing to his friend, Mr. Aiken of Ayr, in 
the following sad strain :—“ I liave liecn feel
ing all the various rotations and movements 
within respecting the excise. There arc many 
things plead strongly against it; the uncer
tainty of getting soon into business, the con
sequences of my follies, which may perhaps 
make it impracticable for me to stay at home; 
ami licsides, 1 have for some time been pining 
under secret wretchedness, from causes which 
you pretty well know—the pang of disappoint
ment, the sting of pride, with some wandering 
stabs of remorse, which never fail to settle on 
my vitals like vultures, when attention is not 
called away by the calls of society or the 
vagaries of the Muse. Even in the hour of 
social mirth, my gaiety is the madness of an 
intoxicated criminal under the hands of the 
executioner. All these reasons urge me to go 
abroad; and to all these reasons I have only 
one answer—the tilings of a father. This, in 
the present mood nfcm in', ovcrltalanccs every
thing that cah be laid in the scale against it."

lie proceeds to say that be claims no right 
to complain. “ The world has in general hew 
kind to me, fully up to my deserts. 1 was for 
some time past fast getting into the pining 
distrustful snarl of the misanthrope. I saw

myself alone, unfit for the struggle of life, 
shrinking at every rising cloud in the chancc- 
directed atmosphere of fortune, while all de
fenceless, I looked about in vain for a cover. 
It never occurred to me, at least never with 
the force it deserved, that this world is a busy 
scene, and man a creature destined for a pro- 

' giessive struggle ; and that, however 1 might 
1 possess a warm heart, and inoffensive manners 
■ (which last, by the by, was rather more than 

I could well boast), still, more than these pas
sive qualities, there was something to lie tlow. 
When all my schoolfellows and youthful com
peers were striking off, with eager hope and 
earnest intent, on some one or other of the 
many paths of busy life, 1 was 1 standing idle 
in the market-place,’ or only left the chase of 
the butterfly from flower to flower, to hunt 
fancy from whim to whim. You sec, sir, that 
If to knoir one’s errors, were a probability of 
mmilinij them, 1 stand a fair chance ; but, ac
cording to the reverend Westminster divines, 
though conviction must precede conversion, it 
is very far from always implying it."

In the midst of all the distresses of this 
period of suspense, Bums found time, as he 
tells Mr. Aiken, for some “vagaries of the 
Muse;” and one or two of these may deserve 
to be noticed here, as throwing light on his 
personal demeanour during this first summer 
of his fame. The poems ap]>cared in July, 
and one of the first persons of superior condi
tion (Gilbert, indeed, says thr first) who courted 
his acquaintance in consequence of having read 
them, was Mrs. Stewart of Stair, a beautiful 
and accomplished lady. Bums presented her 
on this occasion with some MS. songs; and 
among the rest, with one ip which her own 
cliarms were celebrated, in that warm strain of 
compliment which our poet seems to liave all 
along considered the most proper to lie used 
whenever fair Indy was to be addressed in 
rhyme.

Flow gently, sweet Alton, among thy green liracs. 
Flow gently, I’ll sing thee a song In thy praise.
My Mary s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not her dream.

How pleasant thy hank* and green valleys below, 
Where wild III the woinllsnds the primroses Mow - 
There olt, as mild evening sweeps over the lea,

‘ The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary anil me. *

* flhi this occasion the poet sent a parcel ol ' songs,
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It was in the spring of the same year, that 
he had happened, in the course of an evening 
nunble on the bank* of the Ayr, to meet with 
a young and lovely unmarried lady, of the 
family of Alexander of Balloehmyle; and now 
(Sept 1786), emboldened, we are to suppose, 
by the reception his volume had met with, he 
inclosed to her some verses, which he had 
written in commemoration of that passing 
glimpse of her licayty, and conceived in a 
strain of luxurious fervour, which certainly, 
coming from a man of Burns's station and 
character, must have sounded very strangely 
in a delicate maiden * car.

Oil, hail she iieen a country maid.
And I the happy country «wain,

Though sheltered in the lowest shell.
That ever rose on Scotia's plain !

Through weary winter s wind and rain.
With joy, with rapture, 1 would toil,

. And nightly to my bosom strain /
Tile iKinny lass ot Balloehmyle.

Bums is said by Allan Cunningham to have 
resented bitterly the silence in which Miss 
Alexander received this tribute to her charms. 
I suppose we may account for his over-ten- 
dcnicss to yo'ung ladies in pretty much the 
same way that 1‘rofessor Dugald Stewart docs, 
in the letter aliovc quoted, for “a certain want 
of gentleness" in his method of addressing 
jicrsons of his own sex. His rustic experience 
among the fair could have lutd no tendency to 
whisper the lesson of reserve.

The autumn of this eventful year was 
drawing to a close, and Bums, who had al
ready lingered three months in the hope which 
lie now considered vain, of an excise appoint
ment, perceived that another year must be 
lost altogether, unless he made up his mind, 
and secured hi* passage to the West Indies. 
The Kilmarnock edition of his poems was, 
however, nearly exhausted ; and his friends 
encouraged him to produce another at the 
same place, with the view of equipping him
self the better for his voyage. But “Wee

Ac.,"' In all eight separate pieces to Mrs. Stewart, lint 
‘ Alton Water ' was not one of them. That song 
wai not written lor several years after, amt It was In 
1791 that slie received a copy of It along with a iluscn 
i ihers now ile|Hwitccl In tin- monument at Allows). 
Mrs. Stewart lias as little claim to lie c-nislilt-ml the 
heroine of the song as she hail to the.beauty which 
Loci'hart credits lier with. I

61

Johnnie"1 would not undertake the new 
impression, unless Burns advanced the price 
of the paper required for it; and with this 
demand the poet had no means of complying. 
Mr. Ballantine, the chief magistrate of Ayr 
(the same gentleman to whom the poem on 
the “Twa Brigs ofyAjr " was afterwards in
scribed), offered to furnish the money; and 
probably his kind offer would have been yep 
tea; but ere this matter could be arranged, 
the prospects of the poet were, in a very unex
pected manner, altered and improved.

Bums went to pay a parting visit to Dr. 
l-awric, minister of Loudoun, a gentleman from 
whom and his accomplished family he had 
previously received many kind attentions. 
After taking farewell of this benevolent circle, 
the poet proceeded, a* the night was setting 
in, “to convey his chest," as he says, “so 
far on the road to Oreenock, where he was to 
embark in a few days for America." And it 
was under these circumstances that he com- 
jiosed the song already referred to, which he 
meant as his farewell dirge to his native land, 
and which ends thus :a—

Farewell, olil Colla s hills and dales,
Her heathy moors and winding vales.
The scenes where wretched fancy roves,
Pursuing past unhappy loves.
Farewell, my friends ! farewell, my foes !
My peace with these—my love with those 
The bursting lean my heart declare,
Farewell, the Imnny lianks of Ayr.

I)r. Lawric had given Burns much good 
counsel, and what comfort he could, at part- 
ing, but prudently said nothing of an effort 
which he had previously made in his behalf, 
lie had sent a copy of the poems, with a 
sketch of the author’s history, to his friend 
Dr. Thomas Blacklock of Edinburgh, with a

1 [John Wilson, 'the printer, was for long consid
ered the subject of the epitaph “On Wee Johnnie," 
but the real hero was an Ill-conditioned cow-frt-der 
at Maucldine, who hail given Burns some annoyance. I 

* I Bip-ns ap|s-ars to have given a slightly different 
version of the circumstance* under which this |nk-iii 
was ennqswcd to Professor Walker, who met him at 
breakfast In Dr. Hlaeklock's. Instead of proceeding 
with Ids chest “ so far on the road to Oreenock." he 
left Dr. l-awrlea on kin irai/ Aoiw» across a wide stretch 
of solitary moor (Oalston Moor). He goes on to de- 
scrlls' how the weather aihlcd discomfort of Issly to 
checrlcsancss of mind, nndunder thesecircumstances 
the jms-iii was composed,-®
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roquent that he would introduce both to the 
notice of those pehtons whose literary opinion» 
were et the time mont listened to in Scotland, 
in the hope that, by their intervention, Bum* 
might yet be rescued from the necessity of 
expatriating himself. I)r. Blacklock’s answer 
reached Dr. latrie a day or two after Burns 
hail made his visit, and composed his dirge; 
anil it was not yet too late, latrie forwarded 
it immediately to (lavin Hamilton, who carried 
it to Bums. It is as follows:—

[Edinburgh, Sept. 4, 1786.)
•• I ought to have acknowledged your favour 

long ago, not only as a testimony of your kind 
remembrance, but as it gave me an opportu- ! 
nity of sliaring one of the finest, and perhaps 
one of the most genuine entertainments of 
which the human mind is susceptible. A 
numlier of avocations retarded my progress in 
reading the poems; at last, however, I have 
finished tliat pleasing perusal. Many in
stances have I seen of Nature's force or Irene- 
licence exerted under numerous and formid
able disadvantages ; but none equal to that 
with which you have been kind enough to 
present me. There is a pathos and delicacy 
in his serious poems, a vein of wit and humour 
in those of a more festive turn, which cannot 
lie too much admired, nor too warmly approved; 
and I think I shall never open the liook with- 1 
out feeling my astonishment renewed and 
increased. It was my wish to have expressed 
my approlwtion in verse; but whether from 
declining life, or a temporary depression of 
spirits, it is at present out of my power to ac
complish that intention.

“Mr. Stewart, I'rofesKor of Morals in this 
University, hail formerly read me three of the 
poems, and I bad desired him to get my name 
inserted among the suhscriliers; but whether 
this was done, or not, I never could learn. I 
have little intercourse with Dr. Blair, but will 
take care to have the poems communicated to 
him by the intervention of some mutual friend.
It has been told me by a gentleman, to whom 
I showed the jierformanccs, and who sought a 
copy with diligence ami ardour, that the whole 
impression Is already exhausted. It were, 
therefore, much to lie wished, for the sake of 
the young man, that a second edition, more 
numerous than the former, could immediately 
he printed; as it appears certain that ita In

trinsic merit, and the exertion of the author's 
friends, might give it a more universal circula
tion than anything of the kind which has been 
published in my memory.'’

We have already seen with what surprise 
and delight Bums read this generous letter. 
Although he had ere this conversed with more 
than one person of established literary repu
tation, and received from them attentions, of 
which he was ever after grateful,—the despon
dency of his spirits appears to have remained 
as dark as ever, up to the very hour when 
his landlord produced Dr. Blacklock’s letter: 
ami one may be pardoned for fancying, that 
in his “Vision," he has himself furnished no 
unfaithful representation of the manner in 
which he was spending wliat he looked on as 
one of the last nights, if not the very last, he 
was to pass at Mossgiel, when the friendly 
Hamilton unexpectedly entered the melan
choly dwelling.

There, lanely, hr the Ingle-cheek i-Mmaey-ronier
I sat, anil eyed the spewing reek, .m..ke
That Mi d, wl hnast-provoklngameek, cough- m. k.

The auld clay-biggin , building
And heard the restless rattans squeak rate

About the riggin . rouf

All In this mottle mlstie clime, dusty
I backward mused on wasted time,
How I had spent my youthfu' prime,

An' done nae thing,
But strlngln' blethers up In rhyme noii«rtnr

For fools to slug.

Had I to glide advice but harkit,
I might by this hae led a market,
Or strutted In a bank an’ clarkit 

V My cash account.
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half sarklt, shlrtsd 

la a’ the amount.

“Dr. Blackloi-k," aays Bums, “belonged 
to a set of critics, for whose o;>/)/n«se I had 
not ilamt to hope. His opinion that I would 
meet with encouragement in Edinburgh, fired 
me so much, that away I posted for that ciiy, 
without a single arquainfancc, or a single let
ter of introduction. The baneful star that had 
so long slieil ita blasting influence on my 
r.cnitli. for once made a revolution to the 
nadir.’"

1 Is*tier to Moore. [By this one would naturally 
Imagine that Bums set out for Edinburgh at once on 
seeing Dr. Blacklock’s letter, but the fact la he did 
not leave Ayrshire till some two months later. It 
la not quite correct that he had no acquaintance In
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Two of the biographer* of Burn* have had 
the advantage of *peaking from personal know
ledge of the excellent man whose interi>osition 
was thus serviceable. “ It was a fortunate 
circumstance," says Walker, “that the person 
whom Dr. Lawrie applied to, merely' because 
he was the only one of his literary acquaint
ances with whom lie chose to use that freedom, 
liapiiened also to be the person best qualified 
to render the application successful. Dr. 
Blacklock was an enthusiast in his admiration 
of an art which he had practised himself with 
applause. He felt the claim* of a poet with a 
paternal sympathy, and he had in his consti
tution a tenderness and sensibility that would 
have engaged his beneficence for a youth in 
the circumstances of Bums, even though he 
had not liecn indebted to him for the delight 
which he received from hilt works; for if the 
young men were enumerated whom he drew 
from oliscurity, and enabled by education to 
advance themselves in life, the catalogue would 
naturally excite surprise. ... lie was 
not of a disposition to discourage with feeble 
praise, and to shift off the trouble of future 
[mlronage, by bidding him relinquish poetry, 
and mind his plough.”1

“There was never, |icrhaps,” thus speaks 
the unfortunate Heron, whose own unmerited 
sorrows and sufferings would not have left so 
dark a stain on the literary history of Scot
land, had the kind spirit of Blacklock liecn 
common among his lettered countrymen1— 
“There was never, perhaps, one among all 
mankind whom you might more truly have 
called an angel h/ioh earth, than Dr. Black
lock. He was guileless and innocent as a 
child, yet endowed with manly sagacity and 
penetration. His heart was a |>er]ietual spring 
of benignity. His feelings were all tremblingly 
alive to the sense of the wuMhne, the beauti
ful, the tender, the pious, the virtuous. 
Poetry was to him the dear solace of perpetual 
blindness. ” /

Such was the amiable old man, whose life

Edinburgh; he hail for one. an Intimate frteml there. 
John Richmond, an Ayrshire companion, whose lodg
ing» he shared In the capital.]

1 Moriaon, vol. I. p. lx.
* I Rome facta as to Heron are given In note, p. SI. 

He aeeina to have been chiefly flic author of Ilia own 
niiafortunea.)

VOL. I.

Mackenzie lias written, and on whom Johnson 
“looked With reverence.”* The writings of 
Blacklock are forgotten (though some of his 
songs in the J/mscmw deserve another fate), 
but the memory of his virtues will not pass 
away until mankind shall have ceased to sym- 
|>athize with the fortunes of tlenius, and to 
appreciate the poetry of Burns.

[All thoughts of the West Indies seem now 
to have been given up by Bums. Indeed, one 
cannot help thinking that while talking and 
writing of his coming exile he had always hopes 
of something turning up to render it unneces
sary. Certain it is that a place in the excise 

| hail been occupying his thoughts for some 
time, and we find that the furtherance of the 
excise scheme was a motive perhaps equally 
strong with the pnqmsed publication of a 
second edition of his poems in attracting him 
to Edinburgh. In a letter he received from 
Sir John Whitcfoord within a week of his 
arrival in the capital, occurs the following 
passage :—“1 have been told you wish to be 
made a gauger; 1 submit it to your considera
tion, whether it would not lie more desirable, 
if a sum could be raised by subscription for a 
second pdition of your poems, to lay it out in 
the stocking of a small farm. 1 am ]iersuadcd 
it would be a line of life much more agreeable 
to your feelings, and in the end more satisfac
tory." By Currie it was represented that 
Bums trudged to Edinburgh on foot ; but 
Gilbert expressly stated that lie rode on a pony 
borrowed front a friend, and sent Imck by 
another friend returning to Ayrshire.]

[Gilbert Bums has given the following 
account of friends whom Burns’s character and 
genius procured him licfore he left Ayrshire 
or attracted the notice of the world :—

“ The farm of Mossgicl, at the time of our 
coming to it (Martinmas, 1783), was the pro
perty of the Earl of Isiudoun, but was held 
in tack by Mr. Gavin Hamilton, writer in 
Mauchlinc, from whom we had our bargain ; 
who had thus an opportunity of knowing, and 
showing a sincere regard for tpy brother,

* ■' Till» nil lining I saw at breakfast Dr. Blacklock 
the liliml I*c l who lines not rvTiiciiftt'r to have seen 
light, anil Is mail to by a |*sir scholar!» latin, (Irerk, 
ami French. He was originally a |mor scholar himself. 
I looked on him with reverence."— Letter to Mrs. 
Tlirale, Edinburgh, August 17,1773.

«
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before he knew that he was a poet The 
poet’s estimation of him, and the strong out
lines of his character, may be collected from 
the dedication to this gentleman. N hen the 
publication was begun, Mr. H. entered very 
warmly into its interests, and promoted the 
subscription very extensively. Mr. Rotiert 
Aiken, writer in Ayr, is a man of worth and 
taste, of warm affections, and connected with 
a most respectable circle of friends and rela
tions. It is to this gentleman the ‘ Cottar’s 
Saturday Night ’ is inscribed. The poems of 
my brother, which I have formerly mentioned, 
no sooner came into his hands, than they were 
quickly known, and well received in the ex
tensive circle of Mr. Aiken's friends, which 
gave them a sort of currency, necessary in this 
wise world, even for the good reception of 
things valuable in themselves. But Mr. Aiken 
not only admired the poet; as soon ns he 
liecamc acquainted with him, he showed the 
warmest regard for the man, and did every
thing in his power to forward his interest and 
respectability. The ‘Epistle to a Young 
Friend ’ was addressed to this gentleman's son, 
Mr. A. H. Aiken, now of Liverpool, lie was 
the oldest of a young family, who were taught 
to receive my brother with respect, as a man 
of genius and their father's friend.

“ The * Brigs of Ayr ’ is inscribed to John 
Ballnntinc, Esq., banker in Ayr ; one of those 
gentlemen to whom my brother was introduced 
by Mr. Aiken. He interested himself very 
warmly in my brother’s concerns, and con
stantly showed the greatest friendship ami at
tachment to him. When the Kilmarnock edi
tion was all sold off, and a considerable demand 
pointed out the propriety of publishing a second 
edition, Mr. Wilson, who had printed the first, 
was asked if he would print the second, and 
take his chance of being paid from the first 
sale. This he declined, and when this came 
to Mr. Ballantinc's knowledge, he generously 
offered to accommodate Robert with what 
money he rn^ght need for that purpose ; but 
advised him to go to Edinburgh, as the fittest 
place for publishing. When lie did go to 
Edinburgh, his friends advised him to publish 
again by subscription, so that he did not need 
to accept this offer. Mr. William Parker, 
merchant in Kilmarnock, was a subscriber for 
thirty-five copies of the Kilmarnock edition.

This may perhaps appear not deserving of 
notice here ; but if the comparative obscurity 
of the poet, at this period, be taken into con
sideration, it appears to me a greater effort of 
generosity, than many things which appear 
more brilliant ui my brother's future history.

“Mr. Robert Muir, mendiant in Kilmar
nock, wgs one of those friends Robert’s poetry 
hud procured him, and one who was dear to 
his heart. This gentleman had no very great 
fortune, or long line of dignified ancestry; but 
what Robert says of Captain Matthew Hender
son, might lie said of him witli great propriety, 
tliat 1 he held the latent of his honours im
mediately from Almighty tiod.’ Nature had 
indeed marked him a gentleman in flic most 
legible characters. He died while yet a young 
man, soon after the publication of my brother's 
first Edinburgh edition. Sir William Cun
ningham of Roller!land paid a very flattering 
attention, and showed a good deal of friendship 
for the poet. Before his going to Edinburgh, 
as well as after, Rolicrt seemed |ieculiarly 
pleased with Professor Stew art's friendship and 
conversation.

“But of all the friendships which liolicrt 
acquired in Ayrshire and elsewhere, none 
seemed more agreeable to him than that of 
Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop; nor any which has 
been more uniformly and constantly exerted 
in behalf of him and his family, of which, 
were it proper, I could give many instances. 
Robert was on the point of setting out for 
Edinburgh before Mrs. Dunlop had heard of 
him. About the tÿnc of my brother's publish
ing in Kilmarnock, she had lieen afflicted w ith 
a long and severe illness, which had reduced 
her mind to the most distressing state of 
depression. In this situation, a copy of the 
printed poems was laid on her table by a 
friend; and happening to open on the ‘Cottar's 
Saturday Night,' she read it over with the 
greatest pleasure and surprise ; the poet's 
description of the simple cottagers operating 
on her mind like the rhhrni of a powerful ex
orcist, expelling the demon niHiii, and restor
ing her to her wonted inward harmony and 
satisfaction.—Mrs. Dunlop sent off a person 
express to Mossgicl, distant fifteen or sixteen 
miles, with a very obliging letter to my brother, 
desiring him to send her half a dozen copies 
of his poems, if he hail them to spare, and
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l>cgging he would do her the pleasure of calling 
at Dunlop HoiW as soon as convenient. This 
was the beginning of a correspondence which 1

ended only with the poet’s life. The last use 
he made of his pen was writing r. short letter 
to this lady a few days before his death.”]

CHAPTER V.
(Arrival In Edinburgh:—Introduction to the gentry anil literati of the capitalMackenzies notice i f 

llnrm'a poem»:—maaoiiry not*» on Bunn In F-ilinhingh, liy Uugalil Stewart, l*ruf. Walker, iiiul Sir Walter^» 
Hi lilt III ill t kali literature:—Bums ami the Edinburgh philoanphera diary:—new connections formed i[| 1
Eilinhiirgh :—conversational powers :—Bums anil Dr. Blair :—sarcastic ami nialapmisis remarks :— Edinburgh 
lawyers:—tavern-life:—William Xleol :—letters :—publication at second edition of poems:—erects tomlietonc 
to Kcrgnssou :—leaves Edinburgh. |

Eilimw Scotia's ilnrllng scat 1 
All anil thy iwlaces usait towers,

_ WUefv isice la-ueath a monarch's fia t 
Sat legislation's sovereign lowers;

From marking wililly-ecatterM flow'rs,
As on the hanks of Ayr I stray'd.

And singing, lone, the lingering hours,
1 shelter'd In thy honour'd shade.

There is an old Scottish ballad which begins 
thus:—

" As I came In by Olenap,
I met an aged woman,

And she hade me cheer up my heart.
Fur the heat of my days was coming.

This stanza was one of Hunts’s favourite 
•imitations ; and he told a friend1 many years 
afterwards, that he remembered humming it 
to himself, over and over, on his way from 
Mossgiel to Edinburgh. Perhaps the excel
lent Black lock might not iiave I wen |iartivu- 
larly flattered with the circumstance had it 
reached his ears.

Although he rc|iaired to the capital with 
such alertness, solely [as he has represented] 
in consequence of lilneklock's letter to lawric, 
it ap|iears that he allowed some weeks to |msa 
ere he presented himself to the doctor's per
sonal notice.1 He found several of his old 
Ayrshire acquaintances established in Edin
burgh, and, I sup|tosc, felt himself constrained 
to give himself up for a brief space to their 
society. He printed, however, without delay, 
a prospectus of a second edition of his jiocma, 
anil being introduced by Mr. Dalrymplc of 
Orangcficld to the Karl of lilcnvaim, that ami-

1 David Macullocli, F.sij., brother to the Laird of 
AnlweM.

5 Burns reached Eillnlnirgh lief ore the end of No- 
vemlier; and yet Dr. Lawrie's letter admonialiing him 
to wait on Blackluck Is dated Ilecemlicr 22.

able nobleman easily (icrsuaded Creech, then 
the chief Ixiokseller in Edinburgh (who had 
attended his son as travelling-tutor), to'undcr- 
takc the publication. The honourable Henry 
Erskinc, Dean of the Faculty of Advocates, thV, 
most agreeable of companions and the most 
benignant of wits, took him also, as the poet 
expresses it, “under his wing.” The kind 
BlacMock received him with all the warmth 
of paternal affection when lie did wait on him, 
and introduced him to Dr. Blair ami other 
eminent literati; his suliscription lists were 
soon filled; laird (ilenvairn made interest with 
the Caledonian Hunt (an association of the 
most distinguished members of the northern 
aristocracy), to accept the dedication of the 
forthcoming edition, and to subscribe individu
ally for copies.3 Several noblemen, es|ierially 
of the west of Scotland, came forward with 
subscription moneys considerably licyond the 
usual rate. I u so small a capital, where every
body knows everybody, that which becomes a 
favourite topic in one circle of society, sisin 
excites an universal interest; and before Bums 
had been a fortnight in Edinburgh, we find 
him writing to his earliest patron, Gavin 
Hamilton, in these terms:—“For my own 
affairs, I am in a fair way of becoming as 
eminent as Thomas à Kctnpis or John Bun- 
y an; and you may expect henceforth to see 
my birthday inscribed among the wonderful

* | Burns wrote to some of his Ayrshire friends to 
the effect that the Caledonian Hunt had one and all 
suliecrllieil for his volume, and that moreover tliey 
were to pay one guinea each for It. What the Hunt 
did was to direct " Mr. Hagart ... to suliicrllie for 
•me hundred ni|iiea. In their name, for which he should 
pay to Mr. Bums twenty-live pounds, upon the pule 
Mention of his hook.")
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event* in the Poor Robin and Aberdeen 
Almanack*, along with the Black Monday 
and the Battle of Bothwell Bri<lge."

It will ever be remembered, to the honour 
of the man who at that period held the higheat 
place in the imaginative literature of Scotland, 
that lie wa* the fir*t who came forward to 
avow in print hi* admiration of the geniu* 
ami hi* warm intercut in the fortune* of the 
poet. Distinguished a* hi* own writing* arc 
by the refinement* of classical art*, Mr. Henry 
Mackenzie was, fortunately for Burn*, a man 
of liberal genius a* well a* polished ta*tc; and 
he, in whose own page* some of the best 
models of elaborate elegance will ever lie re
cognized, was among the first to feel and the 
first to stake hi* own reputation on the public 
avowal, that the Ayrshire ploughman lielonged 
to the order of living* whose privilege it i* to 
snatch graces “beyond the reach of art." It 
is but a melancholy husine** to trace among 
the records of literary history, the manner in 
which mo*t great original geniuses have l>ecn 
greeted on their first ap|icals to the world, by 
the contemporary arbiter* of taste ; coldly and 
timidly, indeed, have the sympathies of pro
fessional criticism flowed on mo*t such occasion* 
in |est time* anil in the present, but the 
reception of Bum* was worthy of the “ Man 
of Feeling." After alluding to the provincial 
circulation and reputation of hi* poem*,1 “ I 
hoiie," said the Lounger, “I shall not be 
thought to assume too much, if I endeavour to 
place him in a higher point of view, to call for 
a Verdict of hi* country on the merit* of hi* 
works, and to claim for him tho*c honour* 
which their excellence àppcar» todcuervc. In 
mentioning the circumstance of hi* humble 
station, I mean not to rest hi* preteneion* 
solely on that title, or to urge the merit* of 
Ids poetry, when considered in relation to the 
lownc** of hi* birth, and the little opportunity 
of improvement which hi* education could 
afford. These particulars, indeed, must excite 
our wonder at hi* production»; but hi* poetry, 
considered abstractedly, and without the apolo
gie» arising from hi* situation, seem* to me 
fully entitled to command our feeling», and to 
obtain our applause. " . . . After quoting 
various passages, in some of which hi* reader* 
“must discover a high tone of feeling, and

1 The Lounger lor Saturday, December 9,1786.

power, anil energy of expression, particularly 
and strongly characteristic of the mind and 
the voice of til# ;Wt,” and other* a* showing 
“the power of genius, not lc** admirable in 
tracing the manner*, than in painting the 
liassions, or in draw ing the *cencry of nature," 
and “with what uncommon penetration and 
nagacity this Heaven-taught ploughman, from 
hi* humble and unlettered condition, had 
looked on men and manner*," the critic con
cluded with an eloquent appeal in Isohalf of 
the poet personally: “To repair," said he, 
“the wrong* of «offering or neglected merit; 
to call forth geniu* from the obscurity in which 
it had pined indignant, and place it where it 
may profit or delight the world—these arc 
exertion* which give to wealth an enviable 
sujieriority, to greatne** and to patronage a 
laudable pride. "

We all know how the serious part of this 
appeal was ultimately attended to; but, in the 
meantime, whatever gratification* *uch a mind 
a* his could derive from the blandishment* of 
the fair, the condescension of the noble, and 
the flattery of the learned, were plentifully 
administered to “ the lion" of the season.

“1 was, sir,” thus wrote Burn* to one of 
his Ayrshire patron*,1 a few day* after the 
Lounger appeared—“ I was, when first hon
oured with your notice, too obscure; now I 
tremble lest I should lie ruined by lieing 
dragged too suddenly into the glare of (lolitc 
and learned observation ;" and he concludes 
the name letter with an ominous prayer for 
“better health and more spirits."

Two or three week* later, we find him 
wHting as follows:—“(January 14, 1787.) I 
went to a Mason Lodge [St. Andrew's] yester
night, where the M.W. (Iranil Master Charter!* 
and all the (Iranil lanlge of Scotland visited. 
The meeting wa* numerous and elegant : all 
the different lodge* alsiut town were present 
in all their pomp^T The (Irani! Master, who 
presided with great «olemnity, among other 
general toast* gave ‘Caledonia and Caledonia's
bard, Brother B------ ,’ which rung through
the whole assembly with multiplied honour* 
and repeated acclamation*. As 1 had no idea 
such a thing would happen, I was downright 
thunderstruck ; and trembling in every nerve,

« Letter to .Mm Ballantine. L'anker, Ayr, 13th 
Dccemlier, 1786.
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made the best return in my power. Just as 
I hud finished, one of the grand officers said, 
so loud that 1 could hear, with a most com
forting accent, * Very well, indeed,’ which set 
me something to rights again. ’’

And a few weeks later still, he is thus ad
dressed by one of his old associates who was 
meditating a visit to Edinburgh “ By all 
accounts, it will l>e a difficult matter to get 
a sight of you at all, unless your company is 
licspoke a week lieforehaiid. There arc great 

’rumours here of your intimacy with the Duchess 
of tlonlon. and other ladies of distinction. I 
am really told that

Cards to Invite, fly liy thousands each night;

and if you had one, there would also, ) suppose, 
lie ‘hrilics for your old secretary.’ I observe 
you arc resolved to make bay while the sun 
shines, and avoid, if possible, the fate of ]>oor 
Fergueson. Qturrrmla prinium rat—
Viitna yiosf iitimmna, is a.good maxim to thrive 
by. You seemed to despise it while in this 
country ; Imt, prolinldy, some philosophers in 
Edinburgh have taught you better sense." 1

In this proud career, however, the popular 
idol needed no slave to whisper whence he 
had risen, and whither he was to return in 
the ebb of the spring-tide of fortune. His 
“prophetic soul ’ was prolwhiy furnished with 
a sufficient memento every night—when, from 
the soft homage of glittering saloons, or the 
tumultuous applause of convivial assemblies, 
he made his retreat to the humble garret of a 
wrilrr't apprentice, a native of Mauchline, ami 
as poor as himself, whose only bed “Caledonia's 
Hard" was fain to partake throughout this 
triumphant winter.1 A

1 IThliolil associate waa Peter Stuart, the editor ol 
the lAinriim Earning Star, to which ya|icr Hunu sent 
the "New Psalm." He was originally from Edin
burgh. and had lieen resident In Ayrshire! Referring to 
him Burns, writing to Mrs. Thmlop, says You must 
know that the publisher of one of the., most blas
phemous iiarty Dindon newspapers Is an acqlMintaiiic 
of mine, anil, as I am a little tinctured with the 1 Bull 
ami Blue myself, I now and then helphlmtoastanza. |

* " Mr. Richmond of Mauchline told me that Burns 
•lient the first winter of his residence In Edinburgh 
In his lodgings. They slept In the" same lied, and 
had only one mom. for which they paid three shillings 
a week. It was In the house of a Mrs. ("arfrae, 
Baxter • Hose, Lawmnarket. first scale-stair on the 
left hand In going down, first door In the stair."— 
Cromeh MSS. IWhat Is descrllied In the textes

He bore all Ilia honours in a manner worthy 
of himself; and of this the testimonies arc so 
numerous, that the only difficulty is that of 
selection. “The attentions he received," says 
Mr. Dugald Stewart, “from all ranks and 
descriptions of |>crsons, were such as would 
have turned any head but his own. 1 cannot 
say that 1 could perceive any unfavourable 
effect which they left on his mind. He re
tained the same simplicity of manners and 
appearance which hail struck me so forcibly 
when I first saw him in the country ; nor did 
he seem to feel any additional self-importance 
from the number and rank of his new ac
quaintance."

I’rofessor Walker, who met him for the first 
time early in the same season, at breakfast in 
Dr. Hlacklock’s house, has thus recorded his 
impressions:—“I was not much struck with 
his first appearance, as I had previously heard 
it described. His person, though strong and 
well knit, and much superior to what might 
lie expected in a ploughman, was still rallier 
coarse in its outline. His stature, from want 
of setting up, appeared to lie only of the 
middle size, but was rather above it. His 
motions were firm and decided ; and though 
without any pretensions to grace, were at the 
same time so free from clownish restraint, as 
to show that he had not always^ licen confined 
to the society of his profession. ' His eounten- 
ancc was not of tliat elegant east, which is 
most frequent among the iqqicr ranks, but it 
was manly and Intelligent, and marked by a 
thoughtful gravity which shaded at times into 
sternness. In his large dark eye the most 
striking index of his genius resided. It was 
fuH of mind ; and would have been singularly 
expressive, under the management of one who 
could employ it with more art, for the purisise 
of expression.

“ He was plainly, but properly dressed, in 
a style midway between the holiday costume 
of a farmer, and that of the company with 
which he now associated. His black hair, 
without powder, at a time when it was very 
generally worn, was tied behind, and spread

“a humble garret " was not the dingy apartment 
which might lie inferred ; It was a large and well- 
proportioned room, on the first floor of the house, 
neatly panelled with wood, according to a fashion 
by no means very antiquated then. I
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upon his forehead. Upon the whole, from 
his person, physiognomy, and dress, had I 
met him near a seaport, and l>cen required to 
guess his condition, I should have probably 
conjectured him to be the master of a mer
chant vessel of the most respectable class.

“In no part of his manner was there the 
slightest degree of affectation, nor could a 
stranger have suspected, from anything in his 
behaviour or conversation, that he had been 
for some months the favourite of all the fa
shionable circles of a metropolis.

“In conversation he was powerful. His 
conceptions and expressions were of corres
ponding vigour, ami on all subjects were as 
remote as possible from commonplace. Though 
somewhat authoritative, it was in a way which 
gave little offence, and was readily imputed 
to his inexperience in those modes of soothing 
dissent and softening assertion, which are im- 
|iortant characteristics of polished manners. 
After breakfast I requested him to communi
cate some of his unpublished pieces, and he 
recited his farewell song to the ‘ Banks of Ayr,’ 
introducing it with a description of the cir
cumstances im which it was composed, more 
striking than the poem itself.

“ I paid particular attention to his recitation, 
which was plain, slow, articulate, and forcible, 
but without any eloquence or art. He did 
not always lay the emphasis with propriety, 
nor did he humour the sentiment by the 
variations of his voice. He was standing 
during the time, with his face towards the 
window, to which, and not to his auditors, he 
directed his eve—thus depriving himself of 
any additional effect which the language of 
his composition might have Itorrowcd from 
the language of his countenance. In this he 
resembled the generality of singers in ordinary 
company, who, to shun any charge of affectn- 
tkn, withdraw all meaning from their features, 
JB^osc the advantage by which vocal per
formers on the stage augment the impres
sion, and give energy to the sentiment of the 
song. .

“The day after my first introduction to 
Bums, I supped in company with him at Dr. 
Blair’s. The other guests were very few ; and 
as each had been invited chiefly to have an 
opportunity of meeting with the poet, the 
doctor endeavoured to draw him out, and to

make him the central figure of the group. 
Though he therefore furnished the greatest 
proportion of the conversation, he did no 
more than what he saw evidently was ex
pected.” 1

To these reminiscences I shall now add 
those of one who is likely to he heard unwil
lingly on no subject; and—young as he was 
in 1786—on few subjects, I think, with 
greater interest than the personal appearance 
and conversation of Robert Bums. The fol
lowing is an extract from a letter of Sir 
Walter Scott :—

“As for Burns, I may truly say, Vinfilium 
v'uli tantum. I was a lad of fifteen in 1786-7, 
when he came first to Edinburgh, hut had 
sense and feeling enough to be much inter
ested in his poetry, and would have given the 
world to know him ; but I had very little 
acquaintance with any literary people, and 
less with the gentry of the west country, the 
two sets that he most' frequented. Mr. 
Thomas Grierson was at that time a clerk of 
my father’s. He knew Bums, and promised 
to ask him to his lodgings to dinner, but had 
no op|mrtunity to keep his word, otherwise I 
might have seen more of this distinguished 
man. As it was, I saw him one day at the 
late venerable Professor Ferguson’s, where 
there were several gentlemen of literary repu
tation, among whom I remember the cele
brated Mr. Dugald Stewart. Of course we 
youngsters sate silent, looked, and listened. 
The only thing I remember which was re
markable in Bums’s manner, was the effect 
produced upon him by a print of Bunlmry’s, 
representing a soldier lying dead on the snow, 
his dog sitting in misery on one aide—on the 
other, his widow, with a child in her arms. 
These lines were written beneath :—

Colil on Canadian hills, or Milicien s plain,
Perhaps that parent wept her soldier slain —
Bent o'er her babe, her eye dissolved in dew,
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Oave the sail presage of his future years,
The child of misery liaptlsed In tears.

“ Bums seemed much affected by the print, 
or rather the ideas which it suggested to his 
mind. He actually, shed tears. He asked 
whose the lines were, and it chanced tliat 
nobody but myself remembered .that they 

I Morlson's Burnt, vol. 1. pp. lxxi. lxxil.

»
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occur in a half-forgotten poem of I-anghome’s, 
called by the unpromising title of the 'Justice 
of Peace. ’ I whispered my information to a 
friend present, who^mentioned it to Bums, 
who rewarded me with a look and a wonl, 
which, though of mere civility, 1 then re
ceived, and still recollect, with very great 
pleasure.

“His person was strong and robust ; his 
manners rustic, not clownish ; a sort of digni
fied plainness and simplicity, which received 
part of its effect, perhaps, from one’s knowledge 
of his extraordinary talents. His features arc 
represented in Mr. Nasmyth’s picture, but to 
me it conVcys the idea that they arc diminished, 
as if seen in perspective. I think his counten
ance was more massive than it looks in any of 
the portraits. I would have taken the poet, 
had I not known what lie was, for a very 
sagacious country farmer of the old Scotch 
school, Lr. none of your modern agriculturists, 
who keep labourers for their drudgery, hut 
the doner ijndrman who held his own plough. 
There was a strong expression of sense and 
shrewdness in all his lineaments; the eye 
alone, I think, indicated the poetical character 
and temperament, it was large, and of a dark 
cast, which glowed (I say literally ijloirrd) 
when he spoke with feeling or interest I 
never saw such another eye in a human head, 
though I have seen the most distinguished 
men of my time. His convi rsation expressed 
perfect self-confidence, without the slightest 
presumption. Among the men who were the 
most learned of their time and country, he 
expressed himself with perfect firmness, hut 
without the least intrusive forwardness ; and 
when he differed in opinion, hc'did not hesitate 
to express it p-nilv, yet at the same time with 
modesty. I do not rdmember any part of his 
conversation distinctly enough to lie quoted, 
nor did I ever see him again, except in the 
street, where he did not recognize me, as I 
could not expect he should. He was much 
caressed in Edinburgh, but (considering what 
litchrry emoluments have been since his day) 
the efforts made for his relief were extremely 
trifling.

“ I remember on this occasion I mention, 
I thought Burns’s acquaintance with English 
poetry wax rather limited, and also, that having
twenty times the abilities of Allan Rafrxny

}

and of Fergusson, he talked of them with too 
milch humility, as j bis models ; there was, 
doubtless, national predilection in his estimate.

“ This is all 1 can tell you about Burns. I 
have only to add that his dress corresponded 
with his manner. He was like a farmer 
dressed in his best to dine with the laird. I 
do not speak in malum jmrlrm, when 1 say,
I never saw a man in company with his 
superiors in station and information, more 
perfectly free from either the reality or the 
affectation of cmliarrassmcnt I was told, but 
did not observe it, that his address to females 
was extremely deferential, and alwayrwith a 
turn cither to the pathetic or humorous, which 
engaged their attention particularly. I have 
heard the late Duchess of Gordon remark this.
I do not know anything 1 can add to these 
recollections of forty years since.”1

Darkly as -the career of Burns was destined 
to terminate, there can be no doubt that, he 
made his first appearance at a |içriod highly 
favourable for his reception as a British, and 
especially as a "Scottish poet. Nearly forty 
years had elapsed since the death of Thomson; 
Collins, Gray, Goldsmith, had successively 
disapjieared ; Dr. Johnson had belied tli£ rich 
promise of his early appearance, and confined 
himself to prose, and Cowpcr had hardy liegun 
to lie recognized as having any considerable 
flgptcnsionx to fill the long-vacant throne in 
England. At home—without dérogation from 
the merits cither of “ Douglas " or the “ Min
strel," lie it said—men must Ipivc gone back 
at least three centuries to find a Scottish poet 
at all entitled to lie considered as of that high 
order to which the generous criticism of 
Mackenzie at once admitted “the Ayrshire 
Ploughman. " Of the form and garb of his com- 
position, much unquestionably and avowedly 
was derived from his more immediate pre
decessors, ltamxay and Fergusson ; but there 
was a bold mastery of hand in his picturesque 
dexgriptionx, tin produce anything equal to

> | That llums’s pern mal appearance was one to 
attract attention we have ample record. It is re
corded In (’ocklium'a Life (if Jefrry that “one day. 
In the winter of 1786-87, Jeffrey was standing dfl the 
High Street, staring at a man whose appearance 
struck him; a person standing at a shop door tapped 
him on the shoulder, and said, ‘ Aye, laddie ! ye may 
weel look at that man ! That’s Robert Bums.’ He 
never saw Itnms again.")
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which it was necessary to recall the days of 
“Chriat'a Kirk on the Green, " and “l’eeble* 
to the Play:” and in his more solemn pieces, 

*a depth of inspiration, and a massive energy of 
language, to which the dialect of his country 
had been a stranger, at least since “Dunbar 
the Mackar. ” The muses of Scotland have 
never indeed been silent ; and the ancient 
minstrelsy of the land, of which a slender 
portion had as yet been committed to the 
safeguard of the press, was handed from gene
ration to generation, anil preserved, in many 
a fragment, faithful images of the peculiar 
tenderness, and peculiar humour, of the national 
fancy and character—precious representations, 
which Burns himself never surjiaaacd in his 
happiest efforts. But these were fragments; 
and, with a scanty handful of exceptions, the 
best of them, at least of the serious kind, were 
very ancient. Ammtg the numlierlesa effusions 
of the Jacobite Muse, valuable as we now 
consider them for the record of manners and 
events, it would lie difficult to point out half 
a doxen strains, worthy, for poetical excellence 
alone, of a place among the old chivalrous 
liellads of the Southern, or even of the High
land Kohler. Generations had passed away 
since kpv Scottish poet had appealed to the 
sympathies of his countrymen in a l«(ty Scot
tish strain. v \

The dialect itself had liecn hardly dcallXvith. 
“It is my opinion," said Dr. Gothics./1 that 
those who, for almost a century ngM. have 
written in Scotch, Allan Ramsay not excepted, 1 
have not duly discriminated the genuine idiom 
from its vulgarism*. They seem to have acted 
a similar |wrt to certain pretended imitators 
of Spenser and Milton, who fondly imagine 
that they are copying from those great models, 
when they only mimic their antique mode of 
spelling, their olwoleto terms, and their ir- 
regular constructions.” And although I cannot 
well guess what the doctor considered as the 

- irregular constructions of Milton, there can lie ' 
no doubt of the general justice of his observa- ! 
lions. Ramsay and Kcrvgsson were lioth tupp 
of humble condition, the latter of the meanest 
the former of no very elegant habits ; and til# 
dialect which had once pleased the cars of 
kings, who themselves did not disdain to 
display its powers and elegancies |n verse, did 
not come untarnished through their hands. I

Fcrgusson, who was entirely town-bred, smells 
more of the Cowgate than of the country ; and 
pleasing as Ramsay's rustics arc, lie appears 
rather to have observed the surface of rural 
manners, in casual excursions to Penycuik 
and the Hunter's Tryste, than to have expressed 
the results of intimate knowledge and sym- '
]uitliy. His dialect was a somewhat incon
gruous mixture of the Upper Ward of Idtnnrk- 
sliirc and the l.uckenliooths ; and he could 
neither write English verses, nor engraft 
English phraseology on his Scotch, without , 
betraying a lamentable want of skill in the 
use of his instruments. It was reserved for 
Bums to interpret the inm'ost soul of the Scot
tish ]«casant in all its moods, and in verse 
exquisitely and intensely Scottish, without 
degrading either his sentiments or his language 
with one touch of vulgarity. Such is the 
delicacy of native taste, anil the |H«wer of a 
truly masculine genius.

This is the more remarkable, when we con- 
siiler that the dialect of Burns’s native district 
js, in all mouths but his own, a peculiarly 
offensive one—far removed from that of the 
favoured districts Ip1 which the ancient min
strelsy appears, with rare exceptions, to have 
been produced. Even in the elder days, it 
seems to have been proverbial for its coarse
ness:1 and the Covenanters were not likely to 
mend IL Tin; few |s«et»3 whom the West of 
Scotland had produced in the old time, were 
all men of high condition; and who, of course, 
used the language, not of their own villages, 
but of Holyrood. Their productions, more
over, in so far as they have been produced, 
liad nothing to do yitlt the peculiar character 
and feelings of the men of the West. As 
Bums himself has said,—“ It is somewhat 
singular, that in I-smirk, Renfrew, Ayr. Ac., 
there is scarcely an old song or tunc, which, 
from the title, Ac., can lie guessed to belong 
to, or lie the production of, those counties."

The history of Scottish literature, front the
1 Ilimlisr, among other »B< asms on bis antagonist 

r Kennedy, says :— *
I half on ms a pair -.1 Lottdane tiipl*
Salt fairvr liiati, malt, suit uialr parfi t,-.
Thau thou ran WsMcr with thy ftalrtefc tipi*.

s Kurinas Kennedy, KliaW, Montgomery, anil, more ' 
lately, Hamilton of lîllliertltvld,

Who hade the leaks* id .tirdrir lone resound
The idslntlre dime I list mourn d his favourite hound.
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union of the crown» to that of the kingdom*, 
ha* not yet been made the subject of any 
separate work at all worthy of it* importance ; 
nay, however much we are indebted to the 
learned labours of Pinkerton, Irving, and 
others, enough of the ;/c«rr<«/ obscurity of which 
Warton complained still continues, to the no 
small discredit of so accomplished a nation, 
lint how miserably the litrmture of the coun
try was affected by the loss of the court under 
whose immediate |>utronagc it hail, in almost 
all preceding times, found a measure of protec
tion that will ever do honour to the memory 
of the unfortunate house of Stuart, apjiears to 
he indicated with sufficient plainness in the 
single fact, tliat no man can point out any 
Suttish author of the first rank in all the long 
poriisl which intervened between Huchanan 
and 11 umc. The removal of the chief nobility 
and gentry, conacquen.t on the legislative 
union, apjwared to destroy our last ho|>c* us 
a -vparatc nation, possessing a separate litera
ture of our own; nay, for a time to have all 
hut extinguished the Hume of intellectual ex
ertion and ambition. 1-ong torn and harassed 
by religious and |it>litieal feuds, this people 
had at last .heard, as many lielicved, the sen
tence of irremediable degradation pronounced 
by the li|M of their own prince and |mrllament. 
The universal spirit of Scotland was humbled; 
the unhappy insurrections of 171.r> and 1*46, 
revealed the full extent of her internal dis- 
union ; and Kngland took, in some respects, 
merciless advantage of the fallen.

Time, however, ]>a**cd oh ; and Scotland, 
recovering at last from the blow which had 
stunned her energies, begun to vindicate her 
pretensions, in the only departments which 
had I wen left open to her, with a zeal and a 
success which will ever distinguish one of the 
brightest |wgc* of her history. Deprived of 
every national honour and distinction which 
it was possible to remove—all the high 
branches of external ambition lopped off- 
sunk at laid, as men thought, effectually into 
a province, willing to take law with passive 
submission, in letters as well as polity, iront 
her powerful sister—the old kingdom revived 
suddenly from her stupor, and once more 
asserted her name in reelamations, which Kng
land was compelled not only to hear, but to ap
plaud, and “wherewith all Kuro|ie rung from

side to side,” at the moment when a national 
poet eame forward to profit by the reflux of 
a thousand half-forgotten sympathies—amidst 
the full joy of a national pride, revived and 
re-established beyond the dream of hope.

It will always reflect honour on the galaxy 
of eminent men of letter*, who, in their vari
ous dc|iartments, shed lustre at that jicriod on 
the name of Scotland, that they suffered no 
pedantic prejudices to interfere with their re
ception of Hums. Had he not upiieared jwr- 
smiully among them, it may be reasonably 
doubted whether this would have I wen so. 
They were men, generally speaking, of very 
social habits; living together in a small capital, 
nay, almost all of them in or ulsnit one street; 
maintaining friendly intercourse continually ; 
not a few of them considerably addicted to the 
pleasures which Itave been called, by way of 
excellence 1 presume, convivial. Burns's 
poetry might have procured him access to 
these-circles; but it was the extraordinary re
sources lie displayed in conversation, the 
strong vigorous sagacity of his observations on 
life and manners, the splendour of his wit, aiul 
the glowing energy of his eloquence w hen hi* 
feelings were stirred, that made him the object 
of serious admiration among those practised 
master* of the art of talk. There were several 
of them who proltably adopted in their hearts 
the opinion of Newton, that “poetry is ingeni
ous nonsense.” Adam Smith, for one, could 
have had no very ready rcs|wct at the service 
of such an unproductive labourer as a maker 
of Scottish liallads ; but the stateliest of these 
phihsutphers hud enough to do to maintain the 
attitude of equality when brought into personal 
contact with Hunts's gigantic understanding; 
ami every one of them, whose impressions on 
the subject Itave been recorded, agrees in pro
nouncing his conversation to have been the 
most remarkable thing about him.

And yet it is amusing enough to trace the 
lingering reluctance of some of those |toli*hed 
scholar*, about admitting, cTcn to themselves, 
in his absence, what it is certain they all felt 
sufficiently when they were actually in hi* 
presence. It is difficult, for example, to read 
without a smile that letter of Mr. Dugald 
Stewart, in which he describes himself and 
Mr. Alison as being surprised to discover that 
Hums, after reading the latter author's elegant
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finny on Tante, had really lieen aide lo form 
nome alirewd enough notion of the general 
principle* of the association of «/«ta.

Huma would probably have been more satis- 
fled with hinihvlf in the*o learned societies, ha<l 
he been lew addicted to giving free utterance 
in convcr*ation to the very feeling* which 
formed the noblest inspiration* of hi* poetry. 
Ill* sensibility wa* a* tremblingly exquisite 
a* hi* scum- wa* inancullne and «olid; and he 
Necin* to have, ere long, *u*pected tluit the 
professional metaphy*ician* who applauded hi* 
rapturou* burst*. «urveyed them in reality 
with aoinething of the «aine feeling which may 
lie »up|KMcd to attend a wkilful surgeon's in- 
*|iection of a curiou* *|>ecimcn of morbid 
anatomy. Why *hould he lay hi* inmost 
heart thu* open to diweetor*, who took *|>ccial 
care to keep the knife from their own brea*t*? 
The uccret blu*h that overspreud hi* haughty 
countenance when »uch siv.: gestion* occurred 
to hi in in hi* Military hour*, may lie traced in 
the o|iening line* of a diary which he liegan 
to keep ere he hud lieen long ill Kdinburgh.

“ April 9, 1787. A* I have «ecu a good 
deal of human life in Kdinburgli, a great 
many character* which are new to one bred 
up in the «huile* of life a* I have lieen, I 
am determined to take down my remark* on 
the *|*it. "dray olwervc*. in a letter to Mr 
I'algrave, that, * half a word fixed, upon or 
near the *|*it, I» worth a cartload of recollec
tion.’ I don't know how it I» with the world 
In general, but with me, making my remark* 
I* by no mean* a military plea*uro. I want 
Mime one to laugh with me, «orne one to lie 
grave with me. mime one to pleauc me and 
help my iliM-rimiuatlon, with hi* or her own 
remark, and at time*, no doubt, to admire my 
aculcneu* and |ienetralion. The world I* *o 
liuwicd with *clfi«li pursuits, ambition, vanity, 
intercMt, or pleasure, that very few think it 
worth their while to make any olmenatlon on 
what pe**c* around them, except where that 
olwervatlon I* a »uckor, or branch of the 
darling plant they are rearing In their fancy. 
Nor am I »ure, notwithstanding all the w^fi- 
mcutal fit/hit of novel wrilert and Mr tnijr ;4i- 
lonoiJiy if moralitlt, w hether we are capable of 
*o intimate and cordial a coalition of friend, 
whip, o* Mo/ oar mn* nury /war on! hit Inman, 
hit rrrry thomjht ami foatiny fancy, hit err y

inmott tout« with unreterval confilence, to 
another, without htnnnl of lotimj )mri <f that 
reejiect which man ileterves from man ; or, 
from the unavoidable imperfection* attending 
human nature, of one day relic tiling hi* confi
dence.

“ For these reasons, I am detcrmincil to 
make these page* my confident. I will sketch 
out every character that any way strike* me, 
to the best of my power, with unshrinking 
justice. I will inHcrt anecdotes, and take 
down remarks, In the old law plirane, without 
frml or favour.—Where I hit on anything 
clever, my own applause will, in «orne measure, 
fea*t my vanity ; and, begging 1‘atmclu*1 
and Achates' pardon, I think a lock and key 
a security, at least crpial to the liomim of any 
friend whatever. V

And the same lurking thorn of suspicion 
peeps out elsewhere in this complaint : “ I 
know not how it is; I find 1 can win lUimj 
but not mr/wrf."1

“ Bums," *ay* a great living poet, in com
menting on the free style in which Dr. Currie 
did not hesitate to expose wnne of the weaker 
|*trt* of his lichaviour, very soon after tile 
grave had dosed on him.—“ Bums was a 
man of extraordinary genius, whose birth, 
education, and employments had placed and >' 
kept him in a situation lar below that in w liich 
the writer* and reader* of cx|ieii«ive volumes 
arc usually found. Critic* u|mui works of 
fiction have laid it down as a rale, that re- 
nioteneti of p^jtvc, in fixing the choice of a 
subject, and in preM-ribing the imslc of treat
ing It, is equal in effect to distance of time ; 
restraints may lie thrown oft' accordingly. 
Judge then of the delusions which artificial 
distinction* im|s>*c, when to a man like Dr. 
Currie, writing with views mi honourable, the 
tnrial romlilion of the individual of w hom he 
was treating, could seem to place hiin at such 
a distance from the exalted reader, that cere
mony might lie discarded with him, and his 
memory sacrificed, as it were, almost without 
compunction. Thi* Is indeed to lie rruthcil 
henrath the fhrrowt weiijht.'"t

■ |Bunn* exact wont* are: - “I il.ni I well know 
wliat Is tile reason of It, I sit some liow or other though 
I am, when I have a mind. |>rett) general!) Is-loved ; 
yet I never.*Slid get the art *4.■sminan.lliig respect. |

» Wordsworth's letter to a friend of llurns.
r
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It woulil lie idle to suppose lhat the feeling* 
livre nueribcd, and ju*tlv, no question, to the 
iimialde and liencvolent Currie, did not often 
lind their way into the Isixoni* of those persons 
iif Hiipcrior condition and attainment*, with 
whom Hum* associated at the period when lie 
fi r*t emerged into the blaze of reputation ; 
and what found it* way ip to men’* bo*om*, 
wa* not likely to avoid I>etraying itaclf to the 
|a*r*pieaeiou* glance of the proud peasant 
Mow |icr]>ctually lie wa* alive to the dread of 
living looked down upon a* a man, even by 
tlioHC who mo*t r.caloii»ly applauded the work* 
of hi* geniu*. might |*'rha|i* lie traced through 
the whole sequence of hi* letter*. When 
writing to mm of high station, at lca*t, he 
preserves, in every instance, the attitude of 
self-defence. Hut it I» only in hi* own secret 
table* that we have the fibres of his heart laid 
I at re, and the cancer of this jealousy is seen 
distinctly at it* painful work ; hahrmu* rmm 
et cunjitcntrm.

“There are few of the sore evils under the 
sun give me more uneasiness and chagrin than 
the coni|iari*on how a man of genius, nay of 
avowed worth, i* received everywhere, with 
the reception which a mere ordinary character, 
decorated with the trapping* and futile dis
tinction* of fortune, meets. I imagine a man 
of abilities. Ills breast glowing with honest 
pride, conscious that men are I mm equal, 
still giving houour lu whom honour in due; 
he meets, at a great man’s table, a Squire 
something, or a Sir somebody i he knows the 
nohlc landlord, at heart, gives the liurtl, or 
whatever he is, a share of hi* good wishes, 
licvond, perhaps, any one at table; yet how 
will it morlHY him to see a fellow, whose 
abilities would scarcely have made an elijhl- 
I*iniy tnUor, and whose heart is not worth 
three farthings, meet with attention ami 
notice, that are withheld from the son* of 
genius and poverty?

"The noble tllencairn has wounded me to 
the soul here, ItceauHC I dearly esteem, rvspjpt, 
and love him. lie showed so much attention 
, engrossing attention - one day. to the only 
liibckhead at table (the whole com|>nny con- 
sistiM of his lordship, dunderpate, and my
self), that I wa* within half a point of throw
ing down my gage of cnntrmptuona defiance; 
but he shook my hand, and looked no belie-

votently good at parting—God bless him! 
though .1 should never see him more, I shall 
love him until my dying day ! I am pleased 
to think 1 am so capable of the throes of 
gratitude, us 1 am miserably deficient in some 
other virtues.

“ With Dr. Blair I am more at my ease. 1 
never respect him with humble veneration ; 
but when he kindly interests himself in my 
welfare, or still more, when he descends from 
his pinnacle, and meets me on equal ground 
in conversation, my heart overflows with what 
i* called likimj. When he neglects me for the 
mere carcass of greatness, or when hi* cyo 
measures the difference of our point* of eleva
tion, I *ay to myself, witli scarcely any emo
tion, What do I care for him, or his |*>mp 
either?"

“ It is not easy,” says Hums, attempting to 
lie more philosophical—“It Is not easy form
ing an exact judgment of any one ; but, in my 
opinion. Dr. Hlair is merely an astonishing 
prtsif of what industry and application can do. 
Natural |iart* like his arc frequently to lie met 
with ; his vanity is proverbially known among 
liisVwn acquaintances; but he is justly at the 
head of what may lie called fine writing, and 
a critic of the first, the very first rank, in 
prose ; even in jwictry, <i hard of Suture'» 
mnkimj ran alone take the pas yf him. lie 
hint a heart not of the very finest water, but 
far from being an ordinary one. In short, he 
is a truly worthy and most rc*|K>ctable char
acter.”

“Once," says a nice speculator on the 
“ follies of the wise,"1—“ once we were nearly 
receiving from the hand of genius the most 
curious sketches of the temper, the irascible 
humours, the delicacy of soul, even to its 
shadowiness, from the warm nhozztm of Hunts, 
when he liegatt a diary of his heart a narra
tive of character* ami events, and a chronology 
of bis cmbtHlis. It wax natural for such a 
creature of sensation and passion to project 
such a regular task, but qtti'e impossible to 
get through it." This most curious document, 
it is to be observed, lias not yet lieeu printed 
entire. Another generation will, no doubt, 
see the whole of the confession ;* however,

t IV Israel I oil the l.iterary Character, ml. I. p. 138.
• (This ciunmuli plsce Ink* was not piilillslieal In 

It* entirety till 1*70 when It appearol In Mannitlaat

\
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what ha» already liecn given, it may lie *ur- 
mined, indicate» sufficiently the complexion of 
Bum»'» prevailing mood», during hi» moment* 
of retirement, at this interesting i>criod of hi* 
history. It wa* in such a mood (they recurred 
often enough) that lie thu» reproached “Na
ture—{nartial nat ure : "—

Thou gtv'st tile ua tils little, the snail Ills shell.
The envenom it wasp victorious guards his eell :
lint, oh ! thou hitter stepmother, anil hard.
To tliy ptNir feiiagu nukeil elilhl, the lieril.
In naked/eelinff and in aeklwj pride.
He I wars the nuhroken blast from every stale. ■

There wa* probably no blast that pierced 
thi* haughty *oul *o sharply a* the contumely 
of condcHcension.

••One of the poet'» remark»," a* Vromek 
tell* u», “when he firwt came to Edinburgh, 
wa», that lictwcen the men of rustic life ami 
the polite world he observed little difference 
—that in the former, though unpolished by 
fashion and iincnlightciietl by science, he lutd 
found much olwervation, and much intelligence 
—hut a rclinctl and accompli*hc<l woman wa* 
a thing almost new to him, anil of which lie 
had formed but a very inadciputtc idea. " To 
lie pleased, I» the old and the licst receipt how 
to please; and there I* abundant evidence that 
Hunt»’» success among the high-born ladies of 
Kdinbtirgh, was much greater than among the 
“stately patricians," as he call» them, of his • 
own sex. The vivid expression of one of them 
ha* become proverbial—that »hc never met 
with a man, “ whose conversation so com
pletely set her off her feet;"and Sir Walter 
Scott, In his reference to the testimony of the 
late I Inches» of tlonlon, has no doubt indicated 
the twofold source of the fascination. Hut even 
here, lie wa* destined to feel ere long some
thing of the fickleness of fashion, lie con
fessed to one of Ids old friends, liefore the 
■Cason was over, that some who had caressed’

lInga line. Notwithstanding the fact that I 'urrlc had 
published extracts from It, Allan fuimliighain and 
fmmek alleged that It was stolen from Burns a lodg
ings In the latter part of 17*7 or liegtnnlug of 17s*. 
Kor many years the XI8. lay, unrecognised as the 
missing common-place hook, In the |m«session of Mr. 
Macmillan, the publisher. Alexander Smith made 
use of It In ls«. lint dimrllied It as a “volume of 
early scrape umleratissl to have I wen presented by 
the |»wt to Mrs. Dunlop»' |

> Second Epistle to llraham of flntry.

him the most zealously, no longer seemed to 
know him, when he liowetl in passing their 
carriages anti many more acknowledged hi* 
salute but coldly.

It is but too true, that ere this season was 
over Hums had formed connections in Edin
burgh which could not have liecn regarded 
with much appmliution by the eminent literati 
in whose society his <Irlml hail made so |iower- 
ful an impression. Hut how much of the 
blame, if serious blame, indeed, there was in 
the matter, ought to attach to his own fastidi
ous jealousy — how much to the mere caprice 
of human favour, we liavc scanty means of 
ascertaining : no doubt, I mill bad their share; 
and it is also sufficiently ap|«rcnt that there 
were many point» in Burn*'* conversational 
habits, which men, accustomed to the delicate 
olwervancc* of refined society, might lie more 
willing to tolerate under the first excitement 
of personal curiosity, than from any very 
dclilierate estimate of the claims of such a 
genius, under such circumstances developed. 
He by no means restricted his sarcastic obser
vation* on those whom he encountered in the 
world to the confidence of his notc-lssik ; but 
startled polite ears with the utterance of 
audacious epigrams, far liai witty not to obtain 
general circulation in so small a society as that 
of the Northern capital, far too hitter not to 
produce deep resentment, far Uni numerous 
not to spread fear almost as widely as admira
tion. Even when nothing was farther from 
his thoughts than to inflict jiain, his ardour 
often carried him headlong into sad »cra|ic*. 
Witness, for example, the anecdote given by 
I’rofcssor Walker, of his entering into a long 
discussion of the merits of the |mpular preacher* 
of the «lay, at the table of Dr. Blair, and en-, 
thusiastically avowing hi* low opinion of all 
the rest in coni|iarison with Dr. Blair's own 
colleague and most formidable rival *—a man, 
certainly endowed with extraordinary graces

8 I The Rev. Wm. Ilreeiillelil, who was professor ol 
rhetoric In the I'nlvcralty of Eillnhurgh, ami Iwcnme 
colleague to Dr. Blair In Kelly. 17#7. He hail the 
ilegrre of D.H. afterwards conferred on him. and In 
17IIU he was elected Moderator of the tleiieral Assem
bly. He was defssssl from the ministry for "scan
dalous eomlurt " In 1711*, and died abroad In 1*27. 
The, Rev. Ridiert Walker, whose name was given by 
Lockhart In a note as the colleague referred to, died 
lu 17*8, three years liefore Bums saw Edinburgh.)
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of voice ami manner, a generous ami amialile 
►train of feeling, and a copious flow of language; 
l>ul having no pretension* either to the general 
accomplishment* for which Blair wa* honoured 
in a moat accomplished society, or to the 
|sdishcd elegance which he first introduced 
into the eloquence of the Scottish pulpit. 
Professor Walker well describes the unplcasing 
effects of such an ncafnulr; the conversation 
during the rest of the evening, “ lalmuring 
under lliât compulsory effort which was un
avoidable, w hile the thonuhts of all were full 
of the only subject on which it was improper 
to speak." Burns showed his good sense by 
making no effort to repair this blunder ; but 
years afterwards, lie confessed that he could 
never recall it without exquisite pain. Mr. 
Walker pnqivrly says, it did honour to l)r. 
Blair that Ms kindness remained totally un
altered by this occurrence; but the professor 
would liavc found nothing to admire in that 
cirvumsUaee, had he not been well aware of 
the rarity of such good-nature among the 
i/rsNs irritabitr of authors, orators, and wits.

A *|icvimen (which some will think worse, 
><>nie better) i% thus recorded by Cromek :— 
“ At a private break last, in a literary circle of 
Kdinburgli, the conversation tumeil on the 
(metical merit and |wtho* of Cray's AVei/y, a 
|siem of which he was enthusiastically fond. 
A clergyman present, remarkable for his love 
of |mradox, and for his eccentric notions upon 
every subject, distinguished himself by an in
judicious and ill-limed attack on this exquisite 
|sH-m. which Bums, with generous warmth 
for the reputation of Cray, manfully defended. 
As the gentleman's remarks w ere rather general 
than specific, Burns urged him to bring for- 
wanl the passages which he thought exception- 
aide. lie made several attempts to quote the 
I*win, but always in a blundering, inaccurate 
manner. Bums Imre all this for a good while 
with Iris usual good-natured forbearance, till 
at length,^goaded by the fastidious criticisms 
and w retched quibbling* of his opponent, he 
mused himself, and with an eye flashing con
tempt and indignation, anil with great vehe
mence of gesticulation, he thus addressed the 
old critic : • Sir, I now perceive a man may lie 
an excellent judge of poetry by square and 
rule, and after all bead—d blockhead — 
so far, Mr. Cromek ; and all this was to a

clergyman, and at bimkj'aat. Even to the 
ladies, when he suspected them jif wishing to 
make a show of him, he could not help admin
istering a little of his village discipline. A 
certain stately peeress sent to invite him, 
without, as he fancied, having sufficiently 
cultivated his acquaintance beforehand, to her 
assembly. “Mr. Bums," answered the bard, 
“will do himself the honour of waiting on the
-------- of--------- , provided her ladyship will
invito also the learned pig.”—Such an animal 
was then exhibiting in the (JrussmarkcL 

While the second edition of |ioems was pass
ing through the press, Bums was favoured 
with many critical suggestions and amend
ments; to one of which only he attended. 
Blair, reading over with him, or hearing him 
recite (which he delighted at all times in 
doing) his “Holy Fair," stopjiol him at the 
stanza —

Sow a the congregation o'er 
1» silent expectation,

For Missile iqs-els the holy disir rhiuljs 
Wi tiding! o' miration

“ Nay," said the doctor, “reail damnation.” 
Bums improved the wit of the verse, undoubt
edly, by adopting the emendation; but he 
gave another strange specimen of want of tart, 
when he insisted that Dr. Blair,Voue of the 
most scrupulous observers of clericahpropriety, 
should (icrmit him to acknowledge the obliga
tion in a note. \

But to i«*s from these trifles—it Weds no 
effort of imagination to conceive what the sen
sations of an isolated set of scholars (almost all 
either clergymen or professors) must have been 
in the presence of this big-boned, black- 
browed, brawny stranger, with hi* great 
flashing eyes, who, having forced' hi* way 
among them from the plough-tail at a single 
stride, manifested in the whole strain of his 
bearing and conversation, à most thorough 
conviction, that, in a society of the most 
eminent men of his nation, he was exactly 
where he was entitled to be ; hardly deigned 
to flatter them by exhibiting even an occa
sional symptom of lieing flattered by their 
notice ; by turns calmly measured bimsclf 
against the most cultivated understandings 
of his time in discussion; overpowered the 
linn main of the most celebrated convivialisls- 
by broad floods of merriment, impregnirted
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with all the hurning life of genius; astounded 
Immmiihh habitually enveloped in the thrice- 
piled fold* of Hocial roicrve, by uoei|wlllng 
them to tremble—nay, to tremble visibly— 
beneath the fcarle** touch of natural |>atho*; 
and all thi* without indicating the * mal lent 
willingness to be ranked among thuee profes- 
«imuil minister* of excitement, who are con
tent to be |«uid in money and «mile* for doing 
what the *|icctalorw and auditor* would lie 
lodinmed of doing in their own |ier*un«, even 
if they had the power of doing it; and,—la*t 
and prolmhly wont of all,—who wa* known 
to lie in the habit of enlivening aocietie* 
which they would have ncomcd to approach, 
«till more frequently than their own, with 
eloquence no lc** magnificent ; with wit in all 
likelihiH*! «till more daring; often enough, 
a* the Kiqicriorx whom he fronted without 
alarm might have guessed from the lieginning, 
and hail, ere long, no occasion to gue**, with 
wit pointed at themselves.

The lawyer* of Kdinhurgh, in wlioee w ider 
circle* Hum* figured at III* outset, with at 
lca*l a* much wucee** a* among the professional 
literati, were a very different race of men 
from thc*e; they would neither, I take it, 
liave pardoned rudenow, nor lieen alarmed by 
wiL Hut living, in tho*c day*, with scarcely 
an exception, memlicr* of the landed aristo. 
cracy of the country, and funning by far the 
imwt influential l**ly (a* indeed they «till do) 
In the society of Seotlanil. they were, p< rhaps, 
a* proud a net of men a* ever enjoyed the I 
tranquil plca*urc«of unque*tioneil *u|ieriorily. 
What their haughtiness, a* a l**ly, wa*. may 
he gucuned, when we know that inferior birth 
wa* reckoned a fair and legitimate ground for 
excluding any man from the liar. In one re
markable inatanec, about thi* very time, a 
nun of very extraordinary talent* and aeeom- 
plishment* wa* chiefly op|Kwcd in a long and 
|teinful «truggle for admiwinn. and. in reality, 
for no rcawm* but thune I have been alluding 
to, by genllcmcit who, in the «equel, *tood at 
the very head of the Whig party in Kdinhurgh; 
ami the name ari»tocratieal prejudice ha*, 
within the memory of the present generation, 
kept mote )ienmn« of eminent qualification* 
In the liavk-ground, for a *ea*on, than any 
Knglish reader would easily lielleye. To thi* 
IhmIv belonged nineteen out of twenty of

thoee ••patrician*," whose «tatclinen* Bum* 
no long reniemliereil and *o bitterly re*cnleil. 
It might, jicrhap*, have been well for him 
hail «tatelinc** lieen the worst fault of their 
manner*. Wine-bibbing ap|Kar* to lie in mu*i 
region*a favourite indulgence with tlionv whose 
brain* and lung* are «uhjccted to the seven' 
exe reine* of legal study and fcreu*le practice. 
To thi* day, more trace* of these old habit* 
linger about the Inn* of Court than in any 
other ucclion of London. In Dublin and Kdin
hurgh, the Imrriwtvr* are even now eminently 
convivial indie* of men; but among the Scotch 
lawyer* of the time of Hum*, the principle of 
jollity wa* indeed in it* "high and |slimy 
state.” He |uirti*ik largely in tho*o tavern 
»eenc*ofaudaeion* hilarity, w hich then soothed, 
a* a matter of courue, the arid lalmur* of the 
northern no/d-sw ilr Z» (»■> they arc well 
called In Hnl'JiiMiilhl], anil of which we lire 
favoured with a spccipiou in the •• High Jink»" 
chapter of Vay Minim riii'j.

The tavern-life i* nowaday* nearly extinct 
everywhere; hut it wa* then in full vigour in 
Kdinhurgh, and there can In no doubt that 
Hum* rapidly familiarized him*elf with it 
during hi* residence, lie hail, after all, la*lc I 
but rarely of *ueh exee**e* w hile in Ayrshire. 
So little are we to consider his •• Scotch 
Drink," and other jovial strain* of the early 
|ieriod, a* conveying anything like a fair 
notion of hi* actual course of life, that “Auld 
Nanse Tinnock," or •• I’oosic Xaneie," tic 
Mauchline landlady, I* known to have ex- 
pressed, amusingly. enough, her surprise at 
the style in which she found her name cele
brated in the Kilmarnock edition, saying, 
“ that Holier! Hums might be a very clever 
lad. but he certainly wa* rrynn//»**, as. to the 

I lieat iriUicr belief, he hud never taken three 
half mttbffikina in her hou*c in all hi* life."1 
And In addition to Hilbert s testimony to the 
name purpose, we have on record that of Mr. 
Archibald Bruce (qualified by Heron, “a 
gentleman of great worth and discernment"), 
that lie had observed Hums closely during 
tliat period of his life, and seen him "steadily 
resist «well solicitation* and allurement* to 
convivial enjoyments, a* hardly any other 
person could have withstood."

1 Mr. R. Oumihen's Ms. notes, taken during a 
tour In Ayrshire.
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The unfortunate Heron knew Bum* well ; 
and himself mingled largely* in some of the 
scene* to which he advert* in the following 
strong language :—“ The enticement* of plea
sure too often unman our virtuous resolution, 
even while we wear the air of rejecting them 
with a stern lirow. We resist, ami resist, ami 
resist; hut, at last, suddenly turn, and passion
ately embrace the enchantress. Tiie hurl* of 
Edinburgh accomplished, in regard to Hums, 
that in which the Imorg of Ayrshire had failed. 
After residing some months in Edinburgh, lie 
began to estrange himself, not altogether, but 
in some measure, from graver friends. Too 
many of his hour* were now *|tent at the tables 
of |>cr*on* who delighted to urge conviviality 
to drunkenness—in the tavern and in\ the 
brothel."1

It would lie idle woic to attempt passing 
over these things in silence; but it could serve 
mi good purjswe to dwell on them.

During this winter Bum* continued, a* ha* 
lieeu incutiofted. to lodge with John Richmond; 
and we have the authority of this early friend 
of llie |siet for the statement, that while lie 1 
did so, 11 he kept good hour*." 3 He removed 
afterward* to the house of Mr. William Xivol 
(one of the teachers of ilie High School jof 
Edinburgh), oil the Buccleuch road |Buccleileli 
I’cnd], ami this change is, I suppose, to )*: 
considered a* a symptom that the keeping of 
good hours was lieginning to lie irksome.* 
Xicol was a man of cptick parts and consider- 
able learning, who hail risen from a rank a* 
humble as Bums’*; from the lieginning an i 
enthusiastic admirer, and, ere long, a constant 
associate of the poet, and a most dangerous ^ 
associate ; for, with a warm heart, the man 
united a fierce irascible temper, a apom of 
many of the decencies of life, a noisy contempt 
of religion, at least of the religious institution* 
of hi* country, and a violent propensity for

1 See Burns’» allusions to Heron’s own hut,Its, In 
■ Poetical Epistle to Blacklock, ' 178B. „
, * Heron, p. 27. s Notes liy Mr. R. Chamls-rs.

* It'haiuliers explains Hull It was on account of Ills 
friend Itlchmoinl having In the Interval Is-twcen 
IhlHis's departure from Edinburgh (May Mh) and Ills 
return (August 7th) taken In another fellow. halger. 
that Burns waa obliged to accept temporary accom
modation In the house of Ids friend Nlcol, who was 
to lie his companion In the contemplated Highland 
tour.)

the bottle. He was one of those who would fain 
lielieve themselves to lie men of genius ; ami 
that genius 1* a sufficient apology for trampling 
under foot all the old vulgar rule* of prudence 
ami sobriety,—being on both point* equally 
mistaken. Of Xicol'* letters to Bums, and 
alsnit him, I have seen many that liavc never 
liceii, and proluihly that never will lie, printed 
—cumbrous ami pedantic effusions, exhib
iting nothing that one nui imagine to have 
liccn pleasing to the |mct, except what was 
probably enough to redeem all inqicrfoctioiia 
— namely, a rapturous admiration of hi* 
genius. Thin man, nevertheless, was, I sus
pect, very far from living an unfavourable 
specimen of the society to whom Heron thus 
alludes;—“lie (the poet) •Hjf'rnl himself to 
lie surrounded by a race of mi-erable livings, 
who were proud to tell that they hail been in 
company with Braga, and had seen Bums as 
Iimmc and a* foolish a* themselves. He was 
not yet irrecoverably lost Mo Icnqierance ami 
imslcrallon ; but lie was already almost too 
much captivated with these wanton levels, to 
be ever more won back to a faithful attachment 
to tlirir more wilier charm*." Heron add*— 
'* He now also liegan to contract something of 
new arrogance in conversation. Accustomed 
to lie, among his favourite associates, w hat I* 
vulgarly, but expressively, called the cock of 
the company, he could scarcely refrain from 
indulging in similar freedom and dictatorial 
decision of talk, even In the presence of |*r*nn* 
who could less patiently endure Ids presump
tion;"1 an account rjr fnrir prolinhlc, and 
which sufficiently tallies with «orne hints in 
Mr. Ihignld Stewart's description of the |«oct’s 
manners, a* he first observed him at Catrinc, 
and with one or two anecdotes already cited 
from Walker and t'romck.

(If these failings, and indeed of all Bums’* 
failings, it may lie safely asserted, that there 
was more in hi* history to account and apologixc 
for them, than can lie alleged in regard to 
almost any other great man'* imperfection*. 
We have seen, hoar, even in his curliest days, 
the strong thirst of distinction glowed within 
him—how in his first and rudest rhymes he 
sung

— to lie great I» charming ;

* Heron, p. 2*.
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and we have also seen, that tluj dirfjflay of 
talent in conversation wa* the find mean* of 
distinction that occurred to him. It wa* liy 
that talent that he tint attracted notice among 
hi* fellow-peaannt*, and after he mingled with 
the fir*t Scotchmen of hi* time, thi* talent wa* 
atlll that which appeared the moat aatoniahing 
of all he poaacaaed. What wonder that he 
*hould delight in exerting it where he could 
exert it the moat freely—where there wa* no 
check upon a tongue that had l>cen accuatomcd 
to revel in the licenae of village -mastery! 
where every aallv, however hold, wa* an re to 
lie received with triumphant applauac—where 
there were no claim* to rival hi*—no proud 
brow* to convey rebuke, aliove all, perhaps, 
no grave eye* to convey regret? “ Xonaenac," 
aay* C’umlierland, “ talked by men of wit and 
undcratanding in the hour* of relaxation, I* of 
the very fineat csaence of conviviality ; but It 
implic* a treat in the company not alwav* to 
lie riaked." It wa* little in Hum*’» character 
to «ubmit to nice and acrepnlou* rule*, when 
he knew, that by croaaing the at reel, he could 
find widely who would applaud him tile more, 
the more heroically all auch rule* due dis- 
reganlcd ; and he who had panned from the 
company of the jolly bachelora of Tarbolton 
and Mauehline, to that of the eminent Scotch
men whoac name* were honoured all over the 
civilized world, without dincovering any differ- 
ence that appeared worthy of much eonsidem- 
tion, waa well prepared to nay, with the prince 
of alf free-apeakera and free-liver*, “ I will 
take mine ease in mine inn !"

Hut thcnc. aaauredly, were not the only feel
ing* that Influenced Hum* ; In hi* own letter*, 
written during hi* »tay In Edinburgh, we have 
the lieat evidence to the contrary. He shrewd
ly suspected, from the very beginning, that 
the personal notice of the great and the 
illustrious wa* not to be a* lasting a* it 
eager: he foresaw, that sooner or later ho waa 
destined to revert to societies lea* elevated 
above the pretension» of his birth ; and, 
though his jealous pride might Induce him to 
record hi* suspicions In language rather too 
strong than too weak, it is quite impossible to 
read what he wrote without believing that a 
sincere distrust lay rankling at the root* of Ills 
heart, all the while that he appeared to lie sur
rounded with an atmosphere of joy and hope.

On the 15th of January, 1787, we find him 
thus addressing hi* kind patroness, Mr*. 
Dunlop:—

“You are afraid I shall grow intoxicated 
with my prosperity a* a poet. Ala* ! madam, 
I know myself and the world too well. I do 
not mean any airs of affected modesty ; I am 
willing to believe that my abilities deserved 
some notice; but in a most enlightened, 
informed age and nation, when poetry is and 
lia* licen the study of men of the first natural 
genius, aided with all the powers of polite 
learning, polite liooka, and folitc company— 
to lie dragged forth to the full glare of learned 
and polite observation, with all my imperfec
tions of awkwanl rusticity, and crude and 
unpolished idea* on my head, I assure you. 
madam, I do not dissemble when I tell you I 
tremble for the consequence*. The novelty of 
a poet in my oliacure situation, without any 
of those advantages which are reckoned neces
sary for that character, at least at thi* time of 
day, lias raised a partial tide of public notice, 
which ha* liome me to a height where I am 
aliaolutely, feelingly certain my abilities are 
inadequate to support me ; and too surely do 
I ace that time, when the same tide will leave 
me, and recede jicrhap* as far below the mark 
of truth. • . . . I mention this once for
all, to disburden my mind, and I do not wish 
to hear or aay any more about it But, ‘ When 
proud fortune's ebbing tide recede*,’ you will 
bear me witness, that when my bubble of fume 
waa at the highest I stood nnintoxicatcd with 
the inebriating cup in my hand, looting for- 
want with rueful rcroire. "

And about the same time to Dr. Moore :— 
“The leqie to lie admired for ages is, in by 
far the greater part of those even who are 
author* of repute, an unsubstantial dream. 
For my part, my first ambition waa, and still 
my strongest wish is to please my compeers, 
the rustic inmates of the hamlet, while ever- 
changing language and manners shall allow 
me to be relished and understood. I am very 
willing to admit that I have some poetical 
abilities; and as few, if any writer*, either 
moral or poetical, are intimately acquainted 
with the classes of mankind among whom I 
have chiefly mingled, I may have seen men 
and manners in a different phasis from what 
is common, which may assist originality of
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thought. ... I worn the affectation of 
seeming modesty to cover self-conceit. That 
1 have some merit, I do not deny ; hut 1 see, 
with frequent wringings of heart, that the 
novelty of my character, and the honest na
tional prejudice of my countrymen, have home 
me to « height altogether untenable to my 
abilities."—And lastly, April the ‘23d, 1787, 
we have the following passage in a letter also 
to |)r. Moore:—“I leave Edinburgh in the 
course of ten days or a fortnight. I shall 
return to qty rural shades, in all UMihowl 
uerer more to <juit them. I have formed 
many intimacies ami friendships here, hut 
/ am afraid then are all of loo lender a cou
nt ruction to hear carriage a huialml and J\flg 
mile». "

i Inc wonl more on the subject which intro
duced these quotations Mr. Duguld Stewart, 
no doubt, hints at what was a common enough 
complaint among the elegant literati of Edin
burgh, when he alludes, injtis letter to Currie, 
to the “not very select society " in which Burns 
indulged himself. But two points still remain 
somewhat doubtful ; namely, whether, show 
and marvel of the season as he was, the 
“Ayrshire ploughman” really had it in his 
|«iwer to live al ira g» in society which Mr. 
Stewart would have considered as “very 
select j" and secondly, whether, in so doing, 
he could have failed to chill the affection of 
those humble Ayrshire friends, who, having 
shared with him all that they possessed on 
his first arrival in the metropolis, faithfully 
and fondly adhered to him, after the spring
tide of fashionable favour did, as he foresaw 
it would do, “recede:" and, moreover, |sr- 
liaps to provoke, among the higher circles 
themselves, criticisms more distasteful to Ids 

-c proud stomach than any probable consequences 
of the course of com!net which he actually 
pursued.

1 The second edition of Burns's poems was 
uldiuhed early in March, by Creech : there 

were no less than lit to sulmcrilicrs, many of 
whom |will more than the shop-price of the 
volume. Although, therefore, the final settle
ment with the Issikseller did not take place 
till nearly a year after. Burns now found him
self in (HMsession of a considerable sum of 
ready money ; and tile first impulse of his 
mind was to visit some of the classic scenes of 

voi.. i.

Scottish history and romance.1 He hail as 
yet seen but a small |mrt of his own country, 
and this by no means among the most inter
esting of her districts—until, indeed, his own 
poetry made it equal, on that score, to any 
other.

The magnificent scenery of the capital itself 
had filled him with extraordinary delight. 
In the spring mornings, he walked very often 
to the top of Arthur's Seat, and lying prostrate 
on the turf, surveyed the rising of the sun out 
of the sea, in silent admiration ; his chosen 
com|Miiion on such occasions being that anient 
lover of nature and learned artist, Mr. Alex
ander Nasmyth.1 The Braid Hills, to the 
south of Edinburgh,, were also among his 
favourite morning walks; and it was in some 
of these that Mr. Dugald Stewart tells us “ he 
charmed him still more by his private conver
sation than lie had ever done in company." 
“ lie was," adds the professor, “ passionately 
fond of the beauties of nature; and I recollect 
once he told me, when I was admiring a 
distant pnis|iect in one of our morning walks, 
that the sight of so many smoking cottages 
gave a pleasure to his mind which none could 
understand who hud not witnessed, like him
self, the happiness and the worth which they 
contained."

I "The appellation of a Scottish hard la far my 
highest pride ; to continue to deserve It, It my most 
exalted ambition. Scottish scyiei. and Hcottlsh 
story, are the thcniea I could wish to slug. I have 
no dearer aim than to have It In my power, unplagncd 
with the routine of business, forwhlch. Heaven knows, 
I am until enough, to make leisurely pilgrimages 
through t 'alcdonia ; to sit on the fields of her 1 tattles, 
to wander on the romantic hanks of her rivers, ami 
to nuise by the stately towers or venerable ruins, once 
the honoured sissies of her heroes. Itut these arc 
I t..plan thoughts. Letter to Mm. lhinlu/i, Edin
burgh. till March. 17*7.

• It was to this artist that Burns sat for the portrait 
engraved In CYeech's edition, and since repeated so 
often, that It must la. familiar to all readers. |Na- 
suiytli also prepared a cabinet portrait of the pewt at 
full length as he ap|a-arrd In Edinburgh, In the first 
heyday of Ids reputation ; dressed In tight Jiaktly 
I mots, very tight buckskin breeches, according to the 
fashion of the day, and (Jacobite as he was) In what 
was considered the “ Fox "-livery, vlx., a blue coat 
and bn If walaÿ'oal, with broad blue stripes. The 
sketch, an engraving from which ap|u'ared as tltle- 
pugc to the first editions of Lockhart's Life, was said 
by surviving friends to tie a very llveiyrepresenta- 
tion of the Iainl as he first attracted public notice on 
the streets of Edinburgh. |

6

t
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Burns was far too busy witli society ami 
olwcrvation to find time for |>octieal eoniliosi- 
t inn, during his first residence in Edinburgh.

X Vreceli's edition inelndcd some pieces of great 
merit, which had not been previously printed ; 
but, with the exception of the “ Address to 
Edinburgh,” which is chiefly remarkable for 
the grand stanzas on the Castle and llolynssl, 
with which It concludes, all of these up|ienr to 
have been written before he left Ayrshire. 
Several of them, indeed, were very <*rlv pro
ductions. The most imisirtant additions yerc, 
‘•|)eath and Doctor Hornbook," the “Brigs 
of Ayr." the ••Ordination,"and the “Address 
to the I'nco fluid." In this edition also. 
“ When tluilfonl guid our 1‘ilot sto<sl," made 
its first ap|ieanmce, on reading which, Hr. 
Blair uttered Ins pithy criticism, “ Burns's 
jsdltics always amell of the smithy."

It ought not to be omitted, that our poet 
bestowed some of the first-fruits of this edition 
in tlie erection of a decent tonilwtonc over the 
hitherto neglected remains of his unfortunate 
predecessor. Ilolicrt Kcrgusaon. in the Canon- 
gate churchyard.

The evening liefore he quitted Edinburgh, 
the |siet addressed a letter to Dr. Blair, in 
which, taking a most respectful fan-well of 
him, ami expressing in lively tenus his sense 
of gratitude for the kindness he hail shown 
him, lie thus recurs to Ids own views of Ids 
own |tuai and future condition; —“I have 
often felt the cmlairruaament of my singular 

' situation. However the meteor-like novelty 
of uiy apiK-arance in the world might attract 
notice, I knew very well that my utmost 
merit was far unequal to the task of preserving 
that character when once the novelty was over.
I have ma<lc up my mind, that abuse, or 
almost even neglect, will not surprise me In my 
quarters. " To this touching letter the amiable 
Blair replied in a truly internal strain of con
solation aud ailvice:—“Your situation," says 
he, “ was indeed very singular ; you have had 
to stand a severe trial. I am happy that you 
have stood it so well. . . . You are now, I 
presume, to retire to a more private walk of 
life. . . . You have laid the foundation for

just public esteem. In the midst of those 
employments, which your situation will render 
proper, you will not,, I hope, neglect to pro
mote that esteem, bv cultivating your genius, 
ami attending to such productions of it as may 
raise your character still higher. At the same 
time, Ik- not in loo great a haste to come for
ward. Take tifhc and leisure to improve ami 
mature your talents; for. on any second pro
duction you give the world, your fate ns a poci 
will very much dc|>cnd. There is, no doubt, 
a gloss of novelty which time wears oil". As 
you very properly hint yourself, you are not 
to Iw surprised if, in your rural retreat, you 
do not find yourself surrounded with Hint 
glare of notice and applause which hen; shone 
n|sm you. Xo man can lie a gissl |siet without 
Iwing somewhat of a philosopher. Ile mus! 
lay his account, that any one who cx|smcs 

himself to public observation, will oeeasionally 
meet with the atlacks of illiliend censure, 
w hich it is always liest to overlook and despiil- 
He will Is- inclined sometimes to court retreat, 
and to disap|ienr from public view. He will 
not aflect to shine always, that he may at 
pro|s-r seasons come forth with more advantage 
and energy. He will not think himself 
neglected if he Ik1 not always praised." Such 
were Blair's admonitions.

Amt part was heard, and part was lost in alr.i

Bums had one object of worldly business in 
Ins journey; namely, to examine the estate of 
Ihdswiuton, near Dumfries, the proprietor of 
which hail, on learning that the Jxiet designed 
to return to Ids original calling, expressed a 
strong wish to have him for his tenant.

1 On tin same iNTiiiun, thv |MH*t addressed 
(lleiieatrn In Sheet? tenus:

*• My Lord, I go away to-morrow morning vail) ; 
and allow me hi vent the fulness of my heart In 
thanking your lordship for all that iwtrouage, that 
Vnevojuinf. and that friendship, with wlileh you 
have honoured me. With brimful eyes 1 pray, that 
you niay hnd in that llreat Helng, whom* Image >oii 
mi n.di|) liear, that friend wlileh I have found In you. 
M) gratitude Is not selrtsh design that I disdain It 
Is not dodging after the heels of greatness that Is 
an offering you disdain. It Is a feeling of thv same 
kind with my devotion. K. H.v

\
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!
CHAPTER VI.

| Border tour epistle to Creech return to Msuthliue:-favourably received by Uic Armours return* 
to Edinburgh:—West Highland tour: Harvieaton journey Stirling epigram unmoved by grandeur of 
aeenery, Ac.:—visit to Kamsuy of Ochtertyre:—visit to Mrs. Bruce of Clackmannannorthern tour:— 
Taymoutli : Blair-Athole :—Inverness (iordon Castle :—Aberdeen :—Stonehaven, Ac.:—decides on taking 
tlie fann of Elllsland Claritida :—Johnson s Museum :—ode to Prince Charles :—overturned In a coach 
and contint d t«* Ills riHnn for six weeks:- low spirits :—Jean Armour again excised to the reproaches of her 
family, ami turned out of doors:- Bums secures shelter for her applies fora post on the excise, and Is 
appointed : settlement with Creech : loan to Ullliert.l

1 lUimuty ami famous Fersuwm. 
litwi Forth mid Tay a lift abusa ;
’Yarrow ami Tw«tl P» moule a tuuc 

Thru' Scotland ring».
Whil. In my, Lugar, Ayr, ami l>uuu.

Xaelmdy sings.

On the 6th of May [1787], Bums left Edin
burgh in voinpaiiy with Mr. Itobcrt Ainslic,1 
Min to Mr. Ainslie of Berry well, in Berwick- 
sliirv, with the design of i»erainhtiluting the 
pivturvM|iiv scenery of the southern Ixmlor, 
ami in jiartivular of visiting the localities 
celebrated hv the old minstrels, of whose 
works he was a iwssionate admirer; and of 
wliom, hv the way, one of the last up|icur* to 
have lievn all hut a namesake of hi* own.?

» Afterwards Clerk to the Signet. Among other 
changes “which fleeting time procureth,’ this amiable 
gentleman, whose youthful gaiety made him aclmeen 
associate of Bums, la elilelly known as the author of 
an Essay on the Evidences of Christianity, and wane 
devotional tract». | He was liom 111 17110, wasa«lmltte<l 
Writer to the Signet In 17HD, and died April II, 183&)

3 Meoll Bum. supposed to have lived towanla the 
• lone of the 10th |17tli?| century, and to have been 
among the last of the Itinerant minstrels, lie la jashl 
to In*| the author of “ Leader llaiigha and Yarrow," a 
pathetic Iwllad, In the last verse of which hie own 
name slid designation are introduced.

sing Kr-lmgoai aud luwdenkttowcs, when? 11 mi hi had iumv 
• iiiiiiiiainlliig.

Xml hr) vnuigc. wl the milk-while yowrs, twist Tweed and 
Leader •lamllttg.

The bird licit flee* through lteed|«th trees, ami (lledswood 
I«alike. Ilk morrow.

May chant ami slug wwt l.ciidrr I laugh», ami t*uuiy 
iHfume «4 Yarrow

!
This wa* long liefore the time when those 

ticlii* of Scottish nimanvc were to be made 
uccc**ihlc to the curiosity of citizen* by stage
coaches ; ami Hum* ami hi* friend |wrfonned 
their tour on hurseliark, the former being 
mounted on a favourite mare, whom lie hail 
named Jenny (iedde*, in honour of the zealous 
virago who threw her *too! at the Dean of 
Kdinburgh'* head, on the 23d of July, l*137, 
when the attempt wa* made to introduce a 
Scotti*h Liturgy into the«crvicc of HL tlilc*'»; 
the wine trusty animal who*c merit* liave 
l«ecu recorded by Bum*, in a letter which 
mu*l have been puzzling to mwl modern 
Scotsmen, before the (lay* of l)r. Jamieson.3

Burn* |Ni**ctl from Edinburgh to Herrywcll. 
the rewideuee of Mr. Ainslie* family, and 
vi*iled *uccc**ivcly l)un*e, Voldetream, Kcluo, 
Floor*, and the ruin* of Roxburgh Castle, 
where a holly hush «till mark* the *|wt on 
which Jamc* II. of Scotland wa* killed by the 
humting of a cannon ; Jedburgh, where he 
admired the “charming romantic situation of 
the town, with garden* and orchard* inter
mingled among the hon*c*ofaonee magnificent 
cathedral (abbey);*’ and wa* *truvk (a* in the 
other town* of the *ume district) with the

practice of acciun|ianyliig hi* recitations. 1 was told 
by *u **v<l tenon at Earliton, that there must to be 
a |Kirtralt of him In Tlilrlatane Vaille, representing 
him ** * dome old man, leading a COW lir-a*aU*tt -
"«!»•• I

llut wlttstn-l huiu laanut wsua hi. grief while life 
ewlureth,

T.t we the clumgee ,4 this **,, that Otwtiug time leocuiHh, 
t'.e mou y a plate .guide In hard taw, a here Wythe ftdk 

kvntl nae aerrtw.
With Home* that dwelt ou Leathtr eitle, anil Stott* that 

dwell er. Yarrow,

I Hr. H. I 'haitilie re «ay»: “In an uhl collection of 
atniga, In their original elate of baltanh, 1 have eeen 
hU mime printed a* 1 lliirnc the violer,' which seems 
to indh-utv the Instrument u|um wlilcli lie was In the

» “ My an hi gad gleyde o' a meere has hucliyalled 
up hill and down lirae, as tench and blrnie as a 
vera devil, wi' me. It's true aim's as ;sstr * a sang 
maker, and aa hard's a kirk, and tlpper-tal|* n when 
she Inks the gate, like a lady’s gentlewoman In a 
minuwae, or a hen on a het girdle ; hut she's a yauld 
laiutlierln girran for a' that. When enee her ring-, 
lame* and spaviee, her crulki and crampe, erg fairly 
ami pled, ahe lawta to, beet* to, and aye the hindinoet 
hour the tightest," Ae. Ac.—Letter to Win. Xlcol, 
/Wir/ires, p. ÏS. (See vul Iv. p. 01.1
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appearance of “old^rude grandeur,’’and the 
idleness of decay; IJelrose, “that fi*^fained 
glorious ruin,” Selkirk, Ettriek, and the Braes 
of YarrqW. Having spent three weeks in this 
district, of which it has been justly said, that 
“every field has its battle, aud every rivulet 
its song, ” Burns passed the Border, and visited 
Alnwick, Warkworth, Morpeth, Newcastle, 
Hexham, Wardrue, and Carlisle, lie then 
turned northwards, and rode by Annan.and 
Dumfries to Dalswinton, where he examined 
Mr. Miller’s property, and was so much pleased 
with the soil, and the terms on which the 
landlord was willing to grant him a lease, that 
he resolved to return again in the Course of the 
summer.

l)r. Currie has published some extracts from 
the journal which Burns kept during this ex
cursion, but they are mostly very trivial.1 He 
was struck with the superiority of soil, climate, 
and cultivation in Berwick and Roxburgh
shire, as compared with his native county; 
and not a little surprised when he dined at a 
Farmers’ Club at Kelso, with the apparent 
wealth of that order of men. “ All gentlemen, 
talking of high matters—each of them keeps 
a hunter from £30 to £60 value, and attends 
the Fox-hunting Cluo in the county.” The 
farms in the west o^ Scotland are, to this day, 
very small for the most part, and the farmers 
little distinguished from their labourers in their 
modes of life; the contrast was doubtless 
stronger, forty years ago, between them and 
their brethren of the Ix>thiuns and the Mersc.

