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PREFACE.

The first 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 Robert Burns.” 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
Vlidiulmrgh edition which soon followed it, were enough to make his name a
Shousehold word among Scotchmen, angd to show that Scotland had given birth
to a great national poet. Since then Burns’s fame has gone on incrgasing,
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
dong 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-

Sporated in any comprehensive edition of Byrns has been accumulated ; additional
poerhs and letters of his have been made }}1“5110, and a considerable number of
‘new fadits relating to his life have become known. This result has been brought
-%almut, chiefly by the labours of such painstaking editors as Robert Chambers,
‘..‘gllutely Waddell, George Gilfillan, and especially W. Scott Douglas, the first
ﬁan(l last of whom in particular have added in a surprising manner to the bulk
%Of Burns’s published writings and to the known facts of his life. With these
Radditions to our knowledge of Burns’s life and writings the demand agnong
él‘cwlcrs for copies of his works has more than kept pace, and, indeed, seems to
}flm without limit. For as the population of the British islands continues to
'"gin(-roasc, as the English speaking communities throughout the world continue
?tn multiply, so also do the admirers of Scotland’s National Bard, by whom his

Sworks and life are more and more studied. Hence the issue of the present
3
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vi PREFACE.

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 writitigs 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 suchatd. To those unac

“

quainted with the dialect that Burns often used thismust prove a most va]u*b]v
feature, as it will enable any one readily to apprehend the meaning of eyen
the most difficult passages, while the troublesome necessity of consulting\a
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 Burns 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. vii

peadable 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,
and 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
writings 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
Jurns 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-
countrymadn, 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 works that have been published,

and of the translations of Hi&poems into foreign languages, &c.

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 pdet being omitted and a few rather coarse passages
suppressed.

The Pictorial Illustrations will no doubt hc‘ro;_;:lrde(l 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. O. HiLy, R.S.A., an artist fully acquainted with the scenes, alive to the
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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.

Grascow, December, 1887.
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% WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

LIFE OF THE POET

BY J. G. LOCKHART.

CHAPTER L

[Birth :—the poet's father and family :—their alleged Jacobitism :—William Burnes settles in Ayrshire :—
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 studies French with Murdoch at Ayr:—

reading :—friends in Ayr:—Butns' first love and song.]!

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

) OBERT BURNS was born on the 25th of
ll January, 1759, in a clay-built cottage,
about two miles to the south of the town of
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
with his own hands, gave way at midnight;
and the infant poet and his mother were carried

" through the storm, to the shelter of a neigh-
. bouring hovel.

The father, William Burnes or Burness (for
80 he spelt his name), was the son of a farmer
in Kincardineshire, whence he removed at nine-
teen years of age,? 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 donot 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.)

2 [Anerror. A letter of recommendation given to
William Burnes 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 after William Burne:
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
tobert 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 mere fiction; and such it was. It is
easy to syppose, that when any obscure north-
ern men}.’é“l.‘ fixed himself in those days in the
Low Countgy, 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

Indeed,

8 Letter to Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, 16th
December, 1780. [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,

tested by all who have described him as he ap.

on account of any connection they had with | peared'in his domestic citkle; but there needs

that rising.
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. ]*
William Burnes laboured for some years in
the neighbourhood of Edinburgh as a gardener,
and then found <his way into Ayrshire. [In
1749 he was employed in laying out the
Meadows, or Hope Park, on the south side of
Iidinburgh, ground Wwhich was formerly covered
with a lake called the Borough Loch.] At
the time when Robert was born; he was gardener
and overseer to a gentleman of small estate,
Mr. Ferguson of Doonholm : but resided on a
few acres of land, which he 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-born.

William Burnes 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,? after he himself had seen a
good deal of mankind) ¢ who understood men,
their manners, and their ways, equal to my
father.”
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.® The affectionate reverence with
which his children ever regarded him,%is at-

He was a strietly religious man.

1[See APPENDIX—* Paternal Ancestry of Burns.”]

? Letter of Burns to Dr. Moore, 2d August, 1787.
[ This autobiographical letter will be found complete
in the present volume following the Life.]

3 [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

His grandfather settled on his [ no evidence, beside that of the poet himself,

who has painted, in colours that will never
fade, ‘“the saint, the father, and the husband,”
of the ‘“ Cottar’s Saturday Night.”

Agnes Brown, the wife of this good man, is
described as ‘‘a very sagacious woman, with-
out any appearance of forwardness, or awkward-
ness of manner ;" and it seems that, in features,
and, as he graw up, in general address, the
poet resembled her more than his father.® She
hag 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 Wyfe of Auchtvrn‘tic.
who ruled

Baith calvis 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 born 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 defeets of temper did not, however,
obscure the sterling worth of William Burnes
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. Burnes 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

¢ Letter of Mr. Mackenzie, surgeon at Irvine.
Morison, vol. ii. p. 261. [Morison’s edition of Burns
was published at Edinburgh in 1811 in two volumes.]

§ Morison, vol. ii. p. 262. [She lived till 14th

jurnes at Mount Oliphant. See vol v.)

January, 1820, thus surviving her distinguished son
nearly a quarter of a century.)

1
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bf a most ungrateful description; and Mr.
Ferguson dying, and his affairs falling into
the hands of a harsh faotor (who afterwards
gat for his picture in the ““Twa Dogs”), Burnes
was glad to give up his bargain at the end of
six vears.! He then remoyed about ten miles
) :1. larger and better farm, that of Lochlea,
in the parish of Tarbolton. But here, ofter a
ghort interval of prosperity, some unfortunate
misunderstanding 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
consequences. He died of consumption on the
13th February, 1784, labour, and
hopes only renewed to be baffled, 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

Severe

promoting the mental improvement of his
children—a duty rarely neglected by Scottish
parents, however humble their station and
scanty their means. Robert was sent, in his
sixth year, to a small school at Alloway Mill,
about a mile from the house in which he was
born. But Campbell, the teacher, being in
the course of a few months removed to another
situation, Burnes 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 small payment
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, the 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.

1 [There is an error here. Burnes had an option of
removing at the end of every sixth year. At the end
of the first six years he attempted to fix 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.]

ERT BURNS. {5

““He .was,” says Murdoch,? “‘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 are
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
I‘<']\|'Hn1' was .w\(‘l'rl)‘ 80} and a .\ll‘i]u' 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 .t 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.”?

2 [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 Burns household will be found complete in the
appendix to Lockhart's Life, as here published.)

3 [Burns's birthplace, or as it is now commonly
called ‘“ Burns'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 Burns'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 born. 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 Spelling 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 of the school. Robert’s
ear, in particular, wag remarkably dull, and
his voice untunable. It was long before I
could get“them to distinguish one tune from
P

of the century, a miller named Goudie,who, in addition
to his ordinary calling, kept a small public-house
near the ‘““ Auld Brig’ o’ Doon,” conceived the idea of
removing his business to Burns's Cottage. He had
some recollections of Burns, 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'sdwelling 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 Burns'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 Burns 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
Goudie'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. This arrangement
continued till 1880, when the “Burns Monument
Trustees” purchased the property from the Ayr Cor-
poration of Shoemakers for £4000, and converted it
into a kind of Burns 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, ““1 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 I was then
but a child. Though it cost the schoolmaste:
some thrashings, I made an excellent English
scholar; and by the time I was ten or eleven
years of age, I was a critic in substantiv
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 7%e
Vision of Mizra, and a hymn of Addison’s,
beginning, ‘How are thy servants blest, O
Lord!” 1 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 more pleasure than any two books I
ever read since/ were, the Life of [Jﬂﬁui/ml,
and the History of Sir Willigf 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; whiles
the story of Wallace poured a tide of Scottish
rejudice into my veins, which will boil along

] " 0 .
there till the floodgates of lifeshut in eternal

rest.”’!
; 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, then

To make a silent and a safe retreat.

“] 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 Leglen
Wood,? 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
(liphant, when he left for a time that part of
the country. ‘‘There being no school near
us,” says Gilbert Burns, our little
services, being already useful on the farm, my
father undertook to teach us arithmetic in the
winter evenings by candle-light—and in this
received all the

“and

way my two elder sisters

education they ever received.”

1 Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore, 1787.—([The
“Hannibal” mentioned above was lent by Mr. Mur-
doch; the “ Wallace,” by Kirkpatrick, a blacksmith in
the 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. Burnes.
William Burnes used to invite her to spend a few
months 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 Leglen Wood is situated in a peninsula formed
by a remarkable bend in the river Ayr on the estate
of Auchencruive, parish of 8t. Quivox, about three
miles from the mouth of the river, and nearly six
from Mount Oliphant. According to Blind Harry it

ROBERT BURNS.
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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 cirele listened with
the deepest interest until he came to actii. se. 5,
where Lavinia 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 Burnes, ‘“it need not be left
with you.”—*“If it be left,” cries Robert, 1
will burn 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
At this time Robert was nine years

”»

tragedy.
of age.

“Nothing,” continues Gilbert Burns, ‘‘could

be more retired than our general manner of

living at Mount Oliphant; we rarely saw any-

body but themembersof 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

was a favourite hiding-place of Wallace.]

Bible. From this Robert collected a com-
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petent 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,' 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.
was a dexterous ploughman for my age
the next eldest to me (Gilbert) could drive the
plough very well, and help me to thrash the
corn. A novel-writer might perhaps have
viewed these scenes with some satisfaction, but
My indignation yet boils at the

nl
and

sodid not I.
recollection of the scoundrel factor’s insolent
letters, which used to set us all in tears.”
Gilbert Burns gives his brother’s situation
at this 'Lwri«)d in greater detail—‘‘To the
buffetings of misfortune,”
only oppose hard labour and the most rigid
We lived very sparingly. For
several years butcher's meat was a stranger in
the house,? while all the members of the family
exerted themselves to the utmost of their
strength, and rather beyond it, in the labours

says he, ‘“we could

economy.

! [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
Doon. 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 Doon immediately beneath, the
spires of Ayr on the one hand, and the hoary ruins
of Greenan and Newark Castles on the other, while
the Firth of Clyde opens its vast expanse in the
distance, backed by the ever-impressive 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. )

# [This was no rare thing among the rural popula-
tion of Bcotland then, and till much later. Living
on a farm the Burns family would have milk, butter,
cheese, eggs, and an occasional fow] at least.]
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of the farm. My brother, at the age of thirteen,
assisted in thrashing the crop of corn, and g

"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 3
declining state of circumstances, these reflec.
tions produced in my brother’s mind and mine
sensations of the deepest distress. I 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 in the
town of Ayr, and the boy spent one of those
weeks in rv\'iain};\tlm English grammar with
him; the other two were given to Frencl.
He laboured enthusiastically in the
pursuit, and came home at the end of a fort-
night with a dictionary ‘and a Z7éémaque,
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
nl‘llill:lr_\' book of French prose. His progress,

now established

new

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,
gince 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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bf Shakespeare; he had little French, and no
atin; and yet it is proper to mention, that
he is found, years after he left Ayrshire,
writing to Edinburgh in some anxiety about a
opy of Moliére.

He had read, however, and read well, ere
his sixteenth year elapsed, no contemptible
mount of the literature of his own country.
n addition to the books which have already ‘
yeen mentioned, he tells us that, before the
amily quitted Mount Oliphant, he had read
«the Spectator, some plays of Shakespeare,
Pope (the Homer included), Tull and
Dickson on Agriculture, Locke on the Humagn
Understanding, Justice’s British Gardengr's
Directory, Boyle’s Lectures, Taylor's Seripture
Doctrine of Original Sin, A Select Collectign of
English Songs, Hervey's Meditations” (a book |
which has ever been very popular among the
Scottish peasantry), ‘‘and the Works of/ Allan |
Ramsay;” and Gilbert adds to this list, Pamela
(the first novel either of the brothers read),
two stray volumes of Peregrine Pigkle, two
of Count &:t/mm, and a single vplume of

lish historian,” containing the

“some En
reign- of James I. and his son. The Collec- |
tion of Songs, says Burns,' ‘“was my vade
mecum. 1 pored over them, driving my cart,
or walking to labour, song by sohg, verse by
verse; carefully noticing the true tender or
sublime, from affectation or fustian; and I am
convinced I owe to this practi¢e much of my

critic-craft, such as it is.”

Hep-derived, during this perjod, 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 failies, and a con-
sequent elegance of society and manners, not

common in remote provineial 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: some such pergons appear
to have taken a pleasurg in lending him books,
and surely no kindness could have been more
useful to him than this. As for his coevals,
he himself says, very justly, ‘It is not com-
monly at that green age that ouy young gentry
have a due sense of the distance/ between them
and their ragged /play-fellows. My young

1 Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore, 1787.
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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.

among them, even then, I could pick up some

| residence has been erected in its stead. The barn,

19

They would give me stray volumes of books:

observation : and one? 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 off 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 its
crisig, 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 twould 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
Burns was in his sixteenth year.® 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-

2 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.

3 [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 barn 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

which the poet is said to have roofed with his own
hand, has given place to a more modern erection
which, at least, contains one stone of the old fabrie,
and which bears the inscription ‘“ The Lintel of the
| Poet's Barn. Rebuilt 1870.")
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slave, brought me to my gixteenth 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,
sweet, sonsie lass. 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 I 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 Aolian 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 her otherove-inspiring qualities, she
sang m\’cufl_\'; and it was her favourite reel,
to which I attempted "giving an embodied
vehicle in rhyme. I was not g0 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 east

eats, his father living in the moorlands, he
had no more scholar-craft 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,”? ‘

The earliest of the poet’s productions is the
litthe. ballad,

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

0, 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, &ec.

Burns himself characterizes it as ““a very
puerile and silly performance ;” yet it containg
here and there lines of which he need hardly

have been ashamed at any period of his life:—

She dresses aye sae clean and neat, alwayg
Baith decent and genteel, both
And then there's something in her gait
Gars ony dress look weel makes

“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. I composed it ina
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 his first epistle to Lapraik (1785) he says,

Amaist as soon as I could spell, almost
I to the crambo-jingle fell, rhyme
Tho' rude and rough ;

Yet crocning to a body's sell one’s self

Does weel eneugh. enough

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

I mind it weel in early date, remember

When I was beardless, young and blate, bashful
And first could thrash the barn,
Or haud a yokin' o' the pleugh, hold

An', the' forfoughten sair eneugh, exhausted
Yet unco proud to learn- very
When first among the yellow corn
A man 1 reckon’d was,
An’ wi' the lave ilk merry morn
Could rank my rig and lass-
Still shearing and clearing
The tither stookit raw,
W1’ claivers and haivers
Wearing the day awa’

others each

ridge

other row
gossip and nonsense

E'en then a wish, I mind its power,
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 :

remember

song

The rough bur-thistle spreading wide
Amany the bearded bear, barley
I turned the weeder-clips aside, weeding-shears

And spared the symbol dear.
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young nature and young genius. It was
®midst such scenes that this extraordinary

Weing felt those first indefinite stirrings of

Ty

o

[Robert and Gilbert as farm-laboure
e rural beauties of Tarbolton :—early productions :
poems written at Lochlea:

ndence :

; 4
O enviable early days,
When dancing thoughtless pleasure’s maze,
To care and guilt unknown !
How ill hanged for riper times,
To feel the follies, or the crimes
Of others—or my own!

® As has been already mentioned, William
Burnes now quitted Mount Oliphant for Loch-
Jéa, in the parish of Tarbolton, where, for
gome little space, fortune appeared to smile
o his industry and frugality.? Robert and
@ilbert were employed by their father as reg-
mlar labourers
each pér annwm; from which sum, however,
the value of any home-made clothes received
the youths was exactly deducted. Robert
Burns's person, inured to daily toil, and con-

i ually exposed to all varieties of weather,

he allowing them £7 of wages
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CHAPTER

| kindness that had furnished him with

21

ate without emotion this exquisite picture ! immortal ambition, which he has himself

shadowed out under the magnificent image
of the ““blind gropings of Homer’s Cyclops,
around the walls of his.cave,”!

IL

—Robert's supremacy as a farm-worker :—goes to dancing-school : —
rural courtship:
life at Irvine:—Alison Begbie :—letter to his father:—friendship
th Richard Brown:—becomes a freemason :—Bachelor’s Club:—discussions :—club ball :—David Sillar:—
rrespondence with James Burnes :—birth of an illegitimate child.]

Kirkoswald :—early literary corres-

town of Ayr, and probably missed not only
the stimulus of their conversation, but the
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
My father had an
these meet-

country dancing-school.
unaccountable antipathy against
S : X
ings; and my going was, what to this moment

I repent, in opposition to his wishes. My

! father was subject to strong passions; from

sented, before the usual time, every charac- |

jstic of robust and vigorous manhood. He
'ws himself, that he never feared a competitor
in any species of rural exertion; and Gilbert
mrn\ a man of uncommon bodily strength,
l‘d\ that neither he, nor any labourer hg
@¥er saw at work, was equal to the )“nllllnl'IIY
’et, either in the corn-field, or the severer
Msks of the thrashing-floor.. Gilbert says,
fhat Robert’s literary zeal slackened consider-
ably after their removal to Tarbolton. He
ﬁs separated from his acquaintances of the

2 Letter to Dr. Moore.

% (In his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore
‘rm says, ‘““ The nature of the bargain was such as
80 throw a little ready money into his (the father's)

ds at the commencement of his lease, otherwise
affair would have been impracticable.” Probably
landlord advanced some money in lieu of better

1se accommodation, or for certain improvements |

be effected.
ther

The rate of wages at which the
were paid was that current at the time.)
VOL. L.

that instance of disobedience in me, he took
a sort of dislike to me, which I believe was
one cause of the dissipation which marked my
succeeding years.® [ say dissipation, compara-

3«1 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 was, that
about this time he began to see the dangerous impet-
uosity of my brother's passions, as well as his not
being 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
was 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, that'he permitted the rest of the family that
were fit for it, to accompany him during the second
month. Robert excelled in dancing, and was for
some time distractedly fond of it.” ‘[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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tively ‘with the strictness, and sobriety, and
regularity of Presbyterian country life; fot
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
" 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-
The first is so contracted an

innocence.

gain-making.
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
un penchant pour U'adorable moitié du genre
humain. My heart was completely tinder, and
was eterpally lighted up by some goddess or
other; and, as in every other warfare in this
sometimes |

my fortune was various,
and sometimes |
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
I spent the

world,
was received with favour,

while T was in actual exercise,
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, 1 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 Burns secretly attended at Dalrym-

ple in 177
mands, )
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JSainted,

statesman in knowing the intrigues of half the
courts of Europe.”

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 brother’s age)
were not marked by much literary improve.
but, during this time, the foundation
’s char-

ment;
was laid of certain habits in my brother
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
fairenslaver. Thesymptoms of his passion were
often such as nearly to equal those of the cele-
[ never indeed knew that he
but the agita-

brated Sappho.
sunk, and died away;
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 therefore,
rarely settled on persons of this deseription.
When he selected any
eignty of his good pleasure to whom he should

]ﬂ\'(‘.
one out of the sover-

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 often a great dissimilitude
between his fair captivator, as she appeared to

was

others, and as she seemed when invested with

the attributes he gave her. One generally
reigned paramount in hisz 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
other attractions,

frequently encountering

| which formed so many underplots in the

[ moods of his mind in rhymes.

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
It was as early

as seventeen, he tells us,? that he wrote some

75, in absolute deflance of his father's com- |

1

stanzas which begin beautifully :

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

# Cromek’s Reliques of Robert Burns (1808), p. 242.
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I dream’d 1 lay where flowers were springing
Gayly in the sunny beam ;

" Listening to the wild birds singing,

By a falling crystal stream.

5 Straight the sky grew black and daring,

M Thro' the woods the whirlwinds rave,

A Trees with aged arms were warring,

o O'er the swelling drumlie wave.

Such was life's deceitful morning, &c.

turbid

- 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
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who followed each other in the dominion of
his fancy—or shared the capacious throne
| between them; and we may easily believe that
| one who possessed, with other qualifications,
such powers 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,

Sover with delight, because of the faithfulness |
with which it recalled to him the circumstances |

and feelings of his opening manhood.

= My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border,

And carefully he brought me up in decency and order.

e bade me act a manly part, tho' I had ne'er a far-
thing;

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

"h«»n out into the world my course I did determine;
"Im' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was

1 charming ;
?-‘l talents they were not the worst, nor yet my educa-
&1 tion;

esolved was I at least to try to mend my situation.

0 help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to
3 befriend me;

S80I must toil, and sweat, and broil, and labour to

d sustain me.

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

& r one, he said, to labeur bred, was a match for
“fortune fairly.

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

11 down my
slumber,

weary bones I lay in everlasting
©0 view, nor care, but shun whate’er might breed me |
pain or sorrow;

live to-day, as well's I may, regardless of to-mor-
row, &c,

88 These are the only two of his very early
roductions in which we have nothing express-
about

love. The rest were composed to

lebrate the charms of those rutal beauties

| of nature breathe in every line

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 of This

“chappin’ out,” " as they call it, is a custom

sheaves her father's barn.
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
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

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
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.

The best of his songs written at this time is
that beginning,~ \
It was upon a Lammas night,
When corn rigs are bonnie,
Beneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held awa to Annie,

ridges

1[That is, ‘“ tapping out,” tapping or knocking to
make the girl come out.)




The time flew by wi' tentless heed, careless
Till, 'tween the late and early,

y 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
ankine.”

We may let him carry on his own story.
“A circumstance,” says he," ‘‘which made
gome alteration on my mind and manners,
was, that I spent my nineteenth summer? on
a smuggling coast, a good distance from home,
at a noted school,® to learn mensuration, sur-
veying, dialling, &e., in which I made a good
But I made a greater progress in

progress.
The contraband

the knowledge of mankind.
trade was at that time very successful, and it
gometimes 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
1 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-

1 Autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore.

2[Dr.Currie admits having altered ‘“ seventeenth,” as
written by Burns, to “nineteenth,” as it stands in the
text; but 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 vols.)
for behoof of the widow and family of the poet.]

8 [The parish school of Kirkoswald, 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 Ballochneil, a
little over a mile from Kirkoswald village, walking
every morning to the little seminary and returning at
night. Not far from Ballochneil 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 Kirkoswald, 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 has represented his 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 Burns's maternal grand-
father and great-grandfather, whose tombstone was
publicly restored in 1888.)
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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. -

Tt 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.*

“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. 1 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
Vive lamour, et

carried

till the twenty-third year.
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—T'ristram 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
Neilson, an early acquaintance of the poet’s. On the
publication of his poems he presenteda copy to Peggy
accompanied with the lines beginning “Once fondly
loved, and still remember’'d dear,” &c.)
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humour of the hour, I had usually half a dozen
or more pieces on hand; I took up one or
as it suited the momentary tone of the
and dismissed the work as it bordered

My passions, once lighted up,

other,
mind,
on fatigue.
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-
%ﬁml piece, is of their number; the ‘‘Death
= of Poor Mailie, Mailie’s Elegy,” and ‘‘John
; Barleycorn ;” and one charming song, inspired
S by the Nymph of Kirkoswald, whose attractions
“put an end to his trigonometry.

JSNow westlin' winds, and slaughtering guns,
Jring Autuumn’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, &c.

““John Barleycorn” is a clever old ballad,
wery cleverly new-modelled and extended ; but
$he ‘“ Death and Elegy of Poor Mailie” de-
1*1'\'0 more attention. The expiring animal’s

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

@dmonitions touching the education of the |

("lnml‘ toop lamb, her son and heir,” and the
!‘)m\i(‘, gillie thing,” her daughter, are from
#he same peculiar vein of sly homely wit, em-
Bedded upon fancy, which he afterwards dug

vith a bolder hand in the “Twa Dogs,” and |

ferhaps to its utmost depth, in his “ Death
2“ Doctor Hornbook.”
ded, that Poor Mailie was a real personage,
ough she did not actually die until some
She
1 been” purchased by Burns in a frolic, and
:ame exceedingly attached to his person.

e

1

It need scarcely be

e after her last words were written.

Thro' all the town she trotted by him,

A lang half-mile she could descry him ;

Wi’ kindly bleat, when she did spie him,
She ran wi' speed ;

A friend mair faithfu’' ne'er came nigh him,
Than Mailie dead.

.

hese little pigees aré”in a much broader
! His
ferriment and satire were, frof the beginning, |
ptch.

lect than any of their predecessors.

Notwithstanding the luxurious tone of some
of Burns's pieces producefl in those times, we
are assured by himself (and his brother unhesi-
tatingly confirms the statement), that no posi-
tive vice mingled in any of his loves, until
He
has already told us, that his short residence
“away from home” at Kirkoswald,
he mixed in the society of seafaring men and
smugglers, produced an unfavourable alteration
on some of his habits; but in 1781-2 he spent
six months at Irvine; and itis from this

after he reached his twenty-third year.

where

period that his brother 8ates a serious change.

““As his numerous connections,” says Gil-
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 marr 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 I 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, Robert began
to think of turning flax-dresser, both as being
guitable to his grand view of settling in life,
1

and as subservient to the flax-raising Burns,
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.

accordingly, went to a

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,? “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 1
adored, and who had pledged her soul to meet

| me in the field of matrimony, jilted me, with

peculiar circumstances of mortification. The

1 Mr. Sillar [an early friend of Burns) assured Mr,
Robert Chambers that this notion originated with
William Burnes, 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.

2 Autobiographical letter tRDr. Moore.
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finishing evil that brought up the rear of this
infernal file, was, my constitutional melancholy
being increased to such a degree, that for three
months I 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
gerious 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 theeast of Lochlea. She is the hero-
ine of the songs the ‘‘ Lass of Cessnock Banks,

‘egey Alison, and Mary Morison,” the two
atter being better-sounding substitutions for

e somewhat unpoetical name Ellison Begbie.
Four love-letters addressed to her appear in the
Correspondence,’ but after some intimacy and
letter writing the poet’s suit was rejected, and
the lady married another sweetheart. She is
geperally supposed to have been the belle fille
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 Burns. ]

The following'letter, addressed by Burns 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 by whom, to
whom, and under what circumstances, it was
written, the letter is every way a remarkable
one :-+—

“HoNOURED SIr,

“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 lettexs to Ellison Begbie in their proper place
\|at the beginning of the poet's Correspondence.)

]
|
|
|
|
|
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| 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 I am
heartily tired of it; and, if I do not very much
deceive myself, I could contentedly and gladly
resign it.

The soul, uneasy, and confined at home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.

“Tt 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.? 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. [ shall never again be
capable of entering into such scenes. Indeed,
I am altogether unconcerned at the thoughts
of this life. I foresee that povertyand obscurity
probably await me, and I 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 remembered ere it is
yet too late. Present my dutiful respects to
my mother, and my compliments to Mr. and

? The verses of Scripture here alluded to, are as
follows :- d

*“15. Therefore are they before the throne of God,
and serve him day and night in his temple; and he
that sitteth 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 heat.

“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.”

e 73
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pared him for ovefeaping the bounds of rigid
virtue, which had hitherto restrained him.”
‘] am, honoured Sir, your dutiful son, I owe to Mr. Robert Chambers, author of
Roserr Burness.” | Traditions of Edinburgh, the following note
«P.8.—My meal is nearly out; but I am Of. a conversation ‘which Ah(.) had i.n J.une, 1826,
going to borrow till I get more.” with a respectable old citizen of t!ns town :—
“Burns was, at the time of his residence
among us, an older-looking 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
ralled 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-
possessed a single room for his lodgings, rent- | gether, leaning down on his palm, with his
ed, perhaps, at the rate of a shilling a week. | elbow resting on his knee. He was in common
He passed his days in constant labour as a flax- | silent and reserved ; but when he found a man
dresser, and his food consisted chiefly of oat- | to his mind, he constantly made a point of at-
meal sent to him from his father’s family. The | taching himself to his company, and endeav-
store of this humble, though wholesome nutri- | ouring to bring out his powers. It was among
ment, it appears, was nearly exhausted, and | women alone that he uniformly exerted him-
he was about to borrow till he should obtain a People remarked
supply. Yet even in this situation, his active | even then, that when Robert Burns did speak,
imagination had formed to itself pictures of | he always spoke to the point, and in general
eminence and distinction. with a sententious brevity.

Mrs. Muir;! and, with wishing you a merry
New-year's-day I shall conclude.

’

“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

self and uniformly shone.

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 Burns sought for consolation amidst the
heavy distresses which ‘“his youth was heir

His moody
thoughtfulness, and laconic style of expression,
were both inherited from his father,
for his station in life, was a very singular

who,

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
chugchyards on points of Calvinistic theology,
at ghother enjoying the society of the loose char-
adters 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 publie
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-Year merry-making, in the course of
which his shop caught fire and was reduced to
ashes!]

Burns himself thus sums up the results of
his residence at Irvine :—*“ From this adven-
ture I learned something of a town life; but

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 Ii\'in:_:‘
than he had been used to, whose society pre-

1[The tenants of Tarbolton Mill, the “Willie's
Mill” of “ Death and Dr. Hornbook.")

‘
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the principal thing which gave my mind a
turn, was a friendship T formed with a young
fellow, a very noble character, but a hapless
son of misfortune. He was the son of a
simple mechanic; but a !rcnt man in the
neighbourhood, taking himwunder 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
gea; 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

L
David Sillar’s letter to Mr. Aiken of Ayr
(part of which is given further on), proves the
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
gin) then making considerable noise in your
neighbourhood, and having perused Dr.
Taylor’s work on that subject, and Letters
on Religion Essential to Man,* when he came
to Tarbolton, his opinions were of consequence
favourable to what you Ayr people call the
The slightest insin-

moderate side. .
uation of Taylor’s opinions made his neigh-
bours suspect, and some even avoid him, as

| an heretical and dangerous companion.”]

and every manly virtue. I loved and admired |
| poet was first initiated in the mysteries of

him to a degree of enthusiasm, and of course
strove to imitate him. In some measure |
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 | 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

It was during the same period, that the

's his brother,

freemasonry, ‘‘which was
“his first introduction to the life of a boon
companion.” He was introduced to St. David’s
Lodge of Tarbolton by John Rankine, a very
dissipated man, of considerable talents, to

| whom he afterwards indited a poetical epistle,

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 I first knew
Burns 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 topies, particularly in those circles
which usually gather in a Scotch churchyard
after service. The senior added that Burns
commonly took the high Calvinistic 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

which will be noticed in its place. [A disrup-
tion took place in the St. David’s Lodge in
June, 1782, and the separating body, to which
Burns adhered, reconstituted themselves under
the old charter, dated 1711, as the St. James'’s
Tarbolton Lodge, of which he subsequently
officiated as Depute Master. |

“Rhyme,” Burns says, ‘I had given up”
(on going to Irvine); “‘but meeting with Fer-
gusson's Scottish Poems, 1 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
Fergusson, 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 Fergusson'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."”)

men beside
had formed
they called
met one €
purposes of
provement.
ly filled is
did not pe
than threep
announced
meeting ; a
to deliver t
matter thu
Sillar (to
Brother-poc
who subseq
not without
to draw up
some stanza
“first intro
as brother r
discussed, 1
minute of ¢
hand-writir
(Nov. 11,
bred a farr
it in his po
the one a
handsome |
sation, but
affairs of a
them a gir
conversatios
fortune: w
Burns, as m
side in this
“On ong
resolved to
race-night
society. A
with a part
innocence 1
11 quote fr«
1828, the line

Of birtl

No ge
But plo

In na!
Let nax
To aid t
To choo
To ease

These lines,
are in fact th




iken of Ayr
1), proves the
Jurns prior to
- had in his
1 to the argu-
ne of original
10ise in your
perused  Dr.
and Letters
hen he came
' consequence
ople call the
ghtest insin-
le his neigh-
void him, as
anion.”)
od, that the
mysteries of
his brother,
ife of a boon
to St. David’s
1kine, a very
» talents, to
etical epistle,
[A disrup-
I’s Lodge in
uly, to which
nselves under
¢ St. James's
subsequently

d given up”
ng with Fer-
ng anew my
ting vigour.”
tavern could
cation, But
neeting with
re finally de-
er of Burns's
lasting sense
ral sympathy
" Fergusson's
ount for the
always men-

rvine, he, his
r eight young

sential to Man,
y an accession
n the French.
1."]

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 29

men 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 evidént; for the rules of the club
did not permit any member to spend more
than threepence at a sitting. A question was
announced for discussion at the elose of each
meeting ; and at the lext they came prepared
to deliver their sentiments upon the subject-
matter thus proposed. Burns 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 Burns and him to each other
as brother rhymers.” Of the sort of questions

discussed, we may form some notion from the |

minute of one evening, still extant in Burns’s
hand-writing.—QuEstioN ¥orR 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 ¢onver-
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 be 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

1 Tquote from a letter of Mr. Sillar, 20th 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 haud 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 propegty of Mr. Sillar.

and good-humour, that every brother will long
remember it with delight.” There can be no
doubt that Burns 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
sarly 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-
bolton, 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 Carrick
border.”

Mr. David Sillar? gives an account of the
beginning of his own acquaintance with Burns,
and introduction into this Bachelor’s Club,
which will always be read with much interest.
—“Mr. Robert Burns 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-
al 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 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 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 subscribe to the mausoleum
| fund and afterwards to the Ayr monument to Burns,
| 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-
jcal 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, we
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
ease 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)' 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 7'ristram Shandy, that his
spoon falling out of his hand, made him ex-
claim, in a tone scarcely imitable,  Alas, poor
Yorick!” Such was Burns, and such were his
associates, when I was admitted a member of
the Bachelor's Club.” 2

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. 1 have been favoured with copies
of some letters addressed by the poet soon
afterwards to his cousin, ““Mr. James Burness,
writer in Montrose,” which cannot but gratify

1 15th January, 1783,
2 Letter to Mr. Aiken of Ayr, in Morison's Burns,
vol. ii. pp. 257-260.

| every reader.® They are worthy of the strong
| understanding and warm heart of Burns ; 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 unkngwn peasant
in a wretched hovel, the abode of poverty,
care, and disease—to be models of native good
taste and politeness.

“Lochlea, 21st June, 1788,

“Dear  Sig,— My father 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 reasor, 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
north die with him.

received

in the
My brother writes to
John Caird ; and to him Iymust refer you for
the news of our family. 1 shall only trouble
you with a few particulars relative to the present
Our markets
are exceedingly high; oatmeal 17d. and 18d.
per peck, and not to be got even at that price.
We have indeed been pretty well sypplied 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 are 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 ruined, and
hundreds driven to a starving condition on
account of it. Farming is also at a very low ebb
with us.

wretched state of this country.

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

3 These letters first appeared in the 1820 re-issue of
Currie's edition.

of the qualit
us much be
be found ab
loss for wai
provements
us to leave
have opport
new ones.
unfortunate
and its as w
has been, ¢
Even in hig
noblemen, @
and squires
fjob of a Do
no doubt yo
bers of th
French, anc
peries, has |
great trade
coasts, whi
interests of
enriches thi
expense of
individuals
splendid ap|
with her w
her favours,
the last; a
them if she
when she fo
4, “\ mol
cheese ; 'tis
year's stock
any corresp
we would se
Mrs. Black
her care so 1
the Stirling
“] shall
assuring yoi
hear from y
country, whi
sends you, |
world, his w
happiness ;
family desir
you, Mrs. Br
along with, -

In the s



hy of the strong
of Burns ; and,
v of the manner
was preserved
relations from
| separated that
they appear to
'kngwn peasant
de of poverty,
 of native good

21st June, 1788,
received your
a8 he has been
in health, and
deed in almost
condition ; he
written a few
rothers-in-law.
now hold the
ur kind letter,
hall not be my
idence in the
ther writes to
t refer you for
11 only trouble
e tothe present
Our markets
17d. and 18d.
) at that price.
| supplied with
England and
 likely to fail
then, particu-
n only knows.
lourishing in-
ilk, lawn, and
Il carrying on
much reduced
0 a fine trade
y ruined, and
condition on
avery low ebb
speaking, are
r landholders,
red from the
ther rich soils
for the odds

1820 re-issue of

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 31

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 much 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 fast.

Even in higher life, a couple of our Ayrshire ‘
noblemen, and the major part of our knights
and squires, are all insolvent. A miserable |
fjob 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, —DearSir, youraffectionate Cousin,

‘““RoBerT BURNESS.”