Themagistratesof Jedburgh presented Burns 
with the freedom of their town: he was un
prepared for the compliment, ami jealous of 
obligations, stept out of the room, and made 
an effort (of course an ineffectual one) to pay 
beforehand the landlord’s bill for the “riddle 
of claret,” which is usually presented on such 
occasions in a Scotch burgh.

The poet visited, in the course of his tour, 
Sir James Hall of Dunglas, author of the well- 
known Essay on Gothic Architecture, &c. ; 
Sir Alexander and I July Harriet Don (daughter 
to his patron, Lord Glencairn), at Newton- 
Don; Mr. Brydone, the author of Travels 
in Sicily; the amiable and learned' Dr. 
Somerville of Jedburgh, the historian of (jucen

1 ISee the full Journal of hie “ Border Tour ’ tn 
Appendix.)

Anne, &c. ; and, as usual, recorded in his 
journal his impressions as to their manners 
and characters. His reception was everywhere 
most flattering. «

He wrote no verses, as far' as is known, 
during this tour, except a hulnorous epistle 
to his bookseller, Creech, dated Selkirk, 13th 
May. In this he makes complimentary 
allusions to some of the men of letters who 
were used to meet at breakfast in Creech’s 
apartments in those days—whence the name 
of Creech’s levee; aud touches, too briefly, on 
some of the scenery he had visited.

Vp wlmpling stately Tweed I’ve sped,
Aud Eden scenes on crystal Jed,
And Ettriek hanks now roaring red,

• While tempests hlaw.

Burns returned to Mauchline on the 8th of 
July. It is pleasing to imagine the delight 
with which he must have been received by his 
family after the absence of six months, in 
which his fortunes and prospects. had under
gone so wonderful a change. He left them 
comparatively unknown, his tendercst feelings 
torn and wounded by the behaviour of the 
Armours, and so miserably poor, that he had 
been for some weeks obliged to skulk from the 
sheriff’s officers, to avoid the payment of a 
paltry debt. He returned, his poetical fame 
established, the whole country ringing with 
his praises, from a capital in which he was 
known to liax’e formed the wonder and delight 
of the polite and the learned ; if not rich, yet 
with more money already than any of his 
kindred had ever hoped to see him possess, 
and with prospects of future patronage and 
permanent elevation in the scale qf society, 
which might have dazzled steadier eyes than 
those of maternal and fraternal affection. The 
prophet had at last honour in his own country: 
but the haughty spirit that had preserved its 
balance in Edinburgh, was not likely to lose 
it at Mauchline; and we have him writing 
from the auhl clay hiijijin' on the 18th of July, 
in terms as strongly expressive as any that 
ever cams from his pen, of that jealous pride 
which formed the groundwork of his character; 
that dark suspiciousness of fortune, which the 
subsequent course of his history too well justi
fied ; that ncrvoifs intolerance of condescension, 
and consummate scorn of meanness, which at
tended him through life, and made the study
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of Iris species, for which nature had given him 
such extraordinary qualifications, the source 
of more pain than was ever counterbalanced by 
thecxquisite capacity for enjoyment with which 
he was also endowed. There are few of his 
letters in which more of the dark places of his 
spirit come to light:—“ 1 never, my friend, 
thought mankind capable of anything very 
generous ; but the stateliness of the patricians 
of Edinburgh, and the scmlitwlbf my plebeian 
brethren (who, perhaps, formerly eyed me 
askance), since I returned home, have nearly 
put me out of conceit altogether with my 
species. 1 have bought a pocket Milton, 
which 1 carry perpetually about me, in order 
to study the sentiments, the dauntless mag
nanimity, the intrepid unyielding independ
ence, the desperate daring, and noble defiance 
of hardship, in that great personage—Satan.
. . . The many tjes of acquaintance and
friendship I have, or think 1 have, in life, I,
have felt along the lines, and, d------ir them,
they are almost all of them of such frail tex
ture, that 1 am sure they would not stand the 
breath of the least adverse breeze of fortune. ’’1

Among those who, having formerly “eyed 
him askance,” now appeared sufficiently ready 
to court his society, were the family of Jean 
Armour. Burns’s affection for this beautiful 
voung woman had outlived his resentment of 
her compliance with her father’s commands in 
the preceding summer; and from the time of 
this reconciliation, it is probable he always 
looked forward to a permanent union with the 
mother of his children.

Burns at least fancied himself to be busy 
with serious plans for his future establishment; 
and was very naturally disposed to avail him
self, as far as he could, of the opportunities of 
travel and observation, which an interval of 
leisure, destined probably to be a short one, 
might present Moreover, in spite of his 
gloomy language, a specimen of which has 
just been quoted, we are not to doubt that 
he derived much pleasure from witnessing 
the extensive popularity of his writings, and 
from the flattering homage he was sure to 
receive in his own person in the various dis
tricts of his native country ; nor can any one 
wonder, that after the state of high excite
ment in which he had spent the winter and 

> [Letter to William Nlcol, June 18,1787.1

spring, he, fond as he was of his family, and 
eager to make them partakers in all his good 
fortune, should have, just at this time, found 
himself incapable of sitting down contentedly 
for any considerable period together in so 
humble and qui'e't a circle as that of Mossgiel.

His appetite fgr wandering appears to have 
been only sharpened by his Border excursion. 
After remaining a faV days at home, lie re
turned to Edinburgh, and thence he proceeded 
on another short tour, by way of Stirling, to 
Inverary, and so back again, by Dumbarton 
ami Glasgow, to Mauchlinc.2 Of this second 
excursion, no journal has been discovered ; 
nor do the èxtracts from his correspondence, 
printed by Dr. Currie, appear to be worthy 
of much notice. ^ one, he briefly describes 

^the West Highlands as a country “where 
savage streams tumble over savage mountains, 
thinly overspread with savage flocks, which 
starving!)’ support as savage inhabitants;" 
and in another, he gives an account of Jenny 
Geddes running a race after dinner with a 
Highlander’s pony—of dancing and drinking 
till sunrise at a gentleman’s house on Loch 
Lomond; and Of other similar matters.—“I 
have as yet," says he, “fixed on nothing with 
respect to the seriohs business of life. I am, 
just as usual, a rhyming, mason-making, 
raking, aimless, idle fellow. However, I 
shall somewhere have a farm soon. "

In the course of this tour, Bunuivisited 
the mother and sisters of his friend Gavin 
Hamilton, then residing at Harvieston, in 
Clackmannanshire, in the immediate neigh
bourhood of the magnificent scenery of Castle 
Campbell and the vale of Devon.3 He was

i [This mysterious W’est Highland journey, which 
has lieen connected with Ills feelings regarding the 
lately deceased “ Highland Mary," was undertaken 
about the end of June. We first find him writing 
the well-known epigram on the window of the inn 
at Inverary, hut the route by which he reached that 
place is certainly unknown. He wrote to Robert 
Ainslie from Arrocliar on June 28, and to James 
Smith on the 30th—to the latter describing among 
other things the race mentioned in the text—and 
returned to Maucliline by Dumbarton and Paisley. 
It has lieen said that at Dumbarton he was publicly 
entertained and presented with the freedom of the 
town, but no record of such an event has come to 
light. 1

8 [There is a considerable amount of confusion in 
this part of Lockhart, partly caused no doubt by a 
slip of the memory on the part of Dr. Adair, who
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especially deligKtee with one of the young 
ladies;1 and, according to his usual custom, 
celebrated her in a song, in which, in opposi
tion to his usual custom, there is nothing hut 
the respectfulness of admiration.

How pleasant the banks ut the dear winding 
Devon, «fee.

At Harviestonbank, also, the poet first be
came acquainted with Miss Chalmers, ifitcr- 
wards Mrs. Hay, to whom one of the most 
interesting scries of his letters is addressed. 
Indeed, with the exception of his letters, to 
Mrs. Dunlop, there is, perhaps, no part of his 
correspondence which may be quoted so uni
formly to his honour.

It was on this expedition, that having been 
visited with a high flow of Jacobite indignatioiy 
while viewing the neglected palace at Stirling, 
lie was imprudent enough to write some verses, 
bitterly vituperative of the reigning family, on 
the window of his inn. The verses were copied 
and talked of; and although, the neit time 
Burns passed through Stirling, he himself 
broke the pane of glass containing them, they 
were remembered years afterwards to his dis
advantage, and even danger. The last couplet, 
alluding, in the coarsest style, to the melan
choly state of the King's health at the time, 
was indeed an outrage of which $|o political

• • \
was Burns's companion On his second visit to Har- 

'vieston, and who communicated details to (,'urrie In 
1799, giving, however, the (late August instead of 
October. The first Harvieston visit is here diadc 
part of the West Highland tour of June Instkad of 
an episode in the northern tour of AnmnKwhUs the 
second ten-days’ visit to Clackmannanshire is made 
to take place immediately before thef northern tour 
instead of in the month of October following. The 
proper order will be seen from the following sum
mary:—Bums set out for the north in company with 
Nlcol on 25th August, 1787j They arrived at Stirling 
on Sunday afternoon, 2titlikugust, when the offensive 
verses mentioned in thejwt were written on the Inn 
window. On the MondntoBi left Nicol and visited 
Gavin Hamilton’s frlendsm Harvieston, returning 
to Stirling in the evening, whence they set out for 
the north next morning. The travellers returned to 
Edinburgh on September 16th, after three weeks’ 
alnence, and it was not till October (Dr. Adair at fids 
time being his travelling companion) that he revisited 
Stirling and Harvieston, when he took the oppor
tunity of destroying the pane of glass containing the 
obnoxious epigram.]

11Charlotte Hamilton, half-sister toOavin Hamilton 
and afterwards married to Dr. Adair.)

prejudice could have made a gentleman ap
prove : but he, ill «all probability, composed 
his verses after dinner; and surely what 
Burns would fain have undone, others should 
have been not unwilling to forget. In this 
case, too, the poetry “smells of the smith’s 
shop,” as well as the sentiment.

Mr. Dugald Stewart has pronounced Burns’s 
epigrams to be, of all his writings, the least 
worthy of his talents. Those which he com
posed in the course of his tour, on being 
refused admittance to sec the iron-works at 
Carron, and on finding himself ill-served at 
the inn at Inverary, in consequence of' th() Y* 
Duke of Argylo’s having a large partytul the 
Castle, form no exceptions to the rule. He 
had never, we may suppose, met with the 
famous recipe of the Jelly-bag Club; and 
was addicted to beginning with the point.

The young ladies of Harvieston were, ac
cording to Dr. Currie, surprised with the 
calm manner in which Burns contemplated 
their fine scenery on Devon-water ; and the 
doctor enters into a little dissertation on the 
subject, showing, that a man of Burns’s 
lively imagination, might probably have 
formed anticipations which the realities of 
the prospect might rather disappoint. This is 
possible enough ; but I suppose few will take 
it for granted that Bums surveyed any scenes 
cither of beauty or of grandeur without emo
tion, merely because he did not choose to be 
ecstatic for the benefit of a company of young 
ladies. He was indeed very impatient of 
interruption on such occasions. I have heard, 
that riding one dark night near Carron, his 
companion teased him with noisy exclamations 
of delight and wonder, whenever an opening 
in the wood permitted them to see the magni
ficent glare of the furnaces:—“ Look, Bums 1 
Good Heavens ! look ! look ! what a glorious 
sight!”—“Sir,” said Bums, clapping spurs to 
Jenny Geddes, “I would*not look! look! at 
your bidding, if it were the mouth of hell !"

Bums spent the month of July at Mossgicl ; 
and Mr. Dugald Stewart, in a letter to Currie, 
gives some recollections of him as he • then 
appeared. *

“ Notwithstanding the various reports 1 
heard during the preceding winter, of Burns’s 
predilection for convivial, and not very select 
society, I should have concluded in favour of
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his habits of sobrfoty from all-of him that ever I 
fell under my own observation. He told me, | 
indeed, himself, that the 'weakness of his 
stomach was such as to deprive him entirely 
of any merit in his temperance. L was, how
ever, somewhat alarmed about the effect of his 
now comparatively sedentary and luxurious 
life, when he confessed to me, the first night 
lie spent in my house after'his winter’s cam
paign in town, that lie had been much dis- 
turbed when in lied, by |i palpitation at Iris 
heart, which, he said, was a complaint to 
which he had of late become subject.

“ In the course of the same season 1 was led 
by curiosity to attend for an hour or two a 
masonic lodge in Mauchline, where Burns 
presided. He had occasion to make some 
short unpremeditated compliments to different 
individuals, from whom he had no right to 
expect a visit, and everything he said was 
happily conceived, and forcibly as well as 
fluently expressed. His manner of speaking 
in public had evidently the marks of some 
practice in extempore'elocution. ”1

In August [October],2 Burns revisited Stir
lingshire, in cbmpany with I)r. Adair, of 
llarrowgate, and remained ten days at Har- 
vicston. He was received with particular 
kindness at Ochtcrtyre, on the Teith, by Mr.

i It was at this time, I lieliVve, that Burns Indited 
a lively copy of verses, widen have never yet (1829) 
lieen printed, and which,1 find Introduced with the 
following memorandum/ in a small collection of 
MSS., sent hy the poM to IsidvJÉÉ. Don. “Mr. 
Chalmers, a gentlemanV In A\ rsti^W a particular 
friend of mine, asked me to write a poetical epistle 
to a young lady his dnldinea. I hail seen her, liut 
was scarcely acquainted with her, and wrote as fol
lows:"—

Madam,
Wl' braw new hrank# in mickle pride, tint new bridle 

And eke a hraw new brvchnn, bore* co Utr
My 1‘egiuius I'm got astride.

And up Parnassus ]>echin'; punting
Whiles owre a hush wi‘ downwnnl crush.

The doited beastie stammers ; stupid
Then up he gets, and off he set*. ,

For sake o’ Willie Chahner*. /

I «loubt na, lass. Hint weel kenned name known 
May cost a pair o’ blushes ; ■

I am nae stranger to your fame,
Nor his warm-urged wishes.

Your Iwmnic face sae mild and sweet.
His honest heart enamours,

And faith yell no be lost a whit,
Tho* waived on Willie Chalmert. s|*nt

I See the rest of the poem in its place in this edition.
1 (See note alxive p 73.1

Ramsay (a-friend of Black lock ), whose beauti
ful retreat he enthusiastically admired. Rio 
hoot was among the last of that old Seotti 
line of laitinists, which began with Buchanan, 
and, I fear, may be said to have ended with 
Gregory. Mr. Ramsay, among other eccen
tricities, had sprinkled the walls of his house 
with Latin inscriptions, some of them highly 
ejegant; and those particularly interested 

lurns, who asked and obtained copies and 
translations of them. This amiable man 
(whose manners and residence were not, I take 
it, out of the novelist’s recollection when lie 
painted, Monkbarns) was deeply read in Scot
tish antiquities, and the author of some learned 
essays on the older poetry of his country. IBs 
conversation must have delighted any man of 
talents ; and Bums and he were mutually 
charmed with each other. Ramsay advised 
him strongly to turn liis attention to the 
romantic drama, and proposed the “Gentle 
Shcpllbrd ” as a model : he also urged him to 
write “Scottish Georgies,” observing, that 
Thomson had by no means exhausted that field. 
He appears to have relished both hints.
“ But,” says Mr. R, “to have executed either 
plan, steadiness and abstraction from company 
were wanting.”

“ I have been in the company of many men 
of genius (writes Mr. Ramsay), some of them 
poets ; but I never witnessed such flashes of 
intellectual brightness as from him, the im
pulse of the moment, sparks of celestial fire.
1 never was more delighted, therefore, thilfy, 
with his cbmpany two days Ute-U-tHe. In a 
mixed cottipany I should have made little of 
him; for, to use a gamester’s phrase, he did 
not know when to play off and when to play

“ When 1 asked him whether the Edinburgh 
literati had mended his poems by their criti
cisms—‘Sir,’ said he, ‘thosegentlemen remind 
me of some spinsters in my country, who spin 
their thread so fine, that it is neither fit for 
weft nor woof.”

At Clackmannan Tower, the poet’s Jacobit- 
ism procured him a hearty welcome from the 
ancient lady of the place, who gloried in con
sidering herself as a lineal descendant of Robert 
Bruce. She bestowed on Burns what knight
hood the touch of the hero’s sword could con
fer ; delighted him by giving as her toast after

V .
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dinner, Hoohi uncos 1-T-“ away strangers! ” and 
When he would have kissed her hand at part- j 
ing, insisted on a warmer salute, saying, 
,“What ails thee at my lips, Robin?" At I 
Dunfermline the poet betrayed deep emotion, 
l)r. Adair tells us, on seeing the grave of the 
Bryce; hut passing to another mo®, qp enter- " 
ing the adjoining church, he nfiunted the 
pulpit, and addressed his companions, who had, 
at his desire, ascended the cutty-"tool, in a 
parody of the rebuke which lie had himself 
undergone some time before at Mauchline.

From Dunfermline, the poet crossed the 
Frith of Forth to Edinburgh; and forthwith 
set out with his friend Nicol on a more ex- l 
tensive tour thrfh he had as yet undertaken, 
or was ever again to undertake.2 Some frag
ments of bis journal have recently been dis
covered, and are now in my hands ; so that I 
may hope to add some particulars to the 
account of Dr. Currie. The travellers hired a 
post-chaise for their expedition—the High 
School master being, probably, no very skilful 
equestrian.

“August 25th, 1787.—This day," says ! 
Burns, “ I leave Edinburgh for a tour, in ! 
company with my good friend Mr. Nicol, 
whose originality of humour promises me 
much entertainment.— Linlithgow—A fertile 
improved country is West Lothian. The more 
elegance and luxury among the farmers, I 
always observe, in equal proportion, the rude
ness and stupidity of the peasantry. This 
remark I have made all over the Lothians, 
Mcrse, Roxburgh, &c. ; and for this, among 
other reasons, I think that a man of romantic 
taste, ‘a man of feeling,’ will be better pleased 
with the poverty, but intelligent minds, of 
the peasantry of Ayrshire (peasantry they arc 
all btlow the justice of peace), than the opu
lence of a club of Merse farmers, when he, at 
the sa*ie time, considers the Vandalism of 
their plough-folks, Ac. I carry this idea so 
far, that an uninclosed, unimproved country, 
is to me actually more agreeable as a prospect, 
than a country cultivated like a garden."

It was hardly to be expected that Robert 
Bums should have estimated the wealth of j

i A shepherd's cry when strange sheep mingle In ! 
the flock [here alluding of course to the reigning 
dynasty],

,* |See note 8, p. 78.]

nations entirely on the principles of a political 
economist.

Of Linlithgow-, be says, “the town carries 
the appearance of rude, decayed, idle grandeur 
—charmingly rural retired situation—the old 
Royal Palace a tolerably fine, but melancholy 
ruin—sweetly situated by the brink of a loch. 
Shown the room where the beautiful injured 
Mary (jueen of Scots was born. A pretty 
good, old Uotliic church—the infamous stool 
of repentance, in the old Romish way, on a 
lofty situation. What a poor pimping business 
is a Presbyterian place of worship ! dirty, nar
row, and squalid, stuck in a comer of old 
Popish grandeur, such as Linlithgow, ami 
much more, Melrose ! Ceremony and show, 
if judiciously thrown in, arc absolutely neces
sary for the bulk of mankind, both in religious 
and civil matters."

At Bannockburn he writes as follow s : 
“ Here no Scot chn pass uninterested. I fancy 
to myself that I see my gallant countrymen 
coming over the hill, and down upon the 
plunderers of their country, the murderers of 
their fathers, noble revenge and just hate 
glowing in every vein, striding more and more 
eagerly as they approach the oppressive, in
sulting, bloodthirsty foe. 1 see them meet 
in glorious triumphant congratulation on the 
victorious field, exulting in their heroic royal 
leader, and rescued liberty and independence. "3

Here we have the germ of Burns’s famous 
“Ode on the Battle of Bannockburn."

At Taymouth the journal merely has— 
“described in rhyme.” This alludes to the 
“verses written with a pencil over the mantle- 
piece of the parlour in the inn at Kenmorc;" 
some of which are among his btst purely 
English heroics—

Poetic ardours4iLmy Losom swell,

lone wandering by the hermit's mossy cell ;
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ;
Tile Incessant roar of headlong-tumbling floods

8 In the last words of Burns's note alsive quottil, 
he perhaps glances at a beautiful trait of old Barlsiur, 
where he describes Bruce’s soldiers as crowding 
round him at the conclusion of one of Ills hard-fought 
days, with as much curiosity as If they had never 
seen Ills person before. .

Hie words spak they of their king;- 
And for his hie undertaking 
Ferleyit and yemit him for to see.
That with him ay was wont to tie.

I
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Here Poesy might wake her heaven-taught lyre,
And look through Nature with creative tire . . .
Here, to the wrongs ot 1’ate half-reconciled,
Misfortune’s lighten'd steps might wander wild ;
And Disappointment, in these lonely hounds,

■ Kind balm to soothe her hitter rankling wounds ;
Here heart-struck Grief might heavenward stretch 

her scan,
And injured Worth forget and pardon man

(If Ulenlyon wc have this memorandum:— 
“Druid’s temple, three circles of stones, the 
outermost sunk; the second 1ms thirteen atones 
remaining; the innermost eight; two large 
detatched ones like a gate to the south-east— 
mu prayers in it."

His notes on Dunkcld and Blair of Atliolc, 
arc as follows:—“Dunkehl—Breakfast with 
l)r. Stuart—Neil Gow plays; a short, stout- 
Imilt, Highland figure, with his grayisl^hair 
shed on his honest social brow—an interesting 
face, marked strong sense, kind openhearted- 
ness, mixed with unmistrusting simplicity— 
visit his house—Margaret Gow.—Friday— 
ride up Tummel river to Blair. Fascally, a 
beautiful romantic nest—wild grandeur of the 
pass of Killicerankie—visiMie gallant Lord 
Dundee’s stone.1 Blair—sup with the lluchesk 
—easy and happy, from the manners of that 
family—confirmed in my good opinion of my 
friend Walker.—Saturday-—visit the scenes 
rojnd Blair—fine, but spoilt with bad taste."

1‘rofessor Walker, who, as we have seen, 
formed Burns’^ acquaintance in Edinburgh, 
through Blacklock, was at this period tutor in 
the family oLUholc, and from him the follow
ing particu* of Burns’s reception at the scat 
of his nohle patron are derived. “1 had often, 
like others, experienced the pleasures which 
arise from the sublime or elegant landscape, 
but I never saw those feelings so intense as in 
Burns. When we reached a rustic hut on the 
river Tilt, where it is overhung by a woody 
precipice, from which there, is a noble water
fall, he threw himself on the heathy seat, and 
gave himself up to a tender, abstracted, and 
voluptuous enthusiasm of imagination. It was 
with much difficulty I prevailed on him to quit 
this spot, and to be introduced in proper time 
to supper.

“ He seemed at once to perceive and to ap
preciate what was due to the company and to

1 It is not true that this stone marks the spot where 
Dundee received his death-wound.

himself, and never to forget a proper respect 
for the separate species of dignity belonging 
to each. He did not arrogate conversation; 
but when led into it, he spoke with case, pro
priety, and manliness. He tried to exert his 
abilities, because he knew it was ability alone 
gave him a title to be there. The duke’s fine 
young family attracted much of his admiration; 
he drank their healths as honest men and bonny 
lasses, an idea which was much applauded by 
the company, and With which he has very 
felicitously closed his poem.

“Next day I took a ride with him through 
some of the ntffâ remarkable parts of that 
neighbourhood, and was highly gratified by his 
conversation. As a specimen of his happiness 
of conception, and strength of expression, l 
will mention a remark which he made on his 
fellow-traveller, who was walking at the time 
a few paces before us. He was a man of a 
robust, but clumsy person ; and, while Burns 
was expressing to me the value he entertained 
for him, on account of his vigorous talents, 
although they were clouded at times by coarse
ness of manners; ‘in short,’ he added, ‘his 
mind is like his body, he has a confounded 
strong in-knee’d sort of a soul.”

[Walker in ‘his Life of Burns remarks:— 
“The ill-regulated temper and manners of 
Mr. Nicol prevented Burns from introducing 
him to scenes where delicacy and self-denial 
were so much required. He was therefore 
left at the inns, while the poet was regaling 
in the higher circles: an indignity which his 
proud and untractable spirit could with diffi
culty brook. At Athole House his impatience 
was suspended by engaging him iirhis favour
ite amusement of angling.”]

“Much attention was paid to Bums both 
before and after the duke’s return, of which 
he was perfectly sensible, without being vain ; 
and at his departure I recommended to him, 
as the most appropriate return he could make, 
to write some descriptive verses on any of the 
scenes with which he had been so much de
lighted. After leaving Blair, he, by the 
duke’s advice, visited the Falls of Bruar; 
and in a few days I received a letter from 
Inverness with the verses inclosed.’’8

2 The Banks ot the Brnar, whose naked condition 
called forth “the humble petition," to which Mr. 
Walker thus refers, have, since those days, been
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At Blair, Burn» first met with Mr. Uroham / “Crws Spey to Focliabera—fii^^hio.

of Fintry, a gentleman to whose kindness he 
was afterwards indebted on more than one 
important occasion; and Mr. Walker expresses 
great regret he did not remain a day or 
two more, ii^^^hich case he must have been 
introduced to Mr. Dundas, afterwards Viscounts 
Melville, who was then Treasurer of the Navy, 
and had the'chief management of the affairs of 
Scotland. This eminent statesman was, though 
little addicted to literature, a warm lover of his 
country, and in general, of whatever redounded 
to her honour; lie was, moreover, very especi
ally qualified to appreciate Hums as a com
panion ; and, had such an introduction taken 
place, he might not improbably have been in

worthy of the noble, the polite, and generous 
proprietor.—The duke makes me happier 
than ever great man did; noble, princely, 
yet mild, condescending, and affable—gar 
and kind. The duchess charming witty, 
kind, and sensible—God bless them. ”

Burns, who had been much noticed by this 
hohle family when in Kdinburgh, happened to 
present himself at Gordon Castle just at the 
dinner hour, and being invited to take his 
place at the table, did so, without Jte .a 
moment adverting to the circumstancdmfcu 
his travelling companion had been leftJulono 
at the' inn, in the adjacent Village. On re
membering this soon after dinner, lie begged

duced to bestow that consideration on the to be allowed to rejoin his friend; and the
claims of the poet, which, in the absence of 
any personal acquaintance, Burns’s works 
ought to have received at his hands.

From Blair, Burns passed “many miles 
through a wild country, among cliffs gray with 
eternal snows, and gloomy savage glens, till 
he crossed Spey ; and went down the stream 
through Strathspey (so famous in Scottish 
music), Badcnoch, &c., to Grant Castle, where 
lie spent half a day with Sir James Grant; 
crossed the country to Fort George, but called 
by the way at Cawdor, the ancient seat of 
Macbeth, where lie saw the identical bed in 
wliieh, tradition sayn, King Duncan was 
murdered; lastly, from Fort George to Inver
ness." 1

From Inverness, Bums went along the 
Moray Frith to Fochabers, taking Cullodcn 
Muir and Brodie House in his way.*

well cared for, and the river In its present state 
could have no pretext for the prayer—

Duke of Gordon, who now for the first time 
learned tliat he was not journeying alone, 
immediately proposed to send an invitation to 
Mr. Xicol to come to the castle. His grace’s 
messenger found the haughty schoolmaster 
striding up and down before the inn-door 
in a state of high wrath and indignation, at 
what he considered Bums’s neglect, and no 
apologies could soften his mood. He had 
already ordered horses, and the poet finding 
that he must chose between the ducal circle 
and his irritable associate, at once left Gordon 
Castle, and repaired to the inn ; whence Nieol 
and he, in silence and mutual displeasure, 
pursued their journey along the coast of the 

|__|^pray Frith. This incident. may serve to 
suggest some of the annoyances to which 
persons moving, like our poet, on the de
batable land between 'two different ranks of 
society, must ever be subjected. To play the 
lion under such circumstances, must he diffi
cult at the best ; but a delicate business indeed, 
when the jackals are presumptuous. This 
pedant could not stomach the superior success

Let lofty firs, and aahes cool, my lowly bankl o'cr-il'read.
And view, deep-bending in the pool, their shadows' watery 

bed;
J,et fragrant birks, in woodbines drest, my craggy cliffs 

adorn, ,
And for the little songster's nest, the close-embowering ! Miss Rose sung two Gaelic songs beautiful

1 Letter to Gilbert Bums, Edinburgh, 17th Dec. 
1787.

- (Extract from Journal.)—Thursday, Came over 
Culloden Muir—reflection on the field of battle- 
breakfast at Kilraick [the local pronunciation of Kilra- 
vock]—old Mrs. Rose—sterling sense, warm heart,

and lovely—Miss Sophy Brodie, not very beautiful, 
but most agreeable and amiable—both of them the 
gentlest, mildest, sweetest creatures on earth, and 
happiness l>e with them ! Brodie House to lie—Mr. 
B. truly polite, but not quite the Highland cordiality. 
—Friday, cross the Findhorn to Forres—famous 
stone at Forres—Mr. Brodie tells me the muir where 
Shakespeare lays Macbeth's witch-meeting is still

strong passion, honest pride—all to an uncommon ; haunted—that the country folks won’t pass through 
degree-a true chieftain's wif e—daughter of Clephane it at night.—Elgin—venerable ruins of the abbey, a 
—Mrs. Rose, jun., a little milder than the mother, I grander effect at first glance than Melrose, but 
perhaps owing to her being younger- two young nothing near so beautiful



A

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 79

of his friend—and yet, alas for human nature! 
lie certainly was one of the most enthusiastic 
of his admirers, and one of the most affection
ate <* all his intimates. The abridgment of 
Burns’s visit at Gordon Castle “was notjpnly,” 
says Mr. Walker, “a mortifying disappoint
ment, but in all probability a serious misfor- 
tune ; asia longer stay among persons of such 
influence might have begot a permanent inti
macy, and on their parts, an active concern for 
his future advancement.”1 But this touches 
on a subject which we cannot at present pause 

.to consider.
A few days after leaving Fochabers, Burns 

transmitted to Gordon Castle hisiacknowlcdg- 
ment of the hospitality he had received from 

^ the noble family, in the stanzas—

% Streams that glide in orient plains,
Never bound by winter s chains, &e.

The duchess, on hearing them read, sdid she 
supposed they were Dr. Beattie’s, amPBjF 
learning whose they really were, expressed 
her wish that Bums had celebrated Gordon 
Castle in his own dialect. The verses art; 
among the poorest of his productions.

Pursuing his journey along the coast, the 
poet visited successively Nairn, Forres, Aber
deen, and Stonehaven, where one of his 
relations, James Bumess, writer in Montrose, 
met him by appointment, and conducted him 
into the circle of his paternal kindred, among 
whom he spent two or three days. When 
Win. Bumess, his father, abandoned his native 
district, never to revisit it, he, as he used to 
tell his children, took a sorrowful farewell of 
his brother on the summit of the last hill 
from which the roof of their lowly home could 
be descried ; and the old man ever after kept 
up an affectionate correspondence with his 
family. R fell to the poet’s lot, as we have 
seen, to communicate his father’s last illness 
and death to the Kincardineshire kindred ; and 
of his subsequent correspondence with Mr. 
James Bumess, some specimens have already 
been given, by the favour of his son. Burns 
now formed a personal acquaintance with 
these good people ; and in a letter to his brother 
Gilbert, we find him describing them in terms 

^jjswh show thyfively interest he took in all 
their concerns.f

* Morison, vol. i. p. lxxx.

“The rest of my stages,” says he, “arc not 
worth rehearsing ; warm as I was from Ussian’s 
country, where I had seen his grave, what 
cared I for fishing-towns and fertile carscs?” 
He arrived once more in Edinburgh, on the 
16th of September, haijjng travelled about six 
hundred miles in two-and-twenty days— 
greatly extended his acquaintance with his 
own country, and visited some of its most 
classical scenery—observed something of High
land manners, which must have been as in
teresting as they were novel to him—and 
strengthened considerably among the sturdy 
Jacobites of the North those political opinions 
which he at this period avowed.

Of the few poems composed during this 
Highland tour, we have already mentioned 
two or three. While standing by the Fall of 
Fyers, near Loch Ness, he wrote with his 
pencil the vigorous couplets—

y Among the heathy hills and ragged woods.
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods; Ac.

When at Sir William Murray’s of Ochtertyrc, 
he celebrated Miss Murray of Lintrose, com
monly called “The Flower of Strathmore," in 
the song—

Blythe, blytlie, and merry was she, 
Blythe was she but and ben, Sc.

I parlour 
in kitchen and

And the verses, “On Scaring some Water Fowl 
on Loch-Turit,”2 were composed while under 
the same roof. These last, except, perhaps, 
“ Bruar Water," are the best tltat he added to 
his collection during the wanderings of the 
summer.3 But in Burns’s subsequent pro
ductions we find many traces of the delight 
with which he had contemplated nature in 
these alpine regions.

The poet once more visited his family at 
Mossgiel, and Mr. Miller at Dalswinton, ere 
the winter set in; and on more leisurely 
examination of that gentleman’s estate, we 
find him writing as if he had all but decided 
to become his tenant on the farm of Ellisland. 
It was not, however, until he had for the 
third time visited Dumfriesshire, in March, 
1788, that a bargain was actual IVconcluded.

a Why, ye tenants of the lake,
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake, &c.

= (The visit to Ochtertyre belongs to the Uarvieston 
trip In October. See note 3, p 73.)

f
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More than half of the intervening months 
were spent in Edinburgh, where Burns found, 
df'fhricied, that lile pretence was necessary for 
the satisfactory completion of his affairs with 
the booksellers. 1 Jsccms to be clear enough, 
that one great object was the society of his 
jovial intimates in the capital. ^ or was lie 
without the amusement of a little romance to 
fill up what vacant hours they left him. He 
formed, about this time, his acquaintance with 
a lady, distinguished, 1 believe, for taste and 
talents, as well as for personal beauty, and 
the purity of whose character was always above 
suspicion—the same to whom he addressed 
the song,

Clarinda, mistress of my soul, &c.,

and a series of prose epistles, which have been 
separately published, and which, if they pre
sent more instances of bombastic language 
and fulsome sentiment than could be produced 
from all his writings besides, contain also, it 
must be acknowledged, passages of deep and 
noble feeling, which no one but Burns could 
have penned. One sentence, as strongly 
illustrative of the poet’s character, I may 
venture to transcribe: “ People of nice sensi
bility and generous minds have a certain 
intrinsic dignity, wjiich fires at being trifled 
with, or lowered, or eren loo closely ap
proached. ”1

At this time the publication called Jolm- 
aon’s Museum of Scottish Sony,2 was going 
on in Edinburgh ; and the editor appears to 
have early prevailed on Burns to give him his 
assistance in the arrangement of his materials. 
Though “Green Grow the Hashes" is the 
only song, entirely his, which appears in the 
first volume, published in 1787, many of the 
old ballads included in that volume bear traces 
of his hand ;3 but in the second volume, which

1 It is proper to note, that the “Letters to Clarinda" 
were printed by one who had no right to do so, and 
that the Court of Session granted an interdict against 
their circulation. [An authorized edition arranged 
and edited by Clarinda’s grandson, W. C. M‘ Lehose, 
was published in 1843. They appear in the present 
edition in their proper place.)

* [The true title is the Scots Musical Museum, in 
Six Volumes, consisting of Six Hundred Scots Songs, 
with proper basses for the Pianoforte, &c.; by James 
Johnson.)

8 [This is incorrect, for his Song “Young Peggy

appeared in March 1788, we find no fewer 
than five jtfStlgs by Burns ; two that have been 
already mentioned,4 and three far better than 
them, viz. :—“ Theniel Menzies’ bonny Mary,” 
that grand lyric,

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong,
The wretch’s destiny,

Macpherson’s time will not be long 
On yonder gallows tree ;

both of which performances bespeak the recent 
impressions of his Highland visit ; and, lastly, 
“Whistle and I’ll come to you, my lad.”" 
Bums had been, from his youth upwards, an 
enthusiastic lover of the old minstrelsy and 
music of his country ; but he now studied both 
subjects with far better opportunities and 
appliances than he could have commanded 
previously! and it is from this time that we 
must date his ambition to transmit his own 
poetry to posterity, in eternal association 
with those exquisite airs which had hitherto, 
in fpr too/many instances, been married to 
verses that did not deserve to be immortal. 
It is wclllknown, that from this time Burns 
composed \ery few pieces but songs ; and 
whether we might or ought not to regret 
that such was the! case, must depend on the 
estimate we make of his songs as compared 
with his other poems; a point on which 
critics are to this hour divided, and on which 
thejr descendants are not very likely to agree. 
Mr; Walker, who is one of those that lament 
Burns’s comparative dereliction of the species 
of composition which he most cultivated in 
the early days of his inspiration, suggests very 
sensibly, that if Bums had not taken to song
writing, he would probably have written little 
or nothing, amidst the various temptations to 
company and dissipation which now and hence
forth surrounded him—to say nothing of the 

'active duties of life in which he was at length 
about to be engaged.

blooms our bonniest lass," written on Miss Peggy 
Kennedy, the unfortunate daughter of a landed 
proprietor in Carrick, to whom Burns was Introduced 
while she was on a visit to a friend in Mauchline in 
1785, follows immediately after “Green Grow the 
Rashes.")

4 “ Clarinda," and “ How pleasant the banks of the 
clear winding Devon."

* [There were more songs than these by Burns in 
Johnson s second volume, but many of them were 
unacknowledged.)
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Burns was present, on the 31st of December, 
at a dinner to celebrate the birthday of the 
unfortunate Charles Edward Stuart, and pro
duced on the occasion an ode, part of which 
Dr. Currie has preserved.1 The specimen will 
„5t induce any regret that the remainder of 
the piece has been suppressed. It appears to 
be a mouthing rhapsody—far, far diffeSht 
indeed from the “Chevalier's Lament,” which 
the poet composed some months afterwards, 
with probably the tithe of the effort, while 
riding alone “through a tract of melancholy 
muirs between Calloway and Ayrshire, it being 
Sunday. ”

For six weeks of the time that Burns spent' 
this year in Edinburgh, he was confined to 
his room, in consequence of an overturn in a 
hackney-coach. “Here I am,” he writes, 
“ under the care of a surgeon, with a bruised 
limb extended on a cushion, and the tints of 
my mind vying with the livid horrors pre
ceding a midnight thunder-storm. A drunken 
coachman was the cause of the first, and 
incomparably the lightest evil ; misfortune, 
bodily constitution, hell, and myself, have 
formed a quadruple alliance to guarantee the 
other. 1 have taken tooth and nail to the 
Bible, and have got through the five books-of 
Moses, and half-way in Joshua. It is really 
a glorious book. I sent for my bookbinder 
to-day, and ordered him to get an 8vo Bible 
in sheets, the best paper and print in town, 
and bind it with all the elegance of his craft."2

In another letter, which opens gaily enough, 
we find him reverting to the same prevailing 
darkness of mood. “ I can’t say I am alto
gether at my ease when I see anywhere in my 
path that meagre, squalid, famine-faced spectre, 
Poverty, attended, as he always is, by iron- 
fisted Oppression and leering Contempt. But 
I have sturdily withstood his buffetings many 
a hard-laboured day, and still my motto is,
1 dark. My worst enemy is moi-mime. 
There are just two creatures that I would envy 
—a horse in his wild state traversing the for
ests of Asia, or an oyster on some of the desert 
shores of Europe. The one has not a wish

1 (Currie printed part of the second section only, 
hut the whole ode has since been oftener than once 
printed in Its entirety. See “ Birthday Ode for 
31st Dec. 1787."] v

- Letter to Miss Chalmers, 12th December, 1787. ^

without enjoyment ; the other has neither wish 
nor fear.”

One more specimen of this magnificent hypo- 
chondriacism may be sufficient.3 ‘ ‘ These have 
been- Wtx horrible weeks. Anguish and low 
spirits’have made me unfit to read, write, or 
think. 1 have a hundred times wished that 
one could resign life as an officer does a com
mission ; for 1 would not take in any poor 
ignorant wretch by selling out. Lately, I was 
a sixpenny private ; and, God knows, a miser
able soldier enough : now I .march to the 
campaign a starving cadet, a little more con
spicuously wretched. 1 am ashamed of all 

for, though 1 do not want bravery for 
tlur warfare of life, I could wish, like some 
other soldiers, to have as much fortitude or 
cunning as to dissemble or conceal my cow
ardice. ”

It seems impossible to doubt that Bums had, 
in fact, lingered in Edinburgh, in the hope 
that, to use a vague but sufficiently expressive 
phrase, something would he done for him, 
He visited and revisited a farm,—talked and 
wrote scholarly and wisely about “having a 
fortune at the plough-tail,” and so forth ; but 
all the while nourished, and assuredly it would 
have been most strange if lie had not, the fond 
dream, that the admiration of his country 
would ere long present itself in some solid and 
tangible shape. His illness and confinement 
gave him leisure to concentrate his imagination 
on the darker side of his prospects ; and the 
letters which we have quoted, may teach those 
who may envy the powers and the fame of 
genius, to pause for a moment over the annals 
of literature, and think what superior capa
bilities of misery have been, in the great 
majority of cases, interwoven with the pos
session of those very talents, from which all 
but their possessors derive unmingled grati
fication.

Burns’s distresses, however, were to be still 
farther aggravated. While still under the 
hands of his surgeon, he received intelligence 
from Mauchline that his intimacy with Jean 
Armour had once more exposed her to the 
reproaches of her family. The father sternly 
and at once turned her out of doors ; and Burns, 
unable to walk across his room, had to write 
to his friends in Mauchline to procure shelter 

3 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 21st January, 1788.
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3for his children, and for her whom he consid- 
! red'as—all but his wife.1 In a letter to Mrs. 
)unlop, written on hearing of this new mis

fortune, he says, “/ wish I were dead, but 
I’m no like to die. I fear 1 am something like 
—undone ; but I hope for the best. You 
must not desert me. Your friendship 1 think 
1 can count on, though I should date my 
letters from a marching regiment. Early in 
life, and all my life, I reckoned on a recruiting 
drum as my forlorn hope. Seriously, though, 
life at present presents me with but a melan
choly path-----But my limb will soon be
sound, and I shall struggle on.”2

It seems to have been now tliat Burns at 
last screwed up his courage to solicit the active 
interference in his behalf of the Earl of Glen- 
cairn. The letter is a brief one. Burns could 
ill endure this novel attitude, and he rush: 
at once to his request. “I wish,” says he, 
“to get into the Excise. I am told your 
lordship will easily procure me the grant from 
the commissioners ; and your lordship’s patro
nage and kindness, which have already rescued 
mo from obscurity, wretchedness, and exile, 
embolden me to ask that interest. You have 
likewise put it in my powlfr to save the little 
tie of home that sheltered an aged mother, two 
brothers, and three sisters, from destruction. 
There, my lord, you have bound me over to 
the highest gratitude. My heart sinks within 
me at the idea of applying to any other of 
The Great who have honoured me with their 
countenance. I am ill qualified to dog the 
heels of greatness with the impertinence of 
solicitation ; and tremble nearly as much at 
the thought of the cold promise as of the cold 
denial. ”

It would be hard to think that this letter 
was coldly or negligently received ; on the 
contrary, we know that Burns’s gratitude to 
lord Glencaim lasted as longas his life. But 
the excise appointment wine* he coveted was 
not procured by any exertion of this noble 
patron's influence. Mr. Alexander Wood,

• [Burns’s children did not require shelter at this 
time; Jean’s only living child, Robert, was being 
well cared tor, along with the daughter of Elizabeth 
Baton, at Mossgiel.)

‘ [This extract is from a letter addressed to Miss 
Margaret Chalmers (not to Mrs. Dunlop), dated 22d 
tannery, 1788.)

m- not

'X„

surgeon (still affectionately remembered in 
Scotland as “kind old SSndy Wood”), hap- 
pening to hear Burns, while his patient, 
mention the objèct of his wishes, went im
mediately, without dropping any hint of Ins 
intention, and communicated thp state of the 
poet’s case to Mr. Graham of Fintry, one of 
the commissioners of ■, who had met 
Burns at the Duke of AtKole’s in the autumn, 
and who immediately had the poet's name 
put on thi/roll.

“I have chosen-this, my dear friend (thus 
wrote Burns to Mrs. Dunlop3), after mature 
deliberation. The question is not at what 
door of Fortune’s Palace shall we enter in; 
but what doors does she open to us? I was 

likely to get anything to do. I wanted 
hit, which is a dangerous, an unhappy 

situation. I got this without any hanging on, 
or mortifying solicitation. It is immediate 
bread, and, though poor in comparison of the 
last eighteen months of my existence, 'tin 
luxury in comparison of all my preceding life. 
Besides, the Commissioners are some of them 
my acquaintances, ami all of them my Jinn 
friends. ”

Our poet seems to have kept up an angry 
correspondence, during his confinement, with 
his bookseller, Mr. Creech, whom he also 
abuses very heartily in his letters to his friends 
in Ayrshire. The publisher’s accounts, how
ever, when they were at last made up, must 
have given the impatient author a very agree
able surprise ; for in his letter above quoted, 
to lord Glencaim, we find him expressing his 
hopes tliat the gross profits of his book might 
amount to “better than £'200,” whereas, on 
the day of settling with Mr. Creech, he found 
himself in possession of £500, if not of £600.4

a [This extract is from a letter written to Alias 
Margaret Chalmers and not to Mrs. Dunlop. It is 
dated ISthTebruary, 1788.)

4 Mr. Nicol, the most intimate friend Burns had 
at this time, writes to Mr. John Lewars, excise-ofllcer 
at Dumfries, immediately on hearing of the poet's 
death,—*' He certainly told me that he received £600 
for the first Edinburgh edition, and £100 afterwards 
for the copyright " (MS. in my possession). Dr. 
Currie states the gross product of Creech's edition at 
£600, and Burns himself, In one of his printed letters, 
at £400 only. Nicol hints, in the letter already 
referred to, that Bums had contracted debts while 
in Edinburgh, which he might not wish to avow on 
all occasions; and if we are to believe this, and, as
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This supply came truly in the hour of need.; 
and it seems to have elevated his spirits greatly, 
apd given him for the time a new stock of 
confidence ; for he now resumed immediately 
his purpose of taking Mr. Miller’s fartif, re- 
mining his excise commission in his pocket 
as a dernier rvKort, to be made use of only 
should some reverse of fortune come upon 
him. His first act, however, was to relieve 
liis brother from his difficulties, by advancing

83

£180, or £200, to assist him in the manage
ment of MossgieL 441 give myself no airs on 

! this,” h^ generously says in a letter to Dr. 
Moore, “for it was mere selfishness on my part. 
1 was conscious that the wrong scale of the 
balance was pretty heavily charged, and I 
thought that the throwing a little filhw piety 
and fraternal affection into the hcjjJc in my 
favour, might help to smooth matters at the 
grand reckon in tf."

CHAPTER VII.
|Marriage:—takes fillk)and, and enters on possession:—excuses for his marriage:—builds a house, and 

brings Ids wife home :—company courted by neighbours and visitors :—contributions to Johnson’s Mtueum 
extensive correspondent:—farming «u .failure:—obtains actual employment\as an exciseman:—Allan 
Cunningham’s recollections-.—perils and temptations of his new vocation :—the “whistle contest:”— 
Captain (trose:—“Tam o’Shanter:”—legend:—Ellisland anecdotes:—leaves Ellisland :—last, visit to Edin
burgh convivial conversation.! Vn

Tu make a happy fireside dime 
For weans and wife 

That's the true i»atlioe and sublime 
, Of human life.

Burns, as soon as his bruised limb was able 
for a journey, rode to Mossgiel, and wefrt 
through the ceremony of a justiee-of-peace 
marriage with Jean Armour, in the writing- 
vh.imbers of his friend Gavin Hamilton.1 He

j then crossed’the country to DalsUintoh, and 
fiuUm. I concluded his bargain with Mr. MUler as to 

I the farm of Ellisland, on terms which must 
j undoubtedly have been considered by both 
parties as highly favourable to the poet ; they 
were indeed fixed by two of Burns’s own 
friends, who accompanied him for that pur
pose from Ayrshire. The lease was for four 
successive terms, of nineteen years each,—in

is probable, the expense of printing the subscription 
edition, should, moreover, be deducted from the £700 
stated by Mr. Nlcol—the apparent contradictions in 
these stories may be pretty nearly reconciled. There 
appears to tie reason for thinking that Creech sub
sequently paid more than £100 for the copyright. If 
Jie did not, how came Bums to realize, as Currie states 
it at thé end of his Memoir, “ nearly nine hundred 
pounds in all by his poems?"

•UBurns left Edinburgh for Ayrshire on 18th Feb
ruary, but it was not till sometime in May that Jean 
obtalr^jd. y title to be publicly designated “Mrs. 
Hums," by going through some form in Gavin Ham
ilton's office, the “ kirk" ceremonial not taking place 
till August. In fact, It would seem that Bums at 
this time had no intention of making her his wife. 
He mis in the midst of the infatuation about Clarindn, 
to whom he writes, after having visited Jean:—“I 
am disgusted with her (Jean). I cannot endure her. 
... 1 have done with her, and she with me." In 
March he details to Ainslie how he had sworn her 
privately and solemnly never to attempt any claim 
on him as a husband, so that Jean’s chance of be
coming Mrs. Burns did not look bright at the time 
Burns left Edinburgh nor for some time after.

The marriage of Burns and Jean Armour was con

tinued by the ecclesiastical authorities on Burns anti 
his wife humbling themselves before the session. 
The following is a copy of the session-clerk’s record, 
the signature Jfctf Jean being in the poet’s hand writ
ing v«- -V

“1788, August f>, Sess. con. :—Compeared Robert 
Burns with Jean Armour, Jiis alleged spouse. They 
both acknowledged their irregular marriage and their 
sorrow for that in-egularity, and desiring that the 
Session will take such steps as may seem to them 
proper, in order to the Solemn Confirmation of the 
said marriage.

“The Session taking this affair under their con
sideration, agree that they both be rebuked for this 
acknowledged irregularity, and that-they lie taken 
solemnly engaged to adhere faithfully to one another 
as husband and wife all the days of their life.

“In regard the Session have a title in law to some 
tine for behoof of the poor, they agree to refer to 
Mr. Burns his own generosity.

“ The above Sentence was accordingly executed, 
and ,t0e Session absolved the said partîtes ^rom any 
scandal on this acct. Robt. Bums,

“ Willm. Auld, Modr. Jean Armour.
“(Mr. Burns gave a guinea-note for behoof of the 

poor)." 1
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all seventy-six years ; the rent for the first 
three years and crops £50; during the re
mainder of the period £70. Mr. Miller bound 
himself to defray the expense of any planta
tions which Burns might please to make on 
the banks of the river; and the farm-house 
and offices being in a dilapidated condition, 
the new tenant was to receive £300 from the 
proprietor, for the erectieuof suitable buildings. 
“The land," says Allan Cunningham, “was 
good, the rent moderate, and the markets were 
rising.”

Burns entered on possession of his farm at 
Whitsuntide 1788, but the necessary rebuild
ing of the house prevented his removing Mrs. 
Burns thithcruntil the season was far advanced. 
He had, moreover, to qualify himself for hold
ing his excise commission by six weeks’ at
tendance on the business of that profession at 
Ayr. From these circumstances, he led this 
summer a wandering and unsettled life, and 
l)r. Currie mentions this as one of his chief 
misfortunes. “The poet,” as he says, “was 
continually riding between Ayrshire and Dum
friesshire ; and, often spending a night on the 
road, sometimes fell into company, and forgot 
the resolutions he had formed."

What these resolutions were the poet him
self shall tell us. Un the third day of his 
residence at Ellisland, lie thus writes to Mr. 
Ainslie: “I have all along hitherto, in the 
warfare of life, been bred to arms, among the 
light-horse, the piquet guards of fancy, a kind 
of hussars and Highlanders of the brain; but 
I am firmly resolved to sell out of these giddy 
battalions. Cost what it will, I aw determined 
to buy in among the grave squadrons of heavy- 
armed thought, or the artillery corps of plod
ding contrivance. . . . Were it not for the 
terrors of my ticklish situation respecting a 
family of children, I am decidedly of opinion 
that the step I have taken is vastly for my 
happiness. "

To all his friends, he expresses himself in 
terms of similar satisfaction in regard to his 
marriage. “ Your surmise, madam," he 
writes to Mrs. Dunlop, “is just 1 am indeed 
a husband. I found a once much-loved, and 
still much-loved female, Ïitïïally and truly 
cast out to the mercy of the naked elements, but 
as I enabled her to purchase a shelter; and 
there is no sporting with a fellow-creature’s

happiness or misery. . . . The'tnost placid 
good-nature and sweetness of disposition ; a 
warm heart, gratefully devoted with all it» 
powers to love me; vigorous health and 
sprightly cheerfulness, set off to the best 
advantage by a more than commonly hand
some figuiXr'theae, I think, in a woman, may- 
make a good wife, though she should never 
have read a page but the Scriptures of the Old 
and New Testament, nor danced in a brighter 
assembly than a penny-pay wedding. ”1 . t , 
“To jealousy or infidelity I am an equal 
stranger; my preservative from the first, is the 
most thorough consciousness of her sentiments 
of honour, and her attachment to me;2 my 
antidote against the last, is my long and deep- 
rooted affection for her. . . . In household 
matters, of aptness to learn, and activity to 
execute, she is eminently mistress, and during 
my absence in Nithsdalc, she is regularly and 
constantly an apprentice to my mother and 
sisters in their dairy, and other rural business.
. . . You arc right, that a bachelor state 
wonld have ensured me more friends; but 
from a cause you will easily guess, conscious 
peace in the enjoyment of my own mind, and 
unmistrusting confidence in approaching my 
Uod, would seldom have been of the number. "3

Some months later he tells Miss Chalmers 
that his marriage “was not, perhaps, in con
sequence of the attachment of romance,"—he 
is addressing a young lady—“but," he con
tinues, “I have no cause to repent it. If 1 
have not got polite tattle, modish manners, 
and fashionable dress, 1 am not sickened and 
disgusted with themultiform curse of boarding- 
school affectation; and I liavp-gftithe lmml- 
somest figure, the swtSItost temper, the 
soundest constitution, and the kindest heart 
in the country-. Mrs. Burns believes as firmly 
as her creed, that I am le plue bel reprit et le

1 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 14th June, 1788.
51“ Perhaps, after all, these revolutions in the 

anient vivacious mind of Bums [that Is, his forgetting 
all his vows and pmtestatlons to Vlarinda and many - 
Ing Jean] arc less astounding than the fact (for It Is 
one beyond all question) that the poet was not now, 
and never had lieen, exactly the favourite lover of 
Jean. There was, it seems, another person whom 
she fancied above him, though, as hut too plainly 
appears, she had been unable to contend against the 
fascination of those dark eyes In which lay her fate. 
—Robert Chambers.]

1 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 10th July, 1788.
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plu* honnête homme in the universe ; although 
the scarcely ever, in her life, except the Scrip
tures and the l’salms of David in Metre, spent 
five minutes together on either prose or'verse 
—I must except also a certain late publication 
of Scots 1‘oems, which she lias perused very 
devoutly, and all the ballads of the country, 
as she lias (O the partial lover! you will say) 
the finest woodnote-wild I ever heard.”1

]t was during this honeymoon, as he calls 
it, while chiefly resident in a miserable hovel 
at Ellisland, and only occasionally s|>ending 
a day or two,in Ayrshire, that he wrote the 
beautiful song,

Of a' the ail U the wind can lilnw, directions 
I dearly like tile west,

Tor there the lioniiie lassie lives,
The lassie I lo'e best ; love

There wildwouds grow, and rivers row. roil 
And many a hill between, 

lint day and night my fancy's flight 
Is ever wl' my Jean.

O biàvrryfl'wëstlln winds, blew salt western 
Aiming the leafy trees,

Wi gentle gale, frae niiilr and dale, from 
Bring haine the laden bees, home

And bring the lassie back to me,
That's aye sae i^eat and clean, always

Ae blink o’ her wad banish care, one glimpse 
Sae lovely is my Jean.1

“A discerning reader,” says Mr. Walker, 
“will perceive that the letters in which he 
announces his marriage to some of his most 
respected correspondents, are written in that 
state when the mind is pained by reflecting 
on an unwelcome step, and finds relief to itself 
in seeking arguments to justify the deed, and 
lessen its disadvantages in the opinion of 
others. "1 I confess I am not able to discern 
any traces of this kind of feeling in any of 
Duma's letters on this interesting and impor
tant occasion. Mr. Walker seems to take it 
for granted, that liccause Bums admired the

1 One of Bunn s letters, written not long after this 
[to Mrs. Dunlop, July 10, 17881, contains a passage 
strongly marked with his haughtiness of cMfacter. 
“I have escaped,” says he, “the fantastic caprice, 
the apish affectation, with all the other blessed 
Isiardlng school acquirements which are sometimes 
to lie found among females of the upper ranks, hut 
almost universally [wrvade the misses of the would- 
be-gentry." „

* [This stansa, as is now well known, was not 
written by Bums.)

* Morison, vol. 1. p. lxxxvll.
VOL. I.

superior manners and accomplishments of 
women of the higher ranks of society, he must 
necessarily, whenever he discovered “the in
terest which he had -the power of creating ” 
in such persons, have aspired to find a wife 
among them. But it is, to say the least of the 
matter, extremely doubtful, that Bums, if he 
had had a mind, could have found any high
born maiden willing to partake such fortunes 
as his were likely to be, and yet possessed of 
such qualifications for making him a happy 
man, as he had ready for his acceptance in his 
“ Bonny Jean.” The proud heart of the poet 
could never have stooped itself to woo for gold; 
and birth and high breeding could only have 
been introduced into a farm-house to embitter, 
in the upshot, the whole existence of its in
mates. It is very easy to say, that had Burns 
married an accomplished woman, he viiijht 
have found domestic evenings sufficient to 
satisfy all the cravings of his mind—abandoned 
tavern haunts and jollities for ever—and 
settled down into a regular pattern-character. 
But it is at least as possible, that consequences 
of an exactly opposite nature might have en
sued. Any marriage, such as Professor Walker 
alludes to, would, in his case, have been more 
unequal, than either of those that made Dryden 
and Addison miserable for life.4

Sir Walter Scott In his Life of the former of 
these great men, has well described the difficult 
situation of her who has “to endure the appa
rently causeless fluctuation of spirits incident 
to one doomed tel labour incessantly in the 
feverish exercise of the imagination.” “ Un
intentional neglect,” says he, “and the inevit
able relaxation, or rather sinking of spirit, 
which follows violent mental exertion, arc 
easily misconstrued into capricious rudeness, 
or intentional offence ; and life is embittered 
by mutual accusation, not the less intolerable 
because reciprocally unjust”4 Such were the 
difficulties under which the domestic peace 
both of Addison and Dryden went to wreck ;

« [Burns not only* aspired to find a wife among 
“the higher ranks of society,” but he actually made 
a formal offer of marriage to Miss Peggy Chalmers, 
which was declined on the plea of her pre-engagement 
to Mr. Lewis Bay. This was well known to his bio
grapher Walker, and was admitted by the lady her
self to Thomas Campbell, the poet, who was a familiar 
visitor during her widowhood.)

1 Ufe of Dryden, p. 90.
6
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and yet, to say nothing of maimers and habits, 
of the highest elegance and polish in either 
ease, they were both of them men of strictly 
pure and correct conduct in their conjugal 
capacities ; and who can doubt that all these 
difficulties must have been enhanced tenfold,' 
had any woman of superior condition linked 
her fortunes with liobert Burns, a man at once 
of the very warmest animal temperament, un<P 
the most wayward and moody of all his melan
choly and irritable tribe, who had little vanity 
that could have been gratified by a species of 
connection, which, unless he had found a 
human angel,’* must have been continually 
wounding his pride? But, in truth, these 
speculations are all worse than worthless. 
Bums, with all his faults, was an honest and 
high-spirited man, and he loved the mother of 
his children ; and had he hesitated to make 
her his wife, he must have sunk into the cal
lousness of a ruffian, or that miser)' of miseries, 
the remorse of a poet

The lieverend Hamilton Paul takes an origi
nal view of this business: “ Much praise," says 
he, ‘ ‘ has been lavished on Bums for renewing 
his engagement with Jean when in the blaze 
of his fame. . . . The praise is misplaced. 
We do not think a man entitled to credit or 
commendation for doing what the law could 
compel him to perform. Bums was in reality 
a married man, and it is tmly ludicrous to 
hear him, aware as he must have been, of the 
indissoluble power of the obligation, though 
every document was destroyed, talking of 
himself as a bachelor.”1 There is no justice 

’ in these remarks. It is very tme, that, by 
a merciful fiction of the law of Scotland, the 
female in Miss Armour’s condition, who pro
duces a written promise of marriage, is con
sidered as having furnished evidence of an 
irregular marriage having taken place between 
her and her lover; but in this case the female 
herself had destroyed the document, and lived 
for many months not only not assuming, but 
rejecting, the character of Bums’s wife ; and 
had she, under such circumstances, attempted 
to establish a marriage, with no document in 
her hand, and with no parole evidence to show 
that any such document had ever existed, to say 
nothing of proving its exact tenor, but that of 
her own father, it is clear that no ecclesiastical 

1 Paul’s Life of Btmu, p 46.

court in the world could have failed tô decide 
against her. So far from Burns’s having all 
along regarded her as his wife, it is extremely 
doubtful whether she had ever for one moment 
considered hjm as actually her husband, until 
he declared'tile marriage of 1788. Burns did 
no more thin justice as well as honour de- 
manded ; but the act was one which no human 
tribunal could have compelled him to perform.2

To return to our story. Burns complains 
sadly of his solitar^-condition, when living in 
the only hovel that he found extant on his 
farm. “I am,"sayshe (September9tli), “busy 
with my harvest ; but for all that most pleasur
able part of life called social intercourse, I am 
here at the very elbow of existence. The only 
things that are to be found in this country in 
any degree of perfection, are stupidity and 
canting. Prose they only know in prayers, 
4c., and the value of these they estimate as 
they do their plaiding webs, by the ell. As 
for the Muses, they have as much idea of a 
rhinoceros as of a poet"3 And in another 
letter (September 16), he says: “This hovel 
that I shelter in while occasionally here, is 
pervious to every blast that blows, and even- 
shower that falls, and I am only preserved from 
being chilled to death by being suffocated by

11 am bound to say that, from some criticisms on 
tile first edition of this narrative, published In Scot
land, and evidently by Scotch lawyers, it appears, 
that the case, "Armour versus Burn»," had there 
ev* been such a lawsuit, would have been more 
difficult of decision than I had previously supposed. 
One thing, however, is quite clear : Bums himself had 
no notion, that, In acknowledging Ills Jean as his 
wife, he was hut yielding what legal measures could 
have extorted from him. Let any one consider, for 
example, the langfage of the letter In which he an
nounces his marriage and establishment at Ellislaml, 
to Mr. Burness of Montrose—

"(EUitland m Feb. 1789.) . . . Here, at last. 
I have become stationary, and have taken a farm, and 
—a wife. . . . My wife Is my Jean, with whose story 
you are partly acquainted. I found I had a much
loved fellow-creature’s happiness or misery among my 
hands, and I durst not trifle with so sacred a deposit. 
[This sentence occurs at least half a dozen times in 
letters to different parties, and seems to justify 
Walker's remark that Burns sought arguments to 
justify his marriage.] Indeed, I have not any reason 
to repent the step I have taken, as I have attached 
myself to a very good wife, and have shaken myself 
loose of a very had failing." ISee the letter complete 
In its proper place in the Correspondence.]

* Letter to John Beugo, engraver, 9th September, 
1788.



87LIFE OF EGBERT BURNS.

smoke. You will be pleased to hear that I 
have laid aside idle éclat, and bind every day 
after my reapers. ”1

His house, however, did nqt take much time 
in building, nor had he reason to complam-e£ 
want of society long; nor, it must be added, 
did Burns bind every day after his reapers.

He brought his wife home to Ellisland 
about the end of November ; and few house
keepers start with a larger provision of young 
mouths to feed than did this couple. Mrs. 
Burns had lain in this autumn, for the second 
time, of twins, and I suppose “sonsy, smirk
ing, dear-bought Bess,” accompanied her 
younger brothers and sisters from Mossgiel. 
From that quarter also Burns brought a whole 
establishment of servants, male and female, 
who, of course, as was then the universal 
custom amongst the small farmers, both of 

-the west and south of Scotland, partook, at 
the same table, of the same fare with their 
master and mistress.8

Kl I island is beautifully situated on tljç banks 
of the Nith, about six miles above Dumfries, 
exactly opposite to the house of Dalswinton, 
and those noble woods and gardens amidst 
which Burns’s landlord, the ingenious Mr. 
Patrick Miller, found relaxation from the 
scientific studies and researches in which he 
so greatly excelled.3 On the Dalswinton side, 
the river washes lawns and groves ; but over 
against these the bank rises into a long red 
tanir, of considerable height, along the verge

1 Letter to Miss Chalmers, 18th September, 1788.
* [ Lockhart makes several errors here. Burns's 

household at this time consisted of himself and his 
wife, his sister, and a domestic servant, together 
with two men and two women engaged for out-door 
work. So far from having a large proportion of 
young mouths to feed, they had none at all. Robert, 
Jean's only surviving child, was not brought to Ellis
land till the August following, while “Bess" never 
was In Burns's house after his marriage, but re
mained at Mossgiel. The statement that the servants 
“partook at the same table of the same fare with 
their master and mistress " (trivial though the matter 
lie), is also erroneous, having been directly contra
dicted by Mrs. Bums herself. The testimony of a 
j^llliam Clark who had been a ploughman to Bums 
for six months, Is quoted by Robert Chambers to the 
same effect.]

5 [Mr. Miller's name is known in the history of 
steam navigation, he having caused to be constructed 
aliout this very time one or two small vessels in 
which steam was successfully employed as a pro
pelling power.]

of which, where the bare shingle of the preci
pice All but overhangs the stream, Burns had 
his favourite walk, and might now be seen 
striding alone, early and late, especially when 
tne winds were loud, and the waters below him 
swollen and turbulent. For he was one of 
those that etyoy nature most in the more seri
ous and severe of her aspects ; and throughout 
his poetry, for one allusion to the liveliness of 
spring, or the splendour of summer, it would 
be easy to point out twenty in which he records 
the solemn delight with which he contemplated 
the melancholy grandeur of autumn, or the 
savage gloom of winter. Indeed, I cannot 
but think, that the result of an exact inquiry 
into the composition of Burns’s poems, would 
be, that “his vein,” like that of Milton, 
flowed most happily, “from the autumnal 
equinox to the vernal.” Of Lord Byron, we 
know that his vein flowed best at midnight ; 
and Bums has himself told us, that it was 
his custom “to take a gloamin’ shot at the 
Muses.”

The poet was accustomed to say, that the 
most happy period of his life was the first 
winter he spent at Ellisland, for the first 
time under a roof of his own, with his wife 
and children about him ; and in spite of occa
sional lapses into the melancholy which had 
haunted his youth, looking forward to a life 
of well-regulated, and not ill-rewarded, indus
try. It is known that he welcomed his wife 
to her rooftree at Ellisland in the song,

I hae a wife o' my ain, I’ll partake wi' naebody ;
I'll tak cuckold frae nane, I'll gie cuckold to naebody;
I hae a penny to spend—there, thanks to naebody;
I hae naething t<Ueed—I'll borrow frae naeliody.

In commenting -on this “ little lively lucky 
song," as he well .calls it, Mr. Allan Cun
ningham says; “ Bums had built his house,— 
he had committed his seed-corn to the ground, 
—he was in the prime, nay, the morning of 
life,—health, and strength, and agricultural 
skill (?) were on his side,—his genius had 
been acknowledged by his country, and re
warded by a subscription more extensive than 
any Scottish poet ever received before ; no 
wonder, therefore, that he broke out into 
voluntary song, expressive of his sense of 
importance and independence." 4 Another 

* Cunningham's Scottith Song», vol. iv. p. 88.
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nong was composed in honour of Mrs. Burns, 
during the happy weeks that followed her 
arrival at Ellfsland:

0 were I on Parnassus hill,
Or had of Helicon my fill,
That I might catch poetic skill,

To sing how dear I love thee !

But Nith maun be my muse's well, must
My muse maun be thy bonny sel', self
On Corsincon I glower, and spell, stare

And write how dear I love thee 11

In the next stanza the ppèt rather transgresses 
the limits of connubial decorum ; but on the 
whole these tributes to doinestic affection are 
among the last of his performances that one 
would wish to lose.

Burns, in his letters of the year 1289, makes 
many apologies for doing but little in his 
poetical vocation ; his farm, without doubt, 
occupied much of his attention, but the want 
of social intercourse, of which he complained 
on his first arrival in Nithsdalc, had by this 
time totally disappeared. On the contrary, 
his company was courted eagerly, not only by 
his brother-farmers, but by the neighbouring 
gentry of all classes; and now, too, for the 
first time, he began to be visited continually 
in his own house by curious travellers of all 
sorts, who did not consider, any more than 
the generous poet himself, that an extensive 
practice of hospitality must cost more time 
than he ought to have had, and far more 
money than he ever had, at his disposal. 
Meantime, he was not wholly regardless of 
the Muses; ^r, in addition to some pieces 
w hich we have already had occasion to notice, 
lie contributed to this year’s Museum, “The 
Thames flows proudly to the sea; ” “ The lazy 
mist hangs, &c. ;” “ The day returns, my bosom 
burns ; ” “ Tam Glen ” ( one of the best of his 
humorous songs): the splendid lyrics, “Go 
fetch to me a pint of wine,” and “My heart’s 
in the Highlands’’ (in both of which, how
ever, he adopted some lines of ancient .gongs 
to the same tunes), “John Anderson,” in part 
also a rifacciamento ; the best of all his bac
chanalian pieces, “Willie brewed a peck o’ 
maut,” written in celebration of a festive 
meeting at the country residence, in Dum-

11 This poetic compliment to Jean was composed 
during the summer or autumn ot 1788, before she 
took up her residence at Elllsland.]

■j friesshire, of his friend Mr. Nicol, of the 
High School ; and lastly, that noblest of all 
his ballads, “To Mary in Heaven.”

This celebrated poem was, it is on all hands 
admitted, composed by Burns in September,
1789, on the anniversary of the day on which 
he heard of the death of his eârly love, Mary 
Campbell.2 But Mr. Cromek has thought fit 
to dress up the story with circumstances which 
did not occur. Mrs. Bums, the only person 
who could appeal to personal recollection on 
this occasion, and whose recollections of all 
circumstances connected with the history of 
her husband’s poems arc represented as being 
remarkably distinct and vivid, gives what may 
at first appear a more prosaic edition of the 
history.3 According to her. Burns spent that 
day, though labouring under a cold, in the 
usual work of his harvest, and apparently iu 
excellent spirits. But as the twilight deep
ened, he appeared to grow “very sad about 
something,” and at length wandered out into 
the barn-yard, to which his wife, in her 
anxiety for his health, followed him, entreat
ing him in vain to observe that frost had set 
in, and to return to the fireside. On being 
again and again requested to do so, he always 
promised compliance—but still remained where

* [ Subsequent inquiries Into the episode of High- sfr | 
land Mary would seem to fix the anniversary of her 
death about the 19th or 20th of October.]

* I owe these particulars to Mr. M'DIarmjd, the 
able editor of the Dumfries Courier. [ Cromek in 
1808 describes the poet as on the occasion, wandering 
" solitary on the hanks of the Nith, and alxmt his 
farmyard, In the extremest agitation of mind nearly 
the whole night.'' About twenty years after, the ver
sion of the story here given appeared. Doubts have 
more than once lieen expressed as to whether this 
circumstantial account, alleged to have lieen given by 
Mrs. Burns, is in all particulars a narrative of ac
tual facts, and whether it may not have received un
conscious embellishments In the lapse of time. It 
certainly seems strange that Bums should have sub
mitted to the perusal of his wife, immediately after 
its composition, such a noble tribute to another 
woman, whose memory still apparently possessed 
Ills soul, and whose “ lover " he still speaks of being.
If he did so we cannot help believing that the 
poet, by this time at anyrate, had no deep and real 
feeling In regard to his Mary of untimely fate, hut 
found her name and early death useful to him as a 
basis for the working of his poetic genius. The 
“groans" that rent his breast might be audible to 
the Muse, but by mortal ears were certainly not 
heard. It may be remarked also that the star ad
dressed in the poem is the tnoming star.]
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lie was, striding up and down slowly, and con
templating the sky, which was singularly clear 
and starry. At last Mrs. Burns found him 
stittdèed on a mass of straw, wjth his eyes 
fixed on a beautiful planet “that shone like 
another moon;" and prevailed on him to 
come in. He immediately, on entering the 
house, called for his desk, and wrote, exactly 
as they now stand, with all the ease of one 
copying from memory, the sublime and pa
thetic verses—

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray,
That lov'st to gleet the early mom,

Again thou uslier st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was tom.

O, Mary! dear departed shade,
Where is thy place of blissful rest ;

See’st thou thy lover lowly laid, |<$c.
Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

The “Mother’s lament for her son,” and 
“ Inscription in an Hermitage in Nitlisdule,'’ 
were also written this year.

From the time when Bums settled himself 
in Dumfriesshire, lie appears to have con
ducted with much care the extensive corres- 
pondcnce in which his celebrity had engaged 
him; it is, however, very necessary, in judging 
of the letters, and drawing inferences from 
their language as to the real sentiments and 
opinions of the writer, to take into considera
tion the rank and character of the persons to 
whom they are severally addressed, and the 
measure of intimacy which really subsisted 
between them and the poet. In his letters, 
as in his conversation, Burns, in spite of all 
his pride, did something to accommodate 
himself to his company; and he who did 
write the scries of letters addressed to Mrs. 
Dunlop, Dr. Moore, Mr. Dugald Stewart, 
Miss Chalmers, and others, eminently dis
tinguished as these are by purity and nobleness 
of feeling, and perfect propriety of language, 
presents himself, in other effusions of the same 
class, in colours which it would be rash to call 
his own. In a word, whatever of grossness of 
thought, or rant, extravagance, and fustian in 
expression, may be found in his correspon
dence, ought, I cannot doubt, to be mainly 
ascribed to his desire of accommodating him
self for the moment to the habits and taste of 
certain buckish tradesmen of Edinburgh, and 
other such-like persons, whom, from circum
stances nlreadv sufficiently noticed, he num

bered among his associates and friends. That 
he should have condescended to any such com
pliances must be regretted ; but in most cases, 
it would probably be quite unjust to push our 
censure further than this.

The letters that passed between him and 
his brother Uilbert are among the most precious 
of the collection ; for there, there could be no 
disguise. That the brothers had entire know
ledge of, and confidence in each other, no one 
can doubt; and the plain, manly, affectionate 
language, in which they both write, is truly 
honourable to them and to the parents that 
reared them.

“Dear Brother,” writes Gilbert, January 1, 
1789, “I have just finished my New-year’s 
day breakfast in the usual form, which naturally 
makes me call to mind the days of former 
years, and the society in which we used to 
begin them ; and when 1 look at our family 
vicissitudes, ‘through the dark postern of time 
long elapsed,’ I cannot help remarking to you, 
my dear brother, how good the God of seasons 
is to us ; and that, however some clouds may 
seem to lour over the portion of time before 
us, we have great reason to hope that all will 
turn out well."

It was on the same New-year’s day that 
Burns himself addressed to Mrs. Dunlop a 
letter, pajt of which is here transcribed—it 
certainly cannot be read too often :

“ Ellisland, New-Year's-Dag Homing, 1789.

“This, dear madam, is a morning of wishea, 
and would to God that 1 came under the 
apostle James’s description !—the prayer of a 
righteous man availeth much. In that case, 
madam, you should welcome in a year full of 
blessings ; everything that obstructs or disturbs 
tranquillity and self-enjoyment should be re
moved, and every pleasure that frail humanity 
can taste, should be yours. I own myself so 
little a I’resbyterian, that I approve of set 
times and seasons of more than ordinary acts 
of devotion, for breaking in on that habituated 
routine of life and thought, which is so apt to 
reduce our existence to a kind of instinct, or 
even sometimes, and with some minds, to a 
state very little superior to mere machinery.

“This day, the first Sunday of May, a 
breezy, blue-skyed noon sometime about the 
beginning, and a hoary morning and calm

\
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sunny day about the end of autumn ; thc^. 
time out of mind, have been with me a kinir 
of holiday. I believe I owe this to that glorious 
paper in the Spectator, ‘ The Vision of Mirza,’ 
a piece that struck my young fancy before I 
was capable of fixing an idea to a word of 
three syllables : ‘On the 5th day of the moon, 
which, according to the custom of my fore
fathers, 1 always keep holy, after having washed 
myself and offered up my morning devotions,
1 ascended the high hill of Bagdat, in order 
to pass the rest of the day in meditation and 
prayer.’

“We know nothing, or next to nothing, of 
the substance or structure of our souls, so 
cannot account for those seeming caprices in 
them, that one should be particularly pleased 
with this thing, or struck with that, which, 
on minds of a different cast, makes no extra
ordinary impression. I have some favourite 
flowers in spring, among which are the moun- 
tain^laisy, the harebell, the fox-glove, the 
wild brier-rose, the budding birch, and the 
hoary hawthorn that I view and hang over 
with particular delight. I never heard the 
loud, solitary whistle of the curlew, in a summer 
noon, or the wild mixing cadence of a troop 
of grey plover, in an autumnal morning, with
out feeling an elevation of soul like the en
thusiasm of devotion or poetry.1 Tell me, 
my dear friend, to what can this be owing? 
Are we a piece of machinery, which, like the 
Æolian harp, passive, takes the impression of 
the passing accident? Or do these workings 
argue something within us above the trodden 
clod? I own myself partial to such proofs of 
those awful and important realities—a God 
that made all things—man’s immaterial and 
immortal nature—and a world of weal or woe 
beyond death and the grave.”

Few, it is to be hoped, can read such things 
as these without delight ; none, surely, that 
taste the elevated pleasure they are calculated 
to inspire, can turn from them to the well- 
known issue of Burns's history, without being 
afflicted. It is difficult to imagine anything

1 [Burns’s botanical knowledge appears somewhat 
weak here ; several of the favourites mentioned can 
by no means he designated “ flowers in spring." By 
the "grey plover" he probably means the golden 
plover, whose "wild cadence" is heard in autumn; 
the grey plover is a winter shore bird In Scotland. |

more beautiful, more noble, than what such a 
person as Mrs. Dunlop might at this period 
be supposed to contemplate as the probable 
tenor of his future life. What fame can bring 
of happiness he had already tasted : he had 
overleaped, by the force of his genius, all the 
painful barriers of society ; and there was 
probably not a man in Scotland who would 
not have thought himself honoured by seeing 
Burns under his roof. He had it in his power 
to place his poetical reputation on a level with 
the very highest names, by proceeding in the 
same course of study and exertion which had 
originally raised him into public notice and 
admiration. Surrounded by an affectionate 
family, occupied, but not engrossed, by the 
agricultural labours in which his youth and 
early manhood had delighted, communing 
with nature in one of the loveliest districts of 
his native land, and, from time to time, pro
ducing to the world some immortal addition 
to his verse—thus advancing in years and in 
fame, with what respect would not Bums have 
been thought of ; how venerable in the eyes 
of his contemporaries—how hallowed in those 
of after generations, would have been the roof 
of Ellialand, the field on which he “bound 
every day after his reapers,” the solemn river 
by which he delighted to wander! The plain 
of Bannock bum would hardly have been holier 
ground.

The “golden days” of Ellialand, as Dr. 
Currie justly calls them, were not destined to 
be many. Bums’s farming speculations once 
more failed ; and he himself seems to have 
been aware that such was likely to be the case 
before he had given the business many months 
trial ; for, ere the autumn of 1788 was over, 
he applied to his patron, Mr. Graham of Fin
ir)-, for actual employment as an exciseman ; 
and was accordingly appointed to do duty, in 
that capacity, in the district where his lands 
were situated. His income, as a revenue 
officer, was at first only £35; it by and by 
rose to £50; and sometimes was £70.2

» Bums writes to Lady H. Don, January 22,1789:— 
“ My excise salary would pay half my rent, and I 
could manage the whole business of the division 
without live guineas qf additional expense." [With 
shares of fines and perquisites derived from seizures 
of contraband goods, Burns's Income was iffejuently 
not leas than £90 a year.] „ /
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These pounds were hardly earned, since the 
duties of his new calling necessarily withdrew 
him very often from the farm, which needed 
his utmost attention, and exposed him, which 
was still worse, to innumerable temptations of 
the kind he was least likely to resist.

1 have now the satisfaction of presenting the 
reader with some particulars of this part of 
liurns’s history, derived from a source which 
every lover of Scotland and Scottish poetry 
must be prepared to hear mentioned with re
spect It happened that at the time when 
our poet went to Nithsdale, the father of Mr. 
Allan Cunningham was steward on the estate 
of Dalswinton: he was, as all who have read 
the writings of his son will readily believe, a 
man of remarkable talents and attainments : 
he was a wise and good man ; a fervid admirer 
of liurns’s genius; and one of those sober 
neighbours who in vain strove, by advice and 
warning, to arrest the poet in the downhill 
path, towards which a thousand seductions 
were perpetually drawing him. Allan Cun
ningham was, of course, almost a child when 
he first saw Burns; but he was no common 
child ; and, besides, in what he has to say on 
this subject, we may he sure we are hearing 
the substance of his benevolent and sagacious 
father's observations and reflections. His own 
Iwyish recollections of the poet’s personal ap
pearance and demeanour will, however, he 
read with interest.

“ I was very young," says Mr. Cunningham, 
“ when 1 first saw Bums. He came to see my 
father; and their conversation turned partly 
on farming, partly on poetry, in both of which 
my father had taste and skill. Bums had just 
come to Nithsdale ;* ami 1 think lie appeared 
a shade more swarthy than he docs in Nasmyth’s 
picture, and at least ten years older than he 
really was at the time. His face was deeply 
marked by thought, and the habitual expression 
intensely melancholy. His frame was very 
muscular and well proportioned, though he had 
a short neck, and something of a ploughman’s 
stoop ; he was strong, and proud of his strength.

* (Allan Cunningham must have been “ very young," 
Indeed, at thla time, seeing that he was bofe In 1786 
(or according to some authorities, 1784), 4*1 Burns 
came to Nithsdale In 1788. His recollections of Bums 
at this time must lie considered rather his father's 
than his own.]

I saw him one evening match himself with a 
number of masons ; and out of five-and-twenty 
practised hands, the most vigorous young men 
in the parish, there was only one that could 
lift the same weight as Bums.

“He had a very manly face, and a very 
melancholy look ; but on the coming of those 
he esteemed, his looks brightened up, and his 
whole face beamed with aflfectipn and genius. 
His voice was very musical. Bonce heard him 
read ‘Tam o’ Shan ter,’—I thiik I hear him 
now. His fine manly voice followed all the 
undulations of the sense, and expressed as well 
as his genius had done, the pathos and humour, 
the horrible and the awful, of that wonderful 
performance. As a man feels so will he write ; 
and in proportion as he sympathizes with his 
author, so will lie read him with grace and 
effect.

“ I said that Bums and my father conversed 
about poetry and farming. The poet had newly 
taken possession of his farm of Ellisland,—the 
masons were busy building his house,—the 
applause of the world was with him, and a/ 
little of its money in his pocket,—in short, he 
had found a resting-place at last. He spoke 
with great delight about the excellence of his 
farm, and particularly about the beauty of its 
situation. ‘Yes,’ my father said, ‘the walks 
on the river banks are fine, and you will see 
from your windows some miles of the Nith ; . 
but you will also see several farms of fine rich 
holm,2 any one of which you might have had. 
You have made a poet’s choice, rather than a 
farmer’s. ’

“ If Burns had much of a farmer’s skill, he 
had little of a farmer’s prudence and economy.
I once inquired of James C’orrie, a sagacious 
old farmer, whose ground marched with Ellis
land, the cause of the poet’s failure. ‘ Faith,’ 
said he, ‘ how could he miss but fail, when his 
servants ate the bread as fast as it was baked?
I don’t tpean figuratively, I mean literally. 
Consider a little. At that time close economy 
was necessary to have enabled a man to clear 
twenty pounds a year by Ellisland. Now, 
Burns’s own handiwork was out of the ques
tion; he neither ploughed, nor sowed, nor

i Holm Is flat, rich, meadow land, intervening 
between a stream and the general elevation of the 
adjoining country. (What is called haugk or earn 
land tu Scotland.] /
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reaped, at least like a hard-working farmer ; 
and then he had a bevy of servants from Ayr
shire. The lassies did nothing but bake bread, 
and the lads sat by the fireside, and ate it 
warm, with ale. Waste of time and consump
tion of food would soon reach to twenty pounds 
a year. ’*

“ The truth of the case,” says Mr. Cunning
ham, in another letter with which he has 
favoured me, “the truth is, that if Robert 
Burns liked his farm, it was more for the 
beauty of its situation than for the labours 
which it demanded. He was too wayward to 
attend to the stated duties of a husbandman, 
and too impatient to wait till the ground re
turned in gain the cultivation he bestowed 
upon it.

“ The condition of a farmer, a Nithsdale one 
I mean, was then very humble. His one-story 
house had a covering of straw, and a clay floor ; 
the furniture was from the hands of a country 
car]ienter; and, between the roof and floor, 
there seldom intervened a smoother ceiling 
than of rough rods and grassy turf—while a 
huge lang-settle of black oak for himself, and 
a carved arm-chair for his wifeuwere the only 
matters out of keeping with the^ornely looks 
of his residence. He took all his meals in his 
own kitchen, and presided regularly among his 
children and domestics. He performed family 
worship every evening—except during the 
hurry of harvest, when that duty was perhaps 
limited to Saturday night. A few religious 
books, two or three favourite poets, the history 
of his country, and his Bible, aided him in 
forming the minds and manners of the family. 
To domestic education, Scotland owes as much 
as to the care of her clergy and the excellence 
of her parish-schools.

“The picture out of doors was less inter
esting. The ground from which the farmer

1 [It ought to be mentioned, however, that Oorrie'a 
statement was Indignantly denied by Mrs. Burns. 
Speaking of It to M'DIarttdd she declared that “ Burns 
did work, and often like a hard working farmer." 
She had seen him, while he had hia excise duties to 
look after, *' sow after breakfast two hags of corn for 
the folk to harrow through the day. . . . There 
was no waste : on the contrary, everything went on 
on the principle that Is observed In any other well- 
regulated farm-house.” The “ bevy of servants from 
Ayrshire,” as has been pointed out previously, Is also 
an exaggeration. Statement» made by Allan Cunning
ham are often to be received with caution.)

sought support, was generally in a very moder
ate state of cultivation. The implements with 
which he tilled his land were primitive and 
clumsy, and his own knowledge of the manage- 
ment of crops exceedingly limited, lie plodded 
on in the regular slothful routine of hisancestors; 
he rooted out no bushes ; he dug up no stones 
he drained not, neither did he inclose; and 
weeds obtained their full share of the dung 
and the lime, which he bestowed more like a" 
medicine than a meal on his soil. His plough 
was the rude old Scotch one ; his harrows had 
as often teeth of wood as of iron ; his carts 
were heavy and low-wheeled, or were, more 
properly speaking, tumbler-cars, so called to 
distinguish them from trail-cars, both of w hich 
were in common use. < In these rude carriages 
his manure was taken to the field and his crop 
brought home. The farmer himself correspon
ded in all respects with his imperfect instru
ments. His poverty secured him from risking 
costly experiment*; and his hatred of inno
vation made him intrench himself behind a 
breastwork of old maxims and rustic saws, 
which he interpreted as oracles delivered 
against im/trot'emnit. With ground in such 
condition, with tools so unfit, and with know
ledge so imperfect, he sometimes succeeded in 
wringing a few hundred pounds Srot* from the 
farm he occupied. Such was generally the 
state of agriculture when Burns came to 
Nithsdale. 1 know not how far his own skill 
was equal to the task of improvement—his 
trial was short and unfortunate. An important 
change soon took place, by which he was not 
fated to profit ; he had not the foresight to see 
it* approach, nor, probably, the fortitude to' 
await its coming.

“ In the year 1790, much of the ground in 
Nithsdale was leased at seven, and ten, and 
fifteen shillings per acre; and the farmer, in 
his person and his house, differed little from 
the peasants and mechanics around him. He 
would have thought his daughtet wedded in 
her degree, lu^l she married a joiner or a 
mason; and at kirk or market, all men beneath 
the rank of a ‘portioner’ of the soil mingled 
together, equals in appearance and importance. 
But the war which soon commenced, gave a 
decided impulse to agriculture ; the army and 
navy consumed largely; com rose in demand; 
the price augmented ; more land was called
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i„M cultivation ; and, as leases expired, the 
l/oprictors improved the grounds, built better 
I louses, enlarged ' the rents; and the farmer 

soon borne on the wings of sudden wealth 
above his original condition. His house 
obtained a slated roof, sash-windows, carpeted 
floors, plastered walls, and even began to ex
change the hanks of yarn with which it was 
formerly hung, for paintings and pianofortes. 
He laid aside his coat of home-made cloth; he 
retired from his seat among his servants; he
__I am grieved to mention it—gave up family
worship as a thing unfashionable, and became
a kind of ruttic gentleman, who rode a blood- 
horse, and galloped home on market nights at 
the peril of his own neck, and to the terror of 
every modest pedestrian.* His daughters, too, 
no longer prided themselves in well-bleached 
linen and home-made webs ; they changed 
their linscy-wolsey gowns for silk ; and so un
gracefully did their new state sit upon them, 
that I have seen their lovers coming in iron- 
shod clogs to their carpeted floors, and two of 
the protest young women in the parish tkal- 
ing dung to their father’s potato-field in silk 
stockings.

“ When a change like this took place, and 
a farmer could, with a dozen years’ industry, 
be able to purchase the land he rented—which 
many were, and many did—the same, ora still 
more profitable change might have happened 
with respect to Ellisland ; and Bums, had he 
stuck by his lease and his plough, would, in 
all human possibility,, have found the in
dependence which he sought in vain from the 
coldness and parsimony of mankind.”

Mr. Cunningham sums up his reminiscences 
of Bums at Ellisland, in these terms :—

“ During the prosperity of his farm, my 
father often said that Bums conducted himself 
wisely, and like one anxious for his name as 
a man, and his fame as a poet. He went to 
Dunscore Kirk on Sunday, though he expressed 
oftener than once his dislike to the stem 
Calvinism of that strict old divine, Mr. Kirk
patrick; he assisted in forming a reading club; 
and at weddings, and house-heatings, and

V 1 Mr. Cunningham's description accords with the 
lines of Crabhe :
J Who rides his hunter, who his house adonis,
I Who drinks his wine, and his disbursement ftcoms,
I Who freely lives, and loves to show he can—

This is the farmer made the gentlemnn.

kirns,2 and other scenes of festivity, he was a 
welcome guest? universally liked by the young 
and the old. But the failure of his farming 
projects, and the limited income with which 
he was oompelled to support an increasing 
family and an expensive station in life, preyed 
upon his spirits ; and, during these fits of 
despair, he was willing too often to become 
the companion of the thouglifless and the 
gross. I am grieved to say, that besides leav
ing the book too much for the bowl, and grave 
and wise friends for lewd and reckless com
panions, he was also in the occasional practice 
of composing songs, in which he surpassed the 
licentiousness, as well as the wit and humour, 
of the old Scottish muse. These have unfor
tunately found their way to Uui press, and 1 
am afraid they cannot be readied.3 •

“In conclusion, I may sot, that few men 
have had so much of the pyt about them, and 
few poets so much of thq/gnan—the man was 
probably less pure than he ought to have been, 
but the poet was pure and bright to the last. ”

The reader must be sufficiently prepared to 
hear, that from the time when he entered on 
his excise duties, the poet more and more 
neglected the concerns of his farm. Occasion
ally, he might be seen holding the plough, an 
exercise in which lie excelled, and was proud 
of excelling, or stalking down his furrows, with 
the white sheet of grain wrapt about him, a 
“tenty seedsman ; " but he was more com
monly occupied in far different pursuits. “ I 
am now,” says he, in one of his letters, “a 
poor rascally gauger, condemned to gallop two 
hundred miles every week, to inspect dirty 
lionds and ycastv barrels.” [Burns’s district, 
to which he was appointed in the autumn of 
1789, comprised ten'parishes, with his own 
parish in the centre.]

Both in verse and in prose he lias recorded 
the feelings with which he first followed his 
new vocation. His jests on the subject arc

s Kirn».—The harvest-home dances are so called in 
Scotland.

1 (This refers to a collection of old-fashioned and 
highly-spiced Scotch songs of which Bums took the 
pal ns to form a MS. collection,and which contained also 
pieces of similar character written hy himself. This 
collection after Burns's death fell into the hands of a 
person who had it printed and surreptitioilslyliawked 
about the country under the title of the Merry 
Mute» oj Caledonia. See vol. Iv. p. 228.]

;.
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uniformly bitter. “ I have the same consola
tion,” he tells Mr. Ainslie, “ which I once 
heard a recruiting sergeant give to his audience 
in the streets of Kilmarnock : ‘Gentlemen, for 
your farther encouragement, I can assure you 
that ours is the most blackguard corps under 
the crown, and, consequently, with us an 
honest fellow has the surest chance, of prefer
ment.’” He winds up almost all his state
ments of his feelings on this matter, in the 
same strain—

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies,
They maun hae brose and brats o’ duddiee. ragi
Ye ken yoursell, my heart right proud is,

I needna vaunt ;
[twist willow ropes

But I'll sued besoms—thraw saugh-woodies, cut
Before they want.

On one occasion, however, he takes a higher 
tone. “There is a certain stigma," says lie 
to Bishop Geddes, “ in the name of exciseman; 
but I do not intend to borrow hohour from my 
profession"—wlîicTi-tiut»aier|mpa remind the 
reader of Giblsm’s lofty language, on finally 
quitting the learned and polished circles of 
London and Paris, for his Swiss retirement; 
“I am too modest, or too proud, to rate my 
value by that of my associates. "

Bums, in his perpetual perambulations over 
the moors of Dumfriesshire, had every temp
tation to encounter, which bodily fatigue, the 
blandishments of hosts and hostesses, and the 
habitual manners of those who acted along 
with him in the duties of the excise, could 
present. He was. moreover, wherever he went, 
exposed to perils of his own, by the reputation 
which he had earned, and by his extraordinary 
powers of entertainment in conversation ; and 
he pleased himself with thinking, in the words 
of one of his letters to the I-ady Harriet Don, 
that “one advantage he had in this new busi
ness was, the knowledge it gave him of the 
various shades of character in man—conse
quently assisting him^-jn his trade as a poet"1 
From the castle to the cottage, every door 
flew open at his approach ; and the old system 
of hospitality, then flourishing, rendered it 
difficult for the most soberly inclined guest to 
rise from any man’s board in the same trim 
that he sat down to it The farmer, if Bums 
were seen passing, left his reapers, and trotted

1 Letter (unpublished), dated Ellisland, 23d Dec. 
1789. [See letter to Bishop Geddes, 3d Feb. 1789.]

by the side of Jenny Geddes, until he could 
persuade the bard that the day was hot enough 
to demand an extra libation. If he entered 
an inn at midnight after all the inmates were 
in bed, the news of his arrival circulated from 
the cellar to the garret ; and ere ten minutes 
had elapsed, the landlort} and all his guests 
were assembled round the ingle; the largest 
punch-bowl was produced ; and

Be ours this night—who knows what comes to
morrow?

was the language of every eye in the circle 
that welcomed him.2 The highest gentry of 
the dpunty, whenever they had especial merri
ment in view, caUbd in the wit and eloquence 
of Bums to enliven their carousals. The 
famous song of the “ Whistle of worth," 
commemorates a scene of this kind, more 
picturesque in some of its circumstances than 
every day occurred, yet strictly in character 
with the usual tenor of life among the jovial 
squirearchy: Three gentlemen of ancient 
descent, had met to determine, by a solemn 
drinking-match, who should possess the Whistle, 
which a common ancestor of them all had 
earned ages before, in a bacchanalian contest 
of the same sort with a noble toper from Den- 
mark ; and the poet was summoned to watch 
over and celebrate the issue of the debate.

Then up rose the bard like a prophet in drink,
Craigdarroch aliull soar when creation «hall sink ;
But if thou wouldst flourish Immortal in rhyme,
Come, one bottle more, and have at the sublime.

Nor, as has already been hinted, was he safe 
from temptations of this kind, even whefl he 
was at home, and most disposed to enjoy in 
quiet the society of his wife awkcjiildren 
Lion-gazers from all quarters beset Rim ; they 
eat and drank at his cost, and ofteti went 
away to criticize him and his fare, as if they 
had done Bums and his black hotel3 great

* These particula#I^M<i "m a letter of David Mac- 
culloch, Esq., who liXKd this period a very young 
gentleman, a passionate admirer of Bums, and a 
capital singer of many of his serious songs, used often, 
In hie enthusiasm, to accompany the poet on his 
professional excursions.

1 Burns’s famous black punch-bowl, of Inverary 
marble, was the nuptial gift of nls father-in-law Mr. 
Armour, who himself fashioned it. After passing 
through many hands, it became the property of 
Archibald Hastie, Esq., afterwards M.P. for Paisley.
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honour in condescending to be entertained for 
a single evening, with such company and such 
liquor.

W'e have on record various glimpses of him, 
as he appeared while he was half-farmer, half
exciseman ; and some of these present him in 
attitudes and aspects on which it would be 
pleasing to dwell.1 For example, the circum
stances under which the Verses on the 
b Wounded Hare ’’ were written, are mentioned 
generally by the poet himself. James Thom
son, son of the occupier of a farm adjoining 
Ellisland, told Allan Cunningham that it 
was lie who wounded the animal. “Burns," 
said this person, “ was in the custom, when at 
home, of strolling by himself in the twilight 
every evening, along the Nith, and by the 
march between his land and ours. The hares 
often came and nibbled our wheat-ftrairrf; 
and once, in the gloaming, it was in April, I 
got a shot at one and wounded her ; she ran 
bleeding by Bums, who was pacing up and
|lt was not, according to Mrs. Burns, strictly a 
“ nuptial gift Burns took a fancy to It on one of Ills 
visits to Ayrshire, when his father-in-law presented 
It to him. It was left at Mr. Hastie's death to the 
British Museum.]

• A writer In the Edinburgh Literary Journal 
[Professor Gillespie of 8t. Andrews], vol. 1. p. 82, has 
just furnished (1829) the following little anecdote :—
‘ It may lie readily guessed with what Interest I 
heard, one Thornhill fair-day, that Bums was to visit 
tile market. Boy as I then was, an Interest was 
awakened in me respecting this extraordinary man, 
which was sufficient, in addition to the ordinary 
attraction of a village fair, to command my presence 
In the market. Bums actually entered the fair alsiut 
twelve; anh man, wife, and lass, were all on the out
look for a peep of the Ayrshire ploughman. I care
fully dogged him from stand to stand, and from door 
to door. An information had lieen lodged against a 
poor widow woman of the name of Kate Watson, 
who had ventured to serve a few of her old country 
friends with a draught of unlicensed ale, and a lacing 
of whisky, on this village jubilee. I saw him enter 
her door, and anticipated nothing short of an Im
mediate seizure of a certain grey-lieard and barrel, 
which, to my personal knowledge, contained the 
contraband commodities our bard was 111 quest of. 
A noil, accompanied by a significant movement of 
the forefinger, brought Kate to the doorway or trance, 
and I was near enough to hear the following words 
distinctly uttered ‘Kate, are ye mad? D'ye no ken 
that the supervisor and me will lie in upon you In 
the course of forty minutes? Ouid-by t’ye at present.’ 
Bums was in the street and in the midst of the 
crowd, In an instant, and I had access to know that 
his friendly hint was not neglected. It saved a poor 
widow woman from a line of several pounds."

down by himself, not far from me. He started, 
and with a bitter curse, ordered me out of his 
sight, or he would throw me instantly into 
the Nith; and had I stayed, I’ll warrant he 
would have been as good as his word, though 
I was both young and strong. "

Among other curious travellers who found 
their way about this time to Ellisland, was 
Captain Grose, the celebrated antiquarian, 
whom Burns briefly described as

A fine fat fodgel wight— pudgy
Of stature short, but genius bright ;

and who has painted his own portrait, both 
with pen and pencil, at full length, in his 
Olio. This gentleman’s taste and pursuits 
arc ludicrously set forth in the copy of verses—

Hear, Land o' Cakes and brither Scots,
Krae Maidenkirk to John o’ Groats,
A chield s amang ye takin notes, &c.

and, inter alia, his love of port is not forgotten. 
Grose and Bums had too much in common 
not to become great friends. The poet’s 
accurate knowledge of Scottish phraseology 
and customs was of much use to the researches 
of the humorous antiquarian ; and, above all, 
it is to their acquaintance that we owe “Tam 
o’ Khanter." Bums told the story as he had 
heard it in Ayrshire, in a letter to the Captain, 
and was easily persuaded to versify it. The 
poem was the work of one day; and Mrs. 
Bums well remembers the circumstances. He 
spent most of the day on his favourite walk 
by the river, where, in the afternoon, she 
joined him with some of her children. “He 
was busily engaged crooning to himsell ; and 
Mrs. Bums, perceiving that her presence was 
an interruption, loitered behind with her little 
ones among the broom. Her attention was 
presently attracted by the strange and wild 
gesticulations of the bard, who now, at some 
distance, was agonized with an ungovernable 
access of joy. He was reciting very loud, and 
with the tears rolling down his cheeks, those 
animated verses which he had just conceived :

Now, Tam ! O Tam ! bad they been queans 
A' plump and strappin ill tlieifteens ; [grouy flannel 
Their sarks, instead of creeshie flannen, chemises 
Been snaw-white seventeen-bunder* linen,—

1 The ngiimfiiutiircr's term for fine linen woven on 
a rêatlrm1700 divisions.—Cromek.
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Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, these breeches 
That ance were plush, o' good blue hair,
I wad hae given them off my hurdies, hii«
For ae blink o’ the bonnie burdies.1

To the last, Burns was of opinion that 
“Tam o’ Shan ter" was the best of his pro
ductions ; and although it does not often 
happen that poet and public come to the same 
conclusion on such points, I believe the de
cision in question has been all but unanimously 

z approved of.
The admirable execution of the piece, so far 

as it goes, leaves nothing to wish for; the 
oidy criticism has been, that the catastrophe 
appears unworthy of the preparation. Burns 
might have avoided this error—if error it be— 
Imd he followed not the Ayrshire, but the 
Galloway edition of the legend. According 
to that tradition, the Cutty-Sark who attracted 
the special notice of the bold intruder on the 
Satanic ceremonial, was no other than the 
pretty wife of a farmer residing in the same 
village with himself, and of whose unholy 
propensities no suspicion had ever been 
whispered. The Galloway Tam being thor
oughly sobered by terror, crept to his bed 
the moment he reached home after his escape, 
and said nothing of what had happened to any 
of his family. He was awakened in the morn
ing with the astounding intelligence that his 
horse had been found dead in the stable, and 
a woman’s hand, clotted with blood, adhering 
to the tail. Presently it was reported that 
Cutty-Sark had burnt her hand grievously 
over-night, and was ill in bed, but obstinately 
refused to let her wound be examined by the 
village leech. Hereupon Tam, disentangling 
the bloody hand from the hair of his defunct 
favourite’s tail, proceeded to the residence of 
the fair witch, and forcibly pulling her stump 
to view, showed his trophy, and narrated the 
whole circumstances of the adventure. The 
poor victim of the black art was constrained 
to confess her guilty practices in presence of 
the priest and the laird, and was forthwith 
burnt alive under their joint auspices, within 
watermark, on the Sblway Firth. r
/ 1 The above is quoted from a M8. journal of Cromek.

! Mr. M'DIarmid confirms the statement, and adds, 
that the poet, having committed the verses to writing 
on the top of his tod-dyke [ fence of turfs ] over the 
water, came into the house, and read them immedi
ately In high triumph at the fireside.

Such, Mr. Cunningham informs me, is the 
version of (his story current in Galloway anil 
Dumfriesshire: but it may be doubted whether, 
even if Burns «ras acquainted with it, he did 
not choose wisely in adhering to the Ayrshire 
legend, as he had heard it in his youth. It 
is seldom that tales of popular superstition are 
effective in proportion to their completeness of 
solution and catastrophe. On the contrary, 
they, like the creed to which they belong, suffer 
little in a picturesque point of view, by exhibii- 
ing a maimed and fragmentary character, that 
in nowise satisfies strict taste, cither critical 
or moral. Dreams liased in darkness, may 
fitly terminate in a blank : the cloud opens, 
and the cloud closes. The absence of definite 
scope and purpose, appears to be of the essence 
of the mythological urotesi/ue.

Burns lays the scene of this remarkable per
formance almost on the spot where he was born ; 
and all the terrific circumstances by which he 
has marked the progress of Tam’s midnight 
journey, are drawn from local tradition.

By this time he was cross the ford 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoored, smothered 
And past the bilks and meikle stane, bircliu
Whare drucken Charlie brak e neck-bane ;
And through the whins, and by the cairn,
Whare hunters fane! the murdered bairn ; f„nml 
And near the thorn, abuon the well, above
Where Mungo's mither hanged hersell.

None of these tragic memoranda were derived 
from imagination. Nor was “Tam o’ Shan ter” 
himself an imaginary character. Shunter is 
a farm close to Kirkoswald, that smuggling 
village, in which Bums, when nineteen years 
old. studied mensuration, and “first became 
acquainted with scenes of swaggering riot” 
The,then occupier of Shanter, by name Douglas 
Graham, was, by all accounts, equally what 
the Tam of the poet appears,—a jolly, careless 
rustic, who took much more interest in the 
contraliand traffic of the coast, than the rotation 
of crops. Bums knew the man well ; and to 
his dying day, he, nothing loath, passed among 
his rural compeers by the name of Tam o’ 
Shanter.8

A few words will bring us to the close of 
Bums’s career at Ell island. Mr. Ilumsay of 
Ochtertyre, happening to pass through Niths-

1 The above information is derived from Mr. It, 
Chambers. [See also note 3, p. 24.|
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dale, in 1790, met Hums riding rapidly near 
Closeburn. The poet was obliged to pursue 
his professional journey, but sent on Mr. 
liamsay and his fellow-traveller to Ellisland, 
where lie joined them as soon as his duty per
mitted him, saying as he entered, “ I come, to 
use the words of Shakspeare, stewed in haste.” 
Mr. liamsay was “much pleased with his uxor 
Snliina 7ualis, and his modest mansion, so 
unlike the habitation of ordinary rustics." 
He told his guest he was prc|iaring to write a 
drama, which he was to call “Rob M'Quechan’s 
Klshin," from a popular story of King Robert 
the Hruce being defeated on the C'arron, when 
the heel of his boot having loosened in the 
flight, he applied to one Robert M ‘Quechan to 
fix it on ; who, to make sure, ran his awl nine 
inches up the King’s heel. The evening was 

| spent delightfully. A gentleman of dry tem- 
perament, who looked in accidentally, soon 
partook the contagion, and sat listening to 
Hums with the tears running over his checks. 
“Poor Burns I” says Mr. liamsay, “from that 
time I met him no more."

The summer after, some English travellers, 
calling at Ellisland, were told that the poet 
was walking by the river. They proceeded in 
search of him, and presently, “on a rock that 
projected into the stream, they saw a man 
employed in angling, of a singular apjiearance. 
lie had a cap made of fox’s skin on his head ; 
a loose greatcoat, fastened round him by a belt, 
from which depended an enormous Highland 
broadsword." (Was he still, dreaming of the 
Brace?) “ It was Bums. He received them 
with great cordiality, and asked them to share 
Ins humble dinner." These travellers also 
classed the evening they spent at Ellisland, 
with the brightest of their lives.*

Whether Burns ever made any progress in 
the actual composition of a drama on “Hob 
M'Quechan’s Elshiu,” we know not He had 
certainly turned his ambition seriously to the 
theatre almost immediately after his first 
establishment in Dumfriesshire. In a letter 
(unpublished) to Lady H. Don, dated Decern- 
l>er 23d, 1789, he thus expresses himself— 
“ No man knows what nature has fitted him 
for till he try; and if, after a preparatory

1 (This story, with other particulars, is also given 
in Currie's memoir, as Ireing from Information sup
plied hy one of the party.]

course of some years’ study of men and books, 
1 should find myself unequal to the task, there 
is no great harm done. Virtue and study are 
their own reward. I have got Shakspeare, 
and begun with him ; and I shall stretch a 
point, and make myself master of all the 
dramatic authors of any repute in both English 
and French—the only languages which 1 
know.” And in another leper to the same 
person, he recurs to the subject in these terms— 
“Though the rough material of fine writing is 
undoubtedly thegiftofgenius, the workmanship 
is as certainly the united effort of laliour, 
attention, and pains. Nature has qualified 
few, if any, to shine in every walk of the 
muses. I shall put it to the teat of related 
trials, whether she has formed me capable of 
distinguishing myself in any one."

Towards the close of 1791,. the poet, finally 
despairing of his farm, determined to give up 
his lease, which the kindness of his landlord 
rendered easy of arrangement : and procuring 
an appointment to the Dumfriesdivision, which 
raised his salary from the revenue to 4:70 per 
annum, removed his family to the county town, 
in which he terminated his days. His conduct 
as an excise-officer had hitherto met with 
uniform approbation ; and he nourished warm 
hopes of being promoted, when he had thus 
avowedly devoted himself altogether to the 
service.

He left Ellisland, however, with a heavy 
heart. The affection of his neighbours was 
rekindled in all its early fervour, by the 
thoughts of parting with him ; and the roup 
of his farming-stock and other effects, was, in 
spite of whisky, a very melancholy scene. 
The competition for his chattels (says Allan 
Cunningham) was eager, each Iming anxious 
to secure a memorandum of Burns’s residence 
among them.

It is pleasing to know, that among other 
“titles manifold" to their respect and grati
tude, Bums, at the suggestion of Mr. Riddell of 
Friars’ Carac, had superintended the formation 
of a subscription-library in the parish. His 
letters lo the booksellers on this subject do 
him 'nluch honour : his choice of authors 
(which business was naturally left to his dis
cretion) being in the highest degree judicious. 
Such institutions are now common, almost 
universal, indeed, iu. the rural districts of
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southern Scotland ; but it should never be 
forgotten that Burns was among the first, if 
not the very first, to set the example. “He 
was so good,” says Mr. Riddell, “as to take 
the whole management of this concern; he 
was treasurer, librarian, and censor, to our 
little society, who will long have a grateful 
sense of his public spirit and exertions for 
their improvement and information. ”1

Once, and only once, did Burns quit his 
residence at Ellisland to revisit^, Edinburgh. 
His object was to close accounts with Creech ; 
that business accomplished, he returned imme
diately, and he never again saw the capital.2 
He thus writes to Mrs. Dunlop:—“To a man 
who has a home, however humble and remote, 
if that home is, like mine, the scene of do
mestic èomfort, the bustle of Edinburgh will 
soon be a business of sickening disgust—

Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate you.

“When I must skulk into a corner, lest the 
rattling equipage of some gaping blockhead 
should mangle me in the mire, 1 am tempted 
to exclaim—what merits had he had, or what 
demerits have I had, in some tftate of pre
existence, that he is ushered into this state 
of being with the sceptre of rule, and the key 
of riches in his puny fist, and I kicked into 
the world, the sport of folly, or the victim of 
pride? . . . Often as I have glided with
humble stealth through the pomp of Prince’s 
Street, it has suggested itself to me as an im
provement on the preset^ human figure, that 
a man, in proportion to ™ own conceit of his 
consequence in the world, could have pushed 
out the longitude of his common size, as a 
snail pushes out his horns, or as we draw out 
a perspective." There is bitterness in this 
badinage.

It may naturally excite some surprise, that 
of the convivial conversation of so distin
guished a convivialist, so few specimens have 
been preserved in the memoirs of his life.

• Letter to Sir John Sinclair, Bart., In the Statitti- 
cal Account qf Scotland - Parish of Dunacore.

» [It 1» true that Bums paid only one visit to Edin
burgh while resident at Ellisland, but lie again visited 
the Scottish capital on Ills leaving the farm, when he 
remained there about a week, and took farewell of 
“Clartnda," who was on the eye of sailing to the 
West Indies.)

Th e truth seems to be, that those of his com- 
panions who chose to have the best memory 
for such things, happened also to have the 
keenest relish for his wit and his humour 
when exhibited in their coarser phases. Among 
a heap of manuscript memoranda with which 
I have been favoured, I find but little that 
one could venture to present in print: and 
the following specimens of that little must, for 
the present, suffice.

A gentleman, who had recently returned from 
the East Indies, where he had made a large 
fortune, which he showed no great alacrity 
about spending, was of opinion, it seems, one 
day, that his company had had enough of wine, 
rather sooner than they came to that conclu
sion: he offered another bottle in feeble and 
hesitating terms, and remained dallying with 
the corkscrew, as if in hopes that some one 
would interfere and prevent further effusion 
of Bordeaux. “Sir," said Bums, losing 
temper, and betraying in his mood something 
of the old rusticity—“Sir, you have been in 
Asia, and for aught I know, on the Mount of 
Moriah, and you seem to hang over your 
tappU-hcn3 as remorsefully as Abmhani did 
over his son Isaac—Come, sir, to the sacrifice!"

At another party, the society had suffered 
considerably from the prosing of a certain 
well-known provincial Bore of the first mag
nitude ; and Bums, as much as any of them, 
overawed, as it would seem, by the rank of 
the nuisance, had not only submitted, but 
condescended to applaud. The grandee, how
ever, being suddenly summoned to another 
company in the same tavern, Burns immedi
ately addressed himself to the chair, and de
manded a bumper. The president thought he 
was about to dedicate his toast A» the distin
guished absentee: “I give," said the banl. 
“ I give you the health, gentlemen all—of the
waiter that called my Lord--------- out of the
room.”

He often made extempore rhymes the vehicle 
of his sarcasm : thus, for example, having 
heard a person, of no very elevated rank, 
talk loud and long of some aristocratic festi
vities in which he had the honour to mingle, 
Bums, when he was called upon for his song, 
chanted some verses, of which one has been 
preserved :—

* [A colloquial term for a large-sized liquor measure. 1
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Of lordly acquaintance you boaat,
And the dukes that you dined wi' yestreen,

Yet an Insect's an insect àt most,
Tho' It crawl on the curl of a queen.

I believe I have already alluded to Burns’s 
custom of carrying a diamond pencil with him 
in all his wanderings, and constantly embel
lishing inn-windows and so forth with his 
epigrams. On one occasion, being storm-stayed 
at lamington, in Clydesdale, he went to 
church; and the indignant beadle, after the 
congregation dispersed, invited the attention 
of the clergyman to tips stanza on the window 
by which the noticeable stranger had been sit
ting:

As cauld a wind as ever blew ;
A cauld kirk, and In't but few ;
As cauld a minister's ever spak ;
Ye'se a’ be het or I come l>ack. youH all be hot ere

Sir Walter Scott possesses (1829) a tumbler, 
on which are the following verses, written by 
Bums on the arrival of a friend, Mr. W. 
Stewart, factor to a gentleman of Nithsdale. 
The landlady being very wroth at what she 
considered the disfigurement of her glass, a 
gentleman present appeased her, by paying 
down a shilling, and carried off the relic.

You’re welcome, Willie Stewart ,
You're welcome, Willie Stewart;
There's ne’er a Rower that blooms in May,
That’s half sae welcome's thou art.
Come, bumpers high, express your joy,

The bowl we maun renew it ;
The tappit-hen gae bring her lien, quart-measure 

Ta# welcome Willie Stewart.
May foes be strang, and friends lie slack,

Ilk action may he me it ;
May woman on him turn her liack,

That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart.

Since we are among such small matters, 
perhaps some readers will smile to hear, that 
Bums very often wrote his name on his books 
thus—“Robert Bums, Poet;" and that Allan 
Cunningham remembers a favourite collie at 
Kllisland having the same inscription on his 
collar.

[As supplementary and partly corrective of 
what has gone before we shall give the follow
ing particulars of Ellisland and Bums’s stay 
there. The farm of Ellisland is situated on 
the banks of the Nith, between five and six 
miles from Dumfries. When Bums took it it 
was an uninclosed and unimproved piece of

ground, measuring 170 imperial acres; and 
the poet undertook to pay a rent of fifty 
pounds for three years, and seventy for the 
remainder of the lease, which extended to four 
periods of nineteen years, or seventy-six years 
in all. Mr. Miller at the same time agreed 
to allow the poet *1300 for the purpose of 
building a suitable onstead (suit of farm build
ings) and inclosing the land. The crop of 
that summer was also to be Burns’s, while he 
was not to be liable to payment of rent till 
Martinmas.

The poet seems to have commenced his 
residence on the farm on the 12th of June, 
1788, occupying a small smoky cottage on its 
outskirts (the abode of the outgoing tenant), 
while his house was building. His recently 
wedded Jean at this time remained at Mauch- 
line or Mossgiel, with the one surviving child 
of four which she had already borne to him. 
At length, in December, she went to join her 
husband, and till their new house was finished 
(some months afterwards) they lived at a place 
called The Isle, about a mile below Ellisland.

The farmstead, to which, while it survives, 
some interest must ever be attached, not only 
as his residence, but as in some measure a 
creation of his taste, is situated to a poet’s 
wish. Through the centre of a fine alluvial 
plain skirted by mountains of considerable 
elevation, the Nith, a broad and copious stream, 
pursues its way to the Solway. The right or 
west bank here rises in a gravelly precipice 
about forty feet above the stream, while the 
opposite bank consists of a low holm or meadow, 
out of which, about a mile'from Ellisland. 
rise the towers of Dalswinton. Burns’s farm- 
buildings were situated near the verge of the 
precipice or scaur alluded to, in such a way 
that, as Mr. Cunningham remarks, their 
“ afternoon shadojLfcll across the river upon 
the opposite fièljlK*’ A common-minded 
farmer superintending the erection of farm 
buildings in such a situation, would have 
placed the dwelling-house with its back to the 
stream, and its face towards the approach from 
the public road. But Bums caused it to face 
the river, thou eh this gave it a northerly aspect. 
Even in this little arrangement we can see some
thing characteristic of the poet The house was 
a simple parallelogram, of one story in height, 
about sixty feet long, by eighteen in breadth.



100 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

Behind it a quadrangle wan formed by a stable 
and cow-house on one hand (east), and a bam 
(somewhat too small for the farm) on the other 
(west), a straw-yard for cattle being behind 
the one, and a stack-yard at the extremity of 
the other, and on the left hand as we approach 
the house by its ordinary access. There 
is a separate garden a little to the east; but 
this is said to have been formed since Burns’s 
time. From the front of the house a path
way winds down the bank towards a little slip 
of holm here left by the river, a spot where 
children rejoice to weave rush-caps and begem 
the thorn with the gowan, and “lassies use 
to wash and spread their claiths,” as old Allan 
says. Half-way down the pathway, a copi
ous spring spouts -out into a basin, for the 
supply of the family with water. There is a 
small separate building at the top of the path
way; but this was raised by the gentleman 
who bought the farm from Mr. Miller, several 
years after it had been deserted by Bums.

The house itself has a projection towards 
the north, which has also been added since the 
days of Bums, being employed as a kitchen. 
The house built and possessed by the poet, 
consists expressly of the parallelogram above 
described, being divided into four apartments, 
besides sleeping-places under the slates. At 
the west end, occupying the full breadth of 
the house, but enjoying no fine outlook in any 
direction, is the best room, spence, ben-end, 
or by whatever other name it might be called. 
A corresponding room at the cast end, partly 
occupied by beds, was the parlour, or ordinary 
sitting-room of the poet, the other being re
served for the reception of strangers who 
required to be treated with ceremony. The 
former room has a pleasant window to the east, 
commanding a view of the Nith downwards, 
and of Dalswinton grounds on the opposite 
bank. Between these two rooms is a space 
divided into two small apartments, one of 
which, adjoining the ordinary sitting-room, 
was Burns’s kitchen, while the other was a 
bed-rdom. In this house were bom his sons 
Francis and William, and here he wrote his 
“Tam o’ Shanter," and some of the bestgfjjis 
songs.

William Clark, a respectable old farm-servant, 
formerly residing at Enrick near Gatehouse, 
had some interesting recollections of the poet,

which have been reported in the following 
terms:—He lived with Bums as farm-servant 
during the winter half-year, he believed, of 
1789-90. On being hired in the house of one 
Alexander Robson, who sold ale and spirits in 
the village of Duncow, Kirkmahoc, he was 
treated to a dram, and got a shilling as arks- 
jttnny—that is, earnest-money. Bums kept 
two men and two women servants ; but he in- 
variably, when at home, took his meals with 
his wife and family in the little parlour. [By 
this we are to understand that the servants 
did not dine with him, as the old fashion was 
in Scotland. ] Clark thought he was as good a 
manager of land as the generality of the farmers 
in the neighbourhood. The farm of Ellisland 
was moderately rented, and was susceptible of 
much improvement, had improvement been 
in repute. Burns sometimes visited the 
neighbouring farmers, and they returned the 
compliment. He kept nine or ten milch- 
cows, some young cattle, four horses, ami 
several pet-sheep—the latter were great fa
vourites with him. During the winter and 
spring-time, when he was not engaged with 
the excise business, he occasionally held the 
plough for an hour or so for Clark, and was a 
fair workman. During seed-time Bums might 
frequently be seen early in the mornings in the 
fields, witif his sowing-sheet ; but as business 
often required his attention from home, he did 
not sow the whole of his grain. He was a kind 
and indulgent master, and spoke familiarly to 
his servants, both in the house and out of it, 
though, if anything put him out of humour, 
he was “gey guldersome for a wee while;" 
but the storm was soon over, and there never 
was a word of “upcast" afterwards. Clark 
never saw him really angry but once, and it 
was occasioned by the carelessness of one of 
the women servants, who had not cut the 
potatoes small enough, so that one of the cows 
had nearly bceg choked. His looks, gesture, 
and voice on that occasion were terrible, so 
that William was glad to get out of his sight; 
when they met again, he was perfectly calm. 
When any extra work was done, the men 
sometimes got a dram; but Clark had lived 
with masters who were more “flush" in that 
way to their servants. Clark had no hesita
tion in declaring that, during the six months 
he was at Ellisland he never saw his master
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intoxicated, or incapable of transacting his 
ordinary business. In every sense of the word 
he was the poor man’s friend. It was rumoured 
that Alexander Hobson, in Duncow, made a 
few bushels of malt in a clandestine way in an 
old barn. Some person, anxious for reward 
or favour, informed Hums of the circumstances, 
and on the following night, rather late, a card 
was thrust under Hobson’s door, intimating 
that the exciseman would probably call at a 
certain hour next day,—a hint to the poor 
man to put his malt out of the way. Clark re
collected hearing Hobson’s son reading this card 
to a group of villagers, with whom it made 
Hums very popular; they unanimously declared 
him to be “a kind-hearted man, who would 
not do anybody harm, if he could help it.” 
Hums, when at home, usually wore a broad 
blue bonnet, a blue or drab long-tailed coat, 
corduroy breeches, dark blue stockings, and 
cootikens [short spatterdashes] : and in cold 
weather, a black-and-white checked plaid 
wrapped round his shoulders, such as shep
herds and many other persons still wear. 
Mrs. Hums was a good and prudent housewife, 
kept everything in neat and tidy order, was

well liked by the servants, and provided plenty 
of wholesome food. Before Clark left Ellisland 
he was pressed to stay by his master; and 
when he came away, Bums gave him a cer
tificate of character, besides paying his wages 
in full, and giving him a shilling as a fairing.

According to a recollection of his son Robert, 
the poet gave shelter and succour at Ellisland 
for about six weeks to a poor broken-down 
sailor, who had come begging in the extremity 
of want and wretchedness. The man lay in 
an outhouse until he recovered some degree 
of health and strength, when, being able once 
more to take the road, he departed, leaving as 
a token of his gratitude a little model of a ship 
for the amusement of the poet’s children.

Bums’s expectations from Ellisland, as has 
been already seen, ended in disappointment, 
and in November, 1791, having sold off his 
stock, and much useless furniture, and having 
obtained a better excise appointment at Dum
fries, he removed to that town with his family: 
thus abruptly breaking off, after a four years’ 
experience, a lease which was to have lasted 
for more than the term of life assigned to man 
by the psalmist.]

CHAPTER VIII.
[Dumfries Intemperance hopes of promotion : —Jacobltlsm Whlggish favour for the French Revolu

tion:—Hums suspectedIndiscretionsstory of the captured gunsExcise-board's investigation:— 
liurns joins the Dumfries Volunteers:—Election ballads:— Gray and Findlater on Bums in Dumfries:— 
Thomson's Melodies:—correspondence:—Citioris:—“Scots wha hae":—Cowper.j

The King's most hdmble servant, I 
Can scarcely spare a minute;

But I am yours at dinner-time,
* Or else the devil's in it.1

The four principal biographers of our poet, 
Heron, Currie, Walker, and Irving,2 concur in 
the general statement, that his moral course, 
from the time when he settled in Dumfries, 
was downwards. Heron knew more of the 
matter personally than any of the others, and 
his words are these:—“In Dumfries, his 
dissipation became still more deeply habitual. 
He was here exposed, more than in the

1 “ The above answer to an invitation was written 
extempore on a leaf tom from his pocket-book."— 
Crowek's MSS.

1 [David Irving In Lives of Scottish Foets, 1804.] 
VOL. I.

country, to be solicited to share the riot of 
the dissolute and the idle. Foolish young 
men, such as writers’ apprentices, young sur
geons, merchants’ clerks, and his brother ex
cisemen, flocked eagerly about him, and from 
time to time pressed him to drink with them, 
that they might enjoy his wicked wit. The 
Caledonian Club, too, and the Dumfries and 
Galloway Hunt, had occasional meetings at 
Dumfries after Bums came to reside there, 
and the poet was of course invited to share 
their hospitality, and hesitated not to accept 
the invitation.3 The morals of the town were,

1 [Mrs. Bums took strong exception to this passage, 
but Heron's knowledge of Bums's convivial friends 
and tavern companions would be more exact than 
that of Mrs. Burns.]

7
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in consequence of its becoming so much the 
scene of public amusement, not a little cor
rupted, and, though a husband and a father, 
Burns did not escape suffering by the general 
contamination in a manner which I forbear 
to describe. In the intervals between his 
different fits of intemperance, he suffered the 
keenest anguish of remorse and horrible afflic
tive foresight. His Jean behaved with a 
degree of maternal and conjugal tenderness 
and prudence, which made him feci more 
bitterly the evils of his misconduct, though 
they could not reclaim him.’’

This picture, dark as it is, wants some dis
tressing shades that mingle in the parallel one 
by I)r. Currie ; it wants nothing, however, of 
which truth demands the insertion. That 
Bums, dissipated enough long ere he went to 
Dumfries, became still more dissipated in a 
town than he had been in the country, is 
certain. It may also be true that his wife 
had her own particular causes, sometimes, for 
dissatisfaction. But that Bums ever sunk 
into a toper—that he ever was addicted to 
solitary drinking—that his bottle ever inter
fered with his discharge of his duties as an 
exciseman—or that, in spite of some transi
tory follies, he ever ceased to be a most affec
tionate husband—all these charges have been 
insinuated—and they are all false. His in
temperance was, as Heron says, in fits; his 
aberrations of all kinds were occasional, not 
systematic; they were all to himself the 
sources of exquisite misery in the retrospect ; 
they were the aberrations of a man whose 
moral sense was never deadened, of one who 
encountered more temptations from without 
and from within, than the immense majority 
of mankind, far from having to contend against, 
are even able to imagine;—of one, finally, who 
prayed for pardon, where alone effectual pardon 
could be found;—and who died ere he had 
reached that term of life up to which the 
passions of many, who, their mortal career 
being regarded as a whole, are honoured as 
among the most virtuous of mankind, have 
proved too strong for the control of reason. 
We have already seen that the poet was care
ful of decorum in all things during the brief 
space of his prosperity at Ellisland, and that 
he became less so on many points, as the pros
pects of his farming speculation darkened

around him. It seems to be equally certain, 
that he entertained high hopes of promotion 
in the excise at the period of his removal to 
Dumfries ; and that the comparative reckless- 
ness of his latter conduct there, was conse
quent on a certain overclouding of these pro
fessional expectations. The case is broadly 
stated so by Walker and Paul ; and there are 
hints to the name effect in the narrative of 
Currie.

The statement has no doubt been exagger
ated, but it has its foundation in truth ; and 
by the kindness of Mr. Train,1 supervisor at 
Castle Douglas, in Galloway, I shall presently 
be enabled to give some details which may 
throw light on this business.

Bums was much patronized when in Edin
burgh by the Honourable Henry Erskine, Dean 
of the Faculty of Advocates, and other leading 
Whigs of the place—much more so, to their 
honour be it said, than by any of the influen
tial adherents of the then administration. Hie 
landlord at Ellisland (Mr. Miller of Dalswin- 
ton), his neighbour, Mr. Riddell of Friars’ 
Carse, and most of the other gentlemen who 
showed him special attention, belonged to the 
same political party; and on his removal to 
Dumfries it so happened, that some of his 
immediate superiors in the revenue service of 
the district, and other persons of standing and 
authority into whose society he was thrown, 
entertained sentiments of the same description.

Bums, whenever in his letters he talks 
seriously of political matters, uniformly de
scribes his early Javobitism as mere “matter 
of fancy." It may, however, be easily be
lieved, that a fancy like his, long indulged 
in dreams of that sort, was well prepared to 
pass into certain other dreams, which had, 
as calm men now view the matter, but little 
in common with them, except that both alike 
involved some feeling of dissatisfaction with 
“the existing order of things." Many of the 
old elements of political disaffection in Scot
land put on a new shape at the outbreaking 
of the French Revolution ; and Jacobites be-

> [Joseph Train, a poet and antiquarian ot some 
ability, but who is best remembered as a kind of 
legendary and antiquarian jackal to Sir Walter Scott, 
spent twenty-eight years in the service of the excise', 
and died in 1862, aged 73. Several of the “finds"he 
furnished Sir Walter with have since been proved 
to be “ ingenious fabrications of his own.” ]
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came half Jacobins ere they were at all aware 
in what the doctrines of Jacobinism were to 
end. The Whigs naturally regarded the first 
dawn of freedom in France with feelings of 
sympathy, delight, exultation; in truth, few 
good men of any party regarded it with more 
of fear than of hope. The general, the all but 
universal tone of feeling was favourable to the 
first assailants of the Bourbon despotism ; and 
there were few who more ardently participated 
in the general sentiment of the day than Burns.

The revulsion of feeling that took place in 
this country at large, when wanton atrocities 
began to stain the course of the French Revo
lution, and Burke lifted up his powerful voice 
to denounce its leaders, as, under pretence of 
love for freedom, the enemies of all social order, 
morality, and religion, was violent in proportion 
to the strength and ardour of the hopes in 
which gooil men have been eager to indulge, 
and cruelly disappointed. The great body of 
the Whigs, however, were slow to abandon the 
cause which they had espoused ; and although 
their chiefs were wise enough to draw back 
when they at length perceived that serious 
plans for overturning the political institutions 
of our own country had been hatched and 
fostered, under the pretext of admiring and 
comforting the destroyers of a foreign tyranny 
—many of their provincial retainers, having 
uttered their sentiments all along with pro
vincial vehemence and openness, found it no 
easy matter to retreat gracefully along with 
them. Scenes more painful at the time, and 
more so even now in the retrospect, than had 
for generations afflicted Scotland, were the 
consequences of the rancour into which party 
feelings on both sides now rose and fermented. 
Old and dear ties of friendship were torn in 
sunder; society was for a time shaken to its 
centre. In the most extravagant dreams of 
the Jacobites there had always been much to 
command respect : high chivalrous devotion, 
reverence for old affections, ancestral loyalty, 
and the generosity of romance. In the new 
species of hostility, everything seemed mean 
as well as perilous ; it was scorned even more 
than hated. The very name stained whatever 
it came near; and men that had known and 
loved each other from boyhood, stood aloof, 
if this influence interfered, as if it had been 
some loathsome pestilence.

There was a great deal of stately Toryism at 
this time in the town of Dumfries, which was 
the favourite winter retreat of many of the 
best gentlemen’s families of the south of Scot
land. Feelings that worked more violently in 
Edinburgh than in London acquired additional 
energy still in this provincial capital. All 
men’s eyes were upon Burns. He was the 
standing marvel of the place ; his toasts, his 
jokes, his epigrams, his songs, were the daily 
food of conversation and scandal ; and he, 
open and careless, and thinking he did no 
great harm in saying and singing what many 
of his superiors had not the least objection to 
hear and applaud, soon began to be considered 
among the local admirers and disciples of the 
good old king and minister, as the most 
dangerous of all the apostles of sedition,—and 
to be shunned accordingly.

A gentleman of that county, whose name 1 
have already more than once had occasion to 
refer to,1 has told me, that he was seldom more 
grieved, than when, riding into Dumfries one 
fine summer’s evening, to attend a county ball, 
he saw Burns walking alone, on the shady side 
of the principal street of the town, while the 
opposite part was gay with successive groups 
of gentlemen and ladies, all drawn together 
for the festivities of the night, not one of 
whom appeared willing to recognize him. The 
horseman dismounted and joined Bums, who, 
on his proposing to him to cross the street, 
said, “Nay, nay, my young friend,—that’s 
all over now;” and quoted, after a pause, somj 
verses of Lady Grizzel Baillie’s pathetic bal
lad :—

His bonnet stood ance fu’ fair on his brow,
His auld ane look’d better than mony ane's new; 
But now he lets't wear ony way it will hing,
And casts himsell dowle upon the com-bing. sad

0 were we young, as we ance hae been,
We suld hae been galloping doun on yon green, 
And linking it ower the lily-white lea,— tripping 
And wema my heart light / wad die.

It was little in Burns’s character to let his 
feelings on certain subjects escape in this 
fashion. He immediately after citing these 
verses assumed the sprightliness of his most 
pleasing manner; and taking his young friend

1 [David M'Culloch, brother to the laird of Ardwell, 
and whose sister was married to a brother of Sir 
Walter Scott.)
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home with him, entertained him very agreeably 
until the hour of the ball arrived, with a bowl 
of Ilia usual potation, and Bonnie Jean’s singing 
of some verses which lie had recently composed. 
But this incident belongs, probably, to a some
what later period of our poet’s residence in 
Dumfries.

The records of the excise-office arc silent 
concerning the suspicions which the commis
sioners of the time certainly took up in regard 
to Burns as a political offender—according to 
the phraseology of the tempestuous period, a 
democrat. In that department, as then con
ducted, 1 am assured that nothing could liave 
been more unlike the usual course of things, 
than that a syllable should liave been set down 
in writing on such a subject, unless the case had 
been one of extremities. That an inquiry was 
instituted, we know from Burns’s own letters 
—and what the exact termination of inquiry 
was, can no longer, it is probable,be ascertained.

According to the tradition of the neighbour
hood, Bums, inter alia, gave great offence by 
demurring in a large mixed company to the 
proposed toast, “The health of William Pitt;” 
and left the room in indignation, because the 
society rejected what lie wished to substitute, 
namely, “ The health of a greater and a better 
man, George Washington.” I suppose the 
warmest admirer of Mr. Pitt’s talents and 
politics would hardly venture nowadays to 
dissent substantially from Burns’s estimate of 
the comparative merits of these two great 
men. The name of Washington, at all events, 
when contemporary passions shall have finally 
sunk into the peace of the grave, will un
questionably have its place in the first rank 
of heroic virtue,—a station which demands 
the exhibition of victory pure and unstained, 
over temptations and trials extraordinary in 
kind, as well as strength. But at the time 
when Bums, being a servant of Mr. Pitt’s 
government, was guilty of this indiscretion, it 
is obvious that a great deal “more was meant 
than reached the ear."

In the poet’s own correspondence we have 
traces of another occurrence of the same sort. 
Burns thus writes to a gentleman at whose 
table he had dined the day before —“ I was, 
1 know, drunk last night, but I am sober this

1 (Letter to Samuel Clark, Jun., Dumfries, dated 
‘ Sunday morning" (January, 1794).)

morning. From the expressions Captain___.
made use of to me, had 1 had nobody’s welfare 
to care for but my own, we should certainly 
have come, according to the manner of the 
world, to the necessity of murdering one 
another about the business. The words were 
such as generally, I believe, end in a brace of 
pistols; but I am still pleased to think that I 
did not ruin the peace and welfare of a wife 
and children in a drunken squabble. Farther, 
you know that the report of certain political 
opinions being mine, has already once before 
brought me to the brink of destruction. I 
dread lest last night’s business may be inter
preted in the same way. You, I beg, will 
take care to prevent it. I tax your wish for 
Mrs. Bums’s welfare with the task of waiting 
on every gentleman who was present to stole 
this to him; and, as you please, show this 
letter. What, after all, was the obnoxious 
toast? May our success in the present war be 
equal to the justice of our cause—a toast tliat 
the most outrageous frenzy of loyalty cannot 
object to. ’’

Burns has been commended, sincerely by 
some, and ironically by others, for putting up 
with the treatment which he received on this
occasion, without calling Captain--------- to
account the next morning; and one critic 
[Sir W. Scott], the last, I am sure, that would 
have wished to say anything unkindly about 
the poet, has excited indignation in the breast 
of Mr. Peterkin,* by suggesting that Bums 
really had not, at any period of his life, those 
delicate feelings on certain matters, which, it 
must be admitted, no person in Bums’s original 
rank and station is ever expected to act upon. 
The question may be safely intrusted to the 
good sense of all who can look to the case 
without passion or personal irritation. No 
human being will ever dream that Robert 
Bums was a coward; as for the poet’s toast 
about the success of the war, there can be no 
doubt that only one meaning was given to it 
by all who heard it uttered ; and as little that 
a gentleman bearing the king’s commission 
in the army, if he was entitled to resent the 
sentiment at all, lost no part of his right to 
do so because it was announced in a quibble.

8 [Mr. Alexander Peterkin, sheriff-substitute ot 
Orkney, author of a Review of the Life of Robert 
Burns, published In 1818.]

4
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Bums, no question, was guilty of unpolite- 
ncss as well as indiscretion, in offering any 
such toasts as these in mixed company ; but 
that such toasts should have been considered 
as attaching any grave suspicion to his character 
as a loyal subjeet, is a circumstance which can 
only be accounted for by reference to the 
exaggerated state of political feelings oh all 
matters, and among all descriptions of men, 
at that melancholy period of disaffection, dis
trust, and disunion. Who, at any other than 
tliat lamentable time, would ever have dreamed 
of erecting the drinking, or declining to drink, 
the health of a particular minister, or the 
approving, or disapproving, of a particular 
measure of government, into the test of a 
man’s loyalty to his king? The poet Crabbe 
has, in one of his masterly sketches,1 given us, 
perhaps, a more vivid delineation of the jarrings 
and .collisions which were at this period the 
perpetual curve of society, than the reader 
may be able to find elsewhere. He has painted 
the sturdy Tory mingling accidentally in a 
company of those who would not, like Burns, 
drink “the health of William Pitt:” and suf
fering sternly, and sulkily, under the infliction 
of their, to him, horrible doctrines..................

Now, dinner past, no longer he supprest 
His strong dislike to he a silent guest ;
Subjects and words were now at his command— 
When disappointment frowned on all lie plann’d. 
For, hark ! he heard, amazed, on every side,
Her church insulted, and her priests belied, . 
The laws reviled, the ruling powers abused,
The land derided, and her foes excused—
He heard and ponder’d. What to men so vile 
Should be Ills language? For Ills threatening style 
They were too many. If his speech were meek, 
They would despise such poor attempts to syioak. 
—There were reformers of eacli different sort,
Foes to the laws, the priesthood, and the court : 
Some on their favourite plans alone Intent,
Some purely angry and malevolent ;
The rash were proud to hlamc their country's laws, 
The vain to seem supporters of a cause ;
One called for change that he would dread to see, 
Another sighed for Gallic lilierty ;
And numbers joining with the forward crew,
For no one reason—but that many do—
— How, said the Justice, can this trouble rise— 
This shame and pain, from creatures I despise?—

And he has also presented the champion of 
loyalty as surrounded with kindred spirits, 
and amazed with the audacity of an intrusive 

1 [Oahhe's Tale»: I. The Dumb Orators.)

democrat, with whom he lias now no more 
cause to keep terms than such gentlemen as
“Captain --------- ” were wont to do with
Robert Burns.

Is it not known, agreed, confirm'd, confess'd, ^ 
That of all peoples we are govern'd best?
—Arid live there those in such all-glorious state, 
Traitors protected In the land they hate,
Rebels still wairing with tile laws that give 
To them subsistence ?—Yes, such wretches live !
The laws that nursed them they blaspheme ; the 

laws—
Their Sovereign’sglory—and their country's cause ;— 
And who their mouth, their master fiend? and who 
Rebellion’s oracle?—You, caitiff, you !
—O could our country from her coasts expel 
Such foes, and nourish those that wish her well !
This her mild laws forbid, but tre may still 
From ms eject them by our sovereign will—
This let us do...................
He spoke, and, seated with his former air,
Look'd ills full self, and tilled his ample chair ;
Took one full buniiicr to each favourite cause.
And dwelt all night on politics and laws,
With high applauding voice, which gained him 

high applause.

Bums, eager of temper, loud of tone, ami 
with declamation and sarcasm equally at com
mand, was, we may easily believe, the most 
hated of human beings, because the most 
dreaded, among the provincial champions of 
the administration of which he thought fit to 
disapprove. But that he ever, in his most 
ardent moods, upheld the principles of the 
miscreants, or madmen, whose applause of the 
French Revolution was but the mask of revolu
tionary designs at home, after such principles 
had licen really developed by those who 
maintained them, and understood by him, it 
may be safely denied. There is not assuredly- 
in all his correspondence (and I have seen 
much of it that never has been, nor ought to 
be printed), one syllabic to give countenance 
to such a charge.

His indiscretion, however, did not always 
confine itself to words; and though an accident 
now about to be recorded belongs to the year 
1792, before the French war broke out, there 
is reason to believe that it formed the main 
subject of the inquiry which the excise com
missioners thought themselves called upon to 
institute, touching the politics of our poet.

At that period a great deal of contraband 
traffic, chiefly from the Isle of Man, was going 
on along the coasts of Galloway and Ayrshire,
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and the whole of the revenue-officers from 
Gretna Green to Dumfries were placed under 
the orders of a superintendent, residing in 
Annan, who exerted himself zealously in inter
cepting the descent of the smuggling vessels. 
On the 27th February, a suspicious-looking 
brig was discovered in the Solway Frith, and 
Bums was one of the party whom the superin
tendent conducted to watch her motions. She 
got into shallow water the day afterwards, and 
the officers were enabled to discover that her 
crew were numerous, armed, and not likely to 
yield without a struggle. Lewars, a brother 
exciseman, an intimate friend of our poet, was 
accordingly sent to Dumfries for a guard of 
dragoons; the superintendent, Mr. Crawford, 
proceeded himself on a similar errand to 
Ecclefechan; and Bums was left with some 
men under his orders, to watch the brig, and 
prevent landing or escape. From the private 
journal of one of the excisemen (now in my 
hands), it appears that Bums manifested con
siderable impatience while thus occupied, being 
left for many hours in a wet salt-marsh, with a 
force which he knew to be inadequate for the 
purpose it was meant to fulfil. One of his 
comrades hearing him abuse his friend Lewars 
in particular, for being slow about his journey, 
the man answered, that he also wished the 
devil had him for his pains, and that Bums, in 
the meantime, would do well to indite a song 
upon the sluggard : Bums said nothing ; but 
after taking a few strides by himself among 
the reeds and shingle, rejoined his party, ami 
chanted to them the well-known ditty, the 
“Deil's awa’ wi’ the Exciseman.”1 Lewars 
arrived shortly afterwards with his dragoons ; 
and Burns, putting himself at their head, 
waded, sword in hand, to the brig, and was the 
first to hoanLher. The crew lost heart, and 
submitted, though their numbers were greater 
than those of the assailing force. The vessel 
was condemned, and, with all her arms and 
stores, sold by auction next day at Dumfries : 
upon which occasion, Bums, whose behaviour 
had been highly commended, thought fit to 
purchase four carronades, by way of trophy. 
But his glee went a step further ;—he sent the 
guns, with a letter, to the French Convention, 
requesting that body to accept of them as a 
mark of his admiration and respect. The pre- 

i (See note to the “ Deil's awa' wi' the Exciseman."]

sent, and its accompaniment, were intercepted 
at the custom-house at Dover ; and here, there 
appears to be little room to doubt, was the 
principal circumstance that drew on Bums 
the notice of his jealous superiors.2

We were not, it is true, at war with France; 
but every one knew and felt that we were to 
be so ere long ; and nobody can pretend that 
Bums was not guilty, on this occasion, of a 
most absurd and presumptuous breach of 
decoram.

When he learned the impression that had 
been created by his conduct, and its probable 
consequences, he wrote to his patron, Mr. 
Graham of Fintry, the following letter :—

“ December, 1792.
“ Sin,—I have been surprised, confounded, 

and distracted, by Mr. Mitchell, the collector, 
telling me, that he has received an order from 
your board to inquire into my political conduct, 
and blaming me as a person disaffected to 
government. Sir, you are a husband and a 
father. You know what you would feel to see 
the much-loved wife of your bosom, and your 
helpless, prattling little ones, turned adrift into 
the world; degraded and disgraced from a 
situation in which they had been respectable 
and respected, and left almost without the 
necessary support of a miserable existence. 
Alas! sir, must I think that such soon will 
be my lot! and from the damned dark insinua
tions of hellish, groundless envy, too! I be
lieve, sir, 1 may aver it, and in the sight of 
Omniscience, that I would not tell a deliberate 
falsehood, no, not though even worse horrors, 
if worse can be than those I have mentioned, 
hung over my head. And I say, that the 
allegation, whatever villain has made it, is a

s [There are some things in regard to this story of 
the guns that require clearing up. The French Con
vention did not exist till September, 1792, so that the 
carronades If despatched at once would lie sent to 
the Legislative Assembly, or they must have remained 
for nearly six months in Burns's possession before lie 
foolishly sent them to the later body. The private 
journal quoted by Lockhart can hardly lie supposed 
to have contained any statement as to Burns's sending 
them oil and their Interception at Dover; this appears 
to rest entirely on the unsupported evidence of 
Joseph Train. Bums in a letter to Graham of Fintry 
dated 6th Jan. 1793, gives minute details of his 
conduct as one suspected of disaffection to govern
ment, but does not make the slightest reference to 
any such episode as the alleged present of guns to 
the French. See the letter In its proper place.
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lie. To the British constitution, on Revolution 
principles, next, after my God, I am most 
devoutly attached. You, sir, have been much 
and generously my friend. Heaven knows 
how warmly J have felt the obligation, and 
how gratefully I have thanked you. Fortune, 
sir, has made you powerful, and me impotent; 
has given you patronage, and me dependence. 
1 would not, for my single self, call <m your 
humanity : were such my insular, unconnected 
situation, I would despise the tear that now 
swells in my eye ; I could brave misfortune ; 
I could face ruin; for at the worst, ‘death’s 
thousand doors stand open. ’ But, good God 1 
the tender concerns that I have mentioned, the 
claims and tics that I see at this moment, and 
feel around me, how they unnerve courage, 
and with™ resolution ! To your patronage, 
as a man of some genius, you have allowed me 
a claim; and your esteem, as an honest man, I 
know is my due. To these, sir, permit me to 
appeal. By these may I adjure you to save 
me from that misery which threatens to over
whelm me; and which, with my latest breath 
1 will say it, I have not deserved.”

On the 2d of January, 1793, a week or two 
afterwards, we find him writing to Mrs. 
Dunlop in these terms:—(The good lady had 
been offering him some interest with the 
excise board, in the view of promotion. ) “Mr. 
V.1 can be of little service to me at present; at 
least, 1 should be shy of applying. I cannot 
possibly be settled as a supervisor for several 
years. I must wait the rotation of lists, &c. 
Besides, some envious malicious devil has 
raised a little demur on my political principles, 
and I wish to let that matter settle before I 
offer myself too much in the eye of my 
superiors. I have set henceforth a seal on my 
lips, as^to thesé unlucky politics ; but to you I 
must breathe my sentiments. In this, as in 
everything else, L shall show the undisguised 
emotions of my 'soul. War, I deprecate : 
miser)- and ruin to thousands are in the blast 
that announces the destructive demon. But

1 [Mr. Corbet, general supervisor of excise, Edin
burgh.!

'.[Mr. Scott Douglas states that the missing part 
of this letter was handed to Currie marked hy Gilbert 
Burns, “ intemperate—politics." That editor, after 
dealing with it “judiciously " by way of deletion and 
Interpolation, Inserted it among the correspondence,

“The remainder of this letter, ’’says Cromek, 
“ has been torn away by some barbarous hand. ’’
I can have no doubt that it was torn away by 
one of the kindest hands in the world—that 
of Mrs. Dunlop herself.2

The exact result of the excise board’s in
vestigation is hidden, as has been said above, 
in obscurity ; nor is it at all likely that the 
cloud will be withdrawn hereafter. A general 
impression, however, appears to have gone 
forth that the affair terminated in something 
which Burns himself considered as tantamont 
to the destruction of all hope of future promo
tion in his profession ; and it has been insinu
ated by almost every one of his biographers, 
that the crushing of these hopes operated 
unhappily, even fatally, on the tone of his 
mind, and, in consequence, on the habits of 
his life. In a word, the early death of Burns 
has been (by implication at least) ascribed 
mainly to the circumstances in question. 
Kvpn-Si^Waltcr Scott has distinctly intimated 
bfs acquiekeence in this prevalent notion. 
“The political predilections,” says he, “for 
they could hardly be termed principles, of 
Bums, were entirely determined by his feel
ings. At his fi At appearance he felt, or affected, 
a propensity to Jacobitism. Indeed, a youth 
of his warm imagination in Scotland, thirty 
years ago,3 could hardly escape this bias. 
The side of Charles Edward was that not 
surely of sound sense and sober reason, but 
of rt>mantic gallantry and high achievement. 
The inadequacy of the means by which that 
prince attempted to regain the crown forfeited 
by his fathers—the strange and almost poetical 
adventures which he underwent—the, Scottish 
martial character, honoured in'his victories, 
and degraded and crushed in his defeat—the 
tales of the veterans who had followed his ad
venturous standard, were all calculated to im
press upon the mind of a poet a warm interest 
in the cause of the House of Stuart. Yet the 
impression was not of a very serious cast; for 
Bums himself acknowledges in one of his 
letters4 (Reliques, p. 240J1, that * to tell the
where it erroneously appears under date Jan. 5,1792, 
instead of 1793. It will be found in its proper place 
in this edition, dated Dec. 31st, 1792, January 2, and 
January 6,1793.]

> Quarterly Review for February, 1809. .
« [Note to Mr. Riddell on one of his Jacobite songs 

—“Strathallan's Lament.")
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matter of fact, except when my passions were 
heated by some accidental cause, my Jacobitism 
was merely by way of rive la bagatelle. ’ The 
same enthusiastic ardour of disposition swayed 
Burns in his choice of political tenets, when 
the country was agitated by revolutionary 
principles. That the poet should have chosen 
the side on which high talents were most 
likely to procure celebrity ; that he to whom 
the fastidious distinctions of society were 
always odious, should have listened with com
placence to the voice of French philosophy, 
which denounced them as usurpations on the 
rights of man, was precisely the thing to be 
expected. Yet we cannot but think, that if 
his superiors in the excise department had 
tried the experiment of soothing rather than 
irritating his feelings, they might have spared 
themselves the iliegrace of rendering desperate 
the possessor of such uncommon talents. For 
it is but too certain, that from the moment his 
hopes of promotion were utterly blaster), bis 
tendency to dissipation hurried him precipi
tately into those excesses which shortened his 
life. We doubt not, that in that awful period 
of national discord, he had done and said 
enough to deter, in ordinary cases, the servants 
of government from countenancing an avowed 
partisan of faction. But this partisan was 
Bums ! Surely the experiment of lenity might 
have been tried, and perhaps successfully. 
The conduct of Mr. Graham of Fintrv, our 
poet’s only shield against actual dismission 
and consequent ruin, reflects the highest credit 
on that gentleman."

In the general strain of sentiment in this 
iwissage, who can refuse to concur? But I am 
bound to say, that after a careful examination 
of all the documents printed, and MSS., to 
which I have had access, 1 have great doubts 
as to some of the principal facts assumed in 
the eloquent statement. I have before me, 
for example, a letter of Mr. Findlater, formerly 
collector at Glasgow, who was, at the period 
in question, Hums’s immediate superior in 
the Dumfries district, in which that very re
spectable person distinctly says:—“I may 
venture to assert, that when Burns was accused 
of a leaning to democracy, and an inquiry 
into his conduct took place, he was subjected, 
in consequence thereof, to no more than per
haps a verlial or private caution to be more

circumspect in future. Neither do I believe 
his promotion was thereby affected, as has 
been stated. That, had he lived, would, I 
have every reason to think, have gone on in 
the usual routine. His good and steady friend, 
Mr. Graham, would have attended to this. 
What cause, therefore, was there for depression 
of spirits on this account? or how should he 
have been hurried thereby to a premature 
grave? 1 never saw his spirit fail till he was 
borne down by the pressure of disease and 
bodily weakness ; and even then it would 
occasionally revive, and like an expiring lamp, 
emit bright flashes to the last. ”1

When the war had fairly broken out, a bat
talion of volunteers was formed in Dumfries, 
and Burns was an original member of the 
corps. It is very true that his accession was 
objected to2Ity some of his neighbours; but 
these were overruled by the gentlemen who 
took the lead in the business, and the poet, 
soon became, as might have been expected, 
the greatest possible favourite with his brothers 
in arms. His commanding officer, Colonel 
De l’cystcr, attests his zealous discharge of 
his duties as a member of the corps ; and 
their attachment to him was on the increase 
to the last. He was their laureate, and in 
that capacity did more good service to the 
goveiyimcnt of the country, at a crisis of the 
darkest alarm and danger, than perhaps any 
one person of his rank and station, with the 
exception of Dibdin, had the power or the 
inclination to render. “Bums,” says Allan 
Cunningham, “ was a zealous lover of his 
country, and has stamped his patriotic feelings 
in many a lasting verse.—His ‘ Boor and 
Honest Sodger,’ laid hold at once on the 
public feeling, and it was everywhere sung 
with an enthusiasm which only began to

• Letter to Donald Horne, Esq., W.S., Edinburgh.
* One of these objectors some time afterwards 

thought lit to affect -particular civility to Burns, and 
infer alia seduced him one day into his house, where 
a bottle of champagne was produced, and a small 
collection of arms submitted to the hard's inspection. 
Burns well knew the gentleman’s recent hostility, and 
appreciated the motives of his courtesy. “Do tell me, 
Mr. Burns,'1 said he, “ what do you think of this pair 
of pistols?”—“Why,” said Bums, after considering 
them with all the gravity of a lialf-tipey connoisseur 
—“I think I may safely say for your pistols what 
nobody would say for the great majority of mankind 
—they’re a credit to their maker.”
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abate when Campbell’s ‘Exile of Erin' and 
‘Wounded Hussar’ were published. Dum
fries, which sent so many of her sons to the 
wars, rung with it from port to port ; and the 
poet, wherever he went, heard it echoing from 
house and hall. I wish this exquisite and 
useful song, with ‘ Scots wha hac wi’ Wallace 
bled,’ the * Song of Death,’ and ‘ Does 
haughty Gaul Invasion Threat,’—all lyrics 
which enforce a love of country and a martial 
enthusiasm into men’s breasts, had obtained-. 
some reward for the poet His perishable 
conversation was remembered by the rich to 
his prejudice—his imperishable lyrics were 
rewarded only by the admiration and tears of 
his fellow-peasants.”

Lastly, whatever the rebuke of the excise 
board amounted to—Mr. James Gray, at that 
time schoolmaster in Dumfries, and seeing 
much of Burns both as the teacher of his chil
dren, and as a personal friend and associate of 
literary taste and talent, is the only person 
who gives anything like an exact statement ; 
and according to him Burns was admonished 
“ that it was his business to act, not to think" 
—in whateverlanguagc t he ccnsu re was clothed, 
the excise board did nothing from which Burns 
had any cause to suppose that his hopes of 
ultimate promotion were extinguished. Nay, 
if lie had taken up such a notion, rightly or 
erroneously, Mr. Findlatcr, who had him con
stantly under his eye, and who enjoyed all his 
confidence, and who enjoyed then, as he still 
enjoys, the utmost confidence of the board, 
must have known the fact to be so. Such, 1 
cannot help thinking, is the fair view of the 
case: at all events, we know that Burns, the 
year before he died, was pei milled to act as a 
iiijicrrUor; a thing not likely to have occurred 
had there been any resolution against promot
ing him in his proper order to a permanent 
situation of that superior rank.1

1 [All article which appeared ill Chamber»'» Journal, 
March, 1875, gives some new facts regarding Burns's 
connection with the excise. Mr. M'Failzean, of tile 
inland revenue office, found in Somerset House some 
documents of tile old excise office in Edinburgh, 
from which we learn that Bums was entered on the 
list of promotion for the office of supervisor on 27th 
July, 1791, and remained on it till his death. Had 
he lived he would have been promoted on 12th Jan
uary, 1797. It appears that an alplialietical list of the 
names of officers was drawn up with marginal notes 
concerning the characters of the various officers. '

On the whole, then, I am of opinion that 
the excise board have been dealt with harshly, 
when men of eminence have talked of their 
conduct to Burns as affixing disgrace to them. 
It appears that Burns, being guilty unques
tionably of great indiscretion and indecorum 
bptnof word and deed, was admonished in a 

'private manner, that at such a period of na
tional distraction it behoved a public officer, 
gifted with talents and necessarily with influ

ence like his, very carefully to abstain from 
conduct which, now that passions have had 
time to cool, no sane man will say became his 
situation ; that Burns’s subsequent conduct 
effaced the -unfavourable impression created 
in the minds of his superiors ; and that lie 
had begun to taste the fruits of their recovered 
approbation and confidence, ere his career was 
closed by illness and death. These commis
sioners of excise were themselves subordinate 
officers of the government, and strictly re
sponsible for those under them. That they 
did try the experiment of lenity, to a certain 
extent, appears to be made out; that they 
could have been justified in trying it to a 
farther extent, is at the least doubtful. But 
with regard to the government of the country 
itself, I must say, 1 think it is much more 
difficult to defend them. Mr. Pitt’s ministry 
gave Dibdin a pension of £200 a year for 
writing his sea songs;2 and one cannot help 
remembering, that when Burns did begin to 
excite the ardour and patriotism of his country
men by such songs as Mr. Cunningham has 
been alluding to, there were persons who had 
every opportunity of representing to the 
premier the claims of a greater than Dibdin. 
Lenity, indulgence, to whatever length carried 
in such quarters as these, would have been 
at once safe and graceful. What the minor 
politicians of the day3 thought of Burns’s

Many of tiiese notes are remarkably plain-spoken,— 
on^offlceMs spoken of as “a bail moral character;“ 
another, “a good officer, but now tipples;” another, 
“a blundering officer;” and soon. Burns is character
ized, first as “ Never tried—a poet;” afterwards is in
terlined, “ turns out well;” while the worst said of him 
is three years afterwards, “the poet does pretty well.”] 

s |He received Ids pension in 1805.]
3 Since the first edition of this Life was published, 

I have found that repeated applications in Burns's 
behalf irere made by Mr. Addington, afterwards 
Viscount Sidnioutli. I hope this fact will not be 

I omitted In any future narrative of Burns's history.
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poetry, I know not ; but Mr. Pitt himself ap
preciated it as highly as any man. It could 
not be said of him,

Vaces oportet, Eutyche, à negotiis
Et liber animus seutiat vim carminis.

“I can think of no verse,” said the great 
minister, when Burns was no more,—“ I can 
think of no verse since Shakespeare’s, that has 
so much the appearance of coming sweetly from 
nature.” 1

Had Burns put forth some newspaper 
squibs upon Lcpaux or Carnot, or a smart 
pamphlet “On the State of the Country,” he 
might have been more attended to in his life
time. It is common to say, “ What is every
body’s busines is nobody’s business; ” but one 
may be pardoned for thinking that in such 
cases as this, that which the general voice of 
the country docs admit to be everybody’s busi
ness, comes in fact to be the business of those 
whom the nation intrusts with national 
concerns.

To return to Sir Walter Scott’s revicwal—it 
seems that he has somewhat overstated the 
political indiscretions of which Bums was 
actually guilty. Let us hear the counter- 
statement of Mr. Gray, who, as lias already 
been mentioned, enjoyed Burns’s intimacy 
and confidence during his residence at Dum
fries. No one who knows anything of that 
excellent man, will for a moment suspect him 
of giving any other than what he believes to 
be true.

“Bums,” says he, “was enthusiastically 
fond of liberty, and a lover of the popular 
part of our constitution ; but he saw and ad
mired the just and delicate proportions of the 
political fabric, and nothing could be further 
from his aim than to level with the dust the 
venerable pile reared by the labours and the 
wisdom of ages. That provision of the consti
tution, however, by which it is made to contain 
a self-correcting principle, obtained no incon
siderable share of his admiration; he was. 
therefore, a zealous advocate of constitutional 
reform. The necessity of this he often sup-

■ I am assured that Mr. Pitt used these words at 
the table of the late Lord Liverpool, soon after 
Burns's death. How that even might come to lie 
a natural topic at that table, will lie seen in the 
sequel.

ported in conversation with all the enenry of 
an irresistible eloquence ; but fhere is itfi evi
dence that he ever went farther. He was a 
member of no political club. At the time 
when, in certain societies, the mad cry of 
revolution was raised from one end of the 
kingdom to the other, his voice was never 
heard in their debates, nor did he ever support 
their opinions in writing, or correspond w ith 
them in any form whatever. Though limited 
to an income which any other man would have 
considered poverty, he refused A’50 a year 
offered to him for a weekly article, by the 
proprietors of au opposition paper ; and two 
reasons, equally honourable to him, induced 
him to reject this proposal. His independent 
spirit spurned the idea of becoming the hire
ling of party ; and whatever may have been 
his opinion of the men and measures that then 
prevailed, he did not think it right to fetter 
the operations of that government by which 
he was employed. "

In strong confirmation of the first part of 
this statement by Mr. Gray,* we have the 
following extract from the poet’s own private 
diary, never, in all human probability, de
signed to meet the public eye—“Whatever 
may be my sentiments of republies, ancient 
or modem, I ever abjured the idea of such 
changes here. A constitution which, in its 
original principles, experience has proved to 
be every way fitted for our happiness, it 
would be insanity to abandon for an untried 
visionary theory.” This surely is not the 
language of one of those who then said and 
sung broadly and boldly,

Of old things all are over old ;
Of good things none are good enough:
We ll show that we can help to frame
A world of other stuff.*

As to the delicate and intricate question of 
Parliamentary Reform—it is to be remcm- 
bcrc(^.j|)iat Mr. Pitt advocated that measure

* Mr. Gray removed from the school of Dumfries 
to the High School of Edinburgh, In which eminent 
seminary he for many years lalsiured with distin
guished success. He then became professor of Latin 
in the institution at Belfast, and is now 11829] in holy 
orders, and a chaplain of the East India Company 
In the presidency of Bombay. (He died in India, 
1830.]

* Wordsworth's “Rob Roy."
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at the outset of his career, and never aban
doned the principle, although the events of 
his time were too well fitted to convince him 
of the inexpediency of making any farther 
attempts at carrying it into practice ; and it 
is also to be considered that Bums, in his 
humble and remote situation, was much more 
likely to seize right principles, than to judge 
of the safety or expediency of carrying them 
into effect.

The statement about the newspaper, refers 
to Mr. Perry of the Morning Chronicle, who, 
at the suggestion of Mr. Miller of Dalswinton, 
made the proposal referred to, and received for 
answer a letter which may be seen in the 
General Correspondence of our poet, and the 
tenor of which is in accordance with what Mr. 
Gray has said. Mr. Perry afterwards pressed 
Burns to settle in Ixmdon as a tegular writer 
for his paper, and the poet declined to do so, 
alleging, that however small, his excise ap
pointment was a certainty, which, in justice 
to his family, he could not think of aliandon- 
ing-1

In conclusion, Bums’s abstinence from the 
political clubs, and affiliated societies of that 
disastrous period, is a circumstance, the im
portance of which will be appreciated by all 
who know anything of the machinery by which 
the real revolutionists of the era designed, and 
endeavoured to carry their purposes into exe
cution.

Bums, after the excise inquiry, took care, 
no doubt, to avoid similar scrapes ; but he had 
no reluctance to meddle largely and zealously 
in the squabbles of country politics and con
tested elections ; and thus, by merely espous
ing, on all occasions, the cause of the Whig 
candidates, kept up very effectually the spleen 
which the Tories had originally conceived on 
tolerably legitimate grounds. Of his political 
verses, written at Dumfries, hardly any speci
mens have as yet (1829) appeared in print; it 
would be easy to give many of them, but per
haps some of the persons lashed and ridiculed 
are still alive—their children certainhyirc so.

One of the most celebrated of these fusions, 
and one of the most quotable, was written on 
a desperately contested election for the Dum
fries district of boroughs, between Sir James 
Johnstone of Westerhall, and Mr. Miller, the

1 This Is stated on the authority of Major Miller.

younger, of Dalswinton; Bums, of course, 
maintained the cause of his patron’s family. 
There is much humour in

THE FIVE CARLINES.

There were live Carlines in the south, they fell upon 
a scheme,

To send a lad to Luunun town to hriug them tidings 
liame ;

Nor only bring them tidings liame, but do their 
errands there,

And alldins gowd and honour bait* might lie that 
laddies share. perhaps

There was Maggie by the hanks o' Ntth,1 a dame 
wi’ pride eneugh ;

And Marjory o’ the Monylochs,* a carline auld and 
teugli ;

And blinkin Bess o' Annandalc,* that dwelt near Sol
way side ;

And whisky Jean that took her gill in Galloway sae 
wide;*

And black Join trae Crichton Peel,* o’ gipsy kith and 
kin,

Five wighter carlines war na foun the south countrie 
within, dtc. <tc.

[See the poem in its proper place.)

The above is far the best humoured of these 
productions. The election to which it refers 
was carried in Mr. Miller’s favour, but after a 
severe contest, and at a very heavy expense.

These political conflicts were not to be 
mingled in with impunity by the chosen 
laureate, wit, and orator of the district. He 
himself, in an unpublished piece, speaks of 
the terror excited by

-----Burns’s venom, when
He dips in gall unmix’d his eager pen,
And pours his vengeance in the burning line ;

and represents his victims, on one of these 
electioneering occasions, as leading a choral 
shout that

---- His heresies in church and state,
Might well award him Muir and Palmer's fate.7

But what rendered him more and more the 
object of aversion to one set of people, was 
sure to connect him more and more strongly

* Dumfries * Lochmalwn.
« Annan. * Kirkcudbright.
• Sanquhar.

7 [From the “ Epistle from Esopus to Mgria," first 
published in Cunningham’s Bum», 1834.]
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with the passions,1 and, unfortunately for 
himself and for us, with the pleasures of the 
other ; and we have among many confessions 
to the same purpose, the following, which I 
quote as the shortest, in one of the poet’s 
letters from Dumfries to Mrs. Dunlop. “ 1 
am better, but not quite free of my complaint 
(he refers to the palpitation of heart). You 
must not think, as you seem to insinuate, that 
in my way of life I want exercise. Of that I 
have enough ; hut occasional hard drinking is 
the devil to me." He kitcw well what he was 
doing whenever he mingled in such debauch
eries : he had, long ere this, described himself 
as parting “with a slice of his constitution" 
every time he was guilty of such excess.

This brings us back to a subject on which 
it can give no one pleasure to expatiate. As 
hasVbccn already sufficiently intiinated, the 
statements of Heron and Currie on this head, 
still more those of Mr. Walker and Dr. Irving, 
are not to be received without considerable 
deduction. No one of these biographers 
appears to have had any considerable inter
course with Hums during the latter years of 
his lifi, which they have represented in such 
dark colours every way; and the two survivors 
of their number are, I doubt not, among those 
who must have heard, with the highest satis
faction, the counter-statements which their 
narratives were the means of calling forth from 
men as well qualified as themselves in point 
of character and attainment, and much more 
so in point of circumstance and opportunity, 
to ascertain and estimate the real facts of a 
case, which is, at the best, a sufficiently mel
ancholy one.

“Dr. Currie,” says Gilbert Bums,2 “know
ing the events of the latter yeqra ’ of my 
brother’s life, only from the reports Which had 
l>cen propagated, and thinking it necessary,

1 Iz>r<l Frederick heard of all his youthful zeal,
And felt as lords upon a canvass feel ;
He read the satire, and he saw the use,
That such cool insult and such keen abuse 
Might on the wavering minds of voting men pro- 

duce.
I much rejoice, he cried, such worth to And ;
To this the world must be no longer blind.
Hie glory will descend from sire to son,
The Burns of English race, the happier Chatterton.

Crabbe, in the ration.

1 Letter to Mr. Peterkln. (Peterkin's preface, p. 82.)

lest the candour of his work should be called 
in question, to state the substance of these 
reports, has given a very exaggerated view of 
the failings of my brother’s life at that period 
—which is certainly to be regretted. ’’

“I love Dr. Currie,” says the Reverend 
James Gray, already more than once referred 
to, “but I love^hc memory of Burns more, 
and no consideration shall deter me from a 
bold declaration of the truth. The poet of the 
‘Cottar’s Saturday Night,’ who felt all the 
charms of the humble piety and virtue which 
he sung, is charged (in Dr. Currie’s narrative) 
with vices which would reduce him to a level 
with the most degraded of his species.—As I 
knew him during that period of his life 
emphatically called his evil days, I am emMed 
to njwak from my own olwervation. It is not 
my intention to extenuate his errors because 
they were combined with genius; on that 
account, they were only the more danger
ous, because the more seductive, and deserve 
the more severe reprehension; but I shall 
likewise claim that nothing may he said in 
malice even against him. ... It came 
under my own view professionally, that lie 
superintended the education of his children 
with a degree of care that I have never seen 
surpassed by any parent in any rank of life 
whatever. In the bosom of his family he 
spent many a delightful hour in directing the 
studies of his eldest son, a boy of uncommon 
talents. I have frequently found liirn explain
ing to this youth, then not more than nine 
years of age, the English poets, from Shakspeare 
to Gray, or storing his mind with examples 
of heroic virtue, as they live in the pages of 
our most celebrated English historians. I 
would ask any person of common candour, if 
employments like these are consistent with 
habitual drunkennrut It is not denied that 
he sometimes mingled with society unworthy 
of him. He was of a social and convivial 
nature. He was courted by all classes of men 
for the fascinating powers of his conversation, 
hut over his social scene uncontrolled passion 
never presided. Over the social bowl, his wit 
flashed for hours together, penetrating what
ever it struck, like the fire from heaven ^ but 
even in the hour of thoughtless gaiety and 
merriment, I never knew it tainted by in
decency. It was playful or caustic by turns,
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following an allusion through all its windings; 
astonishing by its rapidity, or amusing by its 
wild originality, and grotesque, yet natural 
combinations, but never, within my obser
vation, disgusting by its grossness. In his 
morning hours I never saw him like one 
suffering from the effects of last night’s intem
perance. He appeared then clear and un
clouded. He was the eloquent advocate of 
humanity, justice, and political freedom. 
From his paintings, virtue appeared more 
lovely, and piety assumed a more celestial 
mien. While his keen eye was pregnant with 
fancy and feeling, and his voice attuned to 
the very passion which he wished to commu
nicate, it would hardly have been possible to 
conceive any being more interesting and de
lightful. 1 may likewise add, that to the very 
end of his life, reading was his favourite amuse
ment. 1 have never known any man so inti
mately acquainted with the elegant English 
authors, lie seemed to have the poets by 
heart. The prose authors he could quote cither 
in their own words, or clothe their ideas in 
language more beautiful than their own. Nor 
was there ever any decay in any of the powers 
of his mind. To the last day of his life, his 
judgment, his memory, his imagination, were 
fresh and vigorous, as w hen he composed the 
‘Cottar’s Saturday Night’ The truth is, 
that Burns was seldom intoxicated. The 
drunkard soon becomes besotted, and isshunned 
even by the convivial. Had he been so, he 
could not long have continued the idol of 
every party. It will be freely confessed, that 
the hour of enjoyment was often prolonged

fidelity^ that prove their disbelief of the 
malicious stories circulated to his disadvantage. 
Among/them were some of the most distin
guished characters in this country, and not a 
few females, eminent for delicacy, taste, and 
geniua They were proud of his friendship, 
and cherished him to the last moment of his 
existence. He was endeared to them even by 
his misfortunes, and they still retain for his 
memory that affectionate veneration which 
virtue alone inspires.’’1

Part of Mr. Gray’s letter is omitted, only 
because it touches on subjects, as to which Mr. 
Findlater’s statement must be considered as 
of not merely sufficient, but the very highest 
authority.

“ My connection with Robert Bums,” says 
that most respectable man,2 “commenced 
immediatelyafterhis admission into the excise, 
and continued to the hour of his death.3 In 
all that time, the superintendence of his be
haviour, as an officer of the revenue, was a 
branch of my especial province; and it may be 
supposed 1 would not be an inattentive observer 
of the general conduct of a man and a poet, so 
celebrated by his countrymen. In the former 
capacity, he was exemplary in his attention, 
and was even jealous of the least imputation on 
his vigilance : As a proof of which, it may not 
be foreign to the subject to quote a part of a 
letter from him to myself, in a case of only 
seeming inattention. * I know, sir, and regret 
deeply, that this business glances with a malign 
aspect on my character as an officer; but, as I 
am really innocent in the affair, and as the 
gentleman is known to be an illicit dealer, and

beyond the limit marked by prudence ; but particularly as this is the single instance of the 
what man will venture to affirm, that in situ- least shadow of carelessness or impropriety in 
aliens where he was conscious of giving so ' 
much pleasure, he could at all times have 
listened to her voice?

“Themen with whom hegenerally associated, 
were not of the lowest order. He numbered 
among his intimate friends, many of the most 
respectable inhabitants of Dumfries and the 
vicinity. Several of those were attached to 
him by ties that the hand of calumny, busy 
as it was, could never snap asunder. They 
admired the poet for his genius, and loved the 
man for the candour, generosity, and kindness 
of hi- nature. His early friends clung to him 
through good and bad report, with a zeal and

my conduct as an officer, I shall lie peculiarly 
unfortunate if my character shall fall a sacrifice 
to the dark manoeuvres of a smuggler.’ This 
of itself affords more than a presumption of his 
attention to business, as it cannot be supposed 
he would have written in such a style to me, 
but from the impulse of a conscious rectitude 
in this department of his duty. Indeed, it was 
not till near the latter end of his days that 
there was any falling off in this respect ; and

1 Letter In Mr. Peterkin’s preface, pp. 03-95.
1 Ibid. p. 95-96.
* Mr. Findlater watched by Burns the night before 

he died.
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this was amply accounted for in the pressure 
of disease and accumulating infirmities. I will 
further avow, that I never saw him, which was 
very frequently while he lived at Ellisland, 
and still more so, almost every day, after lie 
removed to Dumfries, but in hours of business 
he was quite himself, and capable of discharging 
the duties of his office : noj'was he ever know| 
to drink by himself, or seen to indulge in the 
use of liquor in a forenoon. ... I have 
seen Burns in all his various phases, in his 
convivial moments, in his sober moods, and in 
the bosom of his family ; indeed I believe I saw 
more of him than any other individual had 
occasion to see, after he became an excise- 
officer, and I never beheld anything like the 
gross enormities with which he is now charged. 
That when set down in an evening with a few 
friends whom he liked, he was apt to prolong 
the social hour beyond the bounds which pru
dence would dictate, is unquestionable ; but in 
his family, I will venture to say, he was never, 
seen otherwise than as attentive and affection
ate to a high degree.”

These statements are entitled to ever)' con
sideration : they come from men altogether 
incapable, for any purpose, of wilfully stating 
that which they knew to be untrue. Yet we 
are not, on the other hand, to throw out of 
view altogether the «clings of partial friend
ship, irritated by exaggerations such as called 
forth these testimonies. It is scarcely to be 
doubted that Dr. Citric and Professor Walker 
took care, ere they penned their painful pages, 
to converse and correspond with other persons 
than the enemies of the deceased poet. Here, 
then, as in most otheAcases of similar con
troversy, the (air and Xequitable conclusion 
would seem to be, “truthXlies between."

To whatever Bums’s excesses amounted, 
they were, it is obvious, and that frequently, 
the subject of rebuke and remonstrance even 
from his own dearest friends—even from men 
who had no sort of objection to potations deep 
enough in all conscience. That such repri
mands, giving shape and form to the thoughts 
that tortured his own bosom, should have been 
received at times with a strange mixture of 
remorse and indignation, none that have con
sidered the nervous susceptibility and haughti
ness of Burns’s character, can hear with sur
prise. But this was only when the good

advice was oral. No one knew better than 
he how to answer the written homilies of such 
persons as were most likely to take the freedom 
of admonishing him on points of such delicacy; 
nor is there anything in all his correspondence 
more amusing than his reply to a certain 
solemn lecture of William Nicol,1 the same 
exemplary schoolmaster who “brewed the 
peck o’ maut which

Hob and Allan came to pree.

. . . “O thou, wisest among the wiàt,
meridian blaze of prudence, full mooflvof 
discretion, and chief of many counsellors! 
how infinitely is thy puddle-headed, rattle- 
headed, wrong-headed, round-headed slave 
indebted to thy supereminent goodness, that 
from the luminous path of thy own right-lined 
rectitude thou lookest benignly down on an 
erring wretch, of whom the zigzag wanderings 
defy all the powers of calculation, from the 
simple copulation of units, up to the hidden 
mysteries of fluxions ! May one feeble ray of 
that light of wisdom which darts from thy 
sensorium, straight as the arrow of heaven, 
and bright as the meteor of inspiration, may 
it be my portion, so that I may be less un
worthy of the face and favour of that father of 
proverbs and master of maxims, that antipode 
of folly, and magnet among the sages, the 
wise and witty Willy Nicol! Amen! amen! 
Yea, so be it !

“For me! I am a beast, a reptile, and 
know nothing ! ” &c. &c. &e.

To how many that have moralized over the 
life and death of Bums, might not such a Tu 
quoque be addressed !

The strongest argument in favour of those 
whodenounced thestatementsof Heron, Currie, 
and their fellow-biographers, concerning the 
habits of the poet, during the latter years of 
his career, as culpably and egregiously ex
aggerated, still remains to be considered. On 
the whole, Bums gave satisfaction by his 
manner of executing the duties of his station 
in the revenue service ; he, moreover, as Mr. 
Gray tells us (and upon this ground Mr. Gray

i [This refers to a letter dated 10th February, 1793, 
In which Nicol takes Bums to task, in a whimsical, 
humorous, mock-heroic, hut at the same time pointed 
and friendly style, for the indiscretions into which 
his political views were apt to lead him.)
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could not possibly be mistaken), took a lively 
interest in the education of his children, and 
spent more hours in their private tuition than 
fathers who have more leisure than his excise- 
manship left him, are often in the custom of 
so bestowing;1 and, lastly, although he to all 
men’s regret executed, after his removal to 
Dumfriesshire, no more than one poetical 
piece of considerable length ( “ Tam o’ Shan ter’ ’ ), 
his epistolary correspondence, and his songs 
contributed to Johnson’s Museum, and to the 
great collection of Mr. George Thomson,8 
furnish undeniable proof that, in whatever 
fits of dissipation he unhappily indulged, he 
never could possibly hove sunk into anything 
like that habitual grossness of manners and 
sottish degradation of mind, which the writers 
in question have not hesitate# to hold up to 
the deepest commiseration, if not more than 
this, of mankind.

Of his letters written at Ellisland and 
Dumfries, nearly three octavo volumes have 
been already printed by Currie and Cromek ; 
and it would be easy to swell the collection to

l “ He was a kind and attentive father, and took 
great delight in spending ills evenings In the cultivation 
of the minds of ids children. Their education was 
the grand object of his life, and he did not, like most 
parents, think It sufficient to send them to public 
schools; he was their private instructor, and even 
at that early age, bestowed great pains In training 
their minds to habits of thought and reflection, and 
in keeping them pure from every form of vice. This 
he considered as a sacred duty, and never, to the 
period of his last illness, relaxed in his diligence. 
With his eldest son, a hoy of nine years of age, he 
had read many of the favourite poets, and some of 
the best historians in our language; and what is 
more remarkable, gave him considerable aid in the 
study of Latin. This l>oy attended the Grammar 
School of Dumfries, and soon attracted my notice by 
tile strength of his talent and the ardour of his 
ambition. Before he hail been a year at school, I 
thought it right to advance him a form, and he 
began to read Osar, and gave me translations of 
that author of such beauty as I confess surprised me. 
On lni|Uiry, I found that his father made him turn 
over his dictionary, till he was able to translate to 
him the passage in such a way that he could gather 
the author's meaning, and that it was to him he 
owed that polished and forcible English with which 
I was so greatly struck. I have mentioned this 
incident merely to show what minute attention he 
paid to this important branch of parental duty."— 
Letter from the Rev. Jamee Gray to Mr. Gilbert 
Bum».

1 |7'Ae Mélodie» of Scotland, with Symphonies and 
Accompaniments, Ac. ; 6 vols.)

double this extent Enough, however, has 
tyen published to enable every reader to judge 
for himself of the character of Burns’s style of 
epistolary composition. The severest criticism 
bestowed on it has been that it is too elaborate 
—that, however natural the feelings, the ex
pression is frequently more studied and arti
ficial than belongs to that species of composi
tion.* Be this remark altogether just in point 
of taste, or otherwise, the fact on which it is 
founded furnishes strength to our present 
position. The poet produced in these years a 
great body of elaborate prose-writing.

We have already hail occasion to notice some 
of his contributions to Johnson’s Museum. 
lie continued, to the last month of his life, to 
take a lively interest in that work; and besides 
writing for it some dozens of excellent original 
songs, his diligence in collecting ancient pieces 
hitherto unpublished, and his taste and skill 
in eking out fragments, were largely, and most 
happily exerted all along for his benefit. Mr. 
Cromek saw, among Johnson's papers, no 
fewer than 184 of the pieces which enter into 
the collection, in Burns’s hand-writing.

His connection with the more important 
work of Mr. Thomson, commenced in Sep
tember 1792; and Mr. Gray justly says, that 
whoever considers his correspondence with the 
editor, and the collection itself, must be satis
fied, that from that time till the commencement 
of his last illness, not many days ever passed 
over his head without the production of some 
new stanzas for its pages. Besides old 
materials, for the most part embellished with 
lines, if not verses of his own, and a whole 
body of hints, suggestions, and criticisms, 
Burns gave Mr. Thomson about sixty original 
songs. It is, however, but justice to poor 
Heron to add, that comparatively few of this 
number had bten made public at the time 
when he drew up that rash and sweeping state-

» One of the reviewers of this memoir says, “ Burns 
never considered letter-writing as a species of com
position at all," and attributes the excellence of his 
epistolarystyletoits “uttercarelessness and rapidity." 
I am reminded by this criticism of a fact, which I 
should have noticed before; namely, that Bums often 
gave the same paragraph in different letters addressed 
to different persons. I have seen some MS. letters 
of the poet to Lady Harriet Don, in which several of 
the finest and best known passages of his printed 
letters to Mrs. Dunlop appear verbatim. Such was 
hie “utter rapidity and carelessness."
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ment, which Dr. Currie adhered to in some 
particulars without sufficient inquiry.

T^e songs in this collection arc, by many 
eminent critics, placed decidedly at the head 
of all our poet’s performances : it is by none 
disputed that very many of them are worthy 
of his most felicitous inspiration. He bestowed 
much more care on them than on his contribu
tions to the Musmm; and the taste and feel
ing of the editor secured the work against any 
intrusions of that over-warm element which 
was too apt to mingle in his amatory effusions. 
Burns knew that he was now engaged on a 
book destined for the eye and ear of refine
ment; he laboured throughout, under the 
salutary feeling, “virginibus puerisque canto;” 
and the consequences have been happy indeed 
for his own fame—for the literary taste, and 
the national music of Scotland ; and, what is 
of far higher importance, the moral and 
national feelings of his countrymen.

In almost all these productions—certainly 
in all that deserved to be placed in the first 
rank of his compositions—Burns made use of 
his native dialect. He did so, too, in opposi
tion to the advice of almost all the lettered 
correspondents he had—more especially of 
Dr. Moore, who, in his own novels, never 
ventured on more than a few casual specimens 
of Scottish colloquy—following therein the 
examples of his illustrious predecessor Smol
lett ; and not foreseeing that a triumph over 
English prejudice, which Smollett might have 
achieved, had he pleased to make the effort, 
was destined to be the prize of Burns’s per
severance in obeying the dictates of native 
taste and judgment Our poet received such 
suggestions, for the most part in silence—not 
choosing to argue with others on a matter 
which concerned only his own feelings; but in 
writing to Mr. Thomson, he had no occasion 
either to conceal or disguise his sentiments. 
“These English songs,” says he, “gravel me 
to death. I have not that command of the 
language that I have of my native tongue;” 
and again, “so much for namby-pamby. I 
may, after all, try my hand at it in Scots 
verse : There I am always most at home.” 
He, besides, would have considered it as a sort 
of national crime to do anything that might 
tend to divorce the music of his native land 
from her peculiar idiom. The “genius loci”

was never worshipped more fervently than by 
Burns. “ I am such an enthusiast,” says he 
“that in the course of my several peregrina
tions through Scotland, I made a pilgrimage 
to the individual spot from which every son^ 
took its rise, ‘ Lochaber ’ and the ‘ Braes or 
Ballenden ’ excepted. So far as the locality, 
either from the title of the air or the tenor of 
the song, could be ascertained I have paid my 
devotions at the particular shrine of every 
Scottish Muse.” With such feelings, he was 
not likely to touçh with an irreverent hand 
the old fabric of our national song, or to 
meditate a lyrical revolution for the pleasure 
of strangers. 1 * There is,” says he, “a naïveté, 
a pastoral simplicity in a slight intermixture 
of Scots words and phraseology, which is more 
in unison (at least to my taste, and I will add 
to every genuine Caledonian taste), with the 
simple pathos or rustic sprightliness of our 
native music, than any English verses what
ever. One hint more let me give you. What
ever Mr. Pleyel does, let him not alter one 
iota of the original airs ; I mean in the song 
department, but let our Scottish national 
music preserve its native features. They are,
1 own, frequently wild and irreducible to the 
more modem rules ; bi^t on that very eccen
tricity, perhaps, depends a great part of their 
effect."1

Of the delight with which Bums laboured 
for Mr. Thomson’s collection, his letters con
tain some lively descriptions. “You cannot 
imagine,” says he, 7th April, 1793, “how 
much this business has added to my enjoy
ments. What with my early attachment to 
ballads, your book and ballad-making arc now 
as completely my hobby-horse as ever fortifi
cation was Uncle Toby’s ; so I'll e’en canter it 
away till I come to the limit of my race (God 
grant I may take the right side of the winning- 
post), and then cheerfully looking back on the 
honest folks with whom I have been happy,
I shall say or sing, * Sae merry as we a’ hae 
been, ’ and raising my last looks to the whole 
human race, the last words of Coila shall be,
‘ Good night, and joy be wi’ you a’ 1’ ”

1 It may amuse the reader to hear, that, in spite of 
all Burns's success in the use of his native dialect, 
even the eminently spirited bookseller to whom the 
manuscript of Waverley was submitted, hesitated for 
some time about publishing It, on account of the 
Scots dialect interwoven in the novel.
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a Until I am complete master of a tune in 
my own singing, such as it is, I can never,” 
says Bums, “compose for it My way is 
this. I consider the poetic sentiment corres
pondent to my idea of the musical expression,
_then choose my theme,—compose one stanza.
When that is composed, which is generally 
the most difficult part of the business, 1 walk
out,_sit down now and then,—look out for
objects in Nature round me that are in unison 
Jr harmony with the cogitations of my fancy, 
Ld workings of my bosom,—humming every 

/now and then the air, with the verses I have 
' framed. When I feel my muse beginning to j 
jade, I retire to the solitary fireside of my 
study, and there commit my effusions to paper; 
swinging at intervals on the hind legs of my 
elbow-chair, by way of calling forth my own 
critical strictures, as jny pen goes. Seriously, 
this at home is almost invariably my way. 
What cursed egotism ! ”

In this correspondence with Mr. Thomson, 
and in Cromck’s later publication, the reader 
will find a world of interesting details about 
the particular circumstances under which these 
immortal songs were severally written. They 
are all, or almost all, in fact, part and parcel 
of the poet’s personal history. No man ever 
made his muse more completely the companion 
of his own individual life. A new flood of 
light has just been poured on the same subject 
in Mr. Allan Cunningham’s Collection of Scot- 
tuhSongt; unless therefore 1 were to trans
cribe volumes, and all popular volumes too, it 
is impossible to go into the details of this part 
of the poet’s history. The reader must be con
tented with a few general memoranda; e.g.

“Do you think that the sober gin-horse 
routine of existence could inspire a man with 
life, and love, and joy—could fire him with 
enthusiasm, or melt him with pathos, equal 
to the genius of your book ! No, no. When
ever I want to be more than ordinary in »ong 
—to be in some degree equal to your divine 
airs—do you imagine I fast and pray for the 
celestial emanation? Tout au contraire. I 
have a glorious recipe, the very one that for 
his own use was invented by the Divinity of 
healing and poetry, when erst he piped to the 
flocks of Admetus,—I put myself in the regi
men of admiring a fine woman.”1

1 Letter to Mr. Thomson, Oct. 19,1794.
VOL. I.

“I can assure you I was never more in 
earnest. . . . Conjugal love is a passion 
which I deeply feel, and highly venerate ; but 
somehow, it does not make such a figure in 
poesy as that other species of the passion,

Where love is liberty, and nature law.

Musically speaking, the first is an instrument, 
of which the gamut is scanty and confined, 
but the tones inexpressibly sweet ; while the 
last has powers equal to all the intellectual 
modulations of the human soul. Still I am 
a very poet in my-enthusiasm of the passion. 
The welfare and happiness of the beloved 
object is the first and inviolate sentiment that 
pervades my soul ; and—whatever pleasures I 
might wish for, or whatever raptures they 
might give me—yet, if they interfere with that 
first principle,, it is having these pleasures at 
a dishouqst price; and justice forbids, and
generosity disdains the purchase.”----- So says
Bums in introducing to Mr. Thomson’s notice 
one of his many songs in celebration of the 
“Lassie wi’ the Lint-white Locks.” “The 
beauty of Chloris,” says, nevertheless, Allan 
Cunningham, “has added many charms to 
Scottish song; but that which has increased 
the reputation of the poet, has lessened that 
of the man. Chloris was one of those who 
believe in the dispensing power of beauty, 
and thought that love should be under no 
demure restraint. Bums sometimes thought 
in the same way himself ; and it is not wonder
ful, therefore, that the poet should celebrate 
the charms of a liberal beauty, who was willing 
to reward his strains, and who gave him many 
opportunities of catching inspiration from her 
presence." And in a note on the ballad which 
terminates with the delicious stanza :

Let others love the city, and gaudy show at summer 
noon,

Give me the lonely valley, the dewy eve, and rising 
moon,

Fair beaming and streaming her silver light the 
boughs amang ;

While falling, recalling, the amorous thrush concludes 
her sang;

There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove, by wimpling 
burn and leafy shaw,

And hear my vows o' truth and love, and say thou 
lo'es me best of a'?

the same commentator adds—“such is the 
glowing picture which the poet gives of youth,

8
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and health, and voluptuous beauty. But let 
no lady envy the poetic elevation "M poor 
Chloris ; her situation in poetry is splendid— 
her situation in life merits our pity—perhaps 
our charity. ’’1

Of all Burns’s love-songs, the best, in his 
own opinion was that which begins,

Yestreen I had a pint o' wine, 
A place where body saw na.

last night

Allan Cunningham says, “ If the poet thought 
so, I am sorry for it;" while Mr. Hamilton 
Paul fully concurs in the author’s own estimate 
of the performance. “I believe, however," 
says Cunningham, “‘Anna wi’ the Gowden 
Locks’ was no imaginary person. Like the 
dame in the old song, * She Brew’d Gude Ale 
for Gentlemen ;’ and while she served the bard 
with a pint of wine, allowed her customer 
leisure to admire her, ‘as hostler wives should 
do."’»

There is in the same collection a love-song, 
which unites the suffrages, and ever will do 
so, of all men. It has furnished Byron with 
a motto, and Scott has said that that motto is 
“worth a thousand romances.”

Had we never loved sae kindly.
Had we never loved sae blindly,
Never met,—or never parted, 

i had ne'er been broken-heartedT
The “Nancy” of this moving strain was, 
according to Cunningham, another fair and

husband, but without the slightest proof; and 
I might pass from the charge with that neglect 
which it merits ; but I am happy to say that 
I have in exculpation the direct evidence of 
Mrs. Burns herself, who, among many amiable 
and respectable qualities, ranks' a veneration 
for the memory of her departed husband, 
whom she neveÀ.names but in terms of the 
profoundest respect and the deepest regret, 
to lament his misfortunes, or to extol his 
kindnesses to herself, not as the momentary 
overflowings of the heart in a season of peni
tence for offences generously forgiven, but an 
habitual tenderness, which ended only with 
his life. I place this evidence, which I am 
proud to bring forward on her own authority, 
against a thousand anonymous calumnies."4

Among the effusions, not amatory, which 
Bums contributed to Mr. Thomson’s collec
tion, the famous song of Bannockburn holds 
the first place. We have already seen in how 
lively a manner Bums’s feelings were kindled 
when he visited that glorious field. According 
to tradition, the tunc played when Brace led 
his troops to the charge, was “Hey tuttie 
taitie;" and it was humming this old air as 
he rode by himself through Glenkens in 
Galloway, during a terrific storm of wind and 
rain, that the poet composed his immortal 
lyric in its first and noblest form.5 This is 
one more instance of his delight in the sterner 
aspects of nature.

somewhat frail dame of Dumfriesshire.3
I envy no one the task of inquiring minutely 

in how far these traditions, for such unquestion
ably they are, and faithfully*conveyed by 
Allan Cunningham, rest on the foundation of 
truth. They refer at worst to occasional errors. 
“Many insinuations,” says Mr. Gray, “have 
been made against the poefs character as a

i [The real name of Chloris'lwas Jean Lorimer. 
See some particulars regarding her In note to the 
song, “ She says she loes me best of a’."

«[Anna of the “gowden locks’’ was certainly no 
imaginary person, and the poet's admiration of her 
was anything but purely platonic. The greatest 
scandal In his life, Indeed, was connected with this 
young woman. She note 4 on this page. That a song 
which Is devoid of aU delicacy of sentiment, and 
simply glorifies the raptures of Illicit love, should 
have been spoken of by Bums as his best, seems to 
argue on his part an obliquity of lodgment, moral as 
well as critical.] r

«[The heroine is undoubtedly “Clarinda." See 
note to song “ Ae fond Kiss."]

Come, winter, with thine angry howl,
And raging bend the naked tree—

< Letter to Gilbert Bums. [Whatever may have 
been Burns’s conduct after settling in Dumfries and 
when Mr. Gray knew him, we know that the fore- 
mentioned Anna Itecame the mother by Burns of a 
child, a daughter (bom 31st March, 1791), which the 
poet’s wife took and nursed along with one of her 
own. If she showed this forgiveness towards her 
husband while he was alive It la not likely she would 
recall any of his fallings after his death.]

« The last line of each stansa was subsequently 
lengthened and weakened, In order to suit the tune 
of “ Lewie Gordon," which Mr. Thomson preferred to 
“Hey tuttie taitie." However, almost Immediately 
after having prevailed on the poet to make this 
alteration, Mr. Thomson saw his error, and discarded 
both the change and the air which it was made to 
suit. [Lockhart above follows Syme’s account of the 
composition of this famous song, an account which 
contradicts the poet's own express statement; see 
his letter to Thomson, 1st September, 1793. See also 
the question discussed in Professor Wilson s Essay, 
vol. v. of this work.]
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« There is hardly,” says lie in one of his letters, 
“ there is scarcely any earthly object gives me 
more—1 do not know if I should call it pleasure
_hut something which exalts me, something
which enraptures me—than to walk in the 
sheltered side of a wood in a cloudy winter 
day, and hear the stormy winds howling among 
the trees, and raving over the plain. It is 
my best season for devotion : my mind is 
wrapt up in a kind of enthusiasm to Him, 
who in the pompous language of the Hebrew 
Bard, 1 walks on the wings of the wind.”’1 
When Hums entered a Druidical circle of 
stones on a dreary moor, he has already told 
us that his first movement was “to say his 
prayers.” His best poetry was to the last 
produced amid scenes of solemn desolation.

I may mention here, that during the later 
years of his life, his favourite book, the usual 
companion of his solitary rambles, was Cow- 
per’s “Task. ” It is pleasing to know that these

illustrious contemporaries, in spite of the widely 
different circumstances under which their 
talents were developed, and the, at first sight, 
opposite sets of opinions which their works 
express, did justice to each other. No English 
writer of the time eulogized Bums more 
generously than Cowper. And in truth they 
had much in common,

The stamp and clear impression of good sense ;

the love of simplicity ; the love of nature ; 
sympathy with the poor; humour; pathos ; 
satire; warm and manly hearts; the pride, 
the independence, and the melancholy of 
genius.

Some readers may be surprised to find two 
such names placed together otherwise than by 
way of contrast. Let it not be forgotten that 
Cowper had done little more than building 
bird-cages and rabbit-hutches at the age when 
the grave closed on Bums.

CHAPTER IX.
|Burns's irritable and nervous bodily constitution Inherited:—the “rhyming tribe:”—letter to Cunningham: 

—pecuniary difficulties :—correspondence with Thomson :—Thomson's treatment of Burns :—acting super
visor:—death of ills daughter:—illness :—imprudent exposure and chill :—racked with rheumatism:—removal 
to Brow :—Mrs. Riddell :—letter to his cousin at Montrose :—return to Dumfries :—death :—funeral :—birth 
of a son :—mausoleum erected :—subscription for the benefit of his family:—Currie's edition :—sons of 
Bums :—Gillrert Burns :—Bums neglected :—poverty :—letter to Peter Hill :—Burns's honesty and charity :—
his religious principles :—value of Burns's history and

1 dread thee, Fate, relentless and severe.
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear.