In the second of these letters, the poet

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

“Dear CousiN,—I would have returned

| you my thanks for your kind favour of the
| 18th December sooner, had it not been that I

waited togive you anaccount of 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 of 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-
ghip 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,

““RoBerT BURNE

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 agrecable to the worthy man whom he
satirizes under the appellation of ‘‘Daddie
Auld.”* 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, T cannot believe that Burns 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

A

«(Cottar’s Saturday Night,” had not, we may
be sure, hardened his heart to the thought of
bringing additional sorrow and unexpected
ghame to,the fireside of a widowed mother.
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 Burns proposes to himself
on this occasion :—

—The mair they talk, I'm kend the better;
E'en let them clash !

known
gossip

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

CHAPTER IIL

[Removal to Mossgiel :—theological discussions:—Church parties—the New-Lights and Auld-Lights:

Gavin Hamilton—his feud with Mr. Auld:—Dr. Macgill's case:
the “Ordination,” “Kirk’s Alarm,” and ““Holy Fai

Prayer:’

the “Twa Herds:"—*‘Holy Willie's
~‘“Epistle to Davie,” and first idea of

becoming an u.lmr: Gilbert's account of this period’s poems :—* Dr. Hornbook :"—the inequality of human

condition :
project :
taken to secure his children’s maintenance.)

The star that rules my luckless lote

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 couptry wit.

Three months before th:}ilcnth of William
Burnes, Robert and Gilbert took the farm of
Mossgiel, in the 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.2 It was

1 There is much humour in sonte of the verses; as,
"T'was ae nicht lately in my fun,
I gaed a roving wi' my gun,
An' brought a paitrick to the grun’,
A bonnie hen,
And, as the twilight was begun,
Thought nane wad ken, &c.

2[The farm of Mossgiel (originally Mossgavel),

went
partridge

“Life and Age of Man:"—the “Cottar’s Saturday Night” and “Holy Fair:"-
Highland Mary :—Jean Armour:—acknowledgment of marriage :—birth of twins:—legal steps

West Indian

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

which consisted of 118 acres, the rent being £00, 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
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a joint concern among us.' 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, Robeért’s expenses
never, in any one year, exceeded his slender
income.” 4

“] entered on this farm,” says the poet,?
¢ with a full resolution, Come, go to, I will be
wise. 1 read farming books, I calculated
crops, I attended markets, and, in short, in
spite of the devil, and the world, 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 sow that was washed, to her 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. These farming 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 roof, formed the bed-
room of the two brothers Rohert and Gilbert, and con-
tained a small table at which the poet wrote many of
his most famous pieces, with a drawer in which. his
productions were stored. The ““ben " end of the house
was the celebrated “spence” of the ‘ Vision,” the
scene of “Coila’s " inspiratory visit to the bard. In
1850 great alterations were made upon the house. It
was completely gutted, and a story added to it, so
that the present substantial tivo-storied slated build-
ing bears 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 present. The
outhouses which form an angle round a paved court
are all modern, Gilbert Burns continued on the farm
till 1800, when he removed to Dinning, in Dumfries-
shire, a farm belonging to Sir C. 8. Menteath of Close-
burn.)

1 (When William Burnes died his sons and the two
eldest daughters ranked as creditors 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.]

2 Letter to Dr. Moore.

3 [This quotation is in Dr. Currie's own words, and
not in those of Gilbert Burns as stated in the text.]

O 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, &c.
0 leave novells, ye Mauchline belles,
Ye're safer at your spinning wheel ;
Such witching books 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 fire your brains,
And then ye're prey for Rob Mossgiel, &c. &c.

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
pnly confidant ; and anything mfore interesting
and delightful than thisexcellent 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 keénness 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 :
Burns 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 so, no question, with
being permitted to mingle occasionally in their
society. One of these gentlemen told the
professor, that after entering on the clerical
profession, he had repeatedly met Burns 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 appearance in the pulpit, I eame
with an assured and tranquil mind, and though
a few persons of education were present, ad-
vanced some length in the service with my con-
fidence and self-possession unimpaired; but
when I saw Burns, who was of a different
parish, unexpectedly enter the church, I was
affected with a tremor and 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.”?
Every Scotch peasant who makes any pre-
tension to understanding, is a theological
eritic—at least such was the case—and Buras,
no doubt, had long ere this time distinguished
himself considerably among those hard-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 Dr. Moore,
in 1787, “about this time, was putting the

country half mad,*and I, ambitious of shining

1 Letter to Dr. Moore, sub initio

? Life prefixed to Morison's Burns, P xlix. [The
clergyman here referred to is Dr. Alexander Niven,
afterwards minister of Dunkeld (born 1759, died 1533),
then a young licentiate of divinity, acting as tutor in
the family of Hamilton of Sundrum, in the parish of
Coylton.)

3 The following account of the Buchanites, a set of
fanatics, now ful’}:\{lrl\. who made much noise in the
south and west & Scotland, about the period in
question, is taken from one of the poet's letters to
his cousin (Mr. Burnes of Montrose), with which 1
have been favoured since this narrative was first

| . »
ceased to this hour.

s, at funerals,

in conversation-parties on Sunday
&e., used to puzzle Calvinism with so much
heat and indiseretion, that I raised the hue
and cry of heresy against me, which has not
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 Burns

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

yresently became so much shocked with his
I A

published. It is dated Mossgiel, August, 1784, “We
have been surprised witlf one of the most extra-
ordinary phenomena in the moral world, which, 1
dare say, has happened in the course of this last
century.” We have had a party of the Presbytery
Relief, as they call themselves, for some time in this
country. A pretty thriving society of them has been
in the burgh of Irvine for some years past, till about
two years ago, a Mrs. Buchan from Glasgow came
and began to spread some fanatical notions of religion
among them, and, in a short time, made many con-
verts among them, and, among others, their preacher,
one Mr. Whyte, who, upon that account, has been
suspended and formally deposed by his brethren,
He continued, however, to preach in private to his
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 circhmstances ; till, in spring last, the populace
rose and mobbed the old leader Buchan, and put her
gut of the town; on which, all her followers volun-
tarily quitted the place likewise, and with such pre-
cipitation, that many of them never shut their doors
behind thém; one left a washing on the green, another
a cow bellowing at the crib without ‘'meat, or any
body to mind her; 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 Ghost by breathing on them, which she does
with postures and practices that are scandalously
indecent ; they have likewise disposed of all their
effects, and hold a community of goods, and live
nearly an idle life, carrying on a great farce 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 I can assure you
the above mentioned are facts.

[Elspeth Simpson or Buchan was a native of Bauff,
and was born in 1738, and married Robert Buchan,
a painter in Glasgow, In 17 n to prophesy
the end of the world, and in 1752 she joined Whyte
in Irvine a few months after Burns had left that
town. The last of her disciples died in Crochetford,
Kirkeudbrightshire, 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-
““a hue and ery 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

men, and attended with

equally divided the Church of Scotland, it so |

happened 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 Wing
of course taken up among their congregations,
and spleen and prejudice at work, even more
furiously in the cottage than in the manse, 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 shape the
precious ‘‘circulating medium " might be 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 enjoyed the |

co-operation, such as it was then, and far more

. . . |
important, as in the sequel it came to be, of

our l"‘i't.

William Burnes, as we have already seen,
though a most exemplary and devout man,
entertained opinions very different from those
which commonly obtained among the rigid
Calvinists of his distriet. The worthy and
pious old man himself, therefore, had not im-
probably infused into his son’s mind its first
prejudice against these persons; though, had
he lived to witness the manner in which Robert
assailed them, there can 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 deriders
of the manners, as well as the tenets of the

Orthodox, orthodox, wha believe in John Knox.

We have already observed the effect of the
young poet’s own first collision with the ruling
powers of Presbyterian 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 (i.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 close 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 striet 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, have been very flattering to our
polemical young farmer. He espoused Gavin
Hamilton’s quarrel warmly. - Hamilton was
naturally enough disposed tomixup his personal
r 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 protégé

| came to be as vehemently interested in the

church-polities of Ayrshire, as he could have
been in lmlili\'\ of another order, had he ]l:l}l-
pened to be a freeman of some open borough,
and his patron a candidate for the honour of
representing it in St. Stephen’s,

Cromek has been severely criticised for some
details of Gavin Hamilton's dissensions with
his parish minister;' 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
either the merits or the demerits of many of
Burns's most remarkable productions. Since
1 Edinburgh Review, vol. xiii. p.
? Reliques, p. 164, &e.

ore
203
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I have touched o this matter at all, I may as | entertaining heterodox opinions on several

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 of Episcopalianism. javin's great
grandfither had been curate of Kirkoswald in®
the troubled times that preceded the Revolu-
tion, and incurred great and lasting popular
hatred, in consequence ®f 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 wrifer 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 ht, began to ring with the equally
zealous applause and vituperation of—

Poet Burns,
And his priest-skelping turns.

It is impossible to look batk 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; and in the superabundant display
of eal as to doctrinal points, neither party
seems to have mingled much of the charity of
the Christian temper. The whole exhibition

ras most unlovely—the spectacle of such
indecent violence among the leading ecclesi-
astics of the district, acted unfavourably on
many men’s minds—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

\ ¥

points, particularly the doctrine of original
sin and the Trinity; and the former at length
published an essay, which was considered as
<lcman(l'51g the notice of the church courts.
More than a year was spent in the (liscllssi(.)”
which arose out of this; and at last Dr. Macgill
was fain to acknowledge his errors, and promise
that he would take dn 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 unreproached moral character, and pos-
sessed of someé 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 Maegill; Auld,
and the Mauchline elders, were his enemies.
Mr. Robert Aiken, a writer in Ayr, a man of
remarkable talents, particularly in publie
speaking, had the principal management of
Macgill's cause before the presbytery, and, I
believe, also before the synod. He was an
intimate friend of Hamilton, and through him
had about this time formed an acquaintance,
which soon ripened into a warm friendship,
with Burns. Burns, therefore, was from| the
beginning a zealous, as in the end he was|per-
haps the most 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
undegenerate descendants and representatives
of the haughty Puritans, who chiefly conducted
the overthrow of Popery in Scotland, and who
ruled for a time, and would fain have continued
to rule, 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 Papal system for ever in their

moutks, 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 udmimblc‘

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
best 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 Burns. While
this warfare raged, there broke out an intes-
tine discord within the camp 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 Burns
VOL. L

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. :

“The first of my poetic offspring that saw.
the light,” says Burns, ‘“was a burlesque
lamentation on a quarrel between two reverend
Calvinists, both of them dramatis persone 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 it,.“prctty 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,' and
omitted, certainly for no very intelligible
reason, in editions where the ‘“ Holy Fair,”
the “Ordination,” &e. found admittance. The
two herds, or pastors, were Mr. Moodie, minister
of Ricearton, and that favourite victim of
Burns's, John Russell, then minister at Kilmar-
nock, and afterwards of Stirling.?

““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 =

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.”®* 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.]
l 2 See note to the “ Twa Herds.”
3 Quarterly Review, No. i. p. 22,
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| the world loves the elect, not from any lovely
{ qualities which they possess, for they are hate-

Willie’s Prayer” at full length;' and even
calls on the friends of religion to bless the
memory of the poet who took such a judicious
method of ““leading the liberal mind to a
rational view of the nature of prayer.”
“This,” says that bold 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,
Burns 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 Yery essence
is love, which is drawn by the high Calvinists,
or the representatives of the Cofenanters— j
namely, that he is disposed to grant salvation
to none but a few of their s ;qyxat, the whole '

Pagan world;“the disciples jof Mahomet, the
Roman Catholics, the-Luthgrans,\and even the |
Calvinists who differ from themt.jn certain
tenets, must, like Korah, Dathan, and A iram,
descend to the pit of perdition, man, yoman,
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 hypoerisy
and dishonesty of the man, who was at the
time a reputed saint, were perceived by the
discerning penetration of Burns, and to expose
them he considered it his 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 inculeate, |
that the greatest sinner is the greatest favourite |
of Heaven—that a reformed bawd is more ac- I
ceptable to the Almighty than a pure virgin,
who has hardly ever transgressed even in
thought—that the lost sheep alone will be

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.” 2—Life of Burns.

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. That performances

80 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 this kind, he was encouraged and abetted
by those who, to say nothing more about their
professional character gand authority, were
almost the only persons of liberal education
whose society he had any opportunity of ap-
proaching at the period in question. Had

| Burns received, at this time, from his clerical

friends and patrons, 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 first approaches to the
public notice in a very different character.

saved, and that the ninety-and-nine out of the += *‘ Let your bright talents”—(thus wrote the

hundred will be left in the wilderness, to
perish without mercy—that the Saviour of |

excellent John Ramsay of Ochtertyre, in
October, 1787)—‘“let those bright talents

which the Almighty has bestowed on you, be

11 leave this passage as it stood originally; but am
happy in having it in my power to add, on Mr. Paul's
own authority, that he had no hand either in select-
ing the poems 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 “considered his contributions as a Jjeu-
d'egprit.”  After this explanation, my text may safely ‘
be left to the interpretation of every candid reader. |

|

2 According to every account, Holy Willie was no
very consistent character 1 find it stated in Cromek's
MSS. that he met with his death by falling, when
drunk, into a wet ditch ; and indeed this story seems
to be alluded to in more than one of Burns's own
letters. [He was also convicted of pilfering money
from *““the plate” used in taking up the church-door
collections 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

be recommended in a comedy, or even in a

song. Great allowances are due to the heat

#d inexperience of youth;—and few poets can

hoast, like Thomson, of never having written

a line, which, dying, they would wish to blot.

In particular, I wish you to keep clear of the

thorny 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
are certain curious questions, which may afford
scope to men of metaphysical heads, but seldom
mend the heart or temper. Whilst these
points are 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;
e A .
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests. dead-
[drunk
It is amusing to observe how soon even
really bucolic bards learn the tricks of their
trade : Burns knew already what lustre a com-
pliment gains from being set in sarcasm, when
he made Willie call for special notice to

jawn Hamilton's deserts, ..
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes; cards
Yet has sae mony takin' arts
Wi’ grit and sma’,
Frae God's ain priests the people's hearts
He steals awa, &c.

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

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

Burns 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,” &c. &ec.; and
last, and best undoubtedly, the “ Holy Fair,”!
in which, unlike the others that have been
mentioned, satire keeps its own place, and is
subservient to the poetry of Burns. 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 auld clay biggin'” of Mossgiel. The
““ Holy Fair " however, created admiration, not
surprise, among the circle of domestie 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 minutiee 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 philippies 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,

![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 | It was, I think, in summer, 1784, when, in
poetical language and versification, as must } the inter\:ul of harder lubou.r, he and I were
have prepared them for witnessing, without | weeding in the garden ,( k:.nl-yurd ), that he
wonder, even the most perfect specimens of | repeated to me the principal part of this
his art. | epistle (to Davie). 1 believe the first idea
Gilbert says, ‘“that among the earliest of | of Robert’s beeoming an author was started on
his poems” was the *‘Epistle to Davie,” and | this occasion. I was much pleased with the
Mr. Walker believes that this was written | epistle, and said to him I was of opinion it
very soon after the death of William Burnes. \ would bear being printed, and that it would
This piece is in the very intricate and diffi- | be well received by people of taste; that 1
cult measure of the *Cherry and the Slae;”! | thought it at least equal, if not superior, to
and, on the whole, the poet moves with ease [ many of Allan Ramsay’s epistles; and that
and grace in his very unnecessary trammels ; | the merit of these, and much other Scotch
but young poets are careless beforehand of | poetry, seemed to consist principally in the
difficulties which would startle the experi- A knack of the expression—but here, there was
enced; and great poets may overcome any | a strain of interesting sentiment, and the Scot-
difficulties if they once grapple with them; so | ticism of the language scarcely scemed affected,
that I should rather ground my distrust of | but appeared to be the natural language of the
Gilbert's statement, if it must be literally | poet; that, besides, there was certainly some
taken, on the celebration of ‘“‘Jean” with | novelty in a poet pointing out the consolations
which the epistle terminates: and after all, | that were in store for him when he should go
she is celebrated in the concluding stanzas, | a-begging. Robert. seemed very well pleased
which may have been added some time after | with my criticism, and we talked of sending
the first draught. The gloomy circumstances | it to some magazine, but as this plan afforded
of the poet’s personal condition, as described | no opportunity of knowing how it would take,
in this piece, were common, -it cannot be | the idea was dropped.
doubted, to all the years of his youthful his- |  ““It was, I think, in the winter following, as
tory; so that no particular date is to be
founded upon these; and if this was the first, | the family (and I could yet point out the par-
certainly it was not the last occasion, on  ticular spot), that the author first repeated to
which Burns exercised his fancy in the col- | me the ‘Address to the Deil.” The curious
ouring of the very worst issue that could at- | fdea of such an address was suggested to him,
tend a life of unsuccessful toil. by running over in his mind the many ludi-
crous accounts and representations we have,
from various quarters, of this august personage.
| “Death and Doctor Hornbook,’ though not
But Gilbert's recollections, however on trivial | published in the Kilmarnock edition, was pro-
points inaccurate, will always be more inter- = duced early in the year 1785. The school-
esting than anything that could be put in master of Tarbolton parish, to eke up the
their place. scanty subsistence allowed to that useful class
““Robert,” says he, ‘““often composed without | of men, had set up a shop of grocery goods.
any regular plan. When anything made a | Having accidentally fallen in with some med-
strong impression on his mind, so as to rouse | ical books, and become most hobby-horsically
it to poetic exertion, he would give way to the | attached to the study of medicine, he had
impulse, and embody the thought in rhyme. | added the sale of a few medicines to his little
If he hit on two or three stanzas to please him, 2 It has heen already mentioned that Sillar removed
he would then think of proper introductory, | from Tarbolton to Irvine in 1784 ; which circumstance
connecting, and concluding stanzas; hence the | seems to confirm the account in the text. [The poem

s bears date January, 1785, but the concluding stanzas
middle of a poem was o D - . . ’
» as often first produccd. | as the poem now appears, referring to the poet's con-

1 . | suming passion for Jean, must have been added after
! [That is the  Cherry and the Sloe,” a Scottish poem ' that date, as his intercourse with her would seem
by Alexander Montgomery, published in 1595.) not to have begun till April of that year.)
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trade.! He had got a shop-bill printed, at the
bottom of which, overlooking his own inca-
pacity, he had advertised, that ¢ Advice would
be 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 Lapraik ’ was pro-
duced exactly on the occasion described by
the author. He says in that poem, ‘On
Fasten-e'en we had a rockin'.’
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 ;
h(‘nvvbllw phrase of going a-rocking, or with the

rock. As the connection the phrase had with

|

I believe he |

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
rockings 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,’? 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

! [See notes appended to “Death and Doctor Horn-
book.”]

2 Burns was never a fastidious critic; but 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 Burns has praised it.
since heen discovered that Lapraik filched the song
almost in its entirety from Ruddiman’s. Magazine,
14th October, 1778. Burns, who gave it high praise,
touched it up, and inserted it in Johnson's Museum.)

|

[It has "

the author was holding the plough; I could
point out the particular spot where each was
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
vigw, 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 labouring 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 I first had the
pleasure of hearing the author repeat the
‘Cottar’s Saturday Night." I 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 Burns 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 thé 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 thelocal 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 bless the lucky 1

hour in which the dominie of Tarbolton pro- |
voked the castigation of Robert Burns. In

those days the Scotch universities did not turn

out doctors of physic by the hundred, accord- ‘
ing to the modern fashion introduced by the
necessities of the French revolutionary war; ‘
Mr. Wilson’s was probably the only medicine-
chest from which salts and senna were distri-
buted for the benefit of a considerable circuit |
of parishes; and his 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. Poor
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,’
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
expresded, than in some of these stanzas :—

)

whatever

See yonder poor o'erlabour’'d wight,
80 abject, mean, and vile,

Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leave to toil!

If 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,
To mak us truly blest.

\

learning

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 fifty-

three,

Frae Christ was born, that bought us dear as writings
testifie :

On January, the sixteenth day, as I did lie alone,

With many a sigh and sob did say—Ah! man is made
to moan !

“1 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 he 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."!

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 hds 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
80 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's 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 sqftened, 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. Burns saw and |
seized in it one of the happiest of 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
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 been 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 than whatever was
affectingly beautiful in rural life.”! This is
very good so far as it goes; but who ever dis- |
puted the exquisite graphic truth, so far as it
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 |

! Heron's Memoirs of Burns (Edinburgh, 1797), p.
14. [Robert Heron, a very prolific miscellaneous
writer (born 1764, died 1807), wrote one of the earliest
memoirs of Burns's life, published in ¥797. He was
a man of decided talent if not genius, but his life
was marred by his own unsteadiness and eccentricity.) |

¢

| under the gravest sanction.

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 ‘“Supenrsti-
tion,” ¢ Hypoerisy,” and ‘‘Fun,” the only
influences which he might justly have imper-
sonated? It would be hard, I think, to speak
8o 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.?

Let us beware, 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, graphie, 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 see so' much
to venerate, it is surely just that they should
pay more attention to what he has delivered
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

2 [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 Burns 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.

“Hallowe'en,” a descriptive poem, perhaps
even more exquisitely wrought than the
“Holy Fair,” and contaifing nothing that
could - offend the feelings of anybody, was
produced about the same period. Burns'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
g0 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,
hé 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 Burns'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.! 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
wereevolved and completed during hisresidence
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

1 [There is no authority for saying that Burns ever
tontemplated trying his fortunes in the West Indies
prior to 1786. Though he speaks of “ thinking of going
to the West Indies in my very early years,” he refers
to his 28th year, 1786. See below.)

heroines.? *‘Mary Morison,” ‘‘Behind yon
hills where Stinchar flows,” ‘“On Cessnock
§ banks there lives a lass,” belong to this period,®
| 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 notice 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?

Burns says, ““In my very early years, when I
was thinking of going to the West Indies, I
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 drymlie; turbid
There summer first unfauld her robes,
And there the langest tarry,
For there I took the last farewell
0" 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
gshould 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 I could even hear of her ill-
ness;” and Mr. Cromek, 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 apoeryphal. ¢ This adieu,” says that zeal-
ous inquirer into the details of Burns'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,

3[These songs certainly belong to the period before
| hetook up his residence at Mossgiel.)
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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 discovery of a Bible, pre-
.-.L.-nted by Burns to ‘“ Mary Campbell,” which
was found in the possesfion of her sister at
Ardrossan. Upon the boards of the first
volume is inscribed, in Burns’s handwriting,
—* And ye shall not swear by my name falsely,
I am the Lord.—Levit. chap. xix. v. 12.” On
the second volume,—*‘Thou shalt not for-
gwear thyself, but shalt perform unto the Lord
thine oaths.—St. Matth. chap. v. 33.” And,
on a blank leaf of gither—*‘ Robert Burns,
Mossgiel,” with his sfason-mark.

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

Highland Mary, however, seems to have
died before her lover had made any more
serious attempts in poetry.' In the Epistle to
Mr. Sillar, the very earliest, according to
Gilbert, 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 qftcrwunl.u 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 lords.” And how slightly such
a circumstance might affect the character and
reputation of a young woman in her sphere of

! [The story of Highland Mary, the true facts re-
garding which were unknown to Lockhart, is given
in Appendix.)

# In Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles,

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’:

Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland's divine,

Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw;
There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Miss Morton,
But Armour’s 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, he
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, I 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 the
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.
Burns, 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 his 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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tion 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.

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

1 [Another statement regnrdln}' the destruction of
the document is, that Jean's father snatched it from
her in a sudden fit of anger, threw it on the fire, and
commanded her to think herself no longer the wife
of Burns. It may be remarked that the destruction
of the paper only destroyed evidence; it could not
annul the marriage. ]

2 [After the destruction of the important document
Miss Armour was sent off to Paisley, evidently with
the purpose of preventing cammunication between
her and her poet lover. n Oth July Burns writes to
his friend Richmond in burgh that he had called
on Jean after her return@and 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
80 far as to appear in my own seat.” Delinquents
like Burns had to do penance on three several
Sundays. Burns began his course of public repent-
ance on 9th July, and should have finished on the
23d. For some reason or other two Sundays were
omitted, and Burns made his last appearance along
with Jean and some other offenders on 6th August,
as shown by the following extract from the session
records :—* 1786, August 6th.—Robert Burns, 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 Sabbaths formerly,
were this day rebuked and ahsolved from the scandal.’

It appears that the Rev. Mr. Auld, by whom these
guilty parties 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 Burns and his fellow-sinners as noted
down in this curious volume is as follows:—* You
appear there to be 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 humiliition to the guilty persons themselves.
We call y?g 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, we'll do so

Burnsis love and pride, the two most power-
ful feelings of Jni.-u 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. His 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 be 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, [ suppose security for some four or
five pounds a year was the utmost that could
have been 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
Jjail.

Who can ever learn without grief and indig-
nation, that it was the victim of such miseries
who, at this moment, could pour out such a
strain as the “ Lament?”

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 beam ;
And mourn, in lamentation deep,
How life and love are all a dream.
No idly-feigned poetic plaints,
My sad love-lorn lamentings claim ;
Nq shepherd’s pipe—Arcadian strains;
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame.
The plighted faith; the mutual flame;
The oft attested Pow'ry above ;
The promised Father s ténder name ;
These were the pledges 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 S8cotland a subsequent marriage
between the father and mother legitimates children
born out of wedlock; hence it is, probably, that
antenuptial incontinence is looked upon rather too
leniently among the lower classes.)
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CHAPTER 1V.

(Jamaica engagement :—resolution to publish his poems :—publication of first edition :—preparations for
sailing : —growing fame :—Dugald Stewart, Dr. Blair, Mrs. Dunlop :—*‘ Lass of Ballochmyle " :—hopes of an
excise appointment :—visit to Dr. Laurie :—Dr. Blacklock’s letter :—Burns resolves to visit Edinburgh.)

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

111 may she be!
So, took a berth afore the mast—.

Jamaica was now his mark ; and after some
little time and trouble, the situation of assis-
tant-overseer on the estate of a Dr. 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 be raised by
the publication of some of the finest poems
that ever delighted mankind.

His landlord Gavin Hamilton, Mr. Aiken,
and other friends, encouraged him warmly;
and 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. His rural patrons exerted themselves
with suceess in the matter ; and so many copies
were soon subscribed for, that Burns entered
into terms with a printer! in Kilmarnock,
and began 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 begun
to throw on his affairs, composed, while the
printing was in progress, some of the best
poems 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 acgpunt of the
business to Dr. Moore is as follows :—

“l 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

3

power for Jamaica.? But before leaving my
1 John Wilson.

2[While his poems were in the press Burns executed
a deed (still in existence) formally assigning over to

-

native land, I resolved to publish my poems.
I weighed my productions as impartially

was in my power: I thought 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 poor negro-driver—
or, perhaps, a victim to that inhospitable
clime, and gone to the world of spirits. 1
can truly say, that, pauvre inconnu as 1 then
was, | had pretty nearly as high an idea of
myself and of my works as I 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 see
thousands daily guilty, are owing to their
ignorance of themselves. To know myself,
had been all along my constant study. |
weighed myself alone; I balanced myself
with others; I watehed every means of infor-
mation, to see how much ground I occupied
as a man and as a poet : I studied 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 meglect. 1 threw off
six hundred copies, for which 1 got subscrip-
tions for about three hundred and fifty.>—My

L

his brother Gilbert all the goods that he might leave
behind him on his departure for Jamaica, as well as
the profits that might arise from the publication of
his poems; Gilbert on the other hand undertaking to,
bring up and educate the poet's illegitimate child
Elizabeth, daughter of Elizabeth Paton. No mention
is made of Jean Armour or her possible offspring.)

3 [His “ Proposals for publishing by Subscription,
Scottish Poems by Robert Burns,” were dated April
14th, 1786. The work was to be *‘ elegantly printed,
inone volume octavo. Price, stitched, Three Shillings."”
On July 81, 1786, the volume was issued, and the
whole edition was disposed of as follows :—Mr. Aiken
of Ayr disposed of 145 coples; Mr. Robert Muir of Kil-
marnock, 72 copies; James Smith of Mauchline, 41
copies ; Gavin Hamilton, 40 copies ; Gilbert Burns, 70
copies; John Kennedy, Dumfries House, 20 coples;

1
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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, I 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; I had
composed the last song I should ever measure
in Caledonia, ‘‘ The gloomy night is gathering
fast,” when a letter from Dr. Blacklock to a
friend of mine, overthrew all my schemes, by
opening new prospects to my poetic ambition.”

"o 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
patrons 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 copies; Mr. M‘ Whinnie,
Writer, Ayr, 20 copies ; David Sillar, Irvine, 14 copies;
William Niven, Maybole, 7 copies; Walter Morton,
Cumnock, 6 copies; John Neilson, Kirkoswald, 5
qopies. Wilson himself disposed of 70 copies, while
copies were supplied to William Parker, Thomas
Samson, Ralph Sellars, and John Rankine. On
August 28, 550 copies had been disposed of, and
there then remained on hand only 13 copies. The
expense of printing and publishing the whole edition
amounted to £35, 17s., a sum that would little more

than purchase a single copy now, they have become
80 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 e
resident in Galloway, contiguous to Ayrshire,
and I can well remember how even ploughboys
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 Burns.” The poet soon found that his
person also had become an object of general
curiosity, and that a lively interest in his
personal fortunes was excited among some of
the gentry of the district, when the details of
his story reached them, as it wds pretty sure
to do, along with his modgs¥’and manly pre-
face.! Among others, the celebrated Professor

1 Preface to the First Edition,

“The following trifles are not the production of
the poet, who, with all the advantages of learned
art, and, perhaps, amid the elegancies and idleness
of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, with an
eye to Theoeritus 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 his
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 him think any
thing of his worth showing; and none of the following
works were composed with a view to 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, the griefs,
the hopes, the fears in his own Inrvut;'lo 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,

“Now,that he appears in the public character of
an authdr, he does it with fear and trembling. So
dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even he, an
obscure, nameless bard, 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 !

‘“Tt is an observation of that celebrated poet Shen-
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L}

Dugald Stewart of Edinburgh-and his accom-
plished lady, then resident at their beautiful
seat of Catrine, 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 perhaps still
more highly by her warm commendations.!
But, above all, his little volume happened to
attract the notice of Mrs. Dunlop of l)unldfn,"'
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 species, that * Humility has de-
pressed many a genius to a hermit, but never raised
one to fame!' If any critic catches at the word
genius the author tells him, once for all, that he
certainly looks upon himself as possessed of some
poetic abilities, otherwise his publishing in the
manner he has done, would be a mancuvre below
the worst character, which, he hopes, his worst
enemy will ever give him. But to the genius of a
Ramsay, or the glorious dawnings of the poor, unfor-
tunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaffected sincerity,
declares that, even in his highest pulse of vanity, he
has 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 his subscribers, the author returns his most
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a
counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the
bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence
and friendship for gratifying him, if he deserves it,
in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom—to be
distinguished. He begs his readers, particularly the
learned and the polite, who may honour him with a
perusal, that they will make every allowance for
education and circumstances of 1'fe; but if, after a
fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall stand
convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him be done
by a8 he would in that case do by others—let him
he condemned, without mercy, to contempt and
oblivion,

1 [There is some confusion here; Helen Bannatine,
Dugald Stewart’s first wife, was at that time suffering
from an illness, of which she died the following year.
Helen D'Arcy Cranstoun, “the poetess,” did not
become Mrs. Stewart till 1790.)

2 This lady was the'daughter of 8if Thomas Wallace,
Baronet. of Craigie, supposed to represent the family
of which the great hero of Scotland was a cadet.

new production of the provinecial 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 deseription 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.” Mrs, 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, still 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
correspondence, 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,
Burns was introduced into society of a class
which he had not bef6re approached ; and of
the manner in which he 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
than 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 L:vntlvhb»‘ and accommodation
in his 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 8o 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
ghould force him to think of a project so re-
pugnant to his feelings, when his ambition
aimed at no higher an object than the station
of an exciseman or gauger in his own country.”

The provineial applause of his publication,
and fhe consequent noticg of his superiors,
however flattering such things must have been,
were far from administering any eksential
relief to the urgent necessities of Burns’s situ-
ation. Very shortly after his first visit to
Catrine, where he met with the young and
amiable Basil Lord Daer, 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 have been feel-
ing all the various rotations and movements
within respecting the excise.  There are 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;
and besides, I 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 reaspns urge me to go
abroad ; and to all these redsons I have only
one answer—the faelings of a father. This, in
the |:rc.~&c'n'. mood Fhm in; overbalances every-
thing that can be laid in the scale against it.”

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

myself alone, unfit-for the struggle of life,
shrinking at every rising cloud in the chance-
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-
gressive struggle ; and that, however I might
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 he done.
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, I was ‘standling 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 see, sir, that
if to know one’s errors, were a probability of
mending 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, Burns 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 appeared in July,
and one of the first persons of superior condi-
tion (Gilbert, indeed, says the first) who courted
his acquaintance in consequence of having read
them, was Mrs. Stewart of Stair, a beautiful
and accomplished lady. Burns presented her
on this occasion with some MS. songs; and
among the rest, with one ip which her own
charms were celebrated, in that warm strain of
compliment which our poet seems to have all
along considered the most proper to be used
whenever fair lady was to be addressed in
rhyme.

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,

Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise;

My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream,

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below

Where wild in the woodlands the primroses hlow

There oft, as mild evening sweeps over the lea,

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. !

1{On this occasion the poet sent a parcel of ** songs,
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It was in the spring of the same year, that
he had happened, in the course of an evening
ramble on the banks of the Ayr, to meet with
a young and lovely unmarried lady, of the
family of Alexander of Ballochmyle; 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 beayty, 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's ear.

Oh, had she been a country maid,
And 1 the happy country swain,
Though sheltered in the lowest shed
That ever rose on Scotia’s plain !
Through weary winter’s wind and rain
With joy, with rapture, I would toil,
And nightly to my bosom strain
The bonny lass of Ballochmyle.

Burns 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-
derness to young ladies in pretty much the
same way that Professor Dugald Stewart does,
in the letter above quoted, for ‘‘a certain want
of gentleness™ in his method of addressing
persons of his own sex. His rustic experience
among the fair could have had no tendency to
whisper the lesson of reserve.

The autumn of this eventful vear was
drawing to a close, and Burns, who had al-
ready lingered three months in the hope which
he now considered vain, of an excise appoint-
ment, perceived that another year must be
lost altogether, unless he made up his mind,
and secured his 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 vovage. But “Wee

&c.,” in all eight separate pieces to Mrs. Stewart, but
Afton Water” was not one

of them. That song
was not written for several years after, and it was in
1791 that she received a rup.\Au! it along with a dozen
Cohers now deposited in the monument at Alloway
Mrs. Stewart has as little claim to be comsidered the
heroine of the song as she had to the beauty which
Locirhart credits her with.|

Johnnie”! 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 of Ayr” was afterwards in-
scribed), offered to furnish the money; and
prpbably his kind offer would have been ageep-
tell ; but ere this matter could be arranged,
the prospects of the poet were, in a very unex-
pected manner, altered and improved.

Burns went to pay a parting visit to Dr.
Lawrie, 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, as the night was setting
in, ““to convey his chest,” as he says, ‘“so

far on the road to Greenock, where he was to
embark in a few days for America.” And it
was under these circumstances that he com-
posed the song already referred to, which he
meant as his farewell dirge to his native land.
and which ends thus :*-

Farewell, old Coila’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 tears my heart declare,
Farewell, the bonny banks of Ayr.

Dr. Lawrie 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.
He 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-feeder
at Mauchline, who had given Burns some annoyance. |

2 [Buyrns appears to have given a slightly different
version of the circumstances under which this poem
was composed to Professor Walker, who met him at
breakfast in Dr. Blacklock's, Instead of proceeding
with his chest *“ so far on the road to Greenock,” he
left Dr. Lawrie's on his way howme across a wide stretch
of solitary moor (Galston Moor). He goes on to de
scribe how the weather added discomfort of hody to
cheerlessness of mind, ang under these circumstances

the poem was composeds



b2 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

request that he would introduce both to the
notice of those persons whose literary opinions
were at the time most listened to in Scotland,
in the hope that, by their intervention, Burns
might yet be rescued from the necessity of
expatriating himself. Dr. Blacklock’s answer
reached Dr. Lawrie a day or two after Burns
had made his visit, and composed his dirge;
and it was not yet too late. Lawrie forwarded
it immediately to Gavin Hamilton, who carried
it to Burns, It is as follows :—

[Edinburgh, Sept. 4, 1786.)