We arc drawing near the close of this great 
poet’s mortal career; and I would fain hope 
the details of the last chapter may have pre
pared the humane reader to contemplate it 
with sentiments of sorrow, pure comparatively, 
and undebased with any considerable intermix
ture of less genial feelings.

For some years before Bums was lost to his 
country, it is sufficiently plain that he had been, 
on political grounds, an object of suspicion and 
distrust to a large portion of the population 
that had most opportunity of observing him. 
The mean subalterns of party had, it is very 
easy to suppose, delighted in decrying him on

1 [The poet's Common-place Sfcok, April, 1784, con
tains a passage almost word for word the same as 
this.]

poetry.)

pretexts, good, bad, and indifferent, equally— 
to their superiors; and hence—who will not 
willingly believe it?—the temporary and local 
prevalence of those extravagantly injurious 
reports, the essence of which Dr. Currie, no 
doubt, though it his duty, as a biographer, to 
extract and circulate.

The untimely death of one who, had he lived 
to anything like the usual term of human 
existence, might have done so much to increase 
his fame as a poet, and to purify and dignify 
his character as a man, was, it is too probable, 
hastened by his own intemperances and im
prudences ; but it seems to be extremely im
probable, that even if his manhood had been 
a course of saintlike virtue in all respects, the 
irritable and nervous bodily constitution which 
he inherited from his father, shaken as it was 
by the toils and miseries of bis ill-starred youth,
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could have sustained to anything like the 
Psalmist’s “allotted span,” the exhausting 
excitements of an intensely poetical tempera
ment Since the first pages of this narrative 
were sent to the press, 1 have heard from an 
old acquaintance of the bard, who often shared 
his bed with him at Mosagiel,1 that even at that 
early period, when intemperance assuredly had 
had nothing to do with the matter, those 
ominous symptoms of radical disorder in the 
digestive system, the “palpitation and suffoca
tion" of which Gilbert speaks, were so regularly 
his nocturnal visitants that it was his custom 
to have a great tub of cold water by his bed
side, into which he usually plunged more than 
once in the course of the night, thereby pro
curing instant, though but shortlived relief. 
On a frame thus originally constructed, and 
thus early tried with most severe afflictions, 
external and internal, what must not have 
been, under any subsequent course of circum
stances, the effect of that exquisite sensibility 
of mind, but for which the world would never 
have heard anything cither of the sins, or the 
sorrows, or the poetry of Burns !

“The fates and characters of the rhyming 
tribe,” thus writes the poet himself to Miss 
Chalmers in 1793,2 “often employ my thoughts 
when I am disposed to he melancholy. There 
is not, among all the martyrologies that ever 
were penned, sq rueful a narrative as the lives 
of the poets. In the comparative view of 
wretches, the criterion is not what they are 
doomed to suffer, but how they are formed to 
bear. Take a being of our kind, give him a 
stronger imagination and a more delicate sensi
bility, which between them will ever engender 
a more ungovernable set of passions than arc 
the usual lot of man ; implant in him an irre
sistible impulse to some idle vagary, such as 
arranging wild flowers in fantastic nosegays, 
tracing the grasshopper to his haunt by his

1 (The old acquaintance Is probably John Blane, 
who was a (arm.servant to the poet at Mosagiel (but 

i did not sleep with him), and who afterwards drove 
the mail-coach between Glasgow and Carllde (or 
many years. He used to talk freely of his connection 
with Mosagiel, drawing, doubtless, largely on his 
own invention or imagination. He was characterized 
by Mrs. Begg, the poet's sister, as “a leein' body."]

* (This is from a letter addressed, not to Miss 
Chalmers, but to Miss H. Craik, Arbigland, in the 
stewartry of Kirkcudbright, sometime about 1789 or 
1790. ]

chirping song, watching the frisks of the little 
minnows in the sunny pool, or hunting after 
the intrigues of butterflies—in short, send him 
adrift after some pursuit which shall eternally 
mislead him from the paths of lucre, and yet 
curse him with a keener relish than any man 
living for the pleasures that lucre can purchase ; 
lastly, fill up the measure of his woes by be
stowing on him a spurning sense of his own 
dignity, and you have created a wight nearly 
as miserable as a poet. ” In these few short 
sentences, as it appears to me, Bums has traced 
his own character far better than any one else 
has done it since. But with this lot what 
pleasures were not mingled ? “To you, 
madam,” he proceeds, “1 need not recount 
the fairy pleasures the Muse bestows to counter
balance this catalogue of evils. Bewitching 
poetry is like bewitching women ; she has in 
all ages been accused of misleading mankind 
from the counsels of wisdom and the paths of 
prudence, involving them in difficulties, baiting 
them with poverty, branding them with infamy, 
and plunging them in the whirling vortex of 
min : yet, where is the man but must own that 
all our happiness on earth is not worthy the 
namy—that even the holy hermit’s solitary 
prospect of paradisiacal bliss is hut the glitter 
of a northern sun, rising over a frozen region, 
compared with the many pleasures, the name
less raptures, that we owe to the lovely Queen 
of the heart of man !”

“ What is a poet?” asks one well qualified 
to answer his own question. “He is a man 
endowed with more lively sensibility, more 
enthusiasm and tenderness, who has a greater 
knowledge of human nature, and a more com
prehensive soul, than are supposed to he com
mon among mankind ; a man pleased with his 
own passions and volitions, and who rejoices 
more than other men in the spirit of life that 
is in him ; delighting to contemplate similar 
volitions and passions as manifested in the 
goings on of the universe, and habitually im
pelled to create them where he docs not find 
them. To these qualities he has added a dis
position to Ire affected, more than other men, 
by absent things, as if they were present : an 
ability of conjuring up in himself passions 
which are far indeed from being the same as 
those produced by real events, yet (especially 
in those parts of the general sympathy which
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are pleasing and delightful ) do more nearly 
resemble the passions produced by real events 
than anything which, from the motions of 
their own minds merely, other men are accus
tomed tp feel in themselves. ’’1 So says one of 
the rare beings who have been able to sustain 
and enjoy, through a long term of human 
years, the tear and wear of Sensibilities, thus 
quickened and refined beyond what falls to the 
lot of the ordinary brothers of their race— 
feeling more than others can dream of feeling, 
the joys and the sorrows that come to them as 
individuals—and filling up all those blanks 
which so largely interrupt the agitations of 
common bosoms, with the almost equally agi
tating sympathies of an imagination to which 
repose would be death. It is common to say of 
those who over-indulge themselves in material 
stimulants, that they live fad; what wonder 
that the career of the poet’s thick-coming 
fancies shpuld, in the immense majority of 
caseq, be rapid too?

That Hums lived/ait, in both senses of the 
phrase, we have abundant evidence from him
self; and that the more earthly motion was 
somewhat accelerated as it approached the 
close, we may believe, without finding it at 
all necessary to mingle anger with our sorrow. 
“ Even in his earliest poems,” as Mr. Words
worth says, in a beautiful passage of his letter 
to Mr. Gray, “ through the veil of assumed 
habits and pretended qualities, enough of the 
real man appears to show that he was conscious 
of sufficient cause to dread his own passions, 
and to bewail his errors ! We have rejected as 
false sometimes in the letter, and of necessity 
as false in the spirit, many of the testimonies 
that others have borne against him:—but, by 
his own hand—in words the import of which 
cannot be mistaken—it has been recorded that 
the order of his life but faintly corresponded 
with the clearness of his views. It is probable 
that he would have proved a still greater poet, 
if, by strength of redspn, he could have con
trolled the propcnsiticsNdiich his sensibility 
engendered ; but he woultPhave been a poet 
of a different class : and certain it is, had that 
desirable restraint b<yfi early established, many 
peculiar beauticSVfiich enrich his verses could 
never have existed, and many accessor)' influ
ences, which contribute greatly to their effect,
1 Preface to the second edition of Wordsworth s Poems.

would have been wanting. For instance, the 
momentous truth of the passage,2

One point must still be greatly dark, &c.

could not possibly have been conveyed with 
such pathetic force by any poet that ever 
lived, speaking in his own voice, unless it 
were felt that, like Bums, he was a man .who 
preached from the text of his own errors ; and 
whose wisdom, beautiful as a flower, that 
might have risen from seed sown from above, 
was, in fact, a scion from the root of personal 
suffering. Whom did the poet intend should 
be thought of as occupying that grave over 
which, after modestly setting forth the moral 
discernment and warm affections of its ' poor 
inhabitant,’ it is supposed to be inscribed,

-Thoughtless follies laid him low, 
And stain'd his name?

Who but himself,—himself anticipating the 
too probable termination of his own course ? 
Here is a sincere and solemn avowjhl—a public 
declaration from his own will—a confession at 
once devout, poetical, and human—a history 
in the shape of a prophecy? What more was 
required of the biographer than to put his seal 
to the writing, testifying that the foreboding 
had been realized, and that the refcord was 
authentic?”

In how far tfie “thoughtless follies” of the 
poet did actually hasten his end, it is needless 
to conjecture. They had their share, unques
tionably, along with other influences which ^t 
would be inhuman to characterize as mere 
follies—such, for example, as that general de
pression of spirits, which haunted him from 
his youth;—or even a casual expression of dis
couraging tendency from the persons on whose 
good-will all hopes of substantial advancement 
in the scale of worldly promotion depended— 
which, in all likelihood, sat more heavily on 
such a being as Burns, than a man of plain 
common sense might guess—or that partial 
exclusion from the species of society our poet

i Then gently scan your brother man, 
Still gentlier sister woman—

Tho’ they may gang a kennin’ wrang ;
To step aside is human ;

One point must still be greatly dark 
The moving will/ they do it:

And just as lamely can ye mark, 
How far perhaps they rue it.

i little bit



122 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

hail been accustomed to adorn and delight, 
which, from however inadequate causes, cer
tainly did occur during some of the latter 
years of his life. All such sorrows as these 
must have acted with twofold harmfulness 
upon Bums ; harassing, in the first place, one 
of the most sensitive minds that ever filled a 
human bosom, and, alas! by consequence, 
tempting to additional excesses ;—impelling 
one who, under other circumstances, might 
have sought and found far other consolation, 
to seek too often for it

In fleeting mirth, that o'er the bottle lives,
In the false joy its inspiration gives,
Anil in associates pleased to And a friend 
With powers to lead them, gladden, and defend.
In all those scenes where transient ease is found, 
For minds whom sins oppress, and sorrow s wound.1

The same philosophical poet tells us, that
-----Wine Is like anger, for It makes us strong ;
mind and impatient, and It leads us wrong;
Tlie strength is quickly lust, we feel the error long:

but a short period was destined for the sorrows 
and the errors equally of Bums.

How he struggled against the tide of his 
misery, let the following letter speak. It was 
written February 25, 1794, and addressed to 
Mr. Alexander Cunningham, an eccentric 
I icing, hut generous and faithful in his friend
ship to Bums, and, when Bums was no more, 
to his family.

“Canst thou minister,” says the poet, “to 
a mind diseased? Canst thou speak peace 
and rest to a soul tossed on a sea of troubles, 
without one friendly star to guide her course, 
and dreading I hat the next surge may over
whelm her? Canst thou give to a frame, 
tremblingly alive to the tortures of suspense, 
the stability and hardihood of the rock that 
braves the blast? If thou canst not do the 
least of these, why wouldst thou disturb me 
in my miseries with thy inquiries after me?

“ For these two months I have not been 
able to lift a pen.' My constitution anil frame 
were, ah origine, blasted with a deep incurable 
taint of hypochondria, which poisons my ex
istence. Of late, a number of domestic vexa
tions, and some pecuniar)1 share in the min 
of these*****times—losses which, though 
trifling, were yet what I could ill liear—have

1 Cralibe's Edward Share, a tale In which that poet 
haa obviously had Burns In Ida view.

1

so irritated me, that my feelings at times could 
only be envied by a reprobate spirit listening 
to the sentence that dooms it tp perdition.

“ Are you deep in the language of consola
tion?* I have exhausted in reflection every 
topic of comfort. A heart at ease would have 
been charmed with my sentiments and reason
ings ; but as to myself, I was like Judas Iscariot 
preaching the gospel; he might melt and 
mould the hearts of those around him, hut his 
own kept its native incorrigibility. Still there 
are twjp great pillars that bear us up, amid the 
wreck of misfortune mid misery. The one is 
composed of the different modifications of a 
certain noble, stubborn something in man, 
known by the namesspf courage, fortitude, 
magnanimity. The other is made up of 
those feelings and sentiments, which, however 
the sceptic may deny, or the enthusiast dis
figure them, are yet, I am convinced, original 
and component parts of the human soul; those 
senses of the. mind, if I may lie allowed the 
expression, which connect us with, anil link 
us to those awful obscure realities—an all- 
powerful anil equally beneficent (lod—and a 
world to come, beyond death and the grave. 
The first gives the nerve of combat, while a 
ray of hope beams on the field ; the last pours 
the balm of comfort into the wounds which 
time can never cure.

“ 1 do not remember, my dear Cunningham, 
that you and I ever talked on the subject of 
religion at all. I know some who laugh at it, 
as the trick of the crafty few, to lead the un- 
diseeming many ; or at most as an uncertain 
obscurity, which mankind can never know 
anything of, and with which they are fools if 
they give themselves much to do. Nor would 
I quarrel with a man for his irréligion, any 
more than I would for his want of a musical 
car. I would regret that he was shut out from 
what, to me and to others, were such super
lative sources of enjoyment. It is in this 
point of view, and for this reason, that 1 will 
deeply imbue the mind of every child of mine 
with religion. If my son should happen to 
be a man of feeling, sentiment, and taste, I 
slrnll thus add largely to his enjoyments. l.ct 
me flatter myself that this sweet little fellow, 
who is just now running almut my desk, w ill 
be a man of a melting, ardent, glowing heart ; 
and an imagination, delighted with the painter,
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and rapt with the poet. Let me figure him, 
wandering out in a sweet evening, to inhale 
the balmy gales, and enjoy the growing luxuri
ance of the spring; himself the while, in the 
blooming youth of life. He looks abroad on 
all nature and through nature, up to nature's 
God. His soul, by swift delighted degrees, 

f j9 rapt above this sublunary sphere, until he 
can be silent no longer, and bursts out into 
the glorious enthusiasm of Thomson,—

These, as they change, Almighty Father, these
Are but the varied God, —The rolling year /
Is full of thee ; '

and so on, in all the spirit and ardour of that 
charming hymn. These arc no ideal pleasures; 
they are real delights; and I ask what of the 
delights among the sons of men are superior, 
not to say equal to them? And they have this 
precious vast addition, that conscious virtue 
stamps them for her own, and lays hold on 
them to bring herself into the presence of a 
witnessing, judging, and approving God.”

They who have l>ccn told that Bums was 
ever a degraded being—who have permitted 
themselves to believe that his only consolations 
were those of “the opiate guilt applies to 
grief,” will do well to pause over this noble 
letter and judge for themselves. The enemy 
under which he was destined to sink had 
already beaten in the outworks of his constitu
tion w hen these lines were penned.

The reader has already had occasion to oh-1 
serve, that Burns had in those closing years 
of his life to struggle almost continually with 
pecuniary difficulties, than which nothing 
pould have been more likely to pour bitterness 
intolerable into the cup of bis existence. His 
lively imagination exaggerated to itself every 
real evil ; and this among, and perhaps above, 
all the rest; at least, in many of his letters 
we find him alluding to the probability of his 
being arrested for debts, which we now know 
to have been of very trivial amount at the 
worst, which we also know he himself lived 
to discharge to the utmost farthing, and in 
regard to which it is impossible to doubt that 
his personal friends in Dumfries would have 
at all times been ready to prevent the law 
taking its ultimate course. This last consider
ation, however, was one which would have 
given slender relief to Bums. How he shrank 
with horror and loathing from the sense of

pecuniary obligation, no matter to whom, we 
had abundant indications already.1

The question naturally arises : Bums was 
all this while pouring out his beautiful songs 
for the Museum of Johnson and the greater 
work of Thomson ; how did he happen to 
derive no pecuniary advantages from this con
tinual exertion of his genius in a form of com
position so eminently calculated for popularity? 
Nor, indeed, is it an easy matter to answer 

AjrhTvery obvious question. The poet himself, 
in a letter no Mr. Carfrae, dated 1789, speaks 
thus : “ The profits of the labours of a man of 
genius are, I hope, as honourable us any profits 
whatever; and Mr. Mylne’s relations are most 
justly entitled to that honest harvest which 
fate has denied himsplf to reap.” And yet so 
far from looking to Mr. Johnson for any 
pecuniary remuneration for the very laborious 
part he took in his work, it appears from a 
passage in Cromek’s Relv/ues, that the poet 
asked a single copy of the Museum to give to 
a fair friend, by way of a great favour to him
self—and that that copy and his own were really 
all he çver received at the hands of the pub
lisher.* Of the secret history of Johnson and 
his book I know nothing ; but the correspon
dence of Burns with Mr. Thomson contains curi
ous enough details concerning his connection 
with that gentleman's more important under- ' 
taking. At the outset, September, 1792, we ' 
find Mr. Thomson saying, “We shall esteem 
your poetical assistance a particular favour, 
besides paying any reasonable price you shall

• The following extract from one of his letters to 
Mr. Macniunlo, dated December, 1703, will speak for 
itself :—

“Sir, it is said, that we take the greatest lilierties 
with our greatest friends, and I pay myself a very 
high compliment in the manner in which I am going 
to apply the remark. I have owed you money longer 
than ever I owed it to any man. Here is Ker’s 
account, and here are six guineas ; and now, I don’t 
owe a shilling to man, or woman Other. But for 
these damned dirty, dog’s-eared little pages (Scotch 
bank-notes), I had done myself the honour to have 
waited on you long ago. Independent of the obli
gations your hospitality has laid me under, the con
sciousness of your superiority In the rank of man and 
gentleman, of itself was fully as much as I could ever 
make head against, but to owe you money too, was 
more than I could face."

s [This must be a mistake, for Burns presented 
copies to Charlotte Hamilton, to “ Clartnda,” to Rev. 
John Skinner, to Jessie Dewars, and others.)
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please to demand for it. Profit is quite a 
secondary consideration with us, and we are 
resolved to spare neither pains nor expense on 
the publication.” To which Burns replies 
immediately, “ As to any remuneration, you 
may think my songs either above or below 
price, for they shall absolutely be the one or 
the other. In the honest enthusiasm with 
which I embark in your undertaking,- to talk 
of money, wages, fee, hire, Ac., would be 
downright prostitution of soul. A proof of 
each of the songs that I compose or amend I 
shall receive as a favour. In the rustic phrase 
of the season, Gude speed the leant." The 
next time we meet with any hint as to money 
matters in the correspondence is in a letter 
of Mr. Thomson, 1st July, 1793, where he 
says,—“ I cannot express how much I am 
obliged to you for the exquisite new songs you 
are sending me ; but thanks, my friend, are a 
poor return for what you have done : as I 
shall be benefited by the publication, you 
must suffer me to inclose a small mark of my 
gratitude, ami to repeat it afterwards when I 
find it convenient. Do not return it, for by 
Heaven if you do, our correspondence is at an 
cud." To which letter (it inclosed £5) Burns 
thus replies:—“I assure you, my dear air, 
that you truly hurt me with your pecuniary 
jiarcel. It degrades me in my own eyes. 
However, to return it would savour of affecta
tion; but as to any more t rallie of that debtor 
and creditor kind, I swear by that honour 
which crowns the upright statue of Robert 
Burns's integrity—on the least motion of it 
I will indignantly spurn the bypast trans
action, and from that moment commence to 
be an entire st ranger to you. Burns’s character 
for generosity of sentiment and independence 
of mind will, I trust, long outlive any of his 
wants which the cold unfeeling ore can supply ; 
at least, I will take care that such a character 
he shall deserve." In November, 1794, we 
find Mr. Thomson writing to Bums, ‘‘Do not, 
I beseech you, return the books." In May, 
1795, “You really make me blush when you 
tell me you have not merited the drawing from 
me" (this watu a drawing of the “Cottar’s 
Saturday Nigty," by Allan). “ I do not think 
I can ever repay you or sufficiently esteem and 
respect you, for the liberal and kind manner 
in which you have entered into the spirit of

6

my undertaking, which could not have been 
perfected without you. So I beg you would 
not make a fool of me again by speaking of 
obligation.” On February, 1796, we have 
Burns acknowledging a “handsome elegant
present to Mrs. B------- ," which was a worsted
shawl. Lastly, on the 12th July of the same 
year (that is little more than a week before 
BumsVlied), he writes to Mr. Thomson in 
these terms: “After all my boasted indepen
dence, cursed necessity compels me to implore 
you for five pounds. A cruel scoundrel of a 
haberdasher, to whom I owe an account, tak
ing it into his head that I am dying, has 
commenced a process, and will infallibly put 
me into jail. Do, for God’s sake, send me 
that sum, and that by return of post. Forgive 
me this earnestness i but the horrors of a jail 
have put me half distracted. 1 do not ask 
this gratuitously ; for, upon returning health,
I hereby promise and engage to furnish you 
with five pounds worth of the neatest song 
genius you have seen." To which Mr. 
Thomson replies—“ Ever since I received 
your melancholy letter by Mrs. Hyslop, I 
have been ruminating in what manner 1 could 
endeavour to alleviate your sufferings. Again 
and again I thought of a pecuniary offer ; but 
the recollection of one of your letters on this 
subject, and the fear of offending your inde
pendent spirit, checked my resolution. I 
thank you heartily, therefore, for the frank
ness of your letter of the 12th, and with 
great pleasure inclose a draft for the very 
sum I proposed sending. Would I were chan
cellor of the exchequer but one day for your
sake!------l’ray, my good sir, is it not ]>oauible
for you to muster a volume of poetry? . . . 
Do not shun this method of obtaining the 
value of your labour; remember Pope pub
lished the Iliad by subscription. Think of 
this, my dear Bums, and do not think me 
intrusive with my advice."

Such are the details of this matter, as re
corded in the correspondence of the two indi
viduals concerned. Some time after Burns's 
death, Mr. Thomson was attacked on account 
of his behaviour to the poet, in an anonymous 
novel, which I have never seen, called Nuhilia.'

• [ Nubilia was published In 1809; Its author was 
William Mudford, bom 1782, died 1848, for many 
years editor o( the London Courier.)
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In Professor Walker's Memoirs, which ap
peared in 1811, Mr. Thomson took oppor
tunity of defending himself;* and Professor 
Walker, who enjoyed the personal friendship 
of Burns, and who also appears to have had 
the honour of Mr. Thomson’s intimate ac
quaintance, has delivered an opinion on the 
whole merits of the case, which must neces
sarily be far more satisfactory to the reader 
than anything which I could presume to oiler

i “ I have l>een attacked with much bitterness, and 
accused of not endeavouring to remunerate Bums for 
the songs which he wrote for my collection ; although 
there is the clearest evidence for the contrary, lioth 
in the printed correspondence between the poet and 
me, and in the public testimony of Dr. Currie. My 
assailant, too, without knowing anything of the 
matter, states that I had enriched myself by the 
laltours of Bums, and, of course, that iuy want Of 
generosity was inexcusable.

“ Now the fact is, that notwithstanding the united 
lalmurs of all the men of genius who have enriched 
my collection, I am not yet even compensated for 
the precious time consumed by me in poring over 
musty volumes, and in corresponding with every 
amateur and poet by whose means I expected to 
make any valuable additions to our national music 
and song ; for the exertion and money it cost me to 
obtain accompaniments from the greatest masters 
of harmony in Vienna ; and for the sums paid to en
gravers, printers and others. On this subject, the 
testimony of Mr. Preston in London, a man of un
questionable and well-known character, who has 
printed the music for every copy of my work, may 
lie more satisfactory than anything I can say. lu 
August, 1809, he wrote me ns follows: ‘ I am con
cerned at the very unwarrantable attack which has 
lieen made upon you by the author of Xubilia; 
nothing could be more unjust than to say you had 
enriched yourself by Burns's labours ; for the whole 
concern, though it includes the labours of Haydn, 
has scarcely afforded a compensation for the various 
expenses, and for the time employed on the work. 
When a work obtains any celebrity, publishers are 
generally supposed to derive a profit ten times beyond 
the reality ; the sale is greatly magnified, and the ex- 
lenses are not in the least taken into consideration. 
It is truly vexatious to lie so grossly and scandalously 
«••used for conduct, the very reverse of which has 
lieen manifest through the whole transaction.*

“ Were I the sordid man that the anonymous author 
calls me, I had a most inviting opportunity to profit 
much more than I did by the lyrics of our great bard. 
He had written aliove fifty songs expressly for my 
work; they were in my possession unpublished at 
his death ; I hail the right and the power of retaining 
them till I should lie ready to publish them ; but 
when I was informed that an edition of the poet’s 
works was projected for the benefit of his family, I 
put them in immediate possession of the whole of 
his songs, as well as letters; and thus enabled Dr. 
Currie to complete the four volumes, which were

in its room. “Bums,” «ays this writer, 
“ had all the unmanageable pride of Samuel 
Johnson : and, if the latter threw away with 
indignation the new' shoes which had been 
placed at his chamber-door—secretly and col
lectively by his companions—the former would 
have been still more ready to resent any pecu
niary donation with which a single individual, 
after his peremptory prohibition, should avow
edly have dArcd to insult him. He would

sold for the family’s behoof to Messrs. Cadell and 
Davies. And I have the satisfaction of knowing 
that the most zealous friends of the family, Mr. 
Cunningham, Mr. Syme, and Dr. Currie, and the 
poet’s own brother, considered my sacrifice of the 
prior rights of publishing the songs, as no ungrateful 
return for the disinterested and lilieral conduct of 
the poet Accordingly, Mr. Gilbert Burns, in a 
letter to qie, which alone might suffice for an answer 
to all the novelist’s abuse, thus ex pressa himself : 
* If ever I come to Edinburgh, I will certainly call 
on a person whose handsome conduct to my brother’s 
family has secured my esteem, and confirmed me in 
the opinion, that musical taste and talents have a close 
connection with the harmony of the moral feelings.’ 
Nothing is farther from my thoughts than to claim 
any merit for what I did. I never would have said 
a word on the subject, but for the harsh and ground
less accusation which has been brought forward, 
either by ignorance or animosity, and which I have 
long suffered to remain unnoticed, from my great 
dislike to any public appearance.”

To these passages 1 now add part of a letter ad
dressed to myself by Mr. Thomson, since this memoir 
was y*t published. “ After the manner in which 
Bums received my first remittance, I dared not, in 
defiance of his interdict, repeat the experiment upon 
a man so peculiarly sensitive and sturdily indepen
dent. It would have lieen presumption, I thought, 
to make him a second pecuniary offer in the face of 
his declaration, that if I did, 'he would spurn the 
past transaction, and commence to be an entire 
stranger to me.*

“ But, independently of those circumstances, there 
is a^ important fact of which you are probably ig
norant, that I did not publish aliove a tenth part of 
my coUection till after the lamented death of^iur 
bard ; and that while he was alive, I had not dei%ed 
any benefit worth mentioning from his lilieral supply 
of admirable songs, having only brought out hal/ a 
volume of my work. It was not till some years 
posterior to his death, and till Dr. Currie had pub
lished all the manuscript songs which I put into his 
hands for the lieneflt of his widow and family, that 
J brought out the songs along with the music, har
monized by the great composers in Europe. Those 
who supposed, therefore, that I had enriched myself 
by the publication of half a volume, were egregiously 
mistaken. The fact is, that the whole five volumes 
have yielded me a very scanty compensation for my 
various outlays upon the work, and for the many 
years of laliour and research which it cost me.”
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instantly have construed such conduct into a 
virtual assertion that his prohibition was in
sincere, and his independence affected; and 
the more artfully the transaction had been 
disguised, the more rage it would have ex
cited, as implying the same assertion, with 
the additional charge, that if secretly made it 
would not be denied. . . . The state
ment of Mr. Thomson supersedes the necessity 
of any additional remarks. When the public 
is satisfied, when the relations of Bums are 
grateful, and, above all, when the delicate 
mind of Mr. Thomson is at peace with itself 
in contemplating his conduct, there can be no 
necessity for a nameless novelist to contradict 
them."

So far, Mr. Walker :—why Bums, who was 
of opinion, when he wrote his letter to Mr. 
Carfrac, that “no profits arc more honourable 
than those of the labours of a man of genius,” 
and whose own notions of independence had 
sustained no shock in the receipt of hundreds 
of pounds from Creech, should have spumed 
the suggestion of pceunirfÿ recompense from 
Mr. Thomson, it is no easy matter to explain; 
nor do I profess to understand why Mr. Thom
son took so little pains to argue the matter in 
limine with the poet, and convince him, Oint 
the time which he himself considered as fairly 
entitled to be paid for by a common book
seller, ougktfof right to be valued and acknow
ledged on similar terms by the editor and pro
prietor of a book containing both songs and 
music.1

They order these things differently now ; a 
living lyric poet,1 whom none will place in a 
higher rank than Bums, Has long, it is under
stood, l>een in the habit of receiving about as 
much money annually for an annual handful

11 We have little douht that the reasons why Bums 
refused to accept of money from Thomson were, that 
he was working along with the latter as a friend, 
that the work was to him a lalsutr of love, and that 
he knew that as yet Thomson had derived no pecuni
ary benefit to speak of from his publication and was 
not himself In any way a man of means. Creech, on 
the other hand, was a publisher by profession, and if 
Hums took hundreds of pounds from him readily 
enough he knew that Creech was well paid for his 
share in the transaction. Had Bums lived and Thom
son's enterprise been remunerative no doubt the poet 
would have been quite willing to share in the success. 
Bee Carlyle's opinion,Jn his “Essay,"In vol. II. of this 
work.)

1 [Probably Thomas Moore.]

of gongs, ns was ever paid to our bard for the 
whole body of his writings. ’

Of the increasing irritability of our poet’s 
temperament, amidst the various troubles 
which preceded his last illness, his letters 
furnish proofs, to dwell on which could only 
inflict unnecessary pain. Let one example 
suffice. “ Sunday closes a period of our curst 
revenue business, and may probably kc^f me 
employed with my pen until noon. Fine em
ployment for a poet’s pen ! Here I sit, alto
gether Novemberish a d------melange of fret-
fulness and melancholy ; not enough of the 
one to rouse me to passion, nor of the other to 
repose me in torpor ; my soul flouncing and 
fluttering round her tenement, like a wild 
finch caught amid the horrors of winter, and 
newly thrust into a cage. Well, I am per
suaded that it was of me the Hebrew sage 
prophesied, when he foretold—‘ And behold, 
on whatsoever this man doth set his heart, it 
shall not prosper!’—Pray that wisdom and 
bliss may be more frequent visitors of 11. B."*

Towards the close of 1795 [1794] Bums was, 
as has been previously mentioned, employed 
as an acting supervisor of excise. This was 
apparently a stop to a permanent situation of 
that higher and more lucrative class ; and from 
thence, there was every reason to believe the 
kind patronage of Mr. Graham might elevate 
him yet farther. These hopes, however, were 
mingled and darkened with sorrow. Fol four 
plonths of that year his youngest child linvctvl 
through an illness of which every week proX 
raised toXbe the last; and she was finally cut 
off when/the poet, who had walchcd her with 
anxiqds tenderness, was from home on pro
fessional business.4 This was a severe blow, 
and ]ns own nerves, thpugh as yet he had not 
taken any serious alarm aliout his ailments, 
were ill fitted to withstand it.

“There had need,” he writes Mrs. Dunlop, 
15th December [1793], “ there had much need 
be many pleasures annexed to the states of 
husband and father, for, God knows, they have 
many peculiar cares. I cannot describe to you 
the anxious, sleepless hours, these ties fre
quently give me. I see a train of helpless

» Letter to Mrs. Riddell, November, 1793.
* [His youngest daughter, but not Ills youngest 

child as stated aliove, Elizalieth Riddell, died, and 
was buried at Mauchllne in September, 1795.]
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little folks ; me and my exertions all their 
stay; and on what a brittle thread does the 
life of man hang! If I am nipt off at the 
command of fate—even in all the vigour of 
manhood as I am, such things happen every 
day-*gracious God! what would become of 
my little flock? ’Tis here that l envy your 
people of fortune. A father on his deathbed, 
taking an everlasting leave of his children, 
has indeed woe enough ; but the man of com
petent fortune leaves his sons and daughters 
independency and friends; while I—but I 
shall run distracted if I think any longer on 
the subject. ”

To the same lady, on the 29th of the month 
[Dec. 1794], he, after mentioning his super- 
visorship, and saying that at last his political 
sins seemed to be forgiven him—goes on in 
this ominous tone—“What a transient busi
ness is life! Very lately I was a boy; but 
t’other day a young man ; and I already begin 
to feel the rigid fibre ami stiffening joints of 
old age coming fast over my frame. ” We may 
trace the melancholy sequel in these extracts.1

“Slid January, 1796.—1 have lately drunk 
deep of the cup of affliction. The autumn 
robbed me of my only daughter and darling 
child, and that at a distance too, and so rapidly, 
as to put it out of my power to pay the last 
duties to hcr. I had scarcely begun to re
cover from that shock, when 1 became myself 
the victim of a most severe rheumatic fever, and 
long the die spun doubtful ; until, after many 
weeks of a sick-bed, it seems to hax'c turned 
up my life, and 1 ain beginning to crawl across 
my room, and once indeed have been before 
my own door in the street.

When pleasure fascinates the mental sight,
- Affliction purifies the visual ray.

Religion hails the drear the untried night.
That shuts, for ever shuta ! life's doubtful day."

Hut a few days after this, Bums was so 
exceedingly imprudent as to join a festive 
circle at a tavern dinner, where he remained 
till about three in the morning. The weather

• (It will he noticed that there is considerable 
floundering among dates in the last two or three 
paragraphs. Lockhart has evidently lieen misled by 
t’urrie, who, for some reason unknown, dated the 
Dunlop letters of this period in such a way as to con
ceal the fact that there had been a cessation In the 
correspondence, on the lady’s part, of nearly two 
years.)

W

was severe, and he, lieing much intoxicated, 
took no precaution in thus exposing his 
debilitated frame to its influence. It has 
been said, that, he fell asleep upon the snow 
on his way home. It is certain, that next 
morning he was sensible of an icy numbness 
through all his joints—that his rheumatism 
returned with tenfold force upon him—and 
that from that unhappy hour his mind 
brooded ominously on the fatal issue. The 
course of medicine to which he submitted was 
violent; confinement—accustomed as he had 
been to much bodily exercise—preyed miser
ably on all his powers; he drooped visibly, 
and all the hopes of his friends that health 
would return with summer, were destined to 
disappointment.

“ilh June, 1796.*—I am in such miserable 
health as to be utterly incapable of showing 
my loyalty in any way. llackt as I am with 
rheumatisms, I meet every face with a greeting 
like that of llalak to Balaam—‘Come, curse 
me Jacob : and come defy me Israel. ’ ”

"1th July.—I fear the voice of the bard 
will soon be heanl among yon no more. For 
these eight or ten months I have been ailing, 
sometimes bedfast anil sometimes not; but 
these last three months I have been tortured 
with an excruciating rheumatism, which lias 
reduced me to nearly the last stage. You 
actually would not know me if you saw'yie— 
pale, emaciated, and so feeble as occasionally 
to need help from my chair.—My spirit’s fled ! 
fled ! But I can no more on the subject "

This last letterwasaddresseil In Mr. Cunning
ham of Edinburgh, from the small village of 
Brow on the Solway Firth, about ten miles 
from Dumfries, to which the poet removed 
about the end of June [4th July]; “the 
medical folks," as he says, “ having told him 
that his last and only chance was bathing, 
country quarters, and riding." In separating 
himself by their advice from his family for 
these purposes, he carried with him a heavy 
burden of care. “The deuce of the matter,” 
he writes, “ is this, when an exciseman is oft’ 
duty his salary is reduced. What way, in the 
name of thrift, shall I maintain myself ami 
keep a horse in country quarters on £35?" 
He implored his friends in Edinburgh to make 
interest with the board to grant him his full 

1 The birthday ol George III.



128 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

salary ; “ if they do not, I must lay my account 
with an exit truly en jtoèle—if 1 die not of 
disease, I must perish with hunger.” The 
application was, I believe, sifccessful ; but 
Hums lived not to profit by the indulgence, or 
the justice, of his superiors.1

Mrs. Riddell of Woodley Park, a beautiful 
and very accomplished woman, to whom many 
of Burns's most interesting letters, in the latter 
years of his life, were addressed, happened to 
be in the neighbourhood of Brow when Burns 
reached his bathing quarters, and exerted her
self to make him as comfortable as circum
stances permitted. Having sent her carriage 
for his'conveyance, the poet visited her on the 
6th July; and she has, in a letter published 
by Dr. Currie, thus described his appearance 
and conversation on that occasion :—

“ I was struck with his appearance on enter
ing the room. The stamp of death was im
printed on his features. He seemed already 
touching the brink of eternity. His first 
salutation was, ‘ Well, madam, have you any 
commands for the other world!’ I replied 
that it seemed a doubtful case which of us 
should lie there soonest, and that I hoped he 
would yet live to write my epitaph. (I was 
then in a poor state of health. ) He looked 
in my face with an air of great kindness, and 
expressed his concern at seeing me look so ill, 
with his accustomed sensibility. At table he 
ate little or nothing, and he complained of 
having entirely lost the tone of his stomach. 
We had a long and serious conversation aliout 
his present situation, and the approaching 
termination of all his earthly prospects. He 
spoke of his death without any of the ostenta
tion of philosophy, but with firmness as well as 
feeling—as an event likely to happen very 
soon, and which gave him concern chiefly from 
leaving his four children so young and unpro
tected, and his wife in so interesting a siyiation 
—in hourly expectation of lying-in of a fifth. 
He mentioned, with seeming pride and satis
faction, the promising genius of his eldest son, 
and the flattering marks of approbation be 
had received from his teachers, and dwelt

1 (It sp;>ean it was neither to the Indulgence nor 
the Justice of his su|ieriors that Munis was obliged, 
but to the generosity of a young candidate for appoint
ment III the excise named Stoble, who undertook to 
discharge Ids uttlclal duties, otherwise Ills full salary 
#ould not have been continued. See vol. tv. p. 252.]

particularly on his hopes of that boy’s future 
conduct and merit His anxiety for his 
family seemed to hang heavy upon him, and 
the more perhaps from the reflection that he 
had not done them all the justice he was so 
well qualified to do. Passing from this sub
ject, he showed great concern about the care 
of his literary fame, and particularly the 
publication of his posthumous works. }(e 
said he was well aware that his death would 
occasion some noise, and that every scrap of 
his writing would be revived against him to 
the injury of his future reputation : that 
letters and verses written with unguarded and 
improper freedom, and which he earnestly 
wished to have buried in oblivion, would he 
handed about by idle vanity or malevolence, 
when no dread of his resentment would restrain 
them, or prevent the censures of ahrill-tongucd 
malice, or the insidious sarcasms of envy, from 
pouring forth all their venom to blast his fame. 
Helamented that he had written many epigrams 
on persons against whom he entertained no 
enmity, and whose characters he should lie 
sorry to wound ; and many indifferent poetical 
pieces, which he feared would now, with all 
their imperfections on their head, be thrust 
upon the world. On this account he deeply 
regretted having deferred to put his pa|icru 
into a state of arrangement, as he was now 
quite incapable of that exertion. The con
versation was kept up with great evenness and 
animation on his side. I have seldom seen his 
mind greater or more collected. There was 
frequently a considerable degree of vivacity in 
his sallies, and they would preliably have had 
a greater share, had not the concern and dejec
tion I could not disguise, damped the spirit 
of pleasantry he seemed not unwilling to 
indulge. We parted about sunset on the 
evening of that day (the 5th of July, 1799), 
and the next day I saw him again, and we 
parted to meet no more ! ”

I do not know the exact date of the follow
ing [probably 14th July]:—

To Mrs. Bums.—“Brow, Thursday.—My 
dearest Iiove, I delayed writing until I could 
tell you what effect sea-bathing was likely to 
produce. It would lie injustice to deny that 
it. has cased my pains, and I think has streng
thened me; but my appetite is still extremely 
bad. No flesh or fish can I swallow, porridge
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»nd milk are the only things I can taste. I am 
very happy to hear, by Miss Jess Lewars, that 
you are all well. My very best and kindest 

''compliments to her and to all the children. I 
will see you on Sunday. Your affectionate 
husbaq^ 11. B. ”

There is a very affecting letter to Gilbert, 
dated the 7 th, in which the poet says : “lam 
dangerously ill, and not likely to get better. 
God keep my wife and children !” On the 
12th lie wrote the letter to Mr. George Thom
son, above quoted, requesting £5; and addressed 
another, still more painful, to his affectionate 
relative Mr. James Bumess of Montrose, by 
whoso favour it is now before the reader :—

“Mv dearest Cousin,

“When you offered me money assistance, 
little did I think I should want it so soon. A 
rascal Of a haberdasher, to whom I owe a con
siderable bill, taking it into his head that I 
am dying, has commenced a process against 
me, and will infallibly put my emaciated body 
into jail. Will you be so good as to accom
modate me, and that by return of post, with 
ten pounds? 0, James! did you know the 
pride of my heart, you would feel doubly for 
me! Alas! I am not used to beg! The 
worst of it is, my health was coming about 
finely. You know, and my physician assures 
me, that melancholy and low spirits arc half 
my disease ; guess, then, my horrors since this 
business began. If 1 had it settled, I would 
be, 1 think, quite well in a manner. How 
shall I use this language to you? / 0, do not 
disappoint me! but strong necessity's curst 
command !

“I have been thinking over and over my 
brother’s affairs, and I fear I must cut him 
up; but on this I will correspond at another 
time, particularly as I shall want your advice.

“ Forgive me for once more mentioning by 
return of pout. Save me from the horrors of 
a jail !

“ My compliments to my friend James, and 
to all the rest 1 do not know what 1 have 
written. The subject is so horrible, I dare 
not look it over again. Farewell ! R.B."

July lUk.
The same date appears also on a letter to 

his friend Mrs. Dunlop. Of these three pro
ductions of the 12th of July, who would not !

willingly believe that the following was the 
last?

“ Madam, I have written you so often, 
without receiving any answer, that I would 
not trouble you again, but for the circumstances 
in which I am. An illness which has long 
hung about me, in all probability will speedily 
send me beyond that bourne whence no traveller 
returnu. Your friendship, with which for 
many years you honoured me, was the friend
ship dearest to my soul. Your conversation, 
and especially your correspondence, were at 
once highly entertaining and instructive. 
With what pleasure did 1 use to break up the 
seal ! The remembrance yet adds one pulse 
more to my poor palpitating heart.—Fare
well!"

1 give the following anecdote in the words 
of Mr. M ‘Diarmid :—“Rousseau, we all know, 
when dying, wished to be carried into the 
open air, that he might obtain a parting look 
of the glorious orb of day. A night or two 
before Burns left Brow he drank tea with 
Mrs. Craig, widow of the minister of Ruthwell. 
His altered appearance excited much silent 
sympathy, and the evening being beautiful, 
and the sun shining brightly through the case
ment, Miss Craig (now Mrs. Henry Duncan) 
was afraid the light mighti be too much for 
him, and rose with the view |f letting down the 
window blinds. Burns immediately guessed 
what she meant, and regarding the young 
lady with a look of gregt benignity, said, 
• Thank you, my dear, for four kind attention, 
but oh let him shine ! he will not shine long 
for me.’ "

On the 18th, despairing of any benefit from 
the sea, our poet came back to Dumfries. 
Mr. Allan Cunningham, who saw him arrive, 
“ visibly changed in his looks, being with 
difficulty able to stand upright, and reach his 
own door,” has given a striking picture, in 
one of his essays, of the state of popular feeling 
in the town during the short space which 
intervened between his return and his death. 
“Dumfries was like a besieged place. It 
was known he was dying, and the anxiety, 
not of the rich and the learned only, but of the 
mechanics and peasants, exceeded all belief. 
Wherever two or three people stood together, 
their talk was of Bums, and of him alone. 
They spoke of his history—of his person—of
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his works—of his family—of his fame—and 
of his untimely and approaching fate, with a 
warmth and an enthusiasm which will ever 
endear Dumfries to my remembrance. All 
that he said or was saying—the opinions of 
the physicians (and Maxwell was a kind and 
a skilful one), were eagerly caught up and 
reported from street to stfcet, and from house 
to house.”

“ His good humour (Cunningham adds) was 
unruffled, and his wit never forsook him. He 
looked at one of his fellow-volunteers with a 
smile, as he stood by the bed-side with his 
eyes wet, and said, ‘John, don’t let the awk
ward squad fire over me.’ He repressed with 
a smile the hopes of his friends, and told 
them he had lived long enough. As his life 
drew near a close, the eager, yet decorous 
solicitude of his fellow-townsmen, increased. 
It is the practice of the young men of Dumfries 
to meet in the streets during the hours of 
remission from labour, and by these means I 
had an opportunity of witnessing the general 
solicitude of all ranks and of all ages. His 
differences with them on some important 
points were forgotten and forgiven ; they 
thought only of his genius—of the delight bis 
compositions had diffused—and they talked 
of him with the same awe as of some departing 
spirit, whose voice was to gladden them no 
more, ”1

“A tremor now pervaded his frame," says 
Dr. Currie on the authority of the physician 
who attended him ; “his tongue was parched; 
and his mind sunk into delirium, when iy6t 
roused by conversation. On the second aiid 
third day the fever increased, and his strength 
diminished." On the fourth, July 21st, 1796, 
Robert Bums died.

“ I went to see him laid out for the grave,” 
says Mr. Allan Cunningham ; “several elder 
people were with me. He lay in a plain un
adorned coffin, with a linen sheet drawn over 
his face, and on the bed, and around the body, 
herbs and flowers were thickly strewn, accor
ding to the usage of the country. He was 
wasted somewhat by long illness ; but death

> In the London Magazine, 1824, article, “ Roliert 
Burns and Lord Byron." [Allan Cunningham was 
not quite twelve years of age when Bums died, and 
It la hard to tell how much of these “recollections" 
was really his own, how much mere hearsay.)

had not increased the swarthy hue of his face 
which was uncommonly dark and deeply 
marked—his broad and open brow was pale 
and serene, and around it his sable hair lay in 
masses, slightly touched with gray. The room 
where he lay was plain and neat, and the sim- 
plieity of the poet's humble dwelling pressed 
the presence of death more closely on the 
heart than if his bier had been embellished by 
vanity, and covered with the blazonry of high 
ancestry and rank. We stood and gazed on 
him in silence for the space of several minutes 
—we went, and others succeeded us—not a 
whisper was heard. This was several days 
after his death. ”

On the 25th of July [on the evening of 
Sunday, the 24th], the remains of the poet 
were removed to the Trades’ Hall, where they 
lay in state until next morning. The. volun
teers of Dumfries were determined to inter 
their illustrious comrade (as indeed lie had 
anticipated) with military honours. The chief 
persons of the town and neighbourhood were 
anxious to make part of the procession ; and 
not a few travelled from great distances to 
witness the solemnity. The streets were lined 
by the fenciblc infantry of Angusshirc, and 
the cavalry of the Cinque Ports, then quartered 
at Dumfries, whose commander, Lord Hawke*, 
bury (now Earl of Liverpool *), although he 
had always declined a personal introduction 
to the poet,3 officiated as one of the chief 
mourners. “ The multitude who accompanied 
Burns to the grave might amount," says 
Cunningham, “to ten or twelve thousand. 
Not a word was heard. ... It was an im
pressive and mournful sight to see men of all 
ranks and persuasions and opinions mingling 
as brothers, and stepping side by aide down 
the streets of Dumfries, with the remains of 
him who had sung of their loves and joys 
and domestic endearments, with a truth and 
a tenderness which none jicrhap* have since 
equalled. I could, indeed, have wished the 
military part of the procession away. The 
scarlet and gold—the banners displayed—the 
measured step, and the military array—with

1 The second carl of the family, deceased since this 
memoir was first published. [He became prime 
minister In 1812, an office which lie held till 1827. 
He died In 1828.)

• So Mr. Syme Informed Mr. M‘ Dlarmld.
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the sounds of martial instruments of music, 
had no share in increasing the solemnity of 
the burial scene, and had no connection with 
the poet. I looked on it then, and I consider 
it now, as an idle ostentation, a piece of 
superfluous state, which might have been 
spared, more especially as his neglected, and 
traduced, and insulted spirit, had experienced 
no kindness in the body from those lofty people 
who are now proud of being numbered as his 
coevals and countrymen. ... 1 found-myself 
at the brink of the poet’s grave, into which he 
was about to descend for ever. There was a 
pause among the mourners, as if loath to part 
with his remains; and when he was at last 
lowered, and the first shovelful of earth sounded 
on his coffin-lid, 1 looked up and saw tears 
on many checks where tears were not usual. 
The volunteers justified the fears of their com
rade by three ragged and straggling volleys. 
The earth was heaped up, and the green sod 
laid over him, and the multitude stood gazing 
on the grave for some minutes, and then melted 
silently away. The day was a fine one, the 
sun was almost without a cloud, not a drop of 
rain fell from dawn to twilight. I notice this, 
not from any concurrence in the common 
superstition, that ‘ happy is the corpse which 
the rain rains on,’ but to confute the pious 
fraud of a religious magazine, which made 
heaven express its wrath at the interment of 
a profane poet, in thunder, in lightning, and 
in rain.” »

During the funeral solemnity Mrs. Hums 
was seized with the pains of labour, and gave 
birth to a male infant, who quickly followed 
his father to the grave. Mr. Cunningham 
describes the appearance of the family, when 
they at last emerged from their house of sorrow : 
—“ A weeping Widow and four helpless sons ; 
they came into the streets in their mournings, 
and public sympathy wab awakened afresh. I 
shall never forget the looks of his boys, and 
the compassion which they excited. The 
poet’s life had not been without errors, and 
such errors, too, as a wife is-slow in forgiving ; 
but he was honoured then, and is honoured 
now, by the unalienable affection of his wife ; 
and the world repays her prudence and her 
love by its regard and esteem."

There was much talk at the time of a sub-' 
scription for a monument; but Mrs. Burns,

beginning ere long to suspect that the busi
ness was to end in talk, covered the grave at 
her own expense with a plain tombstone, in
scribed simply with the name and age of the 
poet. In 1813, however, a public meeting 
was held at Dumfries, General Dunlop, son to 
Burns’s friend and patroness, being in the 
chair; a subscription was opened, and con
tributions flowing in rapidly from all quarters, 
a costly mausoleum was at length erected on 
the most elevated site which the churchyard 
presented. Thither the remains of the poet 
were solemnly transferred 1 on the 5th J une, 
1815; and the spot continues to be visited 
every year by many hundreds of travellers. 
The structure, which is perhaps more gaudy 
than might have been wished, [is in the form 
of a Greek temple surmounted by a dome, as 
will be seen from the plate in the last volume 
of this work2].

Immediately after the poet’s death a sub
scription was opened for the benefit of his 
family; Mr. Miller of Dalswinton, Dr. Maxwell, 
Mr. Syme, Mr. Cunningham,and Mr. M'Murdo 
becoming trustees for the application of the 
money. Many names from other parts of 
Scotland appeared in the lists, and not a few 
from England, especially London and Liver
pool. Seven hundred pounds were in this way 
collected ; an additional sum was forwarded 
from India; and the profits of Dr. Currie’s 
Life and Edition of Bums were also consider
able. The result has been, that the sons of 
the poet received an excellent education, and 
that Mrs. Bums continued to reside, enjoying 
a decent independence, in the house where the 
poet died, situated in what is now, by the 
authority of the Dumfries magistracy, called 
Bums Street.3 ,

1 The original tombstone of Bums was at first sunk 
under the pavement of the mausoleum, but has since 
been raised and fixed in the floor; and the grave 
which first received his remains Is now occupied, 
according to her own dying request, by a daughter 
of Mrs. Dunlop.

* |See vol. v.—“Monuments to Burns. ')
* | On leaving Ellisland for the town of Dumfries In 

December, 1791, Burns and his family took UP their 
alaale In a house of three small apartments, each with 
a window to the street, on the second floor of a tene
ment on the north side of Bank Street, then called 
the Wee Vennel. The small central room was used 
as the poet's Mnctum, and here, during hla eighteen 
months’ tenancy, he composed some of bis most pop-
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“Of the (four surviving) sons of the poet," 
says their uncle Gilbert in 1820, “Robert, the 
eldest, is placed as a clerk in the stamp-office, 
London"(1829). “FrancisWallace,thesecond, 
died in 1803; William Nicol, the third, went 
to Madras in 1811 ; and James Ulencairn, the 
youngest, to Bengal in 1812, both as cadets in 
the Honourable Company’s service.” These 
young gentlemen have all, it is believed, con
ducted themselves through life in a manner 
highly honourable to themselves, and to the
ular songs. Immediately underneath the poet's 
apartments a gentleman named John Syme had his 
ottlee lor the distribution of stamps. He became a 
warm friend of the poet, and after the death of the 
latter acted as his executor. This tenement be
longed to a Captain Hamilton, a great admirer of 
Bums, and is now marked by a stone tablet on the 
front of the second floor: —“ Robert Burns, the 
National Poet, lived in this house with l;is family- 
on coming to Dumfries from Ellisland, in 1701." 
The poet afterwards removed to a small “self-con
tained ” two-story house on the south side of a short, 
mean street striking eastward from St. Michael Street, 
in the northern vicinity of SL Michael's church. The 
street was then known as Millhrae or Millbrae-hole; 
hut after Burns's death its name, as aliove stated, 
was changed to Bums Street. His house here con
sisted of a .sitting-room and kitchen on the ground- 
floor ; two bedrooms—in one of which, a small room, 
fifteen feet by nine, the poet died—on the floor above; 
and a couple of attic bedrooms In which the children 
slept. The house In Burns's time was one of a good 
order, such as was occupied by the liettcr class of 
citizens. After Ids death it continued in the occu
pancy of his widow down to the time of her death 
In 1834, and in 1850 was purchased by Col. Wm. 
Nicol Bums, son of the poet. It was left by Col. 
Burns to the Dumfries and Maxwellton Industrial 
School, but still continues to be kept In, as much as 
possible, the same oondition as when Bums inhabited 
it, though In 1880 it was found to require rebuilding 
In part. In a niche in the adjoining building a bust 
of the |H>et has been placed, along with a stone bear
ing this Inscription:—“ In the Adjoining House, to 
the North, Lived and Died the Poet of his Country 
and of Mankind, Robert Bums." In a narrow, gloomy 
dose off the High Street Is situated the Globe Tavern 
which Bums used to frequent, at the bar of which 
“Anna wi' the gowden locks" was the presiding 
Helie, and on the windows of which he used to scratch 
verses with his diamond. The house, which Is In
vested with somewhat of a painful Interest, has un
dergone very little change since the days of Bums ; 
indeed the doors, windows, floors, and panelling are 
almost unaltered. The King's Amis Inn was also an 
occasional “liowff" of Bums, and a window pane on 
which lie had scratched an epigram was for a long time 
a great attraction to both townsmen and strangers. 
The pew which Burns occupied in 8t Michael's Church, 
ami on which he had cut the initials “R. B.," was 
sold at the relishing of the church in 1869 for £5.)

name which they bear. One of them (James) 
as soon as his circumstances permitted, settled 
a liberal annuity on his estimable mother 
[which she continued to enjoy till her death 
in April, 1834].

Gilbert, the admirable brother of the poet 
survived till the 27th of April, 1827. llere’- 
moved from Mossgiel, shortly after the death 
of Burns, to a farm in Dumfriesshire, carrying 
with him his aged mother, who died under his 
roof. At a later period he became factor to 
the noble family of Blantyre, on their estates 
in East Lothian. The pecuniary succours 
which the poet afforded Gilbert Burns, and 
still more the interest excited in his behalf 
by the account of his personal character con
tained in Currie’s Memoir, proved of high ad- 
vantage to him. He trained up a large family, 
six sons and five daughters, and bestowed on 
all his boys what is called a classical education. 
The untimely death of one of these, a young 
man of very promising talents, when on the 
eve of being admitted to holy orders, is sup
posed to have hastened the departure of the 
venerable parent. It should not lie omitted 
that, on the publication of his edition of his 
brother’s works, in 1819, Gilbert repaid, with 
interest, the sum which the poet advanced lo 
him in 1788. Through life, and in death, he 
maintained and justified the promise of his 
virtuous youth, and seems in all respects to 
have resembled his father, of whom Murdoch, 
long after he was no more, wrote in language 
honourable to his own heart: “O for a world 
of men of such dispositions! I have often 
wished, for the good of mankind, that it were 
as customary to honour and perpetuate the 
memory of those who excel in moral rectitude, 
as it is to extol what are called heroic actions: 
then would the mausoleum of the friend of my 
youth overtop and surpass most of those we 
see in Westminster Abbey?’’ 1

It is pleasing to trace in all these details the 
happy influence which our poet’s genius has 
exerted over the destinies of his connections. 
“In the fortunes of his family,” says Mr. 
M'Diarmid,1 “there arc few who do not feel 
the liveliest interest ; anil were a register kept 
of the names, and numbers, and characters, of 
those who from time to time visit the humble 
but decent abode in which Bums breathed his 

1 Article in the Dum/riti Magazine, August, 1825.
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la»t, amid the deepest despondency for the 
fcte of those who were dearer to him than life, 
and in which his widow is spending tranquilly 
the evening of her days in the enjoyment of a 
competency, not derived from the public, but 
from the honourable exertions of her own 
offspring—the detoil, though dry, would be 
pleasing to many, and would weaken, though 
it could not altogether efface, one of the 
greatest stains on the character of our country. 
Kven as it is, his name has proved a source of 
patronage to those he left behind him, such as 
the high and the noblecannot always command. 
Wherever his sons wander, at home or abroad, 
they arc regarded as the scions of a noble 
stock, and receive the cordial greetings of 
hundreds who never saw their faces liefore, 
but who account it a happiness to grasp in 
friend|y pressure the proffered hand in which 
circulates the blood of Bums."1

Sic ro* non t'olii*. The great poet himself, 
whose name is enough to ennoble his chil
dren’s children, was, to the eternal disgrace 
of his country, suffered to live and die in 
penury, and as far as such a creature could 
he degraded by any external circumstances, 
in degradation. Who can o|icn the page of 
Hums, and rcmemlier without a blush, that 
the author of such verses, the human being 
whose breast glowed with such feelings, was 
doomed to earn mere bread for his children by 
casting up the stock of publicans’ cellars, and 
riding over moors and mosses in quest of 
smuggling stills? The subscription for his 
poems was, for the time, large and liberal, 
ami perluips absolves a certain number of the 
gentry of Scotland as individuals ; but that 
some strong movement of indignation did not

1 Mr. M'blannld, In the article alsive quoted, gives 
a touching account of the lllneee ami death of one of 
tile daughters of Mr. James (llenvalrn Hums, on her 
voyage homewards from India. “ At the funeral of 
this |HHir child there was witnessed," saya he, “a 
moat slfci ting scene. Oltlcere, passengers, and men 
were drawn up In regular' order on deck ; aillne wore 
crape round the right arm, others were dressed In the 
deepeat mourning; every head was uncovered; and 
as the lashing of the waves on the shies of the coffin 
proclaimed that the melam holy ceremony had dosed, 
every countenance seemed saddened with grief— 
every eye moistened with tears. Not a few of the 
sailors wept outright, natives of Hcotland. who, even 
when fur away, hail revived their recollections of 
home and youth, iiy listening to, or repeating the 
poetry of Burns."

VOI„ I.

spread over the whole kingdom, when it was 
known that Robert Bums, after being caressed 
and flattered by the noblest and most learned 
of his countrymen, was about to be established 
as a common gauger among the wilds of „ 
Nithsdale—and that, after he was so estab
lished, no interference from a higher quarter 
arrested that unworthy career :—these are 
circumstances which must continue to bear 
heavily on the memory of that generation, and 
especially of those who then administered the 
public patronage of Scÿtland.

In defence, oral least in palliation, of this 
national crime, two false arguments, the one 
resting on facts grossly exaggerated, the other 
having no foundation whatever either on 
knowledge or on wisdom, have been rashly set 
up, and arrogantly as well as ignorantly main
tained. To the one, namely, that public 
patronage would have been wrongfully be
stowed on the poet, because the exciseman 
was a political partisan, it is hoped the details 
embodied iu this narrative have supplied a 
sufficient answer: had the matter been as bad 
as the boldest critics have ever ventured to 
insinuate, Sir Walter Scott’s answer would still 
have remained—“this partisan was Bcrns.” 
The other argument is a still more heartless, 
as well as absurd one ; to wit, that from the 
moral character and habits of the man no pat
ronage, however liberal,, could have influenced 
and controlled his conduct, so as to work lasting 
and effective improvement, and lengthen his ; 
life by raising it more nearly to the elevation 
of his genius. This is indeed a candid and a 
generous method of judging. Are imprudence 
and intemperance, then, found to increase 
usually in proportion as^thc worldly circum
stances of men are easy? Is not the very 
opposite of this doctrine acknowledged by al
most all that have ever tried the reverses of 
fortune’s wheel themselves—by all that have 
contemplated from an elevation, not too high 
for sympathy, the usual course of maimers, 
when their fellow-creatures either encounter or 
live in constant apprehension of

The thousand III» that rise where money falls.
Debt», threats, and duns, bills, bailiffs, writs, and Jails?

To such mean miseries the latter years of 
Burns’s life were exposed, not less than his 
early youth, and after what natural buoyancy

9
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of animal spirits he ever possessed had sunk 
under the influence of time, which, surely 
bringing experience, fails seldom to bring care 
also and sorrow, to spirits more mercurial than 
his ; and in what bitterness of spirit he sub
mitted to his fate, let his own burning words 
once more tell us. “ Take," says he, writing 
to one who never ceased to be his friend— 
*• take these three guineas, and place them over 
against that****account of yours, which lias 
gagged my mouth these five or six months'. 
I can as little write good things, as apologies, 
to the man 1 owe money to. O the supreme 
curse of making three guineas do the business 
of five! Poverty! thou half-sister of death, 
thou cousin-german of hell ! Oppressed by 
thee, the man of sentiment, whose heart glows 
with independence, and melts with sensibility, 
inly pines under the neglect, or writhes in bit
terness of soul under the contumely of arrogant, 
unfeeling wealth. Oppressed by thee, the son 
of genius, whose ill-starred ambition plants him 
at the tables of the fashionable and polite, 
must see, in suffering silence, his remark 
neglected, and his person despised, while 
shallow greatness, in his idiot attempts at wit, 
shall meet with countenance and applause. 
Nor is it only the family of worth that have 
reason to complain of thee; the children of 
folly and vice, though, in common with thee, 
the offspring of evil, smart equally under thy 
rod. The man of unfortunate disposition and 
neglected education «condemned as a fool for 
his dissipation, despised and shunned as a 
needy wretch, when his follies, as usual, bring 
him to want; and when his necessities drive 
him to dishonest practices, he is abhorred as 
a miscreant, and perishes by the justice of his 
country. But far otherwise is the lot of the 
man of family and fortune. //is early follies 
and extravagance are spirit and fire ; hi* con
sequent wants are the embarrassment of an 
honest fellow ; and when, to remedy the mat
ter, he has gained a legal commission to 

•plunder distant provinces, or massacre peace
ful nations, he returns, perhaps, laden with 
the spoils of rapine and munlcr; lives wicked 
gnd respected, and dies a * * * * * and a lord. 
Nay, worst of all, alas for hèlpless woman ! 
The needy prostitute, who has shivered at the 
comer of the street, waiting to earn the wages 
of casual prostitution, is left neglected and

insulted, ridden down by the chariot-wheels 
of the coroueted kip, hurrying on to the guilty 
assignation ; she who, without the same 
necessities to plead, riots nightly in the same 
guilty trade. Well! divines may say of it 
what they please, but execration is to the 
mind, what phlebotomy is to the body; the 
vital sluices of I Kith arc wonderfully relieved 
by their respective evacuations."1

In such evacuations of indignant spleen the 
proud heart of many an unfortunate genian, 
besides this, has fourni or sought relief; ami 
to other more dangerdus indulgences the 
affliction of such sensitive spirits had often, 
ere this time, condescended. The list is a 
long and ]>ainful oqet and it includes some 
names that can claim but a scanty share in 
the u|H>logy of Bums. Addison himself, the 
elegant, the philosophical, the religious Addi
son, must lie numbered with these offenders : 
—Jonson, Cotton, Prior, Parnell, Otway, 
Savage, all sinned in the same sort ; and the 
transgressions of them all have been leniently 
dealt with in comparison with those of one 
whose genius was projiably greater than any 
of theirs; his appetites more fervid, his 
temptations more abundant, his repentance 
more severe. The beautiful genius of Collins 
sunk under similar contaminations ; anil those 
who have, from dulness of head or sourness of 
heart, joined in the too general clamour against 
Burns, may learn a lesson of candour, of mercy, 
and of justice, from the language in which one 
of the best of men, and loftiest of moralists, 
lias commented on frailties that hurried a 
kindred spirit to a like untimely grave.

“ In a long continuance of poverty, and long 
habits of dissipation," says Johnson, “it can
not be expected tliât any character should be 
exactly uniform. That this man, wipe ami 
virtuous as he was. passed always uncntanglcd 
through the snares of life, it would lie prejudice 

mid temerity to affirm ; but it may be said that 
he at least preserved the source of action un
polluted, I hat .his principles were never shaken, 
that his distinctions of right and wrong were 
never confounded, and that his faults had 
nothing of malignity or design, but proceeded 
from some unexpected pressure or casual 
temptation. Such was the fate of Collins,

i letter to Mr. Peter Hill, bookseller, Edinburgh, 
17th Jan. 1791 (as altered by Currie).
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with whom 1 once delighted to converse, and 
whom 1 yét remember with tenderness.”

Bums was an honest man : after all his 
struggles, he owed no man a shilling when he 
died. His heart was always wanu and his 
hand open. “His charities," says Mr. Gray, 
“were great beyond his means;" and I have 
to tlumk Mr. Allan Cunningham for the fol
lowing anecdote, for which 1 am sure every 
reader will thank him too. Mr. Maxwell of 
Tcraughty, an old, austere, sarcastic gentle
man, who cared nothing about jwetry, used 
to say when the excise-books of the district 
were produced at the meetings of the justices
_“ Bring me Burns's journal : it always docs
me good to sec it, for it shows that an honest 
officer may carry a kind heart about with him."

Of his religions principles we are bound to 
judge by wliat he has told us himself in his 
more serious moments. He sometimes doubted 
with the sorrow, what in the main and alwvc 
all, in the end, lie believed with the fervour 
of a poet. “ It occasionally haunts me," says 
he in one of his letters—“ the dark suspicion, 
that immortality may lie only too good news 
to be true;” and here, as oil many points 
besides, how milch did his method of thinking 
(I fear I must add of acting) resemble that of 
a noble poet more recently lost to us! “I 
am no bigot to infidelity," said laird Byron, 
"and did not expect that because I doubted 
the immortality of man I should lie charged 
with denying the existence of a God. It was 
the yfim|ianative insignificance of ourselves and 
our world, when placed in com ym son with 
the mighty whole of which it is an atom, that 
first led me to imagine that our pretentions 
to immortality might be overrated.” 1 dare
not pretend to quote the sequel from memory; 
but the effect was, that Byron, like Burns, 
complained of "the early discipline of Scotch 
Calvinism," and the natural gloom of a melan
choly heart, as having between them engendered 
"a hypochondriacal i/iwvw,” which occasion
ally visited and depressed him through life. 

'-In the opposite scale we are, in justice to 
i Bums, to place many pages which breathe the 

ardour, nay the exultation of faith, and the 
humble sincerity of Christian hope; and jts 
the poet himself has warned us, it well befits 
us “at the balance to be mute.” let us avoid, 
iu the name of religion hcrkelf, the fatal error

of those who would rashly swell the catalogue 
of the enemies of religion. ‘‘A sally of 
levity," says once more Ur. Johnson, “an in
decent jest, an unreasonable objection, are 
sufficient, in the opinion of some men, to efface 
a name from the lists of Christianity, to ex
clude a soul from everlasting life. Such men 
are so watchful to censure, that they have 
seldom much care to look for favourable inter
pretations of ambiguities, or to know how soon 
any step of inadvertency has been expiated by 
sorrow and retraction, but let fly their fulmi
nations without mercy or prudence against 
slight offences or casual temerities, against 
crimes never committed, or immediately re
pented. The zealot should recollect, that he 
is labouring, by this frequency of excommu
nication, against his own cause, and volun
tarily adding strength to the enemies of truth. 
It must always "be the condition of a great 
part of mankind to reject and embrace tenets 
upon the authority of those whom they think 
wiser than themselves, and therefore the addi
tion of every name to infidelity in some degree 
invalidates that argument upon which the re
ligion of multitudes is necessarily founded.”1 
In conclusion, let me adopt the sentiment of 
that illustrious moral poet of our own time, 
whose generous defence of Bums will be re
membered while the language lasts :—

Let no mean hope your souls enslave— 
lie Independeidffgen*ms. brave;
Your V'm t Mich example gave,

And such revere);
But Is- admonish'd by his grave, '

And think and fear.*

It is possible, perhaps for some It may be 
easy, to imagine a character of a much higher 
cast than that of Bums, developed, too, under 
circumstances in many rcs|>ccts not unlike 
those of his history—the character of a man 
of lowly birth and powerful genius, elevated 
by that philosophy which is alone pure and 
divine, far above all those annoyances of ter
restrial spleen and passion, which mixed from 
the beginning with the workings of his in
spiration, and in the end were able to cat 
deep into the great heart which they had long 
tormented. Such a being would have received,

I /.(ft iff Sir Thnmat Browne.
* Wordsworth's “ Address to the Sons of Bums," 

on visiting his grave In 180$.
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no (juestion, a specie# of devout reverence, 1 
mean when the grave haa eloaed on him, to 
which the warmest admirer# of our poet can 
advance no pretension# for their unfortunate 
favourite ; but could such a being have de
lighted hi# specie#—could he even have in
structed them like Bum#’ Ought we not to 
be thankful for ever)1 new variety of fomi and 
circumstance, in and under which the en
nobling energies of true and lofty genius are 
found addressing themselves to the common 
brethren of the race? Would we have none 
hut Milton# and Cowper# in poetry—but 
Browne# and Southeys in prose? Ala#! if it 
were #o, to how large a portion of the species 
would all the gift* of all the muaea remain for 
ever a fountain shut up and » book sealed? 
Were the doctrine of, intellectual excommuni
cation to !>e thus expounded and enforced, 
how small the library that would remain to 
kindle the fancy, to draw out and refine the 
feelings, to enlighten the head by expanding 
the heart of man? From Aristophanes to 
Byron, how broad the sweep, how woeful, the 
desolation !

In the absence of that vehement sympathy 
with humanity as it is, its sorrows and it* joy# 
a# they are, we might have had a great man, 
perhaps a great [met ; but we could have hail 
no Bum*. It is very noble to despise the 
accidents of fortune; but what moral homily 
concerning these, could have equalled that 
which Bums’# poetry, considered alongside of 
Bums'# history, anil the history of hi* fame, 
presents! It is very noble to lie aliove the 
allurement* of pleasure; but who preaches so 
effectually against them as he who sets forth, 
in immortal verse, his own intense sympathy 
with those that yield, and in verse and in 
prose, in action ami in passion, in life and in 
death, the danger# and the miseries of yield- 
ing? . ix

It requires a graver audacity of hypocrisy 
than falls to the share of most men, to declaim 
against Burns’* sensibility to the tangible cares 
and toils of his earthly condition; there are 
more who venture pn broad denunciations of 
his sympathy with the joy# of sense and pas
sion. To these, the great moral poet already 
quoted, speak* in the "following noble jwssage 
—and must he speak in vain? “ Permit me," 
say# he, “ to remind you that it is the privilege

of poetic genius to catch, under certain rcstric- 
lions, of which perhaps at the time of its being 
exerted it is but dimly conscious, a spirit of
pleasure wherever it can be found_in the
walks of nature, and in the business of men. 
The poet, trusting to primary instincts, luxu. 
riates among the felicities of love and wine 
and is enraptured while he describes the fairer 
aspects of war; nor docs he shrink from the 
company of the passion of love though immod
erate—from convivial pleasure, though intem- 
jierate—nor from the presence of war though 
savage, and recognized as the handmaid of 
desolation." Frequently and admirably ha# 
Bums given way to these impulses of nature, 
both with reference to himself, and in describ
ing the condition of others. Who, but some 
impenetrable dunce or narrow-minded puritan 
in works of art, ever read without delight the 
picture which he has drawn of the convivial 
exaltation of the rustic adventurer, “Tam o’ 
Shanter?” The poet fears not to tell the 
reader in the outset that hi# hero was a des
perate and sottish drunkard, whose excesses 
were frequent a* his opportunities. This re
probate sit* down to hi* cups while the storm 
is roaring, and heaven and earth are in con
fusion—the night is driven on by song and 
tumultuous noise—laughter and jest thicken 
as the beverage improves upon the palate- 
conjugal fidelity archly licnd# to the service of 
general benevolence—selfishness is not absent, 
but wearing the mask of social cordiality— 
and, while these various element* of humanity 
arc blended into one proud and happy com
position of elated spirits, the anger of the 
tempest without doors only heightens and sets 
off1 the eryoyment within. 1 pity him who 
cannot perceive that, in all this, though there 
was no moral.purpose, there is a moral effect.

Kings may lie hirst, but Tam was glorious,
. O'er a’ the ilia ol life victorious.

.** What a lesson do these words convey of 
charitable indulgence for the vicious habits of 
the principal actor in this scene, and of those 
who resemble him ! Men, who to the rigidly 
virtuous arc objects almost of loathing, and 
whom therefore they cannot serve ! The poet, 

j penetrating the unsightly and disgusting sur
faces of things, has unveiled, with exquisite 
skill, the finer ties of imagination and feeling
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that often bind these beings to practices pro
ductive of much unhappiness to themselves, 
and to those whom it is their duty to cherish 
_allj) as far as he puts the reader into posses
sion of this intelligent sympathy, he qualifies 
him for exercising a salutary influence over 
the minds of those who are thus deplorably 
deceived."1

That some men in every age will comfort 
themselves in the practice of certain vices, by 
reference to particular passages both in tljfe 
history and in' the poetry of Bums, there j» 
all reason to fear; but surely the general in
fluence of both is calculated, and has been 
found, to produce far different effects. The 
universal popularity which his writings have 
all along enjoyed among one of the most 
virtuous of nations, is, of itself, surely a de
cisive circumstance. Search Scotland over, 
from the 1’entland to the Solway, and there is 
not a cottage-hut so |>oor and wretched as to 
be without its Bible ; and hardly ont) that, on 
the same shelf, and next to it, docs not treasure 
a Burns. Have the |>eople degenerated since 
tlicir adoption of this new manual ? Has their 
attachment to the Book of Books declined? 
Are their hearts less firmly bound, than were 
their fathers’, to the old faith and the old 
virtues? I believe he that knows the most of 
the country will he the readiest to answer all 
these questions as every lover of geniu i and 
virtue would desire to hear them answered.

Un one point there can be no controversy : 
the poetry of Bums has had most powerful 
influence in reviving and strengthening the 
national feelings of his countrymen. Amidst 
jicnury and labour, his youth fed on the old 
minstrelsy and traditional glories of his nation, 
and his genius divined that what be felt so 
deeply must belong to a spirit that might lie 
smothered around him, but could not be 
extinguished. The political circumstances of 
Scotland were, and hail lieen, such as to starve 
the flame of patriotism ; the popular literature 
had striven, and not in vain, to make itself 
Kngliah ; and, above all, a new and a cold 
system of speculative philosophy had begun to 
spread widely among us. A peasant appeared, 
and set himself to check the creeping pesti
lence of this indifference. Whatever genius 
has since then been devoted to the illustration 

1 Wordsworth’s Letter to tiny.

of the national manners, and sustaining thereby 
of the national feelings of the people, there can 
be no doubt that Bums will ever be remem
bered as the founder, and, alas! in his own 
person as the martyr, of this reformation.

That which is nowadays called, by solitary 
eminence, the rcealth of the nation, had been 
on the increase ever since our incorporation 
with a greater and wealthier state—nay, that 
the laws had been improving, and, above all, 
the administration of the laws, ifwould lie 
mere bigotry to dispute. It may also Ire con
ceded easily, that the national mind had been 
rapidly clearing itself of many injurious pre
judices—that the people, as a people, had been 
gradually and surely advancing in knowledge 
and wisdom, as well as in wealth and security. 
But all this good had not lieen accomplished 
without rade work. If the improvement were 
valuable, it had been purchased dearly. “ The 
spring fire," Allan Cunningham says beauti
fully somewhere, “which destroys the furze, 
makes an end also of the nests of a thousand 
song-birds ; and he who goes a trou ting with 
lime, leaves little of life in the stream.” We 
were getting fast ashamed of many precious and 
beautiful things, only for that they were old 
and our own.

It has already been remarked, how even 
Smollett, who began with a national tragedy, 
and one of the noblest of national lyrics, never 
dared to make use of the dialect of his own 
country; and how Moore, another enthusiastic 
Scotsman, followed in this respect, as in others, 
the example of Smollett, and over and overagain 
counselled Bums to do the like. But a still 
more striking sign of the times is to be found 
in the style adopted by both of these novelists, 
especially the great master of the art, in the 
representations of the manners and diameters 
of their own countrymen. In Humphrey 
Clinker the last and best of Smollett’s tales, 
there are some traits of a better kind—but, 
taking his works as a whole, the impression it 
conveys is certainly a painful, a disgusting 
one. The Scotchmen of these author» are the 
Jockics and Archies of farce—

Time out of mind the Southrons' mlrthmakers —

the best of them grotesque combinations of 
simplicity and hypocrisy, pride and meanness. 
When such men, high-spirited Scottish gentle-
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men, possessed of learning and talents, and one 
of them at least of splendid genius, felt, or 
fancied, the necessity of making such submis
sions to the prejudices of the dominant nation, 
ami did so without exciting a murmur among 
their own countrymen, we may form some 
notion of the boldness of Burns’s experiment ; 
anil on contrasting the state of things then 
with what is before us now, it will cost no 
effort to appreciate the nature and consequences 
of the victory in which our poet led the way, 
by achievements never in their kind to be sur
passed.1 “Burns," says Mr. Campbell, “has 
given elixir vitse to his dialect;"1—he gave it 
to more than his dialect.

The moral influence of his genius has not 
licen confined to his own countrymen. “The 
range of the pastoral," said Johnson, “is 
narrow. Poetry cannot dwell upon the min
uter distinctions by which one species differs 
from another, without departing from that 
simplicity of grandeur which fiU the imagina- 
lion ; nor dissect the latent qualities of thimrs, 
without losing its general power of gratifying 
every mind by recalling Un own conception». 
Not only the images of rural life, but the 
occasions on which they can be properly ap
plied, arc few and general. The state of a 
man confined to the employments and pleasures 
of the country, is so little diversified, and 
exposed to so few of those accident* which 
produce perplexities, terrors, and surprises, 
in more complicated transactions, that he 
can lie shown but seldom in such circumstances 
as attract curiosity. His ambition is without

1 " He was,” says a writer, in whose language a 
brother poet will lie recognlieil—“ he was In many 
respect» Imm at a happy time ; happy for a man of 
gen I in like lilm, but fatal and hopeleaa to the more 
common mind. A whole world of life lay before 
Hums, whose Inmost recessea, and darkest nook», snd 
sunniest eminences, he hail familiarly tnslden from 
his childhood. All that world he felt could lie made 
his own. No coiHiuenir had overrun Its fertile pro
vinces, and It’ was for him to lie crowned supreme 
over all the

Lyric lingers of that high-soul'd land.
The crown that he has won can never lie removed 
from Ills head. Much la yet left for other poets, even 
among that life where his spirit delighted to work ; 
but he has built monuments on all the high places, 
and they who follow can only hope to leave liehlnd 
them some far humbler memorials."—Blackwood's 
Magasins, Feb. 1817.

« Specimen« of the Britith Poets, vol. vtl. p. 240.

policy, ami his love without intrigue. He ha» 
no complaints to make of his rival, but that 
he is richer than himself; nor any disasters 
to lament, but a cruel mistress or a bad 
harvest. "3 Such were the notions of the great 
arbiter of taste, whose dicta formed the creed 
of the British world at the time when Bum* 
made his appearance to overturn all such dog. 
mata at a single blow ; to convince the loftiest 
of the noble, and the daintiest of the learned, 
that wherever human nature Is at work the 
eye of a poet may discover rich elements of his 
art—that over Christian Kurope, at all events, 
the purity of sentiment ami the fervour of 
passion may lie found combined with sagacity 
of intellect, wit, shrewdness, humour, whatever 
elevates, and whatever delights the minds, not 
more easily amidst the most “ complicated 
transactions" of the most polished societies, than

In huts where poor men lie.

Bums did not place himself only within the 
estimation ami admiration of those whom the 
world called his superiors—a solitary tree 
emerging into light and air, and leaving the 
luirent underwood a* low ami as dark as before. 
He, as well as any man,

Knew Ills own worth, sml reverenced the lyre /

but lie ever announced himself a* a pcamnt, 
the representative of his class, the painter of 
their manners, inspired by the same influences 
which ruled their bosoms; and whosoever 
sympathized with the verse of Bums had his 
soul opened for the moment to the whole 
family of man. If, in too many instances, the 
matter ha* stopped there—the blame is not 
with the poet, but with the mad and uncon
querable pride and coldness of the worldly 
heart—“man's inhumanity to man." If, in 
spite of Bums, and all his successors, the 
boundary-lines of society are observed with 
increasing strictnes* among ns—if the various 
orders of men still, day by day, feel the chord 
of sympathy relaxing, let us lament over 
symptoms of a disease in the body politic, 
which, if it goes on, must find sooner or later 
a fatal ending : but let us not undervalue the 
antidote which ha* all along been checking 
this strong poison. Who can doubt, that at 
this moment thousands of “ the first-born of 

* Rambler, No. 86.
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Egypt" look upon the smoke of a cottager's 
chimney with feelings which would never have 
been developed within their being had there 
been no Bums? •

Such, it can hardly be disputed, lias been, 
and is the general influence of the poet's genius; 
and the effect has been accomplished, not in 
spite of, but by means of the most exact con
tradiction of, every one of the principles laid 
down by Dr. Johnson in a passage already 
cited, and, indeed, assumed throughout the 
whole l>ody of that great author's critical dis
quisitions. Whatever Bums lias done, he lias 
done by his exquisite power of entering into 
the characters and feelings of individuals; as 
Heron has well expressed it, “by the effusion 
of particular, not general sentiments, and in 
the picturing out of particular imagery.”

Currie says, that “if fiction be the soul of 
poetry, as some assert, Burns can have small 
pretensions to the name of poet. " The success 
of Bums, the influence of his verse, would 
alone be enough to overturn all the systems 
of a thousand definers ; but the doctor has ob
viously taken fiction in far too limited a sense. 
There are indeed but few of Hunts's pieces in 
which he is found creating beings and circum
stances, both alike alien from his own person 
and experience, and then, by the power of 
imagination, divining and expressing what 
forms life and |«iaaion would assume with, and 
under these—but there arc some ; there is 
quite enough to satisfy every reader of “ Hal
lowe’en," the “Jolly Beggars," and “Tam o’ 
Shantcr” (to say nothing of various particular 
songs, such as “Brace’s Address,” “ Mac- 
pherson's lament,” Act), that Bums, if he 
pleased, might have been as largely and as 
successfully an inventor in this way, as he is 
in another walk, jterhaps not so inferior to this 
as many people may have accustomed them
selves to believe ; in the art, namely, of re
combining and new-combining, varying, em
bellishing, and fixing and transmitting, the 
elements of a most picturesque experience 
and most vivid feelings.

Lord Byron, in his letter on Pope, treats 
with high and just contempt the laborious 
trifling which has been expended on distin
guishing by air-drawn lines and technical 
slang-words, the elements and materials of 
poetical exertion ; and, among other things,

expresses his scorn of the attempts that have 
been made to class Burns among minor poets, 
merely because he has ' pufTorth few large 
pieces, and still fewer of what is called the 
purely imaginative character. Fight who will 
aliout words and forms, “ Burns’s rank,” says 
he, “is in the first class of his art;" and 1 
believe the world at large are nowadays well ) 
prepared to prefer a line from such a pen a*r 
Byron’s on any such subject as this, to the 
most luculent dissertation that ever perplexed 
the brains of writer and of reader, Ocntio, 
ertjo «uni, says the metaphysician ; the critic 
may safely parody the saying, and assert that 
that is poetry of the highest onlcr which ex
erts influence of the most powerful order on 
the hearts and minds of mankind.

Bums has been appreciated duly, and he 
has had the fortune to be praised eloquently, 
by almost every poet who has come after him. 
To accumulate all that has'been said of him, 
even by men like himself, o't the first order, 
would fill a volume—and a noble monument, 
no question, that volume would be—the 
noblest, except what he has leftys in his own 
immortal verses, which—were sdme dross re
moved, and the rest arranged In a chrono
logical order1—would, I believe] form, to the 
intelligent, a more perfect and vivid history 
of his life, than will ever be composed out of 
all the material in the world besides.

“ The impression of his genius,” says Camp
bell, “is deep and universal ; and, viewing 
him merely as a poet, there is scarcely another 
regret connected with his name, than that his 
productions, with all their merit, fall short of" 
the talents which he possessed. That he never 
attempted any great work of fiction may be 
partly traced to the cast of his genius, and 
partly to his circumstances and defective 
education. His poetical temperament was 
that of fitful transports, rather than steady in
spiration. Whatever he might have written 
was likely to have been fraught with passion. 
There is always enough of intercut in life to 
cherish the feelings of genius; but it requires 

! knowledge to enlarge and enrich the imagina
tion. Of that knowledge, which unrolls the 

I diversities of human manners, adventures, and 
! characters, to a poet’s study, he could have no
, 11The poems are arranged In chronological order 
I in the present edition.) ®*
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great abate ; although he stamped the little 
treasure which he possessed in the mintage of 
sovereign genius."'

“Notwithstanding," says Sir Walter Scott, 
“the spirit of many of his lyrics, and the ex
quisite sweetness and simplicity of others, wc 
cannot but deeply regret that so much of his 
time and talents was frittered away in compil
ing and composing for musical collections. 
There is sufficient evidence, that even the 
genius of Burns could not support him in the 
monotonous task of writing lore verses on 
hearing bosoms and sparkling eyes, and twist
ing them into such rhythmical forms as might 
suit the capricious evolutions of Scotch reels 
and strathspeys. Besides, this constant waste 
of his power and fancy in small and insignifi
cant compositions, must necessarily have had 
no little effect in deterring him from under
taking any grave or important task, lot no 
one suppose that we undervalue the songs of 
Burns. When his soul was intent on suiting 
a favourite air to words humorous or tender, 
as the subject demanded, no poet of our tongue 
ever displayed higher skill in marrying melody 
to immortal verse. But the writing of a series 
of songs for large musical collections degener
ated into a slavish labour which no talents 
could support, led to negligence, and, above 
all, diverted the poet from his grand plan of 
dramatic composition. To produce a work of 
this kind, neither, perhaps, a regular tragedy 
nor comedy, but something |>artaking of the 
nature of both, seems to have been long the 
cherished wish of Burns, lie had even fixed 
on the subject, which was an adventure in low 
life said to have happened to Robert Bruce 
while wandering in danger and disguise, after 
I icing defeated by the English.1 The Scottish 
dialect would have rendered such a piece totally 
unfit for the stage ; but those who recollect the 
masculine and lofty tone of martial spirit 
which glows in the poem of Bannockburn, 
will sigh to think what the character of the 
gallant Bruce might have proved under the 
band of Burns. It would undoubtedly have 
wanted that tinge of chivalrous feeling which 
the manners of the age, no less than the dis
position of the monarch, demanded ; but this

• Specimen», vol vit. p. 241.
* I See Mr. Ramsay's account of a visit fo Elltslainl. 

p. 117.]

deficiency would have tieen more than supplied 
by a bard who could have drawn from his per
ceptions the unbending energy of a hero sus
taining the desertion of friends, the persecu
tion of enemies, and the utmost malice of 
disastrous fortune. The scene, too, being 
partly laid in humble life, admitted that dis
play of broad humour and exquisite pathos 
with which he could, interchangeably and at 
pleasure, adorn his cottage views. Nor was 
the assemblage of familiar sentiments incom
patible, in Burns, with those of the most 
exalted dignity. In the inimitable tale of 
1 Tam o’ Shan ter ’ he has left us sufficient 
evidence of his abilities to combine the ludi
crous with the awful, and even the horrible. 
No poet, with the exception of Shakspcre, 
ever [losaeancd the power of exciting the most 
varied and discordant emotions with such 
rapid transitions. His humorous description 
of death in the poem on ‘Ur. Hornbook,’ 
borders on the terrific, and the witches' dance 
in the Kirk of Alloway is at once ludicrous 
and horrible. Deeply must we then regret 
those avocations which diverted a fancy so 
varied and so vigorous, joined with language 
and expressions suited to .'all its changes, from 
leaving a more substantial monument to his 
own fame, and to the honour of his country. "• 

The cantata of the “Jolly Beggars," which 
was not printed at all until some time after 
the poet’s death, ami has not been included in 
the editions of his works until within these 
few years, cannot be considered as it deserves, 
without strongly heightening our regret that 
Bums never lived to execute his meditated 
drama. That extraordinary sketch, coupled 
with his later lyrics in a higher vein, is 
enough to show that in him we had a master 
ra|iablc of placing the musical drama on a 
level with the loftiest of our classical forms. 
" Beggar’s Bush ” and “ Beggar’s Opera ” sink 
into tameness in the com|iarison ; and indeed, 
without profanity to the name of Shakspcre. 
it may be said, that out of such materials, 
even his genius could hardly have constructed 
a piece in which imagination could have more 
splendidly predominated over the outward 
shows of things—in which the sympathy- 
awakening power of poetry could have been 
displayed more triumphantly under circum- 

* (Quarterly Review, No. I. p. 33.
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stance* of the greatest difficulty. That re
markable performance, by the way, was an 
early production of the MancMine period;1 I 
know nothing but the “Tam o’ Shan ter" that 
is calculated to convey so high an impression 
of what Burns might have done.

As to Bums’s want of education and know
ledge, Mr. Campbell may not have considered, 
liut he must admit, that whatever Burns’s 
opportunities hail liecn at the time when he 
produced his first poems, such a man as he was 
nob, likely to be a hard reader (which he 
certainly was), and a constant observer of men 
ajptnianners, in a much wider circle of society 
than almost any other great poet has ever 
moved in, from thi*c-and-twcnty to cight-and- 
thirty, without paving thoroughly removed 
any, pretext for auguring unfavourably on that 
score, of what he might have been expected to 
produce in the more elaborate departments of 
his art, had his life been spared to the usual 
limits of humanity. I n another w ay, however,
I cannot help sus|iccting that Burns's enlarged 
knowledge, lioth of men and books, produced 
an unfavourable effect, rather than otherwise, 
on the exertions, such as they were, of hi* 
later years. His generous spirit was open to 
the impression of every kind of excellence ; 
his lively imagination, lending its own vigour 
to whatever it touched, made him admire even 
what other people try to read in vain ; and 
after travelling, as he did, over the general 
surface of our literature, he appears to have 
licen somewhat startled at the consideration of 
what he himself had, in coin|>aratire ignorance, 
adventured, and to have been more intimidated

■ So John Richmond of Msuclillne Informed Clisnv 
liers. Wee that verv Interesting work, the Picture iff 
Srotlitml, article “ Msuclillne," for some entertaining 
jiarticulars of the scene that suggested the poem.

than encouraged by the retrospect In most 
of the new departments in which he made some 
trial of his strength (such, for example, as the 
moral epistle in l'ope's vein, the heroic satire, 
Ac. ), he appears to have soon lost heart, and 
paused. There is indeed one magnificent ex
ception in “Tam o' Shan ter"—a piece which 
no one can understand without believing that 
hail Bums pursued that walk, anil poured out 
his stores of traditionary lore, embellished 
with his extraordinary powers of description 
of all kinds, we might have had from-his hand 
a series of national tales, uniting the quaint 
simplicity, sly humour, and irresistible patlyfi* 
of another Chaucer, with the strong and glee
ful versification, and masculine wit and sdhse 
of another Dryden. ^

This was a sort of feeling that must have in 
time subsided. But let us not waste words in 
regretting what might have been, where so 
much is. Bums, short and painful as were hi* 
years, has left behind him a volume in which 
there is inspiration for every fancy, and music 
for every mood ; which lives, and will live, in 
strength and vigour—“ to soothe, "asngcncrous 
lover of genius hail said, “the sorrows of how 
many a lover, to inflame the patriotism of how 
many a soldier, to fan the fires of how many a 
genius, to disperse the gloom of solitude, ap- 
Iicase the agonies of pain, encourage virtue, 
and show vice its ugliness;”*—a volume in 
which, centuries hence, as now, wherever a 
Scotsman may wander, he will find the dearest 
consolation of his exile. Already, in the 
language of Chihle /furolil, has

Glory without end
Scattered the clouds sway; and on that name attend 
The tears and praises of all time.

s See the Censura Literaria of Sir Egcrton Brydges, 
VoL II p. 68.
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LOCKHART’S LIFE OF BURNS,

BURNS'S AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL LETTER 
TO DR. MOORE.1

Sir, — For some months past I have been 
rumbling over the country, partly on account of 
some little business I have to settle in wurious 
places; but of late I have been confined with 
some lingering complaints, originating, as I take 
it, in the stomach. To divert my spirits a little 
in this miserable fog of e« «si, I have taken a 
whim to give you a history of myself.

My name has made a small noise in the coun
try; you have done me the honour to interest 
yourself very warmly in my behalf; and I think 
a faithful account of what character of a man I 
am, and how 1 came by that character, may per- 
luips amuse you in an idle moment. I will give 
you an honest narrative, though I know it will 
lie at the expense of frequently being laughed 
at; for I assure you, sir, I have, like Solomon, 
whoso character, excepting in the trilling affair 
of imaiiiM, I sometimes think I resemble-I have, 
I say, like him, “ turned my eyes to behold mad
ness and folly," ami, like him, too, frequently 
shaken hands with their intoxicating friendship. 
In the very [wlite letter Miss Williams* did me the 
honour to write me, she tells mo you have got a 
complaint in your eyes. I prn v God it may he re
moved; for, considering that lady ami you arc 
my common friends, you will probably employ 
her to read this letter; and then good-night to 
tliat esteem with which she was pleased to honour 
the Scotch Bard !

After you have perused these pages, should 
you think them trilling and impertinent, I only 
beg leave to tell you that the poor author wrote 
them under some very twitching qualms of con-

l John Moore, a physician and author of some notv in the 
last century, was Urn at Stirling about 17:». and died In 1803. 
After taking the degree of M.I». he pmctisrd for some year* 
In Scotland; then travelled for Are years on the Continent aw 
medical attendant to the young 1 hike of Hamilton, and latterly 
settled In London, where he was resident when Bums became 
acquainted with him. through Mm. hunlop, in 1787. There 
are seven or eight li tters to Moore in Buraw's Cotree|iondeiu-e. 
The two do not seem ever to have met. Among Moore'w 
literary production* were the novel Zelneo, which hail a con
siderable popularity in Its day; ,4 View of Society and Manner* 
in Franc*, Switttrland, and Hermann A I’iew uf Society and 
Manner» m Italy; M, dirai Sketch**, Ac. Hee vol. iv. p. 47.

* Helen Maria Williams, a ixwtess and miscellaneous writer 
of some note in her day.

science that, jierhftpa, he was doing what ho ought 
not to do—a predicament he has more than once 
been in before.

I have not the most distant pretensions to 
what the pye-coated guardians of escutcheons 
call a gentleman. When at Edinburgh last win
ter 1 got acquainted at the Herald's Office, and, 
looking thro* the granary of honours, I there 
found almost every name in the kingdom; but 
for me,

My ancient but ignoble blood 
Has crept through scoundrels since the flood.

Gillen, purpuro, argent, Ac., quite disowned me.
My forefather» rente*! Ian* I of the fumoui, 

noble Keith* of Maruhnl, anil hail the honour to 
«hare their fate. I do not une the wonl “honour" 
with any reference to )>oliticul principle*; Im/ul 
and ditlofal 1 take to be merely relative tenu* iu 
that ancient anil formidable court known in this 
country by the name of “ club-law." Tho*e who 
dare welcome Ruin ami *hake hand* with Infamy, 
for what they believe *incerely to lie the canne 
of their God or their king, are—a* Mark Antony 
in Hhukcspcar «ay* of Hrutua and ( 'annul* “ him. 
ournhlc men." 1 mention thU eireunmtance lie- 
cauno it threw my father on the world at large,* 
where, after many year*’ wniiilcringH and «o- 
jouniing*, ho picked up a pretty large quantity 
of ohnervntion and cx|iericiice, to which I am 
indebted for moot of my pretensions to wisdom. 
I have met with few who understood men, their 
manner* and their way*, equal to him; but stills- 
l»m, ungainly integrity, and headlong ungovern
able iraacihility, are diaqualifying cireum*tnn<-e»; 
consequently, I was bom a very poor man’» son.

For the first six or neveu’ year* of my life my 
father wo* gardener to [Mr. Ferguson of lloon- 
holm] a worthy gentleman of small estate in the 
neighbourhood of Ayr. Had my father continued 
in that situation I must have marched off to lie 
one of the lijle underlings about a farm-house: 
but it waa hi* dearest wish and prayer to have it 
in hi* power to keep hi* children under hi* own 
eye till they could discern between good and 
evil; no, with the assistance of hi* generous mas
ter, he ventured on a «mall farm on that gentle-

8 This is erroneous. Hee " Paternal Ancestry of Bums’" in 
this Appendix. “Keiths of MarshalH is a rather singulitr 
designation. The Keiths were hereditary Karls Marischnl of 
Scot land.

►
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man'» e»tate. At theee years I waa by no'means 
t favourite with anybody. I waa a good deal 
noted for a retentive memory, a stubborn, sturdy 
something in my disposition, and an enthusiastic 
idiot-piety. I say idiot-piety because I was then 
buta child. Though I cost the schoolmaster some 
thrashings, I made an excellent English scholar; 
and against the years of ten or eleven 1 was ab
solutely a critic in substantives, verbs, and par
ticles. In my infant and boyish days, too, 1 
owed much to an old maid of my mother's re
markable for her ignorance, credulity, and su
perstition.1 She had, 1 suppose, the largest 
collection in the country of tales and songs con
cerning devils, ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, 
warlocks, spunkiea, kelpies, elf-candles, dead
lights, wraiths, apparitions, cnutrai|)s, giants, en
chanted towers, dragons, and other trumpery. 
This cultivated the Intent seeds of poesy; but had 
so strong an effect on my imagination that to 
this hour, in my nocturnal rambles, I sometimes 
keep a sharp look-out in auspicious places; and 
though uoliody can bo more sceptical in these 
matters than I, yet it often takes an effort of 
philosophy to shake off these idle terrors. The 
earliest thing of composition that I recollect 
taking pleasure in was the “Vision of Mirza,” 
and a hymn of Addison's, beginning “ How are 
thy servants blest, 0 Lord !” I particularly re
member one half-stanza, which was music to my 
boyish ears :—

For though no dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken ware.