1 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 sharing one of the finest, and perhaps
one of the most genuine entertainments of
which the human mind is susceptible. A
number of avocations retarded my progress in
reading the poems; at last, however, | have
finished that pleasing perusal. Many in- |
stances have | seen of Nature's foree or hene- |
ficence 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
be too much admired, nor too warmly approved;
and 1 think I shall never open the book with-
out feeling my astonishment renewed and
increased. It was my wish to have expressed
my approbation 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, Professor of Morals in this
University, had formerly read me three of the
poems, and | had desired him to get my name
inserted among the subseribers; but whether
this was done, or not, I never could learn. |
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

[ showed the performances, and who sought a
copy with diligence and ardour, that the whole
impression is already exhausted. It were,
therefore, much to be wished, for the sake of
the young man, that a second edition, more
numerous than the former, could immediately
be printed ; as it appears certain that its 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 Burns 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;
and 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 what 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, by the ingle-cheek chimney-corner

I sat, and eyed the spewing reek, smoke
That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking smeek, cough- smoke
The auld clay-biggin’, building
And heard the restless rattans squeak rats
Ahout the riggin’. roof
All in this mottie mistie clime, dusty

I backward mused on wasted time,

How 1 had spent my youthfu' prime,
An' done nae thing,

But stringin’ blethers up in rhyme nonsense
For fools to sing.

Had 1 to gude advice but harkit,
I might by this hae led a market,
Or strutted in a bank an’ clarkit
My cash account.
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, shirted
Is &' the amount.

“Dr. Blacklock,” says Burns, ‘‘belonged
to a set of crities, for whose applause 1 had
not dared to hope. His opinion that I would
meet with encouragement in Edinburgh, fired
me 8o mucfw, that away | posted for that city,
without a single acquaintance, or a single let-
ter of introduction. The baneful star that had
8o long shed its blasting influence on my
zenith, for once made a revolution to the

nadir.”!

1 Letter to Moore. [By this one would naturally
imagine that Burns set out for Edinburgh at once on
secing Dr. Blacklock's letter, but the fact is he did
not leave Ayrshire till some two months later, It
is not quite correct that he had no acquaintance in
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Two of the biographers of Burns have had
the advantage of speaking from personal know-
ledge of the excellent man whose interposition
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 he chose to use that freedom,
happened 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 claims 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 Burns, even though he
had not been indebted to him for the delight
which he received from hi§ works; for if the
young men were enumeratdd whom he drew
from obscurity, and enabled by education to

advance themselves in life, the catalogue would
naturally excite surprise. . . . He was
not of a disposition to discourage with feeble
praise, and to shift off the trouble of future
patronage, by bidding him relinquish poetry,
and mind his plough.”?

“There was never, perhaps,” 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 been
common among his lettered countrymen?—
“There was never, perhaps, one among all
mankind whom you might more truly have
called an angel upon earth, than Dr. Black-
lock. He was guileless and innocent as a
child, yet endowed with manly sagacity and
penetration.  His heart was a perpetunal spring
of benignity. His feelings were all tremblingly
alive to the sense of the sublime, the beauti-
ful, the tender, the pious, “the virtuous.
Poetry was to him the dear solace ¢f perpetual
blindness. {

Such was the amiable old man, whose life

Edinburgh; he had for one, an intimate friend there,
John Richmond, an Ayrshire companion, whose lodg
ings he shared in the capital.)

! Morison, vol. i. p. ix

! [Some facts as to Heron are given in note, p. 81
He seems to have heen chiefly the author of his own
misfortunes. )

VOL. 1.

Mackenzie has written, and on whom Johnson
““looked with reverence.”® The writings of

| Blacklock are forgotten (though some of his

songs in the Museum deserve another fate),
but the memory of his virtues will not pass
away until mankind shall have ceased to sym-
pathize with the fortunes of Genius, and to *
appreciate the poetry of Burns.

[All thoughts of the West Indies seem now
to have been given up by Burns. 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
had 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 proposed publication of a
second edition of his poems in attracting him
to Edinburgh. In a letter he received from
Sir John Whitefoord within a week of his
arrival in the capital, occurs the following
passage :—*‘‘ | have been told you wish to be
made a gauger; | submit it to your considera-
tion, whether it would not be more desirable,
if a sum could be raised by subseription for a
second edition of your poems, to lay it out in
the stocking of a small farm, 1 am persuaded
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
Burns trudged to Edinburgh on foot; but

Gilbert expressly stated that he rode on a pony
borrowed from a friend, and sent back by
another friend returning to Ayrshire. ]

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

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

5 “This morning I saw at breakfast Dr. Blacklock
the blind poet, who does not remengier to have seen
light, and is read to by a poor scholar in Latin, Greek,
and French. He was originally a poor scholar himself.
I looked on him with reverence.”—Letter to Mrs,
Thrale, Edinburgh, August 17, 1773,

4
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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. When the
publication was begun, Mr. H. entered very
warmly into its interests, and promoted the
subscription very extensively. Mr. Robert
Aiken, writer in Ayr, is a man of worth and
taste, of warm affections, and connécted 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 as he
beeame 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. He 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
Ballantine, 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 and at-
tafhment 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. Ballantine’s knowledge, he generously
offered to accommodate Robert with what
money he might need for that purpose; but
advised him to go to Edinburgh, as the fittest
place for publishing. When he 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 subseriber 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 in my brother’s future history.

“Mr. Robert Muir, merchant in Kilmar-
nock, was one of those friends Robert’s poetry
had 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 be said of him with great propriety,
that ‘he held the patent of his honours im-
mediately from Almighty God.” Nature had
indeed marked him a gentleman in the 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 Robertland paid a very flattering
attention, and showed a good deal of friendship
for-the poet. Before his going to Edinburgh,
as well as after, Robert seemed peculiarly
pleased with Professor Stewart’s friendship and
conversation.

“But of all the friendships which Robert
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, 1 could give many instances.
Robert was on the point of setting out for
Edinburgh before Mrs. Dunlop had heard of
him. About the time of my brother's publish-
ing in Kilnmnuwkf she had been afflicted with
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 chfirm of a powerful ex-
orcist, expelling the demon ennwi, and restor-
ing her to her wonted inward harmony and
satisfaction.—Mrs. Dunlop sent off' a person
express to Mossgiel, 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 had them to spare, and
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begging he would do her the pleasure of calling | ended only with the poet's life. The last use
at Dunlop Housé as soon as convenient. This | he made of his pen was writing & short letter

was the beginning of a correspondence which

[Arrival in Edinburgh :—introduction to the gentry and literati of the capital:

Burns's poems :—masonry :
Scott :—Scottish literatur

to this lady a few days before his death.”]

HAPTER V.

Mackenzie's notice of

notes on Burns in Edinburgh, by Dugald Stewart, Prof. Walker, and Sir Walter _
Burns and the Edinburgh philosophers :—diary :—new connections formed if™™

Edinhurgh :—conversational powers :—Burns and Dr. Blair : —sarcastic and malapropos remarks :— Edinburgh
lawvers:—tavern-life:—William Nicol :—letters :—publication of second edition of poems:—erects tombstone

to Fergusson :—leaves Edinburgh. |

Edina}l Scotia's darling seat!
All pail thy palaces and towers,
WNhere once beneath a monarch’s feet
Rat legislation's sovervign powers;
From marking wildlyscatter'd flow'rs,
As on the ks 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 Glenap,
I met an aged woman,

And she bade me cheer up my heart,
For the best of my days was coming.

This stanza was one of Burns's favourite
quotations; and he told a friend ' many years
afterwards, that he remembered humming it |
to himself, over and over, on his way from
Mossgiel to Edinburgh. Perhaps the excel-
lent Blacklock might not have been particu-
larly flattered with the circumstance had it

reached his ears,

Although he repaired to the capital with
such alertness, solely [as he has represented)

in consequence of Blacklock’s letter to Lawrie,

it appears that he allowed some weeks to pass

ere he presented himself to the doctor’s per-
sonal notice.? He found several of his old
\yrshire acquaintances established in Edin-
burgh, and, I suppose, 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 poems,

and being introduced by Mr. Dalrymple of

Orangefield to the Earl of Glencairn, that ami-

! David Maculloch, Esq., brother to the Laird of
Ardwell.

2 Burns reached Edinburgh before the end of No-
vember; and yet Dr. Lawrie's letter admonishing him
to wait on Blacklock is dated December 22,

(

! able nobleman easily persuaded Creech, then

the chief bookseller in Edinburgh (who had
attended his son as travelling-tutor), to‘under-

| take the publication. The honourable Henry

Erskine, Dean of the Faculty of Advocates, tho
most agreeable of companions and the most
benignant of wits, took him also, as the poet
expresses it, ‘“‘under his wing.” The kind
BlacBlock received him with all the warmth
of paternal affection when he did wait on him,
and introduced him to Dr. Blair aid other
eminent literati; his subscription lists were
soon filled; Lord Glencairn made interest with
the Caledonian Hunt (an association of the
most distinguished members of the northern
aristocracy), to aceept the dedication of the
forthcoming edition, and to subseribe individu-
ally for copies.® Several noblemen, especially
of the west of Scotland, came forward with
subseription moneys considerably beyond the
usual rate.  In so small a capital, where every-
body knows everybody, that which becomes a
favourite topie in one cirele of society, soon
excites an universal interest; and before Burns
had been a fortnight in Edinburgh, we find
him writing to his ecarliest patron, Gavin
Hamilton, in these terms:—* For my own
affairs, T am in a fair way of becoming as
eminent as Thomas i Kempis or John Bun.
yan; and you may expect henceforth to see
my birthday inseribed among the wonderful

¥ [Burns wrote to some of his Ayrshire friends to
the effect that the Caledonian Hunt had one and all
subscribed for his volume, and that moreover they
were to pay one guinea each for it.  What the Hunt
did was to direct *“ Mr. Hagart . . . to subderibe for
one hundred copies, in their name, for which he should
pay to Mr. Burns twenty-five pounds, upon the pub-
lication of his book."”)
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events in the Poor Robin and Aberdeen
Almanacks, along with the Black Monday
and the Battle of Bothwell Bridge.”

It will ever be remembered, to the honour
of the man who at that period held the highest
place in the imaginative literatyre of Seotland,
that he was the first who came forward to
avow in print his admiration of the genius
and his warm interest in the fortunes of the
poet. Distinguished as his own writings are
by the refinements of classical arts, Mr. Henry
Mackenzie was, fortunately for Burns, a man
of liberal genius as well as polished taste; and
he, in whose own pages some of the best
models of elaborate elegance will ever be re-
cognized, was among the first to feel and the
first to stake his own reputation on the public
avowal, that the Ayrshire plonghman belonged
to the order of beings \\'h*nc privilege it is to
snateh graces ““beyond the reach of art.” It
is but a melancholy business to trace among
the records of literary history, the manner in
which most great original geniuses have been
greeted on their first appeals to the world, by
the contemporary arbiters of taste ; coldly and
timidly, indeed, have the sympathies of pro-
fessional eriticism flowed on most such occasions
in past times and in the present, but the
reception of Burns was worthy of the “ Man
of Feeling.” After alluding to the provineial
circulation and reputation of his poems,* 1
hope,” said the Lounger, *“1 shall not he
thought to assume too much, if 'l endeavour to
place him in a higher point of view, to eall for
a Verdict of his country on the merits of his
works, and to claim for him those honours
which their excellence appears to deserve. In
mentioning the circumstance of his humble
station, I mean not to rest his pretensions
solely on that title, or to urge the merits of
his poetry, when considered in relation to the
lowness of his birth, and the little opportunity
of improvement which his education could
afford. These particulars, indeegd, must excite
our wonder at his productions; but his poetry,
considered abstractedly, and without the apolo-
gies arising from his situation, seems to me
fully entitled to command our feelings, and to
obtain our applause.” . . . After quoting
various passages, in some of which his readers
“must discover a high tone of feeling, and
1 The Lounger for Saturday, December 9, 1786,

power, and energy of expression, particularly
and strongly characteristic of the mind and
the voice of thé puet,” and others as showing
“the power of genius, not less admirable in
tracing the manners, than in painting the
passions, or in drawing the scenery of nature,”
and ““with what uncommon penetration and
sagacity this Heaven-taught ploughman, from
his humble and unlettered condition, had
looked on men and manners,” the eritic con-
cluded with an eloquent appeal in behalf of
the poet personally: “To repair,” said he,
““the wrongs of suffering or neglected merit;
to call forth genius from the obscurity in which

it had pined indignant, and place it where it
may profit or delight the world—these are
exertions which give to wealth an enviable
superiority, to greatness 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 gratifications such a mind
as his could derive from the blandishments 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 Burns to one of
his Ayrshire patrons,? a few days after the
Lounger appeared— ‘1 was, when first hon-
oured with your notice, too obscure; now I
tremble lest [ should be ruined by being
dragged too suddenly into the glare of polite
and learned observation;” and he concludes
the same letter with an ominous prayer for
““better health and more spirits.”

Two or three weeks later, we find him
whiting as follows :—*“(Jamuary 14, 1787.) |
went to a Mason Lodge [St. Andrew’s] yester-
night, where the M. W, Grand Master Charteris
and all the Grand Lodge of Scdtland visited.
The meeting was numerous and elegant : all
the different lodges about town were present
in all their p«unpl The Grand Master, who
presided with great solemnity, among other
general toasts gave ‘Caledonia and Caledonia’s
bard, Brother B——," which rung through
the whole assembly with multiplied honours
and repeated acclamations.  As I had no idea
such a thing would happen, | was downright
thunderstruck ; and trembling in every nerve,

? Letter to Jolm Ballantine, Panker, Ayr, 13th
December, 1786,
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made the best return in my power. Just as
| had finished, one of the grand officers said,
¢o0 loud that I 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 be a difficult matter to get
a sight of you at all, unless your company is
bespoke a week beforehand. There are great
¥ rumours here of your intimacy with the Duchess
of Gordon, and other ladies of distinction. |
am really told that

Cards to invite, fly by thousands each night;

and if yon had one, there would also, | suppose,
be ‘bribes for your old secretary.” [ observe
you are resolved to make hay while the sun
shines, and avoid, if possible, the fate of poor
Fe

Virtus post nwmmos, is a good maxim to thrive

gusson.  Queerenda pecunia primum est —

by. You seemed to despise it while in this
country ; but, probably, some philosophers in
Edinburgh have taught you better sense,” '
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 probably furnished with
a sufficient memento every night—when, from
the soft hdmage of glittering saloons, or the
tumultuous applause of convivial assemblies,
he made his retreat to the humble garret of a
writer's apprentice,’a native of Mauchline, and
as poor as himself, whose only bed “‘Caledonia’s
Bard” was fain to partake througlout this
trinmphant winter.? \

! [This old associate was Peter Stpart, the editor of
the London Evening Star, to which \paper Burns sent
the “New Psalm.” He was origindlly from Edin-
burgh, and had been resident in Ayrshire) Referring to
him Burns, writing to Mrs. Dunlop, nuya:‘ “Yon must
know that the publisher of one of th&_most hlas-
phemous party London newspapers is an acqbaintance
of mine, and, as T am a little tinctured with the ‘ Buff
and Blue'myself, I now and then help him toastanza.”)

# “ Mr. Richmond of Mauchline told me that Burns
spent the first winter of his residence in Edinburgh
in his lodgings. They slept in the same bed, and
had only one room, for which they paid three shillings
A week. It was in the house of a Mrs. Carfrae,
Baxter's Close, Lawnmarket, first scale-stair on the
left hand in going down, first door in the stair.
Cromeks MSS, [What is described in the text as

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

Professor Walker, who met him for the first
time early in the same season, at breakfast in
Dr. Blacklock’s house, has thus recorded his
impressions :—““ I was not much struck with
his first appearance, as I had previously heard
it deseribed. His person, though strong and
well knit, and much superior to what might
be expected in a ploughman, was still rather
coarse in its outline. His stature, from want
of setting up, appeared to be only of the
middle size, but was rather above it. IHis
motions were firm and decided; ‘and thoagh
without any pretensions to grace, were at the
same time so free from clownish restraint, as
to show that he had not always) been confined
to the society of his profession.” His counten-
ance was not of that elegant cast, which is
most frequent among the upper ranks, but it
was manly and intelligent, and marked by a .
thoughtful gravity which shaded at times into
sternness. In his large dark eyve the most
striking index of his genius resided. It was
ful of mind ; and would have been singularly
expressive, under the management of one who
could employ it with. more art, for the purpose
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 be 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.)
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upon his forehead. Upon the whole, from
his person, physiognomy, and dress, had I
met him near a seaport, and been 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, and 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-
portant 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 deseription of the cir-
cumstances ip which it was composed, more
striking thad 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 eye—thus depriving himself of
any additional effect which the language of
his composition might have ‘borrowed from
the language of his countenance. In this he
resembled the generality of singers in ordinary
company, who, to shun any charge of affecta-

ign, withdraw all meaning from their features,

wlose the advantage by which vocal per-

formers on the stage augment the imprcs-
sion, and give energy to the sentiment of the
RS

“The day after my first introduction to
Burns, 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
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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.”*

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

““As for Burns, I may truly say, Virgilium
vidi tantum, 1 was a lad of fifteen in 1786-7,
when he came first to Edinburgh, but 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 Burns, and promised
to ask him to his lodgings to dinner, but had
no opportunity to keep his word, otherwise I
might have seen more of this distinguished
man. As it was, [ 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 Burns’s manner, was the effect
produced upon him by a print of Bunbury's,
representing a soldier lying dead on the snow,
his dog sitting in misery on one side-—on the
other, his widow, with a child in her arms,

These lines were written beneath:—

Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden'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,
Gave the sad presage of his future years,

The child of misery baptised in tears.

““ Burns 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 that
nobody but myself remembered that _thoy

1 Morison's Burns, vol. 1. pp. Ixxi. Ixxii.
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occur in a half-forgotten poem of Langhorne’s,
called by the unpromising title of the ‘ Justice
of Peace.” 1 whispered my information to a
friend present, whofmentioned it to Burns,
who rewarded me with a look and a word,
which, though of mere civility, I then re-
ceived, and still recollect, with very great
pleasure.

“His person was strong and robust; his
manners rustic, not elownish ; 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 are
represented in Mr. Nasmyth's picture, but to
me it conveys the idea that they are diminished,
as if seen in perspective. I think his counten-
ance was more massive than it looks in any of
the portraits. | would have taken the poet,
had | not known what he was, for a very
sagacious country farmer of the old Scotch
school, i.e. none of your modern agriculturists,
who keep labourers for their drudgery, but
the douce gudeman who held his own plough.
There was a strong expression of sense and
shrewdness in all his lineaments; the eye
alone, [ think, indicated the |nn.-tiv:||?-h:nmrtvr
and temperament. It was large, and of a dark
cast, which glowed (I say literally glowed)
when he spoke with feeling or interest. |
never saw such another eye in a human head,
though I have seen the most distiniguished
men of my time. His conversation 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, but
without the least intrusive forwardness; and
when he diftered in opinion, he'did not hesitate
to express it firmly, yet at the same time with
modesty. | do not rémember any part of his
conversation distinetly enough to be quoted,
nor did I ever see him again, except in the
street, where he did not recognize me, as |
could not expect he should. He was much
caressed in Edinburgh, but (considering what
litetary emoluments have been since his day)
the efforts made for his relief were extremely
trifling.

“1 remember on this occasion I mention,
I thought Burns's acquaintance with English
poetry was rather limited, and also, that having
twenty times the abilities of Allan Ramsay

and of Fergusson, he talked of them with too
\mﬁ«h humility, as his models; there was,
toubtless, national predilection in his estimate.

““This is all I can tell you about Burns. 1
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., |
do not speak in malam partem, when I 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 embarrassment. 1 was told, but
did not observe it, that his address to females
was extremely deferential, and always’with a
turn either to the pathetic or humorous, which
engaged their attention particularly. [ have
heard the late Duchess of Gordon remark this.
I do not know anything I can add to these
recollections of forty years sinee.”?

Darkly as ‘the career of Burns was destined
to terminate, there can be no doubt that, he
made hid first appearance at a period highly
favourable for his reception as a British, and
especially as a’Secottish poet. Nearly forty
years had elapsed since the death of Thomson;
Collins,- Gray, Goldsmith, had successively
disappeared ; Dr. Johnson had belied the rich
promise of his early appearance, and confined
himself to prose, and Cowper had hardy begun
to be recognized as having any considerable
fuetensions to fill the long-vacant throne in
England. At home—witlbut derogation from
the merits either of “‘ Douglas” or the ““Min-
strel,” be it said—men must bave gone back
at least three centuries to find a Scottish poet
at all entitled to be considered as of that high
order to which the generous eriticism 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 inmmediate pre-
decessors, Ramsay and Fergusson; but there
was a bold mastery of hand in his picturesque
deseriptions,” fb produce anything equal to

1[That Burns's personal appearance was one to
attract attention we have ample record. It is re
corded in Cockburn's Life of Jeffrey that ““one day,
in the winter of 1786-87, Jeffrey was standing oh 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 Burns.' He
never saw Burns again.”)
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which it was necessary to recall the days of | Fergusson, who was entirely town-bred, smells

“Christ's Kirk on the Green,” and *‘ Peebles
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, and 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 surpassed 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. Among the numberless effusions
of the Jacobite Muse, valuable as we now
consider them for the record of manners and
events, it would be difficult to point out half
a dozen strains, worthy, for poetical excellence
alone, of a place among the old chivalrous
ballads of the Southern, or even of the High-
land Botder. Generations had passed away
since Any Scottish poet had appealed to the
sympathles of his countrymen in a lafty Scot.
tish strain, \

The dialect itself had been hardly <ln-;|ll>\\ ith,
“It is my opinion,” said Dr. Geddes, /* that
those who, for almost a century paft, have
written in Scotch, Allan Ramsay not excepted,
have not duly discriminated the genunine idiom
from its vulgarisms. They seem to have acted
a similar part 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 obsolete terms, and their ir-
regular constructions.” And although 1 cannot
well guess what the doetor considered as the
irregular constructions of Milton, there can be
no doubt of the general justice of his observa-
tions. Ramsay and Fergpsson were both mgy
of humble condition, the latter of the meanesty
the former of no very elegant habits; and tl#@
dialeet which had once pleased the ears of
Kings, who themselves did not disdain to
display its powers and elegancies in verse, did
not come untarnished through their hands,

more of the Cowgate than of the country ; and
pleasing as Ramsay’s rustics are, he 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-
pathy. His dialect was a somewhat incon-
gruous mixture of the Upper Ward of Lanark-
shire and the Luckenbooths; and he could
neither write English verses, nor engraft
English phraseology on his Scoteh, without
betraying a lamentable want of skill in the
use of his instruments. It was reserved for
Burns to interpret the inmost soul of the Scot-
tish peasant in all its moods, and in verse
exquisitely and intensely Seottish, without
degrading either his sentiments or his language
with one touch of vulgarity. Such is the
delicacy of native taste, and the power of a
truly masculine genius,

This is the more remarkable, when we con-
sider that the dialect of Burns's native distriet
is, in all mouths but his own, a peculiarly
offensive one—far removed from that of the
favoured districts in/ 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 :! and the Covenanters were not likely to
mend it.  The few poets? 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,
had nothing to do yith the peculiar character
and feelings of the men of the West. As
Burns himself has said,—*“ It is somewhat
singular,. that in Lanark, Renfrew, Ayr, &e.,
there is scarcely an old song or tune, which,
from the title, &c., can be guessed to belong
to, or be the prmlm'tiun of, those counties.”

The history of Scottish literature, from the

! Dunbar, among other s#easms on his antagonist

i Kennedy, says

I haif on me a pair of Lothiane hipps
Ball fairer Inglis mak, and mair perfyte
Than thou can blabler with thy Carrick lipps

? Suchwas Kennedy, Shaw, Montgomery, and, more
lately, Hamilton of Gilbertfield

Who bade the brakes of Ainlrie long resound
The plaintive dirge that mourn'd his favourite hound
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union of the crowns to that of the kingdoms,
has not yet been made the subject of any
separate work at all worthy of its importance ;
nay, however much we are indebted to the
lo:;rm-«l labours of Pinkerton, Irving, and
others, enough of the general obscurity of which
Warton complained still continues, to the no
small diseredit of so accomplished a nation.
But how miserably the literature of the coun-
try was affected by the loss of the court under
whose immediate patronage it had, 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, appears to
be indicated with sufficient plainness in the
single fact, that no man can point out gny
Scottish author of the first rank in all the long
period which intervened between Buchanan
and Hume. The removal of the chief nobility
and gentry, consequent on the legislative

uniony il]'l“'i

red to destroy our last hopes as
a separate nation, possessing a separate litera-
ture of our own; nay, for a time to have all
but extinguished the flame of intellectual ex-
ertion and ambition. Long torn and harassed
by religious and political feuds, this people
had at last heard, as many believed, the sen-
tence of irremediable degradation pronounced
by the lips of their own prinee and parliament.
The universal spirit of Scotland was humbled;
the unhappy insurrections of 1715 and 1745,
revealed the full extent of her internal dis-
union; and England took, in some respects,
merciless advantage of the fallen.

Time, however, passed on; and Scotland,
recovering at last from the blow which had

stunnied her energies, begs

n to vindieate her
pretensions, in the only departments which
had been left open to her, with a zeal and a
suceess which will ever distinguish one of the
brightest pages of her history. ~ Deprived of
every national honour and distinetion which
it was possible to remove—all the high
branches of external ambition lopped off

sunk at last, a8 men thought, effectually into
a provinee, willing to take law with passive
submission, in letters as well as polity, 1om
her powerful sister—the old kingdom revived
suddenly from her stupor,” and once more
asserted her name in reclamations, which Eng-
land was compelled not only to hear, but to ap-

plaud, and “wherewith all Europe rung from

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

It will always reflect honour on the galaxy
of eminent men of letters, who, in their vari-
ous departments, shed lustre at that period on
the name of Scotland, that they suffered no
pedantic prejudices to interfere with their re-
ception of Burns. Had he not appeared per-
sonally among them, it may be reasonably
doubted whether this would have been so.
They were men, generally speaking, of very
social habits; living together in a small capital,
nay, almost all of them in or about one street;
maintaining friendly intercourse continually ;
not a few of them considerably addicted to the
pleasures which have 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 he displayed in conversation, the
strong vigorous sagacity of his observations on
life and manners, the splendour of his wit, and
the glowing energy of his eloquence when his
feelings were stirred, that made him the object
of serious addmiration among those practised
masters of the art of talk. There were several
of them who probably adopted in their hearts
the opinion of Newton, that ** poetry is ingeni-
ous nonsense.”  Adam Smith, for one, could
have had no very ready respect at the service
of such an uwnproduetive labourer as a maker
of Scottish ballads; but the stateliest of these
philosophers had enough to do to maintain the
attitude of equality when brought into personal
contact with Burns's gigantic understanding ;
and every one of them, whose impressions on
the subject have 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 polished
scholars, about admitting, even to themselves,
in his absence, what it is certain they all felt
sufficiently when they were actually in his
presence. It is difficult, for example, to read
without a smile that letter of Mr. Dugald
Stewart, in which he deseribes himself and
Mr. Alison as being surprised to discover that
Burns, after reading the latter author's elegant
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Essay on Taste, had really been able to form
some shrewd cnough notion of the general
principles of the association of ideas. ‘

Burns would probably have been more satis-
fied with himself in these learned societies, had
he been less addicted to giving free utterance
in conversation to the very feelings which
formed the noblest inspirations of his poetry.
His sensibility was as tremblingly exquisite
as hiy sense was masculine and solid; and he
seems to have, ere long, suspected that the
|nﬁ»fc~imml metaphysicians who applauded his

rapturous bursts, surveyed them in reality |,

with something of the same feeling which may |
be supposed to attend a skilful surgeon’s in-
spection of a curious specimen of merbid
anatomy, Why should he lay his inmost
heart thus open to dissectors, who took special
care to keep the knife from their own breasts?
The secret blush that overspread his haughty |
countenance when such suggestions oceurred |
to him in his solitary hours, may be traced in
the opening lines of a diary which he began
to keep ere he had been long in Edinburgh.
“April 9, 1787, As | have seen a good
deal of human life in Edinburgh, a great
many charcters which are new to one bred
up in the shades of life as I have been, .I
am determined to take down my remarks on
the spot. 'Gray observes, in a letter to Mr
Palgrave, that, ‘half a word fixed, upon or
near the spot, is worth a cartload of recollee-
tion,” I don't know how it is with the world
in general, but with me, making my remarks
is by no means a solitary pleasure, [ want
some one to laugh with me, some one to be
grave with me, some one to please me and
help my discrimination, with his or her own
remark, and at times, no doubt, to admire my
acuteness and penetration. The world is so
busied with selfish pursuits, ambition, vanity,
interest, or pleasure, that very few think it
worth their while to make any observation on
what passes around them, except where that
observation is a sucker, or branch of the
darling plant. they are rearing in their fancy,
Nor am | sure, notwithstanding all the weyti-
mental flights of novel writers and the sage phi-
losophy of moralists, whether we are eapable of
80 intimate and cordial a coalition of friend.-
ship, as that one man may pour out his bosom,
his every thought and floating fancy, his very

inmost souky with unreserved confidence, to
another, without hazard of losing part of that
respect which man deserves from man; or,
from the unavoidable imperfections attending
human nature, of one day repenting his confi-
dence.

“For these reasons, | am determined to
make these pages my confident. [ will sketch
out every character that any way strikes me,
to the best of my power, with unshrinking
justice. 1 will insert aneedotes, and take
down remarks, in the old law phrase, without
feud or favour.—Where | hit on anything
clever, my own applause will, in some measure,
feast my vanity; and, begging Patroclus’
and Achates’ pardon, | think a lock and key
a security, at least equal to the bosom of any
friend whatever.,”

And the same lurking thorn of suspicion
peeps out elsewhere in this complaint: * |
know not how it is; | find | can win liking
but not respeet,”’

“ Burns,” says a great living poet, in com
menting on the free style in which Dr. Currie
did not hesitate to expose some of the weaker
parts of his behaviour, very soon after the
grave had closed on him, —* Burns was a
man of extrmordinary geniuns, whose birth,
edueation, and employments had placed and
kept him in a situation far below that in which
the writers and readers of expensive volumes
are wsually found. Crities upon works of
fiction have laid it down as a rule, that re-
motenefs of place, in fixing the choice of a
subject, and in preseribing the mode of treat-
ing it, is equal in effeet to distance of time;
restraints may be thrown off accordingly.
Judge then of the delusions which artificial
distinetions' impose, when to a man like Dr.
Currie, writing with views so honourable, the
social condition of the individual of whom he
was treating, could seem to place him-at such
a distance from the exalted reader, that cere-
mony might be disearded with him, and his
memory sacrificed, as it were, almost without
compunction, Thjs is indeed to be erushed
beneath the flrrow's weight."?

1 Burns's exact words are: 1 don't well know
what is the reason of it, hut some how or other tho
I am, when 1 have a mind, pretty generally heloved ;

yet I never conld get the art of commanding respect. |
.

£ Wordsworth's letter to a friend of Burns,
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1t would be idle to suppose that the feelings
here aseribed, and justly, no question, to the
amiable and benevolent Currie, did not often
find their way into the bosoms of those persons |
f supenior condition and attainments, with
whom Burns associated at the period when he

“and what found its way into men's bosoms,

was not likely to avoid betraying itself to the

perspicacious glance of the proud peasant.

How perpetually he was alive to the dread of
heing looked down upon as a man, everi by
those who most zealously applauded the works

of his genius, might perhaps be traced through
When

the whole sequence of his letters,

writing to men of high station, at least, he
preserves, in.every instance, the attitude of

self-defence.
tables that we have the fibres of his heart laid

But it ix only in his own secret

bare, and the cancer of this jealousy is seen
distinetly at its painful work ; habemus rewm
el confitentem,

“There are few of the sore evils under the
sun give me more uneasiness and chagrin than

the comparison how a man of genius, nay of

avowed worth, is received everywhere, with
the reception which a mere ordinary character,
decorated with the trappings and futile dis.
tinetions of fortune, meets, | imagine a man
of abilities, his breast glowing with honest
pride, conscions that men are born equal,
still giving honour to whom honour is due;
he meets, at a great man's table, a Squire
something, or a Sir somebody ; he knows the
noble landlord, at heart, gives the bard, or
whatever he is, a share of his good wishes,
heyond, perhaps, any one at table; vet how
will it mortify him to see a fellow, whose
abilities would searcely have made an eight.
penny teilor, and whose heart is not worth
three farthings, meet with attention and

notice, that are withheld from the sons of

genius and poverty?

“The noble Glencairn has wounded me to
the soul here, beeause | dearly esteem, respg,
and love him.  He showed so much attention

engrossing attention—one day, to the only
bidgkhead at table (the whole company con-
sistdl of his lordship, dunderpate, and my-
self), that | was within half a point of throw-
ing down my gage of contemptuous defiance ;
but he shook my hand, and looked so bene-
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volently good at parting—God bless him!
though .1 should never see him more, 1 shall
love him until my dying day! I am pleased
to think I am so capable of the throes of
gratitude, as | am miserably deficient in some
other virtues,

“With Dr. Blair [ 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
is called liking. When he neglects me for the
mere carcass of greatness, or when his eye
measures the difference of our points of eleva-
tion, I say to myself, with scarcely any emo-
tion, What do I ecare for him, or his pomp
either?"

“1t is not easy,” says Burns, attempting to
be more philosophical—*‘It is not easy form-
ing an exact judgment of any one; but, in my
opinion, Dr. Blair is merely an astonishing
proof of what industry and application can do.
Natural parts like his are frequently to be met
with ; his vanity is proverbially known among
his%wn acquaintances; but he is justly at the
head of what may be called fine writing, and
a critic of the first, the very first rank, in
prose; even in poetry, a bard of Nature's
making can alone take the pas of him. He
has a heart not of the very finest water, but
far from being an ordinary one.  In short, he
is a truly worthy and most respectable char-
acter.”

“Onee,” says a nice speculator on the
“follies of the wise,” '—*““once we were nearly
receiving from the hand of genius the most
curions sketches of the temper, the irascible
humours, the delieacy of soul, even to its
shadowiness, from the warm shozzos of Burns,
when he began a diary of his heart - a narra.
tive of characters and events, and a chronology
of his emotNms, It was natural for such a
creature of sensation and passion to project
such a regular t
get through it.”

ask, but quite impossible to
This most eurious doeument,
it is to be observed, has not yet been printed
entire.  Another generation will, no doubt,
sce the whole of the confession ;?* however,

1 D'Isracli on the Literary Charaeter, vol, |, p, 156,
2 [This common-place book was not published in
its entirety till 1579 when it appeared in NMaemillan's
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what has already been given, it may be sur-
mised, indicates sufficiently the complexion of
Burns's prevailing moods, during his moments
of retirement, at this interesting period of his
history. It was in such a mood (they recurred
often enough) that he thus reproached **Na-
ture— partial nature :"—

Thou giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell,

The envenom'd wasp victorious guards his cell:

But, oh ! thou bitter stepmother, and hard,

To thy poor fence naked child, the bard.

In naked feeling and in aching pride,
He bears the unbroken blast from every side.!

There was probably no blast that pierced
this haughty soul so sharply as the contumely
of condescension,

“One of the poet's remarks,” as Cromek
tells us, **when he first eame to Edinburgh,
was, that between the men of rustie life and
the polite world he. observed little difference
~—that in the former, though unpolished by
fashion and unenlightened by science, he had
found much observation, and much intelligence
—Dbut a refined and accomplished woman was
a thing almost new to him, and of which he
had formed but a very inadequate idea.” To
be pleased, is the old and the best receipt how
to please ; and there is abundant evidence that

Burns's success among the high-born ladies of
Edinburgh, was much greater than among the

“stately patricians,” as he calls them, of his

own sex. The vivid expression of one of them
has become proverbial — that she never met
\\illl & man, "\\'IHN' vuln‘l'aninn s Com-
pletely set her off her feét;" and Sir Walter
Scott, in his reference to the testimony of the
late Duchess of Gordon, has no doubt indicated
the twofold source’of the fascination. But even
here, he was destined to feel ere long some-
thing of thé fickleness of fashion. He con-
fessed to one of his old friends, before the
season’ was over, that some who had caressed'

Magazine, Notwithstanding the fact that Currie had
published extracts from it, Allan Cunningham and
Cromek alleged that it was stolen from Burns's Jodg-
ings in the latter part of 1787 or beginning of 1758,
For many years the MS, lay, unrecognized as the
missing common-place hook, in the possession of Mr,
Macwmillan, the publisher.  Alexander Smith made
use of it in 1865, hut described it as a *“ volume of
early scraps understood to have been presented hy
the poet to Mrs. Dunlops”)

1 Second Epistle to Graham of Fintry,

him the most zealously, no longer seemed to
know him, when he bowed in passing their
carriages, and many more acknowledged his
salute but coldly.