1 met with these pieces in Mason's Knylith Col
lation, one of my school-hooka The two first 
books I ever read in private, and which gave me 
more pleasure than any two books 1 ever road 
again, were Thr Lift of Ilann ihal and The Hit- 
tori/of Sir William Wallace. Hannibal gave my 
young ideas such a turn that I used to strut in 
raptures up and down after the recruiting drum 
and bagpipe, and wish myself tall enough that 
I might bo a soldier; while the story of Wallace 
poured a Scottish prejudice in my veins which 
wilt boil along there till the flood-gates of life 
shut in eternal rest.

Polemical divinity abouti this time was put
ting the country half-mad; \nd I, ambitious of 
shining on Sundays, between sanhons, in conver
sation parties, at funerals, Ac hin a few years 
more used to puzzle Calvinism wilh so much heat 
and indiscretion that I raised aSuio and cry of 
heresy against me, which has not coftsod to this 
hour.

My vicinity to Ayr was of great advantage 
to roe. My social disposition, when not checked 
by some modification of spited pride, like our 
catechism definition of infinitude, was without 
hounds or limits. I formed many connections 

1 Vtrttr Davidson, the widow of a consio of the poet s
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with other younkers who possessed superior ad
vantages, the youngling actors, who were busy 
with the rehearsal of jiarts in which they were 
shortly to appear on that stage where, alas! 1 
was destined to drudge behind the scenes. It 
is not commonly at these green years that the 
young noblesse and gentry have a just sense of 
the immense distance lietween them and their 
ragged play-fellows. It takes a few dashes into 
the world to give the young great man that pro
per, decent, unnotieiug disregard for the poor, 
insignificant, stupid devils, the mechanics and 
peasantry around him, who perlm|>s were lorn in 
the same village. My young sti|ieriors never in
sulted the cloutorly appearance of my ploughbov 
carcass, the two extremes of which were often 
exposed to all the inclemencies of all the seasons. 
They would give me stray volumes of books; 
among them, even tflen, 1 could pick up some 
observations; and one, whose heart I am sure not 
even the “ Mutiny Begum" scenes have tainted, 
helped mo to a little French. Parting with these 
my young friends and benefactors us they dropped 
off for the East or West Indies, was often to me 
a sore affliction; but I was soon culled to more 
serious evils. My father's generous master died; 
the farm proved a ruinous bargain, and, to clench 
the curse, wo fell into the hands of a factor, 
who sat for the picture I have drawn of one in my 
“ Tale of Two Dogs." My father was advanced 
in life when he married ; I was the eldest of seven 
children, and he, worn out by early liardahip, 
was unfit for labour. My father's spirit w as soon 
irritated, but not easily broken. There was a 
freedom in his lease in two years more, and, to 
weather these, wo retrenched our ex|smscs. We 
lived very poorly: I was a dexterous ploughman 
for my years; and the next eldest to me was a 
brother (Gilbert) who could drive the plough 
very well and help me to thrash. A novel-writer 
might ]ieHiu|*i linvo viewed those scenes with 
some satisfaction, hut so did not I; niv indigiL- 
tion yet boils at [the recollection of] the threat
ening, insolent epistles from the scoundrel tyrant, 
which used to set us all in tears.

This kind of life—the cheerless gloom of a 
hchnit, with tlip-unceasing toil of a galley-slave, 
brought mp-tffmy sixteenth year; a little liefore 
which period I first committed the sin of Rhyme. 
You know our country custom of coupling a man 
and woman together os partners in the labours of 
harvest. In my fifteenth autumn my |>nrtuerwas a 
lie witching creature who just counted an autumn 
less. My scarcity of English denies mo the power 
of doing her justice in that language, but you 
know the Scottish idiom - she was a honnit, tatel, 
tonne Ian. In short, she, altogether unwittingly 
to herself, initiate-1 mo into a certain delicious 
|>ossion, which, in spite of acid dianpimintment, 
gin-horse prudence, anil hook-worm philosophy, 
I hold to bo the first of human joys, our chiefest
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pleasure here below ! How she caught the con
tagion I can’t «ay: you medical folk* talk much 
of infection by breathing the same air, the touch, 
Jtc.; but I never expressly told her that I loved 
her. Indeed, I did not well know myself why I 
liked ao much to loiter behind with her when 
returning in the evening from our labour»; why 
the tones of her voice made my heart-strings 
thrill like an Æolian harp, and particularly why 
my pulse lieat such a furious rantanu when 1 
looked and fingered over her hand to pick out 
the nettle-stiugs and thistles. Among her other 
love-inspiring qualifications she sung sweetly; 
and 'twas her favourite Scotch reel that I at
tempted to give an embodied vehicle to in rhyme. 
I was not so presumptuous as to imagine tliat I 
could make verses like printed ones, conqsiacd 
by men who had Greek ami Latin: but my girl 
siuig a song which was said to ho composed by 
a small country laird's son on one of his father's 
maids, with whom he was in love; and I saw no 
reason why I might not rhyme as well as he; for, 
excepting smearing sheep and casting |ieats (his 
father living in the moors), ho hail no more 
scholar-craft than myself. Thus with mu liegan 
love and fmesy; which at times have been my 
only and, till within the last twelve months, have 
been my highest enjoyment.

My father struggled on till he reached the 
freedom in his lease, when ho entered on ( I-uchlca 
in Tarisiltou jiarisli,] a larger farm, about ten 
miles farther in the country. The nature of the 
Iwgmn was such as to throw a little ready money 
into his bands at the commencement of his lease, 
otherwise the affair would have I •ecu impracti
cable. For four years we lived comfortably here; 
but a lawsuit between him and his landlord 
commencing, after three years' tossing and whirl
ing in the vortex of litigation, my father was just 
saved from absorption in a jail by a phthisical 
consumption, which, after two years' promises, 
kindly stepped in and snatched him away, to 
*• w luire the wicked cease from troubling, and 
whore the weary are at rest."

It is during this climacteric that my little 
story is most eventful. I was, at the beginning 
of this period, perlui|M the most ungainly, awk
ward being ill the |xirisli. No roiilain was less 
acquainted with the ways of the world. My 
knowledge of ancient story was gathered from 
Guthrie's and Hid moil's geographical gnunmar; 
and the knowledge of modem manners, lind of 
literature and criticism, 1 got from the Spectator. 
Those with l‘o|ie « Works, some plays of Hhak- 
speare, Tall and llieluou ou Ayrieitllun, The 
1‘uuthcnu, l-ocke's Asms o« ft# J/umau Voder- 
utaudiuy, Stackhouse's Hi’story of ft# BiUt, Jus
tice's Hritith i/ardturr, Boyle /.return, Allan 
Ramsay's Works, Taylor’s Sri/dun Doctrine of 
Oriyinal Sin, A Select Collection of English 
Songs, and llerrcy's Meditation», had Isien the

extent of my reading. The collection of songs 
was my cade mreu m. glaired over them driving 
my cart or walking to liivpur, song by song, verse 
by verse; carefully notiug^tho tender or sublime 
from affectation and fustian. 1 am convinced 1 
owe much to this for my critic craft, such as it is.

In my seventeenth year, to give my manners 
a brush, 1 went to a country dancing-school. 
My father hail an unaccountable an tifwit by against 
these meetings; and my going was, what to the 
hour 1 repent, in absolute defiance of his com
mands. My father, as I said liefore, was the 
s]iort of strong laissions; from tliat instance of 
rebellion he took a kind of dislike to me, which 
I believe was one cause of the dissipation which 
marked my future years. I nay dissijiatiou, com
parative with the strictness and sobriety of Pres- 
hytoriun country life; for though the Will o' 
Wisp meteors of thoughtless whim were almost 
the sole lights of my |>ath, yet early ingrained 
piety and virtue never failed to (siint me out the 
line of innocence. The great misfortune of my 
life was never to have an aim. I had felt early 
some stirrings of amldtion, but they were the 
blind groping» of Homer’s Cyclop» round the 
walls of his cave. I saw my father's situation 
entailed on mo per)ictuul lulsmr. The only two 
doors by which I could enter the fields of Fortune 
were the most niggardly economy or the little 
chicaning art of Isirgain-making. The first is 
so contracted an aperture, 1 never could » |iieese 
myself into it; the last—I always lia toil the con
tamination of its threshold I Thus ulsindoned of 
view or aim in life, with a strong up|ietito for 
socialiility (as well from native hilarity as from 
a pride of observation and remark ) and a con
stitutional hy|xichondriaR taint which made me 
fly solitude; odd to all these incentives to social 
life, my nqaitation for liookish knowledge, a 
certain wild logical talent, and a strength of 
thought something like the rudiments of good 
sense, made me generally a welcome guest. Ho 
'tis no great wonder that always, where two or 
three were met together, there was I in the midst 
of them. But far twyond all the other inqsilsea 
of my heart was «* /irnrhant d I'adonthle »a Hit 
du ye un humain. My heart was completely tin
der, and was eternally lighted up by some god
dess or other; and, like every warfare in this 
world, I was sometimes crowned with success 
and sometimes mortified with defeat. At the 
plough, scythe, or reef»-hook I feared no com- 
|x>titor, and sot want at defiance; and as I never 
cared farther for any labours than while I was in 
actual exercise, I «fient the evenings in the way 
after my own heart. A country lad seldom carries 
on an amour without an assisting confidant. I 
fssiausaod a curiosity, seal, and intrepid dexterity 
in these matters which recommended me as a 
fimfwr second in duels of that kind; and, I dare 
suy, I felt as much pleasure in being in the secret
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of half tho amour» in tho parish as ever did pre
mier at knowing the intrigues of half the courts
of Europe. \

The rery goose-feather in my hand seems to 
know instinctively the well-worn path of my 
imagination, the favourite theme of my song; 
end is with difficulty restrained from giving you 
s couple of paragraphs on tho amours of my 
coraj>ocrs, tho humble inmates of the farmhouse 
and cottage ; but the grave sons of science, am
bition, or avarice baptise these things by the 
name of Follies. Tojho sons and daughters of 
labour ami poverty, they are matters of the most 
serious nature; to them the anient hope, the 
stolen interview, the tender farewell are tho great
est and most delicious part of their enjoyments.

Another circumstance in my life which mado 
very considerable alterations on uiy mind and 
manners, was, 1 spent my seventeenth summer a 
good distance from homo, at a noted school1 on 
a smuggling coast, to learn mensuration, sur
veying, dialling, &c., in which I made a pretty 
good progress. But I made a greater progress 
in tho knowledge of mankind. The contraband 
trade was at this time very successful; scenes of 
swaggering riot and roaring dissi|intion were as

I At Klrkoewald, iu Carrick, on the mad fnmi Port pa trick 
to (Jlasgow. Bums wini to have lieen mut to Klrkoewald 
school iu nnwqucncc of his mother's connection with the 
plat*, for she wee the daughter of (iilliert Brown, tenant of 
Oaigentou, within the Uiuuds of the parish. I hiring his 
attendance at the school he lived with his maternal uncle, 
Hamuel Brown, at Ballochneil, a little more than a mile fmni 
Kirkwwald, walking every morning to the little seminary 
and returning at night. Hee note to I*oclfiart s Life, |i. *J4, 
where is given an engraving of Klrkoewald. The village iw 
represented as It apiwars from a point near the south-west 
extremity of the churchyard. On the left of the picture Is the 
old ruined church, eaid to occupy the site of «me built by 
Oswald, a Northumbrian king of the Heptarchy, in gratitude 
for a victory which he achieved near the s|iot, and which, 
taking Its name fhWfn him. gave It In turn to the village and 
imrtsh. A small rhaniWr In the cast end of the building was 
used as a parish scttml till a |ierind briefly antecedent to 
Burns's ireideuce here, when, the building Iwooming minou», 
a new church wa» erected <m a neighbouring height, and the 
teacher, Hugh Itodgi-r, transferred his neat of empire to an 
apartment In one of the houses of the village. The place of 
worship then built is seen at the extremity of the street on 
the right side of the picture. The room called at the same 
time into use as a school, was the fl«».r or lower chamlwr of 
the house ranking third it» the row, seen over the diarchyard 
wall, living the main street of the tillage, and that along 
which the road losses. From iwhind this house, as from 
behind each of Its neighbours In the same row, a small stripe 
of kail-yard Maffias, kitchen garden! extends at»ot fifty 
yards along the rapidly awending el«|ie towards the ridge on 
which the new church Is situated. When Bums went into the 
particular patch liehind the srlnwil, to take the sun's altitude, 
he had only to look over a low induaure to see the similar 
|«tch connected with the next house. Her*, it seems, Pfl^gy 
Thomson, daughter to the rustic occupant of that house, was 
walking at the time, though more protsiMy engaged In the 
business of cutting cablinge f'*r the family dinner than Inti 
tating the flower-gathering Proserpine, or her prototype F.viwk 
lVg*y I weenie, by marriage, II rfN'ejlson, ami was the heroine 
•4 the song loginning.

Now weetlin winds and slnugHt’riug guns
Bring autumns pleasant weather

yet new to me, and I waa no enemy to social life. 
Here, though I learnt to look unconcernedly on 
a large tavern-bill, jand mix without fear in a 
drunken squabble, yet I went on with a high 
hand in mv geometry, till the sun entered Virgo, 
a month which is alway a carnival in my bosom, 
when a charming jillette, who lived next door to 
the school, overset my trigonometry, and set me 
off in a tangent from tho sphere of my studies. 
I struggled on with my tint» and co-tine* for a 
few days more ; but, stopping out to the garden 
one charming noon to take the sun's altitude, 
there I met my angel,

. . . Like l*ro*erpine gathering flowers, 
Ilerself a fairer flower ... 0

It was in vain to think of doing any more 
good at school. The remaining week I staid, 1 
did nothing but craze the faculties of my soul 
about her, or steal out to meet with her; and 
the two last nights of my stay in tho country, 
had sleep been a mortal sin, 1 was innocent.

I returned homo very considerably improved. 
My reading was enlarged with the very important 
addition of Thomson's and Shenstone's Works ; I 
had seen mankind in anew phasis; and I engaged 
several of my school-fellows to keep up a literary 
corresiKindcnco with roe.** I had mot with a collec-

* Among the friends whom Bums engnged to keep up a 
com*s|*mtleuqe with him was William Niven, a Muyhole 
friend, to whom (according to Koliert ('handlers) he wrote 
often, ami in the most friendly and confidential terns. When 
that individual was commencing business in his native town, 
the |s*it addreseed him a iioetienl epistle of appropriate advice, 
heat hi l with the well-known lines from Blair's “lira ve," be-

Friendship: mysterious «ment of the soul, 
Sweetener of life, and solder of soeiety.

This ‘correspondence continued till the |ieriod of the publica
tion of the ptwms, when Bums wrote to request hie friend s 
good oflices iu Increasing his list of sulwcriliers. The young 
man was then itoesesaed of little influence; but what little he 
had lie exercised with all the xeal of friendship, anil with no 
little succees. A considerable nuinU r of copies were accor
dingly transmitted in pro|ier time to his care, and, soon alter, 
the |Niet came to Maylsile to receive the money. Ills friend 
ml led oil a few choice spirits to meet him at the King's Arms 
Inn, and they spent a happy night together. Bums was on 
this occasion particularly elated, for Willie, in the midst of 
their conviviality, handed over to him alsire seven lmunds, 
Iwing the first considerable sum of money the issir bal'd had 
ever iswsewetl In the pride of his heart, next morning, he 
determined that In» should not walk home, and accordingly 
he hired from hia host a certain poor hack mare, well known 
along the whole road fru.i (ilaagow to ISirtpatrick—In all 
prolwblllty tin- first hired «mveyance that Poet Bums hud 
ever enjoyed. Willie and a few oilier youths who had Uen in 
hi* company on the preceding night, walked out of town 
before him, for the'purpose of taking leave at a particular spot ; 
ami la-fore he enêb up they, had prejwrud a few mock-heroic 
verses in which to express their farewell. When Bums rode 
up, accordingly, th<*> saluted him In this formal mauner, a 
little to his surprise. He thnnked them, however, and In
stantly added, “ What need of all this fine |«amdv of verse? It 
would hâve Iweu quite enough if you hud said—

Here «une» Bums,
(hi Kosinante;

Hhe e damn'd |*a»r.
But he's damn'd canty."

The cotnimny then allowed Bums to go on his way rejoicing.
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tion of lottqrs by the wit* of Queen Anne's reign, 
and 1 ]>orod over them most devoutly. 1 kept 
copie» of any of my own letters that pleased me ; 
and a vom|mriiioti between them and the 00111(10- 
silion of most of my correspondent» flattered my 
vanity. I carried this whim ao far, that, though 1 
ha<l not throe farthings’ worth of business in the 
world, yet every post brought me as many letters 
as if I had lieou a broad piuliding soil of day-book 
ami ledger.

My life flowed on much in the same tenor till 
my twenty-third year. Vire famour, tl rirr la 
Uigalrllc, were my solo principles of action. The 
addition of two more authors to my library 
gave me great pleasure; Htomonnd Mackilnzie 
Trial ram tHaâdg anil Thr Mott of Frrliajf— 
were my Iswoni favourites. l*oesy was still a 
darling walk for my mind ; but it was only to the 
humour of the hour. 1 laid usually liait a dozen 
or more (Seces on hand ; 1 took up one or other 
as it suited the momentary tone of the mind, 
and dismissed it as it Isirderod on fatigue. My 
(vissions, when once they were lighted up, raged 
like so many devils, till they got vent in rhyme ; 
and then conning over my versos, like a s|iell, 
MKitlied all into quiet ! None of the rhymes of 
those days are in print, except “Winter, a lHrgo" 
(the eldest of my printed pieces), the “Death 
ami Dying Words of Poor MaiHe," “John Harley- 
com," and songs Hrst, second, and third.1 Song 
second was the clmllition of that (nasion which 
cialvil the forcnientioned school business.

My twenty-third year was tome an imputant 
era. Partly through whim, and («rtly that 1 
wished to set nlwut doing something in life, I 
joined a flax-dresser in a ncighlwuring country 
town |lrviticj to learn his trade and carry on 
the business of manufacturing and retailing flax. 
This turned out a sadly unluclX affair. My 
partnvr was a scoundrel of the find water, who 
made money by the mystery of.Dneving, anil to 
finish the whole, while wo were^ving a welcome 
carousal to the new year, 'our shop, by the 
drunken carelessness of my partner's wife, tisik 
lire, and burnt to ashes: and I was left like a true 
(slot,-- not worth six|ience.

I was obliged to give up Imsineas ; tho clouds 
of misfortune were gathering thick round my 
father's head ; tho darkest of which was he was 
visibly far gone in a consumption. To crown all, 
a UlUflU whom I adored, anil who hail pledged 
her soul to meet me in tile fields of tmÂjUmny. 
jilted me, with (weuliar circumstances olyiorti- 
fieation. The finishing evil that brought up the 
roar of this infernal file was. my hypochondriac 
complaint being irritated to such a degree that 
for three mouths I was in a diseased state of

1 Thl» n fet* t«i the wniga printed In the IMitihnruh iillthm 
of the poems. " It WM U|x'ii » l.amma* night,'* M Now weetllu 
wlnils a it. I BUutfht'rlng irut*»." »nd “ llehiml yon hills where 
Isturar fur Ntluvhir! flows," nn* the ideces «limitai to.

body nml mind scarcely to bo envied by the 
hopeless wretchos who have got their mittimus—
44 l>v|iart from me, yo'accursed !”

From this adventure l learned something of 
a town life ; but tho principal tiling which g 
my mind a turn wan—I formed a bosom frivndk 
ship with a young fellow, the tirât8 created 
being l hud ever seen, but a hapless non of 
misfortune. Ho wan tho son of a plain tue- 
clionie; but a great man in the neigh lwurhood,* 
taking him under hi* jmtronugc, gave him u 
genteel education with a view uf bettering hi* 
situation in life. Tho ]>atron dying and leav. 
ing my friend unprovided for ju*t us ho was 
ready to launch forth into the world, the j*>,r 
fellow, in dcMfiair, went to sea ; when#, after a 
variety of good and bad fortune, ho was, a little 
liefore I was acquainted with him, *et ashore by 
an American ignvatoer, on tho wild coast of 
Connaught, stripped of everything. I cannot 
quit this |HK>r fellow's *tory without adding that 
ho in at thi* moment captain of a large West- 
Indiamnn ltclonging to tho Thames.

This gentleman's mind was fraught with cow
age, independence, and magnanimity, and every 
noble, manly virtue. I loved him; I admired 
him to a degree of enthusiasm, and 1 strove 
to imitate him. I in some measure Kuccoeded; 
I lmd the pride liefore, but lie taught it to How 
in proper channels, lli* knowledge of the world 
was vastly superior to mine, ami I was all atten
tion to leant He was tho only man I ever saw 
who was a greater fool than myself when woman 
was the pretiiding *tar; but he spoke of a certain 
fashionable failing with levity, which hitherto l 
had regarded with horror.1 Here hi* friendship 
did me a mischief ; and the consequence was 
that, soon after I rcHumed the plough, I wrote 
the dnclosed 44 Welcome." 4

My rending was only increased by two stray 
volume* of Pamela and one of Ferdinand ('oust 
Fathom, which gave mo *omo idea of novels. 
Rhyme, except some religion* piece* that arc in 
print, I lmd given up; but mooting with Fergus- 
eon’s Si'otfidi Poems, 1 strung anew my wildly- 
nomiding lyre with emulating vigour. When my 
father died, hi* all went among the nqtaciou* 
hid!-hound* that growl in the kuimc! of justice; 
but wo made a shift to nerape a little money in 
tho family amongst ns, with which (to keep us 
together) my brother and I took |Mo**gicl| a 
nvighlwMiring farm. My brother wanted my hair- 
brained imagination, a* well a* my social and 
amorous madness; but, in good sense, and every 
solivr qualification, ho was far my superior.

2 That I* heel, moM rstillent; a far.iurlU1 form of cxprrMim 
with llunie

* KU hanl thrown, tho Individual Herr alluded to, when the 
iisitenta of thle letter wm« minted to him remarked: ** Whm 
I AM knew llunm he had nothin» to learn In that reaped."* 
U The peet’e “ Welcome to hie Illegitimate Child
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1 entered on this farm with a full resolution, 

«‘Come, go to, 1 will lie wise!” I rend farming 
books; l calculated crops; 1 attended market*; 
and, in short, in s|iite of “ the devil, the world, 
and'the tlesh," 1 believe 1 should have been a wise 
Ulan; but the first year, from uufpftuuutely 
buying bad seed, the second, fnuh the late 
harvest, we lost half our crops. Tÿfa overset all 
,„y wisdom, and I returned, “ like the dog to his 
vomit, and the sow that was washed to her 
wallowing in the mire." 1 now begun to tie known 
in the neighbourhood a* a maker of rhymes. The 
brat of my poetic offspring that saw the light, 
was a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel be
tween two reverend (Jalvinista, Isith of them 
dnusitfil ;vi-w*« in my “ Holy Fair." * I had an 
idea myself that the piece had some merit*; but, 
to prevent the worst, I gave a copy of it to a 
friend who was very fond of these things, and 
told him that I could not guess who was the 
author of it, but that I thought it pretty clover. 
With a certain sido of both clergy and laity it 
met with a roar of ufiplause. “ Holy Willie’s 
Prayer” next made it* appearance, and alarmed 
the kirk-session so much tliat they held three 
several meeting* to hsik over their holy artillery, 
if any of it was pointed against profane rhymers. 
I’nluckily forme, my idle wanderings led me, on 
another side, |ioint-hlank within reach of their 
heaviest luetal. This is the unfortunate story 
alluded to in my printed poem the “ Iaiment." 
Twas a shocking affair, which I cannot yet liear 
to recollect, and it had very nearly given me one 
or two ot the princi|ml qualification* for a place 
among those who have lost the chart, and mis
taken the reckoning „f rationality. I gave up 
my |mrt of the farm to my brother; a* in truth 
it was only nomiiuilly mine (for stis-k I hail none 
tocmhnrk in it), and made what little prv|«imtinn 
was in my power for Jainaica. Before leaving 
my native country, however, I resolved to publish 
my |siem*. I weighed my pn si net ions a* ini|str- 
tiullv a* was in my |siwer: I thouglit they had 
merit : and 'twas a delirious idea that I should 
1st called a clever fellow, even tho' it should 
never reach my ears a |**ir negro driver ; or 
|s)riia|is gone to the world of spirit*, a victim to 
that inhospitable dime. I can truly say, that 
/«i emv isms h h a* I then was, I hail pretty nearly 
as high an idea of myself and of tny works as I 
have at this moment. It wa* ever my opinion 
that the great unhappy mistakes and blunders, 
both in a ration'll and religions point of view, of 
which we see thousands ilgily guilty, are owing 
to their ignorance or mistaken notions of them
selves. To know myself, hod lieen all along my 
constant study. I weighed myself alone ; I 
Inhumed myself with others; I watched every 
means of information, to see liow much ground

I See Ule '* Twa llmla," |e 333.

I 1 occupied as a man and ns a poet ; l studied 
I assiduously nuture’s design, where she seemed 
to have intended the various light* and similes 
in my character. 1 was pretty suie my ; solus 
would meet with some applause ; but, at the 
worst, the roar of tho Atlantic would deafen the 
voice of censure, and the novelty of West-Indian 
scenes would make mo forget neglect 1 threw 
off six hundred copies, of which I hod got sub
scriptions for about three hundrud and fifty. 
My vanity was highly gratified by the reception 
1 met with from the public; besides pocketing 
(all expeuses deducted) near twenty pounil*. 
This !a*t came very seasonably, a* 1 was alsmt 
to indent myself for want of money to pay my 
freight. As soon as I was master of nine guinea*, 
the price of wafting me to the torrid xone, I 
bcapoko a passage in the very first ship that was 
to sail, for

Hungry ruin had me in the wind.

I had for some time been skulking from 
covert to covert, under all the terror* of a jail; 
as some ill-advised ungnitcful people hod un
coupled the merciless legal pock at my heel*. I 
hail taken tho last farewell of my few friends; 
my chest wa* on the rood to (Irecnoek ; I had 
coni|K>*ed a song “The gloomy night is gathering 
fast," which was to lie the last effort of my muse 
in Caledonia, when a letter from Dr. Blackloek 
to a friend of mine, overthrew all my schemes, 
by rousing my |ioctie ambition. The doctor 
lielongoil to a class of critics, for whose apphmne 
I had not even dared to hope. Hi* idea that I 
would meet with every encouragement for a 
second edition, fired me so much. Unit away I 
[sisteil for Kdinlmrgh, without a single acquain
tance in town, or a single letter of recommenda
tion jn my i*iekct The baneful star which hail 
so long presided in my xcnitli, for once made a 
revolution to the nadir; the providential care of 

I a good (iod placed me under the |mtronage of 
! one of his noblest creatures, the Karl of tllen- 

cairn. Oublie: moi, (intmi hint, ti jomai* je 
f'oublie f

I need relate no farther. At Kdinburgh I 
was in a new world ; I mingled among many 
classes of men, but all of them new to me, mull 
wa* all attention “ to catch tho manners living 

i a* they rise."
You can now, sir, form a pretty near guess 

qf what sort of a wight he is w hom for some time 
you have honoured with your corre*|iondcnoo. 
That whim and fancy, keen sensibility and riotous 
inissions, may still make him xigxag in his future 
|*i(h of life is very probable; but, come what 
will, I shall answer for him- the most determi
nate integrity and honour; and though his evil 
star should again blaze in his meridian with ten
fold more direful influunec, he may reluctantly 
tax friendship with pity, but no more.

My most respectful compliments to Mis*
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Williams. The very elegant and friendly letter 
she honoured me with a few day» ago 1 cannot 

i answer at preeent, ai my {tpeqpnce ia required at 
Edinburgh for a week or so/anil I net off to
morrow.

I inclose you “ Holy Willie ” for the sake of 
giving you a little further information of the 
affair than Mr. Creech could do. An Elegy 1 
comiMMed the other day on Sir James H. Blair, 
if time allow, 1 will transcribe. The merit is 
just mediocre.

If you will oblige me so highly and do me so 
much honour as now and then to drop me a line, 
please direct to meat Mauchline, Ayrshire. With 
the most grateful respect, I hare the honour to 

> be, sir, your very humide servant,
Kobkkt Burns.

Mauchline, ‘Jd August, 1787.

Edinburgh, 23il September. ‘
SIR,—The foregoing letter was unluckily for

got among other |«qwrs at Glasgow on my way 
to Edinburgh. Soon after I came to Edinburgh 
I went on a tour through the Highlands, anil 
did not recover the letter till my return to town, 
which was the other day. My ideas, picked .up 
in my pilgrimage, ami some rhymes of my earlier 
years, 1 shall soon he at leisure to give you at 
large -eo soon as I hear from you whether you 
are in London. I am again, sir, yours most 
gratefully, R. Burns.

(Concerning this famous composition, !>r. 
Currie says: “ l’hurc are various copies of this 
letter in the author's handwriting; and one of 
these, evidently corrected, is in the Iwok in which 
ho co|dod several of his letters." The text given 
above is that of the letter as it was actually sent 
to Dr. Moore, the letter in this its original form 
being first printed in raterson's Edinburgh edi
tion of Bums, edited by W. Scott Dougins. If, as 
Bums says ip tile above note of 23d Sept., the 
letter as it was w ritten for Dr. Misire was left in 
Glasgow, he must have had a copy of it with him 
during his northern tour (Aug. 25 Sept. Id), for 
we find Mr. Walker writing to Bums from A thole 
Housu, Sept. 18: " The duchess would give any 
consideration for another sight of your letter to 
Dr. Monro." It/snuis somewhat strange that 
Bums should t*n the uhove note after exhibiting 
the letter, or a copy of it, throughout the 
cottntry.]

BURKS'S EARLY LJFE.
BY HIS BROTH kR OILBKRT.

Originally addressed In the form of a letter to 
Mrs. Dunlop.

“ I have often heard my father describe the 
anguish of mind lie felt when he | sir tod with his 
elder brother, Itolwrt, on the top of a hill, on

| the confinée of their native place, each going 
his several way in search of new adventures, and 
scarcely knowing whither he went. My father 
undertook to act as a gardener ami »h;qawl 
coutse to Edinburgh, where he wrought laud 

! when he could get work, passing through a 
variety of difficulties. Still, however, hcamdea- 
Toured to spare something for the sup|airt of an 
aged isirent, and 1 recollect hearing him mention 
his having sent a bank-note for this puqaae, 
when money of that kind was so scarce in 
Kincardineshire that they hardly knew how to 
employ it when it arrived.

“ Passing from Edinburgh to Ayrshire, he lived 
for two years as gardener to the Laird of Fairly 
in Dundonald parish, and then changes! his service 
for that of Mr. Urawford of Doonside in the 
[larish of Alloway. At length, lieing desirous to 
settle in life, he took a |icr]>etual lease of some 
acres of land from Dr. Campliell, physician in 
Ayr, with a view to cultivate it as a nursery 
ami meal-garden [being at this time, and still 
continuing,'In the service of Mr. Ferguson of 
Doonholm). With his own hands he laiiit a 
house on (airt of this ground, anil in Dccomher, 
1757, married Agnes Brown, tielonging to respec- 
table connections near Maybnle in Carrick. The 
first-fruit of the marriage was the subject of this 
memoir, Isini on 25th January, 175V. The edu
cation of my brother and myself was in common, 
there lieing only twenty months lietwccn us in 
respect of age. Under Mr. John Murdoch (writer 
of the next following article in this Ap|icndix| we 
learned to read English tolerably well, ami to 
write a little. He taught us two the English 
grammar. I was ton young to profit much from 
his lessons in grammar, lait Hubert made some 
proficiency in it, a circumstance of eonsidi-rulile 
weight in the unfolding of his genius ami char
acter; lis he soon became remarkable for the 
fluency and correctness of his eX|irea»ion. nisi 
read the few books that came in Ilia way with 
much pfcasurc and improvement: for even tlwn , 
he was a reader when he could get a las*. 
Murdoch, whose library at that time Imd no great 
variety in it, lent him Tkr L\fr nf //in. I. itaf, 
which was the first Isaik he read (the schtsil-lssik» 
excepted) and almost tile only one he had an 
o)i|sirtunity of rending while he was at school; 
for the /.//#• of ll"n//oor, which he 01000101 with it 
ill one of his letters, he did not see for some 
years afterwards, when he borrowed it from tlw 
blacksmith who shod our horses.
“At Whitsunday, 17WI, we removed to Mount 

Oliphant, a farm of seventy acres (lietwccn eighty 
ami ninety English statute measure), the nuit of 
which was ytn lie forty pounds annually for the 
first six years, ami afterwards forty-five pounds. 
My father endeavoured to sell the leasehold 
pmficrty in Alloway. for the pur]sise of stinking 

1 this farm, but at that time he was unable, aid

r
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Mr Ferguson lent him a hundred pound* for 
that (Hirpoat. H was, 1 think, not shore two 
yeara after thi* that Murdoch, our tutor and 
friend, left thi* part of the country ; and, there 
being no school near ua, and our little aerviev* 
being useful on the farm, my father undertook 
to teach u* arithmetic in the winter evening*, by 
candle-light; and in thi* way my two vlde*t 
gj»tcr* got all the education they received. I 
remenilfr a circumstance that hup|»ciied at thi* 
time, which, though trifling in itself, i* fresh in 
„,y memory, and may serve to illustrate the early 
character of my brother. Murdoch came to 
spend a night with us, and to take hi* leave 
when he was about to go into Varrick. He 
brought us, as a present and memorial of him, 
a small coni|*cndium of English grammar, and 
the tragedy of Tit** Andtxmknu, and, by way of 
passing the evening, ho Iwgnn to read the play 
aloud. Wo were all attention for some time, till 
presently the whole party wa* dissolved in tear*. 
A female in the play (I have but a confused 
recollection of it) had her hands chopt off. her 
tongue cut out, and then was insultingly desired 
to call for water to wash her hands. At this, in 
an agony of distress, we with one voice desired 
he would read no more. My father observed, 
that if we would not hear it out, it would lie 
needless to leave the play with us. Holiert 
replied, that if it was left he would Uim it. My 
father was going to chide him for this ungrateful 
return to his tutor's kindness ; but Murdoch in
terposed, declaring that he liked to see so much 
sensibility; and he left The School fnr Awv, a 
comedy (translated, I think, from the French), in 
its place.
“Nothing could lie more retired than our, 

general manner of living at Mount Oliphant; wo 
rarely saw anyl**ly but the meinliers of our own 
family. There were no hoy* of our own age, or 
near it, in the neighbourhood. Indeed, the 
greater part of the land in the vieillit y was at 
that time possessed by sbopkeefier*# and people 
of that stamp, who had retinal from business, or 
who kept their farm in the country, at the name 
time that they followed l nisi lies* in town. My 
father was for some time almost the only coin* 
panion we had. Ile eunvvrsctlâtiiiiliarly on all 
subjects with us, as if we ba<l*ievn men ; and 
was at grant pains, w hile we vccoinpanivd him in 
the lalwiur* of the farm, to lead the conversation 
to such subjects as might tend to increase our 
knowledge, or confirm our virtuous habits, lie 
borrowed Salmon's f/eotpttphical (Sinminar for ns, 
and endeavoured to make us acquainted with the 
situation and history of the different countries in 
the world; while, from a hook-society in Ayr, be 
procured for us the ran ding of Derham's Phntdro- 
anti Aetro~TheiJoiiti and liny's HV*/hm of tient in 
the Creation, to give us some idea of astronomy 
and natural history. Holiert read ail these books 

VOL. I.

with an avidity and an industry scarcely to he 
equulled. My father had been a subserilier to 
Stackhouse's Ji ietorn of the lHide, then lately pub
lished by Janie* Meuros in Kilmarnock : from 
this ‘Kobert collected a pretty conijietent know- 
let Ige of ancient history ; for no book was so vol
uminous as to slacken his industry, or so anti
quated ns to «lamp hi* researches. A brother of 
my mother, who had lived with us for some time, 
and hatl learnt some arithmetic by our winter 
evening's candle, went into a liookseller's shop in 
,Ayr purchase The Peadtf JUdoner, or Trades
man* Son (Snide, an«l a Iwok to teach him to 
write letters. Luckily, in place of The ( 'bmfdete 
Letter- Il’iVfrr, he got by mistake a small collec
tion of letters by the most eminent writer*, with 
a few sensible direction* for attaining an easy 
epistolary style. This book was to llobert of the 
greatest cofisvqiience. It inspired him with a 
strong desire to excel in let ter-writing, while it 
furnished him with m«*lels by some of the first 
writers in our language.

“ My brother was aUmt thirteen or fourteen, 
when my father, regretting that wo wrote so ill, 
sent us, week about, during a summer quarter, 
to the jxirish school of Ihilrymple, which, though 
between two and three miles distant, was the 
nearest to us, that wo might have an opportunity 
of remedying this defect. Almut this time a 
liookish acquaintance of my father's procured us 
a reading of two v til nines of Kiehardson's Pamela, 
which was the first novel we read, ami the only 
|sirt of Richardson's work* my brother was ac
quainted with till towards the period of his com
mencing author. Till that time, too, he remained 
unacquainted with Fielding, with Smollett (two 

jrohiinc* of Ferdinand Coant Fathom, and two 
volumes of Peregrin* Pa-Lte excepted ), with 
Munie, with Kohcrtsoii, ami almost all our au
thor* of eminence of the later times. I recollect, 
indeed, my father Imrrowed a volume of English 
history from Mr. Hamilton of Koiirtrcehill's gnr- 
tletter. It treated of the reign of James I., and 
hi* unfortunate son Charles, hut I do not know 
who was the author; all that I remember of it is 
something of diaries'* conversation with his chil
dren. AUmt this time (1772) Murdoch, our 
former teacher, after having lioen in different 
place* in the country, ami having taught a school 
some time in Dumfries, came to he the established 
teacher of the Knglish language in Ayr, a circum
stance. oLeonsitlerahle consequence to us. The 
rcinciiihnmco of my father's former friendship, 
ami hi* attachment to my Imithcr, mat le him do 
everything in hi* |»ower for our improvement. 
Ho sent us Po)w’s works, ami some other poetry, 
the first that we lia«l an op|s>rtunity of raiding, 
excepting what is containoil in The KnyHek 
Cotleiiion, ami in the volume of the Kdinhmyh 
Alatja^ine for 1772; excepting also those ‘excel
lent new mugs' that are hawked almut the

10
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country in basket* or exposed on «tails in the 
streets.

“ The summer after we hail been at Dalrymple 
school, my father sent Robert to Ayr, to revise 
his English grammar with his former teacher, 
lie had been there only one week when he was 
obliged to return to assist at the harvest. When 
the harvest was over he went hack to school, 
where he remained two weeks; and this com
pletes the account of his school education, excep
ting one summer •piarter, sometime afterwards, 
that lie attended the |Mrish school of Kirk Oswald 
(where lie lived with a brother of my mother's I, 
to learn®irveying.

" During the two last weeks that he was with 
Murdoch, he himself was engaged in learning 
French, and he communicated the instructions 
ho received to my brother, who, when he re
turned, brought home with him a French dic
tionary ami grammar, and the .Irfrrs/sirsi;/' 7V/e- 
markm in the original. In a little while, by the 
assistance of these 1 looks, he had acipiired such 
a knowledge of the language ns to read and 
understand any French author in prose. This 
was considered a* a sort of prodigy, and through 
the medium of Murdoch procured him the ac
quaintance of several lads in Ayr, who were at 
that time gabbling French, and the notice of 
some families. |sirtieularly that of Dr. Malcolm, 
where a knowledge of French was a recommen
dation.

•* Observing the facility with which he had 
acquired the French language, Mr. Robinson, 
the established writing-master ill Ayr, anil Mr. 
Murdoch's |erticular friend, having himself ac
quired a considerable knowledge of the Isitin 
language by his own industry, without ever 
I laving learnt it at school, advised Koliert to 
make the same attempt, promising him every 
assistance in his (siwer. Agreeably to this advice, 
he purchased The Itnf Ikt lAlt t A 7h#,i/ni, 
but finding this study dry and uninteresting, it 
was quickly laid aside. He frequently returned 
to hi* Hmlimmtt on any little chagrin or dis- 
ap|*iintmcnt, particularly ill his love affairs ; but 
the Latin seldom predominated more than a day 
or two at a time, or a week at most. Observing 
himself the ridicule that would attach to this 
sort of conduct if it wore known, he made two 
or throe humorous stanzas on the subject, which 
I cannot now recollect, but they all endo|l,

So 111 to my Latin again.

“Thu* you see Mr. Murdoch was a principal 
means of my brother's improvement. Worthy 
man ! though foreign to my present purpose, I 
cannot take leave of him without tracing his 
future history. Ho continued for some years a 
respected and useful teacher at Ayr, till one 
evening that ho had been overtaken in liquor, 
he liap|K'iicd to sjicnk somewhat disrcs|iectfully

of Dr. Dalrymple, the parish minister, who had 
not |mid him that attention to which he thought 
himself entitled. In Ayr he might ns well have 
spoken blasphemy. He found it proper to give 
up his apiwintnient. I hi went to Lsmdon, when 
he still lives, a private teacher of French. He 
lias been a considerable time married, and kce|* 
a shop of stationery wares.1

“ 'The father of Dr. Paterson, now physician at 
Ayr, was, I believe, a native of Alierdeenshire, 
and was one of the establislicd touchers in Ayr 
when my father settled in the neighbourhood. 
He early recognised my father a* a fellow-native 
of the north of Scotland, and a certain degree of 
intimacy su I «dated between them during Mr. 
1‘aterson's life. After his death his widow, who 
is a very genteel woman and of great worth, 
delighted in doing what «lie thought her husband 
would have wished to have done, and assiduously 
kept up her attentions to all his acquaintance. 
She kept Alive the intimacy with our family by 
frequently inviting my father and mother to her 
house on Sundays, when she met them at church.

“ When «lie came to know my brother's |m«*ioo 
for books, she kindly offered us the use of lier 
husband's library, and from her we got the 
S/mlatiir, Pope's translation of Homer, and 
several other hooks that were of use to us. 
Mount Oliphant, the farm my father possessed 
in the |iari*h of Ayr, is almost the very |»orc«t 
soil I know of in a state of cultivation. A 
stronger proof of this I cannot give than that, 
notwithstanding the extraordinary rise in the 
value of lands in Scotland, it was, after a con
siderable sum laid out in improving it by the 
proprietor, let a few years ago live pounds jier 
annum lower than the rent |mid for it by my 
father thirty years ago. My father, in consé
quence of this, «<«in came into difficirttivs, which 
were increased by the loss of several of his rattle 
by accidents and disease. -To the Isiffeting* of 
misfortune, we could only oppose hard laUmr, 
and the most rigid economy. We lived very 
sparingly. For several years butcher's meat was 
a stranger tn the house, while all the mend st* of 
the family,exerted themselves to the utmost of 
their strength, and rallier beyond it, in the 
labours of the farm. My brother, at the age of 
thirteen, assisted in thrashing the crop of'com, 
awl at fifteen was the |n-inei|ial labourer on the 
farm, for we had mi hired servant, male or female. 
The anguish of mind we felt at our tender yeura, 
under these straits and difficulties, was very 
great. To think of our father growing old (for 
he was now above fifty), broken down with the 
long-continued fatigues of his life, with a wife 
ami five other children, ami in a declining state 
of circumstances these reflections (malneed in 
my brother's mind and mine sensations of the

1 Mr Munl.-h died la ls*»d«*i In ISM; we wde 5, p is
id this islums.
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deepest distrust. I doubt not but the hard labour 
and *,m>w of this period of his life was in a great 
measure the cause of that depression of spirits 
«ith which Robert was so often afflicted through 
his whole life afterwards. At this time he was 
almost constantly afflicted in the evenings with 
a dull headache, which, at a future period of his 
life, was exchanged for a palpitation of the heart 
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation in 
his bed in the uiglit-tinie.

•• |ty a stipulation in my father's lease lie luol 
a right to throw it bp, if lie thought proper, at 
the end of every sixth yettr. Hu attempted to 
lix himself in a better farm at the end of the 
tirst six years, but failing in that attempt, he 
continued where he was for six years luori;. He 
then took the farm of Lochlca, of a hundred ami 
thirty acres, at the rent of twenty shillings an
acre, iu the [lariali of Tarbolton, of Mr. ------,
then a mendiant iu Ayr, and now (171*71 azmer
chant iu Liverpool. He removed to this farm at 
Whitsunday, 1777, ami [swrcsaod it only seven 
years. No writing hud ever lawn made out of 
the conditions of the lease; a misunderstanding 
took placet res|iecting them ; the subjects in 
dispute were submitted to arbitration, and the 
decision involved my fat tier's affairs iu ruin. He 
lived to know of this decision, I sit mit to see any 
execution in consci|iicuce of it. He died ou the 
13th of February, 1784.

“ Tlie seven .years we lived in Tarisilton pinsli 
(extending from the nineteenth to the twenty- 
sixth of my brother's age), were not uuirked 
by much litcifn improvement ; but during this 
time tlie hsimlatiou was laid of certain lialsta iu 
my In it Ikt's diameter, which afterwanis Isicnme 
but Vsi prominent, and winch malice and envy 
have taken delight to enlarge on. Though when 
young he was bashful and awkward in his inter
course with women, yet when he approached 
niatihisul his attachment to their society Iwcauie 
very strong, ami he was constantly the victim of 
some fair enslaver. The symptoms of his [nssion 
were often such as nearly to espial those of the 
celelvuted Nt|>pho. I never indeed knew that 
he • fainted, sunk, ami died away;' but tlie agi
tations of his mind and Issly exceeded anything 
of the kind I ever knew in real life. He had 
always a |-articular jealousy of [copie who were 
richer tluin himself, or who hail more conse- 
quence in life. His love, therefore, rarely settled 
■g» [a rsons of this description. When he selected 
any «ne mit of the sovereignty of hie good 
pleasure, to whom he should [niy his [mrticular 
attention, alio was instantly invested with a 
sufficient stock of charms, out of the plentiful 
stores of his own imagination ; and there was 
often a great disparity between hi* fair capti- 
vator ami her attriliutea. One generally reigned 
pamnimint in his affectimis, but as Yorick's affec
tions flowed out toward Madame de L------ at

tlie remise door, while the eternal vows of Eliza 
were upon him, so Robert was frequently en
countering other attractions, which formed so 
many under-plots in the draipa of his love. As 
these connections were governed by the strictest 
rules of virtue and modesty (from which he never 
deviated till he reached his twenty-third y earl, 
lie liccamc anxious to lie in a situation to marry. 
This was not likely to be soon the case while lie 
remained a farmer, as the stocking of a farm re
quired a sum of money he had no prolwliility of 
being master of for a great while. He liegan, 
therefore, to think of trying some other line of 
life, lie and I had for several years taken land 
of my father for the purjiose of raising flax on 
our own account. In the course of selling it, 
Koliert liegan to think of turning flax-dresser, 
let has being suitable to his grand view of settling 
in litm and mfsuliserVieiit to the flax-raising. He 
acconheglf wrought a\ the business of a flax- 
dresser in Irvine for sixtaionths. but alwndoued 
it at that period, as livelier agreeing with his 
health nor inclination. J In Irvine he had con
tracted some aequaintimce of a freer manner of 
thinking and living tlutii lie had been uses I to, 
whoso society pnqiarud him for overleaping the 
bounds of rigid virtue which had hitherto re
strained him. Towanla the end of the [leriml 
under review (in his twenty-sixth year I, and 
soon after Ilia father's death, lie was furnished 
with tlie subject of his 1 Epistle to John Itankine. '
I luring this [icriod also he became a freemason, 
which was his first introduction to the life of a 
boon companion. Yet, notwithstanding these 
circumstances, and the praise he has bestowed 
on Scotch drink (which seems to lyivo misled 
his historians 1, I do not recolfcct, during these 
seven years, nor till towards Mho end of his 
commencing author (when his glowing celebrity 
occasioned his lwing often in coim|sinyi, to have 
ever seen him intoxicated ; nor) was he at all 
given to drinking. A stronger proof of the 
general sobriety of hi* conduct need not be re
quired than wliat I am about to give. During 
the whole of the time we lived in the farm of 
Lochlca with my father, he allowed my brother 
and me such wages for our labour as he gave to 
other lalioiirers, os a part of which, every article 
of our clothing, manufactured iu the fAniily, was 
regularly accounted for. When my father's 
affairs grew near a crisis, Robert and I took the 
farm of Mossgiel, consisting of a hundred mid 
eighteen acres, at the rent of ninety [louiids per 
annum (the farm on which I live at presentI. 
from Mr. Gavin Hamilton, as an asylum for the 
family in case of the worst. It was stocked by 
the property and individual savings of the whole 
family, and was a joint concern among us. Every 
member of the family was allowed ordinary 
wages for the lalaiur he performed on tlie farm. 
My brother's allowance and mine was scym*

V
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launch per annuli each. And during the whole 
time this family-concern lusted, which was for 
four yearn, a* well aa during the preceding period 
at LocMea, hi* expenses never in any one year 
exceeded hi* slender income.1 Ah ! was intrusted 
with the keeping of the family accounts, it is not

Eible that there can be any fallacy in this 
imont in my brother's favour. His tenqier- 
" ami frugality were everything tluit could 
l>e wished.

“The farm of Mossgiel lies very high, and 
mostly on a cold wet bottom. The first two 
years that we were on the farm were %ery frosty, 
and the spring was very lute. Our crop* in eon- 
sequence were very unprofitable; and, notwith
standing our utmost diligence and economy, we 
found ourselves obliged to give up our bargain, 
with the loss of a considerable part of oür original 
stock. It was during these two years that Robert 
formbd his connection with Jean Armour, after- 
wards Mrs. Burns. This connection canid no 
longer !* concealed, about the time wo came to a 
final determination to quit the farm. Robjrt 
durst piot engage with a family in his i>oor un
settled state, but was anxious to shield his part- 
ner, by every means in his |iowcr, from the con
sequences of their imprudence. It was agreed, 
therefore, Iwtween them that they should make 
a legal acknowledgment of an irregular and pri
vate marriage; thut ho should go to Jamaica to 
push his fortune, and that she should remain 
with her father till it might please Providence to 
put the means of MUpl>orting a family in his 
power.

44 Mrs. Burns was a great favourite of her 
father's. The intimation of a marriage was the 
first suggestion he received of her real situation. 
He was in the greatest distress, and fainted away. 
The marriage did not up)ieur to him to make the 
matter any better. A husUqid in Jamaica ap- 
I wared to him and his wife little better than none, 
ami an effectual liar to any other prospecte of a 
settlement in life that their daughter might have. 
They therefore expressed a wish to her that the 
written papers which respected the marriage 
should lw cancelled, ami thus the marriage ren
dered void. In her melancholy state she felt the 
dee|wst remorse at having brought such heavy 
affliction on parents that loved her so tenderly, 
and submitted to their entreaties. Their wish 
was mentioned to Roliort. lie felt the doe| 
anguish of mind. He offered to stay at home 
ami provide for his wife ami family in the built 
maimer that his daily lalsiurs could provide/for 
them, thatk being the only means in his )tower. 
Even this offer they did not approve of ; [for

though her imprudence had been, she still, in the 
eyes of her partial pa rents, might look to a hot- 
ter connection than that with my friendless and 
unhappy brother, at tluit time without house or 
hiding-place. Robert at length consented to their 
wishes; Imt his feelings on this occasion were of 
the most distracting nature, and the impression 
of sorrow was not effaced till by a regular mar
riage they were indissolubly united. In the 
state of mind which the separation produced he 
wished to leave the country as soon as possible, 
and ugreed with Dr. Douglas to go out to Jamaica 
as an assistant overseer, or, as I believe it i* 
called, a book-keo|wr, on his estate. As lie had 
not sufficient money to |iay his passage, and the 
vessel in which Dr. Douglas was to procure a 
passage for him was not ex|iected to sail fur some 
time, Mr. Hamilton advised him to publish hi* 
|looms in the meantime by suliseription, as a 
likely way of getting a little money to provide 
him more liberally in necessaries for Jamaica. 
Agreeably to this advice, subscript ion-bills were 
printed immediately, ami the printing was com
menced at Kilmarnock, his prc|«imtions going on 
at thv same time for his voyage. The reception, 
however, which his poem* met with in the world, 
and the friends tin y proenred him, made him 
change his resolution of going to Jamaica, ami 
he was advised to go to Edinburgh to publish a 
secofld edition. On his return, in happier cir 
viimstances, he renewed his connection with Mr*. 
Burns, and rendered it js/rmniivnt by a union 
for life."

BURNS AND HIS FATHERS HOUSE 
HuU>.

BY JOHN MVH1MKH.1

Originally communicated In a letter to Mr. Jo 
, I'otipcr Walker of Uulilin.

i|»h

humble ns Miss Armour's station was, ahd great

l They entered UuMgiel in March, 17m, amI BameseowJ 
tion with tint farm may lw ««id to har* <*awd in X.itemf 
17WI, when he went to Kdiul»urgh-a |wriud of two y«*r* 
a half.

44 Silt, -I was lately favoured with a letter fmm 
our worthy friend the Rev. Wm. Adair, in which 
he1’requested me to communicate to you whatever 
|*irticul«rs I could recollect concerning Robert 
Bums, the Ayrshire poet. My busmens being at 
present miiltifariomwind harassing, my attention 
is consequently so much divided, and I am so 
little in the habit of expressing my thoughts on 
|w|ier, that at this distance of time I can give 
but a very imperfect sketch of the early part of 

nq/nie life of that extraordinary genius, with which 
alone I am acquainted.

44 William Bonus, the father of the poet, was 
lsini in the shim of Kincardine, and bred a gar
dener. He lm<l been settled in Ayrshire ten or 
twelve yeans before 1 knew him, and had been 
in the service of Mr. (Vawford of Dooneide. He 
was afterwards employed as a gardener und over-

SHw flu1 fun-going nstmtlvr by Sllllwrt Hum*; «lw Lock
hart's Life In this volume, partlculnrly note J, |i. là.
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wcr by Prevent Korgunon of Doonliolm, in the . to the mcthoil pursued by their father and mo 
nariih of AUoway, which is now united with that in instructing thuin, which wo* to make them 
of Ayr. In thin peri*, on the road aide, a Scotch thoroughly acipiniiitod witli the moaning of every 
mile and a half from the town of Ayr, ami half a word in each eentence that wan to he committed 
mile from the bridge of Uoon, William Burnes to memory. By the by, this may he cimier done 
took a piece of land, coimixting of aient «even and at an earlier period than in generally thought, 
ocre», part of which he laid out in gardun ground, A**oon A* they were ca)mille of it, I taught them 
and furt of which he kept to graze a cow, Ac., to turn ijcrse into it* natural |uoso order, »ome- 
•till continuing ill the employ of l’rovont Forgo- time* to/sulwtitutc «ymuiymoii» exprenaion* for 
win. I'pon thi* little farm wo* erected an hum- |>oeticnlAvord«, and tomipply the elli|i*e«. These, 
I,le dwelling, of which William Borne* wu* the you knobyire the mean* of knowing that the 
architect. It woo, with the exception of a little pupil under*tand* hi* author. Thc«c are excel- 
»tmw, litemlly a taliemocleof clay. In thi* moan lent hel|«* to the arrangement of word* in «en- 
cottage, of which I niyuclf wn* nt time* an inha- tence*, a* well a* to a variety of cxpre**ion. 
latent. I really lielieve there dwelt a larger |wr- “Gilbert always appeared to me to po«*e** a 
lion of content tlum in any |*iluco in Kuropc. more lively imagination and to ho more of the 
The •Cotter'» Saturday Night' will give nome wit than Kohert. I attempted to teach them n 
idea of the tem|ier mid manner* that prevailed little church music; hero they were left for lie- 
there. hind by all the ro*t of the uchool. Hubert'* ear

“ In 17«I5. aliuiit the middle of March, Mr.Win. in |iurticulur wn* dull, and hi* voice untunnble. 
Hume* came to Ayr, and «eut to the uchool where It wn* long lieforo I could gut them to di»tingui*h 
I wo* improving in writing,undor my go,*l friend one tune from another. Koliert"* countenance 
Mr Kolnnaen, deoiling that I would come and wu* grave, and exprewivo of a noriou», contem- 
*|K‘uk to him at a certain inn, ami bring my plative, and thoughtful mind, Gilbert's face »aiil, 
writing-l«Nik with me. Thi* wn* immeilintely 1 Mirth, with thee I mean to live;’ and certainly 
complied with. Having examined my writing he if any |ior*on who knew the lioy* had I ecu naked 
wax plen*ed with it (you will readily allow he wo* which of them wn* the mo*t likely to court the 
Hot difficult I - and told me that he had rcuoivvd muxex, he would surely* never have guessed that 
very satisfactory information of Mr. Tennant,1 Hubert had n pro|ien*ily of that kind, 
the monter of the Knglinh *chool, concerning tuy “ In the year 17'W Mr. Hume* ipiitteil hi* mud 
improvement in English, and in hi* metlu»l of edifice, anil took |io**e«Kion of a farm i Mount 
teaching. In the month of May following I wa* Oliphant) of hi* own improving, while in the ner- 
engaged by Mr. Itunic* nnd fouruf hi* ncighlmiii-* vice of l'rovoat Pergumiu. Thi* farm being at a 
to teach, and accordingly liegan to teach the little cnnxidemhlv distance from the xcliool, the Imy* 
»ch<»il at Allowny, which wu»«itunted a few ynnl* could not attend regularly; and *ome change* 
from the argillncoou* faloic alaivo nientionoil. taking place among the other »up|*irtcr* of the 
My live employer* underti*ik to laienl me by «chiad, I left it, having continued to conduct it 
turn*, and to make up n certain «alary nt thociid for nearly two year* ami a half, 
of the year, provided mycpinrtvrly payment* ft-.,in “III the year 1772 I wo* ap|«,inte<l 11 wing one 
the different pupil* did not amount to that *11111. of five candidate* who were cxamiln-dl to tench 

“ My pu|iil lloliert Burn* wn* then laitween the Kngli»h uchool at Ayr; nnd in 1772 Robert 
rix or «even year* of age, hi* preceptor nhmit Bum* came to l««ird ami halgu with me, for the 
eighteen. Koliert, and hi* younger brother Gil- purpoau of rovi»ing the English grammar, Ac., 
bert, laid been grounded a little in English before that he might lx> bettor ipuilitlod to instruct hi* 
they were (Hit under my cure. They both made brother* nnd *i*ter* nt home, lie wn* now with 
a.ra|iid progre»* in reading nnd a tolerable pro- me day and night, in nchmil, nt nil meal», ami in 
gre*» in writing. In rending, dividing word* into all my walk*. At the end of one week I told 
«yllnlilv* by rule, »|iolling without l**ik, |*ir*ing him that, a* he wa* now pretty much loader of 
nenteiicc*, Ac., Koliert nnd Gilbort were gene- tho|mrt* of *|ieerh,Ac., I uliould like to teach him 
rally at the uji|ior mid of the cln**, oven when «omething of French pronunciation ; that when 
ranged with l*iy* by far their «enior». The Imoka he «IhiuIiI meet with the name of n French town, 
mo»t commonly u*ed in the nclionl were the S|iel- «hip, officer, or the like, in tile iicw»|Mi|*rn, ho 
ling Book, the New Testament, the Bible, Mason’» might lie able to (ironounce it nomethiug like a 
Collection of Prone and Verne, nnd Fi«hor’» Kng- French wonl. Hubert wa* glad to hear thi* pro- 
li»h Grammar. They committed to memory the |*i*nl, and immediately we attacked the French 
hymn* and other poem* of that collection with with great courage. Now there wa* little else 
uncommon facility. Thi* facility wn* |«rtly owing to lie heard but the declension of noun», the con-

1 Mr li«vi,l Teniamt. lm*Wr "i « Ji*w Tmiianl In lileti- 
xinrr.* *n mrly AyrsMn* frtriul nt Wllllnm llnni,--. «lut

jugution of verlw. Ac. When walking together,
, «mrr." «„ early AyrsMn- frtrml of Wllllnm lluni<-«. «ml 
«II.-r«*r,l, Hum-'* silrtsrr la the rtnOcr ill Ms Ihinifrli-ssliln, 
hra

ami even nt meal», I wa* constantly telling him 
the IIUIIIC* of different object*, a* they prenonted
thcniaelve*, in French, *o that ho Wa* hourly
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laying in a stock of won!» and aomotimo* littlo 
phrases. In «hurt, ho took such pleasure in 
learning, and I in teaching, that it wo* difficult 
to aay which of the two waa moat aoalou* in the 
business; and aient the end of the second week 
of onr etudy of the French, we legnn to rend n 
littlo of the .Idi'utKWiJ Trl'mtirkm, in Fciielen's 
own worda.

“ But now the plain* of Mount Oliphant began 
to whiten, and Kolert wn* aninmonod to relin
quish the pleaaing scenes that surroumlud the 
grotto of Calypeo, and, anneil with a aickle, to 
aeck glory hy aignaliiing himself in the field* of 
Ceres and so ho did; for although but about 
fifteen, I wn* told that ho |erformod the work of 
a man. i

“ Thu* wn* 1 deprived of my very apt pupil, 
ami consequently ngroealilecom|wnion, at the end 
of three week*, one of which wn* s|wnt entirely 
in tlie study of Knglish ami the other two chiefly 
in I hat of French. I diil not, however, lo»o night 
of him, l*it wn* a frequent visitant at hi* father'» 
hou*e when I had my half-holiday; and very 
often went nccom|mniud with one or two |H.-r»on« 
more intelligent than myself, that gi»»l William 
Hume* might enjoy a mental fea*t. Then the 
lalmuring onr wa* shifted to some other hand. 
Thu father and the non ant down with u«, when 
we enjoyed a conversation wherein solid reason
ing, sensible remark, and a moderate «camming of 
jocularity, were so nicely blended as to render it 
palatable to all |iartie*. Itoliert had a hundred 
questions to ask me about the Freueli, Ac. ; ami 
the father, who hod always rntionnlfcnforoiation 
in view, hail still some question to propose to my 
more learned friends, ii|*m moral or natural phi
losophy, or some such interesting subject. Mr*. 
Bul lies, tisi, was of the party a* much a* jsissible;

hut still the house affairs wisihl lira* her tll,-ms',
Which ever as she isulhl utth haate ilis|iutch,

, She'll tsntle again, anil with a gfersly ear,
livreur u|i tlii'lr illsisiursc,----

ami |uirticulnrly that of her liusluiml. At all 
times and in all com|«inica she listened to him 
with a more marked attention than to anylssly 
else. While under the necessity of being nlwmt 
while he was «(leaking, she seemed to regret ns a 
real loss that she hail missed what the gissl man 
had said. This worthy woman, Agnes Brown, had 
the most thorough esteem for horhnshnnd of any 
woman I ever know, I can by no monmuKomlcr 
that she highly esteemed him; for I nivsen have 
always considered William Humes as by far the 
best of the human race that ever I had the 
pleasure of being acquainted with and many a 
worthy chnmctcr I have known. I can cheerfully 
join with Hohort in the Inst line of his e|iitaph 
I Ion-owed from Goldsmith);

And crew his failings Ituui'i! In virtue's side.
“ He was an excellent huslwml, if I may judge 

from his assiduous attention to the ease and com

fort of hi* worthy [uirtner, ami from her affec- 
tionate behaviour to him, ns well a* her unwearied 
attention to the duties of a mother.

“ Ho wn* a tender and affectionate father; he 
took ploaaure in leading his children in the |«th 
of virtue, not in driving them, a* some |mrcnts do, 
to the performance of dutie* to which they them
selves are averse. He took care to find fault hut 
very seldom; ami therefore when he did rebuke, 
he was listened to with a kind of reverential awe. 
A look of disapprobation was felt; a reproof was 
severely so; ami a stri|s) with the fns-s, even on 
the skirt of the coat, gave heartfelt (siin, pro. 
duced a loud lamentation, and brought forth * 
flood of tears.

“ He hail the art of gaining the esteem ami 
goodwill of those that were lalsnirer* under him.
I think I never saw him angry but twice: the one 
time it wa* with the foreman of the luind for nut 
reaping tlie field as he was désirai; and the other 
time it wa* with an old man for using smutty 
inuendoc* and rfosWe mlrHiim. Were every 
foul-mouthed old man to receive a seasoniihle 
check in this way It would bo to the advantage 
of the rising generation. A» he was at no time 
overliearing to inferiors, ho was equally incapililo 
of that |si**ive, pitiful, (siltry spirit that induces 
some |S!Ople to frryi /rnofui/ unit lmniny in the 
presence of a great man. He always treated 
siqsinon with a la-coming respect; Isit lie never 
gave the smallest encouragement to aristiwnitical 
arrogance. But I must not pretend to give you 
a description of all the manly qualities, the 
rational ami I 'liristian virtue* of the venerable 
William llunies. Time would fail me. I shall 
only add that ho carefully practises! every known 
duty and avoided everything that was criminal, 
or, in the ajwsitle'» words, " llen-in did he exer
cise himself in living a life void of offence towards 
God ami towanls men. " O for a world of men 
of such di»|switions ! We «honld then have no 
wars. I have often wished, for the gissl of man
kind, that it wen- as customary to honour and 
|sr|s'tiiate the memory of those who excel in 
inornl rectitude, as it is to extol what are called 
heroic actions; then would the nintisolcum of tla- 
fricnil of my youth overtop and surpass most of 
the monuments I see in Westminster Abbey.

“Although I cannot do justice to the clinnictcr 
of this worthy man, yet you will (wreeive from 
these few |mrticolnrs what kind of |K-rsoii laid 
the princi|gtl hand in the education of our |**l. 
He »|siko the Knglish language with mon' pro- 
pricty (tsith with re»|ss t to diction and pronun
ciation) than any man 1 ever knew with no 
gn-ater advantages. This had a very good effect 
on the boys, who began to talk anil reason like 
men much sooner than their neighbours. I do 
not n-colleet any of their contemporaries at my 
little seminary who aftcrwanls made any great 
figure ns literary character*, except Hr.Tetiliunt,

V
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1

«hn was chaplain to Colonel Fullartou'a regiment, 
ami who ia now in the East Indie*.1 Ho ia a man 
of geniu* and learning; yet affuble and free from 
pedantry.

.. Mr. liumea in a abort time found that he hud 
overrated Mount Oliphant, and that he could not 
rear hia numerou* family upon it. After being 
there some year* he removed to Lochlon, in the 
puri*h of Tarbolton, where, I believe, Hubert 
wrote many of hia (aiema.

- Hat here, air, you will permit me to pouae. 
I can tell you I ait little more relative to the poet. 
I ahull, however, in my next aend you a copy of 
one of hia luttera to me alxnit the year 1*86. 
I received one al ne», lait it ia mialuid. I’leuae 
rememher me, in the Iwat manner, to my worthy 
frieml Mr. Adair, when you aeo him or write to 
him.

*• Hart Street, Bloomabury Square,
London, Feb. 23d, 1798."

burns, as sketched by professor
DUOAI.D STEWART.

These particular* ware comniunlcateil In a letter 
to Ur. t’lirrte.

•• The lirai time I auw Uoliert Hum* waa on the 
26,1 of October, 17 Ni, when he dined at my liuuau 
in Ayrahirv, together with our common friend .Mr. 
John Mackenxie, surgeon in Muuchlino, to whom 
I urn induhteii for the pleasure of hi*aei|Uailitalice. 
I am I'luildv*) to mention the date particularly, by 
wane veraea which Huma wrote after he returned 
home, and in which the day of our meeting ia 
recorded. My excellent and much lamented 
friend, the lute llaail, laird Huer, hap|ieiieil to 
arrive at t'utrinu the name day, and by the kind- 
nea* and frnnkiiva* of hia milliner* left an im- 
|irua*ioii on the mind of the (sail which never wu* 
effaced. The veraea I allude to are among the 
moat im|*>rfcvt of hia piece*; but a few atunxaa 
may |ierhnp* lie an object of curioaity to you, 
laith on account of the character to which they 
relate, and of the light which they throw on the 
situation and feeling* of the writer, before hia 
name waa known to the public.*

11 cannot |io*itively any, at thia diatanee of 
time, whether at the pcriial of our tirât acquaint
ance, the Kilmarnock edition of hi* |*iem* had 
been juat publiahud, or wu* yet in the preaa. I 
susjicct that the latter waa the caae, aa I have 
•till in my |*>**oa»inn copie* in hia own handwrit
ing of nome of hia favourite |ierfomiaiicca; |mr- 
ticularly of hi* venu* * On turning up a Moiiae 
with Ilia Plough,'1 On the Mountain Daisy,' and 
* The Lament.' On my return to Kdiulairgh I 
allowed the volume and mentioned wliut I knew

I The " inwaclicr Willie ' mentliaml In llunus poetical 
evMIe u, hi* hall-hruher Jama* Traitant.

* *ce tile |mem enlltled “ Une* un mretln* Lon I llaer."

of the author * history to aeverul of my friends; 
and, among, other*, to'Mr. Henry Mackenzie, who 
first recommended him to public notice in the 
tilth number of The Lonuytr.

“ At this time Bum*’* pmapccta in life were so 
extremely gloomy that he hiul seriously formed 
u plan of going out to Jamaica ill a very humble 
situation, not, however, without lamenting that 
hia want of patronage should force him to think 
of a project so repugnant to hia feelings, when 
hia ambition aimed at no higher un object than 
the station of an exciseman or gauger in hia own 
country.

" Hi* manners wore then, a* they continued 
ever afterward*, simple, manly, and inde|iundeiit, 
strongly expressive of conscious genius and worth ; 
lint without anything that indicated forwurdtie**, 
arrogance, or vanity. He took hia share in con- 
vernation, Imt not more than lielonged to him; 
and listened with ap|turent attention anil defer
ence on subject* where hia want of education 
deprived him of the means of information. If 
there I nul I ecu a little more of gentleness and 
accommodation in hia tviiqs r, be would, 1 think, 
have I eon still more interesting; but he had 
liven accustomed to give law in the circle of hia 
ordinary acquaintance, and his dread of anything 
approaching to meanness or servility rendered 
hi* manner somewhat decided and hard. Nothing 
|iorhu|i* was more remarkable among hi* various 
attainment* than the,fluency, and precision, and 
originality of his language when hc*|a>kc in com
pany; more |«irticiilarly ns he aimed at purity in 
Ida tuni of expression, and avoided more success
fully than moat Scotchmen the peculiar!tie* of 
Scottish phraseology. ,

“ He came to Edinburgh early in the winter 
following, and remained there for several months, 
lly whose advice he took thia step I am unable 
to say. Perlia)i* it was suggested only by his ow n 
curiiwity to aeo a little more of the world; but, I 
confess, I dreaded the consequence* from the 
first, and always wished that his pursuits and 
habit* should continue the same as in the former 
|wrt of life; with the addition of, what I consid
ered as then completely within hia roach, a good, 
farm on moderate tonna, in a |*irt of the country* 
agreeable to hia taste.

“ The attentions he received during hia stay in 
town, from all ranks and descriptions of person», 
were such as would have turned any head but 
hi* own. I connut say that I could |iercvive any 
unfavourable effect which they left on hi* mind. 
He retained the same simplicity of maimer* and 
ap|ieomiice which had stniek me so forcibly w hen 
I first saw him in the country, nor did he seem 
to feel any additional self-importance from the 
number and rank of hi* new acquaintance. Hi* 
ilress wiuaicrfcctly suited to his station, plain and 
unpretending, with a sufficient attention to neat
ness. If 1 recollect right he always wore bools.
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and when on more than usual ceremony, buck
skin breeches.

“The variety of his engagements while in 
Edinburgh prevented me from seeing him so 
often us I could have wished. In the course of 
the spring he called on me once or twice, at my 
request, early in the morning, and walked with 
me to Braid Hills, in the neighbourhood of the 
town; when he charmed me still more by his pri
vate conversation than he had ever done in com- 
puny. He was i>assionately fond of the beauties 
of nature; and 1 recollect once he told me, when 
1 was admiring a distant prospect in one of our 
morning walks, that the sight of so many smoking 
cottages gave a pleasure to his mind, which none 
could understand who had not witnessed, like 
himself, the happiness and the worth which they 
contained.

44 In his jmlitical principles he was then a Jaco
bite, which was perha|wowing |mrtly to this, that 
his father was originally from the estate of Ix>rd 
Mareschal. Indeed, he did not api>enr to have 
thought much on such subjects, nor very con
sistently. He had a very strong sense of religion, 
and expressed deep regret at the levity with 
which he had heard it treated occasionally in 
some convivial meetings which he frequented. 
I apeak of him as lie was in the winter of 1786-7: 
for afterwards we met Isit seldom, and our con
versation* turned chiefly on his literary projects 
or his private affairs.

441 do,not recollect whether it ap|K?ars or not 
from any of vonr letters to mu, that you hud ever 
seen Bums/ If you have, it is siqierfluous for 
me to udd, (hat the idea which his conversation 
conveyed of the |>owers of his mind excoodod, if 
iswsible, that which is suggested by his writings. 
Among the poets whom I have hnp|ieiicd to know 
I have been struck, in more than one instance, 
with the unaccountable dis|iarity lietwccn their 
general talent* ami the occasional inspirations of 
their more favoured moments. But all the facul
ties of Burns's mind were, as far as I could judge, 
equally vigorous; ami his predilection for |sietry 
was rather the result of his own enthusiastic 
and impussionod tunq>er, than of a genius ex
clusively adapted to that specie* of conqiosition. 
From his conwrsation 1 should have pronounced 
him to be fitted to excel in whatever walk of 
ambition he had chosen to exert his abilities.

44 Among the subjects on which he was accus
tomed to dwell, the characters of the individual* 
with whom ho hap|ioned to meet was plainly a 
favourite one. The remarks he made on them 
were always shrewd and iiointedj though fre
quently inclining too much to sarcasm. His 
praise of those he loved was sometimes indis
criminate and extravagant; but this, I suspect, 
proceeded rather from the caprice and humour of

1 hr Currie hail wen and ruurvAd with Bums, hut this 
was all.

the moment, than from the effects of attachment 
in blinding his judgment. His wit was ready, and 
always impressed with the marks of a vigorous 
understanding; but to my taste, not often pleas
ing or happy. His attempts at epigram in hi* 
printed works are the only |>crforaiuticc* |k rluqw 
that ho has produced totally unworthy of his 
genius.

44 In summer, 1787, I passed some weeks in 
Ayrshire, ami saw Bums occasionally. 1 think 
that he made a pretty long excursion that season 
to the Highlands, and that ho also visited what 
Beattie calls the Arcadian ground of Scotland, 
U|>on the banks of the Teviot and the Tweed.

441 should have mentioned before that, not
withstanding various reports I heard during the 
pffteding winter of Bums'* predilection for con
vivial and not very select society, I should have 
concluded in favour of his habits of sobriety from 
all of him that ever fell under my own observa
tion. He told me indeed himself that the weak
ness of his stomach was such as to deprive him 
of any merit in his tem|>cnuicc. I was somcwUt 
alarmed about the effect of his now compara- 
lively sedentary and luxurious life, when he con
fessed to me, the first night lie spent in my house 
after his winter's cnnqinign in town, tint he had 
been much disturbed when in bed by a |»ulpita- 
tion at Jiis heart, which, he said, was a complaint 
to which he had of late become subject.1

44 In the course of the same season I was led by" 
curiosity to attend for an hour or two a ma*on\ 
lodge in Mauchline, when Bum* presided. He\ 
had occasion to make some short, unpremeditated \ 
compliment* to different individual* from whom / 
lie had no reason to ex|>ect a visit, and every/ 
tiling ho said was happily conceived ami forcibly 
a* well as fluently expressed. If I am not mis
taken he told me that in that village, lieforu 
going to Edinburgh, he had lielongvd to a small 
club of such of the inhabitants ns had a taste for 
liooks, when they used to converse and debate on 
any interesting questions that occurred to them 
in the course of their rending. His manner of 
speaking in public had evidently the marks of 
some practice in extempore elocution.
j‘ I must not omit to mention what I have 

always considered a* chamcteristical in a high 
degree of true genius, the extreme facility and 
good-nature of his taste, in judging of the conqio- 
sitiohs of others, where there was any real ground 
for praise. 1 related to him many |w**agc* of 
English jsietry with which he was unacquainted, 
and have more than once witnessed the tears of 
admiration ami rapture with which he lieard 
them. The collection of songs by l>r. Aiken, 
which I first put into his hands, he read with 
unmixed delight, notwithstanding hi* .former 
efforts in that very difficult sjiociv* of writing;

1 A mini I ns Vi ontwrft narrative, the |met had I «en euhjevt 
to thia complaint from hia earllmt years.
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«nil I have little doubt that it had «vine effect in 
polixliing hi« subsequent compositions.

.. |n judging of prone I do not think hi» taste 
was equally sound. I once rend to him a }«ssngu 
,«• two iu Franklin’» works, which 1 thought very 
happily executed upon the model of Addison; 
but he did not ap|>ear to relish or to perceive the 
Iwnuty which they dorived from their exqiiiiite 
simplicity, and »|sike of them with indifference 
when coni|eired with the |>oint, anil antithesis, 
anil qiiuintncs» of .lunius. The influence of that 
taste is very perceptible in his own |>mw com- 
jMisitions, although their great and various ex
cellences render some of them scarcely less 
objects of wonder than his |x>eticnl |ierformnncca. 
The late llr. Robertson used to »ay that, con- 
•idvring his eiliicntion, the former seemed to hint 
the more extraordinary of the two.

“ His memory was uncommonly retentive, at 
least for |H>ctry, of which lai recited to me fre
quently long eoui|wisitions with the most minute 
aivuracy. They were chiefly Willed* anil other 
piivee in our Scottish dialect; great part of them, 
lie told me, ho had learned in his childhood from 
his mother, who delighted in »uch recitations, 
and whose |s»tical taste, rude a» it prolwhly was, 
gave, it is presumable, the first direction to her 
son's genius.

"Of the more |*ili«hed verses which acciden
tally fell into his hands in Ilia early years, 
lie mentioned |mrticularly the recommendatory 
|«sins, by different authors, prefixed to>Hervey’s 
VntilntioM; a Isaik which has always had a very 

w,ide circulation among such of the country 
jieoplv of Scotland a* affect to unite some degree 
of taste with their religious studies. And these 
|«cm» (although tliey are certainly below medio
crity I he continued to rend with a degree of ra|>- 
ture beyond expression. He took notice of this 
fact himwlf. a* a proof how much the taste is 
liable to 1st influenced by accidental circum
stances.

“ Ills father np|a-nrei| to me, front the account 
he gave of him, to have Is-en a rcs|iectnl>lc anil 
worthy character, |sMacaacd of a mind superior to 
what might have huen vX|Nx-ted from his station 
in life. He ascrilied much of his own principles 
and fellings to the early impressions he hail 
received from his instruction and example. I 
recollect that he once applied to hint (and he 
added liait tlie |«tsaugc was a literal statement of 
fartl the two last lines of the following |wneiage in 
the ‘Minstrel;’ the whole of which he repeated 
with great enthusiasm :

Hhell I In* Ivfl fiirgiiitvn in the «lust,
. When fut*, relent inu, lets th«* Sower wltf;
Hhiill imtiirr'e fokw, <«• mini nlmir unjust, 

llitl him, though ihwtni'tl to |wrisli, ho|ie to live?
I» it fur thin fair virtue oft must strive.

With «llwapitoiitlmt nl. twnory, ami |s»ln?
N«i ! .Heaven's immurtnl •iTimf shall yrt arrive ;

Ami man'* mni'-tf- Iwmitr hloom airain.
» Bright thru the etvrual year of love's triumphant rvlpn.

This truth mill lime. Aie si lu/Je tire kail tanffkt 
in ttrat almoti all the tAt/ikenl kurtr. •

“With renjiect to Bum*'* early education I 
cannot nay anything with certainty. Hv always 
“|H)ke with ruHjwct ami gratitude of the *chool- 
muster who hud taught him to read Knglixh; and 
who, finding in hi* scholar a more than ordinary 
ardour for knowledge, had lieeiiut pain* to instruct 
him in the grammatical priuciple*of the language. 
He liugan the study of Latin, but dropt it before 
he hud finished the vorlm. I have sometimes 
heart I him quote a few Lotin word*, »uch womnm 
nnrit amor, Ac., but they seemed to lie Mich a* 
lie had caught from c<juivcr*utinii, and which he 
repeated by rote. 1 think he hud a project, after

came to Kdinhurgh, of prosecuting the ntudy 
iniilor hi* intimate friend the late Mr. Xivol, one 
of the master*of thegrammar-school here; hut I 
do not know tluit he ever proceeded so far a* to 
make the attempt.

41 He certainly jtosscMicd a smattering of french; 
and, if he ho<l an affectation in anything; it wo* 
in introducing occasionally a word or phrase from 
that language. It is i»<>Hsihlc that hi* knowledge 
in this respect might be more extensive than I 
suppose it to lie; but this you can learn from hi* 
more intimate acquaintance. It would lie worth 
while to inquire whether he was able to read the 
French author* with *uch facility a* to receive 
from them any improvement to hi* taste. For my 
own |»art I doubt it much ; nor would I believe 
it but on very strong ami jiointcd evidence.

14 If my memory din** not fail me he wa* well 
instructed in arithmetic, arid knew something of 
practical geometry, particularly of surveying.— 
All hi* other attainment* were entirely hi* own.

44 The last time I nv him was during the 
winter, 1788 89, when he |m**cd an evening with 
me at Drumseiigh, in the neighbourhood of Kdin- 
hurgh, where I wa* then living. My friend Mr. 
Alison wa* the only other ponton in company. I 
never saw him more agreeable or interesting. A 
present which Mr. Alison sent him afterward* of 
his un Tn*te drew from bum* a letter of
acknowledgment which I rvmopnber to have read 
with sonic degree of surprise at the distinct con
ception he ap|icurcd from it to have formed of 
the general principle* of the doctrine of associa
tion." »

BÜRN88 LAST YEARS.
LETTER FROM MR. JAMES CRAY1 To (IILRFRT

hi am
[Gilbert Burn*, when preparing the 1 820 edition 

of Currie's Burns, wrote to Mr. Gray for leave to
i Mr. (liny was mn-timf th«* llitrh Msml «•# liiimfrtm In 

Hunts's ilny. Ilv was nft« rwnnle. f. r ninny » )«nr, b tmii’her 
in th«* lliph *<h«w»l, Mliilninzh. aihI Inttrrlv U-mnwi a «iin|*- 
l un In the llou. K«*l India Vumiwny*» eervie». «ml divd-at 

1 Catch in MM.
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bring forward his letter to Peterkin, the most 
important part of which is given in Lockhart’s 
Life; that gentleman rather preferred to write his 
statement anew in the following letter addressed 
to Gilbert himself. The tone of the letter is, 
however, pitched too high ; and the portrait that 
he paints' of Burns at the period referred to 
cannot in any way bo reconciled with that which 
wo obtain from the general testimony of others 
and from known facts. Gray is said to have been 
a man who took amiable views of most people 
ho met, and of all who had any connection with 
literature in particular; and it must be remem
bered that he is writing, after an interval of over 
twenty years, of a life he only knew imperfectly 
for a little over two? It besides throws a doubt 
on his sincerity to find Robert Chambers saying, 
“ A friend of Mr. Gray has assured me that he 
used, in private, to speak of the irregularities of 
the poet in much the same terms as other sur
viving observers.”]

“ In the observations I am now to make I claim 
no merit but purity and sincerity of purpose in 
narrating events that I myself saw; and I am 
happy to add that, from many symptoms, there 
seems to be a great change of opinion on the 
subject and a disposition to listen to the voice of 
truth, however humble the individual by whom 
it is raised. I shall consider the poet's character 
as a companion, a father, a husband, a citizen, 
and a man ot genius; that it may be seen if from 
his conduct in any one of these capacities, he 
could possibly be the degraded being he has been 
represented, constantly under the dominion of 
the lowest and the basest appetites and passions 
of our natpfÔ, an habitual drunkard, and a 
thorough vicious man, for ‘ therewith has he been 
charged withal;’ and, as my remarks apply to 
the three1 last years of his life, I shall not be 
accused of having selected, in exculpation, the 
purest portion of it.

“It was my good fortune to be introduced to 
him soon after I went to Dumfries. This was 
early in 1794, and I saw him often and intimately 
during the remainder of his life. I sometimes 
met him in the scene of conviviality, and there, 
if anywhere, I must have received conviction of 
that intellectual and moral degradation of which 
we have hoard so much ; but no such impression 
was made on my mind. Ho seemed to me to 
frequent convivial parties from the same feelings 
with which he wrote poetry, because nature hud 
eminently qualified him to shine there, and he 
never on any occasion indulged in solitary drink
ing. He was always the living spirit of the 
company, and, by the communications of his 
genius, seemed to animate every one present 
with a portion of his own fire. He indulged in 
the sally of wit and humour, of striking qriginal-

1 Mr. Gray should rather have said two, as being much more 
nearly correct. ' \

ity, and sometimes of bitter sarcasm, but always 
free from the least taint of grossness. I was, from 
the commencement of my acquaintance with him, 
struck with his aversion to all kinds of indelicacy, 
and have seen him dazzle and delight a party for 
hours together by the brilliancy and rapidity of 
his flashes, without oyen an allusion that could 
give offence to vestql purity.. 1 never saw him 
intoxicated ; and, indeed, 1 am convinced, that 
though his company was courted by men of all 
ranks, and ho was much in society of a convivial 

> nature, that he was very seldom in a state of 
inebriation.

“ I often met him at breakfast parties, which 
were then customary at Dumfries, and sometimes 
enjoyed a morning walk with him ; and on these 
occasions, if he had been suffering from midnight 
excesses, it must have been apparent. On the 
contrary, his whole air was that of one who had 
enjoyed refreshing slumbers, and who arose 
happy in himself, and to diffuse happiness on all 
around him ; his complexion was fresh and clear, 
his eye brilliant, his whole frame vigorous and 
clastic, and his imagination ever on the wing.8 
His morning conversations were marked by an 
impassioned eloquence that seemed to flow from 
immediate inspiration, and shed an atmosphere 
of light and beauty around everything it touched, 
alternately melting and elevating the souls of all 
who heard him. He had read much, and possessed 
a most powerful memory, whjch never exhibited 
any symptoms of that decay which must have 
been the consequence of habitual intoxication; 
so far from it, ho gleaned all that was valuable 
from every book he perused, which ho could 
either quote in the words of the original or make 
the ideas his own, and embody them in a more 
beautiful form. In our solitary walks on a 
summer morning the simplest floweret by the 
wayside, every sight of rural simplicity and 
happiness, every creature that seemed to drink 
the joy of the seasons awakened the sympathy 
of his heart, which flowed in spontaneous music 
from his lips; and every new opening of the 
beauty or the magnificence of the scene before 
him called forth the poetry of his soul.

“As a friend, no views qf selfishness ever made 
him faithless to those whom ho had once hon
oured with that name—ever ready to aid them 
by the wisdom of his counsels, when his means 
were inadequate to their relief; and, by a delicate 
sympathy, to soothe the sufferings and the 
sorrows he could not heal. As a citizen ho never 
neglected a single professional duty; and even 
on the slender income of an excise officer, he 
never contracted a single debt he could not pay. 
He could submit to privations, but could not

8 In 1794, the year in which Gray hecame acquainted with 
Bums, the latter writes to Mrs. Dunlop: “ I already begin to 
feel the rigid fibre and stiffening joints of old age coming fast 
o’er my frame.”
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brook the dependence of owing anything to any 
man on earth. To the poor he was liberal beyond 
his limited means, and the cry of the unfortunate 
was never addressed to him in vain, and when he 
could not himself relieve their necessities, he was 
often known, by a pathetic recital of their mis- 
fertunes, to draw the tear and open the purse of 
those who were not famed either for tenderness 
of heart or charity; on such occasions it was im
possible to resist his solicitation»

“ He was a kind and an attentive father, and 
took great delight in spending his evenings in the 
cultivation of the minds of his children. Their 
education was the grand object of his life, and 
he did not, like most parents, think it sufficient 
to send them to public schools; ho was their pri
vate instructor; and even at that early age be
stowed great pains in training their minds to 
habits of thought and reflection, and in keeping 
them pure from every form of vice. This he con
sidered a sacred duty, ami never to his last ill
ness relaxed in his diligence.

“With his eldest son, a boy of not more than 
nine years of age, he had read many of the favour
ite poets, and some of the best historians, of our 
language; and, what is more remarkable, gave 
him considerable aid in the study of Latin. This 
boy attended the grammar-school of Dumfries, 
and soon attracted my notice by the strength of 
his talent and the ardour of his ambition. Before 
he had been a year at school I thought it right 
to advance him a form; and he began to read 
Caesar, and gave me translations of that author 
of such beauty as, I confess, surprised me. On 
inquiiy I found that his father made him turn 
over his dictionary till ho was able to translate 
to him the passage in such a way that .he could 
gather the author’s meaning, and that it was to 
him ho owed that polished and forcible English 
with which I was so greatly struck. I have men
tioned this incident merely to show what minute 
attention ho paid to this important branch of 
parental duty.

“ Many insinuations have been made against his 
character ns a husband, but without the slightest 
proof, and I might pass from this charge with 
that neglect which it merits; but I am happy to 
say that I have in exculpation the direct evidence 
of Mrs. Burns herself, who, among many amiable 
and respectable qualities, ranks a veneration for 
the memory of her departed husband, whom she 
never names but in terms of the profoundest 
respect and the deepest regret, to lament his 
misfortunes, or to extol his kindnesses to herself, 
not as the momentary overflowings of the heart 
in a season of penitence for offences generously 
forgiven, but an habitual tenderness that ended 
only with his life. I place this evidence, which 
I am proud to bring forward on her own autho
rity, against a thousand anonymous calumnies.

“To the very end of his existence all the powers

of his mind were as vigorous as in the blossom of 
their spring; and it may be asked if the numer
ous songs written for Mr. Thomson’s collection, 
which were his^hqst compositions, and by many 
considered the glojy of his genius, indicate any 
intellectual jjjtdffy: yet it is strange how long 
prejudices vdjjl keep their ground in the face of 
evidence the clearest, and within the reach of 
every one. I saw him four days before he died, 
and though the hand of death was obviously upon 
him, he repeated to me a little poem ho had 
composed the day before, full of energy and ten
derness. Now, my dear sir, us when 1 consider 
the occupations and the studies of his early years, 
afguing from the general prihciplcsof our nature, 
I am impelled to conclude that ho was an amiable 
and virtuous young mail, though I had not direct 
evidence in support of the proposition; so on a 
review of the facts just stated, I cannot for a 
moment believe in the alleged degradation of his. 
character. The truth is, your brother partook, 
in an eminent degree, of the virtues and the vices 
of the poetical temperament. He was often 
hurried into error by the impetuosity of his pas
sions, but he was never their slave; hd was often 
led astray by the meteor lights of pleasure, but 
he never lost sight of the right way, to which he 
was ever eager to return; and, amid all his wan
derings and his self-conflicts, his heart was pure 
and his principles untainted. Though he Was 
often well-nigh broken-hearted by the sdyomy of 
his fate, yet he was never heard to complain; 
and had he been an unconnected individual he 
would have bid defiance to fortune; but his sor
rows for his wife and children, for whom he suf
fered much, and feared more, were keen and 
acute, yet unmingled with selfishness. All his 
life he had to maintain a hard struggle with cares; 
and he often had to labour under those depres
sions to which genius is subject; yet his spirit 
never stooped from its lofty career, and to the 
very end of his warfare with himself and with 
fortune he continued strong in its independence. 
The love of posthumous fame was jjle master 
passion of his soul, which kept all others in sub
ordination, and prevented them from running 
into that disorder which his great susceptibility 
to all those objects which pleased his fancy or 
interested his heart, and the vivacity of all his 
emotions might, without this regulating prin
ciple, have produced. Amidst the darkest over
shadowings of' his fate or the «most alluring 
temptations of pleasure it was his consoling and 
leading star; and as it directed his eye to distant 
ages, it was often his only support in the one and 
the most powerful check against the dangerous 
indulgence of the other. Possessing an eloquence 
that might have guided the councils of nations, 
and which would have been eagerly courted by 
any party, he would have perished by famine 
rather than submit to the degradation of becom-
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ing tho tool of faction, It ia a known fact that 

/ he rejected a sum equal to his whole annual in
come, for the support of those measures which 
he thought most for the interests of the country. 
He had a loftiness of sentiment that raised him 
above making his genius a hireling even in a good 
cause, and his laurels were never stained by a 
single act of venality. Yet with all the nobility 
of his mind and the kindness and generosity of 
his nature, and the supremacy of his genius, his 
fate has been unusually hard. Though his chosen 
companions were not more remarkable for talent 
than for the respectability of their character and 
the purity of their lives, and fikmy ladies of tho 
most delicate and cultivated minds and elegant 
manners were numbered among his friends, who 
clung to him through good and through bad re
port, and still cherish an affectionate and enthu
siastic regard for his memory, yet has he been 
accused of being addicted to low company. Qua
lified for the noblest employments, ho was con
demned to drudge in tho lowest occupations— 
often in scenes where to avoid contamination was 
an effort of virtue. Though he possessed a can
dour which led him to view all the actions of 
others on the brightest side, the fairest of his 
own have, in tho estimate of his character, bpen 
passed over in silence or even blackened. His 
virtues have been denied, and when that could 
not be done, they have been extenuated. Ac
cumulated misfortunes and the cruelty of man
kind actually broke his heart and hurried him to 
a premature grave, which to him has been no 
sanctuary, for the voice of calumny has been 
heard even there; but prejudices will pass away, 
and posterity will do him justice. They will 
balance the various and often contradictory ele
ments of his character, and decide with candour. 
They will be influenced by no personal or political 
enmities, but will drop a generous tear over his 
failings, which will appear but as a natural blem
ish in the light of those virtues which they will 
read in his works, and read aright. Now, my 
dear sir, that I have finished the object of my 
letter, which Was to give you such observations 
ns I myself had an opportunity of making relative 
to the habits of the three last years of your 
brother's life, you will permit mo to say that 
what I hsye written has not been with a view of 
woundihgÇthe feelings of any one; my sole pur
pose has been defence, not attack ; yet I will 
confess That indignation has sometimes swelled 
in my bosom to hear the memory of the friend 
whom I loved, and the man of genius whom I 
admired, traduced and calumniated by men who 
knew himlfot, and who had not the means of 
ascertaining the truth of their allegations; and 
I shall deem it the proudesCwork of my life if 
my feeble efforts shall be in the slightest degree 
instrumental in correcting erroneous opinions, 
which it can' be the interest of none to keep alive,

though, to the shame of our country, they have 
been too long and too widely circulated.”’

BURNS AS AN EXCISE OFFICIAL.

LETTER FROM MR. FIKDLATER, COLLECTOR OF 
EXCISE, GtASGOW.1

“ Glasgow, 10th October, 1818.
“ Sir,—I entirely agree with you in opinion on 

the various accounts which have been given to 
the world of the life of Robert Burns, and, can 
have no hesitation in expressing publicly my 
sentiments on his official conduct at least, and 
perhaps in other respects, as far as may appear 
necessary for tho development of truth. Amongst 
his biographers, Dr. Currie of course takes the 
lead, and the severity of his strictures, or to 
borrow the words of the poet, his 1 iron justice,’ 
is much to boiregretted, as ‘his Life’ has be
come a kind of text-book for succeeding commen
tators, who have, by the aid of their own fancies, 
amplified, exaggerated, and tilled up the outlines 
he has sketched, and, in truth, left in such a state 
as to provoke an exercise of that description.

“ It is painful to trace all that has been written 
by Dr. Currie's successors, who seem to have 
considered the history of the poet as a thing like 
Ulysses’s bow, on which each was at liberty to 
try his strength, and some, in order#to outdo their 
competitors, have strained every nerve to throw 
all kinds of obloquy on his memory. His con
vivial habits, his wit and humour, his social tal
ents, and independent spirit, have been perverted 
into constant and habitual drunkenness, impi«|f, 
neglect of his professional duty and of his family, 
and, in short, every human vice. Ho has been 
branded with cowardice, accused of attempting 
murder and even suicide, andsmi this without a 
shadow of proof, /unit pudurl

“ Is there nothing of tenderness due' to the 
memory of so transcendent a genius, who has so 
often delighted even his libellers with the felici
ties of his songs and the charms of his wit and 
humour? And is no regard to be had to the 
feelings of those near and dear relatives he has 
left behind, or are his ashes never to * hope re
pose?’ My indignation has unwarily led me 
astray from the point to which I meant to have 
confined myself, and to which I will now reem1, 
and briefly state what I have to say on the sub
ject.

“ My connection with Robert Burns commenced 
immediately after his admission into the excise, 
and continued to the hour of his death. In all 
that time the superintendence of his behaviour

l First published in Peterkin’s edition of Burns. Mr. Fin'd- 
Inter was the poet's superior officer all the time he was in the 
excise, and his testimony as to this iwriod of Burns’s life is* 
therefore of the highest authority. Mr. Findlater died at 
(•lasgow on the 4th December, 1839, aged 86.
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as an officer of the revenue was a branch of my 
especial province, and it may be supposed 1 
would not bean inattentive observer of the gene
ral conduct of a man and a poet So celebrated by 
his countrymen. In the former capacity, so far 
frt>ro its being ‘ impossible for him to discharge 
the duties of his office with that regularity which 
is almost indispensable,* as is palpably assumed 
by one of his biographers, and insinuated not 
very obscurely even by Dr. Carrie, he was exem
plary in his attention as an excise-officer, and 
was even jealous of the least imputatiofl on his 
vigilance ; as a proof of which it may not be 
foreign to the subject to quote part of a letter 
from him to myself, in a case of only turning in
attention. “I know, sir, and regret deeply, that 
this business glances with a malign aspect on my 
character as an officer; but as I am really inno
cent in the affair, and as the gentleman is known 
to bo an illicit dealer, and particularly as this is 
the single instance of the least shadow of care
lessness or impropriety in my conduct as an 
officer, I shall be peculiarly unfortunate if my 
character shall fall a sacrifice to the dark man
œuvres of a smuggler.’1 This of itself affords 
more than a presumption of his attention to 
business, as it cannot bo supposed that ho would 
have written in such a style to me but from the im
pulse of a conscious rectitude in this department 
of his duty. Indeed, it was not till near the 
latter end of his days that there was any falling 
off in this respect, and this was amply accounted 
for in the pressure of disease and accumulating 
infirmities. About this period I advised him to 
relinquish business altogether, which he complied 
with, but it distressed him a good deal, as he 
was thereby liable to suffer a diminution of salary; 
and he wrote to Commissioner Graham, in the 
hope that that gentleman’s influence would get 
his full pay continued during his illness, which I 
have no doubt it would have done if he had re
covered. In the meantime, Mr. Graham wrote 
him a letter, exhibiting a solid proof of his gene
rosity and friendship, but, alas ! the poet was 
by this time too far gone towards that ‘ undis
covered country from whose bourne no traveller 
returns,' and he could not acknowledge it.