It is but too true, that ere this season was
over Burns had formed connections in Edin-
burgh which could not have been regarded
with much approbation by the eminent literati
in whose society his début had made so power-
ful an impression. But 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 have scanty means of
ascertaining : nodoubt, both had their share;

and it is also sufficiently apparent that there
| were many points in Burns's conversational

habits, which men, aceustomed to the delicate
observances of refined society, might he more
willing to tolerate under the first excitement

| of personal curiosity, than from any very

deliberate estimate of the claims of such a
genius, under such circumstances developed.
He by no means restricted his sarcastic obser-
vations on those whom he encountered in the
world to the confidence of his note-hook ; but
startled polite ears with the utterance of
andacious epigrams, far too witty not to obtain
general cireulation in so small a society as that
of the Northern capital, far too bitter not to
produce deep resentment, far too numerous
not to spread fear almost as widely ax admira-
tion. Even when nothing was farther from
his thoughts than to inflict pain, his ardour
often carried him headlong into sad serapes.
Witness, for example, the aneedote given by
Professor Walker, of his entering into a long
discussion of the merits of the popular preachers
of the day, at the table of Dr. Blair, and en-
thusiastically avowing his low opinion of all
the rest in comparison with Dr. Blair's own
colleague and most formidable rival *—a man,
certainly endowed with extraordinary graces

? [The Rev. W, Greenfield, who was professor of
rhetoric in the University of Edinburgh, and became
colleague to Dr. Blair in Feby, 1787. He had the
degree of D.D. afterwards conferred on him, and in
1796 he was elected Moderator of the General Assemn-
bly. He was deposed from the ministry for * scan-
dalous conduct  in 1798, and died abroad in 1827,
The Rev, Robert Walker, whose name was given by
Lockhart in a note as the colleague referred to, died
in 17%3, three years hefore Burns saw Edinburgh. )
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of voiee and manner, a generous and amiable
strain of feeling, and a copious flow of language;
but having no pretensions either to the general
accomplishments for which Blair was honoured
in a most accomplished society, or to the
polished elegance which he first introduced
into the eloquence of the Scottish pulpit.
I'rofessor Walker well describes the unpleasing
effects of such an escapade; the conversation
during the rest of the eve ng, ‘‘labouring
under that compulsory effort which was un.
avoidable, while the thoughts of all were full
of the only subject on which it was improper
to speak.” Burps showed his good sense by
making no effort to repair this blunder; but
vears afterwards, he confessed that he could
never recall it without exquisite pain. Mr.
Walker properly says, it did honour to Dr,
Blair that his kindness remained totally un-
altered by this occurrence ; but the professor

would have found nothing to admire in that |
circumstance, had he not been well aware of

the rarity of such good-nature among the
genns irvitabile of authors, orators, and wits,
A specimen (which some will think worse,
some better) i thus recorded by Cromek :—
*“ At a private breakfast, in a literary circle of
Edinburgh, the conversation turned on the
poetical merit and pathos of Gray's Elegy, a
poem of which he was enthusiastically fond.

|

\ clergyman present, remarkable for his love |

of paradox, and for his eccentric notions upon

every subjeet, distinguished himself by an in- |

Judicious and ill-timed attack on this exquisite
poem, which Burns, with generous warmth
for the reputation of Gray, manfully defended.
\s the gentleman's remarks were rather general

than specific, Burns urged him to bring for- |

wanl the passages which he thought exception-
able.  He made several attempts to quote the
poem, but always in a blundering, inaccurate
manner. Burns bore all this for a good while
with his usual good-natured forl»c:lrim'v. till
at length, goaded by the fastidious eriticisms

and wretched quibblings of his opponent, he

roused himself, and with an eye flashing con-
tempt and indignation, and with great vehe-
mence of gesticulation, he thus addressed the
old eritic: *Sir, I now perceive a man may be
an excellent judge of poetry by square and
rule, and after all be a d—d blockhead ;’"

s0 far, Mr. Cromek; and all this was to a

clergyman, and at breakfast. Even to the
ladies, when he suspected them 5»!‘ 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. Burns,” answered the bard,
““will do himself the honour of waiting on the
= Of ———, provided her ladyship will
invite also the learned pig.”—Such an animal
was then exhibiting in the Grassmarket.
While the second edition of poems was pass-
ing through the press, Burns was favoured
with many ecritical 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,” stopped him at the
stanza
Now a the congregation o'er
Is silent expectation,
For Moodie speels the holy door climbs
Wi’ tidings o' salvation

“Nay,” said the doctor, ‘‘read damnation.”
Burns improved the wit of the verse, undoubt-
edly, by adopting the emendation; but he
gave another strange specimen of want of taet,
when he insisted that Dr. “l:lir,\\luc of the
most serupulous observers of clericalpropriety,

should permit him to acknowledge the ohliga-
tion in a note, \

But to pass from these trifles—it needs 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 his great

flashing eyes, who, having forced' his way
among them from the plough-tail at'a single
stride, manifested in the whole strain of his
bearing and conversation, & 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 ocea-
sional symptom of being flattered by their
notice: by turns calmly measured himself
against the most cultivated understandings
of his time in discussion; overpowered the

hon mots of the most celebrated convivialig
by broad floods of merriment, impreg
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with all the burning life of genius; astounded
bosoms habitually enveloped in the thrice-
piled folds of social reserve, by compelling
them to tremble—nay, to tremble visibly—
beneath the fearless touch of natural pathos;
and all this without indicating the smallest
willingness to be ranked among those profes-
sional minisiers of excitement, who are con-
tent to be paid in money and smiles for doing
what the spectators and auditors would be
. ashamed of doing in their own persons, even
if they had the power of doing it; and, —last
and probably worst of all,—who was known

to be in the habit of enlivening societies’

which they would have scorned to approach,
still more frequently than their own, with
eloguence no less magnificent ; with wit in all
likelihood still more daring; often enough,
as the superiors whom he fronted without
alarm might have guessed from the beginning,
and had, ere long, no oceasion to guess, with
wit pointed at themselves.

The lawyers of Edinburgh, in whose wider
cireles Burns figured at his outset, with at
least as much suceess as among the professional
litgrati, were a very different race of men
from these; they would neither, 1 take it,
have pardoned rudeness, nor been alarmed by
wit.  But being, in those days, with scarcely
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| those ** patricians,” whose stateliness Burns
50 long remembered and so bitterly resented,
|1t might, perhaps, have been well for him
[ had stateliness been the worst fault of their
manners. Wine-bibbing appears to be in most
regions a favourite indulgence with those whose
brains and lungs are subjected to the severe
exercises of legal study and forensic practice.
To this day, more traces of these old habits
linger about the Inns of Court than in any
other section of London.  In Dublin and Edin-
burgh, the barristers are even now eminently
convivial bodies of men; but among the Scoteh
lawyers of the time of Burns, the principle of

an exception, members of the landed aristo-

cracy of the country, and forming by far the
most influential body (as indeed they still do)
in the society of Scotland, they were, perhaps,
as proud a set of men as ever enjoyed the
tranquil pleasures of unquestioned superiority,
What their haughtiness, as a body, was, may
be guessed, when we know that inferior birth
was reckoned a fair and legitimate ground for
excluding any man from the bar. In one re.
markable instance, about this very time, a
man of very extraordinary talents and accom-
plishments was chiefly opposed in a long and
painful struggle for admission, and, in reality,
for no reasons hut those | have been alluding
to, by gentlemen who, in the sequel, stood at
the very head of the Whig party in Edinburgh;
and the same aristoeratical prejudice has,
within the memory of the present generation,
kept more persons of eminent qualifieations
in the back-ground, for a season, than any
English reader would casily believe. To this
body belonged nineteen ont of twenty of

jollity was indeed in its *“high and palmy

state.”
scenes of audacious hilarity, which then soothed,

He partook largely in those tavern

as o matter of course, the arid labours of the
northern noblesse de la robié (so they are well
called in Redgauntlet], and of which we are
favoured with a specimen in the ** High Jinks"
chapter of Guy Mannering.

The tavern-life is nowadays nearly extinet
everywhere ; but it was then in full vigour in
Edinburgh, and there can be no doubt that
Burns rapidly familiarized himself with it
during his residence. He had, after all, tastel
but rarely of such excesses while in Ayrshire
8o little are we to consider his ** Scotch
Drink,” and other jovial strains of the early
period, as conveying anything like a fair
notion of his actual course of life, that **Auld
Nanse Tinnock,” or * Poosie Naucie,” the
Mauchline landlady, is 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 Robert Burns might be a very clever
lad, but he certainly was regardless, as, to the
best ofher belief, he had never taken three
half mutdhkins in her house in all his life,”!
And in addition to Gilbert's testimony to the
same purpose, we have on record that of Mr
Archibald Bruce (qualified by Heron, *‘a
gentleman of great worth and discernment”),
that he had observed Burns closely during
that period of his life, and seen him ** steadily
resist such solicitations and allurements to
convivial enjoyments, as hardly any other
person could have withstood.”

PMr. R, Chambers's MS. notes, taken during a
tour in Ayrshire
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The unfortunate Heron knew Burns well; |
and himself mingled largely! in some of the
scenes to which he adverts in the following

s Burns
resented,
for him
of their
»in most

strong language :—*‘ The enticements of plea- |
sure too often unman our virtuous resolution,
even while we wear the air of rejecting them
with a stefn brow. We resist, and resist, and
resist ; but, at last, suddenly turn, and passion-
'I“ll! bucks of
Edinburgh accomplished, in regard to Burns,
that in which the Loors of Ayrshire had failed.
\fter residing some months in Edinburgh, he
hegan to estrange himself, not altogether, but
in some measure, from graver friends, Too
many of his hours were now spent at the\tables
of persons who delighted to urge convivjality
in the

we whose
e severe
Iil'lll"it'l"
d habits
1+ in any
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ninently
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»
to drunkenness
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soothed, tavern and in\ the
m of the
are well It would be idle now to attempt passing
| we are over these things in silence; but it could serve |
h Jinks" nogood purpose to dwell on them.

During this winter Burns continued, as has
heen mentioned, to lodge with John Richmond;
and we have the anthority of this early friend

of the

extinet
igour in
ubt that
with it
11, tastel
iyrshire

et for the statement, that while he

did 80, ““he kept good hours.” ¥ He removed
afterwards to the house ni Mr. William Nigol

the High School of
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Nicol was a man of quick parts and consider-
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prise at humble as Burns's: from the beginning. an
me cele. enthusiastic admirer, and, ere long, a constant
saying, associpte of the poet, and a most dangerous
associate; for, with a warm. heart, the man

united a fierce irascible temper, a seorn of
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of religion, ut least of the religious institutions
of his country, and a violent propensity for

' See Burns's allusions to Heron's own habits

Poetical Epistle to Blacklock, " 1780,

2 Heron, p. 27. 3 Notes hy Mr, R

4 [Chambers explains that it was on account of his
friend Richmond having in the interval hetween
Bifrns's departure from Edinburgh (May 5th) and his
return (August 7th) taken in another fellow.-lodger
that Burns was obliged to accept temporary accom
modation In the house of his friend Nicol, who was
to be his companion in the contemplated Highland
tour, )
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the bottle. He was one of those who would fain
believe themselves to be men of genius; and
that genius is a sufficient apology for trampling
under foot all the old vulgar rules of prudence
and sobriety,—being on both points equally
mistaken. Of Nicol's letters to Burns, and
about him, I have seen many that have never
been, and probably that never will be, printed

cumbrous and pedantic effusions, exhib-
iting nothing that one can imagine to have
been pleasing to the poet, except what was
probably enough to redeem all imperfections
a rapturous admiration of his
This man, nevertheless, was, | sus-
peet, very far from being an unfavourable
specimen of the society to whom Heron thus
“He (the poet) suffered himself to
be surrounded by a race of miserable beings,
who were proud to tell that they had been i
company with Burxs, and had seen Burns as

namely,
L'c'llilln.

alludes :

loose and as foolish as themselves. lle was
not yet irrecoverably lost'to temperance and
moderation; but he was already almost too
much eaptivated with these wanton revels, to
be ever more won back to a faithful attachment
to their more sober charms.” Heron adds

* He now also began to contract something of
new arrogance in conversation \ccustomed
to be, among his favourite associates, what is
\lll::ll'l)'. but 1‘\lll't'~~i\('|). I';l“l'l| the cock of
the company, he conld searcely refrain from
indulging in similar freedom and dictatorial
decision of talk, even in the presence of persons
who could less patiently endure his presump-
tion;"% an account ex fueie probable, and
which sufficiently tallies with some hints in
Mr. Dugald Stewart’s description of the poet's
manners, as he first observed him at Catrine,
and with one or two aneedotes already cited
from Walker and Cromek.

Of these failings, and inde

of all Burns's
failings, it may be safely asserted, that there
was more in his history to account and apologize
for them, than can be alleged in regard to
almost any other great man's imperfeetions,
We have seen, how, even in his earliest days,
the strong thirst of distinetion glowed within

him

how in his first and rudest rhymes he

sung

to be great Is charming ;

5 Heron bL]

»
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and we have also scen, that lhc_g)'ﬂi’ffaf_\' of
talent in conversation was the first means of
distinction that occurred to him. It was by
that talent that he first attracted notice among
his fellow-peasants, and after he mingled with
the first Scotchmen of his time, this talent was
still that which appeared the most astonishing
of all he possessed. What wonder that he
should delight in exerting it where he could
exert it the most freely—where there was no
check upon a tongue that had been accustomed
to revel in the license of village-mastery?
where every sally, however bold, was sure to
be received with triumphant applause—where
there were no claims to rival his--no proud
brows to convey rebuke, above all, perhaps,
no grave eyes to convey regret? ‘‘ Nonsense,”
says Cumberland, ‘‘talked by men of wit and
understanding in the hours of relaxation, is of
the very finest essence of conviviality; but it
implies a trust in the company not always to
be risked.” Tt was little in Burns's character
to submit to nice and serupulous rules, when
he knew, that by crossing the street, he could
find society who would applaud him tMe more,
the more heroically all such rules dis-
regarded ; and he who had passed from the
company of the jolly bachkelors of Tarbolton
and Mauchline, to that of the eminent Scotch-
men whose names were honoured all over the
civilized world, without discovering any differ.
ence that appeared worthy of much considera-
tion, was well prepared to say, with the prince
of all' free-speakers and free-livers, “1 will
take mine ease in mine inn!”

But these, assuredly, were not the only feel-
ings that influenced Burns; in his own letters,
written during his stay in Edinburgh, we have
the best evidence to the contrary, He shrewd.-
ly suspected, from the very beginning, that
the personal notice of the great and the
illustrious was not to be as lasting as it
eager: he foresaw, that sooner or later he was
destined to revert to societies less elevated
above the pretensions of his birth; and,
though his jealous pride might induce him to
record his 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 roots of his
heart, all the while that he appeared to be sur-
rounded with an atmosphere of joy and hope.

On the 15th of January, 1787, we find him
thus addressing his kind patroness, Mrs,
Dunlop:—

“You are afraid I shall grow intoxicated
with my prosperity as a poet. Alas! madam,
I know myself and the world too well. 1 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
has been the study of men of the first natural
genius, aided with all the powers of polite
learning, polite books, and Polite company—
to be dragged forth to the full glare of learned
and polite observation, with all my imperfec-
tions of awkward rusticity, and ecrude and
unpolished ideas on my head, | assure you,
madam, I do not dissemble when 1 tell you |
tremble for the consequences. The novelty of
a poet in my obscure situation, without any
of those advantages which are reckoned neces-
sary for that character, at least at this time of
day, has raised a partial tide of public notice,
which has borne me to a height where | am
absolutely, feelingly certain my abilities are
inadequate to support me ; and too surely do
| see that time, when the same tide will leave
me, and recede perhaps as far below the mark
of truth. - . . . | mention this once for
all, to disburden my mind, and I do not wish
to hear or say any more about it. But, ‘ When
proud fortune'’s ebbing tide recedes,’ yon will
bear me witness, that when my bubble of fame
was at the highest, I stood unintoxicated with
the inebriating cup in my hand, looking jor-
ward with rueful resolve.”

And .-jmul the same time to Dr. Moore :

“The I‘vpc to be admired for ages is, in by
far the greater part of those even who are
authors of repute, an unsubstantial dream.
For my part, my first ambition was, 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. | am very
willing to admit that 1 have some poetical
abilities; and as few, if any writers, either
moral or poetical, are intimately acquainted
with the classes of mankind among whom |
have chiefly mingled, | may have seen men
and manners in a different phasis from what
is common, which may assist originality of

thought.
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thought. . . . I scorn the affectation of
sceming modesty to cover self-conceit. That
I have some merit, I do not deny; but | see,
with frequent wringings of heart, that the
novelty of my character, and the honest na-
tional prejudice of my countrymen, have borne
me to a height altogether untenable to my
abilities.”"—And lastly, April the 23d, 1787,
we have the following passage in a letter also
to Dr. Moore:—*“1 leave Edinburgh in the
course of ten days or a fortnight. 1 shall
return to my rural shades, in all likelihood
wever more to quit them. 1 have formed
many intimacies and friendships here, but
I am afraid they are all of too tender a con-
struction to bear carriage a hundred and fifty
miles,”

Ome word more on the subject which intro-
duced these quotations :— Mr. Dugald Stewart,
no doubt, hints at what was a common enough
complaint among the elegant literati of Edin-
burgh, when he alludes, in his 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

\vrshire plonghman” really had it in his
power to live u/uu:v:(d in ~ln‘i1'|_\ which Mr.
Stewart  would have considered as *‘ very
select ;7" and secondly, whether, in so doing,
he could have failed to chill the affection of
those hwmble Ayrshire friends, who, having
hared 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, per-
haps to provoke, among the higher circles
themselves, eriticisms more distasteful to his
proud stomach than any probable consequences
of the course of conduet which he actually
pursued,

The second edition of Burng's poems was
published early in March, by Creech; there
were no less than 1500 subseribers, many of
whom paid more than the shop-price of the
volume. Although, therefore, the final settle-
ment with the hookseller did not take place
till nearly a year after, Burns now found him-

self in possession of a considerable sum of

ready money; and the first impulse of his

mind was to visit some of the classic seenes of
VoL, |

Scottish history and romance.! He had as
yet seen but a small part 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 Kim 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
companion on such occasions being that ardent
lover of nature and learned artfet, Mr. Alex-
ander Nasmyth.? 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 he had ever done in company.”
““He was,” adds the professor, ** passionately
fond of the beauties of nature; and I recollect
once he told me, when | was admiring a
distant prospect in one of our morning walks,
that the sight of so III‘:III)’ smoking cottages
gave a pleasure to his mind which none could
understand who had not witnessed, like him-
self, the happiness and the worth which they
contained.”

1 “The appellation of a Scottish bard is far my
highest pride; to continue to deserve it, is my most
exalted ambition.  Scottish scgnes, and Scottish
story, are the themes I could wish to sing. 1 have
no dearer aim than to have it in my power, unplagued
with the routine of business, for which, Heaven knows,
I am unfit enough, to make leisurely pilgrimages
through Caledonia; to sit on the flelds of her battles,
to wander on the romantic banks of her rivers, and
to muse by the stately towers or venerable ruins, once
the honoured abodes of her heroes, But these are
Utoplan thoughts.” - Letter to Mis. Dunlop, Edin
burgh, 22d March, 1757

2 It was to this artist that Burns sat for the portrait
engraved in Creech's edition, and since repeated so
often, that it must be familiar to all readers, [Na-
smyth also prepared a cabinet portrait of the poet at
full length as he appeared in Edinburgh, in the first
heyday of his reputation; dressed in tight jockdy
hoots, very tight buckskin breeches, according to the
fashion of the day, and (Jacobite as he was) in what
was considered the “ Fox "livery, viz., a hlue coat
and buff w :u-‘runL with broad blue stripes, The
sketeh, an engraving from which appeared as title-
page to the first editions of Lockhart's Life, was said
by surviving friends to be a very lively Tepresenta
tion of the bard as he first attracted public notice on
the streets of Edinburgh. |

5
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Burns was far too busy with society and just public esteem. In the midst of those
observation to find time for poetical composi- employments, which your situation will render
tion, during his first residence in Edinburgh. proper, you will not, I hope, neglect to pro.
Creech’s edition included some pieces of great mote that esteem, by cultivating your genius,
merit, which had not been preyiously printed ;  and attending to such productions of it as may (Border tour
but, with the exception of the * Address to ' raise your character still higher. At the same s to Edinburgh:

which is chiefly remarkable for time, be not in too great a haste to come for- scenery, &c.

X Taymouth :— B
7 the farm of El
with which it concludes, all of these appear to - mature your talents; for, on any second pro- and confined t

Edinburgh,’
the grand stanzas on the Castle and Holyrood, ward. Take tite and leisure to improve and

have been written before he left Ayrshire.  duction you give the world, your fate as a poet = family, and tw
Several of them, indeed, were very o:arl)- pro-  will very much depend. There is, no doubt, appolnted :—ee
duetions. The most important additions were, ' a gloss of novelty which time wears off.  As

“Death and Doctor Hornbook,” the ** Brigs you very properly hint yourself, you are not :'I'M""'
of Ayr,” the ** Ordination,” and the * Address to be surprised if, in your rural retreat, you Yarro
to the Unco Guid.” In this edition also, do not find yourself surrounded with that
“When Guilford guid our Pilot stood,” made = glare of notice and applause which here shone
its first appearance, on reading which, Dr.  upon you. No man can be a good poet without
Blair uttered his pithy criticism, * Burns's = being somewhat of a philosopher. He must

While

On the 6th
burgh in con
son to Mr. A
shire, with t

polities always smell of the smithy.” lay his account, that any one who exposes
It ought not to- be omitted, that our poet  himsell to public observation, will oceasionally
hestowed some of the first-fruits of this edition meet with the attacks of illiberal censure,

: ' . pieturesque s
in the erection of a decent ton -

wtone over the  which it is always best to overlook and ul(-.-pi*- "
. and in parti

hitherto neglected remains of his unfortunate = He will be inelined sometimes to court retreat,
celebrated In

predecessor, Robert Fergusson, in the Canon-  and to disappear from public view. He will ol Bé Wik
gate churchyard, not affect to shine always, that he may at

The evening before he quitted Edinburgh, proper seasons come forth with more advantage
the poet addressed a letter to Dr. Blair, in  and energy He will not think himself
which, taking a most respectful farewell of  neglected if he be not always praised Such I Afterwards
him, and expressing in lively terms his sense  were Blair's admonitions changes ** which

of gratitude for the kindness he had shown gentleman, who
Andd part was heard, and purt was lost in air,! associate of Bw
| I

whom, by the
h;l\l' heen all

him, he thus recurs to his own views of his an Essay on the

own past and future condition; —**1 have Burns had one object of worldly business in devotional tract
often felt the embarrassment of my singular his journey ; namely, to examine the estate of Writer to the Si
situation. However the meteor-like novelty  Dalswinton, near Dumfries. the proprietor of ¢ Nieoll Burn
of my appearance in the world might attract  which had, on learning that the poet designed chie “:l“.;. ':'(
R 2 : . “rp- : unong the last o
notice, | knew very well that my utmost to return to his original calling, expressed a to be] the autho
merit was far unequal to the task of preserving  strong wish to have him for his tenant pathetic ballad,
that character when once the novelty was over. name and desigr
' otk ] oceasion, LY v Lord
| have made up my mind, that abuse, or "0 the same occasion, the poet addressed Lor
v : < Glenealrn in these terms
almost even neglect, will not surprise me in my “ My Lord, -1 go away to-morrow morning early ; "
quarters.” To this touching letter the amiable  and allow me to vent the fulness of my heart in Leader stand
Blair replied in a truly paternal strain of con. ~ thanking your Lordship for all that patronage, that The bird_ that fhe
wnevolence, ad that friendship, with which you hanks, ilk me
have honoured we,  With brimful eyes 1 pray, that \I"I ohant "'\'"
wwins of Y
you may find in that Great Being, whose image you ;
to stand a severe trial. | am ||:||v|[\ that you  so nobly bear, that friend which 1 have found in you But minstrel B
endureth,

Sk Erslington o
commanding

-

solation and adviee :—** Your situation,” sayvs

he, ** was indeed very singular; you have had

have stood it so well You are now. | My gratitude is not selfish design—that 1 disdain it
Is not dodging after the heels of greatness  that is

: : : an offering you disdain. It is a feeling of the same
life. . . You have laid the foundation for  kind with my devotion. - R. B

To s the change
presume, to retire to a more private walk of Tos Many & Phie

kend nae sorr
With Homes thy

dwelt on Yan
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songs, in thelr o
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West Highland tour:
visit to Ramsay of Ochtertyre:
Taymouth :— Blair-Athole : Inverness :
the farm of Ellisland :—Clarinda :
and confined to his room for six weeks :
family, and turned out of doors:
appointed ;- settlement with Creech:

to Edinburgh:
seenery, &c.:

e as a poet
no llnllht,
s off. As
" ! Ramsay and famous Pergusson,
Wi are not Gied Forth und Tay a lift aboon ;
Yarrow and Tweed t
Thro' Scotland rings,
While Irving, Lugar, Ayr, and Doon,
Naebudy sings.

treat, you
with that
ere N'll)ll('
et without
He must

On the 6th of May [1787), Burns left Edin-
burgh in company with Mr. Robert Ainslie,!

» Shpiaee son to Mr. Ainslie of Berrywell, in Berwick-

casionally

shire,  with the design of perambulating the
censure,

Y Gt picturesque scenery of the southern border,
o des Il*‘ e Y sat

! and in particular of visiting the localities
the old minstrels,

works he was a passionate admirer; and of

rt retreat,
He will

* may at

celebrated by of whose

I whom, by the way, one of the last appears to
wWvantage L2
S— have been all but a namesake of his own.?
himself

Such I Afterwards Clerk to the Signet. Among other
changes ** which fleeting time procureth,” this amiable
gentleman, whose youthful gaiety made him a chosen
associate of Burns, is chiefly known as the anthor of
an Essay on the Evidences of Christianity, and some
devotional tracts, [ He was born in 1706, was admitted
Writer to the Signet in 1780, and died April 11, 1838, )

Isiness in
estate of
wietor of “ Nicoll Burn, supposed to have lived towards the
close of the 16th [17th?) eentury, and to have been
among the last of the itinerant minstrels. He is [said
to be) the author of * Leader Haughs and Yarrow,” a
! pathetic hallad, in the last verse of which his own
name and designation are introduced,

lll‘hiL’lll‘ll

wessed a

ssed Lord

Sy Erslington and Cowdenknowes, where Homes had anee
commanding,

Aud Dryg , wi’ the milk-white yowes, "twixt Tweed and
Leader standing

The bird that flees through Reedpath trees, and Glodswood
hanks, ilk morrow,

May chant

how s

ing early;

heart in
nage, that
fhich you
pray, that
Image you
nd in you
Isdain it
s that is
the same

and sing
of Yarrow

swiéet Leader Haughs, and bouny

But minstrel
cidlureth,
the changes of this age,
For mony a pl
kend nne

Burn connot  assuage his grief while life

that flecting time procureth
where blythe folk

o stands in hard case,

rrow,

With Homes that dwelt on Leader side, and Scotts that
dwelt on Yarrow,

br. R, Chambers says: “In an old collection of
songs, in their original state of ballants, T have seen
his name printed as ‘ Burne the violer," which seems
to indicate the instrument upon which he was in the

ROBERT

BURNS,

CHAPTER VL

| Border tour :—epistle to Creech :—return to Mauchline:—favourably received by the Armours :—returns
Harvieston journey :—Stirling epigram :—unmoved by grandeur of
visit to Mrs. Bruce of Clackmannan :
Gordon Castle :
Johnson's Musewm :
low spirits :
Burns secures shelter for her:
loan to Gilbert.|

northern tour:

Aberdeen :—Stonehaven, &c.:—decides on taking
ode to Prince Charles :—overturned in a coach
Jean Armour again exposed to the reproaches of her
applies for a post on the excise, and is

|

This was long before the time when those
fields of Scottish romance were to be made
accessible to the curiosity of citizens by stage-
coaches ; and Burns and his friend performed
their tour on horseback, the former deing
mounted on a favourite mare, whom he had
named Jenny Geddes, in honour of the zealous

virago who threw her stool at the Dean of
Edinburgh’s head, on the 23d of July, 1637,
when the attempt was made to introduce a
Scottish Liturgy into the service of St. Giles's;
the same trusty animal whose merits have
been recorded by Burns, in a letter which
must have been puzzling to most modern
Scotsmen, before the days of Dr. Jamieson,®
Burns passed from Edinburgh to Berrywell,
the Mr. Ainslie’s family, and
visited successively Dunse, Coldstream, Kelso,
Floors, and the ruins of Roxburgh Castle,
where a holly bush still marks the spot on
which James 1. of Scotland was killed by the
bursting of a cannon; Jédburgh, where he
admired the ** charming romantie situation of
the town, with gardens and orchards inter-

residence of

mingled among the housesof a once magnificent
cathedral (abbey);" and was struck (as in the
other towns of the same distriet) with the

practice of accompanying his recitations. 1 was told
by an aged person at Earlston, that there used to be
a portrait of him in Thirlstane Castle, representing
him as a douce old man, leading a cow byrmsstyaw-
rope.” |

S5 My auld ga'd gleyde o' a meere has huchyalled
up hill and down brae, as teuch and birnie as a
vera devil, wi' me.  It's true she's as poor's a sang
maker, and as hard's a kirk, and tipper-taipers when
she taks the gate, like a lady's gentlewoman in a
minuwae, or a hen on a het girdle; but she's a yauld
poutherin girran for a' that. When ance her ring.
banes and spavies, her cruiks and cramps, arg fairly
soupled, she beets to, beets to, and aye the hindmost
hour the tightest,” &e. &e.—Letter to W, Nicol,
Reliques, p. 28. [See vol iv. p. 61.)
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appearance of “old‘rmlc grandeur,” and the
idleness of decay; Melrose, ‘‘that famgfamed
glorious ruin,” Selkirk, Ettrick, 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, and every rivulet
its song,” Burns passed the Border, and visited
Alnwick, Warkworth, Morpeth, Newcastle,
Hexham, Wardrue, and (‘arlis!e. He . 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.

Dr. Currie has published some extracts from
the journal which Burns kept during this ex-
cursion, but they are mostly very trivial.? He
was struck with the superiority of soil, climate,
and cultivation in Berwick and Roxburgh-
shires, 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 £560 value, and attends
the Fox-hunting Club in the county.” The
farms in the west of 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 Lothians and the Merse.

The magistrates of Jedburgh presented Burns
with the freedom of their town: he was un-

prepared for the compliment, and 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 FHssay on Gothic Architecture, &c.;
Sir Alexander and Lady Harriet Don (daughter
to his patron, Lord Glencairn), at Newton-
Don; Mr. Brydone, the author of 7ravels
in Sicily; the amiable and learned Dr.
Somerville of Jedburgh, the historian of Queen

1[See the full journal of his “Border Four’ in
Appendix.)

Anne, &ec.; 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 humorous 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; and touches, too briefly, on
some of the scenery he had visited.

Up wimpling stately Tweed I've sped,

And Eden scenes on crystal Jed,

And Ettrick banks now roaring red,

While tempests blaw.
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 tenderest 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 réturned, his poetical fame
established, the whole country ringing with
his praises, from a capital in which he was
known to have 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 of 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 auld elay biggin’ on the 18th of July,

in terms as strongly expressive as any that
ever came 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 nervous intolerance of condescension,
and consummate scorn of meanness, which at-
| tended him through life, and made the study

of lll~
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of liis specics, for which nature had given him
such extraordinary qualifications, the source
of more pain than was ever counterbalanced by
{he exquisite 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 :—*¢ I never, my friend,
thought mankind capable of anything very
senerous; but the stateliness of the patricians
of Edinburgh, and the servilitybf my plebeian
brethren (who, perhaps, fofmerly 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 I ecarry perpetually about me, in order
to study the sentiments, the dauntless mag-
nanimity, the intrepid unyielding independ-
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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 quiet a circle as that of Mossgiel.

His appetite fgr wandering appears to have
been only sharpen&d by his Border excursion.
After remaining a ov/d:t_\'s at home, he re-
turned to Edinburgh, and thence he proceeded
on amother short tour, by way of Stirling, to
Inverary, and so back again, by Dumbarton
and Glasgow, to Mauchline.? Of this second
excursion, no journal has been discovered;
nor do the éxtracts from his correspondence,
printed by Dr. Currie, appear to be worthy
of much notice.  fi one, he briefly describes

ence, the desperate daring, and nobke defiance ,‘ﬂu- West Highlgnds as a country ‘“where

of hardship, in that great personage—Satan.
The many ties of acquaintance and
friendship I have, or think I have, in life, I
have felt along the lines, and, d n 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.”!
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
young 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 alw:

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-
far as he could, of the opportunities of

self, as
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
Jjust 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

1 [Letter to William Nicol, June 18, 1787.)

savage streams tumble over savage mountains,
thinly overspread with savage flocks, which
starvingly 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.—¢1
have as yet,” says he, ‘“fixed on nothing with
respect to the seriouis business of life. [ am,
just as usual, a rhyming, mason-making,
raking, aimless, idle fellow. However, |
shall somewhere have a farm soon.”

In the course of this tour, Burng
the mother and sisters of his frioh
Hamilton, then residing at Harvieston, in
Clackmannanshire, in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of the magnificent scenery of Castle
Campbell and the vale of Devon.® He was

isited
Gavin

2 [This mysterious West Highland journey, which
has been connected with his 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, but the route by which he reached that
place is certainly unknown. He wrote to Robert
Ainslie from Arrochar 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 Mauchline by Dumbarton and Paisley.
It has been 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.)

3 [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 (lcligﬁm(/with one of the young
ladies ;! and, according to his usual custom,
celebrated her in a song, in which, in opposi-
tion to his usual custom;. there is nothing but
the respectfulness of admiration.

How pleasant the banks of the clear winding
Devon, &c.

At Harviestonbank, also, the poet first be-
came acquainted with Miss Chalmers, Meer-
wards Mrs. Hay, to whom one of the most
interesting series 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 indignation,
while viewing the neglected palace at Stirling,
he 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 next 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 fio political

©
was Burns's companion on his second visit to Har-

*vieston, and who covununimtcd details to Currie in |
1799, giving, however, the date August instead of

October. The first Harvieston visit is here hade

part of the West Highland tour of June instehd of

an episode in the northern tour of Augygb“while the

second ten-days' visit to Clackmannanshire is made

to take place immediately before thc-‘nnrthvrn tour [
instead of in the month of October following. The |
proper order will be seen from the following sum-
mary:—Burns set out for the north in company with
Nicol on 25th August, 1787, They arrived at Stirling
on Sunday afternoon; 26tl A ugust, when the offensive
verses mentioned in the Ikt were written on the inn
window. On the Mondajgke left Nicol and visited
Gavin Hamilton's friends 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'
absence, and it was not till October (Dr. Adair at this
_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.)

1[Charlotte Hamilton, half-sister to Gavin Hamilton

and afterwards married to Dr. Adair.)

prejudice could have made a gentleman ap-
prove: but he, ifivall probability, composed
his verses after dinner; and surely what
Burns would fain have undone, others should
have been not unwilling to forget.” In this
wase, 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 \\'l'i(in;f». the least
worthy of his talents. Those which he com-
posed in the course of his tour, on being
refused admittance to see the iron-works at
Carron, and on finding himself ill-served a
the inn at Inverary, in consequence of thg
Duke of Argyle’s having a large partyfat 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 anticipatipns which the realities of
the prospect might rather disappoint. This is
possible enough ; but I suppose few will take
it for granted that Burns surveyed any scenes
either of beauty or of grandeur without emo-
tion, merely because he did not choose to be
ecstatic for the benefit of a cofpany of young
ladies. He was indeed very impatient of
interruption on such occasions. 1 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, Burns!
Good Heavens! look! look! what a glorious
sight !"—¢“Sir,” said Burns, clapping spurs to
Jenny Geddes, ‘1 would" not look! look! at
your bidding, if it were the mouth of hell!”

Burns spent the month of July at Mossgiel ;
and Mr. Dugald Stewart, in a letter to Currie,
gives some recollections of him as he-then
appeared.

“Notwithstanding the various reports I
heard during the preceding winter, of Burns’s
predilection for convivial, and not very select

society, T should have concluded in favour of
¢
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his habits of .\uhxjvt_\' from all-of him that ever
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. [ was, how-
ever, somewhat alarmed about the effect of his
now comparatively sedentary and luxurious
life, when he confessed to me, the first night
he spent in my house after~his winter’s cam-
paign in town, that he had been much dis-
turbed when in bed, by a palpitatioh at-his

ERT BURNS. 75
Ramsay (a friend of Blacklock), whose beauti-
ful retreat he enthusiastically admired. Nis
host was among the last of that old Scottish
line of Latinists, which began with Iiu'vh:m:m.
and, I fear, may be said to have ended with
Gregory. Mr. Ramsay, among other eccen-
tricities, had sprinkled the walls of his house
wigh Latin inscriptions, some of them highly
eJegant; and those particularly interested
Burns, who asked and obtained copies and
translations of them. This amiable man

heart, which, he said, was a complaint to | (whose manners and residence were not, I take

which he had of late become subject.

[ it, out of the novelist’s recollection when he

“In the course of the same season I was led | painted, Monkbarns) was deeply read in Scot-

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

8

happily conceived, and foreibly as well
fluently expressed. His manner of speaking
in public had evidently the marks of some
practice in extempore elocution, ™!

In August [October],® Burns revisited Stir-
lingshire, in company with Dr. Adair, of
Harrowgate, and remained ten days at Har-
vieston. He was received with particular
kindness at Ochtertyre, on the Teith, by Mr.

I It was at this time, I belibve, that Burns indited
a lively copy of verses, which have never yet (1829)
heen printed, and which/I find introduced with the
following memorandum,/ in a small collection of
MSS., sent by the poét to Lady . Don. *‘Mr.
Chalmers, a gentleman\ in Ayrshif®, a particular
friend of mine, asked me 'to write a poetical epistle
to a young lady his duldinea. T had seen her, but
was scarcely acquainted with her, and wrote as fol

lows :

Mapawm,
Wi' braw new branks in mickle pride,  fine new bridle
And eke a braw new brechan, horse o lar
My Pegasus I'm got astride,
And up Parnassus pechin’; panting
Whiles owre a bush wi' downward crush,
The doited beastie stammers ; stupid
Then up he gets, and off he sets,
For sake o' Willie Chalmers.

I doubt na, lass, that weel kenned name known
May cost a pair 0’ blushes:

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

Your bonnie face sae mild and swe,

His honest heart enamours,
And faith ye'll no be lost a whit,
Tho' waired on Willie Chalmers spent

[See the rest of the poem in its place in this edition.

? [See note above p 73,

tish antiquities, and the author of some learned
essays on the older poetry of his country. His
conversation must have delighted any man of

talents; and Burns and he were mutually
charmed with each other. Ramsay advised
him strongly to turn his attention to the
romantic drama, and proposetl the ‘‘Gentle
Shepli®rd ” as a model : he also urged him to
write “““Scottish Georgics,” observing, that
Thomson had by no means exhausted that field,
He appears to have relished both hints,
“But,” s
plan, steadiness and abstraction from company

s Mr. R., ‘“to have executed either

were wanting.”

‘1 have been in the company of many men
of genius (writes Mr, Ramsay), some of them
poets; but I never witnegsed such flashes of
intellectual brightness as from -him, the im-
pulse of the moment, sparks of celestial fire.
I never was more delighted, therefore, (h;\'hL,
with his company two days téte-ti-téte. In a
mixed company 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
on. i

““When I asked him whéther the Edinburgh
literati had mended his poems by their criti-
cisms— ‘Sir,’ said he, ‘those gentlemen 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
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dinner, Hoohi uncos'—*‘‘ away strangers!” and
when he would have kissed her hand at part-
ing, insisted on a warmer salute, saying,
““What ails thee at my lips, Robin?” At
Dunfermline the poet betrayed deep emotion,
Dr. Adair tells us, on seeing the grave of the
Bruce; but passing to another mo
ing the adjoining church, he mounted the
pulpit, and addressed his companions, who had,
at his desire, ascended the cutty-stool, in a
parody of the rebuke which he 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-

tensive tour than he had as yet undertaken,
or was ever again to undertake.? Some frag-
ments of his 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,”
Burns, ‘1 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

says

elegance and luxury among the farmers, |
always observe, in equal proportion, the rude-
ness and stupidity of the peasantry. This
remark I have made all over the Lothians,
Merse, Roxburgh, &ec.; 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 are
all b¥low the justice of peace), than the opu-
lence of a club of Merse farmers, when he, at
the saMie time, considers the Vandalism of
their plough-folks, &c. 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
Burns should have estimated the wealth of

1 A shepherd’s cry when strange sheep mingle in
the flock [here alluding of course to the reigning
dynasty).

? |See note 3, p. 73.]

on enter- °

OF ROBERT BURNS. s

Here P«
And loc
Here, t
Misfort
And Di
Find ba
Here h
her
And in|

nations entirely on the principles of a political
economist.

Of Linlithgow, he 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 Toch.
Shown the room where the beautiful injured
Mary Queen of Scots: was born. A pretty
good, old Gothic 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 corner of old
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Popish grandeur, such as Linlithgow, and
much more, Melrose!
if judiciously thrown in, are absolutely neces-
sary for the bulk of mankind, both in religious
and civil matters.”
At Bannoekburn
““ Here no Scot éan pass uninterested.

Ceremony and show,

he writes as follows: face, m
ness, m
visit h
ride uy

heautif

I fancy
to myself that I see my gallant counfrymen
coming over the hill, and down upon the
plunderers of their country, the murderers of
their fathers, noble revenge and just hate pass of
Dunde:
asy
family

glowing in every vein, striding more and more
eagerly as they approach the oppressive, in-
sulting, bloodthirsty foe. I &ee them meet
friend
roand
Prof
formed

in glorious triumphant congratulation on the
victorious field, exulting in their heroic royal
leader, and rescued liberty and independence. ™™

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 pencjl over the mantle-
piece of the parlour in the inn at Kenmore;"”
some of which aré among his best purely
English heroics

throug
the fan
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’ Burns
Poetic unlnurw“ my)umom swell, river '
Lone wandering by the hermit's mossy cell;
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods;
The incessant roar of headlong-tumbling floods

precip
fall, h
gave |
8 In the last words of Burns's note above quoted, volup!
he perhaps glances at a beautiful trait of old Barbour,
where he describes Bruce's soldiers as crowding
round him at the conclusion of one of his hard-fought
days, with as much curiosity as if they had neva
seen his person before

with 1
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to suj
L
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1Tt
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Sic words spak they of their king;
And for his hie undertaking

Ferleyit and yernit him for to see,
That with him ay was wont to be.
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Here Poesy might wake her heaven-taught lyre,

And look through Nature with creative fire . . .

Here, to the wrongs of Fate half-reconciled,

Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild;

And Disappointmefit, in these lonely bounds,

Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds;

Here heart-struck Grief might heavenward stretch
her scan,

And injured Worth forget and pardon man

Of Glenlyon we have this memorandum :—
“Druid’s temple, three circles of stones, the
outermost sunk; the seeond has thirteen stones
remaining; the innermost eight; two large
detatched ones like a gate to the south-east—
say prayers in it.”

His notes on Dunkeld and Blair of Athole,
are as follows :—*¢ Dunkeld—Breakfast with
Dr. Stuart—Neil Gow plays; a short, stout-
built, Highland figure, with his Kl';l)‘i\lélllilil‘
shed on his honest social brow—an interesting
face, marked strong sense, kind openhearted-
ness, mixed with unmistrusting simplicity—

aret Gow.— Friday-

visit his house—Ma
ride up Tummel river to Blair.
beautiful romantic nest—wild grandeur of the
pass of Killieerankie -visifethe gallant Lord
Dundee’s stone.! Blair—sup with the Duchess

ally, a

easy and happy, from the manners of that
family—confirmed in my good opinion of my
friend Walker.—Saturday—yvisit the scenes
yoand Blair—fine, but spoilt with bad taste.”

Professor Walker, who, as we have seen,
formed Burnsy acquaintance in Edinburgh,
through Blacklock, was at this period tutor in
the family ofgAthole, and from him the follow-
ing particul @& of Burns's reception at the seat
of his noble patron are derived. ‘I 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

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

ROBERT

BURNS. 7

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 ease, 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 mo&f remarkable parts of that
neighbourhood, and was highly gratified by his
conversation. As a specimen of his happiness
of conception, and strength of expression, I
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 s0 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 jmpatience
was suspended by engaging him in’his favour-
itec amusement of angling.”]

““Much attention was paid to Burns 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 ¢ould 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.” 2

2 The Banks of the Bruar, whose naked condition

called forth ‘‘the humble petition,” to which Mr.
Walker thus refers, have, since those days, heen
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At Blair, Burns first met with Mr. Graham [ ““Cross Spey to I'"mh:\hers—ﬁn“c “alace, of his fri

of Fintry, a gentleman to whose kindness he = worthy of the noble, the polite, and generous he certai

was i‘ffolr\\'urtl-* indebted on more than one proprietor.—The duke makes me happic of his ad

important occasion ; and Mr. Walker expresses than ever great man did ; noble, princely ate P al

he did not remain a day or | yet mild, condescending, and affable— gy Burns's °

great regret i I ‘ .
hich case he must have been | and kind. The duchess charming, witty, says Mr

two more, in v . ; ‘ <
introduced to Mr. Dundas, afterwards Viscount» kind, and sensible—God bless them. ment, b

Melville, who was then Treasurer of the Navy, | Burns, who had been much noticed by this tune ;" as
and had the'chief management of the affairs of | noble family when in Edinburgh, happened to influencs
Seotland. This eminent statesman was, though | present himself at Gordon Castle just at the macy, a1
little addicted to literature, a warm lover of his | dinner hour, and being invited to take his his futu

country, and in general, of whatever redounded | place at the table, did so, without % a on a sul
mt to consit

to-her honour; he was, moreover, very especi- | moment adverting to the circumstance? I
ally qualified to appreciate Burns as a com-  his travellipg mmp:mi‘on had 'l»cvn left jalone " A fc\'v
panion ; and, had such an introduction taken  at the  inn, in the adjacent village. On re- transmi!
place, he might not improbably have been in- membering this soon after dinuer, he begged ment nt"
duced to bestow that consideration on the ' to be allowed to rejoin his friend; and the llhc nob
claims of the poet, which, in the absence of | Duke of Gordon, who now for the first time =
any personal ‘acquaintancé, Burns's works | learned that he was not journeying alone,
ought to have received at his hands. immediately proposed to send an i'b"“‘"i““ to
From Blair, Burns passed ‘‘many miles | Mr. Nicol to come to the castle. His grace's The duc
through a wild country, among cliffs gray with | messenger found the haughty schoolmaster suppose
eternal snows, and gloomy savage glens, till | striding up and down before the inn-door learning
he crossed Spey; and went down the stream | in a state of high wrath and indi#nation, at her wis
through Strathspey (so famous in Scottish | what he considered Burns’s neglect, and no Castle
music), Badenoch, &c., to Grant Castle, where | apologies could soften his mood. He had among
he spent half a day with Sir James Grant; ull]‘u:uly ordered horses, and the poet finding l'lll'fl
crossed the country to Fort George, but called | that he must chose between ‘the ducal circle poet vis
by the way at (';l\\'(]()l‘, the ancient seat of | and his irritable associate, at once left Gordon deen, |
,\i:whoth, \\"h('rc he saw the identical bed in | Castle, and repaired to the inn; whence Nicol relation
\\'11ich, tradition says, King Duncan was | and he, in silence and mutual displeasure, met hir
murdered ; lastly, from Fort George to Inver- | pursued their journey along the coast of the into the
ness,” ! Moray Frith. This incident . may serve to w.hnm
I'rom Inverness, Burns went along the  suggest some of the annoyances to which Wm. B
Moray Frith to Fochabers, taking Culloden | persons moving, like our poet, on the de- district
; able land between two different ranks of tell his

Muir and Brodie House in his way.? b ‘

society, must ever be subjected. To play the his brc

well cared for, and the river in its present state | j;on ynder such circumstances, must be diffi- from w

could have no pretext for the prayer A % s . y desc
cult at the best ; but a delicate business indeed, be desc
Let lofty firs, and ashes cool, my lowly banks o'er-spread,,

Aund view, deep-bending in the pool, their shadows’ watery N

bed ; pedant could not stomach the superior success family.

Let fragrant birks, in woodbines drest, my craggy cliffs seen, t

adorn, " N . 2 : ¢

And for the little songster's nest, the close-embowering ladies—Miss Rose sung two Gaelic songs—he ’“"_‘r") and de:
thorn and lovely—Miss Sophy Brodie, not very beautiful,

: but most agreeable and amiable—both of them the j

! Letter to Gilbert Burns, Edinburgh, 17th Dec. | gentlest, mildest, sweetest creatures on earth, and James

1787.

when the jackals are presumptuous. This up an

of his

happiness. be with them! Brodie House to lie—Mr. been g
¢ (Extract from Journal.)—Thursday, Came over | B. truly polite, but not quite the Highland cordiality. now fi
Culloden Muir—reflection on the field of battle— | — Friday, cross the Findhorn to Forres—famous
breakfast at Kilraick [the local pronunciation of Kilra- | stone at Forres—Mr. Brodie tells me the muir where
vock]--old Mrs. Rose—sterling sense, warm heart, | Shakespeare lays Macheth's witch-meeting is still
strong passion, honest pride—all to an uncommon | haunted—that the country folks won't pass through ieh
degree - a true chieftain's wife—daughter of Clephane | it at night.— Elgin—venerable ruins of the abbey, a their ¢
Mrs. Rose, jun., a little milder than the mother, | grander effect at first glance than Melrose, but
perhaps owing to her heing younger—two young ' nothing near so beautiful.

these g
Gilber
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Palace, of his friend—and yet, alas for human nature! “The rest of my stages,”” says he, ‘‘are not

ine
.

id generous he certainly was one of the most enthusiastic | worth rehearsing ; warm as I was from Ossian’s

me  happier of his admirers, and one of the most affection- | country, where I had seen his grave, what
e, princely ate P all his intimates. The abridgment of | cared 1 for fishing-towns and fertile carses?”
affable—gay Burns's visit at Gordon Castle ‘“was notgpnly,” | He arrived oncé more in Edinburgh, on the

ling,  witty, says Mr. Walker, ‘‘a mortifying disappoint- | 16th of September, haging travelled about six
m.” ment, but in all probability a serious misfor- [ hundred miles in two-and-twenty days

iced by this tune ; as@ longer stay among persons of such | greatly extended his acquaintance with his
happened to influence might have begot a permanent inti- | own country, and visited some of its most

just at the macy, and on their parts, an active concern for ‘ classical scenery—observed something of High-
to take his his future advancement.”! But this touches | land manners, which must have been as in-
thout fox a on a subject which we cannot at present pause ' teresting as they were novel to him—and
nat:mw%m to consider. | strengthened considerably among the sturdy
an left ‘alone : A few days after leaving Fochabers, Burns | Jacobites of the North those political opinions
ige.  On re- transmitted to Gordon Castle hisgacknowledg- | which he at this period avowed.

r, he begged ment of the hospitality he had received from Of the few poems composed during this
wd; and the 5 the noble family, in the stanzas Highland tour, we have already mentioned

1e first. time two ot three. While standing by the Fall of

Streams that glide in orient plains, = ¥ ’ ;
(¢ Fyers, near Loch Ness, he wrote with his

eying alone, Never bound by winter’s chains, &c.

inyitation to pencil the vigorous couplets
His grace's The duchess, on hearing them read, sdid she l
! g9 Among the heathy hills and ragged woods,
schoolmaster supposed they were Dr. Beattie's, and™@e 6 y = e oy

: : The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods; &c.
the inn-door learning whose they really were, expressed |

di¥nation, at her wish that Burns had celebrated Gordon | When at Sir William Murray’s of Ochtertyre,
fleet, and no Castle in his own dialect. The verses are| he celebrated Miss Murray of Lintrose, com-
d. He had among the poorest of his productions. monly called “‘The Flower of Strathmore,” in

poet finding Pursuing his journey along the coast, the | the song—
ducal circle poet visited successively Nairn, Forres, Aber-

Blythe, blythe, and merry was she, [parlour

s Bl fine " P S shaven, where 1 of his
e left Gordon deen, and Stonehaven here one f his Blythe was she but and ben, &c. in kitchen and

whence Nicol relations, James Burness, writer in Montrose,

displeasure, met him by appointment, and conducted him | And the verses, ‘‘On Scaring some Water Fowl
coast of the into the circle of his paternal kindred, among | on Loch-Turit,”? were composed while under
1y serve to whom he spent two or three days. When | the same roof. These last, except, perhaps,
‘l“" to which Wm. Burness, his father, abandoned his native | ‘“ Bruar Water,” are the best that he added to
.~ on the de- district, never to revisit it, he, as he used to | his collection during the wanderings of the
rent ranks of tell his children, took a sorrowful farewell of | summer.? But in Burns's subsequent pro-

To play the his brother on the summit of the last hill | ductions we find many traces of the delight
nust be diffi- from which the roof of their lowly home could | with which he had contemplated nature in
siness indeed, be descried ; and the old man ever after kept | these alpine regions.
stuous, This up an affectionate correspondence with his The poet once more visited his family at

perior success family. It fell to the poet’s lot, as we have | Mossgiel, and Mr. Miller at Dalswinton, ere

seen, to communicate his father’s last illness | the winter set in; and on more leisurely
ongs—heautiful and death to the Kincardineshire kindred ; and examination of that gentleman’s estate, we
very beautiful,
ith of them the
) on earth, and James Burness, some specimens have already | to become his tenant on the farm of Ellisland.
use to lie—Mr. been given, by the favour of his son. Burns | It was not, however, until he had for the
iland cordiality. now formed a personal acquaintance with | third time visited Dumfriesshiye, in March,
Forres—famous \
the muir where
meeting is still
/'t pass through ghieh show the
of the abbey, a “ their concerns, *
n Melrose, but

of his subsequent correspondence with Mr. | find him writing as if he had all but decided

these good people ; and in a letter to his brother | 1788, that a bargain was actuall} concluded.

2 Why, ye tenants of the lake,
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake, &c.
3 [The visit to Ochtertyre belongs to the Harvieston
1 Morison, vol. i. p. Ixxx. trip in October. See note 3, p 73.]

Gilbert, we find hjm deseribing them in terms
/A\'cl_\' interest he took in all

/
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More than lml'f of the intervening months
were spent in l'lll‘inlmr;:h, where Burns found,
of fancied, that ll}\' presence was necessary for
the satisfactory completion of his affairs with
the booksellers. It)seems to be clear enough,
that one great Ohfevt was the society of his
jovial intimates in the capital. Nor was he
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, I 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
eparately 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 transeribe: ‘“ People of nice sensi-
bility and generous minds have a certain
intrinsic dignity, which fires at being trifled

with, or lowered, or even too closely ap- |

11['()1“'/”",.” !

At this time the publication called John-
son’s Museum of Scottish Song,* 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 Rashes” 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

| appeared in March 1788, we find no fewer

“ than five r‘mgs by Burns; two that have been

already mientioned,* and three far better than
them, viz :—*‘ Theniel Menzies’ bonny Mary,”
that grand lyrie,
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.”?
\ Burns 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
previouslyj and it is from this time that we
| must date his ambition to transmit his own
i poetry to posterity, in eternal association
with those exquisite airs which had hitherto,
in far too/many instances, been married to
| verses that did not deserve to be immortal.
| It is well\known, that from this time Burns
| composed ery few pieces but songs; and
whether we .hv{hl or ought not to regret
| that such was thé\case, must depend on the
| estimate we make of his songs as compared
with his other poems; a point on which
eritics 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 Burns 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

of his hand ;3 but in the second volume, \\'hit'h/:n'ti\'o duties of life in which he was at length

1 1t 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.)

2 [The true title is the Seots Musical Musewm, in
Six Volumes, consisting of S8ix Hundred Scots Songs,

with proper basses for the Pianoforte, &c.; by James |

Johnson.)
3 [This is incorrect, for his gong “ Young Peggy

about to be engaged.
gag

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.”
| 5 [There were more songs than these by Burns in
Johnson's second volume, but many of them were
unacknowledged.]

Burns
at a dim
unfortun
duced o1
Dr. Curr
not indv
the piece
he a mu
indeed f
the ]m('l
with pri
riding a
muirs be
Sunday.

l"ul‘ \
this yea
his roor
hackne)
“under
limb ex
my mi
ceding
coachm
illt'nlllp
bodily
formed
other.
Bible,
Moses,
a glori
Iu-tl:l)’,
in she
and biy

Ina
we fine
darkne
gether
pathtk
Povert
fisted 1
[ have
a harc
I pax
There

a he
ests of

shores

1[Cu
but th
printe
31st D
Le!




d no fewer
it have been
better than
mny Mary,”

d strong,

long

ik the recent
; and, lastly,
, my lad.”?
upwards, an
nstrelsy and
studied both
tunities and
commanded
time that we
mmit his own
| association
had hitherto,
1 married to
be immortal.
8 time Burns
songs; and
10t to regret
epend on the
as compared
nt on which
and on which
kely to agree.
e that lament
of the species
cultivated in
suggests very
taken to song-
» written little
lemptations to
10w and hence-
1othing of the
1 was at length

| on Miss Peggy
er of a landed
s was introduced
in Mauchline in
Green Grow the

the banks of the

1es¢ by Burns in
1y of them were

OF

LIFE

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.' The specimen will
not induce any regret that the remainder of
the piece has been suppressed. It appears to
be a mouthing rhapsody—far, far diffent
indeed from the ¢ Chevalier’s Lament,” which
the poet composed some moriths afterwards,
with probably the tithe of the effort, while
riding alone ‘“through a tract of melancholy
muirs between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being
Sunday.”

For six weeks of the time that Burns spent

hackney-coach. ““Here I am,” he writes,

limb extended on a cushion, and the tints of
ceding a midnight thunder-storm. A drunken
coachman the the
incomparably the lightest evil; misfortune,
bodily constitution, hell, and myself, have
formed a quadruple alliance to guarantee the
other. I have taken
Bible, and have got through the five books.of
Moses, and half-way in Joshua. It is really
[ sent for my bookbinder

was cause of first,

a glorious book.
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.””

[n 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
[ have sturdily withstood his buffetings many
a hard-laboured day, and still my motto is,

My worst enemy is moi-méme.
Jjust two creatures that I would envy

| DARE.
There ¢

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

! [Currie printed part of the second section only,
but the whole ode has since been oftener than once
printed in its entirety.
31st Dec. 1787.”)

Letter to Miss Chalmers, 12th December, 1787 a

ROB

his room, in consequence of an overturn in a |
“under the care of a surgeon, with a bruised ‘

my mind vying with the livid horrors pre- |

and |

tooth and nail to the |

See ‘ Birthday Ode for
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without enjoyment; the other has neither wish
nor fear.”

One more specimen of this magnificent hypo-
chondriacism may be sufficient.? “These have
beens#tx lorrible weeks. Anguish and low
spirits*have made me unfit to read, write, or
think. I have a hundred times wished that
one could resign life as an officer does a com-
mission; for I would not take in any poor
ignorant wretch by selling out. Lately, 1 was
a sixpenny private ; and, God knows, a miser-
march to the
campaign a starving cadet, a little more con-
am ashamed of all

able soldier enough: now I

spicuously wretched. 1
for, though I do not want bravery for

& this year in Edinburgh, he was confined to | the*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 Burns had,
in fact, lingered in Edinburgh, in the hope
that, to use a vague but sufficiently expressive
phrase, something would be 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 he 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 the
hands of his surgeon, he received intelligence
from Mauchline that his intimacy with Jean
Armour had once more exposed her to the
The father sternly

under

reproaches of her family.
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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for his children, and for her whom he consid- |

)rod'us—:lll but his wife.! Ina letter to Mrs.

)unlop, written on hearing of this new mis-|

fortune, he says, ‘I wish I were dead, but
I'm no like to die. 1 fear-1 am something like
—undone; but I hope -for the best. You
must nof desert me. Your friendship I think
| 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 ]\"escuts me with but a melan- |

choly path——But my limb will soon be
sound, and I shall struggle on.”?

It seems to have been now that 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 rushed
at once to his request. ‘I wish,” says he,
“to get into the Excise. 1 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
me from obscurity, wretchedness, and exile,
embolden me to ask that interest. You have

likewise put it in my powér to save the little |

tie of home that sheltered an aged mother, two
brothers, and three sisters, from destruction.

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 Glencairn lasted as longas his life. But
the excise appointment whigh he coveted was
not procured by any exerfion of this noble
patron’s influence. Mr. Alexander Wood,

1[Burns's children did not require shelter at this
time; Jean's only living child, Robert, was being
well cared for, along with the daughter of Elizabeth
Paton, at Mossgiel.]

2 [This extract is from a letter addressed to Miss

Margaret Chalmers (not to Mrs. Dunlop), dated 22d
January, 1788.)

surgeon (still affectionately remembered in
Scotland as ““kind old Sfndy Wood”), hap.
pening to hear Burns, while his patient,
mention the objéct of his wishes, went im-

| mediagely, without dropping ung hint of his

intention, and communicated thp state of the
poet’s case to Mr. Graham of Fintry, one of
the commissioners of ise, who had met
Burns at the Duke of Athole’s in the autumn,

and who immediately had the poet’s name
-,

J put on the/roll. ~.

*“1 have chosen-this, my dear friend (thus
wrote Burns to Mrs. Dunlop?), after mature
deliberation. The wquestion is not at what
door of Fortune’s Palace shall we enter in;
but what doors does she open to us? [ was

nog, likely to get anything to do. I wanted
g b, which is a dangerous, an unhappy
situation. 1 got this without any hanging on,

bread, and, though poor in comparison of the
last eighteen months of my existence, ’tis
luxury in comparison of all my preceding life.
Besides, the Commissioners are some of them

|
f
[
‘or mortifying solicitation. It is immediate
i
|

| my acquaintances, and all of them my firm

JSriends.’
Our poet seems to have kept up an angry
correspondence, during his confinement, with

| his bookseller, Mr. Creech, whom he also
There, my lord, you have bound me over to |
the highest gratitude. My heart sinks within |

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 Glencairn, we find him expressing his

" hopes that 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.*

3 [This extract is from a letter written to Miss
Margaret Chalmers and not to Mrs. Dunlop. It is
dated 15th"February, 1788.)

4 Mr. Nicol, the most intimate friend Burns had
at this time, writes to Mr. John Lewars, excise-officer
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
£500, and Burns himself, in one of his printed letters,

at £400 only. Nicol hints, in the letter already
referred to, that Burns had contracted dehts 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; | £180, or £200, to assist him in the manage

and it seems to have elevated his spirits greatly,
and given him for the time a new stock of
confidence ; for he now resumed immediately
his purpose of taking Mr. Miller's farnf, re-
{aining his excise commission in his pocket
us a dernier rosbrt, to be made use of only
<hould some reverse of fortune come upon
pim. His first act, however, was to relieve
his brother from his difficulties, by advancing

CHAPTER

| Marriage

!

ment of Mossgiel. ““I give myself no airs on
this,” he, generously says in a letter to Dr.
Moore, ‘‘for it was mere selfishness on my part.
I was conscious that the wrong scale of the
balance was pretty heavily charggd, pnd |
thought that the throwing a little filig¥ piety
and fraternal affection into the sca)f in my
favour, might help to sllmqth matters at the
grand reckoning.”

VL

takes Ellisland, and enters on possession :—excuses for his marriage :—builds a house, and

Irings his wife home :—company courted by neighbours and visitors :—contributions to Johnson's Museuwm

extensive correspondence :—farming wa _failure: obtains actual employment' as

an exciseman :—Allan

Cunningham’s recollections :—perils and temptations of his new vocation:—the * whistle contest:

Captain Grose:
Lrgh ;- convivial conversation. |

To make a happy fireside clime

For weans and wife children
That's the true pathos and sublime

Of human life.

Burns, as soon as his bruised limb was able
for a journey, rode to Mossgiel, and wellt
through the ceremony of a justice-of-peace
marriage with Jean Armour, in the writing-
chambers of his friend Gavin Hamilton.! He

is probable, the expense of printing the subscription
edition, should, moreover, be deducted from the £700
stated by Mr. Nicol—the apparent contradictions in
these stories may be pretty nearly reconciled. There
appears to be reason for thinking that Creech sub-
sequently paid more than £100 for the copyright. 1If
le did not, how came Burns to realize, as Currie states
it at the end of his Memoir, * nearly nine hundred
pounds in all by his poems?” )

IJBurns left Edinburgh for Ayrshire on 18th Feb-
ruary, but it was not till sometime in May that Jean
obtaingdd w title to be publicly designated * Mrs
Burns,” 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 Burns at
this time had no intention of making her his wife.
He was in the midst of the infatuation about Clarinda,
to whom he writes, after having visited Jean:—1
am disgusted with her (Jean). I cannot endure her.

I 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

I'he marriage of Burns and Jean Armour was con

“Tam o' Shanter:"—legend :—Ellisland anecdotes :—leaves Ellisland :—last.visit to Edin

then crossed ‘the country to Dalswinton, and
concluded his bargain with Mr. .\l?llur as to
1

the farm of Ellisland, on terms which must

| undoubtedly have been considered by hoth

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

firmed by the ecclesiastical authorities on Burns and
his wife humbling themselves before the session
The following is a copy of the session-clerk’s record
the signatute »f Jean being in the poet’s handwrit-
ing:

‘41788, August. b5, Sess. con.:—Compeared Robert
Burns with Jean Armour, his alleged spouse. They
both acknowledged their irregular marriage and their
sorrow for that irregularity, 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 be 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
fine for behoof of the poor, they agree to refer to
Mr. Burns his own generosity.

“The above Sentence was accordingly executed,
and the Session absolved the said parties grom any
scandal on this acct. Robt. Burns,

“Willm. Auld, Modr. Jean Armour.

“(Mr. Burns gave a guinea-note for hehoof of the
poor).” |
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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 erectionof 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 thitheruntil 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
Dr. 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. On the third day of his
residence at Ellisland, he 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 am 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. Iam indeed
a husband. I found a once much-loved, and
still much-loved female, litérally and truly
rast out to the merey 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. . . . Themost placid
good-nature and sweetness of disposition; 4
warm heart, gratefully devoted with all it
powers to love me; vigorous health ang
sprightly cheerfulness, set off to the lest
advantage. by a more than commonly hand.
some figureg“these, I think, in a woman, may
make a good wife, though she should never
have read a page but the Seriptures of the 0Ol(
and New Testament, nor danced in a brighter
assembly than a penny-pay wedding.”"!
“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;? my
antidote against the last, is my long and deep-
rooted affection for her. . . . Inhousehold
matters, of aptness to learn, and activity to
execute, she is eminently mistress, and during
my absence in Nithsdale, she is regularly and
constantly an apprentice to my mother and
sisters in their dairy, and other rural business
You are right, that a bachelor state
would 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
God, would seldom have been of the number,
Some months later he tells Miss Chalmers
that his*marriage ‘‘was nat, 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 |
have not got polite tattle, modish manners,
and fashionable dress, I am not sickened and
disgusted with the multiform curse of boarding-
school affectation; and Wthv hand-
somest figure, the sweCles temper, the
soundest constitution, and the kindest heart
in the country. Mrs. Burns believes as firmly
as her creed, that I am le plus bel esprit et le

1 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 14th June, 1788,

2 [“ Perhaps, after all, these revolutions in the
ardent vivacious mind of Burns [that is, his forgetting
all his vows and protestations to Clarinda and marry
ing Jean)] are less astounding than the fact (for it is
one beyond all question) that the poet was not now
and never had been, exactly the favourite lover of
Jean. There was, it seems, another person whom
she fancied above him, though, as but too plainly
appears, she had been unable to contend against the
fascination of those dark eyes in which lay her fate.’

Robert Chambers, ]

3 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 10th July, 1788,
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plus Jonnéte homme in the universe ; although
she scarcely ever, in her life, except the Serip-
tures and the Psalms of David in Metre, spent
five minutes tozether on either prose or'verse

[ must except also a certain late publication
of Scots Poems, which she has perused very
devoutly, and all the ballads of the country,
as she l;;ls (O the partial lover! you will say)
the finest woodnote-wild I ever heard.”!

It was during this honeymoon, as he calls
it, while chiefly resident in a miserable hovel
at Ellisland, and only occasionally spending
a day or two in Ayrshire, that he wrote the
beautiful song,

Of ' the airts the wind can blaw,
I dearly like the west,

For there the honnie lassie lives,
The lassie I lo'e best ;

There wildwoods grow, and rivers row,
And many a hill between,

But day and night my fancy's flight
Is ever wi' my Jean.

directions

love
roll

O blaw;yé westlin winds, blaw saft
Amang the leafy trees,

Wi gentle gale, frae muir and dale,
Bring hame the laden bees,

And bring the lassie back to me,
That's aye sae IL('nt and clean,

Ae blink o' her wad banish care,
Sae lovely is my Jean. ?

western

from
home

always
one glimpse

“ 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 anunwelcome step, and finds relief to itself
in seeking arguments to justify the deed, and
lessen its disadvantages in the opinion of
others.” 3 I confess [ am not able to discern
any traces of this kind of feeling in any of
Burns's letters on this interesting and impor-
tant occasion. Mr. Walker seems to take it
for granted, that because Burns admired the

! One of Burns's letters, written not long after this
(to Mrs. Dunlop, July 10, 1788), contains a passage
strongly marked with his haughtiness of clrffacter.
“I have escaped,” says he, “the fantastic caprice,
the apish affectation, with all the other blessed
hoarding-school acquirements which are sometimes
to be found among females of the upper ranks, but
almost universally pervade the misses of the would-
be-gentry.”

?[This stanza, as is now well known, was not
written by Burns.)

# Morison, vol. i. p. Ixxxvii.

VOL. 1.

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 Burns, 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 might
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.*

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 tq 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, are
easily misconstrued into capricious rudeness,
or intentional offence; and life is embittered
by mutual accusation, not the less intolerable
because reciprocally unjust.”® Such were the
difficulties under which the domestic peace
both of Addison and Dryden went to wreck;

4 [Burns not nn]y'upired 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 Hay. 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.)

5 Life of Dryden, p. 90.
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and yet, to say nothing of manners and habits.
of the highest elegance and polish in either
case, 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 Robert Burns, a man at once
of the very warmest animal temperament, an
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.
Burns, 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 misery of miseries,
the remorse of a poet.

The Reverend Hamilton Paul takes an origi-
nal view of this business: ** Much praise,” says
he, ‘“ has been lavished on Burns 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., Burns was in reality
a married man, and it is truly 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.”! There is no justice

"in these remarks. It is very true, 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 Burns'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

court in the world could have failed o 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 111«.111(-1;[
considered him as actyally her husband, until
he declared” the murriélge of 1788. Burns did
no more than justice as well as honour de.
manded ; but the act was one which no human
tribunal could have compelled him to perform.*

To return to our story. Burns complains
sadly of his solitarycondition, when living in
the only hovel that he found extant on his
farm. ‘‘Iam,”says he (September 9th), ‘‘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,
&ec., 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.”® And in another
letter (September 16), he says: ‘This hovel
that 1 shelter in while oceasionally here, is
pervious to every blast that blows, and every
shower that falls, and I am only preserved from
being chilled to death by being suffocated by

21 am bound to say that, from some criticisms on
the first edition of this narrative, published in Scot
land, and evidently by Scotch lawyers, it appears,
that the case, ‘‘ Armour versus Burns,” had there
evér been such a lawsuit, would have been more
difficult of decision than I had previously supposed.
One thing, however, is quite clear : Burns himself had
no notion, that, in acknowledging his Jean as his
wife, he was but yielding what legal measures could
have extorted from him. Let any one consider, for
example, the lang@age of the letter in which he an-
nounces his marriage and establishment at Ellisland;
to Mr. Burness of Montrose—

“(Elisland 9th Feb. 1789.) . Here, at last,
I have become stationary, and have taken a farm, and
—awife. . . . 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 bad failing.” [See the letter complete
in its proper place in the Correspondence.]