“ Having stated Burns’s unremitting attention 
to business, which certainly was not compatible 
with perpetual intoxication; it follows of course 
that this latter charge must fajl to the ground; 
and I will farther avow that I never saw him, 
which was very frequently while he lived at 
Ellisland, and still more so, almost every day, 
after he removed to Dumfries, but in hours of 
business he was quite himself, and capable of 
discharging the duties of his office; nor was he

1 The nereou here referred to was a Mr. Lorimer, father of 
"Chloris,** the heroine of some of Burns's liest songs. The 
letter will he found in the Correspondence, under date June, 
1791, before Burns settled in Dumfries.

•ever known to drink by himself or seen to indulge 
in the use of liquor in a forenoon, as the state: 
ment that he was perpetually under its stimulus 
unequivocally implies.

“To attempt the refutation of the various 
other calumnies with which his memory has been 
assailed, some of which are so absurd as hardly 
to merit any attention, does not fall in my way*, 
though I hope they will be suitably taken notice 
of ; but permit me to add that I have seen Burns 
in all his various phases—in his convivial mo
ments, in hisisober moods, and in the bosom of 
his family; indeed, I believe I saw more of him 
than any other individual had occasion to see, 
after he became an excise officer; and I never 
beheld anything like the gross enormities with 
which he, is now charged. That when set down 

„in an evening with a few friends whom he liked 
he was apt to prolong the social hour beyond the 
bounds which prudence would dictate is unques
tionable; but in his family, I will venture to say, 
he was never seen otherwise than attentive and 
affectionate to a high degree. Upon the whole, 
it is much to be lamented that there has been so 
much broad unqualified assertion as has been 
displayed in Burns’s'history; the virulence, in
deed, with which his niemory has been treated 
is hardly to be paralleled in the annals of liter
ature. Wishing every success to the laudable 
attempt of rescuing it from the indiscriminate 
abuse which has been heaped upon it,

“ I remain, &c., A. Findlater.”

DR. CURRIE’S DESCRIPTION OF BURNS.
FROM HIS BIOGRAPHY OF THE POET.

“ Burns was nearly five feet ten inches in height 
and of a form that indicated agility as well as 
strength. His well-raised forehead, shaded with 
black curling hair, indicated extensive capacity. 
His eyes were large, dark, full of ardour and 
intelligence. His face was well formed ; and his 
countenance uncommonly interesting awl ex
pressive. His mode of dressing, which was often 
slovenly, and a certain fulness and bend in his 
shoulders, characteristic of his original profession, 
disguised in some decree the natural Symmetry 

I and elegance of his form. The external appear
ance of Burns was most strikingly indicative of 
the character of his mind. On a first view his 
physiognomy had a certain air of coarseness, 
mingled, however, with an expression of deep 
penetration, and of calm thoughtfulness ap
proaching to melancholy. There appeared in 
his first manner and address perfect ease and self- 
possession, but a stern and almost supercilious 
elevation, not indeed incompatible with openness 
and affability, which, however, bespoke a mind 
conscious of superior talents. Strangers that 
supposed themselves approaching an Ayrshire
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peasant, who could make rhymes, and to whom 
their notice .was an honour, found themselves 
speedily overawed by the presence of a man who 
bore himSelf with dignity, and who possessed a 
singular power of correcting forwardness and of 
repelling intrusion. But though jealous of the 
respect due to himself, Bums never enforced it 
where he saw it was willingly paid ; and, though 
inaccessible to the approaches of pride, he was 
open to every advance of kindness and of bene
volence. His dark and haughty countenance 
easily relaxed into a look of good-will, of pity, or 
of tenderness ; and as the various emotions suc
ceeded each other in his mind, assumed with 
equal ease the expression of the broadest humour, 
of the most extravagant mirth, of the deepest 
melancholy, or of the most sublime emotion. The 
tones of his voice happily corresponded with the 
expression of his features, and with the feelings 
of his mind. When to these endowments arc 
added a rapid and distinct apprehension, a most 
powerful understanding, and a happy command 
of language—of strength as well as brilliancy of 
expression—wo shall be able to account for the 
extraordinary attractions of his conversation, for 
the sorcery which, in social parties, he seemed 
to exert on all around him. In the company of 
women this sorcery was more especially apparent. 
Their presence charmed the fiend of melancholy 
in his bosom, and awoke his happiest feelings ; 
it excited the powers of his fancy as Well as the 
tenderness of his heart ; and, by restraining the 
vehemence and the exuberance of his language, 
at times gave to his manners the impression of 
taste, and even of elegance, which in the com
pany of men they seldom possessed. This in
fluence was doubtless reciprocal. A Scottish 
lady, accustomed to the best society [Jane, 
Duchess of Gordon], declared, with characteristic 
Halted, that no man's conversation ever ‘ carried 
her so completely off her feet’ as that of Burns; 
and an English lady [Mrs. Walter Riddell], fa
miliarly acquainted with several of the most 
distinguished characters of the present times, 
assured the editor that, in the happiest of his 
social hours, there was a charm about Bums 
which she had never seen equalled. This charm 
arose not more from thé power than the versa
tility of his genius. No languor could be felt in 
the society of a man who passed at pleasure from 
grave to gay, from the ludicrous to the pathetic, 
from the simple to the sublime ; who wielded all 
his faculties with equal strength and ease, and 
never failed to impress the offspring of his fancy 
with the stamp of his understanding.

“This, indeed, is to represent Bums In his 
happiest phasis. In large and mixed parties he 
was often silent and dark, sometimes fierce and 
overbearing ; he was jealous of the proud man’s 
scorn, jealous to an extreme of the insolertce of 
wealth, and prone to avenge, even on its innocent

possessor, the partiflity of fortune. By nature 
kind, brave, sincere, and in a singular degree 
compassionate, he was, on the Other hand, proud 
irascible, and vindictive. ^ls virtues and his 
failings had their origin in the extraordinary 
sensibility of his mind, and equally partook of 
the chills and glows of sentiment. His friend
ships were liable to interruption from jealousy 
or disgust, and his enmities died away under the 
influence of pity or self-accusation. His under
standing was equal to y he other powers of his 
mind, and his deliberate opinions were singularly 
candid and just; Rut, like other men of great 
and irregular genius, the opinions which he de
livered in conversation were often the offspring 
of temporary feelings, and widely different from 
the calm decisions of his judgment. This was 
not merely true respecting the characters of 
others, but in regard to some of the most impor
tant points of human speculation.

"On no subject did he give a more striking 
proof of the strength of his understanding than 
in the correct estimate he formed of himself. He 
know his own failings ; he predicted their con
sequence ; the melancholy foreboding was never 
long absent from his mind ; yet his passions 
carried him ddwn the streaih of error, and swept 
him over the precipice he saw directly in his 
course. (The fatal defect in his character lay in 
the comparative weakness of his volition. . . . 
The occupations of a poet are not calculated to 
strengthen the governing powers of the mind, 
or to weaken that sensibility which requires 
perpetual control, since it gives birth to the 
vehemence of passion as well as to the higher 
powers of imagination. Unfortunately, the fa
vourite occupations of genius are calculated to 
increase all its peculiarities ; to nourish that lofty 
pride which disdains the littleness of prudence 
and the restrictions of order; and by indulgence 
to increase that sensibility, which, in the present 
form of our existence, is scarcely compatible with 
peace or happiness, Oven when accompanied with 
the choicest gifts of fortune.”

ESTIMATE OF BURNS’S CHARACTER,

JBY MARIA RIDDELL. - ,

t published in the Dtnn/riet Journal,
7til August, 1796.

“ The attention of the public is much occupied 
at present with the irreparable loss it has recently 
sustained in the death of the Caledonian poet 
Robert Burns. It is not probable that this 
moumfhl event, which is likely to be felt severely 
in the literary world, as Well as in the circle of 
private friendship which surrounded him, shall 
fail to be attended with the usual profusion of 
posthumous anecdotes and memoirs that com
monly spring up at the death of every rare and
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celebrated personage. I shall not attempt to 
enlist with the numerous corps of biographers 
who may, without possessing a kindred genius, 
arrogate to themselves the privilege of criticising 
the character and writings of Burns. An * in
spiring mantle,’ like that thrown over him by 
the tutelary muse who first found him ‘at the 
plough,’ has been vouchsafed to few, and may 
be the portion of fewer still ; and if it be true 
that men of genius have a claim, in their literary 
capacities, to the legal right of a British citizen 
in a court of justice—that of ‘ being tried only 
by his peers’ (I borrow here an expression I have 
frequently hoard Burns himself make use of), God 
forbid I should assume the flattering and peculiar 
privilege of sitting upon his jury ! But the in
timacy of our acquaintance for several years past 
may perhaps justify my presenting to the public 
a few of those ideas and observations I have had 
the opportunity of forming, and which, to the 
day that closed for ever the scene of his happy 
qualities and of his errors, I have never had the 
smallest cause to deviate in or to recall.

, “ It will bo an injustice done to Burns’s reputa
tion in the records of literature, not only as 
respects future generations and foreign countries 
but even with his native Scotland and some of 
his contemporaries, that ho is generally talked 
of and considered with reference to his poetical 
talents only. In Affording Bums as something 
more than a poet it must not be supposed that I 
consider that title as a trivial one—no person can 
be more penetrated with the respect due to the 
wreath Bestowed by the Muses than myself—and 
much certayily is duo to the merit of a self-taught 

■ bard, deprived of the advantages of classical 
tuition and the intercourse of congenial minds 
till that period of life when his native fire had 
already blazed forth in all its wild graces of 
genuine simplicity and energetic eloquence of 
sentiment. But the fact is that, even when 
all hiiAonours are yielded to him, Bums will 
perha^ebo found to move in a poetical sphere 
less i|>lcndid, less dignified, and less attractive, 
even in his own pastoral style, than some other 
writers have done. Nevertheless I hesitate not 
to affirm—and in vindication of my opinion I 
appeal to all who had the advantage of personal 
acquaintance with him—that poetry was actually 
not his/orte. If others have climbed more suc
cessfully the heights of Parnassus none certainly 
ever outshone Bums in the charms—the sorcery 
I would almost call it—of fascinating conver
sation; the spontaneous eloquence of social argu
ment, or the unstudied poignancy of brilliant 
repartee. His personal endowments were-per
fectly correspondent with the qualifications of 
his mind. His form was manly, his action 
energy itself, devoid in a great measure, how
ever, of those graces, of that polish acquired only 
in the refinement of societies where, in early life,

he had not the opportunity to mix ; but where 
—such was the irresistible power of attraction 
that encircled him,—though his appearance and 
manner were always peculiar, he never failed to 
delight and to excel. His figure certainly bore 
the authentic impress of his birth and original 
station in life ; it seemed moulded by nature for 
thorough exercises of agriculture, rather than the 
gentler cultivation^! belles lettres. His features 
\yere stamped with the hardy character of inde
pendence and the firmness of conscious though 
net arrogant pre-eminence. I believe no man 
was ever gifted with a larger portion of the 
vivanda vis animi; the animated expressions of 
his countenance were almost peculiar to him
self. The rapid lightnings of his eye were always 
the harbingers of some flash of genius, whether 
they darted the fiery glances of insulted and 
indignant superiority, or beamed with the im
passioned sentiment of fervent and impetuous 
affections. His voice alone c'ould improve upon 
the magic of his eye : sonorous, replete with the 
finest modulations, it alternately captivated the 
car with the melody of poetic numbers, the pers
picuity of nervous reasoning, or the ardent sallies 
of enthusiastic patriotism.

“ I am almost at a loss to say whether the keen
ness of satire was the forte or the foible of Bums: 
for though Nature had endowed him with a 
portion of the most pointed excellence in that 
1 i>erilous gift,’ he suffered it too often to be the 
vehicle of personal, and sometimes unfounded 
animosities. It was not always that sportiveness 
nf humour, that ‘ unwary pleasantry ’ which 
Sterne has described to us with touches so con
ciliatory ; but the darts of ridicule were fre
quently directed as the caprice of the instant 
suggested, or the altercations of parties or of 
persons happened to kindle the restlessness of 
his spirit into interest or aversion. This was not, 
however, invariably the case ; his wit (which is 
no unusual matter indeed) had always the start 
of his judgment, and wo^ld lead him to the 
indulgence of raillery uniformly acute, but often 
unaccompanied with the least desire to wound. 
The suppression of an arch and full-pointed bon 
mot, from dread of injuring its object, the sage 
of Zurich very properly classes as ‘ a virtue only 
to be sought for in the Calendar of Saints ; ’ if so, 
Bums must not be dealt with unconscientiously 
for being rather deficient in it. He paid the 
forfeit of his talents as dearly as any one could 
do. ’Twas no extravagant arithmetic to say of 
him (as of Yorick), ‘ that for every ten jokes he 
got a hundred enemies ; ’ but much allowance 
should be made by a candid mind for the splenetic 
warmth of a spirit ‘ which distress had often 
spited with the world,’ and which,« unbounded 
in its intellectual sallies and pursuits, continually 
experienced the curbs imposed by the wayward
ness of his fortune. His soul was never languid
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or inactive and his genius was extinguished only 
with the last sparks of retreating life; buf the 
vivacity of his wishes and temper was checked 
by constant disappointments which sat heavy on 
a heart that acknowledged the riding passion of 
mdghlulcnce, without having ever been placed 
lieymid the grasp of penury.

“ Burns possessed none of ttmt negative insipid
ity of character whose love mignue regarded with 
indifference, or whose resentment could be con- 

\ sidered with contempt; so his [Missions rendered 
him—according as they disclosed themselves in 
affection or antipathy—the object of enthusiastic 
attachment or of decided enmity. In this respect 
the temper of his companions seemed to take the 
tincture from his own ; for he acknowledged in 
the universe but two classes of objects—those of 
adoration the most fervent, or of aversion the 
most uncontrollable. It has, indeed, been fre
quently asserted of him, that, unsusceptible of 
indifference and often hating where he ought to 
have despised, he alternately opened his heart 
and poured forth the treasures of his under
standing to some who were incapable of appre
ciating the homage; and elevated to the privilege 
of adversaries those who were unqualified in all 
respects for the honour of a contest so distin
guished.

“ It is said that the celebrated Dr. Johnson 
professed to * love a good hater: ' a temperament 
that had singularly adapted him to cherish a 
prepossession in favour of our bard, who perhaps 
fell but little short oven of the surly doctor in 
this qualification, so long as his ill-will continued ; 
but the fervour of his passions was fortunately 
corrected by their versatility. He was seldom, 
never indeed, implacable in his resentments, and 
sometimes (it has been alleged) not inviolably 
steady in his engagements of friendship. Much 
indeed has been said of his inconstancwSand 
caprice ; but I am inclined to belieVw they 
originated less in a levity of sentiment, than 
from an extreme impetuosity of feeling which 
rendered him prompt to take umbrage ; and his 
sensations of pique, where he fancied he had 
discovered the traces of unkindness, scorn, or 
neglect, took their measure of asperity from the 
overflowings of the opposite sentiment which pre
ceded them, and which seldom failed to regain 
its ascendency in his bosom on the return of 
calmer reflection. He was candid and manly in 
the avowal of his errors, and hit avnunl was a 
reparation. His native fierté never forsaking him 
for a moment, the value of a frank acknowledg
ment was enhanced tenfold towards a generous 
mind, from its never being attended with servility. 
His mind, organized only for the stronger and 
more acute operation of the passions, was im
practicable to the efforts of superciliousness that 
would have depressed it into humility, and 
equally superior to the encroachments of venal

suggestions that might hairo led him into the 
mazes of hypocrisy.

“ It has been observed that he was far from 
averse to the incense of flattery, and could re
ceive it tempered with less delicacy than might 
have been expected, as he seldom transgressed 
extravagantly in that way himself; where he 
paid a compliment it might indeed claim the 
power of intoxication, as approbation from him 
was always an honest tribute From the warmth 
and sincerity of his heart. It ha* been sometimes 
represented byMfose who, it would seem, had a 
view to depreciate, though they could not hope 
wholly to obscure, that native brilliancy Which 
this extraordinary man had iAmhably bestowed * 
on everything that came from his lips or pen, 
that the history of the Ayrshire ploughhoy was 
an ingenious fiction, fabricated for the purposes 
of obtaining the interests of the great, and 
enhancing the merits of what in reality required 
no foil. But had his compositions fallen fromf 
a hand more dignified in the ranks of socictf 
than that of a peasant, they had perhaps lic-V- 
stowed as unusual a geace there, as even in the 
humbler shade of rustic inspiration from whence 
they really sprung.

“ That Burns had received no classical educa
tion, and was acquainted with the Greek and 
Roman authors only through the medium of trans
lations, is a fact that can be indisputably proven.
I have seldom seen him at a loss in conversation, 
unless where the dead languages and their writers 
were the subjects of discussion. When I have 
pressed him to tell me why he never took pains to 
acquire the Latin in particular (a language which 
his happy memory had so soon enabled him to be 
master of), he used only to reply, with a smile, 
that he already knew all the Latin he desired to 
learn, and that was omnia vincit amm; a phrase 
that, from his writings and most favourite pur
suits, it should undoubtedly seem he was most 
thoroughly versed in; but I really believe his 
classical erudition extended little, if any, further.

“ The penchant uniformly acknowledged by 
Burns for the festive pleasures of the table, and 
towards the fairer and softer objects of Nature’s 
creation, has been the rallying-point where the 
attacks of his censors, both religious and moral, 
have been directed ; and to these, it must be con
fessed, he showed himself no stoic. His poetical 
pieces blend, with alternate happiness of descrip
tion, the frolic spirit of the joy-inspiring bowl, or 
melt the heart to the tender and impassioned 
sentiments in which beauty always taught him 
to pour forth his own. But who would wish to 
reprieve the failings he has consecrated with such 
lively touches of nature? And where is the 
rugged moralist who will persuade us so far to 
•chill the genial current of the soul’ as to 
regret that Ovid ever celebrated his Corinna or 
that Anacreon sung beneath his vine ?

X
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« j will not, however, undertake to be the 
apologist of the irregularities even of a man of 
genius, though I believe it is as certainly under
stood that genius never was free of irregularities, 
as that their absolution may in great measure be 
justly claimed, since it is evident that the world 
must have continued very stationary in its intel
lectual acquirements had it never given birth to 
any but men of plain sense. Evenness of conduct 
and a due regard to the decorums of the world 
have been so rarely seen to move hand in hand 
with genius, that some have gone so far as to say 
(though there I cannot wholly acquiesce) that 
they are even incompatible; but, be it remem
bered, the frailties that cast their shade over the 
splendour of superior merit are more conspicu
ously glaring than wlidre they are the attendants 
of men? mediocrity. 11 is only on the gem we are 

-disturbed to see the dust; the pebble may be soiled 
and we do not regard it. The eccentric intuitions 
of genius too often yield the soul to the wiki 
effervescence of desires, always unbounded, and 
sometimes equally dangerous to the rcj>ose of 
others as fatal to its own. No wonder then if 
Virtue herself be sometimes lost in the blaze of 
kindling animation, or that the calm admonitions 
of reason are not found sufficient to fetter an 
imagination which scorns the narrok limits and 
restrictions that would chain it to the level of 
ordinary minds. Burns, the child of nature and 
sensibility, unbroke to the refrigerative precepts 
of philosophy, makes his own artless apology in 
terms more forcible than all the argumentatory 
vindications in the world could do. This appears 
in one of his poems, where he delineates, with 
his usual simplicity, the progress of his mind, 
and its gradual expansion to the lessons of the 
tutelary Muse:—

I saw thy pulse’s madd'ning play
Wild send thee Pleasure’s devious way;
Misled by Fancy's meteor ray.

By passion driven;
But yet the light that led astray

Was light from heaven!

“ I have already transgressed far beyond the 
bounds I had proposed to myself on first com
mitting to paper this sketch, which comprehends 
whatJLat least have been led to deem the leading 
features of Burns’s mind and character. A 
critique, either literary or moral, I cannot aim 
at; mine is wholly fulfilled if in these paragraphs 
I have been able to delineate any of those strong 
traits that distinguished him, of those talents 
which raised him from the plough—where he 
passed the bleak morning of his Hie, weaving his 
rude wreaths of poesy with the wild field-flowers 
that sprung around his cottage—to that enviable 
eminonce of literary fame, where Scotland shall 
long^herish his memory with delight and grati
tude. Proudly she will remember that beneath 
her cold sky a genius was ripened without care 
/ VOL. I.

or culture, that would have done honour to 
climes more favourable to the development of 
those luxuriances of fancy and colouring in which 
he so eminently excelled.

“ r rom several paragrax>hs I have noticed in the 
public prints, even since the idea was formed of 
sending this humble effort in the same direction, 
I find private animosities have not yet subsided, 
and that envy has not yet exhausted all her 
shafts. I still trust, however, that honest fame 
will be permanently affixed to Burns’s character 
—a fame which the candid and impartial of his 
own- countrymen, and his readers everywhere, 
will find he has merited. And wherever a kin
dred bosom is found that has been taught to 
glow with the fires that animated Burns, should 
a recollection of the imprudences that sullied his 
brighter qualifications interpose, let such an one 
remember the imperfection of all human excel
lence,—let him leave those inconsistencies which 
alternately exalted his nature into the seraph, 
and sunk it again into the man, to the Tribunal 
which alone can investigate the labyrinths oLtieo 
human heart.

No further seek his merits to disclose,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ; *

There they alike iu trembling hope repose—
The bosom of his Father and his tiod.

“M. R.”

BIOGRAPHIC NOTES ON THE FAMILY 
' . OF BURNS,

AND ON IIIS BROTHERS AND SISTERS.

At the time of Burns’s death his children were 
as follows:—Robert, bom at Mauchline, 3d Sept. 
1786; Francis Wallace, bom at Ellisland, 18th 
August, 1786; William Nicol, born at Dumfries, 
9th April, 1791; James Glencairn, born 12th 
August, 1794. Another son, Maxwell, was born 
on the day of the poet’s funeral, 25th July, 1796.

Robert received a good education at the aca
demy of Dumfries; spent three sessions at theUni- 
versity of Edinburgh and Glasgow; and in 1804 
obtained a situation in the stamp-office, Somerset 
House, London, where he remained till 1833, 
when he retired on a small annuity, and took up 
his residence at Dumfries. When twenty-two 
years of age he married Ann Sherwood, and the 
only child of the marriage who came to maturity 
was Eliza, bom in 1812, who married a surgeon 
in the East India Company’s service in 1834. 
Both in London and in Dumfries Robert was in 
the practice of teaching the classics and mathe
matics; he also wrote perses of a very mediocre 
quality. Like his fathe\jie was the possessor of 
warm passions, and was deficient in “ prudent, 
cautious self-control.” He died 14th May, 1857, 
and was buried in the mausoleum at Dumfries.

Francis Wallace, a boy of uncommon viva
city, died 9th July, 1803, at the age of fourteen,

U
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i was first buried in the small inclosuro where 
ipoet was originally interred, and finally lai/t" 

in tiw mausoleum in 1815. v
WftLIAll Nicol sailed at the age of fifteen to 

the KaSt Indies as a midshipman, and was ap- 
joinuj to a cadetship in 1811. He served for 
thirty-three years in the.Tth Madras Infantry, 
retiring in 1843 with the rank of lieutenant- 
colonel, when he took up his residence at Chel
tenham. In 1822 he married Catherine A. Crone, 
who died in 1841, leaving no issue. Being only 
five years of age at the time of his father’s death, 
his recollections of him were necessarily slight. 
He remembered his taking him to school, and 
his walking about the room with him in his arms 
daring night to soothe him in some childish ill
ness. In August, 1844, he was present, along with 
his brothers Robert and James, his aunt, the 
poet’s sister, Mrs. Begg, and various other rela
tives, at the great festival on the banks of the 
Boon, organized with the double object of doing 
honour to the memory of the poet, and of wel
coming his sons back to the land which their 
father’s genius had consecrated, after their long 
absence in the East. In 1859 he took part in the 
centenary celebration at Dumfries. He died at 
Cheltenham, 21st February, 1872, in his eighty- 
second year, and was buried in the mausoleum 
at Dumfries.

James Glexcairx was educated at Dumfries 
Academy and at Christ's Hospital, London. In 
1811 he received a cadetship in the service of the 
East India Company, and sailed for Calcutta in 
June of that year, where he joined the 15th Ben
gal Native Infantry. In 1817, by which time he 
had attained the rank of lieutenant, he uvs ap
pointed by the Marquis of Hastings, then Gover
nor-general of India, to an important post in the 
commissariat department. His first care after his 
promotion and consequent prosperity was to settle 
an allowance on his mother, which enabled her 
to resign the pension generously granted to her 
by Maule of Panmure. He married a Miss Sarah 
Robinson in 1818, who died in 1821, leaving three 
children, one of whom, Sarah, who was brought up 
by the poet’s widow, reached maturity and was 
married in 1847 to Dr. Berkeley W. Hutchinson, 
a native of Galway. In 1828, James, n<w Captain 
Bums, married Mary Beckett, with whom in 1831 
he revisited his native country. In 1833, soon 
after his return to India, he was appointed by 
Lord Metcalfe judge and collector of Gachar. He 
held this post till 1839, when he retired from 
active service and returned to England, with the 
rank of major. His second wife died in 1844, 
leaving an only daughter, and soon after he took 
up his residence with his brother at Cheltenham. 
In 1855 he obtained the brevet rank of lieutenant- 
colonel. His natural abilities and amiability of 
character made him, a great favourite in society, 
where his musical accomplishments were highly

appreciated. He died at Cheltenham, 18th Nov. 
1865, from the effects of an accidental fall down 
a flight of stairs, and was buried in the mauso
leum beside his illustrious father.

Maxwell, the child which was bom on the 
day of his father’s funeral, only survived till 25th 
April, 1799. His remains also lie in the mauso
leum.

“ The only dependence of Mrs. Bums after her 
husband’s death was on an annuity of ten pounds, 
arising from a benefit society connected with the 
excise, the books and other movable property 
left to her, and the generosity of ' the public. 
A public subscription, which was immediately 
started, produced seven hundred pounds; and the 
works of the poet, as edited for behoof of the 
widow and family by Dr. Currie, soon brought 
nearly two thousand more. Mrs. Bums wkk-- 
thus enabled to support and educate her family 
in a manner creditable to the memory of her 
husband. She continued to reside in the house 
which had been occupied by her husband and 
herself, and

---- never changed, nor wished to change, her place.

For many years after her sons had left her to 
pursue their fortunes in the world, she lived in 

.a decent and respectable manner on an income 
which never amounted to more than £60 per 
umhm, exclusive of house rent, which amounted 
to £8. lAt length, in 1817, at a festival held in 
Edinburgh to celebrate the birthday of the hard, 
Mr. Henry (afterwards Lord) Cockbura acting 
as president, it was proposed by Mr. Maule of 
Panmure (afterwards Lord Panmure) that some 
permanent addition should be made to the in
come of the poet’s widow. The idea ap|ieaml to 
lie favourably received, but the subscription did 
not fill rapidly. Mr. Maule then said that the 
burden of the provision should fall upon himself, 
and immediately executed a bond entitling Mrs. 
Bums to an annuity of £50 as long as she lived. 
This act, together with the generosity of the 
same gentleman to Nathaniel Gow in his latter 
and evil days, must ever endear the name of 
Lord Panmure to all who feel warmly on the sub
jects of Scottish poetry and Scottish music.

“ Mr. Maule’s pension had not been enjoyed by 
the widow more than a year and a half when her 
youngest son James attained the rank of a cap
tain with a situation in the commissariat, and, 
ns stated above, was thus enabled to relieve her 
from the necessity of being beholden to a stranger's 
hand for any share of her support. She accord 
ingly resigned the pension. During her subse
quent years Mrs. Bums is said to have en joyed an 
income of about two hundred a year, great part 
of which, as not needed by her, she dispensed in 
charities. Her whole conduct in widowhood was 
such as to secure universal esteem in the town 
where she resided. She died, March 26, 1834,
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in the .sixty-eighth year of her age5 and was 
buried teside her illustrious husband in the mau
soleum aX Dumfries.1 The deceased was born at 
MauchlinX in February, 1767. Her father was 
an industrious master mason in good employ
ment, whoVnjoyed the esteem of the gentry 
and others within the district, ani^tiared the 
numerous family of eleven sons antfdaughters. 
The term of Mrs. Burns's widowhood Extended 
to thirty-eight years, in itself rather an un
usual circumstance—and in July, 1796, when 
the bereavement occurred, she was but little 
beyond the age at which the majority of females 
marry.1 But she had too much respect for the 

.memory of her husband and regard for his chil
dren to think of changing her name, although 
she might have done so more than once with ad
vantage; and was even careful to secure on lease 
and repair and embellish, ns soon as she could 
afford it, the decent though modest mansion in 
which he died. And hero, for more than thirty 
years, she was visited by thousands on thousands 
of strangers, from the peer down to itinerant 
sonneteers—a class of persons to whom she never 
refused an audience or dismissed unrewarded. 
Occasionally during the summer months she was 
a good deal annoyed ; but she bore all in patience, 
and although naturally fond of quiet, seemed to 
consider her house as open to visitors, and its 
mistress, in some degree, the property of the 
public. Hers was one of those well - balanced 
minds that cling instinctively to propriety and 
a medium in all things; and such as know the 
deceased, earliest and latest, were unconscious of 
any change in her demeanour and habits, ex
cepting, perhaps, greater attention to dress and 
more refinement of manner, insensibly acquired

1 The household effects of Mrs. Hums were sold by public 
auction ou the 10th and 11th of April, and from the anxiety 
of the public to immwcss relics of this interesting household, 
brought uncommonly high sums. According to the Dumfrie» 
Courier, “ the auctioneer commenced with small articles, and 
when he came to a broken coppeg coffee-jot, there were so 
many bidders that the price paid exceeded twenty-fold the 
intrinsic value. A tea-kettle of the same metal succeeded, 
and reached £2 sterling. Of the linens, a table-cloth, marked 
1792, which, speaking commercially, may have been worth 
half-a-crown or five shillings, was knocked down at £6, 7*. 
Many other articles commanded handsome prices, and the 
older and plainer the furniture the better it sold. The rusty 
iron top of a shower-bath, which Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop sent 
to the poet when afflicted wftftahpumatism, was taught by a 
Carlisle gentleman for £1,8».; and a low wooden kitchen chair, 
on which the late Mrs. Burns sat when nursing her children, 
was run up to £3, 7s. The crystal and china were much 
coveted, and brought, in most cases, splendid prices. Even an 
old fender reached a figure which would go far to buy half a 
dozen new ones, and everything, towards the close, attracted 
notice, down to gray-beards, tattles, and a half-worn pair of 
bellows. The poet's eight-day clock, made by a Mauchline 
artist, attracted great attention, from the circumstance that 
it had frequently been wound up by his own hand. In a few 
seconds it was bid up to fifteen pounds or guineas, and was 
finally disposed of for £35.w

2 In the present work a portrait is given of Mrs. Burns in 
advanced life, along with that of her grandchild, a son of 
Colonel James Glen cairn Burns.

by frequent intercourse with families of the first 
respectability. In her tastes she was frugal, 
simple, and pure; and delighted in music, pic
tures, and flowers. In spring and summer it was 
impossible to pass her windows without being 
struck with the beauty of the floral treasures 
they contained; and if extravagant in anything 
it was in the article of roots and plants of the 
finest sorts. Fond of the society of young people, 
she mingled as long as able in their innocent 
pleasures, and cheerfully filled for them the cup 
‘ which cheers' but not inebriates.’ She was a 
clever woman, possessed great shrewdness, dis
criminated character admirably, and frequently 
made very pithy remarks.

“ When young she must have been a handsome 
comely woman, if not indeed a beauty, when the 
poet saw her for the first time on a bleach-green 
at Mauchline, engaged like Peggy and Jenny at 
Habbie’s Howe. Her limbs were cast ih the finest 
mould; and up to middle life her jet-black eyes 
were clear and sparkling, her carriage easy, and 
her step light. She moved with great grace on 
the floor, and chanted her 1 wood-notes wild ’ in 
a style but rarely equalled by unprofessional 

•■*ngcrs. Her voice was a brilliant treble, and 
in singing " Cooleu,’ * I gaed a waefu’ gate yes
treen,’ and other songs, she rose without effort 
as high as B natural [equivalent to A of the pre
sent scale]. In bâllad poetry her taste was good, 
and range of reading rather extensive. Her 
memory, too, was strong, and she could quote, 
when she chose, at considerable length, and with 
great aptitude. Of these powers the bard was so 
well aware that he read to her almost every piece 
he composed, and was not ashamed to own that 
he had profited by her judgment. In fact, none 
save relations, neighbours, and friends could 
form a proper estimate of the character of Mrs. 
Burns. In the presence of strangers she was shy 
and silent, and required to be drawn out, or, ns 
some would say, shown off to advantage, by per
sons who possessed her confidence and knew her 
intimately.”*

Bums left two illegitimate children, Elizabeth, 
daughter of Elizabeth Paton, bom in 1784, and 
brought up at Mossgiol by Gilbert Burns and his 
mother; and Elizabeth, daughter of Anne Park, 
a niece of Mrs. Hyslop, hostess of the Globe, Inn 
at Dumfries,born in!791, and nursed and brought 
Up by Mrs. Burns along with her own family.* 
For the benefit of these two girls a fund was 
provided, chiefly through the exertions of Mr. 
Alderman Shaw of London, an Ayrshire gentle
man. The sum of £400 was laid aside, one moiety 
payable to each on marriage or on attaining the 
age of twenty-one; and in the event of either of

3 Abridged and slightly modified from an article in the 
Dumfriea CMQHh, published immediately after her death, 
and no doubt written by the editor Mr. M'Diarmid.

4 See note to song, “ Yestreen 1 had a pint o’ wine.**
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them dying under these periods, the moiety due 
to her was to go to the survivor. The daughter 
of Elizabeth I’aton married John Bishop, mana
ger at Polkemmet, in Linli hgowshire. She died 
ill 1817, at the age of thirty-two, leaving several 
children, and was buried at Whitburn. Anne 
Park’s daughter became the wife of John Thom
son, a retired soldier, and settled down at Pollok- 
shftws, near Glasgow, where she died 13th June, 
1873, aged eighty-two years. She had a family 
of two sons ÿnd three daughters.

Mr. Gilbert Burns, the early companion and 
at all times the steadfast friend of the poet, con
tinued to be farmer of Mossgiel till Whitsunday, 
1798, when he removed to the farm of Dinning, 
on the estate of Mr. Menteith of Closeburn, in 
Nithsdale. On 21st June, 1791, ho had married 
Miss Jean Brcckenridge, by whom he had six 
sons and five daughters. Ho continued to hold 
the farm of Dinning till 1810, but in I860 he took 
charge of Mrs. Dunlop's farm of Morham Mains, 
near Haddington, and -on her recommendation 
was in 1804 ap[iointed factor to Lord Bluntyre 
over his East Lothian estates, his emoluments 
lieing £100, afterwards raised to £140, and a free' 
house. He accordingly took up his residence at 
Grant’s Braes, near Lothington or Lennoxlove, 
leaving Dinning in charge of his brother-in-law 
John Begg, and carrying with him his aged 
mother and his sister Anuabella. His conduct in 
this capacity, during nearly a quarter of a cen
tury, was marked by great fidelity and prudence, 
and gave the most perfect satisfaction to 1ns 
titled employer. His mother continued to reside 
with him till her death in 1820, in the eighty- 
eighth year of her age anil the thirty-sixth of her 

i widowhood. She lies buried in Bolton church
yard. Gilbert Burns was invited by the pub
lishers of Currie's edition of the poet’s works to 
superintend and improve ns much as possible a 
new edition, which appeared in 1820, and for 
which he received £250. This enabled him to 
pay off the £180 lent him by the poet in 1788. 
This excellent man died at Grant’s Braes, 8th 
Nov. 1827, aged sixty-seven years, and was buried 
in Bolton churchyard, where also rest, besides his 
mother, his sister Anuabella, and five of his chil
dren who predeceased him. One of his sons 
succeeded him in the factorship.

Aonks Burns, the poet’s eldest sister, married 
William Galt, a farm servant,on Gilbert’s farm 
of Dinning. He afterwards became land-steward 
on a gentleman’s estate in the north of Ireland, 
where the poet's sister died in 1834, leaving no 
family. »

Annabklla Burns was never married, but 
continued to live with her mother in the house of 
her brother Gilbert. She died in March, 1832, 
aged sixty-eight years, and was buried in Bolton 
churchyard.

William Burns was born in 1767, and served

his apprenticeship as a saddler. About the end 
of 1788 he was with Burns at Ellisland for some 
weeks unetnployed. He then crossed the border 
into England, and wrought for some time in 
Longtown and Newcastle-on-Tyne, ultimately 
proceeding to London about the beginning of 
March, 1790. A short series of interesting letters 
between him and the poet belong to this [wriod. 
In London he renewed his acquaintance with his 
old preceptor Murdoch, who at this time kept a 
stationery shop near Bloomsbury Square. They 
had had but one meeting, however, when William 
was seized with a malignant fever, and died on 
24th July, 1790, before Murdoch was apprised of 
his illness. He was buried in St. Paul's church
yard, Murdoch acting as chief mourner.

John Burns, the poet’s youngest brother, 
boni iuT769, who is incidentally mentioned in 
Gilbert’s account of the composition of the 
“Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie," ap
pears to have died in 1783 and to have been 
buried at Kirk Alloway.

Isabella Burns, the youngest of the family, 
was bom 27th June, 1771, and married 1793, to 
John Begg, who afterwards,from 1804 tol81U, hud 
charge of Gilbert’s fumi of Dinning. When that 
farm was given up Mr. Begg became land-stew
ard on the estate of Blackwood, in the parish of 
Lesmahagow, Lanarkshire. He was accidentally 
killed by a fall from his horse, 24th April, 1813. 
His widow, who had tnirno him nine children, 
managed for many years to gain a livelihood by 
teaching. She lived first at Qrmiston and then 
at Tranent in East Lothian, removing in 1843 to 
Bridge House, near Ayr, where she died on 4th 
December, 1858, and was buried in her father’s 
grave at Kirk Alloway.

EXHUMATION OF THE POET.
FROM THIS DUMFRIES COURIER.

“ It is generally known (says Mr. M’Diarmid) 
that, the remains of Bums were exhumed pri
vately on the 19th September, 1815, and depos
ited, with every regard to decency,dn the arched 
vault attached to the mausoleum, then newly 
erected in honour of his memory. . ... Origi
nally his ashes lay in the north comer of the 
churchyard ; and as years elapsed before any 
general movement was made, his widow, with 
pious care, marked the spot by a modest monu
ment. the expense of which she willingly defrayed 
out of her own slender meahs. In the first in
stance, attempts were made to enlarge the 
church-yard wall, and thus avert the necessity 
of a ceremony, in the highest degree revolting to 
the fdelings of Mrs. Bums; but the spot was,so 
narrow, and interfered so closely with the pro
perty of others, that the idea was abandoned as 
utterly impracticable. On the day, therefore,
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already named the committee chosen proceeded 
to the spot before the sun had risen, and went to' 
work so rapidly that they had well-nigh com
pleted their purpose previous to the assemblage 
of any crowd. ... As a report had been spread 
that the largest coffin was made of oak, hopes 
were entertained that it would be possible to 
remove it without injury or public examination 
of any kind. Hut this hope proved fallacious; 
on testing the coffin it was found to be composed 
of ordinary materials, and liable to yield to the 
slightest pressure; and the lid partially removed, 
a spectacle was unfolded which, considering the 
fame of the mighty dead, has rarely been wit
nessed by a single human being. There lay the 
remains of the great poet, to all appearance en
tire, retaining various traces of recent vitality, 
or, to speak more correctly, exhibiting the fea
tures of one who had newly sunk into the sleep 
of death. The forehead struck every one as 
beautifully arched, if not so high as might have 
been reasonably supposed, while the scalp was 
rather thickly covered with- hair, and the teeth 
perfectly firm and white. Altogether the scene 
was so imposing that the commonest workmen 
stood uncovered, ns the lato Dr. Gregory did at 
the exhumation of the remains of King Robert 
Bruce, and for some moments remained inactive, 
as if thrilling under the effects of some undeffn- 
able emotion, while gazing on all that remained 
of one “ whose fame is as wide as the world it
self.” But the scene, however imposing, was 
brief; for the instant the workmen inserted a 
shell or wooden case beneath the original coffin 
tint head separated from the trunk, and the 
whdlp body, with the exception of the hones, 
crumbled into dust. Notwithstanding of the 
solemnity the occasion required, at least a few 
felt constrained to lift and examine the skull— 
probably under the inspiration of feelings akin 
to those of Hamlet when He leaned and moralized 
over Yorick’s grave, apd who, if aware of the 
passage, might have quoted appropriately enough 
the language of Byron:—

Look on its broken arch and ruined hall—
Its chamliers desolate and portals foul;

Yes, this was once Ambition** airy hall,
The dome of thought, the palace of the soul 

Behold through each lack-lustre eyeless hole.
The gay recess of wisdom and of wit—

Of passion’s host that never brooked control—
Can all saint, sage, or sophist ever writ,

People this lonely tower-this tenement refit.

“ Everything, as we have said, was conducted 
with the greatest propriety and care; and after 
the second grave-bed of the poet and his offspring 
had been carefully prepared, the original tomb
stone was placed above their ashes, and the vault 
closed for a period of nearly nineteen years [that 
is, till the death of Mrs. Burns], . . .

“ The remains of Mrs. Burns were interred on 
Tuesday the 1st April [1834], On the day pre

ceding the vault was opened by Mr. Crombie—a 
work of considerable difficulty and labour—and 
the keys of the mausoleum, 'which is guarded 
round and round with high iron-pillared doors, 
placed temporarily in tho jiosscssion of Mr. 
M‘Diarmid. And hero it may be best to confess 
the whole truth, and conceal nothing. Ever since 
wo became acquainted with wluii occurred on the 
19th September, 1815, we have regretted .that so 
favourable an opportunity was missed of taking 
a east from tho poet's skull,—and the more so 
when informed that a phrenologist had made an 
imaginary one from his works and history, and 
on this theory assigned to Burns all the qualities 
of a great statesman. In this regret we were 
joined by many, and ybt a few persons hero and 
elsewhere, by word and by letter, prompted and 
urged the propriety of a measure we had pre
viously determined to adopt, if possible. But 
ono difficulty remained behind—soothing the re
pugnance and conciliating the feelings of those 
who alone had a right to decide—the principal 
male relatives of the bard and his late relict. Mr. 
Armour arrived from London by Monday's mail, 
and we confess it was six o'clock p.m. before we 
could find courage to introduce the subject. We 
did, however, name it at last, and after much 
anxious conversation obtained a reluctant and 
conditional consent. From this moment matters 
were put in train, and by seven a small party 
repaired one by one, and by different routes, to 
St. Michael's churchyard. But the hour was 
found unsuitable and the opportunity inapt, from 
the numherof anxious eyes that were still abroad. 
At nine, however, the attempt was renewed with 
all the success which the most enthusiastic ad
mirers of genius or science could desire. Again 
tho party conferred privately, and proceeded 
stealthily, ono after another, by the quietest 
paths, and after clambering over the churchyard 
walls, met by appointment in front of the mau
soleum. In this, it must he confessed, there was 
something degrading, which reminded us of tho 
horrid tiade of body-snatching; but the most pro
found secrecy was indispensable, and if there be 
any who feel inclined to impute blame, all we can 
say is—our motives wore good, and totally alien 
to those of kilo curiosity. Mr. Blacklock offered 
his services at a favourable moment, and it was 
well we had a gentleman with us qualified to give 
a scientific account of the appearance, preser
vation, and peculiarities of the skull. While one 
of oqr numlier kept watch above, the rest of the 
party descended into the vault by means of a 
ladder and a muffled lantern; and we shall not 
readily forget the mingled emotions that arose 
in the mind,—passing away and returning with 
the most thrilling influence,—ns we stood sol
emnly on the poet’s grave and recalled the awful 
malediction of Shakspoare. Tho night was most 
serene, and the dim light of the lantern and the
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loneliness of the vault contrasted strikingly with 
the lambent light of the host of stars that sparkled 
brightly in the heavens above. Mr. Crombie's 
knowledge of localities rendered the process of 
disinterment comparatively easy, and Mr. Bogie, 
who had seen the skull in 1815, proclaimed its 
identity the moment it appeared. But in the 
absence of such a witness, its size and character 
were quite sufficient to avouch the fact, and, 
after it had been carefully cleaned, a cast was 
taken from it before the parties retired to rest. 
. . . Just as the party were about to separate 
the clock chimed the hour of one; and although 
ten individuals were present at the last, including 
Provost Murray, Mr. Hamilton, writer, and Rec
tor M'Millan, the largest hat of the whole was 
found too narrow to receive the skull—a sufficient 
proof of its extraordinary size. Early on Tuesday 
morning a leaden box was made and carefully 
lined with the softest materials, and on the same 
day we, as in duty bound, witnessed the re-inter
ment of the sacred relic it contained, previous 
to the funeral of Mrs. Bums. At this time the 
original tombstone was taken from the vault and 
placed within the iron railing which protects the 
sculpture. In accomplishing this, the said railing 
had to be slightly enlarged; and the stone now 
occupies a position where it can be seen by all, 
without being trod upon or injured by any. 
The inscriptions upon it are as follow, the closing 
one having been chiselled within the last few 
days:—

“ * In memory of Robert Bums, who died the 
21st July, 1796, in the 37th year of his age; and 
Maxwell Bums, who died 25th April, 1799, aged 
two years and nine months. Algo, of Francis 
Wallace Bums, who died 9th July, 1803, aged 
fourteen years. Also, of Jean Amiour, relict of 
the poet, bom February, 1765, died 26th March, 
1834.’"

The following description of the skull is hum
the pen of Mr. Archibq] 
mentioned above :

jU Blacklock, surgeon,

“The cranial bones were perfect in every re
spect, if we except a little erosion of meir ex
ternal table, and firmly held together nÿ their 
sutures; even the delicate bones of the orbits, 
with the trifling exception of the oi unguis in the 
left, were sound and uninjured by death and the 
grave. The superior maxillary bones still retained 
the four most posterior teeth on each side, in
cluding the dentes sapientice, and all without spot 
or blemish; the incisons, cuspidati, Ac., had, in 
all probability, recently dropped from the jaw, 
for the alveoli were but little decayed. The bones 
of the face and palate were also sound. Some 
small portions of black hair, with a very few gray 
hairs intermixed, were observed while detaching 
some extraneous matter from the occiput. In
deed, nothing could exceed the high state of

preservation in which we found the bones of the 
cranium, or offer a fairer opportunity of supply, 
ing what has so long been desiderated by phre
nologists—a correct model of our immortal poet's 
head ; and in order to accomplish this in the most 
accurate and satisfactory manner, every particle 
of sand or other foreign body was carefully washed 
off, and the plaster of Paris applied with all the 
tact and accuracy of an experienced artist. The 
cast is admirably taken, and cannot fail to prove 
highly interesting to phrenologists and others.

“ Having completed our intention, the skull, 
securely inclosed in a leaden case, was again 
committed to the earth precisely where we found 
it.

“ Archd. Blacklock.
“ Dumfries, 1st April, 1834.”

An elaborate report on the cranial development 
of the poet and on his mental and moral charac
teristics, from the phrenologist’s stand-point, was 
soon after drawn up by Mr. George Combe. This 
we do not think it necessary to give here, since 
few at the present day have much faith in the 
doctrines of phrenology, especially as ordinarily 
expounded.

THE PATERNAL ANCESTRY OF BURNS.

The name Bumess, or as it has been variously 
spelt, Bumos, Burnace, Burnice, is of very 
common occurrence in Kincardineshire, where 
the poet’s father was bom and brought up. Th# 
form Bumess was that originally adopted by 
the poet, but, prior to issuing proposals for the 
first edition of his poems, he finally changed the 
spelling to Bums, the name being usually so 
pronounced in Ayrshire. In the country of the 
poet's ancestors the name is still regularly written 
Bumess, and is always pronounced asadissyllable. 
Sir James, Bumcs, sometime physician-general of 
the Bombay anny, in his Notes on his Name «infN 
Familtj, and Dr. C. Rogers in his Genealogical 
Memoirs of the Scottish House of Humes, claim for 
the poet's family a considerable antiquity and 
position. In the present note it is deemed suf
ficient to trace the family to the great-great
grandfather of the poet, who occupied the farm 
of Bogjorgan in the parish of Glcnbervie some 
time about the middle of the seventeenth century. 
This Walter Bumess of Bogjorgan hod fôur sons:— 
(1) Wiliam, who succeeded him in Bogjorgan, 
and who died in 1715 : this William, a consider
able time before his death, seems to have sur
rendered his farm to his sons William and James, 
who after some time separated in 1705, when 
William, junior, remained at Bogjorgan, and 
James proceeded to rent the farm of Inches in 
the same parish ; (2) James, the great-grand
father of the poet, who became tenant of the 
farm of Brnlinmuir, in the same parish; (3) John,
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who is mentioned as “ Colonel ” John Buruess in 
the act of 1690 “for rescinding the forefaulters 
and fynes since the year 1665;” and (4) Robert, 
who settled in the parish of Benholui, and whoso 
descendants were solicitors in Stonehaven up till 
a comparatively recent period,

James Burness, the poet’s great-grandfather, 
became the tenant of the farm of Bralinmuir in 
Glenbervie, as above stated, where he died on 
23rd January, 1743, at the age of eighty-seven 
years. He had five sons and one daughter, and as 
at least four of the sons were set up in farms of 
their own, his circumstances must have been good. 
It is stated by Sir James flumes that the brothers 
were of such substantial position in the Meams 
“that they could show silver utensils at their 
tables, with other indications of wealth unusual in 
that county.” The tombstones erected in Glen
bervie churchyard to the memory of the farmer 
of Bralinmuir and his brother of Bogjorgan, being 
considerably decorated with symbolic ornaments, 
&c., indicate on the part of the family the posses
sion of moans rather above the overage of their 
compeers. These stones, which lay long in a 
neglected condition, were carefully restored and 
made more accessible to inspection in the summer 
of 1885.

Robert Burness, the eldest son of James Burness 
of Bralinmuir, became the tenant first of the 
farm of Kinmonth in Glenbervie and afterwards 
of Ciochnahill in the parish of Dunnottar. This 
would be probably about 1715, which date may 
be assumed for his marriage, seeing his eldest 
son was born in 1717. It may be as well here to 
do awayVith a difficulty which oppressed the late 
Mr. Scott Douglas (editor of Bums's works, 1877- 
79, 6 vols., and of Lockhart't Life of Burnt, 1882), 
whose imperfect information made him sneer at 
those who connected the farmer of Ciochnahill 
with the well-to-do tenant of Bralinmuir. He 
says: “They (the genealogists) have demon
strated that persons bearing the surname of 
Burnes did reside and rent small farms in Kin
cardineshire upwards of two centuries ago ; but 
they produce no reliable documentary links con
necting any of these with Roliert Burnes, the 
humble tenant of Ciochnahill in Dunnottar parish, 
the known parent of William Burnes who mi
grated to Ayrshire and became the father of 
Burns the poet. . . . Every record in and 
out of the several parishes of Kincardineshire 
has been overhauled with a view to show a con
necting link between James Burnes of Bralinmuir 
and Robert of Ciochnahill and Denside, but in 
vain.” By the assiduity of Mr. John Craig 
Thomson, sheriff-clerk depute, Stonehaven, the 
connecting link has been found (in 1885) in the 
form of a disposition of his property by James 
Burness, recorded in the sheriff court books at 
Stonehaven, 28th January, 1743, and attested by 
James Strachan, notary public. This document,

while of interest mainly as placing the connection 
beyond doubt, is otherwise of interest to the 
curious. It runs as follows:—

“Be it known to all men By thir. presents, 
Me, James Burnace, In Bralinmuir, That fforas- 
tnickle as I have Thought fitt to setle my small 
worldly concern In my lifetime ffor preventing 
any disorder or confusion that may arise among 
my children after my death, I with the burden 
of my own liferent, sell and dispone from me 
and after death To and in flavour of Robert 
Burnace, My Eldest lawfull son, in Ciochnahill ; 
William Burnace, my second son, in Bralinmuir ; 
James Burnace, in Hnlkhill, my third son; George 
Burnace, in Elphill, my fourth son; Margaret 
Burnace, spous to James Gawen, in Drumlithie, 
my only daughter, and the said James for his 
interest ; my haill corns and croft and other 
moveables partcining to me at present or that 
may be the time of my decess In as ffar as 
extends to the soum of One hundred Merks 
Scotts money To each of the saids Robert, 
William, James, and George Burnace, my sons ; 
and ffifty merks money for so to the said Margrct 
Burnace and James Gawen ; and the like soum 
of ffifty merks to John Gawei^, lawfull son to the 
said James Gawen, making in haill ffive hundred 
Merks Scotts money divided and apointed to 
them in mener above exprest, with full power to 
them, agreeable to thir respective shares, To 
midle, intromitt with, sell, use, and dispose on 
my said Croft and Effects for payment to them 
of the said soum and shares, to each of them so 
due as above sett doun and divided, always under 
the provision before of my liferent use, and what 
is over and above This payment as said is I sell 
and dis|)one to my Wife Margrct ffalconer, To 
be by h$r lifereuted, and what remains after her 
death I recomend To be equally divided amongst 
my said ffive children free of any Burden, Except 
twentyjmerks to Mary Burnace, lawful daughter 
to the {deceased Thomas Burnace my fifth son, 
which, at discretion of my said children, I apoint 
To be payed Either with themselves or at the 
death of the said Margaret ffalcner, my spous, 
which disposition, with the Burden and provision 
before mentioned, I Bind and oblige me to 
warrend, acquit, and defend good and valid To 
my said children as above divided, with respect 
to the soums particularly above mindted at all 
hands and against all deadly. Dispensing with 
the generality hereof; and with all nullities, 
imperfections, and objections in law, proponeable 
or prejudicial hereunto In any sort, I further 
recommend to my sons to be careful of, and 
dutiful to, my said spous and their mother, and 
to be assisting to bring to perfection my said 
goods so disponed, and the value of them aplyd 
for payt. of the forsaid soums as above apointed, 
and, more particularly, I recomend peace and 
unity among themselves and exact observance of
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what I therein above recomendcd ; and if any 
shall offer to contravecn or contradict this in 
any pairt, Then the rest agreeing To and Abiding 
by the same are hereby empowered to denude 
him or them of the share to them appointed, and 
to apply the same among themselves at dis
cretion."

This document was signed on 14th June, 1740, 
in presence of David Croll, in Whitbog ; George 
Touch, in Inchbreck; John Jellie, sub-tenant in 
Bralinmuir ; and William Taillor, son of James 
Tailor, in Whitbog. m

Robert Bumess, the poet’s grandfather, con
tinued in Clochnahill till somewhere about 1748, 
when, through some misfortune or other, he left 
that farm and retired with his daughters to a 
cottage at Denside, Dunnottar, his sons migrat
ing tp the south for the purpose of making their 
Why in the world. What was the cause of this 
break-up in the family is as yet unknown. Dr. 
Charles Rogers, in his Genealogy, attributes their 
ruin to the terrible winter and spring of 1740, but 

‘there is no evidence to show that the family left 
Clochnahill till the sons sot their faces south
ward, which was certainly not till 1748. At a 
later period the same gentleman suggested that 
the rebellion of 1745 was the cause, that the 
farmer of Clochnahill served in Captain Garioch’s 
regiment, and that the poet’s father fought for 

- Prince Charles Edward on the field of Culloden. 
This is most improbable in the face of a certifi
cate, still in existence, dated May, 1748, signed 
by Sir William Ogilvy, Alexander Schank, and 
John JJJewart, three gentlemen of the district, 
to thafeffect that “the bearer, William Bumess, 
is therson of an honest farmer in this neighbour
hood, and is a very well-inclined lad himself;” and 
recommending him to any nobleman or gentle
man as a fit servant according to his capabilities; 
and of another certificate, which Gilbert B^ros 
remembered, stating that “the bearer had no 
hand in the late wicked rebellion.” Bums himself 
was fain tq borrow a kind of lustre from the idea 
that his fathers had beèn “ out ” for the Stuarts. 
Speaking of that name, he says :—

% My fathers that name have revered on a throne,
My fathers have fallen to right it;

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son,
That name should he ecoflmgly slight it.

In his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore he 
makes this statement :—“ My forefathers rented 
land of the famous, noble Keiths of Marshal,1 
and had the honour to share their fate. . . . 
I mention this circumstance because it threw 
my father on the world at large.” Again, 
writing to Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, a 
descendant of the forfeited Earl of Nithsdale, he 
adds to his fancy family history With your 
Ladyship I have the honour to be connected 

1 See note 3, p. 142 of the present volume.

by one of the strongest and most endearing 
ties in the whole world—common sufferers in 
a cause where eyen to be unfortunate is glorious 
—the cause of heroic loyalty ! Though my 
fathers had not illustrious honours and vast 
properties to hazard in the contest, though they 
left their humble cottages only to add so many 
units more to/the unnoted crowd that followed 
thcifleaders; yet what they could they did, and 
what they had they lost: with unshaken firmness 
and unconcealed political attachments, they 
shook hands with ruin for what they esteemed 
the cause of their king and their country.” Now 
it is a fact flint Burns knew very little about his 
family history ; indeed, as will be seen by a letter 
to his cousin, James Bumess, Montrose, dated 
4th September, 1787, he knew very little of those 
of them who were his contemporaries, let alone 
his ancestors. What little he did know, however, 
was wrought up into a fine fiction which gratified 
his sentimental Jacobitism. His grandfather no 
doubt was latterly unfortunate, but Jacobitism 
could hardly have been the cause of his mis
fortunes, else he would never have occupied a 
farm on a forfeited estate from about the time 
of, or shortly after, the rebellion of 1715 till 1748. 
His great-grandfather and great uncles also 
appear to have l>een prosperous farmers living 
quiet uneventful lives, their descendants occupy
ing the same farms till into the present century. 
Moreover, he always connects the misfortunes of 
his ancestors with those of the Keiths, who lost 
their estates from their share in the rebellion 
of 1715; but how could the fall of the Keiths in 
1715 have thrown the poet’s father “ on the world 
at large ” in 1748? That the relations of his 
grandmother, Isabella Keith, may have suffered 
from being connected with the rebellion of 1715 
is quite likely, since they were akin to the Keiths 
of Dunnottar, and, no doubt, sympathized wjth 
the party espoused by their chief.

Wo can hardly, therefore, attribute any mis
fortunes that may have befallen Burns's grand
father’s family to 14 the cause of heroic loyalty.” 
Farmers m-o much exposed to losses and vicis
situdes of various kinds, and the misfortunes 
that overtook the farmer of Clochnahill were 
no doubt the same as those that have over
taken many another, such as had seasons, death 
of stock, ruined crops, money losses through 
dishonest debtors, &c. kc. In the document 
quoted above as the settlement of his worldly 
concerns by James Burnaee there is an injunction 
to “peace and unity among themselves.” This 
would seem to point out that the brothers were 
not always on brotherly terms, and may account 
for the fact of Robert having to quit Clochnahill 
in poverty during the lifetime of his mother and 
his brothers, who, no doubt, had the means, if 
they hadxnot the will, to assist him.

It is iineresting to note that William Bumess,
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the poet’s father, in helping to establish a school 
at Alloway, merely followed the example of his 
own father, who, in conjunction with some of >iis 
neighbours, built a schoolhouse on the farm! of 
<Jlochnahill for the accommodation of the chikjfren 
in the district, which was at a .considerable 
distance from the parish school.1

The other members of James Burn ace’s family, 
ds^nentioned in the document above quoted, 
were: William, the second son, who succeeded 
his father in Bralinmuir; James, who became 
the tenant of Halkhill, in Glenbcrvie parish ; and 
George, who held Elfhill, in the parish of Fet- 
teresso. A son, Thomas, died in 1734 at the age 
of twenty-nine, leaving a daughter, who died in 
1741 aged eight years. The only daughter of 
this family, Margaret, was married to a James 
Gawen or Gavin, Drumlithie.

James Bumess, the eldest son of Robert of 
Clochnahill, and uncle of the poet, was born in 
1717» and at the break-up of the family he settled 
in Montrose, where he attained a respectable posi
tion in society ^ His son James appears at first to 
have been a schoolmaster; he afterwards became 
a writer or solicitor. He corresponded with his 
cousin the poet, and acted towards him the part 
of a kind and generous friend. A third James, 
the son of the above, became provost of Montrose, 
and was the father of Sir James Bumes, sometime 
physician-general of the Bombay army, and of 
Sir Alexander Bumes, author of Travels in Bok
hara, who was assassinated along with his brother 
Lieutenant Charles Burnes at Cabul in 1841.

Rolwrt, the second son of Clochnahill, who left 
home along with the poet’s father, made his way 
into England, but ultimately settled at Stcwarton, 
in Ayrshire, where he died, 3rd January, 1789. 
He left two sons and a daughter, Fanny, who 
married a brother of Jean Armour’s.

William, the third son, was born 1721, died at 
Lochleeinl784,and had seven of a family: Robert, 
the poet; Gilbert, born 1760, died 1827 (had 
eleven of a family); Agnes, bom in 1762, died 
1834 ; Annalxdla, born 1764, died 1832; William, 
bom 1767, died 1790; John, borti 1769, died 1783; 
Isabella, born 1771, married to John Bcgg—had 
nine children. Particulars regarding these have 
already been given in this Appendix.

The other members of the family of Robert 
Bumess of Clochnahill were : Margaret, born 
1723, married Andrew Walker, Craw ton; Elspct, 
born 1725, married John Caird, Denside, Dun- 
nottar ; Jean, bom 1727, married a cousin, John 
Bumes, left no family ; George, bom 1729, died 
in early life; Isabel, bom 1730, married William 
Brand, Auchonblae ; alf'Maiy, bora 1732, died 
unmarried.

HIGHLAND MARY.

Perhaps no part of Bums’s life has excited 
more interest than his connection with Mary 
Campbell, the sometime nursemaid to Gavin 
Hamilton’s children, and, according to popular 
tradition, “dairy-maid or byres-woman” at Coils- 
field House. This interest is in no degree lessened 
but rather strengthened by the mystery which 
Bums himself has thrown round the story, a 
mystery all the deeper as it is quite out of keep
ing with his usual candour in such affairs. Her 
name was never connected with his till three years 
after her decease, when “Mary in Heaven” 
awakened a curiosity as to the heroine, which 
drew from him the vague particulars noted further 
on. Robert Chambers suggests that “ ho might 
have some sense of remorse about this simple 
girl—he might dread the world’s knowing that, 
after the affair of Jean Armour, in the midst of 
such calamitous circumstances, and facing a long 
exile in the West Indies, he had been so madly 
imprudent as to engage a poor girl to join him 
in wedlock, whether to go with him or to wait 
for his return.” When all the facts are taken 
into account this suggestion seems a very natural 
one.

It was not till 1850 that the true date of the 
Highland Mary episode was made known to the 
public, when Mr. W. Scott Douglas of Edinburgh 
threw a new light upon the matter. Since then 
it has been fully discussed by various writers. 
Mary was bom of Highland parentage, at Arden- 
tinny in Argyleshire, it is said, her father being 
a sailor in a revenue cutter, whose station, at the 
time Mary is heard of in the Burns drama, was 
at Campbeltown. She is said to have spent some 
of her early years in the house of the Kcv. David 
Campbell, minister of Loch ltanza in Arran, a 
relation of her mother’s. She has been described 
as “a sweeti sprightly, blue-eyed creature ;” but 
it is well to remember Bums’s foible of investing 
his fair captivators with a stock of charms out of 
the plentiful stores of his own imagination, and 
which were not apparent to the eyes of others. 
Dr. Hately Waddell remarks :—“ Gentle, good, 
and true ^hc no doubt was ; blue-eyed, and 
yellow-haired, and comely, but never graceful ; 
and . . . the probability is that she was not
endowed with a tithe of the sweet indefinite 
attractions with which Burns alone has invested 
her.” Mr. A. R. Adamson, in his Rumbfes through 
the. Land of Burns, states that there is ap adition 
“ that she was neither graceful nor feminine, but 
was a coarse-featured, ungainly country lass.” 
At the instigation of a relative, who held the 
situation of housekeeper to a family in Ayrshire, 
Mary came over to that county, and we find her 
employed as nursemaid in Gavin Hamilton’s 
family when his son Alexander was bom, in July, 
1785. To Bums the year 1785 was a year of
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marvellous achievement in the way qf work, yet 
at the same Mme he seems to have had abun
dance of tin* for cultivating the acquaintance 
of the Mauchline lasses. In letter or in song we 
are made acquainted with most of them, but 
there is no mention made of one whom he must 
have seen frequently at his friend Hamilton’s: 
her charms, we may infer, had not yet attracted 
his notice. Very little appears to have been 
known about Mary in the household at Mossgiel. 
Mrs. Begg, the poet's sister, recollected no sort 
of reference being made to her more than once, 
when the poet remarked to John Blane, the 
“gaudsmau.V that Mary had refused to meet 
him in the eld castle—the dismantled tower of 
the priory at Mauchline. There was also a 
reminiscence of Robert’s receiving a letter one 
evening which evidently disturbed him, and 
which, as was afterwards settled in the family, 
could have been nothing else but the letter con
taining the news of Mary’s death.

From about April, 1785, Jean Armour to all 
api>earance reigned supreme in the poet’s affec
tions, whatever other underplots in the drama 
of his love were taking place. When his intimacy 
with Jean could no longer be hidden he was led 
to give hera written acknowledgment of marriage, 
though at first, according to a letter quoted by 
Ivockhart, he was fixed as fate against “owning 
her conjugally." This document, as is well 
known, was afterwards destroyed under the im
pression that thereby the marriage was annulled. 
Yet whoever believed that a complete and valid 
separation had been effected by this proceeding 
it would seem that Burns himself doubted if the 
destruction of the informal declaration in any way 
altered the relative position of the parties ; else, 
why his solicitude to procure “a certificate as a 
bachelor ’’ from the kirk-session? Jean’s conduct 
had a most irritating and disturbing effect on 
Bums, all the more, probably, because ho con
sidered himself rather magnanimous in giving 
up-hix determination not to own her conjugally. 
H^ays himself, writing some years after, “I 
would gladly have covered my inamorata from 
the darts of calumny with the conjugal shield- 
nay I had actually made up some sort of wedlock 
—but I was at that time deep in the guilt of 
being unfortunate, for which good and lawful 
objection the lady’s friends broke all our measures 
and drove me au dinrn/mr." In his letter to 
Dr. Moore also he speaks as if Jie had almost lost 
his reason over the affair. Yet in April, 1786, 
writing to John Aroot of Dalquhatswood, after 
the break between Jean and him, he treats the 
matter in quite a burlesque vein, and with much 
that is highly extravagant, says: “ By degrees I 
have subsided into the time-settled sorrow of the 
sable widower, who, wiping away the decent tear, 
lifts up his grief-worn eye to look—for another 
wife.”

The vacancy caused by Jean’s temporary lianish- 
meut from his heart had, it would thus appear 
to be filled up, and Gavin Hamilton's nursemaid 
(there"is too ground for believing she ever was 
a dairymaid at Coilsfield) was at hand. At this 
time, indeed, there seems to have been room in 
his heart for a second or third passion, if we are 
to put any faith in'the ardent terms in which 
(looking forward to his intended voyage to Ja
maica) he takes leave of a certain Eliza—“the 
maid that I adore ! ” And it is questionable if 
he ever allowed himself to feel any vacancy, for 
it is permissible to suppose that it was even before 
Jean’s so-called desertion of him that he had 
entangled himself with Mary Campbell, and that 
this was partly the cause why he at first pro
tested that he would not on any account “own" 
the unfortunate girl “conjugally." However 
that may be, we find him now off with the old 
love and on with the new. Mary Campbell, who, 
by the way, could not have been ignorant of the 
Armour scandal, may have had for some time 
a liking for the poet, but their sweethenrting 
could not have lasted any great length of time 
or it must have become a matter of public 
notoriety. Burns on his part, who describes 
himself as “an old hawk at the sport," would 
have no difficulty in “battering himself into a 
passion,” to use another of his own expressions, 
on the shortest notice.

Burns’s connection with Highland Mary—which 
we believe was but a mere interlude between the 
acta of the Armour drama—culminated with the 
parting of the lovers on the banks of the Ayr, 
which must have taken place on the second 
Sunday of May, 1786. This romantic event was 
for long referred to some indefinitely early period 
of his life ; but that it was not earlier than 1784 
is shown by “ Mossgiel ’’ with his name being 
written by Burns on the Bible which he presented 
to Mary, and which is now preserved at Ayr, 
while that the true year was 1786 is proved by 
the fixing of Mary’s early death to the month of 
October in that year. All that Burns thought 
fit to say in regard to this incident in his life is 
contained in a MS. note written by him in Rid
dell’s copy of Johnson’s Muteum (along with other 
similar annotations), to the song “ My Highland 
Lassie." “This," he says, “was a composition 
of mine in wry early life, before I was known at 
all in the world. My Highland lassie was a warm
hearted charming young creature as ever blessed 
a man with generous love. After a pretty long 
tract of the most ardent reciprocal attachment 
we met, by appointment, on the second Sunday 
of May, in a sequestered spot, by the banks of 
Ayr, where we spent the day in taking farewell, 
before she should embarkforthe West Highlands, 
to arrange matters among her friends for our pro
jected change of life. At the close of autumn fol
lowing she crossed the sea to meet meat Greenock,
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where she had scarce landed when she was seized 
with a malignant fever, which hurried my dear 
girl to the grave in a few days, before I could 
even hear of her illness.” In a similar strain 
also the poet writes to Thomson inclosing the 
song “Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary ? ” “ In 
my wry early yean, when I was thinking of going 
to the West Indies, I took the following farewell 
of a dear girl.” Now the West India project 
occupied his mind only in the year 1786, so that 
Bums was using words that were certain to mis
lead when he spoke of his “ very early life ” and 
“my very early years.” On the other hand, 
what he calls the “pretty long tract of the most 
ardent reciprocal attachment ” could only have 
extended to at most a few months previous to the 
second Sunday in May, as before that time Jean 
occupied the first place in his affections for a 
comparatively long period.

The romantic details of the parting between 
Bums and Mary—when the lovers stood at dif
ferent sides of a brook, laved their hands in the 
water, and exchanged Bibles—are well known. 
The authority for them is Cromek, and whence he 
derived the particulars is unknown. He certainly 
could not have got them from the poet himself. 
However much truth may be in these details it is 
sufficiently clear that Burns’s gust of passion for 
Mar}- did not last long, though perhaps her love 
for him was only terminated by death.

This attachment has been often described as 
the purest and most elevated ever formed by the 
poet. This may be so, but the admirable High
land Mary poems of later composition do not 
necessarily show that what inspired them was 
anything else than a posthumous and merely 
poetical passion, and one that served the poet 
excellently for literary purposes.1 Within a very 
few weeks we find him raving of Jean as one 
who has still the sway over his affections, and 
poor Mary is, for the time, forgotten. According 
to Burns’s account she is away in the West High
lands “arranging matters among her friends for 
our projected change of life he himself—show
ing, one would think, how completely any idea of 
a marriage with Mary was absent from his mind, 
if it was ever present — executes, on 22d July, 
a deed investing his brother Gilbert with all his 
“goods, gear, and movable effects," profits from 
isiems included, to be hold by him in trust for 
the upbringing of his illegitimate daughter known 
as “Sonsie, smirkin’ dear-bought Bess.” In 
particular, provision was made by the same deed 
for continuing his daughter’s exclusive interest 
in the copyright after she had reached the age of

1 Mr. Scott Douglas well remarks: “The contrast between 
the quality of those strains which the ixwt produced under 
the influence of hie Mary 'in the days of her flesh’ (who was 
almost unknown in Ayrshire) and those impassioned lyrics 
that were inspired by ' Mary, dear departed shade,' ... is 
very striking."

fifteen years. With what then was he going to 
endow Mary in the way of worldly goods! The 
truth seems to be, that Mary is out of sight out 
of mind. In the touching “ Farewell,” written 
certainly before 3d September, his nearest rela
tives, his most intimate friends, and especially 
his Jean, are alluded to, but Mary, whom he had 
asked not long before if she would “go to the 
Indies,” is not once mentioned, and it is for the 
sake of Jean that he asserts he must cross the 
Atlantic. The time was to come, however, when 
the memories of his love affair with Mary was to 
furnish good poetical capital. To her we owe 
what is generally considered the “noblest of all 
his ballads,” “To Mary in Heaven,” and others 
perhaps equally admired. Had she lived it is 
probable her name would hardly have been heard 
of in connection with that of Bums.

It is impossible to account for Burns’s want of 
candour in connection with this episode, unless 
on the ground that he felt the truth would not 
look well and wished to present himself in a senti
mental andinteresting position. Robert Chambers 
says of Burns in this connection: “It is to be 
feared that he was not a man for whom his 
admirers can safely claim steadiness of affection, 
any more than they can arrogate for him a 
romantic or platonic delicacy. His was a heart 
whose pulses were synchronous with those of no 
other human being ; he loved keenly, enthusias
tically for a time, but not necessarily for a long 
time; and then there were ‘underplots in the 
drama of his love.”’

It would appear that, after spending the 
summeratCampbeltown, Mary came to Greenock, 
on her way to accept a situation at Martinmas, 
in the family of a Colonel M'lvor in Glasgow. It 
is probable that by this time she had become dis
illusionized, and it may have been her own hand 
that partly deleted her own name and that of 
Bums from the sacred memorial of their secret 
betrothment, leaving the inscriptions ns they now 
appear. While in Greenock she sickened of fever, 
and her friends, superstitiously believing her to 
have been afflicted by the cast of an evil eye, ^ 
seriously recommended her father to go to a spot 
where two bums met, select seven smooth stones 
from the channel, boil them in new milk, and give 
her the same to drink. Her illness, however, was 
far too serious for either charms or skill ; she 
died after a few days' suffering, and was buried 
in the West Churchyard, Greenock, in a “lair" 
or plot of ground which belonged to a distant 
relative of her mother. In 1842 a fine monument 
designed by John Mossman was erected to her 
memory. It bears bas-reliefs representing the 
traditionary porting at Coilsfield, surmounted by 
a figure representing grief. It has been asserted 
by some of the older inhabitants of Greenock 
that the grave over which the monument is 
erected is not the spot where the body of High-
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land Mary was interred, her restingqtiace being 
alleged to be the lair on a line with the monument 
but nearer the kirk.

BRIEF NOTES BY BURNS OF A 
BORDER TOUR:

May 5—Junk 1, 1787.

Left Edinburgh [May 5, 1787]—Lammermuir- 
hills miserably dreary, but at times very pictur
esque. Langton-edge, a glorious view of the 
Merse—Reach Berry-well1— old Mr. Ainslie an 
uncommon character ;—his hobbies, agriculture, 
natural philosophy, and politics. In the first he 
is unexceptionably the clearest-headed, best- 
informed man I ever met with ; in the other two, 
very intelligent:—as a man of business he has 
uncommon merit, and by fairly deserving it has 
made a very decent independence. Mrs. Ainslie, 
an excellent, sensible, cheerful, amiable old 
woman. Miss Ainslie—her person a little em
bonpoint, but handsome ; her face, particularly 
her eyes, full of sweetness and good humour— 
she unites three qualities rarely to be found 
together; keen,t solid penetration; sly, witty 
observation and remark ; and the gentlest,mo§t 
unaffected female modesty. Douglas, a clevcM 
fine, promising young fellow. The family-meet/ 
ing with their brother, my compagnon de voyage, 
very charming; particularly the sister. The whole 
family remarkably attached to their menials— 
Mrs. A. full of stories of the sagacity and sense 
of the little girl in the kitchen. Mr. A. high in 
the praises of an African, his house servant—all 
his people old in his service—Douglas’s old nurse 
came to Berry-well yesterday to remind them of 
its being his l>irth-day.

A Mr. Dudgeon, a poet at times,3 a worthy 
remarkable character — natural penetration, a 
great deal of information, some genius, and 
extreme modesty.

Sunday [6th], —Went to church at Dunse—Dr. 
Bowmaker, a man of strong lungs and pretty 
judicious lem irk, but ill skilled in propriety, and 
altogether unconscious of his want of it.3

Monday [7th].—Coldstream — went over to 
England—Coruhill—glorious rix'er Tweed -clear 
and majestic—fine bridge. Dine at Coldstream 
with Mr. Ainslie and Mr. Foreman—beat Mr.
F-----  in a dispute about Voltaire. Tea at
Lennel House with Mr. Brydone4—Mr. Brydone

1 The poet was travelling with a young friend Mr. Robert 
Ainslie, and tliix wa< the residence of hid father, who acted an 
land-steward on the estates of Lord Douglas, in Berwickshire. 
A numlier of letter* to Robert Ainslie will be found in the 
poet'* Comwi'oodenoe.

3 The author of the mng, “ Up am an g yon cliffy rocks.”
* See epigrim presented to Miss Ainslie on this occasion.
4 Patrick Brydone, Esq., author of the well-known tour in 

Sicily and Malta. His wife was a daughter of Principal

a most excellent heart, kind, joyous, and l*e ne vo
lent, but a good deal of the French indiscrimi
nate complaisance—from his situation past and 
present, an admirer of every thing that bears a 
splendid title, or that possesses a large estate- 
Mrs. Brydone a most elegant woman in her per
son and manners ; the tones of her voice remark
ably sweet—my reception extremel}- flattering- 
sleep at Coldstream.

Tuesday [8th].—Breakfast at Kelso charm
ing situation of Kelso — fine bridge over the 
Tweed—enchanting views and prospects on lx>th 
sides of the river, particularly the Scotch side ; 
introduced to Mr. Scott of the Royal Bank, an 
excellent modest fellow—fine situation of it— 
ruins of Roxburgh Castle—a holly-hush growing 
where .lames II. of Scotland was accidentally 
killed by the bursting of a cannon. A small old 
religious ruin and a fine old garden planted by 
the religious, rooted out and destroyed by an 
English Hottentot, a maVre (f hôtel of the duke’s, 
a Mr. Cole. Climate and soil of Berwickshire, 
and even Roxburghshire, superior to Ayrshire — 
bad roads. Turnip and sheep husbandry, their 
great improvements- Mr. M'Dowal, at Caverton 
Mill, a friend of Mr. Ainslie’s, with whom I dined 
to-day, sold his sheep, ewe and lamb together, 
at two guineas a-piece—wash their sheep before 
shearing—7 or 8 lb. of washen wool in a fleece- 
low markets, consequently low rents—fine lands 
not above sixteen shillings a Scotch acre—mag
nificence of fiirmers ami farmhouses—come up 
Teviot and up Jed to Jedburgh to lie, and so 
wish myself a good night.8

Wednesday [9th].—Breakfast with Mr.-----
in Jedburgh—a squabble between Mrs.----- , a
crazed, talkative slattern, ami a sister of hers,

5 This fine old royal ami parliamentary burgh is situated <m 
Jed water, a tributary of the Teviot, at the distance of leu 
miles from Kelso ami fifty from Edinburgh. While |>osse**ing 
some local imitortance as the county town of Roxburghshire, 
its population scarcely reaches 5000. The abbey, of which the 
ruins still tower above all the existing domestic buildings, 
was founded early in the twelfth century; ami er&i ^ that 
early time the town was of some note. The ouly pal^ of this 
structure of which any remains exist is the church, which 
has been in the form of a cross about !» feet in length. 
The nave, north transept, and centnl tower, are still toler
ably entire, and form a beautiful s|>ecimen of early (iuthir. 
A Norman door in the west end Is much admired for its 
curious mouldings, and a St. Catherine's wheel at the top 
of the same gable is a conspicuous feature. The environs 
of Jedburgh are extremely beautiful. The Jed rushes down 
from its native moors under steep srrrwrs and hanging woods, 
the remains of the ancient forest of Jedburgh, from which 
the English 1 order* were erst kept in trouble. Here a 
nodding tower, there an old corn-mill; here a beautiful 
glade, there a green slope : scarcely any town in the south of 
Scotland ran lie said to hare more delightful surroundings. 
The magistrates of Jedburgh gave Burns the freedom of their 
burgh, with its usual accompaniment of a treat at the inn. It 
was long remembered in the town that^erfiile this treat was 
in the course of being discussed. thu^Ioet, ever jealous of his 
independence, left the room stplytndeavoured—need we add, 
in vain?—to prevail on the landlord to accept of payment of 
the bill. /
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»n old maid, respecting a Relief minister. Miss 
gives Madam the liS ; and Madam, by way of re
venge, upbraids her that she laid snares to en
tangle the said minister, then a widower, in the 
net of matrimony. Go about two miles out of 
Jedburgh to a roup of parks—meet a polite 
soldier-like gentleman, Captain Rutherford, who 
had been many years through the wilds of 
America, a prisoner among the Indians. Charm
ing, romantic situation of Jedburgh, with gar
dens, orchards, &c., intermingled among the 
houses—fine old ruins—a once magnificent cath
edral, and strong castle. All the towns here 
have the appcaranco of old, rude grandeur, but 
the people extremely idle—Jed a tine romantic 
little river.

Dine with Captain Rutherford—the captain a 
polite fellow, fond of money in his farming way ; 
showed a particular respect to my hardship— his 
lady exactly a proper matrimonial second part 
for him. Miss Rutherford a beautiful girl, but 
too far gone woman to expose so much of a tine 
swelling bosom—her face very fine.

Return to Jedburgh—walk up Jed with some 
ladies to be shown Love-lane and Blackburn, 
two fairy scenes. Introduced to Mr. Potts, 
writer, a very clever fellow ; and Mr. Somerville, 
the clergyman of the place, a man, and a gentle
man, but sadly addicted to punning.1 The walk
ing ]iarty of ladies, Mrs.----- and Miss------ , her
sister before mentioned. N.B.—These two ap
pear still more comfortably ugly and stupid, and 
boro me most shockingly. Two Miss----- toler
ably agreeable. Mias Hope, a tolerably pretty 
girl, fond of laughing and fun. Miss Lindsay, a 
good-humoured, amiable girl ; rather short et em- 
bonpoint, but handsome, and extremely graceful 
—beautiful hazel eyes, full of spirit and sparkling 
with delicious moisture—an engaging face—un 
tout ensemble that speaks her of the first order 
of female minds—her sister, a bonnie, Strappin’, 
rosy, sonsio lass. Shake myself loose, after
several unsuccessful efforts, of Mrs.-----  and
Miss----- , and, somehow or other, get hold of
Miss Lindsay's arm. My heart is thawed into 
melting pleasure after being so long frozen up in 
the Greenland bay of indifference, amid the noise 
and nonsense of Edinburgh. Miss seems very 
well pleased with my hardship’s distinguishing 
her, and after some slight qualms, which I could 
easily mark, she sets the titter round at defiance, 
and kindly allows me to keep my hold ; and when 
parted by the ceremony of my introduction to 
Mr. Somerville, she met me half, to resume my

i Dr. Somerville was the author of tw > 
British history, and survived to be the 
Chtirch of Scotland in his day, dying 
ninety, and when he had officiated as 
for fifty-seven years. It is said, that, 
reference to his habit of punning, Dr. Soi 
more. A son of Dr. Somerville was the 
known Mary Somerville.
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situation. Nota Bene—The poet within a point
and a half of being-------- in love—I am afraid
my bosom is still nearly as much tinder as ever.

The old, cross-grained, whiggish, ugly, slander
ous Miss----- , with all the poisonous spleen of a
disappointed, ancient maid, stops me very un
seasonably to ease her burning breast, by falling 
abusively foul on the Miss Lindsays, particularly 
on my Dulcinea;—I hardly refrain from cursing 
her to her face for daring to mouth her calum- 
uious slander on one of the finest pieces of the 
workmanship of Almighty Excellence ! Sup at
Mr.----- 'a ; vexed that the Miss Lindsays are hot
of the supper party, as they only are wanting.
Mrs.----- and Miss------ still improve infernally
on my hands.

Set out next morning [10th] for Wauchope, 
the seat of my correspondent, Mrs. Scott — 
breakfast by the way with Dr. Elliot, an agree
able, good-hearted, climate-beaten, old veteran, 
in the medical line, now retired to a romantic, 
but rather moorish place, on the banks of the 
Roole—ho accompanies us almost to Wauchope 
—wo traverse the country to the top of Bochcster, 
the scene of an old encampment, and Wooloe 
Hill.

Wauchope—Mr. Scott exactly the figure and 
face commonly given to Sancho Panza—■very 
shrewd in his farming matters, and not unfre- 
quently stumbles on what may be called a strong 
thing rather tlian a good thing. Mrs. Scott all 
the sense, taste, intrepidity of face, and bold, 
critical decision, which usually distinguish female 
authors. Sup with Mr. Potts—agreeable i>arty. 
Breakfast next morning [11th] with Mr. Somer
ville—the bruit of Miss Lindsay and my hardship, 
by means of the invention and malice of Miss 
----- . Mr. Somerville sends to Dr. Lindsay, beg
ging him and family to breakfast if convenient, 
but at all events to send Miss Lindsay ; accord
ingly, Miss Lindsay only comes. I find Miss 
Lindsay would soon play the devil with me—I met 
with some little flattering attentions from her. 
Mrs. Somerville, an excellent, motherly, agree
able woman, and a fine family. Mr. Ainslie and
Mrs. S----- , junr., with Mr.----- , Miss Lindsay,
and myself, go to see Esther, a very remarkable 
woman for reciting poetry of all kinds, and 
sometimes leaking Scotch doggerel herself—she 
can repeat by heart almost every thing she has 
ever read, particularly Pope’s Homer from end 
to end—has studied Euclid by herself, and, in 
short, is a woman of very extraordinary abilities. 
On conversing with her I find her fully equal to 
the character given of her.1 She is very much 
flattered that I send for her, and that she sees a

a Esther Easton was in a ver» humble walk of life—the wife 
of a common working gardener. She latterly taught a little 
day- chool, which not twing sufficient for her subsistence, she 
was obliged to solicit the charity of her benevolent neighbours. 
She died in February, 178». »
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poet who has put out a boot Jus she says. She is, 
among other things, a great! florist, and is rather 
past the meridian of once celebrated beauty.

I walk in Either'» garden with Miss Lindsay, 
and after some little chit-chat of the tender kind, 
I presented her with a proof print of my noih 
which she accepted with something more tender 
than gratitude. She told me many little stories
which Miss----- had retailed concerning her and
me, iBHt prolonging pleasure—God bless her ! 
Wasl^fced on by the magistrates and presented 
with tmjTreedom of the burgh.

Took farewell of Jedburgh, with some melan
choly, disagreeable sensations. Jed, pure be 
thy crystal streams, and hallowed thy sylvan 
banks ! Sweet Isabella Lindsay, may peace dwell 
in thy bosom, uninterrupted, except by the tu
multuous throbbings of rapturous love! That 
love-kindling eye must beam on another, not on 
me—that graceful form must bless another's 
arms, not mine !

Kelso. — Dine with the farmers’ club—all 
gentlemen, talking of high matters—each of 
them keeps a hunter from £30 to £50 value, and 
attends the fox-huntings in the county—go out 
with Mr. Ker, one of the club, and a friend of 
Mr. Ainslie's, to lie. [12th] Mr. Ker, a most 
gentlemanly, clever, handsome fellow, a widower 
with some fine children—his mind and manner 
astonishingly like my dear old friend Robert 
Muir in Kilmarnock—every thing in Mr. Ker’s 
most elegant—he offers to accompany me in my 
English tour. Dine with Sir Alexander Don—a 
pretty clever fellow, but far from being a match 
for his divine lady.1

A very wet day . . . Sleep at Stodrig again, 
and set out [13th] for Melrose—visit Dryburgh, 
a fine old ruined abey—still bad weather—cross 
Leader, and come up Tweed to Melrose—dine 
there, and visit that far-famed, glorious ruin- 
come to Selkirk, up Ettrick—the whole country 
hereabout, both on Tweed and Ettrick, remark
ably stony.

Monday [14th]. — Come to Inverleithen, a 
famous spa, and in the vicinity of the palace of 
Traquair, where, having dined and drunk some 
Galloway-whey, I here remain till to-morrow— 
saw Elibanks and Elibraes on the other side of 
the Tweed.

Tuesday [15th],—Drank tea yesternight at 
Pirn with Mr. Horsburgh. Breakfasted to-day 
with Mr. Ballantyne of Holly-lee. Proposal for a 
four-horse team, to consist of Mr Scott of Wau- 
chope, Fittieland ; Logan of Logan, Fittiefur ; 
Ballantyne of Holly-lee, Forewynd; Horsburgh of 
Horsburgh. Dine at a country inn kept by a 
driller in Earlston, the birthplace and residence 
of the celebrated Thomas the Rhymer—saw the 
ruins of his castle—come to Berrywell.

I Lady Harriet Don, «liter of the Earl of Glencaim.

Wednesday [16th].—Dine at Dunse with the 
farmers' club—company, impossible to do them 
justice—Rev. Mr. Smith a famous punster, and 
Mr. Meikle a celebrated mechanic and inventor 
of the thrashing-mill.

Thursday [17th],—Breakfast at Berrywell, 
and walk into Dunse to see a famous knife made 
by a, cutler tjrere, and to be presented to an 
Italian prince. A pleasant ride with my friend 
Mr. Robert Ainslie, and his sister, to Mr. Thom
son's, a man who has newly commenced farmer, 
and has married a Miss Patty Grieve, formerly a 
flame of Mr. Robert Ainslie’s. G'om]>any- Miss 
Jacky Grieve, an amiable sister of Mrs. Thom
son’s, and Mr. Hood, an honest, worthy, face
tious farmer in the neighbourhood.

Friday [18th]. — Ride to Berwick—an idle 
town, rudely picturesque. Meet Lord Errol iu 
walking round the walls—his Lordship’s flatter
ing notice of me. Dine with Mr. Clunyie, mer
chant—nothing particular ill company or con
versation. Come up a bold shore, and over a 
wild country, to Eyemouth—sup and sleep at 
Mr. Grieve’s.

Saturday [19th]. — Spend the day at Mr. j 
Grievo’a—made a royal arch mason of St. Abb’s 
Lodge.1 Mr. William Grieve, the eldest brother, 
a joyous, warm-hearted, jolly, clever fellow— 
takes a hearty glass, and sings a good song. 
Mr. Robert, his brother and partner in trade, a 
good fellow, but says little. Take a sail after 
dinner. Fishing of all kinds pays tithes at Eye
mouth.

Sunday [20th].—A Mr. Robinson, brewer at 
Ednam, sets out with us to Dunbar.

The Miss Grieves very good girls. My hard
ship’s heart got a brush from Miss Betsy.

Mr. William Grieve’s attachment to the family 
circle ; so fond, that when he is out, which by the 
bye is often the case, he cannot go to bed till he 
see if all his sisters are sleeping well. Pass the 
famous Abbey of Voldingham, and Pease-bridge. 
Call at Mr. Sheriffs, where Mr. A. and I dine. 
Mr. S. talkative and conceited. 1 talk of love to 
Nancy the whole evening, while her brother es
corts home some companions like himself. Sir 
James Hall of Dunglass [father of Capt. Basil 
Hall] having heard of my being in the neigh
bourhood, comes to Mr. Sheriff’s to breakfast 
[21st] takes me to see his fine scenery on the

1 The entry made on this occasion in the Lodg? book* i* as

” Etkmoutii, 19th Mar, 1787. '
“At a general encampment held this day. the following 

brethren were made Royal Arch Maeons, via.—Koliert Bums, 
from the Lodge of at. James's, Tarholton. Ayrshire, and 
Roliert Ainslie, from the Lodge of at. Luke's, Edinburgh, by 
James Carmichael, Wm. Grieve, Daniel Dow, John Clay, 
Robert Grieve, Ac. Ac. Robert Ainslie paid one guinea ad
mission dues; but on account of R. Burns's remarkable poeti-^ 
cal genius the encampment unanimously agreed to admit hir^i, 
gratis, and considérai themselves honoured by having a mail 
of such shining abilities for one of their companions."
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stream of Dunglass —Dunglass the most romantic 
sweet place I ever saw—Sir James and his lady a 
pleasant happy couple. He points out a walk 
for which he has an uncommon respect, as it 
was made by an aunt of his to whom he owes 
much.

Miss-----will accompany me to Dunbar, by
way of making a parade of me as a sweetheart 
of hers, among her relations. She mounts an 
old cart-horse as huge and as lean as a house ; a 
rusty old side-saddle without girth or stirrup, 
but fastened on with an old pillion-girth—her
self as fine as hands could make her, in cream- 
coloured riding clothes, hat and feather, &c. I, 
ashamed of my situation, ride like the devil, and 
almost shake her to pieces on old Jolly—get rid 
of her by refusing to call at her uncle’s with her.

Passed through the most glorious com coun
try I ever saw, till I reàeh- Dunbar, a neat little 
town. Dine with Provost Fall, an eminent mer
chant, and most respectable character, but un- 
descrihable, as he exhibits no marked traits. 
Mrs. Fall, a genius in painting ; fully more clever 
in the fine arts and sciences than my friend Lady. 
Wauchope, without her consummate assura*# 
of her own abilities. Call with Mr. Robinson 
(who, by the bye, I find to be a worthy, much 
respected man, very modest ; warm, social heart, 
which with less good sense than his would be, 
perhaps, with the children of prim precision and 
pride, rather inimical to that respect which is 
man's due from man)—with him I call on Miss 
Clarke, a maiden, in the Scotch phrase, “guilt 
enough, but no brent new:" a clever woman, with 
tolerable pretensions to remark and wit; while 
time had blown the blushing bud of bashful 
modesty into the flower of easy confidence. She 
wanted to see what sçrt of rarer show an author 
was; and to let him know, that though Dunbar 
was but a little town, yet it was not destitute of 
people of parts.

Breakfast next morning [22nd] at Skaternw, 
at Mr. Lee’s, a farmer of great note. Mr. Lee, 
an excellent, hospitable, social felloty, rather 
oldish—warm-hearted and chatty—a most judi
cious, sensible farmer. Mr. Lee detains me till 
next morning. Company at dinner—My Rev. 
acquaintance Dr. Bowmaker, a reverend, rat
tling old fellow : two sea lieutenants ; a cousin of 
the landlord’s, a fellow whose looks are of that 
kind which deceived me in a gentleman at Kelso, 
and has often deceived me ; a goodly handsome 
figure and face, which incline one to give them 
credit for parts which they have not : Mr. Clarke, 
a much cleverer fellow, but whose looks a little 
cloudy, and his appearance rather ungainly, with 
an every-day observer may prejudice the opinion 
against him : Dr. Brown, a medical young gentle
man from Dunbar, a fellow whose face and mi 
ne’rs are open and engaging.. Leave Skateraw 
for Dunse next day [23rd] along with Collector
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----- , a lad of slender abilities, and bashfully
diffident to an extreme.

Found Miss Ainslie, the amiable, the sensible, 
the good-humoured, the sweet Miss Ainslie, all 
alone at Berrywell. Heavenly powers, who know 
the weakness of human hearts, support mine ! 
What happiness must I see, only to remind mo 
that I cannot enjoy it !

Lammermuir hills, from East Lothian to Dunse, 
very wild. Dine with the farmers’ club at Kelso. 
Sir John Hume and Mr. Lumsden there, but 
nothing worth rcmen/brance when the following 
circumstance is considered—I walk into Dunse 
before dinner, and out to Berrywell in the even
ing with Miss Ainslie — how well-bred, how 
frank, how good she is! Charming Rachel ! 
may thy bosom never be wrung by the evils of. 
this life of sorrows, or by the villany of thaf" 
world's sons!1

Thursday [24th],—Mr. Ker and I set out to 
dinner at Mr. Hood’s, on our way to England.

I am taken extremely ill with strong feverish 
symptoms, and take a servant of Mr. Hood’s to 
watch me all night—embittering remorse scares 
my fancy at the gloomy forebodings of death. 1 
am determined to live for the future in such a 
manner as not to be scared at the approach of 
death—I am sure I could meet him with indiffer
ence, but for “the something beyond the grave.” 
Mr. Hood agrees to accompany us to England if 
we will wait till Sunday.

Friday [25th],—I go with Mr. Hood to see 
a roup of an unfortunate farmer’s stock—rigid 
economy, apd decent industry, do you preserve 
me from being the principal dramatis j/ersona in 
such a scene of horror!

Meet my good old friend Mr. Ainslie, who 
calls on Mr. Hood in the evening to take farewell 
of my hardship. This day I feel myself warm 
with sentiments of gratitude to the Great Pre
server of men, who has kindly restored me to 
health and strength once more.

A pleasant walk with my young friend, Douglas 
Ainslie, a sweet, modest, clever young fellow.

Sunday [27th].—Cross Tweed, and traverse 
the moors, through a wild country, till I reach 
Alnwick—Alnwick Castle, a seat of the Duke of 
Northumberland, furnished in a most princely 
manner. A Mr. Wilkin, agent of his grace's, 
shows ns the house and policies. Mr. Wilkin, a 
discreet, sensible, ingenious man.

Monday [28th].—Come, still through by-ways, 
to Warkworth, where we dine. Hermitage and 
old castle. Warkworth situated very pictur
esque, with Coquet Island, a small rocky spot, 
the seat of an old monastery, facing it a little in 
the sea, and the small but romantic river Coquet

1 Miss Ainslie died unmarried. Robert Chambers says î—“I 
remember meeting her about forty years after her acquaint
ance with Burns—a good-looking elderly lady, of very agree
able manners."
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running through it. Sleep at Morpeth, a pleas
ant enough little town, and on next day [29th] 
to Newcastle. Meet With a very agreeable, 
sensible fellow, a Mr. Chattox, who shows us a 
great many civilities, and who dines and sups 
with us.

Wednesday [30th].—Left Newcastle early in 
the morning and rode over a fine country to 
Hexham to breakfast—from Hexham to Ward- 
rue, the celebrated Spa, where we slept.

Thursday [31st].—Reach Longtown to dine, 
and part there with my good friends, Messrs. 
Hood and Ker. A hiring day in Longtown. I 
am uncommonly happy to see so many young 
folks enjoying life. I come to Carlisle. ( Meet 
a strange enough romantic adventure by the 
way, in falling in with a girl and her married 
sister—the girl, after some overtures of gallantry 
on my side, sees mo a little cut with the bottle, 
and offers to take me in for a Gretna-green 
affair. I, not being quite such a gull as she 
imagines, make an appointment with her, by 
way of vice la bagatelle, to hold a conference on 
it when wo reach town. I meet her in town, and 
give her a brush of caressing, and a bottle of 
eider ; but finding herself un peu trompé in hcr 
man, she sheers off.) Next day [June 1st] I 
meet my good friend, Mr. Mitchell, and walk 
with him round the town and its environs, and 
through his printing-works, Ac.—four or five 
hundred jwoplo employed, many of them women 
and children. Dine with Mr. Mitchell, and 
leave Carlisle. Come by the coast to Annan. 
Overtaken on the way by a curious old fish of a 
shoemaker, and miner, from Cumberland mines.

[Here the manuscript abruptly termi)iates.\

BRIEF NOTES BY BURNS OF A 
HIGHLAND TOUR:

Auo. 25-Sept. 16, 1787.
% 25th August, 1787.