3 Letter to John Beugo, engraver, 9th September,

1 Paul's Life of Burns, p 45,
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smoke. You will be pleased to hear that I
have laid aside idle éclat, and bind every day
after my reapers,” !

His house, however, did not take much time
in building, nor had he reason to complaimof
want of society long; nor, it must be added,
did Burns bixﬂfcvcry 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
4the west and south of Scotland, partook, at
the same table, of the same fare with their
master and mistress.?

Ellisland is beautifully situated on tlig 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 exeelled.? On the Dalswinton side,
the river washes lawns and groves; but over
against these the bank rises into a long red
scaur, of considerable height, along the verge

1 Letter to Miss Chalmers, 16th September, 1788,

2 [ 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
be), is also erroneous, having been directly contra-
dicted by Mrs. Burns herself. The testimony of a
William Clark who had been a ploughman to Burns
for six months, is quoted by Robert Chambers to the
same effect.)

3 [Mr. Miller's name is known in the history of
steam navigation, he having caused to be constructed
about this very time one or two small vessels in
which steam was successfully employed as a pro-
pelling power.)
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of which, where the bare shingle of the preci-
pice g@ll but overhangs the stream, Burns had
his ;z‘u'mlritc walk, and might now be seen
st;}ﬂing alone, early and late, especially when
the winds were loud, and the waters below him
swollen and turbulent. For he was one of
those that enjoy 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 Burns 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-
gional 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'llgie cuckold to naebody;
I hae a penny to spend—there, thanks to naebody;
I hae naething ta,Jend—I'l1l borrow frae naebody.

In commenting .on this ““little lively lucky
song,” as he well ,calls it, Mr. Allan Cun-
ningham says: *‘ Burns 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.”*  Another

4 Cunningham’s Seottish Songs, vol. iv. p. 86,
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gong was composed in honour of Mrs. Burns,
during the happy weeks that followed her
arrival at Ellfsland:

O 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

On Corsincon I glower, and spell, stare
And write how dear I love thee!1

In the next stanza the poét rather transgresses
the limits of connubial decorum; but on the
whole these tributes to domestic affection are
among the last of his performances that one
would wish to lose.

Burns, in his letters of the year 1789, 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 Nithsdale, 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 eonsider, any more than
the generous paet himself, that an extensive
practice of hosf)it.ality must cost more time
than he pught 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
which we haye already had occasion to notice,
he contributed to this year's Museum, ¢ The
Thames flows proudly to the sea;” ““The lazy
mist hangs, &c.;” ¢ The day returns, my bosom
buarns;” ““Tam Glen” (one of the best of his
humorous songs): the splendid lyries, ‘“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 songs
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-

1[This poetic compliment to Jean was composed

during the summer or autumn of 1788, before she
took up her residence at Ellisland.]

i friesshire, of his friend Mr. Nicol, of the

High School; and lastly, that noblest of gl
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 edrly love, Mary

| Campbell.2 But Mr. Cromek has thought fit
My muse maun be thy bonny sel’, self

to dress up the story with circumstances which
did not occur. Mrs. Burns, 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 are represented as being
remarkably distinet and vivid, gives what may
at first appear a more prosaic edition of the
history.® According to her, Burns spent that
day, though labouring under a cold, in the
usual work of his harvest, and apparently in
excellent spirits. But as the twilight deep-
ened, he appeared to grow ‘‘very sad about
something,” and at length wandered out into

i 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

2 [ Subsequent inquiries into the episode of High-
land Mary would seem to fix the anniversary of her
death about the 19th or 20th of October.]

31 owe these particulars to Mr. M'Diarmjd, the
able editor of the Dwmnfries Courier. [Cromek in
1808 describes the poet as on the occasion, wandering
“golitary on the banks of the Nith, and about 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 been expressed as to whether this
circumstantial account, alleged to have been 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 Burns 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

| his 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, but
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 morning star.)
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Lic was, striding up and down slowly, and con-
templating the sky, which was singularly clear
and starry. At last Mrs. Burns found him
ctretched on a mass of straw, with 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 greet the early morn,

Again thou usher'st in the day
My Mary from my soul was torn.

0, Mary! dear departed shade,
Where is thy place of blissful rest;

See'st thou thy lover lowly laid, [&e.
Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

The * Mother’s lament for her son,” and
“[nseription in an Hermitage in Nithsdale,”
were also written this year.

From the time when Burns settled himself
in Dumfriesshire, he appears to have con-
ducted with much care the extensive corres-
pondence 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 arc 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 series 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 already 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 Gilbert 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 I 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, pagt of which is here transeribed—it
certainly cannot be read too often :

‘“ ELLISLAND, New-Year's-Day Morning, 1789.

*“This, dear madam, is a morning of wishes,
and would to God that I 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 Presbyterian, 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; thes
time out of mind, have been with me a kinc
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, I always keep holy, after having washed
myself and offered up my morning devotions,
I 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.! Tell me,
my dear friend, to what can this be owing?
Are we a piece of machinery, which, like the
ZKolian 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 ean
by no means be designated ““ flowers in spring.” By
the ‘“grey plover” he probably means the golden
plover, whose “wild cadence” is heard in antumn;
the grey plover is a winter shore bird in Scotland.)

more beautiful, more noble, than what such 5
person as Mrs. Dunlop might at this period
be supposed to contemplate as the proballe
tenor of his future life. What fame can bring
of happiness he had already tasted: Le 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 Burns 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 Ellisland, the field on which he ‘‘bound
every day after his reapers,” the solemn river
by which he delighted to wander! The plain
of Bannock burn would hardly have been holier
ground.

The ‘“golden days” of Ellisland, as Dr.
Currie justly calls them, were not destined to
be many. Burns'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-
try, 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

2 Burns 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 five guineas of additional expense.” [“"i(h
shares of fines and perquisites derived from ures
of contraband goods, Burns's income was uently
not less 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.

[ have now the satisfaction of presenting the
reader with some particulars of this part of
Burns'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 Burns'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 be sure we are hearing
the substance of his benevolent and sagacious
father's observations and reflections. His own
boyish recollections of the poet’s personal ap-
pearance and demeanour will, however, be
read with interest.

“1 was very young,” says Mr. Cunningham,
“when I first saw Burns. 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. Burns had just
come to Nithsdale;' and I think he appeared
ashade moreswarthy than he does 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 plonghman’s
stoop ; he was strong, and proud of his strength.

I[Allan Cunningham must have been “ very young,”
indeed, at this time, seeing that he was bolg in 1785
(or according to some authorities, 1784), 1 Burns
came to Nithsdale in 1788. His recollections of Burns
at this time must be 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 Burns.

‘““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 affectipn and genius.
His voice was very musical. ['‘pnce heard him
read ‘Tam o’ Shanter,"—I think I hear him
now. His fine manly voice foflowed 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. Asa man feels so will he write ;
and in proportion as he sympathizes with his
author, so will he read him with grace and
effect.

1 said that Burns 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
sitnation. ‘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,? 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 Corrie, 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 mean 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

2 Holm is flat, rich, meadow land, intervening
between a stream and the gencral elevation of the
adjoining country. [What is called haugh or carse

land ucutlund.]
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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
carpenter; and, between the roof and floor,
there seldom intervemed 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 wifdywere the only
matters out of keeping with t omely 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.
T'o 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 Corrie's
statement was indignantly denied by Mrs. Burns,
Speaking of it to M ‘Diarmid she declared that *‘ Burns
did work, and often like a hard-working farmer.”
She had seen him, while he had his excise duties to
look after, ““sow after breakfast two bags 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. Statements 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 cropsexceedinzlylimited. He plodded
on intheregularslothful 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 which
were in common use. On these rude carriages
his manure was taken to the field and his erop
brought home. The farmer himself correspon-
ded in all respects with his imperfect instru-
ments. His poverty secured him from risking
costly experiments; 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 improvement. With ground in such
condition, with tools so unfit, and with know-
ledge so imperfect, he sometimes succeeded in
wringing a few hundred pounds Scots from the
farm he occupied. Such was generally the
state of agriculture when Burns came to
Nithsdale. I 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 sce
its 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 mechanies around him. He
would have thought his daughter wedded in
her degree, hag 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; corn rose in demand;
the price anugmented; more land was called
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cultivation; and, as leases expired, the
pfoprietors improved the grounds, built better
yuses, 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, plnslcrcd walls, and even began to ex-
change the hanks of yarn with which it was
formerly hung, for paintings and pianofortes.
He ]:lill‘ aside his coat of home-made cloth; he
retired from his seat among his servants; he
[ am grieved to mention it—gave up family
worship as a thing unfashionable, and became
a kind of rustic 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 linsey-wolsey gowns for silk ; and so un- |

gracefully did their new state sit upon them,
that | have seen their lovers coming in iron-
shod clogs to their carpeted floors, and two of
the progdest young women in the parish skal-
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, or a still
more profitable change might have happened
with respect to Ellisland; and Burns, 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 Burns at Ellisland, in these terms :—

“During the prosperity of his farm, my
father often said that Burns 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 stern
Calvinism of that strict olx divine, Mr. Kirk-

patrick; he assisted in forml\ng a reading club;
and at weddings, and house-heatings, and

I Mr. Cunningham’s description accords with the
\ines of Crabbe :

|

‘1/ Who rides his hunter, who his house adorns,

Who drinks his wine, and his disbursement scorns,
Who freely lives, and loves to show he can—
This is the farmer made the gentleman

kirns,* 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 compelled 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 thoughtless and the
gross. | 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 (,l press, and |
am afraid they cannot be recajfed.?

“In conclusion, I may sgy, that few men
have had so much of the poft about them, and
few poets so much of thefman—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 sufliciently 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. Ocecasion-
ally, he might be seen holding the plough, an
exercise in which he 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. ‘1
am now,” says he, in one of his letters, ¢
poor rascally gauger, condemned to gallop two
hundred miles every week, to inspect dirty

a

bonds and yeasty barrels.”
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 has recorded
the feelings with which he first followed his
new vocation. His jests on the subject arc

[Burns’s distriet,

? Kirns.—The harvest-home dances are so called in
Scotland.

3 [This refers to a collection of old-fashioned and
highly-spiced Scotch songs of which Burns took the
pains to form a M8, collection,and which contained also
pieces of similar character written by himself. This
collection after Burns's death fell into the hands of a
person who had it printed and surreptitiotsly hawked
about the country under the title of the Merry
Muses of 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' duddies. rags

Ye ken yoursell, my heart right proud is,

I needna vaunt;
[twist willow ropes
But I'll sned besoms—thraw saugh-woodies, cut
Before they want.

On one occasion, however, he takes a higher
tone. ‘“There is a certain stigma,” says he
to Bishop Geddes, ‘“in the name of exciseman;
but I do not#utend to borrow hohiour from my
profession "’— whicliTray haps remind the

reader of Gibbon'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 l;ute my

value by that of my associates.”

Burns, in his perpetual perambulations over
the moors of Dumfriesshire, had every temp-
tation to encounter, which bodily fatigue, the
blandishments of hosts and hiostesses, 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 Lady Harriet Don,
that ‘‘one advantage he had i this new busi-
ness was, the knowledge it gave him of the
various shades of character in man—conse-
quently assisting himyin his trade as a poet.”!
From the castle to the cottage, every door
flew open at his approich ; 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 Burns
were seen passing, left his reapers, and trotted

1 Letter (unpublished), dated Ellisland, 28d Dec.
1789. [See letter to Bishop Geddes, 8d Feb. 1789.)

by the side of Jenny Geddes, until he could
persuade the bard that the day was hot enougl
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 landlord 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.? The highest gentry of
the dpunty, whenever they had especial merri-
ment in view, called in the wit and eloquence
of Burns to efiliven their carousals. The
famous song uf 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 shall soar when creation shall 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 safc
from temptations of this kind, even whef he
was at home, and most disposed to enjoy in
quiet the society of his wife ands children
Lion-gazers from all quartcm'be t im ; they
eat and drank at his cost, and - oftefs went
away to criticize him and his fare, as if they
had done Burns and his black bowl® great

2 These particul rom a letter of David Mac-
culloch, Esq., who | t this period a very young
gentleman, a passional® admirer of Burns, and a
capital singer of many of his serious songs, used often,
in his enthusiasm, to accompany the poet on his
professional excursions.

% Burns's famous black punch-bowl, of Inverary
marble, was the nuptial gift of his 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
\ole evening, with such company and such

a sin
liquor. i :

We have on record various glimpses of jim,
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.' For example, the circum-
stances under which the verses on the
tWounded 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 he 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-braird ;
and once, in the gloaming, it was in April, I
got a shot at one and wounded her; she ran
bleeding by Burns, who was pacing up and
(It was not, according to Mrs. Burns, strictly a
“nuptial gift;"” Burns took a fancy to it on one of his
visits to Ayrshire, when his father-in-law presented
it to him. It was left at Mr. Hastie's death to the
British Museum.]

1 A writer in the Edinburgh Literary Journal
[Professor Gillespie of 8t. Andrews), vol. i. p. 82, has
just furnished (1829) the following little anecdote :—
“ It may be readily guessed with what interest I
Leard, one Thornhill fair-day, that Burns was to visit
the 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. Burns actually entered the fair about
twelve; and man, wife, and lass, were all on the out-
look for a peep of the Ayrshire ploughman. =T care-
fully dogged him from stand to stand, and from door

to door. An information had been 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-hbeard and barrel,
which, to my personal knowledge, contained the
contraband commodities our bard was in quest of.
A nod, 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
distinetly uttered :—*Kate, are ye mad? D'ye no ken
that the supervisor and me will be in upon you in
the course of forty minutes? Guid-by t'ye at present.’
Burns 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 fine 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
are ludicrously set forth in the copy of verses—

Hear, Land o' Cakes and brither Scots,
Frae 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 Burns 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’ Shanter.” Burns 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.
Burns 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 ecrooning to himsell ; and
Mrs. Burns, 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! had they been queans

A’ plump and strappin in theifbeens; [greasy flannel
Their sarks, instead of creeshie flannen, chemises
Been snay-white seventeen-hunder? linen,

2 The pnufacturer’s term for fine linen woven on

1700 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, hips
For ae blink o’ the bonnie burdies.!

To the last, Burns was of opinion that
“Tam o' Shanter” 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
approved of.

The admirable execution of the piece, so far
as it goes, leaves nothing to wish for; the
only criticism has been, that the catastrophe
appears unworthy of the preparation. Burns
might have avoided this error—if error it be—
had 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
Satanie 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 Z'am 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 Solway Firth.

/ ! The above is quoted from a MS. 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 sod-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 tle
version of this story current in Galloway and
Dumfriesshire: but it may be doubted whether.
even if Burns was m'quuzltcd with it, he did
not choose wisely in adhering to the Ayrshire
legend, as he had heard it in his youth, [t
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 exhibi:-
ing a maimed and fragmentary character, that
in nowise satisfies strict taste, either eritical
or moral. Dreams based 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 yrotesque.

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 birks and meikle stane, birches
Whare drucken Charlie brak’s neck-bane;

And through the whins, and by the cairn,

Whare hunters fand the murdered bairn; found
And near the thorn, aboon the well, above
Where Mungo's mither hanged hersell.

None of these tragic memoranda were derived
from imagination. Nor was ‘““Tam o’ Shanter”
himself an imaginary character. Shanter is
a farm close to Kirkoswald, that smuggling
village, in which Burns, 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
contraband traffic of the coast, than the rotation
of crops. Burns knew the man well; and to
his dying day, he, nothing loath, passed among
his rural compeers by the name ‘()f Tam o
Shanter. 2

A few words will bring us to the close of
Burng’s career at Ellisland. Mr. Ramsay of
Ochtertyre, happening to pass through Niths-

2The above information is derived from Mr. R,
Chambers. [See also note 3, p. 24.]
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dale, in 1790, met Burns riding rapidly near
Closeburn. The poet was obliged to pursue
his professional journey, but sent on Mr.
[tamsay and his fellow-traveller to Ellisland,
where ‘hc 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. Ramsay was ‘‘ much pleased with his wxor
Sabina qualis, and his modest mansion, so
unlike the habitation of ordinary rustics.
He told his guest he was preparing to write a
drama, which he was to call *“Rob M ‘Quechan’s
Elshin,” from a popular story of King Robert
the Bruce being defeated on the Carron, 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

»

Burns with the tears running over his cheeks.
“Poor Burns!” says Mr. Ramsay, “‘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 appearance.
He had a cap made of fox’s skin on his head ;
a loose greateoat, fastened round him by a belt,
from which depended an enormous Highland
broadsword.” (Was he still dreaming of the
Bruce?) ‘It was Burns. He received them
with great cordiality, and asked them to share
his 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 ‘“ Rob
M‘Quechan’s Elshin,” 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 Decem-
ber 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 Carrie’s memoir, as being from information sup-
plied by one of the party.]

course of some years' study of men and books,
I 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 I
know.” And in another letter to the same
person, he recurs to thesubject in these terms—
“Though the rough material of fine writing is
undoubtedly the gift of genius, the workmanship
is as certainly the united effort of labour,
attention, and pains. Nature has qualified
few, if any, to shine in every walk of the
muses. [ shall put it to the test of repeated
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 £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 being 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, Burns, at the suggestion of Mr. Riddell of
Friars’ Carse, had superintended the formation
of a subscription-library in the parish. His
letters go the booksellers on this subject do
him J.&Il'h 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, in. the rural distriets 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 8o 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
gense of his public spirit and exertions for
their improvement and information.”*

Once, and only once, did Burns quit his
residence at Ellisland to rc\'i#iQ,f]dinhurgh.
His object was to close accounts with Creech;
that business accomplished, he returned imme-
diately, and he never again saw the capital.?
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 ¢omfort, 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, I am tempted
to exclaim—what merits had he had, or what
demerits have I had, in some state 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? . . . Oftenas 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 preseng human figure, that
a man, in proportion to Mk 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.

1 Letter to 8ir John Sinclair, Bart., in the Statisti-
cal Account of Seotland—Parish of Dunscore.

2Tt is true that Burns paid only one visit to Edin-
burgh while resident at Ellisland, but he again visited
the Scottish capital on his leaving the farm, when he
remained there about a week, and took farewell of
“Clarinda,” who was on the eye of eailing to the
West Indies.)

The 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 Burns, 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
tappit-hen® as remorsefully as Abrahani 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 provineial Bore of the first mag-
nitude ; and Burns, 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 tmwtﬂ;- the distin-
guished absentee: ‘‘I give,” sfiid the bard,
“] 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,
Burns, when he was called upon for his song,
chanted some verses, of which one has been
preserved :—

3[A colloquial term for a large-sized liquor measure. )
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0f lordly acquaintance you boast,

And the dukes that you dined wi’ yestreen,
Yet an insect’s an insect at most,

Tho' it crawl on the curl of a queen.

[ 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. Onone 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 this stanza on the window
by which the noticeable stranger had been sit-
ting :

As cauld a wind as ever blew ;

A caunld kirk, and in't but few;

As cauld a minister's ever spak ;
Ye'se a' be het or I come back.  you'll all be hot ere

Sir Walter Scott possesses (1829) a tumbler,
on which are the following verses, written by
Burns 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 flower 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 ben, quart-measure
Tad welcome Willie Stewart.

May foes be strang, and friends be slack,
Ik action may he rue it;

May woman on him turn her back,
That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart.

Since we are among such small matters,
perhaps some readers will smile to hear, that
Burns very often wrote his name on his books
thus—¢“ Robert Burns, Poet ;" and that Allan
Cunningham remembers a favourite collie at
Ellisland 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 Burns's stay
there. The farm of Ellisland is situated on
the banks of the Nith, between five and six
miles from Dumfries. When Burns took it it
was an uninclosed and unimproved piece of
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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 £300 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 shadoy fell across the river upon
the opposite field&” 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 Burns caused it to face
the river, thouch 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.
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Behind it a quadrangle was formed by a stable
and cow-house on one hand (east), and a barn
. (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 Burns,

The house itself has a projection towards
the north, which has also been added since the
days of Burns, 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 east 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 Burng’s kitchen, while the other was a
bed-room. In this house were born his sons
Francis and William, and here he wrote his
“Tam o' Shanter,” and some of the I)cntt)i;];i.-x
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 Burns as farm-servan
during the winter half-year, he believed, of
1789-90. On being hired in the house of ope
Alexander Robson, who sold ale and spirits in
the village of Duncow, Kirkmahoe, he wgs
treated to a dram, and got a shilling as arles.
penny—that is, earnest-money. Burns 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, and
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 Burns might
frequently be seen early in the mornings in the
fields, with 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 ])CLZ) 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
gometimes 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 Robson, in Duncow, made a |
few bushels of malt in a clandestine way in an
old barn. Some person, anxious for reward
or favour, informed Burns of the circumstances,
and on the following night, rather late, a card
was thrust under Robson’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 odt of the way. Clark re-
collected hearing Robson’s son reading this card

to a group of villagers, with whom it made |

Burns very popular; they unanimously declared
him to be ““a kind-hearted man, who would
not do anybody harm, if he could help it.”
Burns, 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 Dblack-and-white checked plaid
wrapped round his shoulders, such as shep-
herds and many other persons still wear.
Mrs. Burns was a good and prudent housewife,
kept everything in neat and tidy order, was
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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, Burns 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.
Burns’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 VIIL

[Dumfri intemperance :—hopes of promotion :-
tion :— Burns suspected :—indiscretions :—story of

Jacobitism :—Whiggish favour for the French Revolu-
the captured guns:— Excise-board’s investigation:

Burns joins the Dumfries Volunteers :—Election ballads:—Gray and Findlater on Burns in Dumfries:

Thomson's Melodies :—correspondence :—CHloris :—** Scots wha hae " :

The King's most bffmble servant, 1
Can scarcely spare a minute;

But I am yours at dinner-time,
Or else the devil's in it.!

The four principal biographers of our poet,
Heron, Carrie, Walker, and Irving,? 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 the —“In Dumfries, his
dissipation became still more deeply habitual.
He was here exposed, more than in the

! ““The above answer to an invitation was written
extempore on a leaf torn from his pocket-book."-
Cromek's MSS.

# [David Irving in Lives of Scottish Poets, 1804.]
VOL. 1.

Cowper.]

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 Burns came to reside there,
and the poet was of course invited to share
their hospitality, and hesitated not to accept
the invitation.® The morals of the town were,

3 [Mrs. Burns took strong exception to this passage,
but Heron's knowledge of Burns's convivial friends
and tavern companions would be more exact than
that of Mrs. Burns.)

7




102 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS,

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 deseribe. 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 feel 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 Dr. Currie; it wants nothing, however, of
which truth demands the insertion. ,That
Burns, 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 Burns ever sunk
into a toper—that he ever was addicted to
solitary drinking—that his bottle ever inter-
fered with his discharge of his (lutics"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 80 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 same 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,! supervisor at
Castle Douglas, in Galloway, I shall presently
be enabled to give some details which may
throw light on this business.

Burns 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. His
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, l)elongw\lin 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 deseription.

Burns, whenever in his letters he talks
seriously of political matters, uniformly de-
scribes his early Jacobitism 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-

1 [Joseph Train, a poet and antiquarian of some
ability, but who is best remembered as a kind of

legendary and antiquarian jackal to 8ir Walter Scott,
spent twenty-eight years in the service of the excise,

and died in 1852, aged 73. Several of the “finds’ he
furnished 8ir 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 good 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
casy matter to retreat gracefully along with
them. Scenes more painful at the time, and
more 80 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.
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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, hLis
Jjokes, 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 I
have already more than once had occasion to
refer to,! 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 Burns, 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, som2
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 dowie upon the corn-bing. sad
0O 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 werna my heart light I 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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Liome with him, entertained him very agréeably | morning. From the expressions Captain —

until the hour of the ball arrived, with a bowl
of his usual potation, and Bonnie Jean's singing
of some verses which he 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 are silent
concerning the suspicions which the commis-
gioners 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, I am assured that nothing could have
been more unlike the usual course of things,
than that a syllable should have 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, Burns, 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 he wished to substitute,
namely, “‘The health of a greater and a better
man, George Washington.” 1 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 Burns, 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 :'—*‘1 was,
I know, drunk last night, but I am sober this

1 [Letter to Samuel Clark, Jun., Dumfries, dated
“ Sunday morning " (January, 1794).)

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 th~c
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 |

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. |
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. Burns’s welfare with the task of waiting
on every gentleman who was present to state
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 that
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 Burns

really had not, at any period of his life, those
delicate feelings on certain matters, which, it
must be admitted, no person in Burns’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
Burns was a coward; as for the poet’s toast
about the success of the war, there ¢an 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 80 because it was announced in a quibble.

2 (Mr. Alexander Peterkin, sheriff-substitute of
Orkney, author of a Review of the Life of Robert
Burns, published in 1813.)
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Burns, no question, was guilty of unpolite-
ness 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 l;c accounted for by reference to the
(-x;;ggcnltcd state of political feelings on all
matters, and among all deseriptions of men,
at that melancholy period of disaffection, dis-
trust, and disunion. Who, at any other than
that 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,! given us,
perhaps, a more vivid delineation of the jarrings
and .collisions which were at this period the
perpetual curse 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 sul-
fering sternly, and sulkily, under the infliction
of their, to him, horrible doctrines.

-

Now, dinner past, no longer he supprest
I1is strong dislike to be a silent guest;
Subjects and words were now at his command
When disappointment frowned on all he 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 his language? For his threatening style
They were too many.” If his speech were meek,
They would despise such poor attempts to speak.

There were reformers of each 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 blame 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 liberty ;
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

1L [Crabbe’s Tales: 1. The Dumb Orators.)
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democrat, with whom he has mow no more
cause to keep terms than such gentlemen as
“(‘npt‘uin ———" 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?

—Ant live there those in such all-glorious state,

Traitors protected in the land they hate,

Rebels still warring with the laws that give

To them subsistence —Yes, such wretches live!

The laws that nursed them they blaspheme; tlie
laws-

Their Sovereign’s glory—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 we may still

From us eject them by our sovereign will—

This let us do

He spoke, and, seated with his former air,

Look’d his full self, and filled his ample chair;

Took one full bumper to each favourite cause,

And dwelt all night on politics and laws,

With high applauding voice, which gained him
high applause.

Burns, eager of temper, loud of tene, and

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 been 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 syllable 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
Burns 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 Burns 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 Burns 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 Burns, in
the meantime, would do well to indite a song
upon the sluggard: Burns said nothing; but
after taking a few strides by himself among
the reeds and shingle, rejoined his party, and
chanted to them the well-known ditty, the
“Deil’'s awa’ wi’' the Exciseman.”! 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 board her. The crew lost heart, and
submitted, t Jmugh 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, Burns, 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-

1[See note to the * Deil's awa’ wi' the Exciseman.”]

sent, and its accompaniment, were interu-ptcd
at the custom-house at Dover; and here, there
appears to be little room to doubt, was the
principal circumstance that drew on Burng
the notice of his jealous superiors.?

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
Burns was not guilty, on this occasion, of g
most absurd and presumptuous breach of
decorum.

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,

“Sr,—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, I 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

2[There are some things in regard to this story of
the guns that require clearing up. The French Con-
vention did not exist till S8eptember, 1792, so that the
carronades if despatched at once would be sent to
the Legislative Assembly, or they must have remained
for nearly six months in Burns's possession before he
foolishly sent them to the later body. The private
journal quoted by Lockhart can hardly be supposed
to have contained any statement as to Burns's sending
them off and their interception at Dover; this appears
to rest entirely on the unsupported evidence of
Joseph Train. Burns in a letter to Graham of Fintry
dated 5th 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. Tothe British constitution, on Revolution
principlcs, next, after my God, I am most
devoutly attached. You, gir, have been much
and generously my friend. Heaven knows
how warmly I have felt the obligation, and
how gratefully I have thanked you. Fortune,
gir, has made you powerful, and me impotent ;
has given you patronage, and me (lcpcl}dcncc.
[ would not, for my single self, call 6n your
humanity : were such my insular, unconnected
situation, I would despise the tear that now
swells in my eye; I could brave misfortune;
[ could face ruin; for at the worst, ‘death’s
thousand doors stand open.” But, good God!
the tender concerns that I have mentioned, the
claims and ties that I see at this moment, and

feel arouyd me, how they unnerve courage,

and withek 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.
appeal.

To these, sir, permit me to |
By these may I adjure you to save |

me from that misery which threatens to over- |

whelm me; and which, with my latest breath
[ 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.
C.1 can be of little service to me at present; at
least, I should be shy of applying. I cannot
possibly be settled as a supervisor for several
years. I must wait the rotation of lists, &e.
Besides, some envious malicious devil has
raised a little demur on my political principles,
and I wish tolet that matter settle before I
offer myself too much in the eye of my
superiors. I have set henceforth a seal on my
lips, ag to thesé unlucky politics; but to you I
must breathe my sentiments. In this, as in
everything else, I shall show the undisguised
War, I

emotions of my "soul. deprecate :
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“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.?

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.
Even-Sir Walter Scott has distinetly intimated

8 acquiedegnce in this prevalent notion.
“The politicj]l predilections,” says he, *for
they could hdgrdly be termed principles, of
Burns, were eptirely determined by his feel-
ings. At his firkt appearance he felt, or affected,
a propensity to Jacobitism. Indeed, a youth
of his warm imagination in Scotland, thirty
years ago,® could hardly escape this bias.
The side of Charles Edward was that not

surely of sound sense and sober reason, but
of romantic 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

misery 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 by Gilbert
Jurns, ““ intemperate—politics.” That editor, after

dealing with it * judigiously " by way of deletion and |

interpolation, insertet-it among the correspondence,

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
Burns himself acknowledges in one of his
letters * (Reliques, p. 240), that ‘to tell the
where it erroneously appears under date Jan. 5, 1792,
instead of 1798. It will be found in its proper place
in this edition, dated Dec. 81st, 1792, January 2, and
January 5, 1793.]

3 Quarterly Review for February, 1809 '

4 [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
wys merely by way of vive 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 disgrace 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 blasted, his
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
Burns! Surely the experiment of lenity might
have been tried, and perhaps successfully.
The conduct of Mr, Graham of Fintry, 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
passage, 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, I 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, Burns’s immediate superior in
the Dumfries district, in which that very re-
spectable person distinctly says:—‘“1 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 verbal or private caution to be more

¢ircumspect in future. Neither do I believe
his promotion was thereby affected, as Ly
been stated. That, had he lived, would, |
have every reason to think, have gone on iy
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 e
have been hurried thereby to a premature
g:}u\'c'.' I never saw his spirit fail till he wag
borne down by the pressure of disease and
bodily weakness; and even then it would
oceasionally revive, and like an expiring lamy,
emit bright flashes to the last,”?

When the war had fairly broken out, a bat-
talion of volunteers was formed in Dumfrics,
and Burns was an original member of the
corps. It is very true that his accession was
objected to2-by 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 Peyster, attests his zealous discharge of
his duties as a member of the corps; and
their attachment to him was on the inerease
to the last. He was their laureate, and in
that capacity did more good service to the
government of the country, at a erisis 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. ‘‘Burns,” says Allan
Cunningham, “was a zealous lover of his
country, and has stamped his patriotic feelings
in many a lasting verse.—His ‘I’oor and
Honest Sodger,” laid hold at once on the
public feeling, and it was everywhere sung
with an enthusiasm which only began to

1 Letter to Donald Horne, Esq., W.8., Edinburgh.
2 0ne of these objectors some time afterwards
thought fit to affect particular civility to Burns, and
inter alia seduced him one day into his house, where
a hottle of champagne was produced, and a small
collection of arms submitted to the bard’s inspection.
Burns well knew the gentleman's recent hostility, and
appreciated the motives of his courtesy. ‘‘Do tell me,
Mr. Burns,” said he, “ what do you think of this pair
of pistols?”—* Why," said Burns, after considering
them with all the gravity of a half-tipsy connoisseur
-1 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, rang 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 hae wi’ Wallace
bled,” the ‘Song of Death,” and ¢Does
haughty Gaul Invasion Threat,’—all lyrieS
which enforce a love of country and a magrtial
enthusiasm into men’s breasts, had ohtained
His perishable

some reward for the poet.
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
hil-
dren, and as a personal friend and associate of
literary taste and talent, is the only person

much of Burns both as the teacher of his

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 whateverlanguage the censure wasclothed,
the excise board did nothing from which Burns

had any cause to suppose that his hopes of |

ultimate promotion were extinguished, Nay,
if he had taken up such a notion, rightly or
erroneously, Mr. Findlater, 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, I
cannot help thinking, is the fair view of the
case: at all events, we know that Burns, the
year before he died, was permitted fo act as a
supervisor; a thing not likely to have occurred

had there been any resolutior pinst promot-

ing him in his proper order to a permanent
situation of that superior rank.!

'[An article which appeared in Chambers's Journal,
March, 1875, gives some new facts regarding Burns's
connection with the excise. Mr. M‘Fadzean, of the
inland revenue office, found in Somerset House some
documents of the old excise office in Edinburgh,
from which we learn that Burns 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 heen promoted on 12th Jan-
nary, 1797, Tt appears that an alphabetical list of the

names of officers was drawn up with marginal notes |

concerning the characters of the varions officers.
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On the whole, then, I am of opinion that
the excise board have been dealt with harshly,
when men of eminence have tilked of their
conduct to Burns as affixing disgrace to them.
It appears that Burns, being guilty unques-
tionably of great indiscretion and indecorum
bothof 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-

Ance 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 he
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-
.~1mn\i“c 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 heen 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, I 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;? 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 day?® thought of Burns’s
ese notes are remarkably plain-spoken,—
spoken of as ““a bad moral character;”
another,

Many of

one,officer
another, “a good officer, but now tipples;"
“a blundering officer;” and so on. Burns is character-
a poet;” afterwards is in-

| terlined, “ turns out well;” while the worst said of him

is three years afterwards, “the poet does pretty well.”]
2 [He received his pension in 1805.]
Since the first edition of this Life was published,

| T have found that repeated applications in Burns's
| behalf were made by Mr. Addington, afterwards

I hope this fact will not Le
s history.

Viscount Sidmonth.
omitted in any future narrative of Bun
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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 kim,

Vaces oportet, Eutyche, & negotiis
Ut liber animus sentiat vim carminis.

“] can think of no verse,” said the great
minister, when Burns was no more,—*“1 can
think of no verse since Shakespeare’s, that has
80 much the appearance of coming sweetly from
nature.” !

Had Burns put forth some newspaper
squibs upon Lepaux 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
-ases as this, that which the general voice of
the country does 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 reviewal—it
seems that he has somewhat overstated the
political indiscretions of which Burns was
actually guilty. Let us hear the counter-
statement of Mr. Gray, who, as has 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.

““ Burns,” 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 fabrie, 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-

1T am assured that Mr. Pitt used these words at
the table of the late Lordchh'er[xml, soon after
Burns's death. How that even might come to be
a natural topic at that table, will be seen in the
sequel.

ported in conversation with all the energy of
an irresistible eloquence ; but there is 10 evi.
dence that he ever went farther. He was g
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 with
them in any form whatever. - Though limited

to an income which any other man would have
considered poverty, he refused £50 a year
offered to him for a weekly article, by the
proprietors ‘of an 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 republics, ancient

or modern, 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 remem-
beredathat Mr. Pitt advocated that measure

2 Mr. Gray removed from the school of Dumfries
to the High School of Edinburgh, in which eminent
seminary he for many years laboured with distin-
guished success. He then became professor of Latin
in the institution at Belfast, and is now [1829] in holy
orders, and a chaplain of the East India Company
in the presidency of Bombay. [He died in India,
1830.)

3 Wordsworth's ‘“ Rob Roy."”

at tl
don¢
his
of t
attel
is al
hum
like
of t
into
T
to 1
at tl
mad
ans\
Gen
tenc
Gra;
Bur
for |
allé
poir
toh

can
whi
tole
ven
mel
wWou
hap
are

(

and
adi
frie
Joh

1



all the energy of
it there is it evyi.
rther. He was g
b. At the time
the mad cry of
one end of the
voice was never
id he ever support
¢ correspond with
Though limited
r man would have
nsed £50 a year
y article, by the
paper; and two
to him, induced
His independent
s)coming the hire-
r may have been
ieasures that then
it right to fetter
mment by which

" the first part of
y,2 we have the
oet’s own private

probability, de-
eye—*‘‘ Whatever
epublies, ancient
the idea of such
on which, in its
ce has proved to
ar happiness, it
m for an untried
irely is not .the
10 then said and

old;
rood enough:
elp to frame

icate question of
s to be remem-
led that measure

school of Dumfries
1, in which eminent
oured with distin-
e professor of Latin
s now [1829] in holy
ast India Company
[He died in India,

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 Burns, 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
Gieneral 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 London as a fegular writer
for his paper, and the poet declined to do so,
alléging, that however small, his excise ap-
pointment was a certainty, which, in justice
to his family, he could not think of abandon-
ing.!

In conclusion, Burns'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
emdeavoured to carry their purposes into exe-
cution.

Burns, 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
randidates, 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 certair re so.

One of the most celebrated of these
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

! This is stated on the authority of Major Miller.
st

18ions,
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younger, of Dalswinton; Burns, of course,
maintained the cause of his patron’s family.
There is much humour in

THE FIVE CARLINES.

There were five Carlines in the south, they fell upon
a scheme,

To send a lad to Lunnun town to bring them tidings
hame;

Nor only bring them tidings hame, but do their
errands there,

And aiblins gowd and honour baithh might be that

laddie’s share. perhaps

There was Maggie by the banks o' Nith,? a dame
wi' pride eneugh ;

And Marjory o' the Monylochs,® a carline auld and
teugh;

And blinkin Bess o' Annandale,* that dwelt near Sol-
way side;

And whisky Jean that took her gill in Galloway sae
wide; s

And black Jodn frae Crichton Peel,® o' gipsy kith and
kin,

Five wighter carlines war na foun the south countrie
within. &e. &e.

[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 vietims, 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.”

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

3 Lochmaben.
5 Kirkcudbright.

2 Dumfries.
4 Annan.
¢ Sanquhar.
7 [From the * Epistlé from Esopus to Maria,” first
published in Cunningham's Burns, 1834.])
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with the passions,' 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. I
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 ; but occasional hard drinking is
the devil to me.” He kifew 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 u(;n give no one pleasure to expatiate. As
has \been already sufficiently intimmated, 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 Burns during the latter years of
his life, 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 clhracter and attainment, and much more
80 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 Burns,? ‘“‘know-
ing the events of the latter years'of my
brother’s life, only from the reports Which had
been propagated, and thinking it necessary,

1 Lord 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 find ;

To this the world must be no longer blind.

His glory will descend from sire to son,

The Burns of English race, the happier Chatterton.
CRABBE, in the Patron.

? Letter to Mr. Peterkin, (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 certaifly to be regretted.”

“] love Dr. Currie,” says the Reverend
James Gray, already more than once referred
to, “but I love fhe 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 nurr:ﬁ'iw)
with vices which would reduce him to a level
with the most degraded of his species.—As [
knew him during that period of his life
emphatically called his evil days, I am enabled
to speak from my own observation, 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 be said in
malice even against him. . . . It came
under my own view professionally, that he
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 him explain-
ing to this youth, then not more than nine
yearsof 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. |
would ask any person of common, candour, if
employments like these are consistent with
habitual drunkenness? 1t 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,
but 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 j 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. I 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. He seemed to have the poets by
heart. The prose authors he could quote either
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 when 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
beyond the limit marked by prudence; but
what man wilkventure to affirm, that in situ-
ations where he was conscious of giving so
much pleasure, he could at all times have
listened to her voice?

“The men with whom he generally 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 his nature. His early friends clung to him
through good and bad report, with a zeal and
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\
fidelity\ that prove their disbelief of the
muliciox;s 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
genius. 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.”?

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 Burns,” says
that most respectable man,?” ‘‘commenced
immediatelyafter his admission into the excise,
and continued to the hour of his death.? In
all that time, the superintendence of his be-
haviour, as an officer of the revenue, was a
branch of iny especial province; and it may be
supposed I 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
particularly as this is the single instance of the
Heast shadow of carelessness or impropriety in
my conduct as an officer, I shall be peculiarly
unfortunate if my character shall fall a sacrifice
to the dark manceuvres 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 o 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. l'L‘)crkin's preface, pp. 93-95.

2Ibid. p. 95-96.
3 Mr. Findlater watched by Burns the night before

he died. .




this was amply accounted for in the pressure
of disease and accumulating infirmities. T 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 he
removed to Dumfries, but in hours of business
he was quite himself, and cgpable of dischargin

the duties of his office : ngpwas 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 every 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 othey hand, to throw out of
view altogether the feelings of partial friend-
ship, irritated by expggerations such as called
forth these testimorjies. It is scarcely to be
doubted that Dr. Curie and Professor Walker
took care, ere they pdpned their painful pages,
to converse and correspond with other persons
than the enemies of thd deceased poet. Here,
then, as in most other\cases of similar con-
troversy, the fair and \equitable conclusion
would seem to be, ‘‘truth\lies between.”

To whatever Burns's eX¢esses amounted,
they were, it is obvious, and ®hat frequently,
the subject of rebuke and remomstrance 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-
gidered the nervous susceptibility and haughti-
ness of Burns’s character, can hear with sur-
prise. But this was only when the good

/
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advice was oral. No one knew better thap
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,! the same
exemplary schoolmaster who ‘‘brewed the
peck o’ maut which

Rob and Allan came to pree.

‘ ““O thou, wisest among the y,
meridian blaze of prudence, full mooff® of
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!” &e. &e. &e.

To how many that have moralized over the
life and death of Burns, might not such a 7'«
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, Burns 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

1 [This refers to a letter dated 10th February, 1793,
in which Nicol takes Burns to task, in a whimsical,
humorous, mock-heroie, but 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
<o bestowing ;! and, lastly, although he to all
men’s regret executed, after his removal to
Dumfriesshire, no more than one poetical

lvi('\‘t‘l)f\'nll.\il](‘r:lhlc](‘Hglh(" I'am o’ Shanter”),
his epistolary correspondence, and his songs
contributed to Johnson's Museum, and to the
oreat collection of Mr. George Thomson,?
furnish undeniable proof that, in whatever
fits of dissipation he unhappily indulged, he
never could possibly have 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

1“He was a kind and attentive father, and took
great delight inspending hisevenings in the cultivation
of the minds of his children. Their education was
the grand object of his life, and he did not, like mogt
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 boy 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 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, 1
thought it right to advance him a form, and he
began to read Cwmsar, and gave me translations of
that author of such beauty as I confess surprised me.
On inquiry, T 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. James Gray to Mr. Gilbert
Burns.

2 [The Melodies of Scotland, with Symphonies and
Accompaniments, &c.; 6 vols.)

double this extent. Enough, however, has
lgen 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 had occasion to notice some
of his contributions to Johnson’s Museum.
He 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 ecriticisms,
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-

3 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
epistolary styletoits ‘“‘utter carelessness and rapidity.”
I am reminded by this criticism of a fact, which I
should have noticed before; namely, that Burns 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
his ‘““utter rapidity and carelessness.”
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ment, which Dr. Currie adhered to in some
particulars without sufficient inquiry.

The songs in this collection are, by many
eminent eritics, 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 Museum ; 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, ‘“s0o 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 |
. ST o e |

from her peculiar idiom. The ““genius loci

was never worshipped more fervently thap by
Burns. ““I am such an enthusiast,” says e

: - ’
‘“that in the course of my several peregring.

tions through Scotland, I made a pilgrimage
to the individual spot from which every sop
took its rise, ‘Lochaber’ and the ‘“I::lc.\' (?
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 tough with an irreverent hand
the old fabric of our national song, or to
meditate a lyrical revolution for the pleasure
of strangers.  ¢‘ There is,” says he, ““a naiveté,
a pastoral simplicity in a slight intermixture P
of Scots words and phraseology, which is more
in unjson (at least to my taste, and I will add
to every genuine Caledonian taste), with the
simple pathos or rustic sprightliness of our
native musie, 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,
I own, frequently wild and irreducible to the
more modern rules; byt on that very eccen.
tricity, perhaps, depends a great part of their
effect.”” !

Of the delight with which Burns 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 are 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’ youa'!’”

1Tt 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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« Until I am complete master of a tune in |
my own singing, such as it is, I can never,”
m‘\'.-; Burns, ‘‘compose for it. My way is
thlis_ I consider the poetic sentiment corres-
pondent to my idea of the musical expression,
—thenchoose my theme, —compose one stanza.
When that is composed, which is generally
the most difficult part of the business, I walk
out,—sit down now and then,—look out for
objects in Nature round me that are in unison
¢r harmony with the cogitations of my fancy,

pnd workings of my bosom,— humming every

‘now and then the air, with the verses I have |
framed. When I feel my muse beginning to |
| object is the first and inviolate sentiment that

jade, I retire to the solitary fireside of my
study, and there commit my effusions to paper;

gwinging at intervals on the hind legs of my

elbow-chair, by way of calling forth my own
critical strictures, as my pen goes. Seriously,
this at home is almost invariably my way.
What cursed egotism!”

In this correspondence with Mr. Thomson,
and in Cromek’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-
tish Songs; unless therefore I 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 song
~—t0 be in some degree equal to your divine
airs—do you imagine I fast and pray for the
celestial emanation? 7out au contraire. 1
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 Letter to Mr. Thomson, Oct. 19, 1704,
VOL. 1.

“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

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 dishongst price; and justice forbids, and
generosity disdains the purchase.” ———So says
Burns 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. Burns 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,
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and health, and voluptuous bcauhf\. But let
no lady envy the poetic elevation of poor
Chloris; her situation in poetry is splendid—
her situation in life merits our pity—perhaps
our charity.”*

Of all Burns's love-songs, the best, in his
own opinion was that which begins,

Yestreen I had a pint o’ wine, last night
A place where body saw na. not

Allan Cunningham says, ‘“ If the poet thought
8o, 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
o, of all men. It has fu@ished 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,
\%: had ne’er been broken-hearted

The “Nancy” of this moving strain was,
according to Cunningham, another fair and
somewhat frail dame of Dumfriesshire,®

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 p(:j’u character as a

1[The real name of Chloris”was Jean Lorimer.
See some particulars regarding her in note to the
song, ‘‘ She says she loes me best of a".”

2[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. Sée note 4 on this page. That a song
which is devoid of all delicacy of sentiment, and
simply glorifies the raptures of illicit love, should
have been spoken of by Burns as his best, seems to
argue on his part an obliquity of judgment, moral as
well as critical.] ’

8[The heroine is undoubtedly “Clarinda.” See
note to song ‘‘ Ae fond Kiss.”)

husband, but without the slightest proof; anq
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 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 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,” ¢

Among the effusions, not amatory, which
Burns 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 Burns’s feelings were kindled
when he visited that glorious field. According
to tradition, the tune played when Bruce 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.

Come, winter, with thine angry howl,
And raging bend the naked tree—

4 Letter to Gilbert Burns. [Whatever may have
been Burns's conduct after settling in Dumfries and
when Mr. Gray knew him, we know that the fore-
mentioned Anna became the mother by Burns of a
child, a daughter (born 81st 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 is not likely she would
recall any of his failings after his death.)

5§ The last line of each stanza 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, 1703. See also
the question discussed in Professor Wilson's Essay,
vol. v. of this work.)]

¢«There is
¢ there is
more—I d
—but son
which en
sheltered
day, and
the trees,
my best
wrapt up
who in th
Bard, ‘w:
When B
stones on
us that h
prayers.”
produced
[ may
years of b
companiol
per's ““Ta:

[Burns's i
—pecuniar;
visor:—dea
to Brow :—
of a son:-
Burns :—Gi
his religioun

1d
Wit

We are
poet’s ma
the detail:
pared the
with senti
and undel
ture of les

For son
country, it
on politics
distrust
that had
The mean
casy to su

! [The po

tains a pas
this.)



 proof; and
that negleet
1o say that
evidence of
any amiable
L veneration
d husband,
erms of the
pest regret,
o extol his
momentary
son of peni.
ven, but an
1 only with
which I am
n authority,
umnies,” 4
tory, which
son’s collec-
kburn holds
seen in how
vere kindled
According
n Bruce led
‘Hey tuttie
s old air as
lenkens in
of wind and
18 immortal
n.5 This is
| the sterner

y howl,
e—

ver may have
Dumfries and
that the fore-
by Burns of a
p1), which the
th one of her
- towards her
ely she would
1)

subsequently
 suit the tune
n preferred to
, immediately
to make this
and discarded
was made to
wccount of the
ccount which
atement ; see
703. See also
ilson's Essay,

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 119

«There is hardly,” says he in one of his letters,
«there is scarcely any earthly object gives me
more—1 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 in a cloudy winter
day. and hear the stormy winds howling among
(l:é trees, and raving over the plain. It is
my best season for devotion: my mind is
\\'I":l]il up in a kind of enthusiasm to Him,
who in the pompous language of the Hebrew
Bard, ‘walks on the wings of the wind.’”?
When Burns entered a Druidical cirele 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.

[ may mention here, that during the later
vears of his life, his favourite book, the usual
;-nmpnnion 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 Burns 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 Burns.

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 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.]

1 dread thee, Fate, relentless and severe,
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear.

We are drawing near the close of this great
poet’s martal 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 Burns 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
casy to suppose, delighted in decrying him on

1 [The poet's Common-place Béok, April, 1784, con-

tains a passage almost word for word the same as
this.]

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 his 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, I have heard from an
old acquaintance of the bard, who often shared
his bed with him at Mossgiel,! 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 hed-
gide, 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 either 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 be melancholy. There
is not, among all the martyrologies that ever
were penned, 8q 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 are
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 farm-servan® to the poet at Mossgiel (but
+did not sleep with him), and who afterwards drove
the mail-coach between Glasgow and (‘urliaﬂe for
many years. He used to talk freely of his confiection
with Mossgiel, drawing, doubtless, largely on his
own invention or imagination. He was characterized
by Mrs. Begg, the poet's sister, as ‘‘ a leein’ body.")

2[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, watehing the frisks of the litt]e
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 ".“m
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 .~|m|;[
gentences, as it appears to me, Burns 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
ruin: yet, where is the man but must own that
all our happiness on earth is not worthy the
nam@—that even the holy hermit's solitary
prospect of paradisiacal bliss is but 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?”
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 be 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 does not find
them. To these qualities he has added a dis-
position to be 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 to feel in themselves.”!
the rare beings who have been able to sustain |

So says one of

and enjoy, through a long term of human

years, the tear and wear of Rensibilities, thus |
;lnickvm-«l 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 fast; what wonder |
that the career of the poet's thick-coming

fancies should, in the immense majority of

cases, be rapid too?

That Burns lived fust, in both senses of the
phrase, we have abundant evidence from him-
self: and that the more earthly motion was
gomewhat accelerated as it approached the
close, we may believe, withomt 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 reasgn, he could have con-
trolled the propensities Which his sensibility
engendered ; but he wnul(l\{u'c been a poet
of a differeng class: and certadn it is, had that

desirable restNint begh early established, many
peculiar beautiel

hich enrich his verses could |
never have existed, and many accessory influ-
ences, which contribute greatly to their effect, |

1 Preface to the second edition of Wordsworth's Poems. J

would have been wanting. For instance, the
momentous truth of the passage,®

One point must still be greatly dark, &c.

could not possibly have been conveyed with
snch pathetic force by any poet that ever
lived, speaking in his own voice, unless it
were felt that, like Burns, 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 inseribed,
thrdt
~—————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 avowhl—a publie
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 re¢ord was
authentic?”

In how far the ‘‘ 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

2 Then gently scan your brother man,

Still gentlier sister woman—

Tho' they may gang a kennin’ wrang; a little bit
To step aside is human:

One point must still be greatly dark
The moving why they do it:

And just as lamely can ye mark,
How far perhaps they rue it.
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had 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 Burns; 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,

And in associates pleased to find 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 sorrows wound.!

The same philosophical poet tells us, that
——Wine is like anger, for it makes us strong;
Blind and impatient, and it leads us wrong;

The strength is quickly lost, we feel the error long:
but a short period was destined for the sorrows
and the errors equally of Burns.

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 TCunningham, an eccentric
being, but generous and faithful in his friend-
ship to Burns, and, when Burns 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 that the mext 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 pent My constitution and frame
were, ab origine, blasted with a deep incurable
taint of hypochondria, which poisons my ex-

istéhee. Of late, a number of domestic vexa-
tions, and some pecuniary share in the ruin
of these*****times— losses which, though
trifling, were yet what I could ill bear—have |

1 Crabbe's Edward Shore, a tale in which that poet
has obviously had Burns in his view.

&

so irritated me, that my feelings at times con)g
only be envied by a reprobate spirit listenine
to the sentence that dooms it l)) perdition. 7

““ Are you deep in the language of consoly.
tion”™ I have exhausted in reflection every
topic of comfort. A heart at ease would h;n'.u
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, but his
own kept its native incorrigibility.- Still there
are twp great pillars ¢hat bear us up, amid the
wreck of misfortune dnd misery. The oxk is
composed of the different modifications of a
certain noble, stubbdrn something in man,
known by the names\of courage, fortitude,
magnanimity, The orHEr 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 1 may be allowed the
expression, which connect us with, and link

us to those awful obscure realities—an all-
powerful and equally beneficent God—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 donot remember, my dear Cunningham,
that you and I ever talked on the subject of
religion at all. I know some who langh at it,
as the trick of the crafty rew, to lead the un-
discerning 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 irreligion, any
more than | would for his want of a musical
ear. [ 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 I 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, |
shall thus add largely to his enjoyments. Let
me flatter myself that this sweet little fellow,
who is just now running about my desk, will
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,
is 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 are 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

witnessing, judging, and approving God.”
They who have been told that Burns 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 when these lines were penned.

The reader has already had occasion to ob-

serve, that Burns had in those closing years
of his life to struggle almost continually with
pecumary dificuMfies, than which nothing

gould have been more likely to pour bitterness |

intolerable into the cup of his 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 Burns. How he shrunk
with horror and loathing from the sense of

pecuniary obligation, no matter to whom, we
had abundant indications already.!

The question naturally arises: Burns was
all this while pouring out his beautiful songs
for the Musewm 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
_AhiS very 0\\\:0‘“ question. The poet himself,

in a letter \Mr. Carfrae, dated 1789, speaks
thus: ““The profits of the labours of a man of
genius are, I hope, as honourable as any profits
whatever; and Mr. Mylne's relations are most
Jjustly entitled to that honest harvest which
fate has denied himsglf to reap.” And yet so
far from looking to Mr. Johnson for any

| pecuniary remuneration for the very laborious

stamps them for her own, and lays hold on |

them to bring herself into the presence of a
‘

part he took in his work, it appears from a
passage in Cromek’s Reliques, 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 copyand his own were really
all he gver received at the hands of the pub-
lisher.2 Of the secret history of Johnsen and
his book I know nothing; but the correspon-
denceof 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 pri(:v you shall

1 The following extract from one of his letters to
Mr. Macmurdo, dated December, 1793, will speak for
itself :

““8ir, it is said, that we take the greatest liberties
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 éither. 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 abli-
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 1 could ever
make head against, but to owe you money too, was
more than I could face.”

2[This must be a mistake, for Burns presented
copies to Charlotte Hamilton, to ““ Clarinda,” to Rev.
John Skinner, to Jessie Lewars, 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, &c., 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 wark.” 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,—‘‘1 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, and to repeat it afterwards when I
find it convenient. Do not return’ it, for by
Heaven if you do, our correspondence is at an
end.” To which letter (it inclosed £5) Burns
thus replies:—‘“1 assure you, my dear sir,
that you truly hurt me with your pecuniary
parcel. It degrades me in my own eyes.
However, to return it would savour of affecta-
tion ; but as to any more traffic 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 stranger to you. Burns’s character
for generosity of sentiment and independence
of mind will, T 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 Burns, “‘ 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 wag a drawing of the * Cottar’s
Saturday .\'iglz" 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

©

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
Burns \died), 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 ; 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 1 received
your melancholy letter by Mrs. Hyslop, I
have been ruminating in what manner I could
endeavouf 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. 1
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 ! Pray, my good sir, is it not possible
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 [liad by subscription. Think of
this, my dear Burns, and do not think me
intrusive with my adviee.”

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 Nubilia.'

1 [ Nubilia was published in 1800; its author was

William Mudford, born 1782, died 1848, for many
years editor of the London Courier.)

In Profe
peared i1
tunity of
Walker, 1
of Burns,
the hono
quaintanc
whole m¢
garily be

than anyt

147 hav
accused of
the songs v
there is th
in the prin
me, and ir
assailant,
matter, st
labours of
generosity

“Now t/
labours of
my collect
the precio
musty vol
amateur a
make any
and song;
obtain acc
of harmon
gravers, p
testimony
questional
printed th
bhe more 8§
August, 1l
cerned at
been mad
nothing e«
enriched )
concern, t
has scarce
expenses,
When a v
generally &
the reality
penses are

It is truly
abused fol
been mani

“Werel
calls me, ]
much mor
He had w
work; the
his death ;
them till
when T w
works was
put them
his songs,
Currie to




I have been
! you would
speaking of
B, we have
me elegant
asa worsted
of the same
week before
[homson in
ad ‘indepen.
* to implore
mndrel of a
rcount, tak-
dying, has
fallibly put
e, send me
t. Forgive
ors of a jail
do not ask
iing health,
furnish you
catest song
which Mr.
I received
”.\‘.~|<|]», ]
ner | (‘Ulll‘l
@8, Again
v offer; but
ters on this
your inde-
olution, [
the frank-
. and with
r the very
were chan-
ay for your
10t possible
try?
aining the
]'npo ]luh-
Think of
think me

itter, as re-
1e two indi-
ter Burns's
on account
anonymous
d Nubilia.®

i author was
8, for many

LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

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 offer

1 4] have been attacked with much bitterness, and
accused of not endeavouring to remunerate Burns for
the songs which he wrote for my collection ; although
there is the clearest evidence for the contrary, both
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
labours of Burns, and, of course, that my want of
generosity was inexcusable.

“ Now the fact is, that notwithstanding the united
labours 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 valtfable 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
be more satisfactory than anything I can say. In
August, 1800, he wrote me as follows: ‘I am con-
cerned at the very unwarrantable attack which has
heen made upon you by the author of Nubilia;
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-
penses are not in the least taken into consideration.
It is truly vexatious to be so grossly and scandalously
abused for conduct, the very reverse of which has
been 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 lyries of our great bard.
He had written above fifty songs expressly for my
work; they were in my possession unpublished at
his death; T had the right and the power of retaining
them till T should be ready to publish them; but
when T was informed that an edition of the poet’s
works was projected for the benefit of his family, I

his songs, as well as letters; and thus enabled Dr.
Currie to complete the four volumes, which were

in its room. ‘“Burns,” says 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 ddred 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, Mt. 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 liberal conduct of
the poet. Accordingly, Mr. Gilbert Burns, in a
letter to me, which alone might suffice for an answer
to all the novelist’s abuse, thus expresses 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 aclose
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 figst published. ““After the manner in which
Burns 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 been 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 ay, important fact of which you are probably ig-
norant, that I did not publish above a tenth part of
my collection till after the lamented death ofgour
bard ; and that while he was alive, I had not dclul
any benefit worth mentioning from his liberal supply
of admirable songs, having only brought out half 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 benefit of his widow and family, that
I 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
put them in immediate possession of the whole of |

have yielded me a very scanty compensation for my
various outlays upon the work, and for the many
years of labour and research which it cost me.”




126 LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS.

instantly have construed such conduct into a
virtual assertion that his prohibition was in-
gincere, 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 Burns 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 Burng, who was
of opinion, when he wrote his letter to Mr.
Carfrae, that ““no profits are 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 spurned
the suggestion of pecuniafy 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, that
the time which he himself considered as fairly
entitled to be paid for by a common book-
seller, oug! x)f right to be valued and acknow-
ledged on sinpilar terms by the editor and pro-
prietor of a book containing both songs and
music.!

They order these things differently now; a
living lyric poet,® whom none'will place in a
higher rank than Burns, Ras long, it is under-
stood, been in the habit of receiving about as
much money annually for an annual hantlful

1[We have little doubt that the reasons why Burns
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 labour 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
Burns took hundreds of pounds from him readily
enough he knew that Creech was well paid for his
share in the transaction. Had Burns lived and Thom-
son’s enterprise been remunerative no doubt the poet
would have been quite willing to share in the success.
See Carlyle's opinion,.in his ** Essay,” in vol. ii. of this
work. ]

2 [Probably Thomas Moore.)

of songs, as 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 ki‘?{ me
crﬂploycd 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 R. B.”3

Towards the close of 1795 [1794] Burns was,
as has been previously mentioned, employed
as an acting supervisor of excise. This was
apparently a step 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. “Fogfour
wionths of that year his youngest child lingere
through an illness of which every week pro

mised to\be the last; and she was finally cut \

off wheu)hc poet, who had watched her with
anxiond tenderness, was from home on pro-
fesﬂ(onal business,* This was a severe blow,
and JAs own nerves, though as yet he had not
taken any serious alarm about 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. 1 cannot describe to you
the anxious, sleepless hours, these ties' fre-
quently give me. I see a train of helpless

3 Letter to Mrs. Riddell, November, 1703,

4 [His youngest daughter, but not his youngest
child as stated above, Elizabeth Riddell, died, and
was buried at Mauchline 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
dav-%tracions God! what would become of
my little flock? "Tis here that I envy your
p«:«»plc 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 danghters
independency and friends; while [—but I
shall run distracted if I think any longer on
the subject.”

To the same lady, on the 20th of the month
[Dee. 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 and stiffening joints of
old age coming fast over my frame.” We may
trace the melancholy sequel in these extraets.!

“31st 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 se rapidly,
as to put it out of my power to pay the last
duties to her. [ had scarcely begun to re-
cover from that shock, when I became myself
the victim of a most severe rheumatie fever, and
long the die spun doubtful ; until, after many
weeks of a sick-bed, it seems to have turned
up my life, and I am 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 shuts! life's doubtful day.”

But a few days after this, Burns 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

1[It will be noticed that there is considerable
floundering among dates in the last two or three
paragraphs. Lockhart has evidently been misled by
Currie, 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.)
%

was severe, and he, being 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 fricnds that health
would return with summer, were destined to
disappointment.

“4th June, 1796.2—1 am in such miserable
health as to be utterly incapable of showing
my loyalty in any way. Rackt as I am with
rheumatisms, I meet every face with a greeting
like that of Balak to Balaam—¢Come, curse
me Jacob: and come defy me Israel.’”

“Tth July.—1 fear the voice of the bard
will soon be heard among you no more. For
these eight or ten months I have been ailing,
sometimes bedfast and sometimes not; but
these last three months I have been tortured
with an excruciating rheumatism, which has
reduced me to nearly the last stage. You
actually would not know me if you saW\pe—
pale, emaciated, and so feeble as (x'c;hir;n:nll_\'
to need help from my chair.—My spirit's fled !
fled! But I can no more on the subject.”

This last letter wasaddressed to 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 off
duty his salary is reduced. What way, in the
name of thrift, shall I maintain myself and
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

2 The birthday of George II1.
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salary; ‘“if they do not, I must lay my account
with an exit truly en poéte—if 1 die not of
disease, I must perish with hunger.” The
application was, I believe, sdtcessful; but
Burns lived not to profit by the indulgence, or |

the justice, of his superiors.’

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
5th July; and she has, in a letter published
by Dr. Currie, thus deseribed his appearance
and conversation on that occasion :—

““] 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 secemed a doubtful case which of us
should be 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 about
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 situation
—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 he
had received from his teachers, and dwelt

1[It appears it was neither to the indulgence nor
the justice of his superiors that Burns was obliged,
but to the generosity of a young candidate for appoint-
ment in the excise named Stobie, who undertook to

disclarge his official duties, otherwise his full salary
yould not have been continued. See vol. iv. p. 252.)

particularly on his hopes of that boy’s future
conduct and merit. His anxiety for hig
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. He
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 be
handed about by idle vanity or malevolence,
when no dread of his resentment would restrain
them, or prevent the censures of shrill-tongued
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 be
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 papers

| 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 probably 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. Burns.— ¢ Brow, Thursday.—My
dearest Love, I delayed writing until I could
tell you what effect sea-bathing was likely to
produce. It would be injustice to deny that
it has eased 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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and milk are the only things I can taste. Tam
very happy to hear, by Miss Jess Lewars, that
yu are all well. My very best and kindest

’xnnpli|m'nt~' to her and to all the children. I
!

will see you on Sunday. Your affectionate
husbar R. B.”

There is a very affecting letter to Gilbert,
dated the 7th, in which the poet says: ‘I am
dangefously ill, and not likely to get better.
God keep my wife and children!” On the
12th e wrote the letter to Mr. George Thom-
son, above quoted, requesting £5; and addressed
another, still more painful, to his affectionate
relative Mr. James Burness of Montrose, by
whose favour it is now before the reader:—

“ My, pEAREST CoOUSIN,

“When you offered me money assistance,
little did I think I should want it sosoon. A
rascal of a haberdasher, to whom I owe a con-
giderable 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? O, 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 are half
my disease ; guess, then, my horrors since this
business began. If | had it settled, I would
be, I think, quite well in a manner. How
shall T use this language to you? / O, do not
disappoint me! but strong necessity's curst
command !

“I have been thinking over and over my
brother’s affairs, and 1 fear I must cut him
up; but on this I will correspond at another
time, particularly as I shall want your adyice.

“Forgive me for once more mentioning by
return of post. Save me from the horrors of
a jail!

“My compliments to my friend James, and
to all the rest. 1 do not know what I have
written. The subject is so horrible, I dare
not look it over again. Farewell ! R. B.”

July 12th.

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
returns. 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 I use to break up the
seal! The remembrance yet adds one pulse
more to my poor palpitating heart.— Fare-
well!”

I 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 Mry. Henry Duncan)
was afraid the light might/ be too much for
him, and rose with the view #flctting down the
window blinds. Burns im’nvtliutcl_\' guessed
what she meant, and regarding the young
lady with a look of gnzlt benignity, said,
‘Thank you, my dear, for your 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 Burns, 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 st¥eet, 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 |
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 his
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,” !

“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 nbt
roused by conversation. On the second apd
third day the fever increased, and his strength
diminished.” On the fourth, July 21st, 1796,
Robert Burns 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

11In the London Magazine, 1824, article, *“ Robert
Burns and Lord Byron.” [Allan Cunningham was
not quite twelve years of age when Burns died, and
it is 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.
plicity 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 higix
ancestry and rank. We stood and gazed on
him in silence for the space of several minutes
—we went, and others succeeded us—not g
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 he 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 fencible infantry of Angusshire, and
the cavalry of the Cinque Ports, then quartered
at Dumfries, whose commander, Lord Hawkes-
bury (now Earl of Liverpool?), although he
had always declined a personal introduction
to the poet,® 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 miournful sight to see men of all
ranks and persuasions and opinions mingling
as brothers, and stepping side by side 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 perhaps 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

2 The second earl of the family, deceased since this
memoir was first published. [He became prime
minister in 1812, an office which he held till 1827.
He died in 1828.)
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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. 1 looked on it then, and I c9xnsider
it now, as an idle ostentation, a piece of
superfluous state, which n}ight have been
spared, more especially as his ncglectu.l, and
traduced, and insulted spirit, had experienced
1o kindness in the body from those lofty people
who are now proud of being numbered as his
coevals and countrymen. . . . I 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 cheeks 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. Burns
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 was 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-
seribed 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 ' on the 5th June,
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 work 2].

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 Burns were also consider-
able. The result has been, that the sons of
the poet received an excellent education, and
that Mrs. Burns 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
Burns Street.?

1 The original tombstone of Burns 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. l‘)unlop.

2 [See vol. v.—*“ Monuments to Burns.” )

3[On leaving Ellisland for the town of Dumfries in
December, 1791, Burns and his family took yp their
abode 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 sanctum, and here, during his eighteen
months’ tenancy, he composed some of his most pop-
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“Qf 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). ‘‘Francis Wallace, thesecond,
died in 1803; William Nicol, the third, went
to Madras in 1811; and James Glencairn, 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
office for 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
Burns, 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 his family
on coming to Dumfries from Ellisland, in 1791.”
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 8t. Michael Street,
in the northern vicinity of 8t. Michael's church. The
street was then known as Millbrae or Millbrae-hole;
but after Burns's death its name, as above stated,
was changed to Burns 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 ahove;
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 better class of
citizens. After his 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 Burns, 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 condition as when Burns inhabited
it, though in 1886 it was found to require rebuilding
in part. Tn a niche in the adjoining building a bust
of the poet 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 Burns.” In anarrow, gloomy
close off the High Street is situated the Globe Tavern
which Burns used to frequent, at the bar of which
‘“Anna wi' the gowden locks” was the presiding
Hebe, 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 Burns;
indeed the doors, windows, floors, and panelling are
almost unaltered. The King's Arms Inn was also an
occasional “howff” of Burns, and a window pane on
which he 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,
and on which he had cut the initials “R. B.,” was
sold at the repairing of the church in 1869 for £5.)

|
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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 Le
in April, 1834].

Gilbert, the admirable brother of the poet,
survived till the 27th of April, 1827. e re-
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 be 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 to
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?”

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," ““there are few who do not feel
the liveliest interest ; and 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 Burns breathed his

r death

! Article in the Dumfries Magazine, August, 1525.
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Jast, amid the deepest despondency for the
fate 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 detail, 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.
Even as it is, his name has proved a source of
patronage to those he left behind him, such as
the high and the noble cannot always command.
Wherever his sons wander, at home or abroad,
they are regarded as the scions of a noble
stock, and receive the cordial greetings of
hundreds who never saw their faces before,
but who account it a happiness to grasp in
friendly pressure the proffered hand in which
circulates the blood of Burns.”!

Sie vos non vobis. 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
be degraded by any external circumstances,
in degradation. Who can open the page of
Burns, and remember 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 subseription for his
poems was, for the time, large and liberal,
and perhaps absolves a certain number of the
gentry of Scotland as individuals; but that
some strong movement of indignation did not

1 Mr. M‘Diarmid, in the article above quoted, gives
a touching account of the illness and death of one of
the daughters of Mr. James Glencairn Burns, on her
voyage homewards from India. “* At the funeral of
this poor child there was witnessed,” says he, “a
most affecting scene.  Officers, passengers; and men
were drawn up in regular order on deck ; sdme wore
crape round the right arm, others were dressed in the
deepest mourning ; every head was uncovered ; and
as the lashing of the waves on the sides of the coffin
proclaimed that the melancholy ceremony had closed,
every countenance seemed saddened with grief
every eye moistened with tears. Not a few of the
sailors wept outright, natives of Scotland, who, even
when far away, had revived their recollections of
home and youth, by listening to, or repeating the
poetry of Burns,

VOL. | .

spread over the whole kingdom, when it was
known that Robert Burns, 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 Scotland.

In defence, or at 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 in 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 Burxs.”
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 conduet, so as to work lasting
and effective improvement, and lengthen his
life by raising it more nearly to the elevation
of his genins. This is indeed a candid and a
generous method of judging.  Are imprudence’
and intemperance, then, found to increase
usually in proportion as,the worldly circum-
stances of men are easy? Is not the very
opposite of this doctrine acknowledged by al-
most all that have ever tried ghe reverses of
fortune’s wheel themselves—by all that have
contemplated from an elevation, not too high
for sympathy, the usual course of manners,
when their fellow-creatures either encounter or
live in constant apprehension of
The thousand ills that rise where money fails,

Debts, 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 has
gagged my mouth these five or six months!
I can as little write good things, as apologies,
to the man I owe money to. O the supreme
curse of making three guineas do the business
of five! DPoverty! 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 is 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. /s early follies
and extravagance are spirit and fire; Ais 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 murder; lives wicked
and respected, and diesa * ** * * and a lord.
Nay, worst of all, alas for hélpless woman !
The needy prostitute, who has shivered at the
corner of the street, waiting to earn the wages
of casual prostitution, is left neglected and

insulted, ridden down by the chariot-wheels
of the coroneted rip, hurrying on to the guilty
assignation; she who, without the .-um‘c
necessities to plead, riots nightly in the same
guilty trade.
what they please, but execration is to the
mind, what phlebotomy is to the body; the
vital sluices of both are wonderfully relieved
by their respective evacuations,” !