I set out for the north in company with my 
good friend Mr. Nicol.1 From Corstorphine, by 
Kirkliston and Winchburgh, fine improven,fertile 
country; near Linlithgow the lands worse, light 
and sandy. Linlithgow, the appearance of rude, 
decayed, idle grandeur, charmingly rural, re
tired situation. The old royal palace & tolerably 
tine, but melancholy ruin—sweetly situated on a 
small elevation by the brink of A loch. Shown 
the room where the beautiful injured Mary Queen 
of Scots was bora. A pretty good old Gothic 
church—the infamous stool of repentance stand
ing, in the old Romish way, in a lofty situation.

What a poor, pimping business is a Presby
terian place of worship; dirty, narrow, and 
squalid; stuck in a comer of old popish grandeur

l This wan William Nicol of the Edinburgh lligh School 
one of Burmt’s most'intimate friends.

such as Linlithgow, and much more Melrose! 
Ceremony and show, if judiciously thrown in 
absolutely necessary for the bulk of mankind’ 
both in religious and civil matters.

West Lothian. The more elegance and luxury 
among the farmers, 1 always observe, in equal 
proportion, the rudeness and stupidity of the 
peasantry. This remark I have made all over the 
Lothians, Merse, Roxburgh, Ac.: and for this 
among other reasons, I think that a man of ro
mantic taste, a “ Man of Feeling,” will bo better 
pleased with the poverty, but intelligent minds 
pf the peasantry in Ayrshire (|>easuntry they are 
all below the justice of peace) than the opulence 
of a club of Merse farmers, when at the same 
time ho considers the vandalism of their plough- 
folks, Ac. I carry this idea so far, that an un
inclosed half-improven country is to mo actually 
more agreeable,,and gives me more pleasure as a 
prospeet, than a country cultivated like a garden.

Dinel Go to my friend Smith’s at Avon Print- 
field; fmd nobody but Mrs. Miller, an agreeable, 
sensible, modest, good body, as useful but not 
so ornamental as Fielding’s Miss Western—not 
rigidly polite d la Française, but easy, hospitable, 
and housewifely.

An old lady from Paisley, a Mrs. Lawson, whom 
I promise to call for in Paisley—like old lady 
W----- , and still more like Mrs. C----- , her con
versation is pregnant with strong sense and just 
remark, but like them, a certain air of self-im
portance and a duresse in the eye, seem to indi
cate, as the Ayrshire wife observed of her cow, 
that “ she hod a mind o’ her ain."5

Pleasant distant view of Dunfermline, and the 
rest of the fertile coast of Fife, as we go down to 
that dirty, ugly place, Borrowstoness. See a 
horse-race, and call on a friend of Mr. Nicol’s, a 
Bailie Cowan, of whom I know too little to at
tempt his portrait. Come through the rich carse 
of Falkirk to Falkirk to pass the night.

[Sunday, 26th].—Falkirk nothing remarkable 
except the tomb vf Sir John the Graham, over 
which, in the succession of time, four stones have 
boon laid. Camelou, the ancient metropolis of 
the Piets, now a small village in the neighbour
hood of Falkirk. Cross Aie grand canal to Carron. 
Breakfast—come past Larbert, and admire a line 
monument of cast-iron erected by Mr. Bruce, 
the African traveller, to his wife. N. B.—He used 
her very ill, and I suppose he meant it as much 
out of gratitude to Heaven as anything else.

Pass Dunipace, a place laid out with fine taste 
—a charming amphitheatre bounded by Denny 
village, and pleasant seats of Herbertshire, Deno- 
van, and down to Dunipace. The Carron running 
down the bosom of the whole, makes it one of 
the most charming little prospects I have seen.

Dine at Auchenbowie—Mr. Munro an excellent
v Daily W-----and Mrs. C----- ï Mrs Scott of Wauchope and

Mm. Cockburu, authoress of the “ Flowers o* the Forest."
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Flowers o’ the Forest."
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worthy old man—Miss Munro an amiable, sen- 
nblo, sweet young woman, much resembling Mrs. 
Grierson. Come to Bannockburn—shown the old 
house where James III. was murdered. The 
field of Bannockburn—the hole where glorious 
Bruce set his standard. Here no Scot can pass 
uninterested. I fancy to myself that I see my 
gallant, heroic countrymen coming o'er the hill 
and down upon the plunderers of their country, 
the murderers of their fathers; noble revenge 
and just hate glowing in every vein, striding 
more and more eagerly as they approach the op
pressive, insulting, bloodthirsty foe I I see them 
meet in gloriously-triumphant congratulation on 
the victorious field, exulting in their heroic royal 
leader, and rescued liberty and independence ! 
Come to Stirling.

Monday [27th], —Go to Harvieston—Mrs. Ham
ilton and family—Mrs. Chalmers—Mrs. Shields. 
Go to see Cauldron Linn, and Rumbling Brig,and 
Deil’s Mill. Return in the evening to Stirling.

Supper—Messrs. Doig (the schoolmaster) and 
Bell; Captain Forrester of the castle—Doig a 
queerish figure, and something of a pedant— 
Bell a joyous, vacant fellow, who sings a good 
song—Forrester a merry swearing kind of man, 
with a dash of the sodger.

Tuesday Morning [28th], — Breakfast with 
Captain Forrester—leave Stirling—Ochil hills— 
Devon river—Forth and Teith—Allan river— 
Strathallan, a fine country, but little improven— 
Cross Earn to Crieff—Dine and go to Arbruchil 
—cold reception at Arbruchil—a most romanti
cally pleasant ride up Earn, by Auchtertyre and 
Comrie—Sup at Crieff.

Wednesday Morning [29th].—Leave Crieff— 
Glen Almond—Almond River—Ossian’s grave— 
Loch Frioch—Glenquaich—Landlord and land
lady remarkable characters —Taymouth — de
scribed in rhyme—Meet the Hon. Charles Town- 
shend.

Thursday [30th].—Come down Tay to Dun- 
) kold — Olenlyon House — Lyon river — Druid’s 

Temple—three circles of stones—the outermost 
sunk—the second has thirteen stones remaining 
—the innermost has eight—two large detached 
ones like a gate, to the south-east—say prayers 
in it—pass Tay Bridge—Aberfoldy—described in 
rhyme—Castle Menzies, beyond Grnndtully— 
Balleighan — Logiernit — Inver—Dr. Stewart— 
Sup.

Friday [31st],—Walk with Mrs. Stewart and 
Beard to Rimam top—fine prospect down Tay— 
Craigiebams hills—hermitage on the Bran Water 
with a picture of Ossian—breakfast with Dr. 
Stewart—Neil Gow plays—a short, stout-built 
Highland figure, with his greyish hair shed on 
his honest social brow—an interesting face, mark
ing strong sense, kind open-heartedness, mixed 
with unmistrusting simplicity—visit his house— 

VOL. I.

Margaret Gow. Ride up Tummel river to Blair 
—Fascally a beautiful romantic nest—wild gran
deur of the pass of Killicrankie—visit the gallant 
Lord Dundee’s stone. Blair—Sup with the 
duchess—easy and happy from the manners of 
the family—confirmed in my good opinion of my 
friend Walker.

Saturday [1st Sept.].—Visit the scenes round 
Blair—fine, but spoiled with bad taste—Tilt and 
Garrie rivers—Falls on the Tilt—heather scat- 
ride in company with Sir William Murray and 
Mr. Walker to Loch Tummel—meanderings of the 
Rannoch, which runs through quondam Stman 
Robertson’s estate from Loch Rannoch to Loch 
Tummel — dine at Blair. Company — General 
Murray—Captain Murray, an honest tar—Sir 
William Murray, an honest, worthy man, but 
tormented with the hypochondria—Mrs.Graham, 
belle et amiable—Miss Cathcart—Mrs. Murray, a 
painter—Mrs. King—Duchess and fine family, 
the marquis, Lords James, Edward, and Robert; 
Ladies Charlotte, Emilia, and children—Dance— 
Sup—Duke—Mr. Graham of Fintray; Mr. M'Lag- 
gan; Mr. and Mrs. Stewart.

[SUNDAY, 2d].—Come up the Garrie—Falls of 
Bruar—Dalnacardoch—Dalwhinnie—Dine— Snow 
on the hills seventeen feet deep—no corn from 
Loch Garrie to Dalwhinnie—cross the Spey and 
come down the stream to Pitnim—straths rich— 
let environ* picturesque—Craigow hill—Ruthven 
of Badenoch—barrack ; wild and magnificent— 
Rothemurche on the other side, and Glenmore— 
Grant of Rothemurche's poetry—told mo by the 
Duke of Gordon—Strathspey "rich and romantic.

[Monday, 3d].—Breakfast at Aviemore, a wild 
romantic spot—Snow in patches on the hills 
eighteen feet deep—Enter Strathspey —come to 
Sir James Grant's—dine—Company: Lady Grant, 
a sweet, pleasant body; Mr. and Miss Bailie; Mrs. 
Bailie ; Dr. and Mrs. Grant—clergymen — Mr. 
Hepburn—Come through mist and darkness to 
Dulsie to lie.

Tuksday [4th].—Findhom river—rocky banks 
—come on to Castle Cawdor, where Macbeth 
murdered king Duncan—saw the bed on which 
king Duncan was stabbed—dine at Kilraik [Kil- 
ravock]—Mrs. Rose, sen., a true chieftain’s wife, 
a daughter 6f Clephane—Mrs. Rose, jun.—Fort 
George—Inverness.

Wednbsday [5th].—Loch Ness—Braes of Ness 
—General’s hut—Fall of Fyers—Urquhart Castle
and Strath—Dine at------------ Sup at Mr. Inglis’
—Mr. Inglis and Mrs. Inglis; three young ladies.

Thursday [6th],—Come over Culloden Muir 
—reflections on the field of battle—breakfast at 
Kilraik — old Mrs. Rose, sterling sense, warm 
heart, strong passion, honest pride, all in an un
common degree—Mrs. Rose, jun., a little milder 
than the mother: this, perhaps, owing to her

12
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y
being younger—Mr. Grant, minister at Cal tier, 
resembles Mr. Scott at Inverleithen—Mrs. Rose 
and Mr. Grant accompany us to Kildrummie— 
two young ladies, Miss Ross, who sang two Gaelic 
songs, beautiful and lovely; Miss Sophie Brodie, 
not very beautiful,butmost agreeable and amiable 
—both of them the gentlest, mildest, sweetest 
creatures on earth, and happiness be with them!

Dine at Naim—fall in with a pleasant enough 
gentleman, Dr. Stewart, who had been long 
abroad with his father in the forty-five; and Mr. 
Falconer, a spare, irascible, warm-hearted Nor
land, and a nonjuror—Wastes of sand—Brodie 
House to lie—Mr. Brodie truly polite, but not 
just the Highland cordiality.

Friday [7th].—Cross the Findhom to Forres 
—Mr. Brodie tells me that the muir where Sliak- 
spcare lays Macbeth's witch-meeting is still so 
haunted that the country folks won’t pass it by
nightElgin to breakfast—meet with Mr.----- ,
Mr. Dunbar's friend, a pleasant sort of a man; 
can come no nearer—Venerable mins of Elgin 
Abbey—a grander effect, at first glance, than 
Melrose, but nothing near so beautiful.

Cross Spey to Fochabers—fine palace, worthy 
of the generous proprietor—dine. Company: 
duke and duchess, Ladies Charlotte and Made
line, Col. Abercrombie and lady, Mr. Gordon,
and Mr.----- , a clergyman, a venerable aged
figure, and Mr. Hoy, a clergyman, I suppose, a 
pleasant open manner. The duke makes me hap
pier than ever great man did—noble, princely, 
yet mild, condescending, and affable; gay and 
kind—the duchess charming, witty, and sensible 
—God bless them !1

Sleep at Cullen. Hitherto the country is sadly 
|s)or and unimproven; the houses, crops, horses, 
cattle, Ac., all in unison with their cart-wheels; 
and these are of low,coarse, unshod,clumsy work, 
with an axle-tree which had been made with 
other design than to be a resting shaft between 
the wheels.

[Saturday, 8th].—Breakfasted at Banff—Im
provements over this part of the country—Port
soy Bay—pleasant ride along the shore—country 
almost wild again between Banff and Newbyth; 
quite wild as we come through Buchan to Old 
Deer; but near the village both lands and crops 
rich—lie.

[Sunday, 9th],—Set out for Peterhead. Near 
Peterhead come along the shore by the famous 
Bullars of Buchan, and Slains Castle. The soil 
rich; crops of wheat, turnips, Ac.; but no in
closing; soil Yather light. Come to Ellon and 
dine—Lord Aberdeen’s seat; entrance denied to 
everybody owing to the jealousy of threescore 
over a kept coqntry wench. SoB~«nd improve
ments as before till we come to Aberdeen to lie.

1 For an incident connected with this visit see Lockhart's 
Life, p. 7A Lockhart, we may remark, must have had a copy 
of Burns's diary differing somewhat from the present.

[Monday, 10th], — Meet with Mr. Chalmers 
printer, a facetious fellow—Mr. Ross, a fine fel
low, like Professor Tytier—Mr. Marshall, one of 
the poelce minora—Mr. Sheriffs, author of “Jamie 
and Bess,” a little decrepid body, with some 
abilities —Bishop Skinner, a nonjuror, son of the 
author of “Tullochgorum,” a man whose mild, 
venerable manner is the most marked of any in 
so young a man—Professor Gordon, a good- 
natured, jolly-looking professor— Aberdeen, a 
lazy town—near Stonehive the coast a good deni 
romantic—meet my relations, Robert Bornes, 
writer in Stonehive, one of those who love fun, 
a gill, a punning joke, and have not a bail heart: 
his wife, a sweet hospitable body, without any 
affectation of what is called town breeding.

Tuesday [11th].—Breakfast with Mr. Humes 
—lie at Laurencekirk—Album—library — Mrs.
----- , a jolly, frank, sensible, love-inspiring widow
—Howe of the Mearns, a rich, cultivated, but 
still uninclosed country.

Wednesday [12th]. —Cross North Esk river 
and a rich country to Craigow. Go to Montrose, 
that finely situated handsome town. \

THURSDAY[13th],—Leave Montrose- -breakfast 
at Auchmuthie, and sail along that wild, rocky 
coast, and see the famous caverns, particularly the 
Gairiepot—land and dine at Arbroath—stately 
ruins of Arbroath Abbey—come to Dundee, 
through a fertile country—Dundee,alow-lying but 
pleasant town—old steeple—Tayfirth—Brough ty 
Castle, a finely situated ruin, jutting into the 
Tay.

Friday [14th].—Breakfast with the Miss Scotts 
—Mr. Mitchell,an honest clergyman—Mr. Bruce, 
another, but pleasant, agreeable and engaging; 
the first from Aberlcmno, the second from For
far. Dine with Mr. Anderson, a brother-in-law 
of Miss Scotts. Miss Bess Scott like Mrs. Green
field—my hardship almost in love with her. 
Come through the rich harvests and fine hedge
rows of the Carse of Gowrie, along the romantic 
margin of the Grampian hills, to Perth—Castle 
Huntley—Sir Stewart Thriepland.

Saturday [15th].—Perth—Scoon—picture of 
the Chevalier and his sister : Queen Mary's bed, 
the hangings wrought with her own hands fine, 
fruitful, hilly, woody country round Perth. Tay- 
bridge. Mr. and Mrs. Hastings—Major Scott— 
Castle Çjowrie. Leave Perth—come to Stratheam 
to Endermay to dine. Fine, fruitful, cultivated 
Strath—the scene of “Bessy Bell and Mary Gray" 
near Perth—fine scenery on the banks of the May 
—Mrs. Belches, gaweie, frank, affable, fond of 
rural sports, hunting, Ac. Mrs. Stirling, her sister., 
en vérité—Come to Kinross to lie—reflections in a 
fit of the colic.

Sunday [Sept. 16th].—Come through a cold, 
barren country to Queensferry—dine—cross the 
ferry, and come to Edinburgh. **
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VISIT BY BURNS TO CLACKMANNAN
SHIRE, &c.

LETTER TO DR. CURRIE 
FROM DR. JAMES M'KITTRICK ADAIR.

“Burns and I left Edinburgh together in 
August, 1787.1 We rode by Linlithgow and 
Carron, to Stirling. We visited the iron-works 
at Carron, with which the poet was forcibly 
struck. The resemblance between that place 
and its inhabitants to the cave of the Cyclops, 
which must have occurred to every classical 
reader, presented itself to Bums. At Stirling 
the prospecX from the castle strongly interested 
him; in a former visit to which his national 
feelings had been powerfully excited by the 
ruinous and roofless state of the hall in which 
the Scottish parliaments had been held. His 
indignation had vented itself in some imprudent, 
but not unpoetical lines, which had given much 
offence, and which ho took this opportunity of 
erasing, by breaking the pane of the window at 
(he inn, on which they were written.

“ At Stirling wo met withe company of travel
lers from Edinburgh, amohg whom was a char
acter in many respects congenial to that of 
Bums. This was Nicol, one of the teachers of 
the High Grammar-School at Edinburgh—the 
same wit and power of conversation ; the same 
fondness for convivial society, and thoughtlcss- 
nessof to-morrow, characterized both. Jacobitical 
principles in politics were common to both of 
them ; and these have been suspected, since the 
revolution of France, to have given place in each 
to opinions apparently opposite. I regret that 
I have preserved no memorabilia of their conver
sation, cither on this or on other occasions, when 
I happened to meet them together. Many songs 
were sung; which I mention for the sake of 
observing that when Bums was called on in his 
turn, he was accustomed! instead of singing, to 
recite one or other of Ills own shorter poems, 
with a tone and emphasis, which, though not 
correct or harmonious, were impressive and 
pathetic. This he did on the present occasion.

“ From Stirling we went next morning through 
tile romantic and fertile vale of Devon to Harvie- 
ston in Clackmannanshire, then inhabited by 
Mrs. Hamilton, with the younger part of whose 
family Bums had been previously acquainted. 
He introduced me to the family, and there was 
formed my first acquaintance with Mrs. Ham
ilton’s eldest daughter, to whom I have been 
married for nine years. Thus was I indebted 
to Bums for a connection from which I have 
derived, and expect further to derive, much 
happiness.

“During a residence of about ten days at
1 Really in October—a slip of memory. See note S, p. 73 of 

Lockhart*# Life.

Harvieston, we made excursions to visit various 
parts of the surrounding scenery, inferior to 
none in Scotland in beauty, sublimity, and 
romantic interest ; particularly Castle Campbell, 
the ancient seat of the family of Argyle ; and the 
famous cataract of the Devon, called the Caldron 
Linn ; and the Rumbling Bridge, a single broad 
arch, thrown by the Devil, if tradition is to be 
believed, across the river, at about the height of 
a hundred feet above its bed. I am surprised 
that none of these scenes should have called 
forth an exertion of Burns’s muse. But I doubt 
if he had much taste for the picturesque. I well 
remember that the ladies at Harvieston, who 
accompanied us on this jaunt, expressed their 
disappointment at his not expressing in more 
glowing and fervid language, his impressions of 
the Caldron Linn scene, certainly highly sublime 
and somewhat horrible.

“A visit to Mrs. Bruce of Clackmannan, a 
lady aliovo ninety, the lineal descendant of that 
race which gave the Scottish throne its brightest 
ornament, interested his feelings more power
fully.1 This venerable dame, with character- 
istical dignity, informed me, on my observing 
that I believed she was descended from the family 
of Robert Bruce, that Robert Bruce was sprung 
from her family. Though almost deprived of 
speech by a paralytic affection, she preserved 
her hospitality and urbanity. She was in pos
session of the hero’s helmet and two-handed 
sword, with which she conferred on Bums and 
myself the honour of knighthood, remarking 
that she had a better right to confer that title 
than gome people. . . . You will, of course, 
conclude that the old lady’s political tenets were 
as Jacobitical as the poet’s, a conformity which 
contributed not a little to the cordiality of our 
reception and entertainment.—She gave us as

3 Catherine Bruce wan the daughter of Alexander Bruce, 
Es<l., of the family of Newton, and in early life became the 
wife of Henry Bruce, Esq., of Clackmannan, the acknow
ledged chief of the family in Scotland. It is a pity that her 
superb boast as to ancestry is not supplied by historical 
antiquaries. By these scrupulous gentlemen the descent of 
her father, husband, and other landed men of the name cannot 
lie traced farther back than to a Sir Robert Bruce, who lived 
in the age following that of the restorer of Scottish iudeiien- 
dence, and whom King David II., in a charter twstowing on 
him the lands of Clackmannan and others, styles a* his cousi*. 
There is little reason, however, to doubt that from Sir ltoliert, 
first of Clackmannan, were descended the families of Airth, 
Kinnaird (of whom came the Abyssinian traveller), Kiuloss 
(of whom are the Earls of Elgin), Kinross, Caroock (of whom 
were the Earls of Kincardine), and many other honourable 
houses. On the death of Henry Bruce, J uly 8,177*, without 
surviving issue, his widow continued to reside in the massive 
old tower of the family, situated on a hill at the west end of the 
town of Clackmannan, where she kept the sword and helmet 
said to have t>een worn by King Robert at the battle of Ban
nockburn. She survived to the 4th of Noveml*er, 1781, when 
she had reached the age of ninlty-five. The sword and helmet 
then passed, by her will, to the Earl of Elgin. The tower 
where the family flourished so long, and where Bums was 
entertained, has, since the death of Mrs. Bruce, fallen into
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her first toast after dinner, Awa' Uncos, or Away 
with the Strangers. Who these strangers were 
you will readily understand. Mrs. A. corrects 
me by saying it should be Uooi, or Iloohi Uncos, 
a sound used by shepherds to direct their dogs 
to drive away the sheep.

“ We returned to Edinburgh by Kinross (on 
the shore of Lochleven) and Queensferry. I am 
inclined to think Burns knew nothing of poor 
Michael Bruce, who was then alive at Kinross, or 
had died there a short while before. A meeting 
between the bards, or a visit to the deserted 
cottage and early grave of poor Bruce, would 
have been highly interesting.1

“ At Dunfermline we visited the ruined abbey 
and the abbey church, now consecrated to Pres
byterian worship. Here I mounted the cutty stool, 
or stool of repentance, assuming the character of 
a penitent for fornication ; while Bums from the 
pulpit addressed to me a ludicrous reproof and 
exhortation, parodied from that which had been 
delivered to himself in Ayrshire, where he had, 
as he assured me, once been one of seven who 
mounted the scat of shame together.

“ In the church-yard two broad flag-stones 
marked the grave of Robert Bruce, f°r whose 
memory Bums had more than common venera
tion. He knelt and kissed the stone with sacred 
fervour, and heartily [suus ut mos erat) execrated 
the worse than Gothic neglect of the first of 
Scottish heroes."*

SYME’S1 NARRATIVE OF A TOUR WITH 
BURNS IN GALLOWAY.

“ I got Bums a gray Highland shelty to ride 
on. We dined the first day, 27th July, 1793, at 
Glendonwynes of Barton ; a beautiful situation 
on the Banks of the Dee. In the evening we 
walked out and ascended a gentle eminence, from 
which we had as fine a view of Alpine scenery as 
can well be imagined. A delightful soft evening 
showed all its wilder as well as its grander graces. 
Immediately opposite, and within a mile of us, 
we saw Airds, a charming romantic place, where 
dwelt Low, the author of * Mary, weep no more 
for me.'4 This was classical ground for Bums. 
He viewed ‘ the highest hill which rise» o’er the 
source of Dee ; ’ and would have staid till ‘ the 
passing spirit’ had appeared, had we not resolved 
to reach Kenmure that night. We arrived as Mr. 
and Mrs. Gordon were sitting down to supper.6

l Bruce died twenty years before this, namely in 1767.
* Bruce's grave wa* within the church, so that the stone 

which Bums kissed with sacred fervour did not cover the 
remains of his hero.

* Some account of John 8yme, along with his portrait, will 
be found in vol. iv. of this work.

4 A beautiful and well-known ballad beginning—
The moon had climbed the highest hill 

Which rises o'er the source of Dee.
* John Gordon of Kenmure, afterwards, by the restoration

44 Hero is a genuine baron’s seat. The castle 
an old building, stands on a large natural moat. 
In front the Ken winds for several miles through 
the most fertile and beautiful holm, till it ex
pands into a lake twelve miles long, the banks 
of which, on the south, present a tine and soft 
landscape of green knolls, natural wood, and 
here and there a gray rock. On the north the 
aspect is great, wild, and, I may say, tremendous. 
In short I can scarcely conceive a scene more 
terribly romantic than the castle of Kenmure. 
Burns thinks so highly of it that he meditates a 
description of it in poetry. Indeed, I believe he 
has begun the work. We spent three day* with 
Mr. Gordon, whose polished hospitality is of an 
original and endearing kind. Mrs. Gordon's lap- 
dog, Echo, was dead. She would have an epitaph 
for him. Several had been made. Bums was 
asked for one. This was setting Hercules to the 
distaff. Ho disliked the subject : but, to please 
the lady, he would try. Here is what he pro
duced :

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng.
Your heavy lout deplore.

Now half extinct your powers of song,
Sweet Echo is no more.

Ye jarring, screeching things around,
Scream your discordant joys !

Now half your din of tuneless song 
With Echo silent lies.

44 We left Kenmure and went to Gatehouse. I 
took him the moor-road, where savage and deso
late regions extended wide around. The sky was 
sympathetic with the wretchedness of the soil ; it 
became lowering and dark. The hollow winds 
sighed, thelightningsgleamed, the thunder rolled. 
The poet enjoyed the awful scene—he spoke not 
a word, but seemed wrapt in meditation. In a 
little while tho rain began to fall ; it poured in 
floods upon us. For three hours did the wild 
elements 4 rumble their bellyful ’ upon our de
fenceless heads. Oh! Oh! ’twas foul., We got 
utterly wet; and, to revenge ourselves, Bums 
insisted at Gatehouse6 on our getting utterly 
drunk.

44 From Gatehouse we went next to Kirk
cudbright, through a fine country. But here I 
must tell you that Bums had got a pair of jemmy 
boots for the journey, which had been thoroughly 
wet, and which had been dried in such manner 
that it was not possible to get them on again. 
The brawny poet tried force, and tore them to 
shreds. A whiffling vexation of this sort is more 
trying to the temper than a serious calamity. We 
were going to Saint Mary’s Isle, the seat of the
of the forfeited title, Viscount Kenmure, a title wl^ch lieoame 

dormant in 1847 on the death of hi* successor. J
• Gatehouse is a borough in the stewartry of Kirkcudbright 

situated on the Fleet, near that river's expansion into Fleet 
Bay or estuary. The town sprang, about Me middle of the 
eighteenth century, from a single cottage sftuated at the gate 
of the Avenue to Gaily House—hence the name.
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Earl of Selkirk, and the forlorn Bums was dis
comfited at the thought of his ruined boots. A 
sick stomach and a headache lent their aid, and 
the man of verse was quite accablé. I attempted 
to reason with him. Mercy on us ! how he did 
fume with rage ! Nothing could reinstate him in 
temper. I tried various experiments, and at last 
hit on one that succeeded. I showed him the 
house of Garlieston, across the bay of Wigton. 
Against the Earl of Galloway, with whom he was 
offended, he expectorated his spleen, and re
gained a most agreeable temper. He was in a 
most epigrammatic humour indeed. He after
wards fell on humbler game. There is one 
Murine whom he does not love. He had a passing 
blow at him:—

When Morinc, deceased, to the devil went down,
Twm« nothing would serve him but Satan's own crown:
Thy fool’s head, quoth Ha tan, that crown shall wear never,
I grant thou’rt as wicked, but not quite so clever.

“ Well, I am to bring my reader to Kirkcud
bright along with our poet without boots. I. 
carried the tom mins across my saddle in smfe 
<ff his fulminations, and in contempt of appdar- 
Mices; and, what is more. Lord Selkirk carried 
teem in his coach to Dumfries. He insisted 
they were worth mending.

“We reached Kirkcudbright about one o’clock. 
1 had promised that we should dine with one of 
the first men in our country, John Dalzell. But 
Burns was in a wild and obstreperous humour, 
and swore he would not dine where he should 
be under the smallest restraint. We prevailed, 
therefore, on Mr. Dalzell to dine with us in the 
inn, and had a very agreeable party. In the» 
evening we set out for St. Mary’s Isle.1 Robert 
had not absolutely regained the milkiness of good 
temper, and it occurred once or twice to him, as 
he rode along, that St Mary's Isle was the scat 
of a lord ; yet that lord was not an aristocrat, at 
least in his sense of the word. We arrived about 
eight o'clock, as the family were at tea and coffee. 
St Mary's Isle is one of the most delightful places 
that can, in my opinion, be formed by the assem
blage of every soft, but not tame object, which 
constitutes natural and cultivated beauty. But 
not to dwell’on its external graces, let me tell 
you that we found all the ladies of the family (all 
beautiful) at home, and some strangers ; and 
among others, who but Urbani ! The Italian 
sung us many Scottish songs, accompanied with 
instrumental music. The two young ladies of 
Selkirk sung also. We had the song of ‘ Lord 
Gregory,’ which I asked for to have an oppor
tunity of calling on Bums to recite kit ballad to 
that tune. He did recite it ; and such was the

T's IdLfl
1 St Mar,', Id*» the neat of the Earl of Selkirk, is situated 

a short distance from Kirkcudbright. The earls Moused to 
the Douglas family, and, on the death of the sixth earl in 
18», the title pencil to the head of the family, the lHike of 
Hamilton.

effect that a dead silence ensued. It was such a 
silence as a mind of feeling naturally preserves 
when it is touched with that enthusiasm which 
banishes every other thought but the contem
plation and indulgence of the sympathy produced. 
Burns's4 Lord Gregory ’ is, in my opinion, a most 
beautiful and affecting ballad. The fastidious 
critic may perhaps say some of the sentiments 
and* imagery are of too elevated a kind for such 
a style of composition ; for instance, ‘ Thou bolt 
of heaven that passest by;’ and ‘Ye mustering 
thunder,' &c.; but this is a cold-blooded objec
tion, which will be said rather than felt.

“We enjoyed a most happy evening at Lord 
Selkirk’s. We had, in every sense of the word, 
a feast, in which our minds and our senses were 
equally gratified. The poet was delighted vflith 
his company, and acquitted himself to admiration. 
The lion that had raged so violently in the morn
ing, was now as mild and gentle as a lamb. Next 
day we returned to Dumfries, and so ends our 

iregrination.
you that in the midst of the storm, on 

Kenmure, Burns was wrapt in medi-‘ 
»t do you think he was about? He 
the English army, along with Bruce, 

:bum. He was engaged in the^same 
manner onxour ride home from St. Mary’s Isle, 
and I did not disturb him. Next day he pro
duced me the following address of Bruce to his 
troops, and gave me a copy for Dalzell:

'Moots whs hae wi’ Wallace bled,' Ac."*

the wild 
tation. 
wa.s eh 
at Banno

LIBRARY OF BURNS.

On the decease of Burns, the books in his 
library were numerous and well-selected. The 
following list was furnished by the sons of the 
poet; and although it comprises.a portion only 
of their father's library, it will be accepted by 
his admirers as a most interesting memorial.

BELLES LETTRES AND 
Dugald Stewart's Element* 

of the Philosophy of the 
Human Mind. 4tu.

Blair's Lectures.
K ai mes" Elements of Criti-

Kainjes' Sketches of Man. 
Smith's Moral Sentiments. . V 
Burke on the Sublime and 

Beautiful.
Boileaus Works.

The Spectator. 
The Rambler. 
The Idler.
The Adventurer. 
The Tatler.
The Guardian.

ELEGANT LITERATURE. 
Melmoth's Cicero.
Elegant Extracts in Prose 

and Verse. 3 Vols. 8vo.
Dr. Johnson's Lives of the 

Poets.
Goldsmith's Works.
Swift's Works.
Sterne's Works.
Letters by Pope, Gay, Swift, 

and other eminent Writers.

The Freeholder. 
The World.
The Observer. 
The Mirror.
The I xi unger.

* Unfortunately, this story of Mr. Byrne's regarding the com
position of “ Bruce's Address" receives what is tantamount to 
a contradiction from Bums’s own pen. See note to the poem.



APPENDIX TO LIFE OF
t'ORKS OF FICTION.

Butler'* Hudibra*. 
l'ope'* Work*.
Drydeu's Work*. 
Thomson's Work*.
Waller'* Poem*.
Cowley'* Poem*.
Prior'* Poem*
Dyer'* Poem»'.
Denham'* Poem*.
Collins' Ode*.
Gay's Poem*.
G lover’* wenidas.
Wilkie * EpigÀiiiul. 
Somerville's Chase. 
Cowper's Ta»k.
Young'* Night Thought*. 
Ferg|i8*<>n's Poem*. 
Parnell'* Hermit.
Beattie'* Minstrel. 
Voltaire * Henriade. 
Poem* by Anna Seward. 
Song*. Many Collection*.

Tom Jones. ' Fieldixq. 
Joseph Andrew*. Do. 
Roderick Random. Smollett. 
Humphrey Clinker. Do. 
Sir Lauucelot Greaves. Do. 
Don Quixote. Translation.

Man of Feeling. Macxkhuk. 
Man of the World. l>o.
Julia de Roubigné. Do. 
Vicar of Wakefield. Goi.o-

SMITH.
Religious Courtship.

Life of Sir William Wallace. 
Black tatter.

Barbour's Bruce. Black 
tatter.

Black Letter Folio. Sundry 
tagendary and Fabulous 
Histories of the First Set
tlements of Britain.

Lindsay * (of Pitscottie) His
tory of Scotland.

Robertson's History of Scot
land.

Stewart'* History of Scotland.

SERMONS, THEOLOGY,
Bibles. ^Various.
Blair** Sermons.
Tillotson's Sermon*.
Sherlock'* Sermon*.
Sermon*. Many Volumes.
Work* of John Knox. 4to.
Baxter * Call to the Uncoil-

Baxter's Saint*" Rest.
Boston's Crook in the Lot.
Boston's Fourfold State.
Hervey's Meditations.

Gibbon's Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire.

Hume's History of England.
Smollett's Continuation of 

Hume * History of England.
Somerville'* History of the 

Last Years of Queen Anne.
Goldsmith's Roman History
L’Histoire des Incu* de Peru.
L'Histoire de la Revolution de

Josephus' Work*.

AND RELIGIOUS WORKS.
Hervey's Theron and Aspasia.
Elizabeth West * Méditations.
Wellwood’* Glimpse of Glory.
Rutherford's Letters.
Watt*’ Hymn*.
Solemn League and Covenant.
Confession of Faith.
The Scot* Worth ie*.
Sundry large Volume*. Folio, 

4to, and 8vo, containing 
many Tract* connected with 
the Church of Geneva, and 
the Reformatiou in general.

MISCELLANEOUS.

llomer's Iliad. Translated by
M ACINIK.ltSON.

Virgil. Translated by Gawix 
Douglas. With Glossary. 

Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered.
Translated by liooa. 

Chaucer'* Work*. Folio. 
Chaucer * Works. ‘2 Copies in 

Folio, Black Letter. More 
than one-half of one of the 
copies in Manuscript. 

Ancient Poet* of Scotland 
Mohkison, Perth. 

Cambuscau, with the Battle, 
and the Twilight of the 
God*.

Ossiau's Poem*.
Robin Hood Ballad*.
Percy'* Relique* of Ancient

Allan Ramsay's Poem*. 
Ramsay"* Gentle Shepherd 

Plates by David Allan 
Milton'* Work*.

DRAMA

Cihlicr's Dramatic W ork*. 
Otway'* Play*
Schiller* Robber*. Transln 

lion.
Houtheme’s Dramatic Work*. 

Dramatic i The Conscious Lover*.
The Beaux’ Stratagem.

Shakspeare. Edited by Jonx- 
sox. 8 Voi*. 8vo. 

8hak*i>eare. Edited by Bell.
‘20 Vol*. 12mo.

Molière * Works.
Ben Jonson's 

Work*.

GENERAL SCIENCE.

Encyclopaedia Britannica. 10 Land - surveying. X ariouh
'1 mtlm,vol*. 4to; 1784.

Euclid’s Element* of Oeome- Arithmetic. XanotiB Tren

Smellie s Philosophy of Natu- Gauging. Various Treatises
Music. Many Rook*, Ancient 

and Modern.
ral History

Smith’s Wealth of Nation*.

Bogue'* French Dictionary 
Thick 8vo.

Moore * Travel*.
Baron Trenck.
Dirom'* Narrative of War* in 

India.

Swift * Tale of a Tub, und 
Battle of the Book*. 

Macphereon s Highlander 
Treatise on Falconry, 
llume'e Essay*.
Montaigne's Essay*.
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POEMS AND SONGS

EARLIEST TO 1785.

SONG—HANDSOME NELL.1
Tune—“ 1 am a man unmarried.”

“The following composition," eaya Burns, in Ills first Common-place Book, referring to this lyric, 
“ was the first of my performances, and done at an early period of my life |probably 1775], when 
my heart glowed with honest warm simplicity, unacquainted and uncorrupted with the ways of a 
wicked world. The performance is, indeed, very puerile and silly, but I am always pleased with 
It, as It recalls to my mind those happy days when my heart was yet honest, and my tongue was 
sincere. The subject of It was a young girl, who really deserved all the praises I have bestowed upon 
her. I not only had this opinion of her then—but I actually think so still, now that the spell is long 
since broken, and the enchantment at an end."

O, once I lov’d a bonnie lass,
Ay, and I love her still ;

And whilst that virtue warms my breast 
I’ll love my handsome Nell.

As bonnie lasses I hae seen,
And mony full as braw,

But for a modest gracefu’ mien 
The like I never saw.

A bonnie lass, I will confess,
Is pleasant to the ee,

But without some better qualities 
She’s no a lass for me.

But Nellie’s looks are blithe and sweet, 
And what is best of a’,

Her reputation is complete,
And fair without a flaw.

She dresses aye sae clean and neat,
Both decent and genteel ;

And then there’s something in her gait )

well-dressed

all

always ^ 

makes well

1 Of the subject of the song, Bums more at field at Mount Oliphant, “ in my fifteenth autumn,
large in the autobiographical sketch of his early days he says in the letter to Dr. Moore, and one would 
which he sent to Dr. Moore,, and which will be understand that the little piece was composed at 
found in the ‘Appendix to the Life. The heroine’s that time. But elsewhere the poet expressly says it 
name was Nelly Kilpatrick, the daughter of the was written when he was a few months more than 
same blacksmith to whom Bums was indebted for his sixteenth year, that is in 1776.
the loan of the History qf Sir William Wallace (see Bums himself, says Lockhart, “characterizes it 
the Life). The inspiration took place in the harvest- as a very puerile and silly performance, yet it

\
X
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A gaudyidress and gentle air 

May slightly touch the heart,
But it’s innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart^

Tis this in Nelly pleases Ine,
’Tis this enchants my soul ; .

For absolutely in my'breast 
She reigns without control.

( SONG—TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY.1

TUNE—“ Inrercauld's Keel."

Burns, in his notes written in an interleaved copy of Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum, presented 
to his friend Capt. Riddell, remarks in regard to tills piece, “This song I composed about the age of 
seventeen." The year of Its composition would therefore be probably 1776.

Oh, Tibbie, I hae seen the day,
Ye wad na been sae shy-,- 

For laçk o’ gear ye lightly me,
But, trowth, I care ua by.2

Yestreen I met you on the moor,
Ye spak’ na, but gaed by like stoure ; 

Ye geek at me because I’m poor,
But fient a hair care I.

Oh, Tibbie, &c.

When cornin’ hame on Sunday last, 
Upon the road as I cam’ past;’
Ye snufft an’ gae your head a cast,

But, trowth, I care’t na by.
Oh, Tibbie, &c.

have
would not 
means slight 
truth, I care not

last night 
went flying dust 
toss the head

gave
truth, I did not care

contains here and there lines of which he need 
hardly have been ashamed at any period of his life.”

Arong the poet s memoranda, is the following 
somewhat elaborate criticism tiy himself on the same 
song “ The first distich of the1 flint stanza is quite 
too much in the flimsy strain of our ordinary street 
ballads ; and, on the other hand, the second distich 
is too much in the other extreme. The expression 
is a little awkward, and the sentiment too serious. 
Stanza the second I am well pleased with ; and I 
think it conveys a fine idea of that amiable part of 
the sex—the^sgrecablea ; or what in our Scottish 
dialect wez<fall a sweet sonsy lass. The third stanza 
has a little of the flimsy turn in it, and the third 
line has rather too serious a cast. The fourth stanza 
is a very indifferent one; the first line is, indeed, all 
in the strain of the second stanza, but the rest is 
mostly an expletive. The thoughts in the fifth stanza 
come finely up to my favourite idea—e sweet sonsy

lass: the last line, however, halts a little. The same 
sentiments are kept up with equal spirit and tender
ness in the sixth stanza : but the second and fourth 
lines, ending with short syllables, hurt the whole. 
The seventh stanza has several minute faults ; but 1 
remember I composed it in a wild enthusiasm of 
passion, and to this hour I never recollect it hut 
my heart melts, and my blood sallies at the remem
brance."

1 The heroine is said, by Mrs. Begg, the poet's sister, 
to have been Isabella Steven, the daughter of a small 
land-owner near Lochlea, which, if true, unsettles her 
brother's chronology, for he was nineteen when the 
removal to Locltiea took place.

2 This stanza is inserted in the first Common-place 
Book, extending from April, 1783, to October, 1786, and 
which was first printed in anything like complete 
form in 1872.—The Scotch idiom care na by means 
literally “ care not by, or in regard to (that)."
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I doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae the name o’ clink,
That ye can please me at a wink, 

Whene’er ye like to try.
Oh, Tibbie, &c.

But sorrow tak’ him that’s sae mean, 
Altho’ his pouch o’ coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean -*

That looks sae proud and high.
Oh, Tibbie, &c.

Altho’ a lad were e’er sae smart,
If that he want the yellow dirt,
Ye’ll cast your head anither airt,

And answer him fu’ dry.
Oh, Tibbie, &c

But if he hae the name o’ gear,
Ye’ll fasten to him like a brier,
Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear,

Be better than the kye.
Oh,-Tibbie, &c.

But, Tibbie, lass, tak’ my advice,
Your daddie’s gear mak’s you sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad speir your price, 

Were ye as poor as I.
Oh, Tibbie, &c.

There lives a lass beside yon park,
I’d rather hae her in her sack,
Than you wi’ a’ your thousand mark ; 

That gars you look sae high.
Oh, Tibbie, &c.

cash

jiocket

direction

means

learning
kine

devil a one w ould ask

makes

SONG—I^DREAM’D I LAY.

“These two stanzas," says Bums, “I composed when I was seventeen [17761 : they are among 
the oldest of my printed pieces." ,

I dream’d I lay where flowers were springing,
Gaily in the sunny beam ;

List’ning to the wild birds singing,
By a falling, crystal stream :

Straight the sky grew black and daring ;
Thro’ the woods the whirlwinds rave ;

Trees with aged arms were warring
O’er the swelling, dntmlie wave. turbid
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Such was my life’s deceitful morning,
Such the pleasures I enjoy’d ;

But lang or noon, loud tempests storming 
A’ my flowery bliss destroy’d.

Tho’ fickle Fortune has deceiv’d me,
(She promis’d fair, and perform’d but ill ;) 

Of mony a joy and hope bereav’d me,
I bear a heart shall support me still.1

[im.

ere

4
TRAGIC FRAGMENT.1

“ In my early years, nothing less would serve me than courting the Tragic Muse. I was, 1 think, 
about eighteen or nineteen when I sketched the outlines of a tragedy forsooth ; but the bursting of 
a cloud of family misfortunes, which had for some time threatened us, prevented my further progress. 
In those days I never wrote down anything; so, except a speech or two, the whole lias escaped my 
memory. The following, which I most distinctly remember, was an exclamation from a great 
character—great in occasional instances of generosity, and daring at times In villainies. He Is 
supposed to meet with a cMDd of misery, and exclaims to himself, ‘ All villain as 1 am !' " 4c.—B. B. 
—The piece was composed (hen in 1777 or 1778.

All villain as I am—a damnèd wretch,
A hardened, stubborn, unrepenting sinner,
Still my heart melts at human wretchedness; 
And with sincere but unavailing sighs 
I view the helpless children of distress !
With tears indignant I behold the oppressor 
Rejoicing in the honest man’s destruction,
Whose unsubmitting heart was all his crime.— 
Ev’n you, ye hapless crew ! I pity you ;
Ye whom the seeming good think sin to pity ;
Ye poor despised, abandoned vagabonds,
Whom Vice, as usual, has turn’d o’er to ruin.
Oh ! but for friends and interposing Heaven,
I had been driven forth like you forlorn,
The most detested, worthless wretch among you ! 
O injured God ! Thy goodness has endow’d me 
With talents passing tnost of my compeers, 
vyiiich I in just proportion have abused—
Asfar surpassing other common villains 
As thou in natural parts has given me more.

i “ On comparing these verses with those on 
“ Handsome Nell," the advance achieved by the young 
bard in the course of two short years must be regarded 
with admiration."—J. O. Lockhart.

i This fragment was first published by Cromek in 
1808, but without the concluding five lines; it was 
found by that Industrious collector among the poet's 
papers, headed by Burns's note given above. The 
piece was copied Into the Common-place Book In 
March, 1784. Notwithstanding the note given by

Burns as to the origin of the Fragment, we find him 
heading one copy of It: "A Fragment in the Hour 
of Remorse, on Seeing a Fellow-Creature In Misery, 
whom I had once known In Better Days." Who can 
doubt that the lines beginning “ With tears indig
nant," Ac., refers to the tyrant factor whose insolent, 
threatening epistles used to set the family in tears; 
and that the "honest man” with “unsubmitting 
heart," was the poet's noble father.
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THE TARBOLTON LASSES.

Tliie is evidently an early production of the bard. Its exact date cannot be ascertained ; its pro- 
liable date may be given as 1778.

If ye gae up to you hill-tap, 
Ye’ll there see bonnie Peggy ; 

She kens her father is a laird, 
And she forsooth’s a lady.

ere Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
Besides a handsome fortune :

a canna win her in a night 
Has little art in courting.

Gae down by Fade, and taste the ale, 
And tak a look o’ Mysie;

She’s dour and din, a deil within,
But aiblins she may please ye.

If she be shy, her sister try,
Ye’ll maybe fancy Jenny,

If ye’ll dispense wi’ want o’ sense— 
She kens hersel’ she’s bonnie.

As ye gae up by yon hillside 
Speer in for bonnie Bessie;

She’ll gie ye a beck, and bid ye light, 
And handsomely address ye.

There’s few sae bonnie, nane sae gude, 
In a’ King George’ dominion ;

If ye should doubt the truth o’ this— 
It’s Bessy’s ain opinion !1

go

land-owuer.

who cannot

obstinate dun (sallow) 
l>erhapR

inquire V
give curtsy

none so good

AH, WOE IS ME, MY MOTHER DEAR.

Tlie following verses were copied from the Olenriddell MS8. in the Athemeum Library, Liverpool, 
and were contained in an account of these M8S., printed for private circulation in 1874. They were 
liret published among the poems in Paterson's edition of Burns (Edln. 1877). They were probably
written in 1778.

r'

Paraphrase op Jeremiah xv.10.

Ah, woe is me, my mother dear !
A man of strife ye’ve bora md ; 

For sair contention I maun bear ; 
They hate, revile, and scorn me.

rx
1 The above satirical verses first appeared in Cham- 

Iters's edition of the poet's works in 1851, with the 
editor's critical remark that they are strikingly Inferior 
to the young bard's average efforts ; “yet, as expressive 
of a mood of his feelings regarding his fair neigh

bours in these days 'simplicity, they appear not 
unworthy of preservation." It is to be regretted 
that Chambers doesumt inform us where he got 
these verses, nor on what grounds hé felt satisfied as 
to their authorship.
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I ne’er could lend on bill or bond, 
That five per cent might bless me ; 

And borrowing, on the tither hand, 
The deil a ane wad trust me. )

Yet I, a coin-denièd wight,
By Fortune quite discarded ;

Ye see how I am, day and night,
By lad and lass blackguarded.

[l77*.

other
devil a ouj^onkl

SONG—MONTGOMERY’S PEGGY.'

“ The following fragment Is done," writee Bums In hi» flrat Common-place Book, “ aomething in 
imitation of the manner of a noble old Scotch piece called ‘ M’Millan's Peggy.’ . . . My Mont
gomery's Peggy was my deity for six or eight months. She had Veen bred (though as the world says, 
without any Just pretence for It) 111 a style of life rather elegant ; hut, as Vanburgli says in one of 
Ills comedies, ‘ My damned star found me out’ there too ; for though I began the affair merely in 
a gaieté de eorur, or, to tell the truth, which will scarcely be believed, a vanity of showing my jmrts 
in courtship, particularly my abilities at a billet-dotix, which I always piqued myself upon, made^ 
me lay siege to her ; and when, as I always do in my foolish gallantries, I had battered myself into 
a very warm affection for her, she told me one day in a flag of truce, that her fortress had been for 
some time before the rightful property of another ; but, with the greatei^ friendship, and politeness, 
she offered me every alliance except actual possession. I found out afterwards that what she told 
me of a pre-engagement was really true ; hut It cost me some heart-aches to get rid of the affair. 1 
have even tried to imitate, In this extempore thing, that irregularity in the rhyme, which, when 
judiciously done, has such a Une effect on the ear." The date of composition is proliably 1770.

Tusk—“Goto H’afer."

Altho’ my bed were in yon mu/r,
Amang the heather, in my plaidie,

Yet happy, happy would I be,
Had I my dear Montgomery’s Peggy.

When o’er the hill beat surly storms,
And winter nights were dark and rainy ; e 

I’d seek some dell, and in my arms 
I’d shelter dear Montgomery’s Peggy.

Were I a baron proud and high,
And horse and servants waiting ready,

Then a’ ’twad gie o’ joy to me,
The sharin’t with Montgomery’s Peggy.2

1 Peggy was housekeeper with Archibald Mont
gomery, Esq., of Collsfleld, and Bums had met her 
frequently at Tarholton Mill. Besides they sat in the 
same church, like the Laird of Dumbiedykes and the

lady whom, from this circumstance, that worthy 
learned to admire, and afterwards married.

3 Not well expressed. The meaning is, “ all of joy 
It would give to me (would lie) the sharing of It," Ac.

__ _
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THE RONALDS OF THE BENNALS.'

This poem (written probably about 1780) was first published in Chambers’s edition of Burns (1851); 
the editor does not indicate whence he derived it.

In Tarbolton ye ken, there are proper young men,
And proper young lasses and a’, man ;

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Benuals,
They carry the gree frae them a’, man.

Their father’s a laird,2 and weel he can spar’t,^
Braid money to tocher them a’, man ;

To proper young men he’ll clink in the hand 
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man.

bear the palm from

proprietor • 
broad portion

gold

There’s aue they ca’ Jean, I’ll warrant ye’ve seen 
As bonnie a lass or as braw, man,

„ But for sense and guid taste, she’ll .vie wi’ the best,
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man.

The charms o’ the min’, the langer they shine, mind 
The mair admiration they draw, man ;

While peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies,
They fade and they wither awa’, man.

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak’ this frae a frieu’,
A hint o’ a rival or twa, man ;

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad gang through the fire,
If that wad entice her awa’, man.

from 

would go

call
well-dressed

The Laird o’ Braehead lias been on his speed 
For mair than a towmond or twa, man,

The Laird o’ the Ford will straught on a board 
If he canna get her at a,’ man.

*f

Then Anna comes in, the pride o’ her kin,
The boast o’ our bachelors a’, man ;

She’s sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete,
She steals our affections awa’, man,

If I should detail the pick and the wale 
O’ lasses that live here awa’, man,

The fault wad be mine, if they didna shine 
The sweetest and best o’ them a’, man.

twelvemonth 
be stretched

buxom

i The Rennais is a farm in the west part of Tar- 
liolton parish, near Afton Lodge and a few miles from 
Lochlea (the poet’s residence at this time). The 
farmer, Ronald, was considered to be a man of con
siderable means, and his two daughters were the 
telles of the district, being handsome and fairly 
well educated. Gilbert Burns wooed the elder sister 
Jean, but after a lengthened correspondence, he was 
rejected as lieing too poor. The poet himself seems 
to have had a liking for Anna, but was too proud to 
risk a refusal. But Fortune had humiliation in store

for the wealthy and purse-proud Ronalds. In Novem- 
Iter, 1789(some nine or ten years after the above verses 
were written), Burns writes to his brother William 
“ The only Ayrshire news that I remember in which 
I think you will be interested, is that Mr. Ronald 
is bankrupt. You will easily guess, that from his 
insolent vanity in his sunshine of life, he will feel a 
little retaliation from those who thought themselves 
eclipsed by him."

* Laird is a title popularly applied in Scotland to 
a proprietor of lands or houses.
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I lo’e her mysel’, but darena weel tell,
My poverty keeps me in awe, man,

For making o’ rhymes, and working at times, ,

love dare uot well

Does little or naethiug at a’, man.

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse, would not
Nor hae’t in her power to say na, man ;

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure,
bare it

My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man.

Though I canna ride in weel booted pride,
fly crowAud flee o’er the hills like a craw, man,

I can hand up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed hold /

Though fluttering ever sae braw, mau. weU-dmwed

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best, 
O’ pairs o’ guid breeks I hae twa, man,

And stockings and pumps to put ou my stumps,
breeches

Aud ne’er a wrang steek in them a’, man. stitch

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new,
\ Twal’ hundred1 as white as the snaw, man,

shirts

A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat,
There’s no uiony poets sae braw, man. well-dreaoed

I never had frien’s weel-stockit in means,
To leave me a hundred or twa, man,

Nor weel tochered aunts, to wait on their dronta, dowered draw ling talk
And wish them in hell for it a’, man.

I never was canny for hoarding o’ money, cautious
Or claughten’t together at a’, man ;

I’ve little to spend, aud naething to lend.
clutching

Bift deevil a shilling I awe, man. owe

/ SONG—ON CESSNOCK BANKS.*

TUNE—“ If he be a Butcher neat and trim "

Oil Cessuock banks a lassie dwells,
Could I describe her shape and mien ; 

Our lasses a’ she far excels,
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een !

■ The technics! name of a coaraiali kind of linen, 
worm with 1800 warp-threads : power, therefore, 
than the “seventeen bonder " linen mentioned In 
•" Tam o' Shanter."

- There are two versions of this song in eiistence. 
The one here given is that printed in Pickerings 
Aldine edition from the poet's own MS. The other

is that published bj Cromek in 1808, and stated hj 
him to have been “ recovered from the oral com
munication of a lady in Glasgow, whom the hard, 
early in life, dearly loved." This lady (said to have 
been the subject of the poem) was Ellison Begise, 
the daughter of a small farmer in tialston parish, 
and was a servant with a family on the banks of the
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She’s sweeter than the morning dawn, 
When rising Phoebus tiret is seen ; 

And dew-drops twinkle o’er the lawn ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een,

She’s stately like you youthful ash,
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And drinks the stream with vigour fresh; 
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

She’s spotless like the flow’ring thorn,
With flow’re so white and leaves so green, 

When purest in the dewy morn ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her looks are like the vernal May,
When ev’ning Phoebus shines serene ; 

While birds rejoice in every spray ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her hair is like the curling mist 
That climbs the mountain-sides at e’en, 

When flow’r-reviving rains are past ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her forehead’s like the show’ry bow,
When gleaming sunbeams intervene,

And gild the distant mountain’s brow;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem,
The pride of all the flowery scene,

Just opening on its thorny stem ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Ceasnock, about two miles from the Burnses' farm 
of Lochlea at the time this song was written, that is 
when the poet was twenty-one years of age. Ellison 
was, according to Mrs. Begg (Burns's sister), the 
belle-fille who the poet says jilted him while he was 
at Irvine, after having promised to marry him, and 
for whom he Evidently had a sincere respect. She 
married soipe years after, and went to Glasgow, hut 
nothing iç/known of her subsequent life. Several 
letters to her from Bums will be found at the begin
ning of his Correspondence. She could hardly be 
described as a beautiful woman : her charms lay in 
her mind, and in this respect she was so superior to 
the average maidens of her rank in life, that Bums, 
after his acquaintance with Edinburgh ladies, declared 
she was, of all the women he had ever seriously ad
dressed, the one most likely to have formed an 
agreeable companion for life.—Cromek's version of 
the present piece opens thus

The concluding line in each -following
stanzas runs

An* she** twa glancin' sparklin’ een.

The graces of her weel-faur'd 
And the glacin' of her sparl

he jé\ The fifth stanza reads
Her looks are like the sportive lamb 

When flow’ry May adorns the scene. 
That wantons round its bleating dam ; 

An* she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een.

On Cessnock banks there lives a las*.
Could I describe her shape and mien ; 

VOL. L

There are some other slight variations, but what 
is of more importance is that Cromek’s version wants 
two entire stanzas—the eighth and ninth. Stanza 
nine of the original has “teeth," apparently by a 
mere slip, as the lady’s teeth are duly described in 
stanza eleven. We here follow Mr. Scott Douglas in 
giving “ bosom's " instead.—So far as we are aware 
no tune is now known by such a name as that given 
under the title.

13
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Her bosom’s like the nightly snow,
When pale the morning rises keen ; 

While hid the murm’ring streamlets flow; 
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her lips are like yon cherries ripe,
That sunny walls from Boreas screen,— 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

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

That slowly mount the rising steep ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

"Her breath is like the fragrant breeze, 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean, 

When Phoebus sinks behind the seas ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her voice is like the ev’ning thrush,
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen ; 

While his ipate sits nestling in the bush ; 
An’ she has twafcparkling roguish een.

But it’s not her air, her form, her face,
Tho’ matching beauty’s fabled queen,

Tis the mind that shines in ev’ry grace, 
An’ chiefly in her roguish een.

SONG—HERE’S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE LASS.1

Turn—" Laffffan Burn."

Here’s to thy health, my bonnie lass;
Guid night and joy be wi’ thee ;

I’ll come nae mair8 to thy bower-door.
To tell thee that I lo’e thee. love 

do notO dinna think, my pretty pink, 
But I can live without thee :

I vow and swear I dinna care 
How lang ye look about ye.

I
i This has been often claiined as an early production lyrics became known, and its character is quite in 

of the poet, dating about 1780 ; later in life he is said accordance with this statement The concluding 
to have revised it, and in the fifth volume of Johnson’s four lines seem to have little connection with what 
Museum it appears as “ written for this work by goes before, and might justify the suspicion that 
Robert Bums." We think it advisable to note, more than one hand has been at the making of the 
however, that the poet's sister, Mrs. Begg, states song.it’, Ml
that It is one of those familiar ditties which were fre- * Evidently “ no more ” would better suit the versi- 
quently sung at country firesides before her brother's flcation ; but this is the reading of the Museum.
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Thou’rt aye sae free informing me Always

\
Thou hast uae mind to marry ; 

I’ll be as free informing thee
Nae time hae I to' tarry.

I ken thy friends try ilka means, every
Frae wedlock to‘ delay thee,

Depending on some higher chance—
But fortune may betray thee.

I ken they scorn my low estate,
But that does never grieve me ;

But I’m as free as any he ;
Sina’ siller will relieve me. little money

I count my health my greatest wealth,
Sae long as I’ll enjoy it :

I’ll fear nae scant, I’ll bode nae want,
As lang’s I get employment.

But far-off fowls hae feathers fair, * '
And aye until ye try them :

Tho’ they seem fair still have a care,
They may prove as bad as I am.

But at twal at night, when the moon shines bright, twelve 
My dear I’ll come and see thee ;

For the man that lo’es his mistress weel 
Nae travel makes him weary. * .,

SONG—BONNIE PEGGY ALISON.1

TVH*—“ The Braes o' Balquidder." *

Bums had even thus early in his career (alxiut 1780 or 1781), liegtin to eke out the remains of the
old lyrics of his country. The chorus is all that in this instance he has deemed worthy of preser
vation. It l>elongs to an old song whose indelicacy seems to have condemned it to the uncertain 
keeping of the memories of men.

I’ll kiss thee yet,_yet,
An’ I’ll kiss thee o’er again,

An’ I’ll kiss thee yet, yet, 
My bonnie Peggy Alison.

vy Ilk care and fear, when thou art near, 1 
I ever toair defy them, O ;

every

Young kings upon their hansel throne 
Are no sae blest as I am, O !

newly attained

I’ll kiss thee yet, &c.

> The heroine of this song was Ellison, or Alison Beglile, In whose praise was also composed "On Cessnoclt 
banks " (see p. 196). It Is also supposed that she inspired the charming “ Mary Morison."

8 Tills tune is now more popularly connected with “ I'm o'er young to marry yet.’1

<
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When in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms,
I clasp my countless treasure, O ;

I seek nae mair o’ heaven to share, no more
Than sic a moment’s pleasure, O ! V euch 

-s I’ll kiss thee yet, &c.

And by thy een, sae bonnie blue,
I swear I’m thine for ever, 0 !

And on thy lips I seal my vow,
And break it shall I never, O.

I’ll kiss thee yet, &c.

SONG—MARY MORISON.1
\Tune—11 Bide ye yet.'

In * letter to Thomson, the poet styles this, “one of my Juvenile 
a note of his brother Gilbert's that the heroine was Ellison Begble.

O Mary, at thy window be,
It is the wish’d, the trysted hour! 

Those smiles and glances let me see, 
That make the miser’s treasure poor ! 

How blythely wad I bide the stoure,
A weary slave frae sun to sun ;

Could I the rich reward secure,
The lovely Mary Morison.

orka,” and it is inferred from 
lee note to preceding song.

appointed

duet

Yestreen, when, to the trembling string, last night
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’, went

To thee my fancy took its wing,
I sat, but neither heard nor saw :

Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw, well-dressed
And yon the toast of a’ the town,

I sigh’d, and said amang them a’,
“Ye are na Mary Morison.”

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace,
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die!

Or canst thou break that heart of his,
Whase only faut is loving thee? whose fault

If love for love thou wilt na gie, not give
At least be pity to me shown;

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o’ Mary Morison.

I •' Of all the productions of Bums the pathetic and 
serious love songs, which he left behind him. In the 
manner of old ballads, are, perhaps, those which take 
the deepest and most lasting hold of the mind. Such 
are the lines to ‘Mary Morison.'"—Hazi.itt.

The tune to which Bums composed the song, as

Intimated above, was “ Bide ye yet." In Thomson s 
collection It Is set to an air called “The Glasgow 
lasses," arranged by Beethoven. Wilson, the famous 
Scottish vocalist, sang It to a melody called “The 
Miller," and this Is now a more popular setting than 
any of the others.
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A PRAYER
UNDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOLENT ANGUISH.

“Tliere was a certain period of my life that my spirit was broke by repeated losses and disasters 
which threatened, and, indeed, effected the utter ruin of my fortune. My body, too, was attacked by 
that most dreadful distemper, a hypochondria or confirmed melancholy ; in tills wretched state, the 
recSDection of whicll makes me yet shudder, I hung my harp on the willow trees, except in some 
lucid intervals, in gne pf which I composed the following.’’—Burns's Common place Book, March, 
1784. It was probably written about the same time as the next piece.

O Thou Great Being ! what Thou art

Yet sure in, 
Are all Thy

to Thee

Thy creature here before Thee stands, 
All wretched and distrçst ;

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey Thy high behest. '

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act 
From cruelty or wrath !

O, free my weary eyes from tears,
Or close them fast in death !

But if I must afflicted be,
To suit some wise design ;

Then man my soul with firm resolves 
To bear and not repine.

WINTER—A DIRGE.1

“ There is something,’’ says the poet in his Common place Book, April, 1784, “even In the

Mighty tempest, and the hoary waste
Abrupt and deep, stretch'd o’er the hurled earth,—

to a serious sublimity, favourable to every thing grewhich raises the mind to a serious sublimity, favourable to every thing great and noble. There is 
scarcely any earthly object gives me more—I do not know If I should call It pleasure—but something 

• which exalts me, something which enraptures me—than to walk In the sheltered side of a wood, or 
Idgh plantation, In a cloudy winter day, and hear a stormy wind howling among the trees and raving 
over the plain. It is my beet season for devotion : my mind is rapt up in a kind of enthusiasm to 
llim, who, In the pompous language of Scripture, ‘ walks on the wings of the wind.' In one of 
these seasons. Just after a tract of misfortunes (probably alxmt the end of 1781], I composed the 
following sortg—tune, ' MacPherson’s Farewell."

The wintry west extends his blast,
And bail and rain does blaw ; .

Or the stormy north sends driving forth 
The blinding sleet and snaw:

While tumbling brown, the burn comes down, 
And roars frae bank to brae ;

And bird and beast in covert rest 
And pass the heartless day.

i In 1787 the poet notes this as teeing the oldest of his then printed pieces.
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“ The sweeping blast, the sky o’ercast,”1 

The joyless winter-day,
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Thau all the pride of May : •.
The tempest’s howl, it soothes my soul,

My griefs it seems to join,
The leafless trees my fancy please,

Their fate resembles mine !

Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme 
Those woes of mine fulfil,

Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 
Because they are Thy will !

Then all I want (O, do thou grant 
This one request of mine !)

Since to enjoy thou dost deny,
Assist me to resign. f

\ A PRAYER

» Burns,when fainting flta, and 
disorder, put nature on the 

ind unfortunVte adjourn at Irvine In

unknown, Anpighty Cause 
my hope and fear ! 

b dread presence, ere an hour, 
ps I must appear ! \

e wander’d in those paths

“ This prayer was composed," says BurniV when fainting 11 ta, and other alarming symptoms of“ This prayer was composed," says Burns,V' when fainting flta, and other al 
pleurisy, or some other dangerous disorder, erst put nature on the alarm, 
probably written during his short and unfortunate sdjouni at Irvine In 1781.

It was, therefore,
probably written during his short and unfortunate sdjouni at Irvine In 1781.

0 Thou unknown, Ahpiglity Cause

Perhaps I must appear ! \

If I have wander’d in those paths \ 
Of life I ought to shun ;

As something, loudly, in my breast, 
Remonstrates I have done ;

Thou know’st that Thou hast formed me 
With passions wild and strong ;

And list’ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong.

Where human weakness has come short, 
Or frailty stept aside,

Do Thou, All-Good ! for such Thou art, 
In shades of darkness hide.

Where with intention I have err’d,
No other plea I have,

But, Thou art good ; and goodness still 
Delighteth to forgive.

i Dr. Young.—B. B.
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STANZAS
ON THI SAM* OCCASION.1

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene?
Have I so found it full of pleasing charms? 

Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between :
Some gleams of sunshine ’mid renewing storms: 

Is it departing pangs my soul alarms?
Or death’s unlovely, dreary, dark abode?

For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms ;
I tremble to approach an angry God,

And justly smart beneath His sin-avenging rod.

Fain would I say, “ Forgive my foul offence!”
Fain promise never more to disobey ;

But, shôuld my Author health again dispense,
Again I might desert fair virtue’s way ;

Again in folly’s path might go astray :
Again exalt the brute and sink the man ;

Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray,
Who .act so counter heavenly mercy’s plan?

Who sin so oft have mourn’d, yet to temptation ran ?

O Thou, great Governor of all below !
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee,

Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 
Or still the tumult of the raging sea :

With that controlling power assist even me, 
Those headlong furious passions to confine; 

For all unfit I feel my powers to be,
To rule their torrent in tli’ allowed line ;

O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine!

PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST PSALM.

ThU ami the poetical version of the Ninetieth Psalm following were probably written about 
the same period aa the three preceding pieces, the winter of 1781-82.

The man, in life wherever plac’d, 
Hath happiness in store,

Who walks not in the wicked’s way, 
Nor learns their guilty lore !

1 These " .Stanurn" seem to have been written about 
the same time as the “ Prayer " preceding, and the 
piece was apparently a favourite with the author, 
who gave It some polishing before Inserting It In the 
Edinburgh edition of 1787. In hU Common place

Book It was entitled, “Misgivings In the Hour of 
Despondency and Prospect of Death ; ” In the Stair 
manuscript, Into which he afterwards copied the 
poem, he altered thU to “ Misgivings of Despondency 
on the Approach of thcGloomy Monarch of the Grave.
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Nor from the seat of scornful pride 
Casts forth his eyes abroad,

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God.

That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below.

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast,

And like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast.

For why Î that God the good adore 
Hath giv’n them |wace ami rest, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne’er be truly blest.

[1781-82.

«

THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINETIETH 
PSALM PARAPHRASED.

Probably, like,the above, written In winter, 1781-SÎ.

O Thou, the first, the greatest friend 
Of all the human race !

Whose strong right hand has ever been 
Their stay and dwelling place !

Before the mountains heav'd their heads 
Beneath Thy forming hand,

Before this pond’rous globe itself 
Arose at Thy command :

* That power which rais’d and still upholds 
This universal frame, .

* From countless, unbeginning time,
( Was ever still the same.

Those mighty periods of years 
Which seem to us so vast,

Appear no more before Thy sight 
Than yesterday that’s past.

Thou giv’st the word : Thy creature, man, 
Is to existence brought :

Again Thou say’st, “Ye sons of men, 
Return ye into nought !”
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Thou lay est them, with all their cares, 
In everlasting sleep;

As with a flood Thou tak’st them off 
With overwhelming sweep.

They flourish like the morning flower,
In beauty’s pride array’d;

But long ere night cut down, it lies 
All wither’d and decay’d.

SONG-RAGING FORTUNE.
A FRAGMENT.

This song was composed alunit 1781 or 1782, under the pressure of » heavy train of those misfor
tunes to which the youth of Bums was subject. “ Twas at the same time," says he In the tlrst 
Common-place Book, referring to the close of one of these “ dreadful periods," as he calls them, “ 1 set 
al»,lit composing an air In the old Scotch style. I am not musical scholar enough to prick down my 
tune properly, so It can never see the light, and perhaps tls no great matter ; but the following were 
the verses I composed to suit It. The tune consisted of three parts, so that the above verses just 
went through the whole air." See First Common place Book 111 last volume of this work.

O raging Fortune’s withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, O !1 

O raging Fortune’s withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, 0 !

My stem was fair, my bud was green,
My blossom sweet did blow, 0 ;

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild, 
And made my branches grow, 0.

But luckless Fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O;

But luckless Fortune’s northern storms 
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O.

SONG, IN THE CHARACTER OF A RUINED FARMER.1
Tt'NE—" Go from my window, Love, do."

The sun he is sunk in the west, 
All creatures retirèd to rest,
While here I sit, all sore beset,

With sorrow, grief and woe: 
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O !

1 The recurrence of thla O at the end of each alter
nate line la a decided blemieh. Reader! had better 
consider It omitted.

1 There can be little doubt that the “ Ruln<il

Farmer" waa the poet's father, whose unavailing 
struggles against misfortune were brought to a cloee 
In February, 1784.



206 POEMS AND SONGS. [iTBHt

The prosperous man is asleep, .
Nor hears how the whirlwinds sweep ;
But Misery and I must watch ,

The surly tempest blow :
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O !

There lies the dear partner of my breast,
Her cares for a moment at rest :
Must I see thee, my youthful pride,

Thus brought so very low!
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O !
There lie my sweet babes in her arms ;
No anxious fear their little hearts alarms ;
But for their sake my heart does ache 

With many a bitter throe :
And it’s O, tickle Fortune, O !
I once was by Fortune caressed,
I once could relieve the distressed,
Now life’s poor support hardly earned 

My fate will scarce bestow :
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O !
No comfort, no comfort I have !
How welcome to the were the grave !
But then my wife and children dear—

O whither, O whither shall I turn, 
All friendldhs, forsaken, forlorn 1 
For in this world, rest and ]>eace 

I never more shall know !
And it’s 0, fickle Fortune, O !

O, whither wfluld they &o? 
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, Ol\^

SONG-MY FATHER WAS A FARMER.
TUNK—“TAe Weaver and hit Shuttle, 0."

“The following long," Baye Bum», In the Common-place Book already referred to, “l« a wild 
rhapeody, miserably deficient In versification ; but aa the sentiments are the genuine feelings of my 
heart, for that reason I have a particular pleasure In conning It over." It was written probably 
about 1781-82.

My father was a farmer upon the Garrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O :
He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne’er a farthing, O,
For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth regarding, O.

Then out into the world my course I did determine, O,
Tho’ to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was charming, O.
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My talents they were not the worst; nor yet my education, O;
Resolved was I, at least to try, to mend my situation, O.

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted Fortune’s favour, O ;
Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate each endeavour, 0 ; 
Sometimes by foes I was o’erpower’d; sometimes by friends forsaken, O; 
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken, O.

Then sore harass’d, and tir’d at Last, with Fortune’s vain delusion, O ;
I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to this conclusion, O;
The past was bad, and the future hid ; its good or ill untrièd, O ;
But the present hour was in my pow’r, and so I would enjoy it, O.

No help, nor hope, nor view had I ; nor person to befriend me, O ;
So I must toil, and sweat, and broil, and labour to sustain me, O,
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred me early, O ;
For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for Fortune fairly, O.

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro’ life I’m doomed to wander, O, 
Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting slumber, O :
No view nor care, but shun whate’er might breed me pain or sorrow, O;
I live to-day, as well’s I may, regardless of to-morrow, O.

But cheerful still, I am as well as a^nonarch in a palace, O,
Tho’ Fortune’s frown still hunts me down, with all her wonted malice, O; 
I make indeed, my daily bread, but ne’er dan make it farther, O ;
But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much regard her, O.

When sometimes by my labour I earn a little money, O,
Some unforeseen misfortune comes generally upon me, O;
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good-natur’d folly, O;
But come what will, I’ve sworn it still, I’ll ne’er be melancholy, O.

All you who follow wealth and jiower with unremitting ardour, O,
The more in this you look for bliss, you leave your view the farther, O ; 
Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to adore you, O,
A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer before you, O.

EXTEMPORE VERSES—“I’LL GO AND BE A SODGER.”

“ Come, stubborn pride and unshrinking resolution, accompany me through this, to me, mlaerahle 
world. Your friendship I think I can count on though I should date my letter» from a marching 
regiment. I reckoned on a recruiting drum aa my forlorn hope."—BURNS TO MISS CHALMKRfl, Jan. 
22, 1788. Dr. Currie give» April, 1782, as the date of thi« Impromptu. It la trauacrlbed In the hook 
of blank |ia|ier, Into which It waa the poet'» expreaaed Intention of entering farm memorandums 
when he occupied Mosaglel fann In March, 1784.

O why the deuce should I repine,
And be an ill foreboder?

I’m twenty-three, and five feet nine—
I’ll go and be a sodger.
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I gat some gear wi’ rneikle care, got means 

togetherI held it weel thegither ;
But now it’s gane, and something mair— more

ï’11 go and be a sodger.

SONG—THE CURE FOR ALL CARE.
TUNE—"Prepare, my dear brethren, to the tavern kt'ejly.”

These lines were probably written about 1782, some months after Bums hail been paanrd ami 
raised as a freemason. He apparently modelled the song (such as It Is) on a Bacchanalian ditty In 
Yair s Charmer (1761), the concluding line of one of whose stanzas runs :

And a big-bellied liottle's a mighty good thing.

No churchman am I for to rail and to write,
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to tight,
No sly man of business contriving to snare,—
For a big-belly’d bottle’s the whole of my care.

The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow;
1 scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low ;
But a club of good fellows, like those that are here, 
And aVottle like this, are my glory and care.

Here passes the squire on his brother— his horse; 
there centum per centum, the cit, with his purse; 
But see you The Crown how it waves in the air! 
There, a big-belly’d 1 >ottle still eases my care.

The wife of my bosom alas! she did die;
For sweet consolati » church I did fly ;
I found that old S< on proved it fair,
That a big-belly’d bottle’s a cure for all care.

I once was persuaded a venture to make ;
A letter inform’d me that all was to wreck ; —
But the pursy old landlord just waddled up stairs,
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares.

“ Life’s cares they are comforts,”1 a maxim laid down 
By the bard, what d’ye call him, that wore the black gown; 
And, faith, I agree with th’ old prig to a hair;
For a big-belly’d bottle’s a heaven of care.

Added in a Mown Lodge.

Then fill up a bumper and make it o’erflow, 
And honours masonic prepare for to throw ;
May every true brother of the compass and square, 

ffj^Iave a big-belly’d liottle when harass’d with care.
• Young'» “ Nlglit Thought»."—B. B.
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means
her JOHN BARLEYCORN.

A BALLAD.

This ballad, probably produced In 1782, was copied into the llrst Common place Book, under date 
ot June, 1785, with the following incomplete note : “ I once heard the old song, that goes by this 
name, sung; and being very fond ot it, and remembering only two or three verses ot it, viz.: the
1st, 2d, and 3d, with some scraps which I have interwoven here and there in the following piece.

." The old ballad is given in Jamieson's Popular Ballad.« (1806) trom Ids own recollection as 
a boy.

peese<l am| 
ian ditty in

There was three kings into the east,'
Three kings both great and high,

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn should die.

They took a plough aud plough’d him down,
Put clods upon his head,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn was dead.

But the cheerful spring came kindly on,
And show'rs began to fall ;

John Barleycorn got up again,
And sore surprised them all.

The sultry suns of summer came,
And he grew thick and strong,

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears,
That no one should him wrong.

/

The sober autumn enter’d mild,
When he grew wan and pale;

His bending joints and drooping head .
, Show’d he began to fail.

His colour sicken’d more and more,
He faded into age ;

And then His enemies began
To show their deadly rage. /

' . They’ve ta’en a weapon long aud sharp,
And cut him by the knee ; \

Then tied him fast upon a cart, \
Like a rogue for forgerie. \

They laid him down upon his back, X ,
And cudgell’d him full sore ; /

They hung him up before the stormy
And turn’d him o’er and o’er. ( /

They fillèd up a darksome pit /
With water to the brim, X

> Bum» always gave this line with wat. The t«i» I many of his edltorsprofer.the less characteristic and 
has an antique ring with It which were has not ; but | less Scotch form. ' s
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They heavèd in John Barleycorn, v
There let him sink or swim.

They laid him out upon the floor,
To work him further wo,

And still, as signs of life appear’d,
They toss’d him to and fro.

They wasted, o’er a scorching flame,
The marrow of his bones;

But a miller us’d him worst of all,
For he crush’d him ’tween two stones.

* />

And they hae ta’en his very heart’s blood,
And drank it round and round ;

And still the more and more they drank.
Their joy did more abound.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise,

For if you do but taste his blood,
Twill make your courage rise.

Twill make a man forget his wo;
’Twill heighten all his joy :

Twill make the widow’s heart to sing,
Tho’ the tear were in her eye.

Then let us toast John Barleycorn,
Each man a glass in hand ;

And may his great posterity
Ne’er fail in old Scotland !1

THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR MAILIE,
THE AUTHOR’S ONLY PET YOWE.

a* unco Mocnim." tale.

“ Hr had, partly by way of frolic, bought » ewe and two laml* from a neighbour, aad *r naa 
tethered In a Held adjoining the house at Lochlea. He and 1 were going net with oar lean*, and <*r 
two younger brothers to drive for us at mid-day, when Hugh Wilson, a curious-looktiw awkward boy, 
clad In plaiding. came to us with much anxiety In his face, with the Information that the ewe had 
entangled herself In the tether and waa lying In the ditch. Robert was much tickled with Hughor's 
appearance and postures on the occasion. Poor Maille waa act to rights, and when we returned 
from the plough In the evening, he repeated to roe her ' Death and Dying W.wda,' pretty mark la 
the way they now stand."—«ILBKRT Hvrnx.

I •

As Mailie, an’ lier lambs thegitlier, v«ether
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, *
Upon her cloot she coast a hitch, two# cast a loop
An’ ower she wanted in the ditch : straggled

1

1 The version copied Into the Common place Book ] proved version, published In the first Edinlsngh 
contains many unrhythnik- lines ; the author’s Im- 1 edition of 1787, Is what we have followed.

t A nelhor 
the familiar

I
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There, groaning, (lying, she did lie,
When Hughoc1 he came doytin by. walking stupidly

Wi’ glowriu’ een, an’ lifted ban’s,
«Poor Hughoc like a statue stall’s ;
He saw her days were near-hand ended,
But, wae’s my heart ! he could na mend it ! 
He gapèd wide, but naething spak !
At length Poor Mailie silence lirak.

staring eyes

nearly
woe is

“ 0 thou, whase lamentable face
Appears to mourn my woefu’ case !
My dying words attentive hear, ,
An’ bear them to my master dear.

P*

“Tell him, if e’er again he keep
As muckle gear as buy a sheep,
0, bid him never tie them mail- 
Wi’ wicked strings o’ hemp or hair!
But ca’ them out to park or hill,
And let them wander at their will ;
So may his flock increase, an’ grow
To scores o’ lambs, an’ packs o’ woo" !

much money

drive field

“ Tell him, he was a master kin’,
An’ aye was 'guid to me and mine ;
An’ now my dying charge I gie him, give
My helpless lambs I trust them wi’ him. 

“ O, bid him save their harmless lives,
Frae dogs, an’ tods, an’ butchers’ knives ! foxes

But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,
Till they bç fit to fend themsel’: provide for

An’ tent them duly, e’en an’ mom, tend

Wi’ teats o’ hay an’ ripps o’ com. tufts handfuls

“ An’"may they never learn the gaets wave

Of ither vile wanrestfu’ pets ! reetles*

To slink thro’ slaps, an’ reave an’ steal. gaps in fences

At stacks o’ pease, or stocks o’ kail. oolewort plante

So may they, like their great forbears, forefathers

For monie a year come thro’ the shears : ,
So wives will gie them bits o’ bread.
An’ bairns greet for them when they’re dead, weep

11 My poor toop-lamb, my son an’ heir, tup

0, bid him breed him up wi’ care !
An’, ^he live to be a beast,
To pit some bavins in his breast ! pat good mannen

1 A nelhor herd-callan (neighbour herd-boyl about three-fourtha as wise as other folk.—R. B. Ilughoc I» 
the familiar diminutive of Hugh.
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An’ warn him, what I wiuna name, 
To stay content wi’ yowes at hame ;

[mm

An’ no to rin an’ wear his cloots, run hoofa
Like ither menseless, graceless brutes. unmanuenxl

“ An’ niest my yowie, silly thing, next
Gude keep thee frae a tether string !
O, may thou ne’er forgather up
Wi’ ony blastit, moorland toop;

keep company

But aye keep mind to moop an’ mell, 
Wi’ sheep o’ credit like thysel!1

to amocute

“ And now, my bairns, wi’ my last breath, 
I lea’e my blessing wi’ you baith :
An’ when you think upo’ your Millier,
Mind to'be kind to ane anither.

“ Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail,
To tell my master a’ my tale ;.
An’ bid him burn this cursed tether,
An’, for thy pains, thou’se get my blether.”

This said, poor Mailie turn’d her head,
An’ clos’d her een amang the dead.

both

v
one another

do not

eyes

A
POOR MAILIE’S ELEGY.

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose,
Wi’ saut tears trickling down your noee, 
Our bardie’s fate is at a close, 

i Past a’ remead !
The last sad cape-stane of his woes ;

Poor Mailie’s dead!

It’s no the loss o’ warl’s gear,
That could sae bitter draw the tear,
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear

The mourning weed : 
He’s lost a friend and neibor dear,

In Mailie dead.

Îhro’ a’ the town she trotted by him;
lang half-mile she could descry him ; 

Wi’ kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 
She ran wi’ speed :

all remedy 
cope-stone

town-farm

1 “ The expiring animal e admonitlona touching the 
education of the ‘ poor toop-lamb her son and heir,* 
and the ‘ yowie, silly thing,’ her daughter, are from 
the same peculiar vein of aly homely wit, Imbedded

/

upon fancy, which he afterwards dug with a holder 
hand in the ‘Twa Dogs,’ and perhaps to its utmost 
depth in his ‘ Death and Dr. Hornbook.’ t. 0. 
Lockhart.
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A friend main faithfn’ ne’er came nigh him, 
Than Mailie dead.

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense,
An’ could behave hersel’ wi’ mense :
I’ll say’t, she never brak a fence,

Thro’ thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanèly, kee|» the spence 
. Sin’ Mailie’s dead.

decorum

Or, if he wanders up the bowe, hollow
Her living image in her yowe, ewe
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, hillock

For bits o’ bread ;
An’ down the briny jieavls rowe mu

For Mailie dead.

If"

She was nae get o’ moorland tips, offspring nuns
Wi’ tawted ket, an’ hairy hi|m; matted fleece
For her forbears were brought in ships tbreflither»

Frae y out the Tweed : from beyond
A bonnier fleesh ne’er cross’d the cli|H shear* „

Than Mailie dead.1

Wae worth the man wha first did sha|>e 
That vile, Xvandiancie thing—a rape !
It inaks guid fellows girn an’ ga|ie,

Wi’ chokin’ dread ; 
An Robin’s ponnet wave wi’ crape,

For Mailie dead.

unlucky rope

O, n* ye bards on honnie Doon !
An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune! 
Come, join the melancholioiis crcMui 

O’ Robin’s reed ! 
His heart will never get ahoon

His Mailie dead.2
above

i Original M8.
She whs nee get o' runted ram*. ill bred
U i woo like gi*U and lw like trame, cart shafts 
She was the flower o‘ Fairiie lam*»

A fam-ms lifred;
Now Robin, greetin', ehmn the hams chews 

<»• Mailie demi.

* “ Hut a tenderer sport fulness dwells In him, and

romes forth here and there In evanescent anil beautiful 
touches, as in his Address to the Mouse,' or to the 
‘Farmer's Mare,' or in his ‘Elegy on Poor Mailie, 
which last may lie reckoned his happiest effort of this 
kind. In these pieces there are traits of a humour 
as fine a* that of flteme, yet altogether different, ori
ginal, and peculiar- thy humour of Burns."—Thomas 
cably le. ,

VOL. L 14
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SONG—THE RIGS O’ BARLEY.
Tv*E—" Corn Higt an 601111K."

In lbe copy of Johnson» Mutem> annotated for Captain Riddell of tilenrlddell Burn» write»: 
“ All the old word» that ever I could meet with to thil air were the following, which ieeiii» to luve 
been an old chore»:— _

U corn rig* and hre rigs, 
u corn rig» ari o-tiult,.

And wheueer you meet ahpnuy Um, ^
Preen up her cocAernony," 1 e y

/

It wad upon a Lammas night, '
When corn rig» are Lonnie,

Beneath the moon’» unclouded light,
I held away to Annie :

The time (lew by Wl’ tenth*» heed,
Till ’tween the late and early,

Wi’ sina’ persuasion, she agreed 
To see me thro’ the barley.

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs,
An’ corn rig» are honnie :

I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
Ainaiig the rigs wi’ Annie.*

The sky was blue, the wind was still, 
The moon was shining clearly:

I set her down, wi’ right good will, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley:

I keu’t her heart was a’ my aiu:
I lov’d her most sincerely;

I kiss’d her owre and owre again, 
Amang the'rigs o’ barley.

Corn rigs, &c.

I lock’d her in my fond embrace :
Her heart was lieating rarely:

My blessings on that happy place.
Amang the rigs o' barley !

But by the moon and stars so bright, e 
That shone that hour so clearly !

She aye shall bless that happy night, 
Ajnang the rigs o' barley.

< 'oni rigs, Ac.

rid, -

hoc»

-»lw*y»

• Tlie fallowing line» occur in Ranisui » “Gentle 
Shepherd

He kiwM nod r>»wM he tel he mine.
And !<••• «I twt4 i4 «my ;

Tt.nl g»n me lik** to win» eiueyue 
O rum rig» err tMusic

Tlie melody Is very old.

*The “Annie" celehrnted In thl* song has l»ern 
differently Identified with Annie Blair and Annie

It*Haiti. In,Hi dautflil 
fterieh. But It rould 
Bums worshipped at s 
•* Ronald*of the H«*nnal».

y
'of farmer» in Tertsilton 

illy he the latter, whom 
katanee, *» hinted In lb< 
inne Ksnkine.il Adanihill

(daughter of “rough, nidd ready-witted Rankins," 
tlie |M>et • friend, ae-e |i. T.i), 110wiled throughout lift 
that .tie waa the heroine of thia more warm than 
delicate effusion. The aoiig waa rot,aid) written In 
171* The )»»t etafiza u.ed to lie instanced liy the 
hard ae one of the triumph» of III» art.



POEMS iND SONGS. 216

Z

I lia’e been blythe wi' comrades dear;
1 ba’u been merry arinkiu’;

I lia’e been joyfu' gatherin' gear;
1 lia’e been ba|i|iy tlunkin:

But a’ tlie pleasures e'er 1 saw,
Thu’ three times doubled fairly, 

That happy night was worth them a', 
Aiming the rigs o’ barley.

Corn rigs, &c.
s.

________________ _ >

...SONG—PEGGY.'

TVKE— “ V had a Sorte. I had nae mair "

wealth

This poem Bums heads as "Bong, compose* In August." Juhneon mistakenly states that It was 
written fur his Mimical Mimcum ; It appeared hefure the |iulilicatlou uf that work, in the Kllmarnoca 
edition of the poems.

Now westlin winds and slaught’ring guns westerly
Bring autumn’s pleasant weather;

And tlie moorcock springs, on whirring wings, gmuee 
Aiming the blooming heather;

Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,
Delights the weary farmer;

And tlie moon shines bright, when 1 rove at night 
To ninse ii|miii my charmer.

The partridge loves tlie fruitful fells; upland Helds
The plover loves the mountains;

The woodcock haunts, the lonely delb ;
The soaring hern the fountains- 

- Thro’ lofty groves the euwlmt roves.
The |uilh of man to shun it;

The hazel bosh o’erhangs the thrush.
The spreading thorn the linnet

Thus ev’ry kind flick pleasure find, y
— The savage ami the tender;

Borne social jbiu, and leagues combine- 
Some solitary wander:

Avaunt, away, the cruel sway ! o t
Tyrannic man's dominion ;

The sportsman’s joy, the nmrd’ring cry,
The llutt’ring. gory pinion !

■ The I’i-kio ni this lyric was undonhtrdly Margaret 
Tin ms*'ni of Klrktmwnhl, the “ftllrtle who fini an 
end by her fascination* to the amorous vomit: |>oet’s 
trlgononietrivril ^Judies. It ii|»|Mar* to have Iweii 
written, however, sulMoqucntly to the time when he

was stating at Kirk Oswald, and on an occasion when 
lie had again come under the influence of the some 
charmer, probably Us 17N3. Hoc not# to next h.ii([, 
A draft «»f a portion of the song was copied into tlie 
Drat Common-place Book.
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But Peggy dear, the evening’s clear, 
Thick flies the skimming swallow ;

The sky is bine, the fields in view,
All fading-green and yellow :

Come let us stray our gladsome way, 
And view the charms of nature ;

The rustling corn, the fruited thorn, 
And every happy creature.

We’ll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 
Till the silent moon shine clearly ;

I’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly pleat, 
Swear how I love thee dearly :

Not vernal show’rs to budding flow’rs, 
Not autumn to the farmer,

So dear can be as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely charmer !

[iTtt

SONG-MY NANNIE, O.*
Tusk—" Jfy Kmmit, 0."

"Shenetone observes finely that lore veraea writ without any jiaaalon arc the moat nauseous of 
all conceits ; anil 1 have often thought that no man can !*• a |>ro|>er critic of love compoattion, except 
he himself, In one or more Instances, have Item a warm votary of this |«selon. As I have been all 
along a mlaerdhle dupe to Love, ami have liecu led into a thousand weaknesses and follies by it, for 
that reason 1 put the more confidence in my critical skill in distinguishing PolTKHY and COM KIT 
from real passion and NATl'RK. Whether the following song will stand the test I will not pretend 
to say, liecauae It is MY own ; only I can say It was. at the time. KkAL."—lit kss. Common-place 
Book, April, 1784. The song was probably written about 1788, hut was subsequently revised.

Behind yon hills, where Lunar2 flows,
• ’Mang moors an' mosses many, 0,
The wintry stilt the day has clos’d,

And I'll awa to Nannie, O.

The westlin wind lilaws loud and shill ;
The night’s Imith mirk an’ rainy, 0;

western shrill 
both dark

i The heroine of this song was, according to Ollliert, 
the poet s brother, “ a farmer's daughter in Tarlmlton 
parish, named Fleming, to whom the poet paid some 
of that roving attention which lie was continually 
devoting tô some one. Her charms were, Indeed, 
mediocre, and what she hud were sexual, which, 
indeed, was the characteristic of the greater part of 
his mistresses. " ( tetter to Geoiye Thornton. 3d J tine, 
1819.) It should lie added, however, that Mrs. Begg, 
the poet’s sister, gives the honour of having Inspired 
the song to Peggy Thomson, the Klrkoswald fillette, 
on whom the preceding song was composed.

* In all editions of Bums s works up to and Includ
ing that of 1794, Stlnchar (dr Rtlnslar) stood In the 
place of Lugar. The latter name was thought more 
euphonious, and Thomson says the author sanctioned

the alteration in 1792. The Lugar is a tributary of 
the Ayr, which it joins a little alaive old BaiAimiiitng 
bridge. Like its principal, it pursues its wav for wane 
miles through a deep chasm in the rcd\sand*toiie of 

Uln-district. In theengravingghw,theaveneselected 
fit In the grounds connected with the mansion of Audi- 
inleek, the seat of a family (Boswell) whose name has 
heeonie familiar In our literature. The ruin near the 
centre of the picture is that of the pnclcnt castle of 
the Aiichliilecks. and afterwards of the Boswells of 
Auchlnleek, which Johnson deserilies In Ids Journey 
to the Western Inland*. Tlie introduction hy the 
artist of the aged harper will lie understood if the 
«reader will refer to the poet's “ Lament for .lames, 
Earl of Oleitvaim,’ and note the mention of “ Lugar s 
winding stream ” there.
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But I’ll get my plaid, an’ out I’ll steal, 
An’ owre the hills to Nannie, O.

My Nannie’s charming, sweet, an’ young : 
Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O:

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O.

Her face is fair, her heart is true,
She’s spotless as she’s bonnie, 0 :

The op’ning gowan, wet wi’ dew,
Nae purer is than Nannie, O.

A country lad is my degree,
And few there be that ken me, O;

But what care I how few they be?
I’m welcome aye to Nannie, O.

My riches a’ ’a my penny-fee,
Au' I maun guide it caunie, O;

But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me,
My thoughts are a’ my Nannie, O.

Our auld guidman delights to view 
His sheep and kye thrive bonnie, O;

But I’m as blythe that bauds his pleugh, 
An’ has nae care but Nannie, O.

Come weel, come woe, I care na by,
I’ll tak’ what Heav’u will sen’ me, O;

Nae ither care in life have I,
But live, an’ love my Nannie, O.1

SONG—WIIA IS THAT AT MY BOWER
Tl'XK—“ Laee, an' I come near thee."

Wha is that at my bower door ?
(O wha is it but Findlay.)

Then gae your gate, ye’s nae by here ! 
(Indeed maun I, quo’ Findlay.)

daisy

know

wage»
must use it carefully 

world's wealth

old firmer

•Tills song was communicated by Burns to the
fourth volume of Johnson s JUueeum. fromek says

*uhee<|uently Ills more malum! taste suppressed It.

■ In the version of this natural and touching lyric 
which Ita author copied Into hta Common-place Book, 
the following chorus appears : —

And O my bonny Nannie O,
My young, my handsome Nannie O, 
Thu' I hail the world sll at my will,
I would give it sll for Nannie o.

(I Ills ri Bums told him that “ this King was suggested 
to Ids brother by the ‘Auld Man's Address to the 
Widow ' |‘Tile Alibi Man s Best Argument | printed 
In Ramsay's Tea Table Niece Hany, which the poet 
first heard sung liefore he had seen that collection, 
by Jean Wilson, a silly old widow woman, then living 
at Tarlsdton.reniarkalde for the simplicity and naivete 
at her character, and for singing old. Rents songs with 
a peculiar energy and earnestness of manner." We 
may add that the resemblance lietween the two songs 

, Is of the very slightest character.
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What niak ye, sae like a thief I 
(O come anil see, quo’ Findlay.)

Before the morn ye’ll work mischief.
(Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

Gif I rise and let you in— %
(Let me in, quo’ Findlay.)

Ye’ll keep me waukiu’ wi’ your din. awake
. (Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

In my bower if yç should stay—
(Let me stiy, quo’ Findlay.)

I fear ye’ll bide till break o’ day.
(Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

Here this night, if ye remain,
(I’ll remain, quo’ Findlay.)

I dread ye’ll learn the gate again. way
(Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.)

What may (kiss within this bower,—
(Let it pass, quo’ Findlay.)

Ye maun conceal till your last hour.
(Indeed will 1, quo’ Findlay!)

SONG-GREEN GROW THE RASHES'
TlINI—“Green gmtc the raehee."

In the lint Common-place Hook niter two paragraphs of not very profound luorsllrlnii. in which 
mankind generally are divided Into two elaaaea. I lie Uluru and the XIKKKT, the port wind» up: “The 
foregoing waa to have l>een an elalsirate dissertation on the various ,|ievies of men, lint as I cannot 
please myself on the arrangement of my Ideas on the subject, I must wait till further eiperiein-e 
and nicer olwrrvationa throw more light on the subject. In the meantime I shall net down the 
following fragment, which as It is tile genuine language of my heat t, will enable any la sly to deter
mine which of tlie classes I lielong to." The date of Its entry in the l'<minion place Hook is Aug. 
1784, hut It was said to have lieen written la-fore tills, when burns was at Loehlca. The last stan.--.-i 
waa added at a later period.

Green grow the rashes, O ! rushes
Green grow the ntaliea, O!

The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are s|ieiit mining the lames, O.

There’s non-.dit but care on ev’ry ban’,
In ev’ry hour that passes, O:

What signifies the life o’ man,
An ’twere lia for the biases, OI

Green grow, &c.
'This light-hearted effusion was modelled on a 

spirited old song hearing the same title and having 
a similar chorus. It was a great favourite of our 
ancestors, and the air In-longing to it Is. according 
to Robert Chambers, "one Af the oldest which have 
been handed down to us." The old song contains here

and there a freedom of touch Indicating the hand of 
a master:—

We're a" dry art' drinking n't.
We're s' drr wi' drink I nr n't ;

Tlie perron kiss'd the tiddler's wife.
An' he could na nroach for thinking ol
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The warty race may riches chase,
An’ riches still may tiy them, 0;

An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O.

Green grow, &c.
But gie me a canny hour at e’en,

My arms about my dearie, O ;
An’ warty cares, and war’ly men,

May a’ gae tupsal teerie, O !
Green grow, &c.

For you sae douce, ye sneer at this, 
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O: 

The wisest man the war!’ e’er saw,
He dearly lov’d the hisses, O.

Green grow, &c.

Aulil Nature swears, the lovely deals 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her 'prentice han’ she tried on man, 
An’ then she made the lasses, O.1

Green grow, &c.
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quiet

topsy-turvy

grave

world

ItEMORSE—A FRAGMENT.»

“1 entirely agree with that judicious [ihiloantdier Mr. Smith, In hi» ricellent Theory of lloral 
Sentiment», that Keniome I» the moat painful sentiment that ran embitter the human tmaom. Any 
ordinary pitch of fortitude may liear up tolerably well, under those calamitlce In the procurement 
of which we ourselves have hail no hand ; hut w hen our own follies or crimes have made ua miser
able and wretched, to liear It up with manly th inness, and at the same time have a proper |ienitrntial 
eensc of our mlaconduct till» la a glorious effort of n If eonimand —("oumm i LACE Book, Sept. 
1783.

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our peace—
That press the soul, or wring the mind with anguish, 
Beyond comparison the worst are those 
By our own folly or our guilt brought on ;
In ev’rv other circumstance, the mind
Has this to say : “ It was no deed of mine:” ^
But, when to all the evil of misfortune
This sting is added : “ Blame thy foolish self!”
Or worker far, the pangs of keen Remorse,
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt—

1 The conceit contained In this verse (as pointed nut 
hy several editors) la found thus expressed In a comedy 
called Cupid't WhirUtjhj, published In 1607

since we were made before yon, should we not lore ami 
sdadrw you as the Iasi. sad. therwfore. perfect work of Nature? 
Man was mole when nature was Imt an apprentice, but woman 
when she was a skilful mist res of her art.

In all likelihood Bums never saw this trama, hul

an «tract Including those lines waa Introduced Into 
a work entitled The nritieh Mure, a OoUeaUm of 
Thmifihtit, hy Thomar Ifnytearil, 4 vola. Ixmd. 173? 
which had a pretty wide clrcijlatloii In Ida time.

•The preaent piece was copied Into the poet'» Drat 
Cnnimon-plare Book under/date September, 1788. 
The lines are probably a lamentation over Ills folllea 
and dissipations at Irvine. '
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Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involved othetm, 
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov’d ua; 
Nay more, that very love the dktifce of ruin !
O burning hell ! in all thy «tore of torments 
There’s not a keener lash.
Lives there a man so firm, who while his heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime 
Can reason down its agonising throbs ;
And, after projier pur|toae of amendment,
Can firmly force his jarring thoughts to peace? 
O happy, happy, enviable man !
O glorious magnanimity of soul !

EPITAPH-FOR THE AUTHOR’S FATHER

These lises are engraved on the liiimblc lit-aditone In Allowajr Klrkyard, over the grate «4 Willi**, 
Iturno*. the |**t's f-ither, who itle«l at Lnclilea, 13tli Kelmiary, I'M. The epitaph receiwd rental
etslaisthm st the I ,.nd <4 Hums. The first line, ao
readies*, found in the poet a liandwrltlng /

O ye who •ympethisu with virtue*• 1*1*0 

he- which the writer himaelf ouggested the iulwtltutlon ol
0 ye who* heart* ilmuiil rornt pels* 

each ,d which i« ronspIrtiouMj Inferlwr to the line a* we hate It.

O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stain*.
Draw near with pious rev’rence ami attend ! 

Here lie the loving huslgiutl’s dear remain*.
Hie lender father, and the gen’rous friend;

The pitying heart that felt for human woe;
The dauntless heart that fear’ll mi human pmh- ; 

The friend of man, to vice alone a foe;
“ For ev’u his failings leau’d to virtue's side. "1

EPITAPH-ON A FRIEND.

An honest man here lies at rest,
As e’er tiod with his image blest;
The friend of man, the friend truth ; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth :
Few hearts like his with virtue warm'll. 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd ;
If there's another world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he imule the liest of this.-

my father a friend. » illiam Weir le Tartmhcwi Will
t le Hems, original Common place Hook the shore This lathe •• Willie ’id " Willlra Will in'Heath and 

w heeded the» Epitaph on my own friend, and Ur. tloraliuufc. '
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EPITAPH—ON A CELEBRATED RULING
Here «outer Hood in death does sleep ;— 

To h—II, if he’s gane thither,
Satan, gie hiui thy gear to keep,

He’ll hand it weel thegitlier.

BALLAD ON THE AMERICAN WAR.
A KKAUMKXT.»

TIM ' ■Killiemnkit."

When Guilfonl good our pilot stooil, 
And did our hellim thraw, man.

Within. America, man :
Then up they gat the maskin’-pnt.

And in the xea did jaw, man ;
An’ did nae less, in full congress.

Than ipiite refuse our law, man.
Then thro’ the lakes Montgomery takes, 

I wat he was nae slaw, man ;
Down Lowrie’s burn3 he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ea’, man : -t

But yet, what-reek, he, at Quebec, 
Montgomery-like did fa", man,

Wj’ sword in hand, l« fore his land, 
Aiming his en'mies a’, man.

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 
Was kept at Boston Ini’, man;

Till Willie Howe took o’er the kimwe 
For Philadelphia, man : ■ *

Wi’ Hwonl an’ gnu he thought a sin 
Guid Christian lihssl to draw, man;

But at New-York, wi’ knife an" fork.

helm turn 

one quarrel

got tea-j.it 
daeli

ma eh.w

drive
nevertheless
fell " .

hall
knoll

\

Till Eraser brave did fa’, man ; 
Then last his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga sliaw, man.
• Not a M aucliline elder, anil persecutor of llavln Dmhi of Faculty, had given their approval. The letter 

Hamilton, a* haa been mijijnnull, hut a Tarlsdton written by Kurus to Erskine In this connection was 
rider, of most penurious liahlla, named William first printed in the dprOAsrrrrr, Octolier, 1*46. llie 
H«mhI, liy trade a “souter" or shoemaker. personal and hlatorieal alluaiona are familiar to all

« W hen Dr. Klalr nail this I .a Had lie remarked that who have «I lulled the history of that Intereating 
“ Heme's polities smelt of the smithy." It was le-riml. with Its galaxy of gn at statesmen and orators, 
written pndial.ly early In 17*4. hut first published and its at magies pregnant with euvh mighty and un
to the Edinburgh edition of I7K7, and only after the (on-seen Issues.

• Not a Mauchline elder, and persecutor of (iavln 
Hamilton, as has been supposed, hut a Tarlsdton 
elder, of most penurious habits, named William 
Huod, by trade a “souter ' or shoemaker.

* When Dr. Klalr read this ballad lie remarked that 
“llunis's politics smelt of the smithy." It was

Karl of tilencalro, and the Hon. Henry Ersklne, then * The her*. Lt. river of Lawrence, the 8t. Lawrence.



222 POEMS AND SONUS. [itm

Cornwallis fought as long’s he dought,
An’ did the Buckskins1 claw, man;

But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save,
He hung it to the wa’, man. „.,ii

Then Montague, an’ Guilford too,
Began to fear a fa’, man ;

And Sackville dome, wha stooil the stoure, stubborn <iu»t(ofi*tUe, 
The German chief to throw, man : thwart

For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk,
Nae mercy had at a’, man;

And Charlie Fox threw liy the box.
Au’ lows’d his tinkler jaw,1 man.

Then Rockingham took up the game
Till death did on hint ca’, man ; call

When Shelburne meek held up his cheek 
Conform to gospel law, man ;

Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarring noise.
They did his measures throw, man. thwart

For North an’ Fox united stocks,
An* tyore him to the wa’, man.

Then clubs an’ hearts were Charlie’s cartes, cards 
He swept the stakes awa’, man,

Till the diamond’s ace, of ludiau nice,
Led him a sair faux pa*, man ;

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads, .-hem
On Chatham’s boy did ca’, man :

An’ Scotland drewjfcr pi|ie an’ blew.
“ U|h Willie, waW them a', man !” wore

Behind the throne then Grenville’s gone,
A secret word or twa’, man ;

While alee Blindas arous’d the class »iy
Be-north the Roman wa’, man : north of

An’ Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graitli, ghost g*rb 
(Inspired bardies saw, man)

Wi’ kindling eyes crieil, “ Willie, rise!
Would I ha’e fear’d them a’, man!”

But, wonl an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co.,
Gowtf’d Willie like a lw’, man, knocked about

Till Southrons raise, and coost their claise out of clothe» 
Behind him in a row, man ; mw

All’ Caledon threw by the drone,
^n’ did her whittle draw, man ; knife

An’ swoor fu’ rude, tliro* dirt an’ Mood «wore

To make it guiil in law, man'.

* Buckskin», a term applied to the American truop» i 1 Vnhwwd III» tinker tongue, i.e indulged in the 
during the Revolutionary war. | coarse raillery characteristic of a tinker.
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SONG-THE RANTING DOG THE DADDIE O’T.
TUMK—" tout nook of F i/o." \

We have the poet's own authority tor asserting that these verses were sent to a "young girl, a 
particular acquaintance of Us, at that time under a cloud." This is supi«jee<l to lie the alfa» alluded 
to in his autobiographical letter to Ur. Moore (17b7) as occurring shortly after he put Ids hand to 
the plough, on Ilia return from Irvine. If so the song was probably written some little time liefore 
the next following P'jjjjp, ihe “ young girl being the mother of his own child.

U whit my liable clouta will buy I 
O wlia will tout me when I cry I 
Wha will kiss me where I lie I 

The rantin’ dog the tladtlie o’t.

O wha will own he did the fau’tl 
O wha will buy my groanin’-iuant ! 

O wha will tell me how to ca’t ? 
The rantin’ tlog the daddie o’t.

When I mount the cree|iie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? ’ 
Gie me Rob, I'll seek nae mair,— 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t.
Wha will crack to me my lane ?, 
Wha can niak’ me tidgin’ fain t 
Wha will kiss me o’er agaiy I 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t.

attend to

frolicsome

lying-in ale 
call it

stool of re|wntiun* in church
Î*

chat when alone 
keenly fond*»

i *

THE POETS WELCOME TO HIS ILLEGITIMATE CHILD.1
“The first Instance that entitled him to the venerable appellation of father.”— R. B.

Thou* welcome, wean ! mislumtur fa’ me, child 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy,
Shall ever ilautou me, or awe me,

* My sweet wee lady,
Or if I blush when thou «halt ca’ me 

‘ Tit-ta or daddy.
Wee image of my lionny Betty,
I fatherly will kit» and daut thee.
As dear and near my heart I set thee 

Wi’ as guid will,
Ah a’ the priests had xeeti me get thee, 

v Th^tV out o’ h-U.
1 The subject of this not very decorous “ Welcome " 

was the poet s illegitimate child Elitaliefh (daughter 
of Elizalieth raton), the “ sonsle. smirking, dear 
bonght Bene'of the “Inventory." who grew to woman - 
hood in Gilbert Burns's hfmsehold. was married, and 
kad a family. Among the obituary notices in the 
Scots Magazine for January. 1817. Is the following

misadventure be fill

daunt

call

fondle

“ Dec. K f.lizalH th Bums, wife of Mr. John Bishop, 
overseer at Polkenmict.and daughter of the celebrated 
Robert Bums, and the subject of some of his most 
ln-autlful lines." She was born in Nov. 1784. The 
most complete teat of this piece Is In Paterson's Edln- 
bnrgii edition of Bums (edited by W. Scott Douglas \ 
which also gives certain textual variations.
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What tho’ they ca’ me fornicator,
And tease my name in kintra clatter: country gnuip
The uiair they talk I’m kent the better, mum kuowu

E’en let them clash ; tattle
An aultl wife’s tongue’s a feckless matter trilling

To gie aue faall. give one trouble

Tho’ I should be the waur bestead,
Thou’s be as braw and bienly clad,
And thy young years as nicely bred 

Wi’ education,
As ony brat o’ wedlock's bed

In a’ thy station.

Ajid if thou be what I wad line thee,
And tuk’ the counsel I shall gie thee,
A lovin' father I’ll lie to thee, ►

If thou lie s|iar'd :
Thro’ a’ thy childish years I'll ee thee,

And think’t weel war'd.

Glide grant that thou may aye inherit 
Thy mither’s person, grace, and merit,
And thy |>oor worthless daddy's spirit, 

Without his fjiilins, 
'Twill please me mair to see thee-heir it, 

Than stockit mailins.

X
won»

Sue «irmly

would here

•jfu

•lent

forma

EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINR»
|or APASIIIU» SKAIt TARHOI.TOS|.

KSCLOSINO WISH VoKSS.

i rough, rude, ready-witted ltankine,
The wale o’ cocks for fun and ilrinkin’l 
There’s liiony gcslly folks are tLinkin'

• Your dreams11 an’ tricks 
Will send you, Korahdike, a-sinkin’,

Strimght to auld Nick's.

eliolce

■t might

1 John Kanklite, farmer nt Adnmhlll, two miles 
west of Loehlea, wa* a prime of Inn»ii companion* 
ami an Inveterate wag; consilient ly he wy JuM the 
man to allrat t Hum*, ami the two l»ecamc great 
friends. He wan nt» favourite with the “ sanuU," ami 
the feeling wan reciprocated. He entertained a rlghl 
professor of rvllghm to a Jorum of tiMldy, ami aw the 
hot-water kettle contained only lioll^d whisky. the 
more the good man took the more hopelessly drunk

he got. Wlint the |d»eiii« were that Hum» sent him 
we do md know.

* A eertaln liuinoroiiw dream of Ills was then making 
a m•lw In the country shiv, K. H. When Itankihc 
wlwhetl to administer a rvhuke to some eoiim t|inmini 
j»cr*oii or |NriHina he was wont to'dn so under the 
gulwe of a dream In whleli they figured or were In some 
wa> ruaftrnrd, and several of these are still vurreiit 
and re|ieated.
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Ye liae *ae munie crack* ami cants,
Ami in your wicked ilrnckeii rant*,
Ye uiak’ a devil o’ the aauiit*,

An’ till them fou ; 
And then their failing*, llaww, an’ want*,

Are a' well thru'.

Hypocrisy, in mercy *|mre it!
That holy mite, O dinna tear it !
S|t.ire't fur their Makes wha alien wear it, 

The lad* in hlack !
But your curat wit, when it come* near it, 

ltivea't atf their Mick.

Think, wicked *iiiner, wha ye'ie aknithing, 
It* jilHt the Itlue-gown Midge and elaithing1 
O' saillit*! tak’ that, ye lea’e them liaething 

. To keu them by,
Frac ony unregeiierate heathen

Like you or I.'

I've Kent you here winie rhyming ware,
A' that I Mirgain'd for an’ ma.irj 
Sue, w hen ye lute all hour to *|uirc,

I will ex|iect
Yon sang,* ye’ll wn't wi’ ennuie care,

Ami no neglect.

Tim’ failli, suin' heart hue I to *ilig !
M v mow ilow scarcely spread her wing ! 
I’ve play'd iiiym-l’ a Lonnie spring,

An’ danc'd my till ! 
I'd I tetter gane au' Mail’d tile king,

At Hunker’* Hill.

225

talas sixl trick, 
ilnoik.ii bulk. 
■Slut.
‘i|»y

leant it 

harming
clothing

thoughtful

gone and aunt,I

I The Mile gown I .'lung, it In a privileged order id 
Met it tilth mendicant» now rtlliiel. The) di-rlted I heir 
liAiue Ironi I lie eoloiir id I lie Imliil which I he) wore, 
and wllli which I hey were wont In la-supplied at the 
et pense id myall), In eonfornilly, It I» »ald. with an 
ordinance nl the t'alholte Church, on the annual 
return id I In- royal hirth day t o It la-desman l- « lvi*l 
In ii'l fllliin the eloak.ur gown of light Mue cour».' 
cloth, a liadg • and a leathern purse, containing a» 
man) .hilling» Scot» (pennies sterling! *• the niter- 
rlgn w.i* years old. The lia-lg-- ,-onfelTetl on them 
the general privilege of waioh-rlng over Meolland. In 
pursuit of lheir calling. In despite id all law» again»! 
niemll Ity. Kvliry reader will at once recall l" mind, 
a* a (avoiirslde s|,e -imi-ti of the class, the lôll, Ih till- 
In*' of itiolt. In Ids Introduction to the.Iiifi'fiiio-p 
Mir Waller give» ap Inlen-allng ai-eount of the Mile
gowns ah a whole, with aneedide» of ......... two dis-
lliigitl»hi*l rttenibera of the Irllie. I turn» seems to 
have huiked forward, with a ghumiy and nlimisl nils 
anthropic feeling, to closing Id. own career In- the

character of a I* ggar. Thus lit Ills " Epistle to Ihitlv, 
after a rcltccllou on the lm-i|iuillly with which the 
gifts of fortune are shared, and a lumst <d tlii-lr |u,wer 
to earn l,y luhoiir I heir dally hreail, lie remarks : -

Ttiv ImI nl, llw »«nl uli 
.1» «-ni) I ml I» l>rg

At n hih r |h ilini of hie lift* Itiirnu tiwl .not got 
altog« tht r quit of mu ImIniki lling #nti« l|wlloiie. Ill 
III* “ IkillmllfUi loMavtn llaiiiilton. ttflt r iHuoting 
of the ImleprinhlH-e whlrli hi* ■Milt) to plough 
I’oitftfrml, it i it I his voiuwqUvnt wulit of luvvtmlty for 
i ringing hi tin* grout for tin* incun» of Mihwleliiitv, lie 
*■>«,

A lift nil'll I «I "WU* yoke n halt.
TIll'll, l.».nl le tliaukit, 1 dll U’gl

1 Tlile growiNikvUni IngreinmanHvotvIior F.nglUh), 
though iiorvoiuif) to thf rltyinv, grates Nnlly on the 
eats

a A Hong In hu«l promised the author.—K. ti.
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Twas ae night lately in my fun,
1 gaed a roving wi’ the gun,
An' brought a | mi trick to the grim’,

(; ^ A boiiuie lien,
And, as the twilight whs begun,

«Thought uane wad ken.

went

|wrt ridge ground

I

The poor wee thing was little hurt; • *

I atraikit it a wee for sport, stroke» 1

Ne’er thinkin’ they wad fash me fort;.
But, deil-ma-care ! 

Somebody tel la the jioaclier-coiirt

trouble

The hide affair. Whole

Some aulil ua’d hands had ta’en a note, 1

That aie a lien had got a allot ;
I was suspected for the plot ;

SUCh

I scorn'd to lie ; •

So gat the whiaale o’ my groat,
An’ jmy’t the fee.

t«H»k the consequent*»

But, by my gun, o’ guns the wale, ehoici»

An’ by my pouther an’ my hail,
An’ by my hen, an’ by her tail,

I vow nil’ swear!
The game shall |my o’er moor all’ dale,

For this, nient year. next

Aa aoon’a the clockin-tiine is by. hriMMliiig-time

An’ the wee begun to cry,
L d, I’ae lute spurtin’ by an' by.

For my gowd guinea: gold
Tho' I should lieixl the Biivkakin kye1

Fort in Virginia.
kink

Trowth, they had muck le for to blame !
Twiut neither broken tt ing nor limb,

in truth

But twa-three d«u|m about the waliie belly

Scarce thro’ the feathers ;
An' Irnitli a yellow Georgb to claim, both guinea

All' thole their blethers ! eiiffvr their idle talk

ft pits me aye as mail’s a hare;
So I can rhyme lior write line mail ; t' ~ ~

But jM-nnyworths again is fair, lit Sir 1st

When time’s ex|iedieirl 
Meanwhile I am, res|s*eted Sir,

Ymir most olied ieiit.

1 In thr war of tlm Amvrhnit Imh |*n.len« r the I Id* having to In Ink. him* If to Aim lira for hi* into
native Amerh nn troupe were known hy the name of 
*• lhi« k-kin«." Ity “ lhi« k*kln k^e* Iturn* |**rh*|* 
nn am» the slaves- tout* iii|ilutliig thr |MM»lhility of

«hv|h al home; or il might inrun Hint hr Innl thoughts 
of turning Mihih-r "Hdriftg th< king, to iim* Id* ^Utt 
w<m I* it hove. The Amerlran war wssovrr by UK» Wine.

ihywn 
* Mine.

r

1
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SONU—O LEAVE NOVELS.
TV*»-" JfandUin* titties'

Tbe lint ami third stanza» id tills son* seem to have liven Improviseil during one of his light 
hearted moods, about the date of the oceupation of Mossglel farm, Mart'll, list. The second and 
fourth stanzas were added for the sixth volume of Johnson a Jfnasnw.-Mauchllnr is a small town 
about a mile from the farm.

O leave Hovel*, ye Maiicliline liellap>,
Ye’re mifer at your M|iiiining-wlieel ;

Such witching book* are baited hooka,
■1 For rakialt rook* like Bub Moaagiel.

Your line Tom .Tone* and ( lrandi*on*, 
They make your youthful fancie* reel ;

They heat your lirain*, and lire your veina, 
And then you’re prey for Hob Moaagiel.

Beware a tongue that'* ajnoothly hung,
A heart that warmly wem* to feel ;

That feeling heart but art* a |iart,—
Ti* rakish art in Hob Moaagiel.

Tlie frank mid lew, the soft eareaa,
Are worse than |aii*oneil darta of ateel,

The frank addle**, and |ailite*ae,
Are all lineiae in Hob Moaagiel.

SONG—THE BELLES OF MATCH LINK.'
TV**—" lltmuir lluiulre. t

III Mauchline tliere dwell* six pro)h i young bellea. 
The pride of the plaia* and it* neighlNiurhood a’; 

Their carriage and lire**, a étranger Would gue**, 
In Lon on or I’aria they’d gotten it a':

1 The matrimonial fates of the "six proper 11'line 
I» lies " of Maurhlliiv, were as follows : Miss (lleh-uI 
Miller was nmrrjdft to llr. Maekrnzle of Maiirlilliie, 
a friend of lliirns*. Miss Marklaml was married to 
a Mr. Klnlay, an ottteer of rxetawMrsI at Tarlsdton 
(where he was ap|Kiliin<d to teach Hums the mysteries 
of gauging and excise book kurptng) and afterwards 
at UreeiitH k. Miss Mniltli was married to Mr. James 
I'amlllsh, an early frleml of the laad's. and to whom 
he addresses a letter In March 17*7, ta-arlng the style 
" Htuilent III rityslc, tllasgow College, " ami opening, 
"My ever dear, old aei|iialntaiiee. " Mr. I 'amlllah, after 
Ids union with the witty Miss Smith. reeeivetUyn up j 
polntment ss a leat her In eon net lion «till I: lmhnr.lt 
t nlverslly, and illetl In lost, leaving behind him six of 
a family, the youngest of whom was hr. I'sndllsh, one 
of the founders and great leaders of the Tree I’hiireh

of Seolluml. Miss Hetty (MHier), sister of the II rat - 
mentionetl' ladle, was married to a Mr. Templeton, 
and died early In life. Miss Morton la-stowed her 
beauty (of whieti she is said to have hail a yoiislder-
aide ...... I her fortune (amounting to tin or sit
hundred pounds entirely under her own tor I roll on 
a Mr. Paterson, a farmer In ilchiltrcc parish. Jean 
Armour "the Jewel" Itérante the wilt of the po*t. 
Mr. Vliambers notes that as late as lsttt three of the 
ladles, Mr». Paterson. Mr*. It nitty, hi -I vix I'amlllsh 
snrvlvetl.

i There are two popular Heoleh airs known under 
this naim : lie- Pol,l stirring tune aiing to H- oil's 
song "To the ls*rds o' t'oiiveulhm (was CTaverhoiiB#
.pok* It:,.I 1 h- mole c fitly II"» It'U tin l1 nil "Il !"
M'Xrll w ye.iny w , filing? It Is to tills latter 
llr that Hums wrote the a hove song.
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Misa Miller is tine, Miss Mnrkland’s divine,
Mias Smith she 1ms wit, mid Miss Betty is braw:

There's beauty and fortune to get with Miss Morton,
But Armour’s the jewel for me o’ them a’.

SONG—WHEN FIRST I CAME TO STEWART KYLE.
® TUNE—" / ha*l a hor*e, / had nae mair* 1

This fragment is entered in the L'oniinon-plaee Hook under date August, 1784. The “ Mauchline 
lady " is doubtless Jean Armour.

When first I came to Stewart Kyle,2 
My mind it was im sternly ;

Where’er I gaeil, where’er I rade, *«ut rude
A mistress still I Imd aye:

But when l came rulin' by Mauchline town,
Not dreadin’ any body,

My heart was caught before I thought, 
j And by a Mauchline lady.

EPITAPH-ON A NOISY POLEMIC.
■lame. Humphrey, a Jobbing new*, a village oracle la matter» of dis-trinc, was till euliji-i'l of this 

rallier weak ifTsaioii. lie .urvived till 1M4, hating reached the age of Ml. In III. laller tin), lie 
wa. the reeipieiil of many an ahmcgtft, through .tatlng w ith pride that he wa« lluru.'a " hleth ring 
bitch."

Below tliir statics lie .laillie's Italics : the*j •lone.
O Death, it’s my o|iinion,

Thun ne’er tisik such a lileth'ring b-tch babbling
Into thy dark dominion !

EPITAPH ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY HgUIRE
As father Ailiiin first was foul'd,

A case lliat’s still list coiiinioii—
Here lies a man a woman nil'll,

The devil r»l'd the woman,

BPIOKAM ON THE SAID OCCASION.
t

O death, lindst thon Inti w|«tred his life 
Whom we, this day, lament!

We freely w ad exchang'd the wife, would (have)
Ami a’ liecn weel content.

i This la the title of ihi old »ong of which Hum. » [ * Stewart Kyle la that part uf Kyle lying between
worde are in aome measure a parody. tbe river» Irvine end Ayr.
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Ev’u as he is, cauld in his graff, 
The swap we yet will do’t : 

Tak thou the cnrliu's carcase olt', 
Thou’ae get the saul o’ boot.

2*1

grave ‘ 

exchange

scolding old woman 
to I wot

ANOTHER.
Till» slid the two Immediately preceding epigram» were aimed st t'anipliell u( Netherplace, Miineli- 

line, ami Ilia wife. They were |nilillaliuil In the Aral Million of Hume» |aieiiia, lint were withdrawn 
from «ulieequeiit -me». They eaii |-»ln uu -me now, ami are here given aa euriositth, lliuugh llieir 
merit la nut great.

(hie Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell,
When deprived of her huslmnd she loved so well,
In respect for the love and affection he’d show’ll her 
She reduc'd him to dust, and slip drank off the powder.

‘ « But Queen Netherphtee, of a ilifferent complexion,
When call’d on to order the fun’ral direction,
Would have eat lier -lead lord, on a slender pretence,
Not to show her res|>ect, but to save life exjielise.

ON TAM THE CHAPMAN.1

As Tam the Chapman on a day 
Wi’ Death forgather'd by the way,
Wecl pleas’ll, he greets a wight site famous, 
And Death was line less pleas’d wi' Thomas, 
Whn cheerfully lays down tile |mek,
And there blaws up a hearty crack :
His social, friendly, honest heart V
Sac tickled Death, they couldnn part : \
Sac, after viewing knives and garters, \ 
Death takes him haine to gie him <|uarters. )

eoiiverantiou

1
EPIGRAMMATIC LINES TO .1. RANKINE.

Ac day, aa Dentil, that gruesome carl, . ou»
Was ilyiving to the tither war!’ Ailier world
A mixtie-maxtie motley wpind, uilaeathimiuiia
And luoiiy a guilt-lies|Kitted lad ;
Black go_wns of each denomination,
And thieves of every rank anil station,

1 These verse», singularly enough, were lint given 
to the world liy William I’nhhett In III» JVnffnrfw. 
I'-ihliett bée*me a«|iialnteil with Ihe subject of them 
when the latter waa In Ilia old day» and resident In 

VOI- I.

laiiidon. He wa» name-1 Thomas Kennedy, an early 
friend of the poet's, and, at the time the r|dtaph wa» 
written, a traveller for a mercantile Itouae, heure Ills 
appellation of 11 chapstas."

16

Hi
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From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wholes in a halter:
A sham’d himself to see the wretches,
He mutters, glow’rin’ at the bitches,
“ By G-d, I’ll not be seen beliint them, 
Nor ’mang the sp’ritiuil core |)resent them, 
Without at least ae honest man,
To grace this d----- d infernal clan.”
By Adamhill a glance he threw,

L—d G-d!” quoth he, “ I have it now, 
There’s just the man I want, i’ faith,”
And quickl/stoppit Ranking» breath.

LINKS TO JOHN RANK INK.1
WRITTEN WITH THE Sl’PPUSEP VIEW OF BEINU KOKWARHKH AFTER THE POET’S hKATII.

He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dead,
And a given grassy hillock hides his head ;
Alas ! ala* ! an awful change indeed.

wriggle*

■taring

oori*

one

MAN WAS M*ADE TO MOURN.1
A 111*01.

There U an old poem, railed " The Life and Age of Mail - of which hum*, In a let er to Mrs. Dunlop, 
•ays. “ ! ha«l an old grand-oncle with who* my mother Uved a while In her girlish yean: the gt**! old 
man, for eueli he was, was long blind before he died, during wlileh time Id* highest enjoyment ww* 
to sit down and ery, while my mother would sing the simple old song of the * Life and Age of Mali. " 
Tlda poem was evidently running In Huma s remüactkm when he wrote Man was made to Mourn. 
It opens thus

Vpmi the elklveil h under year 
Of U«*l and Mly thrw,

Fra* I hriel «U bora, that imught us «tear,
Ae writlllire l« *t irtr ;

On January the sixteenth «lay,
A* I dl«l He alone.

With many * *l*h ami s»H did my,
Ah ! Mam is mods i»> MtUtm.

When chill November’s surly Must 
Made fluids and forests bare;

One ev’ning, as 1 wander’d forth 
Along the banks of Ayr,

1 spied a whose aged step 
Seem’d weary, worn with care ;

Hi* face was furrow’d o’er with years, 
And hoary was hi* hair.,

i In reference to the subject of these .ml the pre- 
ceiling lines see “ Epistle to John Kankliié,” p. ill 

• The sIhivc dirge Is entered Into the poets first 
foninioii-plece Book (April 1783—Oct. 17S6) under

dste of August, 17S6. It Is there called a "Song 
(Tune— Peggy Been). It Is utmost needlcila toss) 
that the poem I» now never (If It ever was) sung to 
tills or to any other tune.
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“ Young stranger, whither wand’rvat thou I”
Began the reverend sage ;

“ Does thirst of wenltli thy step constrain,
Or youthful pleasure’s rage I 

Or Imply, press'd with cares and woes,
Too soon thou hast began 

To wander forth, with me, to mourn 
The miseries of man.

*• The sun that overhangs you moors,1 
Out-spreading far and wide,

Where hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordliug’a pride:*

I’ve seen yon weary winter sun 
Twice forty times return ;

And ev’ry time ha* added proofs,
That man was made to mourn.

“O nmu ! while in thy early years,
How prodigal of time !

Mi*t|*nding all thy precious hours,
Thy glorious youthful prime !

Alternate follies take the sway ;
Licentious laissions burn; *

Which tenfold force gives nature’s law,
That man was made to mourn.

“ I/sik not alone on youthful prime,
I Or manhood's active might ;

Man then is useful to his kind,
Siip|s>rted is his right :

But see him on the edge of life,
With cares ami sorrows worn,

Then age and want—Oh ! ill-match’d |wir—
Show man was made to mourn.

“ A few seem favourites of fate,
In pleasure’s1 lap caress'd ;

Yet, think not all the rich and great 
Are likewise truly blest.

But, oh ! what crowds in ev’ry land,
All wretched and forlorn;4 

Thru’ weary life this lesson learn,
That inau was made to mourn.

“ Many and sharp the num’roua ills1 
* Inwoven with our frame!

I In the poet i r«mmon-place book the following variations occur:—
« •• To wants sml sorrows turn."
»" Many the Uls that Nature's hand 

Has woven," Ac.

1 * Toe ran that hangs eVr Csrrkk moors." 
1 “Tlw lonlly Vaesllie iefck." w 
* " Kurt une s."
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More pointed still we make ourselves 
1 {egret, remonte, and shame !

And man, whose heaven-erected face 
The smiles of love adorn,

Man’s inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn !

“See yonder jioor o’erlaboured wight,
So abject, mean, and vile,

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil ;

And see his lordly fellow-worm1 
The |tool* (M'tition spurn,

Unmindful, tho’ a weeping wife * 

And helpless offspring mourn.

“ If I'm design'll yon lordling's slave,— 
By nature’s law2 designed,

Why was an independent wish 
E'er planted in my mind I 

If not, why mu I subject to 
His cruelty and scorn I 

Or why has man the will and |siwer 
T<> make his fellow mourn I

“ Yet, let not this too much, my son,
I Disturb thy youthful breast :

'Kgs (.al liai view of human kind 
Is surely not the last !

The poor, oppressed, honest man, 
lliul never, sure, been Ixirn,

Hail there not I wen some recoin (w use 
To comfort those that luourn !

“O death ! the |nxir man’s dearest friend, 
The kindest and the best !

Welcome the hour uiy aged lilnlw 
Are laid with thee at rest!

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow, 
From pomp and pleasure torn ;

(till i»li • n III,.»! relief to those

[l7M.

’I^tt weary-I41rn, mourn

I " Several of Ihe p s-nu were produced for the pur 
|NW nf lirlnglng forward aomr favourite aetilliiieiit of 
I lie author. He Hard lo remark lu me, I hat he innld 
hot i-iHH-elve a more mortify In* picture of human life 
than a man aveklns work. In reeling alanil In Ida 
mind how the ernllmrnt ml*hl lie lirons lit forward. 
Ihe idea) * Man waa made to Mourn,' waa rum pi wed."

-OII.HKKT lu UNS.
• "Hand, for "law," la the reading given In the 

Imet'a I'oinuion place llook.

• “In 'Man waa luaile to Mourn, whatever might 
lie Ihe casual Idea that art the |airt |o work, II la 1 oil 
too evident that lie wrote from Ihe hahlliial ferlliiga 
of Ida own Imaom. Tile Indlgnallon with which lie 
tliniuvh life innteniplaUil Uie lnei|iialit) of hiuiian 
condition, and particularly ami who aliall ■«> with 
alieolilte Injllallce* Ihe coulraat lad ween Ida own
worldly rlrruniataiirra and inlrllect ual rank,a aaiirtrr
more lillterly nor nmn- loftily expensed Ilian In wane
of theae ataiuuu. J. If. hrilltn.
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THE TWA HERDS, or THE HOLY TUILZIE.1

rhe Untl of my poetlv i-lf*j>thig that miw tin- light w#» a liiirlcwnie lameiitatiuu on * <|iianrl lie- * 
twren two reverend Calvinists, luth of them dranmtu prrroiur In my • Holy Kalr. 1 hail a notion 
myself that the piece hail some merit ; lint to prevent the worst 1 gave a copy of It to a friend who 
was very fond of such things, and told hlm 1 could not guess who was the author of It, hut that I 
thought It pretty clever. With a certain description of the clergy, as well as laity It met with a roar 
of applause."-Bruns's Autuiiiouhaviiivai. Lkttkii to Ur. Moor*. -The title, It may lie us wi ll to 
remark means "The two nhrpkenla, or the holy hrewl."

Illurkhnula, with reason, wlikv.1 wits alihot, 
hut foul with foul is Imrlioroiu civil war.—I'ore.

0 ft’ ye pious godly Hooka.
Weed fed on | maturea orthodox,
WIir now will keep you fine the fox,

, Or worrying tyke»,
Or whit will tent the waifa and crock*,

AI amt the dyke») *

The twa beet herd» in a’ (lie waat,
That e’er gae go*|ud horn a hlaat 
These five ami twenty simmer» past,

O! diml to tell,
Hite had a bitter black out-ciwt

Atween thenuuT.

tend til«| vww 
built fvliwrt

shepherds
gave

sorrow
« | Hit l i t'I

O Mootlie, mau, and wordy Ituandl,
How could you raise ao vile a Imatle,
Ye’ll see how New-Light herd* will whiatle, 

And think it fine!
The I,uni'* cause ne’er gat sic a twist le,

Sin’ I hue mill’.

worthy

gut such a twist 
have recollect ion

1 At the time at which the “ Twa Herds " was com- 
f*wd protiably almiit the etui of I7M to use the 
words of Hums, •' fadcudral divinity was putting the 
• oiintry half mad. The fwrtles in the controversy 
then carried on rt*gardliig the roni|*ratlva efficacy of 
faith and works, were designated hy the names of Uhl 
and New Light. Hums, purtly from education, and 
from Ids connect Ion with Uavin Hamilton, who t«a»k 
a |irondneiit fiart In the controversy, and who, from 
certain singularities In walk and conversation, had 
drawn ii|»oti hlmaelf the anathema of Ills |«rhdi 
mlnlater Mr. Aitld. one of the leaders of the U|«l Light 
party, and partly. It may he sup|N«ed, from still 
smarting under the “rebuke " of the same reverend 
divine, attached himself with all the recklessness of 
n iiartisaii to the party of New Light controversialists. 
A iiersonal <|uam*l ladwevti Mr. Missile, minister of 
Klccartoii, and Mr. Russell, minister of the High 
4'hiirch, Kilmarnock, both enjoying the lieneltt of the 
<Md Light. atTonled t«*i favoiiralde an opportunity for 
the etervlee of his talent for satin* In which lie had 
already dlacovered the secret of his power to lie 
allowed to esca|ie. Tlie biographers of Hums, how
ever, differ In their statements of the ground of con

troversy which résulte^ III the i|itarrvl celebrated ill 
the ‘‘Tjmjh rds. lavkhart represents It a* proceed- 
lug fnimamUiindcrstandlng concerning |hii Uli Imiind- 
mles; and as taking place In the presbytery in open 
court, to which the announcement of the discussion 
had drawn a multitude of the country | ample, and 
Hum» among the reet. Allan t'uiinlnghani. on the 
other hand, represents the <|iiairel as havinil taken 
pla« e, lu conseiltience of a coiitniversy on “ effectual 
calling, ' in which the faillies engaged on their way 
home from the Monday sermon of a sacrament ; and 
minutely details the fanilciilars of the «|iiarrel. The 
matter Is of no great t oman item a. The ninth itailiu 
of the |NH*IU seems to Incline the weight of evidence 
In favour of the first account. Had the parties I men 
really guilty of coming to blows, as lias even hinted, „ 
all mention of such a circumstance would scarce have 
been omitted from the poem presenting, as It would 
have done, so much tinanler a mark for the shafts of 
the |*H*l's satire.

It may Iw added to all this, that the law of church 
lutfainagc also formed a fruitful subject of discussion 
and dissension among the old and New Light contro
versialists.
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O, airs! whae’er wad hae expeckit 
Your duty ye wail aae negleckit.
Ye wha were ne'er by lainla respeckit.

To wear the plaid.
Hut by the brutea themselves eleckit.

To be their guide.

What flock wi’ Moodie’a flock could rank, 
Sae hale and hearty every «hank !
Nae poison'd sour Artninian «tank,

, He let tlleln Unie.
Krae Calvin’* well, aye clear, they drank.

O sic a feast !

'Hie tlmminart, wil’-cat, bnick and tod. r*- 
Weel kenn’d hi* voice thro* a’ the wood.
He Kinelt their ilka hole and rued,

llaith out and ill,
And wevl he lik’d to *hed tlieir lduid.

And sell tlieir skin.

What lierd like HimhcII tell’d hi* tale ?
Hi* voice was heard thro* muir ami dale. 
He kenil’d the laird’* sheep, ilka tail.

O’er a’ the height.
And *aw gin they were eick or liale.

At the 6ml eight.I
He tine a mangy sheep could scrub.

1 Or nobly fling the gospel dull.
And New-Light herd* could nicely druli. 

Or |wy tlieir »kin. 
Could shake them o’er the hurning dub;

t Ir heave them in.

Sic twa— O! do I live to arvT —
Hie famuli* twa *hould dinagreet,
Alt’ name*, like “villain, hypocrite," “

Ilk ither gi’en.
While New-Light henl* wi’ laughin’ »|"ite,

1 Say neither* bein'!

A’ ye wha tent the go*|*d fanhl.
There’* Duncan,1 deep, and I‘eel des,1 aliaul. 
Hut chiefly thou, apostle A old,1

We trust in thee.
Hint thou wilt work them, het ami cauhl.

Till tliey agree.

[list.

•wU here 
nonU (lute) «.

an*

mi

* Pi tiihnl thin un iutn1~1rr P~htT~~~1'* | “ IMj ra* wl IW "tilrt* tl*»,M *b 4* *tber
1 Bet. William IVellle», of Newton upoo-Ayr. He I revert ltd zenllrmm lure naate.1 *ee ntde. there 

we. given |.i it-ne limiting, anti ftgnrei l*ith In the | » llev. William Anld. a.inMev *d Uanthllne.
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( on*icier, sir*, how we're beset,
There’s scarce a new herd that we get,
Uut cornea frae 'uiaug tliat cursed net, f,„m---- rI

I winua naiuv : will not
I hope frae lieav’n to see them yet

lu fiery flame. *

Dalryiuple1 has been Ling our fae, *«
M'OUÏ* has wrought us meikle wae,
And that curs'd rascal ca’d Mt^ihae,1 called

And baithUlie Slut wig*
1 liât aft hae made us black and blae, blue

Wf vengefu’ paw*.

Auld Wodrow1 lang has hatch'd mischief,
We thought aye death wad bring relief, 
llut be has gotten, to our grief,

A ne to succeed hiui,
A chiel w ha’ll soundly huff our beef; fellow tins* u. ^

I meikle dread him.

And uiony a aue that I could tell,
Wha fain would ojienly rebel,
Forby turn-coats ainang ourseT, iwaidea

Tliere’s Smith* for ane,
I doubt he's but a grey-nick quiU,'

And that ye'lffiu'.

O! a* ye flocks, o'er a’ the hills, 
lty mosses, meadow*, moors, and fell*.
Come join your counsel and your skill*.

To cowe the laird*, terrify
And get the brutes the |*iwer themselves,

To choose their herd*.

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance,
And Learning in a woody dance, imiter
And that fell cur end Common Sense,*

Tliat bites sae *air, «> «ore
He Isinish'il o'er the sea to France :

Lt him bark there.

Tlien Shaw’s and Dalryiuple’* eloquence,
M‘Gill's clisie nervous excellence,

1 Itev. Hr. Hairy mplc. line Ilf the minutera of Ayr, 
liy whom the |»iel was lm|*l«ed.

1 Her. William M'lllll..... . -»l Hr. Halryispte.
• Mill later of St. Iflllem.
« Hr. Andrew Shaw of Irahrir. ami Hr. Harld Shaw 

of Voylton.
* llr. I'eler W.alrow of Tarla.lloti Tile seme» 

alluded to In Dili verar waa M Math id the laat «else.

• Her. Mr. Smith of HaUton, one of the tent- 
|irearh«-ra in Hie •• llolyfair: nieiitloncil alao In the 
•• Kir*a Alarm."

' A lead <|iiill. llie nick or spill being yrey and un
even.

• A paniplilel with this signature, written by one 
• d the New l-lght |mrl>, had recently ap|ieareil, and 
attracted some notice.
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M'Quhae’s pathetic manly sense,
And guid M‘Matl>,'

Wi’ Smith, wha thro’ the heart can glance,
May a’ pack aff. ,

HOLY WILLIE’S PRAYER.1

The following argument in the poet's own handwriting is prefixed in the Glenriddell MS., now in 
the Athenæum Library, Liverpool :—44 Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor elder, in the parish 
of Mauchline, and much and justly famed for that polemical chattering, which ends in tippling 
orthodoxy, and for that spiritualized bawdry which refines to liquorish devotion. In g sessional 
process with a gentleman in Mauchline—a Mr. Gavin Hamilton—Holy Willie and his priest, Father 
Auld, after full hearing in the Presbytery of Ayr, came off but second best ; owing partly to the 
oratorical powers of Mr. Rol>ert Aiken, Mr. Hamilton’s counsel ; but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton's 
l>eing one of the most irreproachable and truly respectable^haracters in the county. On losing his 
process, the muse overheard him at his devotions as follows ” :—

O Thou, wha in the heavens does dwell,
Wha, as it pleases best ThyseV, p ^
Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell,

* A* for Thy glory,
And no for ony guid or ill

J They’ve done afore Thee !
I bless and praise Thy matchless might, 
Whan thousands Thou hast left in night, 
That I am here afore Thy sight,

For gifts and grace, 
A burn in’ and a shinin’ light,

To a’ this place.
What was I, or my generation,
That I should get sic exaltation ?
I^jrfha deserve sic just damnation,

For broken laws,

i “ Holy Willie's Prayer," which Sir Walter Scott 
characterizes as “a piece of satire, more exquisitely 
severe than any which Burns afterwards w rote," was 
composed to aid Gavin Éamilton, the poet's friend 
and landlord, in his controversy with the Old Light 
functionaries erf “ Daddie Auld s " session. The dis
pute between Mr. Hamilton and the session seems to 
have originated in a question about the amount of 
poor rates. Both parties assumed high grounds : 
Mr. Hamilton absented himself from church, and the 
session summoned him before them to account for 
his alwence. Other charges were soon added. He 
was accused of setting out on a journey on Sunday 
—of neglecting the duty of family worship—and of< 
writing an abusive letter to the session. When the 
case was brought More the syno<}, Mr. Aiken, a 
gentleman possessed of distinguished elocutional 
powers, appeared for Mr. Hamilton, and that court, 
finding the case brought forward more for the grati
fication of the malicious feelings of individual mem
bers of the session than from any motive of duty,

stopped the proceedings, mid ordered the charges to 
be expunged from the session records. See further 
on this subject note to the poetical Epistle to Gavin 
Hamilton, May 3, 178ti. The hero of this poem, by 
name William Fisher, was a leading member of the 
Mauchline session (which at that time, indeed, con
sisted of but three active mendiera—the Rev. William 
Auld, John Sillars, who afterwards committed suicide, 
and himself), and, in spite of his sanctimonious pre
tensions, wâs rather more inquisitive in the examin
ation of female transgressors than seemed altogether 
decorous to his brethren. He scrupled not, moreover, 
to “get fou " when the liquor did not flow at his own 
.cost; and to crown all, it was alleged, that he made 
free with the money of the poor. “His end,” says 
Allan Cunningham, to whom we are indebted for 
most of these particulars, “ was anything but godly ; 
he drank more than was proper ; and during one of 
his visits to Mauchline, was found dead in a ditch on 
his way to his own house." For “ pilfering the alms 
of the poor " Burns gibbets him in the “Kirk’s Alarm."
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Five thousand years ’fore my creation,
' Thro’ Ada^n’s cause.

When frae my mither’s v/omfiff fell,
Thou might ha’e plungèd mb in hell,
To gnash my gums, to weep and wail,

In burnin’ lakes,
Whare damned devils roar and yell,

Chain’d to their stakes.

Yet I am here, a’chosen sample,
To show Thy grace is great and ample ; 
I’m here a pillar in Thy temple, ‘

Strong as a rock,
A guide, a buckler, au’ example

To a’ Thy flock.

O L—d, thou kens what zeal I bear,
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear, 
And singiu’ there and dancin’ here,

Wi’ great an’ sma’ ; 
For I am keepit by Thy fear,

Free frae them a’.

But yet, O L—d ! confess I must, "
At times I’m fash’d wi’ fleshly lust,
And sometimes too, wi’ warldly trust,

Vile self gets in ;
But Thou remembers we are dust,

Defil’d in sin.

Maybe Thou lets this fleshy thorn 
Buffet Thy servant e’en and morn,
Lest he owre high and proud should turn, 

That he’s sae gifted ;
I f sae, Thy ban’ maun e’effîe borne,

Until thou lift it.

L—d, bless thy chosen in this place,
For here thou hast a chosen race ;
But G-d confound their stubborn face,

And blast their name, 
Wha bring Thy elders to disgrace,

And public shame.

JL—d, mind Gawn Hamilton’s deserts,
He drinks, and swears, and playsiat cartes, 
Yet has sae monie takin’ arts,

Wi’ grit and sma’, 
Frae G-d’s ain priests the people’s hearts 

He steals awa’.
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And whan we chasten’d him therefor,
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore, knoweet riot
As set the warld in a roar

O’laughin at us; y 
Curse thou his basket and his store,

Kail and potatoes.

L—d, hear my earnest cry and prayer .
Against that Presbyt’ry of Ayr ;
Thy Strong right hand, L—d, mak it bare,

Upo’ their heads,
L—d, weigh it down, and dinna spare, do not

i For their misdeeds.

O L—d my G-d, that glib-tongu’d Aiken,
My very heart and saul are quakin’,
To think how we stood groanin’, shakin’,

And swat wi’ dread,
While he wi’ hingin’ lip and snakin’, hanging sneering

Held up his head.

L—d, in the day of vengeance try him,
L—d, visit them wha did employ him,
And pass not in Thy mercy by ’em, ,

Nor hear their prayer;
But for Thy people’s sake destroy ’em,

An’ dinna spare.

But, L—d, remember me and mine 
Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine,
That I for g^fiRind grace may shine, wealth

Excell’d by uane,
And a’ the glory shall be Thine.

Amen, Amen ! j*

EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE.1

Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay 
Taks up its last abode ;

His saul has ta’en some other way,
I fear the left-hand road.

Stop! there he is, as sure’s a gun, 
Poor silly body, see him ;

Nae wonder he’s as black’s the grun,- 
Observe wha’s standing wi’ him !

sorely

ground

i We are inclined to think that some verses of this 
very mediocre composition are amissing. Its author 
did not copy it into the Glenriddell MS. along with

the “ Prayer," and no copy of it in his handwriting Is 
known toexist. It Is highly probable that his maturer 
taste condemned It
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Your brunstane devilship, I see,
Has got him there before ye ; °

brimstone

Bi^t haud your nine-tail'eat a wee,
Till ance ye’ve heard my story.

Your pity I will not implore,

liold little

For pity ye hae nane;
Justice, alas ! has gi’en him o’er,

none

And mercy’s day is gane. •

But hear me, sir, Deil as ye are,

gone

“ Look something to your credit ;
A coof like him would stain your name, fool

If, it were kent ye, did it. known

EPISTLE TO DAVIE,
A BROTHER POET.1

* January [1786],
While winds frae aff Ben Lomond blaw, 
And bar the doors wi’ driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle,
I set me down to pass the time,
And spin a verse or twa o’ rhyme,

In hamely westlin jingle.

i

from off

hang fireplace

n
homely west country

i Davie was David Stllar, whose father at this time 
occupied a farm, called Spittleside, within a mile of 
the village of Tarbolton. Following the recollections 
of Gilbert Bums, the date of the poem is generally 
placed In the year 1784, but it is probable that though 
the poem was forwarded to Sillar in January, 1785, 
the closing stanzas, at any rate, were not added till 
well on in that year, as it is doubtful if Burns had any 
acquaintanceship with “Jean" as early as January, 
1785. His first interview with her seems to have taken 
'“place in April of that year. Sillar himself thus re
cords the maimer of his introduction to the poet. 
“Robert Burns," he says, “was some time in the 
parish of Tarbolton prior to my acquaintance with 
him. His social disposition easily procured him ac
quaintance; but a certain satirical seasoning with 
which he and all other poetical geniuses are in some 
degree influenced, while it set tWrustic circle in a 
roar, was not unaccompanied v/th suspicious fear. 
I recollect hearing his neighbours observe he had a 
great deal to say for himself, and that they suspected 
his principles. He wore the only tied hair in the 
parish ; and In the church, his plaid, which was of a 
particular colour (I think flllemot), he wrapped in a 
peculiar manner round his shoulders. These surmises 
and his exterior made vie solicitous of his acquaint
ance. I was introduced by Gilbert, not only to his 
brother, hut to the whole of that family, where in a 
short time I became a frequent, and I believe not 
unwelcome visitant. After the commencement of my

acquaintance with the bard we frequently met upon 
Sundays at church, when, between sermons, instead 
of going with our friends or lasses to the inn, we often 
took a walk in the flekls. In these walks, I have often 
been struck with his facility In addressing the fair 
sex; and many times when I have been bashfully 
anxious how to express myself, he would have entered 
into conversation with them^with the greatest ease 
and freedom ; and it was generally a death-blow to 
our conversation, however agreeable, to meet a female 
acquaintance."

In order to free himself from country labour, for 
which Île had no liking, Sillar opened a small school 
at Commonside, near Tarbolton, but this not succeed
ing, he commenced business as a grocer in Irvine, to
wards the close of 1783. In 1789, tempted probably by 
the extraordinary success of Burns, he published a 
volume of very mediocre poems at Kilmarnock, which 
proved unsuccessful, and Sillar became bankrupt. He 
afterwards opened a school in Irvine; and applied 
himself assiduously to his profession, insomuch that 
he eventually became one of the principal teachers of 
the place. His whole character, in short, at this period 
underwent a change; and from being careless and 
jovial in his habits, he became diligent and parsimoni
ous. In the course of his lonff life, he thus realized 
considerable property, and held the office of magistrate 
in Irvine for two years. In 1811 a large legacy fell to 
him from a brother, and he abandoned the school. He 
died in May, 1830, in the seventieth year of his age.
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While frosty Winds blaw in .the drift, y ’
Beil to the chimla lug, ^ inwards chimney ear (corner)

I grudge a wee the great folk’s gift, little
That live sae bien an’ snug : bo comfortable

I tent less, and want less heed
Their roomy fireside : , ’ #

But hanker and canker, 4
To see their cursëd pride.

It’s hardly in a body’s power,
To keep, at times, frae being sour,

To see how things are shar’d ; ’ \
How best o’ chiels are whiles in want, fellows sometimes
While coofs on countless thousands rant, fools

And ken na how to wair’t : x)uiow not spend it

But, Davie, lad, ne’er fash your head, trouble „

Tho’ we hae little gear, means

We’re fit to win our daily bread,
As lang’s we’re hale and fier: sound

“ Mair speer na, nor fear na,”1 more ask not
Auld age ne’er mind a feg, . , «« \

The last o’t, the warst o’t,
Is only but to beg. «

To lie in kilns and barns at e’en, *

When banes are craz’d and bluid is thin,
Is, doubtless, great distress !

Yet then content could make us blest ;
Evhi then, sometimes we’d snatch a taste 4

Of truest happiness.
The'honest heart that’s free frae a’ from all

Intended fraud or guile,
However fortune kick the ba’,

Has aye some cause to smile : always

And mind still, you’ll find still, x remember

x A comfort this nae stna’ ; not small

Nae mair then, we’ll care then,
Nae farther can we fa’. foil

What tho’, like commoners )f air,
We wander out, we know not where,

But either house or hal’.J * .without holding
Yet nature’s charms, the hills and woods,
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods,

Are free alike to all.
In kays when daisies deck the ground,

And blackbirds whistle clear,
With honest joy our hearts will bound,

To see the coming year : ; _
i Itamsay.—R. B.
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On braes when we please, then,
We’ll sit an’ sowth a tune;

Syne rhyme till’t; we’ll time till’t, ' 
And sing’t when we hae dyne.1

It’s no in titles nor in rank,
It’s no in wealth lil&.Lon’on bank,

To purchase peace and rest ;
It’s no in makin’ muckle mair : i
It’s no in books ; it’s no in lear, •

To make us truly blest :
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast,
We may be wise, or rich, or great,

But never can be blest ;
Nae treasures, nor pleasures,

Could make us happy hung;
The heart aye’s the part aye 

That makes us right or wrang.

Think ye, that sic as you and I,
Wha drudge and drive thro’ wet and dry, 

Wi’ never-ceasing toil;
Think ye, are we less blest than they,
Wha scarcely tent us in their way,

As hardly worth their while ?
Alas ! how aft in haughty mood,

God’s creatures they oppress !
Or else, neglecting a’ that’s guid,

They riot in excess !.
Baith oarAess, and fearless 

Of either heav’n or hell !
Esteeming, and deeming 

It a’ an idle tale !

Then lei us cheerfu’ acquiesce;
Nor makV our scanty pleasures less,

By pining at our state ;
And, even should misfortunes come,
I, here wha sit, hae met wi’ some,

An’s thankfu’ for them yet.
They gie the wit of age to youth ; y 

They let us ken oursel’:
They make us see the naked truth,

The real gtiid and ill.
Tho’ losses, and crosses,

Be lessons l^ight severe,

.slopes
whistle softly 
then to it

much more 
learning

notice

both

and am

know ourselves

i The epistle “ breathes a noble spirit of indépend
ance and of proud contentment dallying with the hard
ships of its fot, and in the power of manhood regarding

the riches that are out of its reach without a particle 
of envy, and with a haughty scorn. Professor 
Wilson.
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There’s wit there, ye’ll get there, 
Ye’ll find'nae other where.

But tent me, Davie, ace o’ hearts !
(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes, 

And flatt’ry I detest,)
This life-has joys for you and I ;
And Joys that riches ne’er could buy ;

And joys the very best.
There’s a’ the pleasures 6’ the heart,

The lover an’ the frien’; » ' 1
Ye hae your Meg,1 your dearest part,l^ 

And I my darling Jean!
It warms me, it charms me,

To mention but her name :
It heats me, it beets me,

And sets me a’ on flame !

[1786.

heed
would wrong cgrds

kindles

O, all y6 powers who rule above !
O Thou, whose very self art love ! •

Thou know’st my words sincere !
, The life-blood streaming thro’ my heart, ,,

, Or my more dear, immortal part,
Is not more fondly dear !

When heart-corroding care and grief 
Deprive my soul of reàt,

Her dear idea brings relia >
And solace to my breast.

Thou Being, All-seeing,
O hear my fervent pray’r ;

Still take her, and make her,
Thy mrat peculiar care !

All hail, ye tender feelings deal- !
The smile of love, the friendly tear,

The sympathetic glow ;
Long since, this world’s thorny ways ‘ >
Had numbered out my weary days,

Had it not been for you !
Fate still has bless’d me with a friend,

In every care and ill ;
And oft a more endearing band,

A tie more tender still.
It lightens, it brightens,

The tenebrific scene,
To meet with, and greet with 

My Davie or my Jean.

i Robert Chambers tells us that "Meg," at this 1 Qrr, who had the charge of the children of Mrs 
time Slllar’s sweetheart, was “ a lass named Margaret 1 Stewart of Stair."

X
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0, how that name inspires my style !
, . The words come skelpin, rank and file, tripping

almost* ' •* Amaist before I ken !
The ready me^siye rins as fine,
As Phoebus and the famous Niue

run.

Were glowrin’ owre ray pen. staring
My spaviet Pegasus will limp, siiavinetl

. Till ance he’s fairly ket ; once hot
And then he’ll hilch, and atilt, and jimp, liait limp jump

An’ rin an unco fit : run at a great pace
But lest then, the beast then,

Should rue this hasty ride,
I’ll light now, and dight now 

( His sweaty wizen’d hide. *
wipe

DEATH AND DE. HORNBOOK.
A TRUE STORY.

“ * Death and Dr. Hornbook,' though not published in the Kilmarnock edition, was produced early 
in tile year 1785. [John WilsonJ.the schoolmaster of Tarbolton parish, to eke up the scanty .sub
sistence allowed to that useful class of men, had set up a shoji of grocery goods. Having accidentally 
fallen in with some medical books, and become most hobby-liorsically .attached to the study of 
medicine, he had added the sale of a few medicines to his little trade. He had got a shop-bill 
printed, at the bottom of which, overlooking his own incapacity, he had advertised, that advice 
would be given in 1 common disorders at the shop gratis.’ Robert was at a mason-meeting in 
Tarbolton, when the dominie unfortunately made too ostentatfcus a dismay of his medical skill.
As he parted in the evening from this mixture of pedantry and physic, at the place where he 
describes his meeting with Death, one of those floating Ideas of apparition he mentions in his letter 
to Dr. Moore, crossed his mind : this set him to work for the rest of his way home. These circum
stances he related, when he repeated the verses to me next aftemoon'As I was holding the plough, 
and he was letting the water off the field beside me."—Gilbert Burns.

t i .' Some books are lies frae end to end, , from
And some great lies were never penn’d,
Ev’n ministers, they liae been kenn’d, have been known

• In holy rapture,
A rousing whid at times to vend,1 * lie

And nail’t wi’ scripture.

But this that I am gaun to tell, going
Which lately on a night befell,
Is just as true’s the Deil’s in h—11

Or Dublin city :2 
That e’er he nearer comes oursel’

’Sa muckle pity. great

12nd edit., "Great lies and nonsense baith to vend." 
iThls reference to the presence of "the Dell" in 

Dublin dty is generally left without any attempt at 
explanation. But in Alexander Smith's edition of 
Bumi/fthe “Globe ’’), at page 684 occurs the following 
note, which may be taken for what It is worth " Mr.

Robert Wright, in his LMe of Major-General James 
Wolfe, states that • Hell ' As the name given to the 
arched passage in Dublin wnbch led into the area on 
the south side of CKHst..Church, and east of the lew 
courts. A representation of the devil, carved in oak, 
stood above the entrance." \

(
V
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The clachan yill had made canty,
I ,was lia fou, but just had plenty;
I stacher’d why les, but yet took tent aye 

. To free the ditches ;
An’ hillocks, stanes, an’ bushes, kenn’d aye 

» Frae ghaists an’ witches.

The rising moon began to glower 
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre^
To count her horns, wi’ à’ my power,

I set mysel’;
But whether she had three or four,

1 I cou’d na tell.1 ,

I was come round about the hill,
And toddlin’ down on Willie’s mill,2 
Setting my staff wi’ a’ my skill,

To keep me sicker : ■ 
Tho’ leeward whyles, against my will,

I took a bicker.

I there wi’ Something did forgather,
That put me in an eerie/swither ;
An awfu’ scythe, out-ovjre ae shouther,

S
gling, hang;
r

a an’ lang.

' [1786.

village ale lively 
uot tipsy

staggered sometimes heed •

from ghosts

steady

short race

meet
dread
over one shoulder 

Ash-spear

Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa, . ^
The queerest shape that e’er I saw,
For fient a wame it had ava ! deuce a belly at all

{ And then, its shanks,
They, were as thin, as sharp an’ sma’

As cheeks o’ branks. wooden cheek-pieces of a brittle

“ Guid e’en,” quo’ I ; “ Friend ! liae ye been raawin’, mowing 
When ither folk are busy Rawin’?”3 
It seem’d to mak a kind o’ stan’,

But naethiug spak :

i “ His brother can set me right, if I am mistaken, 
when I express a belief, that, at the time when he 
wrote his story of ‘ Death and Dr. Horofook,’ he had 
very rarely been intoxicated, or, perhaps, even much 
exhilarated by liquor. Yet how happily docs he lead 
his reader into that track of sensations! and with 
what lively humour does he describe the disorder of 
his senses and the confusion of his understanding put 
to test, by a deliberate attempt to count the horns of 
the moon—

But whether she had three or four,
He cou d na tell.

Behold, a sudden apparition disperses this disorder, 
and In a moment chills him into possession of him
self ! Coming upon no more important mission than

the grisly phantom was charged with, what mode of 
introduction could have been more efficient and ap
propriate T“—Wordsworth.

*Tarbolton Mill, on the Faile, close to Tarbolton 
village, and on the road to Mossgiel ; called “ Willie's 
Mill," because then occupied by William Muir, a 
friend of the Bums family, and a neighbour while they 
resided at Lochlea.

» This rencounter happened in seed-time, 1785.—
R. B.---- VThe humour of Burns was original ami
successful. He had a strong propensity to view 
under a ludicrous aspect subjects which he thought 
zeal or superstition had invested with unnecessary 
or questionable sanctity. When beating for game, 
he delighted to push to the very confines of propriety,
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At length, says I, “ Friend, whare ye garni?
Will ye go back?”

It spak right liowe,—“ My name is Death, 
But be na fley’d.”—Qu&h I, “ Ouid faith, 
Ye’re maybe come to stap my bfeath;

But tent me, billie :
I red ye weel, tak care o’ skaith,

See, there’s a gully ! ”

“Gudeman,” quo’ he, up your whittle, 
I’m no design’d to try its mettle ;
But if I did, I wad be kittle ;1

To be mislear’d,
I wad na mind it, no that spittle

Out-owre my beard.

“ Weel, weel !” says I, “ a bargain be’t;
Come, gie’s your hand, an’ sae we’re gree’t ; 
WejH ease our shanks an’ tak a seat.

B Come, gie’s your news !
This while ye liae been mony a gate

At riiony a house.”2

“ Ay, ay ! ” quo’ he, an’ shook his head,
“ It’s e’en a lang, lang time indeed '
Sin’ I began to nick the thread,

An’ choke the breath : 
Folk maun do something for they- bread,

An’ sae maun Death.

“ Sax thousand years are nearhand fled 
Sin’ I was to the hutching bred,
An’ mony a scheme in vain’s been laid,

To stap or scaur me ;
Till ane Hornbook’s3 ta’en up the trade,

An’, faith, he’ll waur me.,

“Ye ken Jock Hornbook i’ the clachan,

245

where are y outgoing

heed brother 
counsel harm 
large knife

would be dangerous 
mischievous

agreed

for some time back road

butchering 

stop scare* 

defeat

know village
Deil mak’ his king’s-liood4 in a spleuchan ! stomach into a tobacco-pouch

and to sport on the debatable line between sacred 
and profane.' He was indeed scarcely excelled by 
Lucian himself, in that species of humour which is 
produced by debasing objects of the most serious and 
solemn magnitude, to the level of easy and indifferent 
familiarity. In the verses on Dr.' Hornbook, where 
the poet relates his interview and social chat with 
Death, whose bony figure is drawn with equal drollery 
and correctness, how is the scythe of that dreaded 
being stript of its terror, when it only serves to 
suggest this homely and neighbourly address!"— 
Professor Walker.

1 We adopt Dr. Hately Waddell’s punctuation here. 
The original editions read “kittle to be mislear’d," 

VOL. I.

which is very difficult to explain, though it might 
perhaps mean “ would be dangerous (were I) to be mis
chievous," or “ would be apt to be mischievous."

2Ari epidemical fever was then raging in thatcountry. 
—R. B.

8 Tliis gentlemen, Dr. Hornbook, is, professionally, 
a brother of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, 
by intuition and inspiration, is at once an Apothecary, 
Surgeon, and Physician.—R. B.

« King’8-hood. “ The second of the four stomachs in 
ruminating animals ; the Reticulum, honey-comb or 
bonnet, from its supposed resemblance to some 
puckered head-dress formerly worn by persons of 
rank." -Jamieson.

16
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He’s grown sae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan1 
An’ ither chaps, , 

The weans baud out their fingers laughin 
And pouk my hips.

children
pluck

“ See, here’s a scythe,*and there’s a dart, 
They.hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart;
But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art, ue 

And cursed ski^
Has made them baith no worth a

Damn’d haet they’ll kill.

“ ’Twas but yestreen, nae farther'gaen,
I threw a noble throw at ane ; . I
Wi’ less, I’m sure, I’vo hundreds slain

‘ But deil-ma-care !
It just play’d dirl on the bane,

But did nae -mair

.particle

last night gone

thud 
no more

' >/
“ Hornbook%as by, wi’ ready art,
And had sae fortified the part,
That when I looked to my dart,

It was sae blunt 
Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart 

Of a kail-runt.
deuce a bit 
a de wort stem

“ I drew my scythe in sic a fury,
I nearhand cowpit wi’ my hurry,
But yet the bauld apothecary

Withstood the shock; 
I might as weel hae tried a quarry

O’ hard whin rock.

nearly tumbled over

“ And then a’ doctors’ saws and whittles, 
Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles,
A’ kinds o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles,

He’s sure to hae ;
Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C.

knive.

“ Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees ; 
True sal-marinum o’ the seas ;
The farina of beans and pease,

He has’t in plenty ; 
Aqua-fontis, what you please,

He can content ye.

/
“ Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
Urinus spiritus of capons;

ixisideH

i Buchan's Domestic Median*.—R. B.
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Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 
Distill’d per se; • 

Sal-alkali o’ midge-tifil-clippings,
^ And mouy mae.”

“ Wae’s me for Johnny Ged’s1 Hole now,”
Quo’ I, “ if that thae udws be true !
His braw calf-ward 2 whare gowans grew,

Sae white and bonnie, 
Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew ;

They’ll ruin Johnny !”

The creature grain’d an eldritch laugh*
And says, “Ye need ua yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyards will soon be till’d eneugh,

Tak ye nae fear : C*
They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ mony a sheugh 

In trça-three year.

“ Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae-deatli, ^ 
By loss o’ blood or want o’ breath,
This night I’m free to tak.my aith, . I 

That Horiibook’s skill 
Has clad a score i’ their last claith,

By drap and pill., *- f'
“ An honest wabster. to his trade,
Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel bred, 
Gat tippence-worth to mend her head,

When it was i
The wife slade cannie to her bed,

But ne’er spak rnTiir.

24?

many more

those
calf paddock daisies *

plough

groaned elvish

furrow

death in bod

weaver 
fists

slid quietly

“ A countra laird had fa’en the batts,
Or some curmurring.yi his guts,
His only son for Hornbook sets,

An’ pays him well. 
The lad, for twa guid ghnmer pets,

Was laird himsel’.

“ That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way ; 
Thus goes he on from day to day,
Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay, j

An’s weel paid for*t ; 
Yet stops me o’ my lawfii’ prey,

Wi’ his damn’d dirt.

landowner
rumbling

young eu es

liotts

sample

1 The grave-digger.—R. B.
a A small Inclosure for calves ; here applied to the 

churchyard, itr which calves may have sometimes been

» •

pastured. It used to be by no means uncommoiytfo 
see the minister’s cattle feeding in country church
yards.
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“ But, hark ! I’ll tell you of a plot,
Tho’ dinna ye be speaking o’t;
I’ll nail the self-conceited sot,

- • As dead’s a herviu’:
Niest time we meet, I’ll wad a groat,

He gets' his fairin’ ! ”

But just as he began to tell,
The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 
Some wee short hour ayont the twal,

Which rais’d us baith : 
I took the way that pleas’d mysel’,

And sae did Death.1

c [1780.

do not

next hot

beyond twelve

i This satire led to the removal of John Wilson, the 
prototype of Dr. Hornbook, to Glasgow, where he 
continued his old profession of schoolmaster. “ He 
first taught in the High Street, having succeeded 
there to a school kept, we lielieve, by Mr. Meikleham, 
before that gentleman obtained the professorship of 
natural philosophy in the University of Glasgow. He 
afterwards (somewhere about the year 1807) was for
tunate enough to be elected session-clerk to the Gor- 
bals, which office he held up to the period of his death 
in 1839. At the time when Dr. Hurnlxiok obtained the 
session-clerkship, the Gorhals formed but a small 
suburb of Glasgow, with a population of perhaps 
eight or ten thousand. It has since then—in a period 
of alHiut thirty years (1846)—increased with a rapidity 
scarcely to be equalled even in the New World, and 
now forms a large and important section of the 
western metropolis, with a population of some seventy 
or eighty thousand souls. The emoluments of a Gor
hals session • clerk in Wilson’s time were entirely 
dependent on the registration of births and mar
riages, and great, therefore, was his good fortune in 
obtaining a situation where births and marriages 
were so marvellously on the increase. The office, in 
s’hort, which in 1807 only produced a moderate in
come, speedily rose to l>e a lucrative one, and was 
every year, while Wilson retained it, on the increase.

“ In connection with his session-clerkship, Wilson 
kept a school in the Gorhals, where he taught the 
common branches of education. The writer of this 
note had the—shall we say honour, or felicity, or 
both?-«)f being taught to write and cast accounts by 
the far-famed Dr. Homliook. He was, as we remember 
him, a decent, dumpy elderly gentleman, dressed in 
black, with just enough of corpulency to give him ‘ a 
presence,’ and a pair of stout little legs, inclined to 
the crooked, the attractions of which were fully 
developed .through the medium of black tights and 
black silk stockings. He wore a brown wig, took 
snuff largely, and had a look of great complacency. 
He was a good teacher, and in general of easy temper, 
though subject to gusts of passion. He was extremely 
partial to the girls in the school, and often for days 
devoted almost exclusively his attention to them, 
much to the satisfaction of the l>oys. In arithmetic, 
decimals were his bobby; fractions he despised : every
thing should be done by decimals. In decimals he

felt that his strength lay. After succeeding in solving 
an intricate account, he would take a large snuff, and, 
with a soft sigh, say, ‘ There !— I’m thinking that would 
fash twa-three on the ither side o’ the water that keep 
up grand academies ! ’ Self-complacency, indeed- 
for it scarcely amounted to self-conceit—was his most 
prominent failing. Everything in his school was the 
t>est, and his way of doing everything was the liest. 
This failing was aggravated by his parsimony, of which 
he got the name. H is scholars must all buy their paper 
and pens from him :—there were no copy-books at all 
to be compared to Ait copy-tiouks—no quills ever to 
be mentioned in the same breath with Ai* pinions ! If 
a scholar ventured to bring quills of his own from his 
father’s counting-house, with what gusto did he split 
them up and hew them down, muttering Ml the while,
1 Trash ! Trash 1 ’

“ The self-complacency of the Gorhals session-clerk 
we can very well lielieve to have been just a modifica
tion, brought aliout by years, of the self-conceit of the 
Tarliolton dominie which provoked the satire of Bums. 
Wilson has lieen heard to say, ‘ I have often wondered 
what set Roliert Bums upon me, for we were aye on 
the best of terms.’ But with all its severity, the satire 
is levelled only at the presumption of Wilson in affect
ing a knowledge of medicine, and it is quite possible 
that the poet might laughaj, that, and yet hold the 
dominie in considerajilfr-tfleem. , .

“The boys intttrtchool knew that people called tlLir 
master ‘ Dr. Hornbook,’ although they did not vfcry 
well understand the reason. On one occasion only 
did we hear the name used in his presence. He had 
come behlyd a lwy who was trifling, and pulled hk 
ears. The lioy, a resolute and stuhtiom one, turned1 
about, and said, * What’s that for, you—you—Doctor 
Hornbook ! t" Upon which Homliook struck him a 
blow on the head with a ruler, so violent that the boy - 
fell insensible on the floor. He speedily recovered, ( 
but from that day never returned to the school."— 
Alexander Whitklaw.

‘ ‘The true story of ‘Death and Dr. Homliook’has only 
recently been made known on the reputed authority 
of Thomas Borland, a member of the Bachelor's Club, 
who was present on the occasion which gave it birth; 
it was a Mutual Improvement Society, founded by 
Bums—its first chairman and ruling spirit—meeting 
monthly for reading essays and debating thereon. The
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\ EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPEAIK,1

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD.

^ April 1st, 1785.

“The ‘Epistle to Lafinjk ' was produced exactly on the occasion described by the author. He says 
in that poem, ‘ On Fasten-e'eu we had a rockin'.' I believe he has omitted the word rocking in tile 
glossary. It is a term derived from those primitive times, when the countrywomen employed their 
spare hours in spinning on the rock or distaff. This simple implement is a very portable one arid 
well fitted to the social inclination of meeting in a neighbour's house ; hence the phrase of guing 
a-rocking, or with the rock. As the connection the phrase had with the implement was forgotten 
when the rock gave place to the spinning-wheel, the phrase came to be used by both sexes on social 
occasions, and men talked of going with their rocks as* well as women. It was at one of these • 
rockings at our house, when we had twelve or fifteen young people with their rocks, |liat Lapraik's 
song beginning ‘ When I upon thy bosom lean,' was sung, and we were informed who was the author. 
Upon this Robert wrote his flrst epistle to Lapraik, and his second in reply to Lapraik's answer. 
Gilbert Burns.

While briers an’ woodbines budding green,
All (laitricka scraichin’ loud at e’en, partridges screeching
All’ morning jxnissie whiddiu’ seen, hare running quickly

Inspire my muse,
This freedom in an unknown frien’,

I pray excuse. .

young schoolmaster (John Wilson) was one of its 
members; it has been erroneously stated of him that 
he sold ‘drugs,’ which was not the case; most pro
bably he contemplated preparing for the medical pro
fession if circumstances proved favourable, at any rate 
his thoughts were turned in that direetion. ‘He’s 
grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buchan, and ither chaps,' 
was quite true, and when his turn came to announce 
an essay he proposed ‘ Medicine,* a subject for dis
cussion which caused much amusement, and so excited 
the poet’s fancy on his way home, that the following 
morning saw the poem finished in the form we know 
so well. ‘ The clachan yill had made me canty,’ was 
simply a poet’s license, as it was a temperance meet
ing so far as drinking was conc'erned. There was no 
bad feeling or evil intention on the part of Burns 
towards Wilson, the popularity and annoyance that 
resulted were neither foreseen nor desired, but the 
poem conferred an unenviable notoriety upon its vic
tim, and was carried beyond a joke when some neigh- 
l>our in a wicked humour wrote, and posted on his 
door ‘ Advice Gratis,* a climax the schoolmaster little 
relished, was helpless under its infliction."— 
From the preface to The Burns Calendar, a Manual 
of Bumsiana. Kilmarnock : James M'Kie, 1874.

1 John Lapraik was bom in 1727, at the farm of 
Laigh Dalfram, about three miles westV Muirkirk, 
in the east of Ayrshire. This property had been long 
in the itossession of his family ; and being the eldest 
son, he succeeded to it on the death of his father. 
In 1754 he married Margaret Rankine of Lochhead 
(sister to the “rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine"), 
whom, however, he had the misfortune to lose aftej, 
giving birth to her fifth child. A few years after
wards, in 1766, he married the daughter of a neigh- 
1 louring farmer, Janet Anderson of Lightshaw, the 
subject of the song which drew forth the flrst epistle

of Burns. At the time of his second marriage, and 
for some years afterwards, he was still in Half ram, 
but the bursting of that “ villanous bubble,” as Burns 
calls it, the Ayr Bank, involved him and many 
families of Ayrshire in ruin. He was obliged to let 
his own lands of Dalfram, and retire flrst to Muirs- 
mill, a small farm in the vicinity,afterwards to Nether- 
wood, a farm on the water of Greenock (a tributary 
of the Ayr), and again back to Muirsinill. Eventually 
he sold off his property, but the sale of his land failed 
to rid him of his liabilities; and the unfortunate man 
was thrown into prison. It is said that the song ad
dressed to his wife, which excited so strongly the 
admiration of Bums, was composed while Lapraik 

twas immured within the walls of Ayr jail. It fur
nishes a beautiful model/if conjugal affection.

When I upon thy l>osom lean.
And fondly clasp thee a* my ain,

I glory in the sacred ties,
That made us ane, wha ance were tWain.

A mutual flame inspires us baith 
The tender look, the melting kiss;

Even years shall ne’er destroy our love.
But only gie us change o' bliss.

IIae I a wish ? It's a' for thee :
I ken thy wish is me to please :

Our momenta pass so smooth away,
That nundiers on us look and gate.

Weel pleas'd they see our happy days,
Nor envy's sel' finds aught to blame ;

And aye when weary cares arise,
Thy bosom still shall be my hume.

I'll lay me there, and tak my rest;
And if that aught disturb my dear,

VIM bid her laugh her cares away,
And beg hernot to drap a tear.

Hae I a joy ? ^Tt's a" her ain :
United still her heart and mine;

They're like the woodbine round the tree 
That’s twined till death shall them disjoin.

\
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On Fasten-e'en we hail a rockin’,1 Shrove-Tuesday social gathering 
To ca’ the crack and weave our stockin’ ; chat together
And there waa muckle fun an’ jokin’, much

, Ye need ua doubt ;
At length we had a hearty yokin’ bout

At sang about. «o«g by turns -

There was ae sang, aiming the rest, one song
A boon them a’ it pleased me best, above
That some kind husband had addrest

To some sweet wife :
It thirl’d the heart-strings thro’ the breast, thrilled

A’ to the life.

I’ve scarce heard ought describe sae weel, so well
What gen’rous, manly bosoms feel ;
Thought I, “ Can this be Pope, or Steele,

Or Beattie’s wark !”
They tauld me ’twas an odd kind cliiel fellow

About Muirkirk.

It pat me fidgin’-fain to liear’t,
And sae about him there I spier’t,
Then a* that kent him round declar’d 

He had ingine,
That nane excell’d it, few cam neav’t,

It was sae fine.
Z

That set him to a pint of ale,
An* either donee or merry tale,
Or rhymes an’ sangs he’d made hirnseV,

Or witty catches,

put mo fidgeting 
inquired X 
knew 
genius

grave

Unfortunately, according to Robert Chambers, “ La- 
praik must have stolen the ideas and nearly all the 
diction of his song from a poem in Ruddiman’s 
Weekly Magazine, October 1773." About 1798, La- 
praik, then far advanced in years, removed to Muir
kirk, and opened a small public-house, which served 
at the same time as the village post-office. Here he 
lived much respected till his death, which took place 
on the 7th May, 1807, in the eightieth year of his age.

Burns addressed in all three poetical epistles to La- 
praik. Two were published in his first and second 
editions, and the third appeared for the first time in 
Cromek s Reliques qf Burns. The replies çf Lapraik 
are all unfortunately lost, and if they were in rhyme, 
it is singular that none of them are given in his own 
volume, although that volume contains an epistle to 
the poet of a late date, consisting chiefly of an apology 
for his attempting to court the muse in his old age. 
One of Lapraik’s sons, alive in 1841, recollected having 
been the bearer of several communications betwixt 
his father and Burns, who was then at MosagieL On 
the first occasion, he f«*und the poet in a field sowing 
com. *4 I’m no sure if I ken the ban-," said Bum», 
as he took the letter; but no sooner had he glanced

at its oontents, than unconsciously letting g^> the sheet 
containing the grain, it was not till he had finished 
rca<ling that he discovered the loss he had sustained. 
Burns and Lapraik met several times, to their mutual 
satisfaction. On one occasion, in the winter of 17to, 
according to a promise made in his third epistle, 
Burns visited Lapraik at Muirsmill, Where he dined, 
spent a merry evening, and next morning took his 
departure for Mossgiel. <j ,

Lapraik’s poems were published in 1788 at Kilmar
nock, forming a thin 8vo volume entitled Poems on 
Several Occasions. In an address to Bums, he con
fesses that he never thought of troubling the world 
with his “dull, insipid, thowless rhyme,"

^ ^ Till your kind muse, wi’ friendly blast,
X First tooted up my faiqef'

* And sounded loud thro’ a the wast.
My lan* forgotten name.

Lapraik’s own estimate of his rhymes thus given is 
a tolerably just one. The address to his wife quoted 
alwve is n)uch superior to the rest.

1 This t|pn is explained in introductory note to 
poem.
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\

’Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale,
He had few matches.

**
Then up I gat, and swoor an aith, swore 1
Tho’ I should pawn my pleugh and graith, harness j
Or die a cadger pownie’s death, hawker l>o^y

At some dyke-back, behind somy f
A pint an’ gill I’d gie them baitli both 1

To hear your crack. olwt l

But, first an’ foremost, I should tell, ■
Amaist as soon as I could spell, almost \
I to the crambo-jingle fell, rhyming

Tho’ rude an’ rough,
Yet, crooning to a body’s sel’, one’s self

Does weel eneugb.

I am nae poet, in a sense,
But just a rhymer like by chance,
An’ hae to learning nae pretence,

t Yet, what the matter?
Whene’er my muse does on me glance,

I jingle at her.

Your critic-folk may cock their nose,
And say, “ How can you e’er propose,
You wlia ken hardly verse frae jirose, from

To mak a sang?”
But by your leave, my learned foes,

Ye’re maybe wrang.'

What’s a’ your jargon o’ your schools,
Your Latin names for horns an’ stools ;
If honest nature made you fools,

What sairs your grammars? avail teen-e»)
Ye’d better ta’en up spades and shools,

Or knappin’ hammers.

A set o’^dull, conceited hashes,
Confuse their brains in college classes ! 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
Au’ syne they think to climb Parnassus 

By dint o’ Greek !

Gie me ae spark o’ Nature’s fire,
That’s a’ the learning I desire ;
Then tho’ I drudge thro’ dub an’ mire 

At plough or cart,
My muse, tho’ hamely in attire,

May touch the heart.

shovels
stone-breaking

boobies

young bullocks 

then

puddle

(
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0 for a spunk o’ Allan’s1 glee, «park
Or Fergusson’s, the tauld and slee, «ly
Or bright Lapraik’s, my friend to be 

If I can hit it !
That would be lear enough for me, learning

If I could get it.

Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, enough
Tho’ real friends, I believe, are few,
Yet, if your catalogue be fu’,

, I’se no insist, r shall not
But gif ye want ae friend that’s true,

I’m on your list.

I winna blaw about mysel’;
As ill I like my fauts to tell ;
But friends, and folk that wish me well,

They sometimes roose me, 
Tho’ I maun own, as monie still

As far abuse me.

will not boast

There’s ae wee faut they whyles lay to me, sometimes
I like the lasses—Gude forgie me !
For mony a plack2 they wheedle'frae me, farthing

At dance or fair ;
Maybe some ither thing they gie me,

They weel can spare.

♦

But Mauctline race,3 or Mauchline fair,
I should be proud to meet you there; 
We’se gie ae night’s discharge to care,

If we forgather, , 
An’ hae a swap o’ rhymin’-ware

\ Wi’ aue anither.

Ae four-gtH-«W>, we’se gar him clatter, 
An’ kirsen himwi’ reekin’ water ;
Syne we’ll sit down an’ tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart : 
An’ faith we’se be acquainted better 

Before we part.Ç
Awa,—ye selfish warly race, y 
Wha think that havins, sense, an’ grace, 
Ev’n love an’ friendship, should give place 

To catch-the-plack !
I dinna like to see your face,

Nor hear your crack.,

we shall give one

pint-measure we shall make 
christen

then a hearty drink

worldly 
good manners

to turn the penny

talk

l Allan Ramsay’s. 8 Mauchline races were celebrated on the high road
s An old Scotch copper coin, in value one-third of a near Mossgiel. 

penny English.
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But ye whom social pleasure charms,
Whose heart the tide of kindness warms, 
y ho hold your being on the terms,

“ Each aid the others,” 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms,

My friends, my brothers.

But, to conclude my lang epistle,
As my auld pen’s worn to the gristle ;
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle,

Who am, most fervent, 
While I can either sing or whistle,

Your friend and servant.

253

would make me fidget

SECOND EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK. 
April 21st, 1786. 1

While new-caid kye rowte at the stake,
An’ pownies reek in pleugh or braik,
This hour on e’enin’s edge I take,

To own I’m debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik,

For his kind letter.’

Forjesket sair, wi’ weary lègs,
Rattlin’ the corn out-owre the rigs,
Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs

Their ten-hours’ bite, 
My awkwart muse' sair pleads and begs 

\ I would na write.

The tapetless ramfeezl’d liizzie,
She’s saft at best, and something lazy,
Quo’ she, “Ye ken, we’ve been sae busy, 

This month an’ raair,
That trouth, my head is grown right dizzie, 

An’ something sair.”
0 ■

Her dowtf excuses pat me mad ;
“ Conscience,” says I, “ ye thowless jad !
I’ll write, an’ that a hearty blaud,

This vera night ;
So dinna ye affront your trade,

But rhyme it right

“ Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o’ hearts, 
Tho’ mankind were a pack o’ cartes,

newly-calved cows bellow 
harrow

sorely jaded 
over the ridges 
nags
ten o’clock

thoughtless overspent hussy

more 
in truth 
sore

spiritless
pithless
quantity

put
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twinkling
wtent the short quill

rhyme

Roose you aie weel for your deserts, praise
In terms sae friendly,

Yet ye’ll neglect to sliaw your parts,
An’ thank him kindly!”

Sae I gat paper in a blink,
An’ down gaed stumpie in the ink ;
Quoth I, “ Before I sleep a wink,

I vow I’ll close it;
An’ if ye winna mak it clink,

. • By Jove, A1 prose it!”

Sae I’ve begun to scrawl, but whether
In rhymeor prose, or baith thegitlier, both together
Or some hotch-potch that’s rightly neither,

Let time mak proof ;
But I shall scribble down some blether nonsense

Just clean aff-loof. • off-hand

My worthy friend, ne’er grudge an’ carp,
Tho’ fortune use you hard an’ sharp ;
Come, kittle up your moorland harp tickle

Wi’ gleesome touch !
Ne’er mind how fortune waft an’ warp:

She’s butxab-tch.

She’s gi’en me monie a jift'tui’.fleg, jerk and kick
Sin’ I could striddle owre a rig ; stride over a ridge
But, by the L—d, tho’ I should beg

Wi’ lyart pow, crey head
I’ll laugh, an’ sing, an’ shake my leg,

^ As lang’s I dow ! can

Now comes the sax and twentieth simmer 
I’ve seen the bud upo’ the timmer, timber
Still persecuted by the linuner jade

Frae year to year ; from
But yet, despite the kittl^kimmev, fickle girl \

I, Rob, am here.

Do ye envÿ the city gent,
Behint a kist to lie and sklent,
Or purse-proud, big wi’ cent, per cent.

counter act crookedly

And muckle wame, big belly
In some bit brugh to represent burgh

A bailie’s name Î
Or is’t the paughty feudal Thane,. haughty
Wi’ ruffl’d sark an’ glancm’ cane, shirt
Wha thinks kimsel’ nae sheep-shank bane,1 bone

But lordly stalks,
i Equivalent to our “no small beer;" i.e. is full of conceit.
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O Thou

While caps and bonnets atf are ta’en, 
r As by he walks ?

O Thou wha gies us each guid gift ! 
Oie.eae'o’ wit an’ sense a lift,
Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift,

Thro’ Scotland wide ; 
Wi’ cits nor lairds I wadna shift,

In a’ their pride !
laud-owners would not

Were this the charter of our state,
“ On pain o’ hell be rich an’ great,”
Damnation then would be our fate,

Beyond remead ;
But, thanks to Heav’n ! that’s no the gate way 

We learn our creed.

For thus the royal mandate ran,
When first the human race began,
“ The social, friendly, honest man,

Whate’er he be,
'Tis he fulfils great Nature’s plan,

And none but he !”

O mandate glorious and divine !
The ragged followers of the Nine, v
Poor, thoughtless devils I yet may shine 

In glorious light,
While sordid sous of Mammon’s line

Are dark as night.

Tho’ here they scrape, an’ squeeze, an’ growl,
Their worthless nievefu’ of a soul handful
May in some future carcase howl,

The forest’s fright ;
‘ Or in some day-detesting owl

May shun the light.
V

Then may Lapraik and' Burns arise,
To reach- their native, kindred skies, 
And gmg their pleasures, hopes, an’ joys

In some mild sphere, 
I 1 closer knit in friendship’s ties

Each passing year.

‘ach- their native, kindred 
gmg their pleasures, hopes

ik and' Burns arise, 
itlve, kindred skies,

• v
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WILLIAM SIMSON,1
SCHOOLMASTER, OCHILTREE.

[1786/

May, 1786.

I gat your letter, winsome Willie;
Wi’ gratfu’ heart I t^iauk you brawlie ; 
Tho’ I maun say’t, I wad he silly,

' An’ unco vain,
Should I believe, my coaxin’ billie,

Your flatterin’ strain.

But I’se believe ye kindly meant it,
I sud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ifonic satire, sidelin’s sklented

On my poor musie ;
Tho’ in sic phrasin’ terms ye’ve penn’d it, 

I scarce excuse ye.

heartily •
must would
very
brother

I shall
should be loath 
obliquely directed

flattering

My senses wad be in a creel,2 
Should I but dare a hope to speel,
Wi’ Allan,5 or wi’ Gilbert field,4

The braes o’ Fame; 
Or Fergusson, the writer-chiel,

A deathless name.

basket

hillsides, 
lawyer-fellow

(O Fergusson ! thy glorious parts 
Ill suited law’s dry, musty arts !
My curse upon your whunstane hearts, whimtoue

Ye E’nbrugh gentry !
The tythe o’ what ye waste at cartes, «ml.

Wad stow’d his pantry !) would have stored

Yet when a tale comes i’ my head,
Or lasses gie my heart a screed, ' rent
As whyles they’re like to be my dead, sometime, death

(O sad disease !)
I kittle up my rustic reed ; ‘ tickle

It gies me ease.

i William Simson was the schoolmaster of the parish 
school of Ochiltree at the time his correspondence 
with the poet began. In the year 1788, he became 
teacher of the imrish school of Cumnock, which office 
he retained with great credit till the period of his 
death in 1815. Simson had a turn for poetry, and 
besides several translations, left a MS. volume of 
original pieces which are said to have been superior 
to those of Lapraik and Sillar. The poetical letter 
which called forth the epistle of Burns is unfortunately 
lost. The acquaintance of Burns and William Siinson

was not confined to epistolary intercourse. They lmd 
many personal meetings, and were on terms of close 
friendship. In another note, we shall have occasion 
to speak of Simson, in connection with the “Answer 
to the Epistle from a Tailor."

8 To have one's wits in a creel, is explained by Burns 
in his own glossary—to be crazed, to be fascinated.

8 Allan Ramsay.
< William Hamilton of Oiltiertfleld (1665-1761), 

author of “Willie was a Wanton Wag" and other 
Scotch poems.
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Auld Coila1 now may fidge fu’ fain, fldget ftill foin
She’s gotten poets o’ her ain, own
L’hiels wha their chanters winna haiu, fellows pipe» will not si«re 

But tune their lays,
Till echoes a’ resound again

Her weel-sung praise.

Nae poet thought her worth his while,
To set her name in measur’d style j 
She lay like some unkenn’d-of isle

Beside New Holland,
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil

Besouth Magellan. south of

Ramsay an’ famous Fergussou 
Gied Forth an’ Tay a lift aboon ;
Yarrow an’ Tweed to monie a tune,

Owre Scotland rings,
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an’ Doon,

Naebody sings.

Th’ Illissus, Tiber, Thames, an’ Seine,
Glide sweet in monie a tuuefu’ line !
But, Willie, set your fit to mine,

An’ cock your crest,
We’ll gar our streams and burnies shine 

Up wi’ the best.

We’ll sing auld Coila’s plains an’ fells,
Her moors red-brown wi’ heather bells,
Her banks an’ braes, her dens and dells,

Where glorious Wallace
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, carried off the palm

Frae southron billies. fellows

At Wallace’ name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood !
Oft have our fearless fathers strode

'—\ By Wallace’ side,
Still pressingxmward, red-wat-shod, with shoes wet and red with blood 

Or glorious died.2

O, sweet are Coila’s hauglis an’ woods,
When lintwhites chant amang the buds,
And jinkin’ hares, in amorous whids,

Their loves enjoy,
While thro’ the braes the cushat croods 

With wailfu’ cry !

foot

make brooklets

slopes

holms
liimets
(lodging bounds

i Coila, Kyle, the central district of Ayrshire, with 
Cunningham on the north and Carrick on the south. 

«"The story of Wallace poured a Scottish prejudice

Into my veins, which will boll along there till the 
floodgates of life shut In eternal rest."—BURNS’S 
Letter to Dr. Moore.

*
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Ev’n wiliter bleak has charms for me 
When winds rave thro’ the naked tree ;
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree

Are hoary gray :
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee,

. , Dark’ning the day !

O Nature ! a’ thy shows an’ forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the summer kindly warms,

Wi’ life an’ light,
Or winter howls, in gusty storms,

The lang, dark night !
The Muse, nae poet ever fand her,
Till by hirnsel’ he learn’d to wander,
Adowu some trotting burn’s meander,

An’ no think lang;
O sweet ! to stray, an’ pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang !

The warly race may drudge an’ drive, 
Hog-shouther,1 jundie, stretch, an’ strive*— 
Let me fair Nature’s face desctive,

And I, wi’ pleasure,
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive

( Bum owre their treasure.

Farewell, “ my rhyme-composing brither ! ”
' We’ve been owre lang unkenn’d to ither : 
Now let us lay our heads thegither,

In love fraternal :
May Envy wallop in a tether,

Black fiend, infernal !
While highlandmen hate tolls and taxes, 
While moorlan’ herds like guid fat braxies,2 
While terra firma on her axis

Diurnal turns,
Count on a friend, in faith an’ practice,,

In Robert Burns.

worldly 
jostle, push 
describe

hum over

[other

too long unknown to each 
together

dangle in a rope

'll

POSTSCRIPT.

My memory’s no worth a preen ;
I had amaist forgotten clean,
Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this New-light,3

pin
almost

> Hog-thouther, that Is "hog-shoulder," means to 
Jostle or push with the shoulders like hogs (sheep).

• A name for a sheep that has died naturally or by 
accident regarded and claimed aa the shepherd s per
quisite.

a A cant term for those religious opinions, which 
Dr. Taylor of Norwich has defended so strenuously.
—R. B.----- In regard to the New Light and Old Light
controversy see note to the “Tgafnerds," p. 233.
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i. '

’Bout which our herds sae aft hae been shepherds aq often
Maist like to fight. almost

In days when mankind were but callans 
i At grammar, logic, an’sic talents,

They took nae pains their speech to balance,
Or rules to gie,

But spak their thoughts in plain, braid lallaus, 
Like you or me.

boys
such

broad Lowland speech

In thae auld times, they thought the moon, 
Just like a sark or pair o’ shoon,
Wore by degrees, till her last roon,

Gaed past their viewing, 
An’ shortly after she was done,

They gat a new one.

. shirt shoes

went

got

This past for certain, undisputed;
It ne’er cam’ i’ their heads to doubt it,
Till cliiels gat up an’ wad confute it,

An’ ca’d it wrang ;
An’ muckle din there was about it,

Baith loud and lang.

fellows got would

Wfch

Some herds, weel learn’d upo’ the beuk, book
Wad threap auld' folk the thing misteuk : would maintain mistook
For ’twas the auld moon turn’d a neuk,

An’ out o’ sight,
• An’ backlins-coming, to the leuk,

She grew more bright.

corner

backwards look

This was denied, it was affirm’d ;
The herds an’ hirsels were alarm’d;
The rev’rend gray-beards rav’d and storm’d, 

That beardless laddies

shepherds and flocks

Should think they better were inform’d
Than their auld daddies.

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; went
Frae words an’ aiths to clours an’ nicks ; oaths blows and cuts
An’ monie a fallow gat his licks,

Wi’ hearty crunt ;
An’ some, to learn them for their tricks,

Were bang’d an’ brunt.

got a beating 
bang

burnt

This game was play’d in monie lands,
An’ Auld-light caddies bure sic hands,
That, faith, the youngsters took the sands 

^ WÜ nimble shanks,
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands,

Sic bluidy prank®.

fellows bore such

land-owners
such bloody

r
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But New-light herds gat sic a cowe, got such a frightf
Folk thought them ruin’d stick-an’-stowe, ^ stump and rumjy 
Till now amaist' on ev’ry knowe, kuotl

• Ye’ll find ane plac’d; i
An’ some their New-light fair avow,

Just quite barefac’d.

Naé doubt the Auld-light flocks are bleatin’ ;
Their zealous herds are vex’d an’ sweatin’;
Mysel’, I’ve even seen them greetin’

, Wi’ gimin’ spite,
To hear the moon sae sadly lied on

By word an’ write.

But shortly they will cowe the louns !
Some Auld-light herds in neebor towns 
Are mind’t, in things they ca’ balloons,

To take a flight,
An’ stay a month amang the moons 

- An’ see them right.

Guid observation they will gie them ;
An’ when the auld moon’s gauu to lea’e them, going to leave 
The hindmost shaird, they’ll fetch it wi’ them, - shred 

Just i’ their pouch,

ahephenlsN 
crying 
grinnin

quell the rascals 
neighbour

An’ when the New-light billies see them, fellows
I think they’ll crouch !

Sae, ye observe that a’ this clatter idle talk
Is naething but a “ moonshine matter;”
But tho’ dull prose-folk Latin splatter splutter

In logic tulzie, contention

I hope, we bardies ken some better know

Than mind sic brulzie. such broil

END OF VOL. I.
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