In such evacuations of indignant spleen the
proud heart of many an unfortunate genius,
besides this, has found or sought relief; and

Well! divines may say of it

to other more dangergus indulgences the
affliction of such sensitfve spirits had often,
ere this time, condesegnded. The list is a
long and painful one’; and it includes some
names that can claim but a scanty share in
the apology of Burns. Addison himself, the
elegant, the philosophical, the religious Addi.
son, must be numbered with these offenders:
—Jonson, Cotton, Prior, Parnell, Ul\\;‘y,
Savage, all sinned in the same sort; and the
transgressions of them all have been leniently
dealt with in comparison with those of ope
whose genius was probably greater than any
of theirs; his appetites more fervid, his
temptations more abundant, his repentance
The beautiful genius of Collins
sunk under similar contaminations ; and those
who have, from dulness of head or sourness of

more severe.

heart, joined in the too general clamour against
Burns, may learn a lesson of candour, of merey,
and of justice, from the language in which one
of the best of men, and loftiest of moralists,
has 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 that any character should be
exactly uniform.
virtuous as he was, passed alwayg unentangled
through the snares of life, it would be ]lr(‘_i udice

That this man, wige and

“ind temerity to affirm ; but it may be said that

he at least preserved the source of action un-
polluted, that his principles were never shaken,
that his distinetions of right and wrong were
never confounded, and that his faults had
nothing of malignity or design, but proceeded
from ' some umnexpected pressure or casual
temptation. Such was the fate of Collins,

1 Letter to Mr. Peter Hill, bookseller, Edinburgh,
17th Jan. 1791 [as altered by Currie).
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hariot- wheely with whom 1 once delighted to converse, and
whom 1 _\‘ét remember with tenderness.”

Burns was an honest man: after all
struggles, he owed no man a shilling when he
died. His heart was always warm and
hand open. His charities,” says Mr. Gray,
«were great beyond his means;” and I have
to lh:m.k Mr. Allan. Cunningham for the fol-
lowing anecdote, for which I am sure every
reader will thank him too. Mr. Maxwell of
Teraughty, an old, austere, sarcastic gentle-

to the guilty
it the .~;un.c
rin the same
ay say of it -
m_is to the
1e body; the
fully relieved
1

nt spleen the
Inate genius,
it relief; and
ilgences

man, who cared nothing about poetry, used
the to say when the excise-books of the district
I8 had often, 1
'he list is a
icludes some

were produced at the meetings of the justices

¢ Bring me Burns's journal : it always does
me good to see it, for it shows that an honest
nty share in officer may carry a kind heart about with him.”

himself, the
ligious Addi.
se offenders :

nell,

ort; and the

Of his religious principles we are bound to
judge by what he has told us himself in his
more serious moments. He sometimes doubted

Otway, with the sorrow, what in the main and above

all, in the end, he believed with the fervour

een leniently of a poet.  ** It occasionally haunts me,"” says

those of one he in one of his letters—*“ the dark suspicion,
ter than any

fervid,

that immortality may be only too good news
his
§ repentance

to be true;” and here, as on many points
besides, how much did his method of thinking
us of Collins
183 and those a noble poet more recently lost to us! 1]
i sourness of am no bigot to infidelity,” said Lord Byron,
“and did not expect that because 1 doubted
the immortality of man 1 should be charged
with
the

mour against
mr, of merey,
in which one

enying the existence of a God. It was

of moralists, ymparative insignificance of ourselves and
it hurried a world, when placed in comparison with

grave. the mighty whole of which it is an atom, that

rty, and long

on, ““it can- to immortality might be overrated.” 1 dare

er should be not pretend to quote the sequel from memory;
but the effect was, that Byron, like Burns,

complained of ** the early discipline of Scotch

n, wige and
unentangled
be prejudice Calvinism,” and the natural gloom of a melan-
¢ be said that choly heart, ashaving between them engendered

of action un- ““a hypochondriacal disease,” which oceasion-
ally visited and depressed him through life.
~In the opposite scale we are, in Justice to
Burns, to place many pages which breathe the

ardour, nay the exultation of faith, and the

iever shaken,
wrong were
+ faults had
ut proceeded
e or 4':1.\Il:ll
of Collins, the poet himself has warned us, it well befits
us ‘“‘at the balance to be muje.” Let us avoid,

er, Edinburgh, : . "
in the name of religion herfelf, the fatal error

his |

(I fear I must add of acting) resemble that of |

first led me to imagine that our pretentions |

| circumstances in

135
of those who would rashly swell the catalogue
of the enemies of religion. ‘A sally of
levity,” says once more Dr. 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 ilmllvcrlcnc‘f has been expiated by
sorrow and retraction, but let fly their fulmi-
nations without merey or prudence against

slight offences or casual temerities, acainst
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 somg degree
invalidates that argument upon which the re-
ligion of multitudes is necessarily founded.”!
In conclusion, let me adopt the sentiment of
that illustrious moral poet of our own time,
whose generous defence of Burns will be re-

| membered while the language lasts :(—

Let no mean hope your souls enslave
Be independenggenedous, hrave ;
Your Poet Mn-‘ﬁ(u xample gave,
And such reverej;
But be admonish'd by his grave,
And think and fear.?

It is possible, perhaps for some it may be
rasy, to imagine a character of a much higher
cast than that of Burns, developed, too, under

many respects not unlike

| those of his |1i~!nr_\‘ —the character of a man
| of lowly birth and powerful genius, elevated
{ by that philosophy which is alone pure and

divine, far above #1 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 eat

[ deep into the great heart which they had long
humble sincerity of Christian hope; and .as |

tormented. Such a being would have received,

! Life of Sir Thomas Browne

? Wordsworth's *“ Address to the Sons of Burns,”
on visiting his grave in 1803,
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no question, a species of devout reverence, 1 | of poetic genius to catch, under certain restric. that of
mean when the grave has closed on him, to | tions, of which perhaps at the time of its being ductive
which the warmest admirers of our poet can | exerted it is but dimly conscious, a spirit of and to
advance no pretensions for their unfortunate | pleasure wherever it can be found—in the —and,
favourite; but could such a being have de- | walks of nature, and in the business of mey, sion of
lighted his species—could he even have in- | The poet, trusting to primary instincts, luxy. him fo
structed them like Burns? Ought we not to | riates among the felicities of love and wine, the mi
be thankful for every new variety of form and | and is enraptured while he describes the fairer deceive
cirenmstance, in and under which the en- | aspects of war; nor does he shrink from the That
nobling energies of true and lofty genius are | company of the passion of love though immod- themse
found addressing themselves to the common | erate—from convivial pleasure, though intem- referen
brethren of the race? - Would we have none | perate—nor from the presence of war though history
but Miltons' and Cowpers in poetry—but | savage, and recognized as the handmaid of all reas
Brownes and Southeys in prose? Alas! if it | desolation.” Frequently and admirably has fluence
were s0, to how large a portion of the species | Burns given way to these impulses of nature, found,
would all the gifts of all the muses remain for | hoth with reference to himself, and in deserib- univers
ever a fountain shut'up and @ book sealed? | ing the condition of others. Who, but some all alo
Were the doctrine of, intellectud] excommuni- | jmpenetrable dunce or narrow-minded puritan virtuou
cation to be thus expounded and enforced, | in works of art, ever read without delight the cisive
how small the library that would remain to | picture which he has drawn of the convivial from th
kindle the fancy, to draw out and refine the | exaltation of the rustic adventurer, *Tam ¢ not a e
feelings, to enlighten the head by expanding | Shanter?” The poet fears not to tell the be with
the heart of man? From Aristophanes to | reader in the outset that his hero was a des. the sam
Byron, how broad the sweep, how woeful. the | perate and sottish drunkard, whose excesses s ““""1
their ac

desolation! were frequent as his opportunities. This re-

In the absence of that vehement sympathy | probate sits down to his cups while the storm attachn
with humanity as it is, its sorrows and its joys | is roaring, and lieaven and earth are in con- Are the
as they are, we might have had a great man, | fusion—the night is driven on by song and their fi
perhaps a great poet; but we could have had | tumultuous noise—Ilanghter and jlcul thicken virtues'
no Burns, It is very noble to despise the | as the beverage improves upon the palate— the cou
accidents of fortune; but what moral homily | conjugal fidelity archly bends to the service of these q
concerning these, could have equalled that | general benavelencs--salfishness 15 not abeest. virtue 1
which Burns's poetry, ‘considered alongside of | but wearing the mask of social cordiality On o
Burns's history, and the history of his fame, | and, while these various elements of humanity the poe
presents! It is very noble to be above the | gre blended into one proud and happy com- ill“}lt‘"(
allurements of pleasure; but who preaches so position of elated spirits, the anger of the nationa
effectually against them as he-who sets forth, | tempest without doors only heightens and sets I"""“"."
in immortal verse, his own intense sympathy | off the enjoyment within. 1 pity him who minstre

with those that yield, and in verse and in | cannot perceive that, in all this, though there and his
deeply

prose, in action and in passion, in life and in | was no moral, purpose, there is a moral cffect.
death, the dangers and the miseries of yield- smother
ing? 2 i Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious extingu

. \ O'er a' the ills of life victorious. "

It requires a graver audacity of hypoerisy Seotlane
than falls to the share of most men, te declaim “What a lesson do these words convey of the flan
against Burns's sensibility to {he tangible cares | charitable indulgence for the vicious habits of had stri
and toils of his eafthly condition; there are | the principal actor in this scene, and of those English
more who v@ature pn broad denunciations of | who resemble him! Men, who to the rigidly system (
his sympathy with the joys of sense and pas- | virtuous are objects almost of loathing, and spread v
gion. To these, the great moral poet already | whom therefore they cannot serve! The poet, and set
quoted, speaks in the*following noble passage || penetrating the unsightly and disgusting sur- lence o

and must he speak in vain? *‘ Permit me,” | faces of things, has unveiled, with exquisite has sine
says he, *“ to remind you that it is the priyilege | 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
—and, 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.”?

That some men in every age will comfort
themselves in the practice of certain vices, by
reference to particular passages both in the
history and in’the poetry of Burns, there fs
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 Pentland to the Solway, and there is
not a cottage-hut so poor and wretched as to
be without its Bible; and hardly oné that, on
the same shelf, and next to it, does not treasure
a Burns. Have the people degenerated since
their 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? [ believe he that knows the most of
the country will be the readiest to answer all
these questions as every lover of genivs and
virtue would desire to hear them answered.

On one point there can be no controversy :
the poetry of Burns has had most powerful
influence in reviving and strengthening the
national feelings of his countrymen. Amidst
penury and labour, his youth fed on the old
minstrelsy and traditional glories of his nation,
and his genius divined that what he 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 had been, such as to starve
the flame of patriotism; the popular literature
had striven, and not in vain, to make itself
English ; 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

! Wordsworth's Letter to Gray.

of the national manners, and sustaining thereby
of the national feelings of the people, there can
be no doubt that Burns 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 wealth 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, it“would be
mere bigotry to dispute. It may also be 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 been accomplished
without rude 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 trouting 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 lyries, 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,
theexample of Smollett, and over and overagain
counselled Burns 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 characters
of their own countrymen. In Humplrey
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 authors are the
Jockies and Archies of farce—

Time out of mind the Southrons’ mirthmakers —
the best of them grotesque combinations of

simplicity and hypoerisy, 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-
gions to the prejudices of the dominant nation,
and did so without exciting a murmur among
their own countrymen, we may form some
notion of the boldness of Burns's experiment ;
and 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 vietory in which our poet led the way,
by achievements never in their kind to be sur-
passed.! ““Burns,” says Mr. Campbell, ‘“has
given elixir vitee to his dialect ;" 2—he gave it
to more than his dialect.

The moral influence of his genius has not
been 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 fills the imagina-
tion ; nor dissect the latent qualities of things,
without losing its general power of gratifying
every mind by recalling its own conceptions.
Not only the images of rural life, but the
oceasions on which they can be properly ap-
plied, are 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 accidents which
produce perplexities, terrors, and surprises,
in more complicated transactions, that he
can be shown but seldom in such circumstances
as attract curiosity. His ambition is without

19He was,” says a writer, in whose language a
brother poet will be recognized—*‘he was in many
respects born at a happy time; happy for a man of
genius like him, but fatal and hopeless to the more
common mind. A whole world of life lay before
Burns, whose inmost recesses, and darkest nooks, and
sunniest eminences, he had familiarly trodden from
his childhood. All that world he felt could be made
his own. No conqueror had overrun its fertile pro-
vinces, and it was for him to be crowned supreme
over all the

Lyric singers of that high-soul'd land.

The crown that he has won can never be removed
from his head. Much is 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 behind
them some far humbler memorials.” —Blackwood's
Magazine, Feb, 1817,

2 Specimens of the British Poets, vol. vii. p. 240.

policy, and his love without intrigue. He has
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 bgd
harvest.”® Such were the notions of the ereat
arbiter of taste, whose dicta formed the creed
of the British world at the time when Burns
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 Europe, at all events,
the purity of sentiment and the fervour of
passion may be 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.

Burns did not place himself only within the
estimation and admiration of those whom the
world called his superiors—a solitary tree
emerging into light and air, and leaving the
parent underwood as low and as dark as before.
He, as well as any man,

{
Knew his own worth, and reverenced the ly Tl']

but he ever announced himself as a ]K':I‘Illl,
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 Burns had his
soul opened for the moment to the whole
family of man. If, in too many instances, the
matter has 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 Burns, and all his successors, the
boundary - lines of society are observed with
increasing strictness among us—if the varions
orders of men still, day by day, feel the chord
of sympathy relaxing, let us lament over
symptoms of a disease in the body politie,
which, if it goes on, must find sooner or later
a fatal ending: but let us not undervalue the
antidote which has all along been checking
this strong poison. Who can doubt, that at
this moment thousands of ““the first-born of
8 Rambler, No. 36.
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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 Burns? ;

Such, it can hardly be disputed, has 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 body of that great author’s eritical dis-

quisitions.  Whatever Burns has done, he has |

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 Burng, 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 Burns'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 passion would assume with, and
under these—but there are some; there is
quite enough to satisfy every reader of *‘ Hal-
lowe'en,” the ““ Jolly Beggars,” and ““Tam o’
Shanter ” (to say nothing of various particular
songs, such as ‘‘Bruge's Address,” *‘ Mac-
pherson’s Lament,” &¢|), that Burns, if he

pleased, might have been as largely and as |
successfully an inventor in this way, as he is |
in another walk, perhaps 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
clements 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

expresses his scorn of the attempts that have
been made to class Burns among minor poets,
merely because he has'put™forth few large

; piéces, and still fewer of what is called the
purely imaginative character. Fight who will

about words and forms, ** Burns's rank,” says
he, ““is in the first class of his art;” and I _,
believe the world at large are newadays well ‘

prepared to prefer a line from such a pen

Byron’s on any such subject as this, to the

| most luculent dissertation that ever perplexed

the brains of writer and of reader. Sentio,
ergo sum, says the metaphysician; the critic

| may safely parody the saying, and assert that

that is poetry of the highest order which ex-
erts influence of the most powerful order on
the hearts and minds of mankind.

Burns 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‘peen said of him,
even by men like himself, of the first order,
would fill a volume—and a nople monument,

| no question, that volume w be —the

noblest, except what he has left yis in his own
immortal verses, which—were sdme dross re-
moved, and the rest arranged }n a chrono-
logical order'—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 interest 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
diversities of human manners, adventures, and
characters, to a poet’s study, he could have no

1 [The poems are arranged in chronological order

poetical exertion; and, among other things, | in the present edition.) e
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great share; 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, we
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 love verses on
heaving 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. Let 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 partaking of the
nature of both, scems to have been long the
cherished wish of Burns. He 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
being defeated by the English.? 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 Bruee might have proved under the
hand 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

’

1 Specimens, vol. vii. p. 241,

2 [See Mr. Ramsay's account of a visit fo Ellfsland,
p. 97.)

deficiency would have been 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 persecy.
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 Mmblage of familiar sentiments incom.
patible, in Burns, with those of the most
exalted dignity. In the inimitable tale of
‘Tam o' Shanter’ 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 Shakspere,
ever possessed the power of exciting the most
varied and discordant emotions with such
rapid transitions. His humorous description
of death in the poem on ‘Dr. 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 tofall 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, and 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
Burns never lived to execute his meditated
drama. That extraordinary sketch, coupled
with his later lyries in a higher vein, is
enough to show that in him we had a master
capable 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 comparison ; and indeed,
without profanity to the name of Shakspere,
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-

8 Quarterly Review, No. 1. p. 83,
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stances of the greatest difficulty. That re-
markable performance, by the way, was an
early production of the Mauchline period;' 1
know nothing but the Tam o’ Shanter” that
is calculated to convey so high an impression
of what Burns might have done.

As to Burns's want of education and know-
Jedge, Mr. Campbell may not have considered,
put he must admit, that whatever Burns's
opportunities had been at the time when he
produced his first poems, such a man as he was
nob, likely to be a hard reader (which he
certajnly was), and a constant observer of men
apd’manners, in a much wider circle of society

“than almost any ofher great poet has ever
moved in, from thrée-and-twenty to eight-and-
thirty, without thaving thoroughly removed
any, pretext for nu)wrinz unfavourably on that
seore, 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. In another way, however,
| cannot help suspecting that Burns's enlarged
knowledge, both of men and books, produced
an unfavourable effect, rather than otherwise,
on the exertions, such as they were, of his
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

been somewhat startled at the consideration of
what he himself had, in comparative ignorance,
adventured, and to have been more intimidated

1 80 John Richmond of Mauchline informed Cham-
hers,  See that very interesting work, the Piecture of
Seotland, article “ Manchline,” for some entertaining
particulars 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 Pope’s vein, the /Aeroic satire,
&ec.), he appears to have soon lost heart, and
paused. There is indeed one magnificent ex-
ception in “Tam o’ Shanter”—a piece which
no one can understand without believing that
had Burns pursued that walk, and 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 pallﬁn
of another Chaucer, with the strong and grate-
ful versification, and masculine wit and sahse
of another Dryden. 4
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.  Burns, short and painful as were his
years, has left behind him a volume in which

| : * . . .
there is inspiration for every fancy, and musie

for every mood ; which lives, and will live, in
strengthand vigour—*‘to soothe,” asa generous
lover of genius had 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-
pease 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 Childe Harold, has
Glory without end

Scattered the clouds away ; and on that name attend
The tears and praises of all time.

2 See the Censura Literaria of 8ir Egerton Brydges,
vol. ii. p. 65.
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TO

LOCKHART'S LIFE OF BURNS,

BURNS'S AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL LETTER
TO DR. MOORE.

Sir, — For some months past I have been
rambling over the country, partly on account of
some little business I have to settle in various
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 ennwui, 1 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 1
am, and how I came by that character, may per-
haps amuse you in an idle moment. 1 will give
you an honest narrative, though I know it will

be at the expense of frequently being laughed |

at; for I assure you, sir, I have, like Solomon,
whose character, excepting in the trifling affair
of wisdom, 1 sometimes think I resemble —1 have,
I say, like him, *‘ turned my eyes to behold mad-
ness and folly,” and, like him, too, frequently
shaken hands with their intoxicating friendship.
In the very polite letter Miss Williams? did me the
honour to write me, she tells me you have got a
complaint in your eyes. I pray God it may be re-
moved; for, considering that lady and you are
my common friends, you will probably employ
her to read this letter; and then good-night to
that esteem with which she was pleased to honour
the Scotch Bard!

After you have 'perused these pages, should
you think them trifling and impertinent, I only
beg leave to tell you that the poor author wrote
them under some very twitching qualms of con-

1 John Moore, a physician and author of some note in the
last century, was born at Stirling about 1730, and died in 1802
After taking the degree of M.I). he practised for some years
in Scotland; then travelled for five years on the Continent as
medical attendant to the young Duke of Hamilton, and latterly
settled in London, where he was residlent when Burns became
acquainted with him, through Mrs. Dunlop, in 1787. There
are seven or eight letters to Moore in Burns's Correspondence,
The two do not seem ever to have met. Among Moore's
literary productions were the novel Zelueo, which had a con-
siderable popularity in its day; A View of Society and Manners
in France, Switseriand, and Germany; A View of Society and
Manners in ltaly; Medical Sketches, &c. See vol. iv, p. 47

2 Helen Maria Williams, a poetess and miscell writer

science that, perhaps, he was doing what he 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 I 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 tlood
Gules, purpure, argent, &e., quite disowned me,

My forefathers rented land of the famous,
noble Keiths of Marshal, and had the honour to
share their fate. 1 do not use the word ** honour”
with any reference to political principles; loyal
and disloyal 1 take to be merely relative terms in
that ancient and formidable court known in this
country by the name of ** club-law.” Those who
dare welcome Ruin and shake hands with Infamy,
for what. they believe sincerely to be the cause
of their God or their king, are—as Mark Antony
in Shakespear says of Brutus and Cassius—** hon-
ourable men.” 1 mention this circumstance be-
cause it threw my father on the world at large,?
where, after many years’ wanderings and so-
journings, he picked up a pretty large quantity
of observation and experience, to which I am
indebted for most of my pretensions to wisdom.
I have met with few who understood men, their
manners and their ways, equal to him; but stub-
born, ungainly integrity, and headlong ungovern-
able irascibility, are disqualifying circumstances;
consequently, I was born a very poor man's son.

For the first six or seven years of my life my
father was gardener to [Mr. Ferguson of Doon-
holm] a worthy gentleman of small estate in the
neighbourhood of Ayr. Had my father continued
in that situatign I must have marched off to be
one of the Ii‘e underlings about a farm-house;
but it was his dearest wish and prayer to have it
in his power to keep his children under his own
eye till they could discern between good and
evil; so, with the assistance of his generous mas-
ter, he ventured on a small farm on that gentle-

3 This is erroneous. Bee ** Paternal Ancestry of Burns” in
this Appendix. “ Keiths of Marshal™ is a rather singular

of some note in her day.

fon. The Keiths were hereditary Earls Marischal of
Beotland.
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man’s estate. At these years I was by no’means
a favourite with anybody. I was a good deal
noted for a retentive memory, a stubbom,nt_\ml_y
something in my disposition, and an enthusiastic
idiot-piety. I say idiot-piety because I was then
but a child. Though I cost the schoolmaster some
thrashings, | made an excellent English scholar;

and against the years of ten or eleven I was ab-
solutely a critie in substantives, verbs, and par-
ticles. In my infant and boyish days, too, I
owed much to an old maid of my mother’s re-
markable for her ignorance, credulity, and su-
perstition.!  She had, I suppose, the largest
collection in the country of tales and songs con-
cerning devils, ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches,
warlocks, spunkies, kelpies, elf-candles, dead-
lights, wraiths, apparitions, cantraips, giants, en-
chanted towers, dragons, and other trumpery.
This eultivated the latent 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 suspicious places; and
though nobody can be 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, O Lord!” 1 particularly re-
member one half-stanza, which was music to my
boyish ears :—
For though on dreadful whirls we hung
High on the broken wave,

I met with these pieces in Mason's English Col-
lection, one of my school-books. The two first
books I ever read in private, and which gave me
more pleasure than any two books I ever read
again, were The Life of Hannibal and The His-
tory of 8ir William Wallace. Hannibal gave my
young ideas such a turn that I used to strut in
raptures up and down after the recrniting drum
and bagpipe, and wish myself tall enongh that
I might be a soldier; while the story of Wallace
poured a Scottish prejudice in my veins which
will-boil along there till the flood-gates of life
shut in eternal rest.

Polemical divinity about) this time was put-
ting the country half-mad; \ml I, ambitious of
shining on Sundays, between sarmons, in conver-
sation parties, at funerals, &c.,jn a few years
more used to puzzle Calvinism wifh so much heat
and indiscretion that T raised a‘hue and ery of
heresy against me, which has not ceaised to this
hour.,

My vicinity to Ayr was of great advantage
to me. My social disposition, when not checked
by some modification of spited pride, like our
catechism definition of infinitude, was without
bounds or limits. T formed many connections

1 Betty Davidson, the widow of a cousin of the poet's
mother.

with other younkers who possessed superior ad-
vantages, the youngling actors, who were busy
with the rehearsal of parts in which they were
shortly to appear on that stage where, alas! |
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 between them and their
ragged play-fellows. It takes a few dashes into
the world to give the young great man that pro-
per, decent, unnoticing disregard for the poor,
insignificant, stupid devils, the mechanies and
peasantry around him, who perhaps were born in
the same village. My young superiors never in-
sulted the clouterly appearance of my plonghboy
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, 1 could pick up some
observations; and one, whose heart | am sure not
even the “ Munny Begum" scenes have tainted,
helped me to a little French. Parting with these
my young friendsand benefactors as they dropped
off for the East or West Indies, was often to me
a sore affliction; but 1 was soon called to more
serious evils. My father's generous master died;
the farm proved a ruinous bargain, and, to clench
the curse, we 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 hardship,
was unfit for labour., My father’s spirit was soon
irritated, but not easily broken. There was a
freedom in his lease in two years more, and, to
weather these, we retrenched our expenses. 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 pethaps have viewed these scenes with
some satisfaction, but =o did not I; my in‘li;n}h-
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
heimit, with thp-unceasing toil of a galley-slave,
brought muﬁex:»y sixteenth year; a little before
which period I 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. Inmy fifteenth autumnmy partnerwasa
bewitching ereature who just counted an autumn
less. My scarcity of English denies me the power
of doing her justice in that language, but you
know the Scottish idiom—she wasa bonnie, sweet,
sonsie lass. Tn short, she, altogether unwittingly
to herself, initiated me into a certain delicious
passion, which, in spite of acid disappointment,
gin-horse prudence, and book-worm philosophy,
I hold to be the first of human joys, our chiefest
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pleasure here below! How she caught the con- |

tagion I can't say: you medical folks talk much
of infection by breathing the same air, the touch,
&e.; but I never expressly told her that I loved
her. Indeed, I did not well know myself why I
liked so much to loiter behind with her when
returning in the evening from our labours; why

the tones of her voice made my heart-strings |

thrill like an olian harp, and particularly why
my pulse beat such a furious rantann when I
looked and fingered over her hand to pick out
the nettle-stings 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.
| was not so presumptuous as to imagine that 1
coultl make verses like printed ones, composed
by men who had Greek apd Latin: but my girl
sung 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 smearing sheep and casting peats (his
father living in the moors), he had no more
scholar-craft than myself. Thus with me began
love and poesy; 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 hislease, when he entered on [ Lochlea
in Tarbolton parish,] a larger farm, about ten
miles farther in the country. The nature of the

ba n was such as to throw a little ready money |

into his hands at the commencement of his Jease,
otherwise the affair would have been 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

“where the wicked cease from troubling, and
where the weary are at rest.”

It is during this climacteric that my little
story is most eventful, T was, at the beginning
of this period, perhaps the most ungainly, awk-
ward being in the parish. No solitaire was less
acquainted with the ways of the world. My
knowledge of ancient story was gathered from

Guthrie's and Salmon's geographical grammar; |

and the knowledge of modern manners, and of
literature and criticism, | got from the Spectator,
Thése with Pope's Werks, some plays of Shak-
speare, Twll and Dickson on Agriculture, The
Pantheon, Locke's Essay on the Human Under-
standing, Stackhouse's History of the Bible, Jus-
tice's British Gardener, Boyle Lectures, Allan
Ramsay's Works, Taylor's Sevipture Doctrine of
Original Sin, A Select Collection of English
Songs, and Hervey's Meditations, had been the |

\ F
extent of my reading. The collection of songs
| was my vade mecum. pored over them driving
my cart or walking to lahour, song by song, verse
by verse; carefully uut.iuk\thc tender or sublime
from affectation and fustian. 1 am convineed |
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 had an unaccountable antipathy against
these meetings; and my going was, what to this
hour I repent, in absolute defiance of his com.
mands, My father, as | said before, was the
sport of strong passions; from that instance of
rebellion he took a kind of dislike to me, which
I believe was one cause of the dissipation whiel,
marked my future years, I say dissipation, com.
parative with the strictness and sobriety of Pres.
byterian country life; for though the Will ¢
Wisp meteors of thoughtless whim were almost
the sole lights of my path, yet early ingrained

| piety and virtue never failed to point me out the

line of innocence. The great misfortune of my
life was never to have an aim. 1 had felt early
some stirrings of ambition, but they were the
blind gropings of Homer's Cyclops round the
walls of his cave. | saw my father's situation
entailed on me perpetual labour. The only two
doors by which I could enter the fields of Fortune
were the most niggardly economy or the little
chicaning art of bargain-making. The first is
so contracted an aperture, | never could s jueeze
myself into it; the last—1I always hated the con.
tamination of its threshold ! Thus abandoned of
view or aim in life, with a strong appetite for
sociability (as well from native hilarity as from
a pride of observation and remark) and a con-
stitutional hypochondriac taint which made me
fly golitude; add to all these incentives to social
life, my reputation for bookish knowledge, a

| certain wild logical talent, and a strength of
consumption, which, after two years' promises, |
kindly stepped in and snatched him away, to |

thought something like the rudiments of good
sense, made me generally a welcome guest. So
"tis no great wonder that always, where two or
three were met together, there was | in the midst
of them. But far beyond all the other impulses
of my heart was un penchant @ Uadorable moitié
du genve 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, | was sometimes crowned with success
and sometimes mortified with defeat. At the

plough, scythe, or reap-hook 1 feared no com-

petitor, and set want at defiance; and as | never
cared farther for any labours than while | was in
actual exercise, I spent the evenings in the way
after my own héart. A country lad seldom carries
on an amour without an assisting confidant, [
possessed a curiosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity
in these matters which recommended me as a
proper second in duels of that kind; and, I dare
say, | felt as much pleasure in being inthe secret
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of half the amours in the parish as ever did pre-
mier at knowing the intrigues of half the courts
of Europe.

The very goose-feather in my hand seems to
know instinctively the well-worn path of my
imagination, the favourite theme of my song;
and is with difficulty restrained from giving you
a couple of paragraphs on the amours of my
compeers, the humble inmates of the farmhouse
and cottage; but the grave sons of science, am-
bition, or avarice baptize these things by the
name of Follies. T e sons and daughters of
labour and poverty, they are matters of the most
serious nature; to them the ardent hope, the
stolen interview, the tender farewell are the great-
est and most delicious part of their enjoyments.

Another circumstance in my life which made
very considerable alterations on my mind and
manners, was, | spent my seventeenth summer a
good distance from home, at a noted school 1 on
a smuggling coast, to learn mensuration, sur-
veying, dialling, &e., in which I made a pretty
good progress. But I made a greater progress
in the knowledge of mankind. The contraband
trade was at this time very successful; scenes of
swaggering riot and roaring dissipation were as

1 At Kirkoswald, in Carrick, on the road from Portpatrick
to Glasgow. Burns seems to have been sent to Kirkoswald
school in comsequence of his mother's connection with the
place, for she was the daughter of Gilbert Brown, tenant of
Craigenton, within the bhounds of the parish. During his
attendance at the school he lived with his maternal uncle,
Samuel Brown, at Ballochneil, a little more than a mile from
Kirkoswald, walking every morning to the little seminary
and returning at night. See note to Loclghart's Life, p. 24,
where is given an engraving of Kirkoswald. The village is
represented as it appears from a point near the south-west
extremity of the churchyard. On the left of the picture is the
old ruined church, said to occupy the site of one built by
Oswald, a Northumbrian king of the Heptarchy, in gratitude
for a victory which he achieved near the spot, and which,
taking its name frofn him, gave it in turn to the village and
parish. A small chamber in the east end of the building was
used as a parish school till a period briefly antecedent to
Burns's residence here, when, the building becoming ruinous,

church was erected on a neighbouring height, and the

her, Hugh Rodger, transferred his seat 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 st the same
time into use as a school, was the floor or lower chamber of
the house ranking third iw the row, seen over the ¢churchyard
wall, being the main street of the village, and that along
which the road passes. From behind this house, as from
behind each of its neighbours in the same row, a small stripe
of kail-yard (Anglice, kitchen -garden) extends about fifty
yands along the rapidly ascending slope towards the ridge ou
which the new church is situsted, When Burns went into the
particular pateh behind the school, to take the sun's altitude,
he had ouly to look over a low inclosure to see the similar
peted with the next house,  Here, it seems, Plggy

daughter to the rustic occupant of that house, was

At the time, though more probably engaged in the

business of eutting cabbage for the family dinwer than imi

tating the flower-gathering Prosetpine, or her prototype Evea,
Peggy became, by marriage, Mrs. Neilson, and was the heroine J

of the song beginning,

Now westlin winds and slanght'ring guns
Bring autumns pleasant weathir
f

yet new to me, and 1 was no enemy to social life.
Here, though I learnt to look unconcernedly on
a large tavern-bill, and mix without fear in a
drunken squabble, yet I went on with a high
hand in my, geometry, till the sun entered Virgo,
a month which is alway a carnival in my bosom,
when a charming fillette, who lived next door to
the school, overset my trigonometry, and set me
off in a tangent from the sphere of my studies,
I struggled on ‘with my sines and co-sines for a
few days more ; but, stepping out to 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 1 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 the country,
had sleep been a mortal sin, I was innocent.

I returned home very considerably improved.
My reading was enlarged with the very important
addition of Thomson's and Shenstone’s Works; 1
had seen mankind in a new phasis; and I engaged
several of my school-fellows to keep up a literary
correspondence with me.? T had met with a collec-

2 Among the friends whom Burns engaged to keep up a
corvespondence with him was Willinm Niven, a Maybole
friend, to whom (according to Robert Chambers) he wrote
often, and in the most friendly and confidential terms. When
that individual was commencing business in his native town,
the peiet addressed him a poetical epistle of appropriate advice,
headed with the well-known lines from Blair's “ Grave,” be-

ginning,
Friendship ! mysterious cement of the soul,

Sweetener of life, and solder of society

This correspondence continued till the period of the publica-
tion of the poems, when Burns wrote to request his friend's
good offices in incrensing his list of subscribers, The young
man was then possessed of little influence ; but what little he
had he exercised with all the zeal of friendship, and with no
little success, A considerable number of copies were accor-
dingly transmitted in proper time to his care, and, soon after,
the poet came to Mayhole to receive the money. His friend
collected a few choice spirits to meet him at the King's Arms
d they spent a happy night together. Burns was on

sion particularly elated, for Willie, in the midst of

their conviviality, handed over to him above seven pounds,
heing the first considerable sum of money the poor bard had

ever possessed.  In the pride of his heart, next morning, he
| determined that he should not walk home, and accondingly
| he hired from his host a certain poor hack mare, well known
! along the whole road frowa Glasgow to Portpatrick—in all
| probability the first hired conveyance that Poet Burns had
| ever enjoyed.  Willie and a few other youths who had been in
| his company on the preceding night, walked out of town
hefore him, for thg purpose of taking leave at a particular spot;
and before he ea up they had prepared a few mock-heroi
verses in which to express their faréwell, When Burns rode

|

up, accordingly, they saluted him in this formal manner, a
little to his surprise He thanked them, however, and in
stantly added, ** What need of all this fine parade of verse? It
would hive been quite enough if you had said
Here comes Burns,
| On Rosinante ;
She's damn'd poor,

1 But he's damn'd eanty.”

¥ The ¢ mpany then allowed Burns to go on his way rejoicing
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tion of lettgrs by the wits of Queen Anne's reign, | body and mind scarcely to be envied by the 1 enter
and 1 pored over them most devoutly. 1 kept | hopeless wretches who have got their mittimys—. «(Come, &
copies of any of my own letters that pleased me; | ** Depart from me, ye'accursed !” books; 1 ¢
and a comparison between them and the compo- From this adventure I learned something of and, in sh
sition of most of my correspondents flattered my | a town life; but the principal thing which gage and the fle
vanity. I carried this whim so far, that, though 1 | my mind a turn was—| formed a bosom m.-h man; bul
had not three farthings' worth of business in the | ship with a young fellow, the first® created buying b
world, yet every post brought me as many letters = being I bad ever seen, but a hapless son of harvest, W
asif T had been a broad plofiding son of day-book | misfortune, He was the son of a plain we. my wisdor
and ledger. chanie; but a great mau in the Nl.‘i".flllml“'hnul: yomit, an
My life flowed on much in the same tenor till | taking him under his patronage, gave him 4 wallowing
my twenty-third year. Vive lamour, et vive la | genteel education with a view of bette ring his in the neig
bagatelle, were lnl_\"ml« principles of action. The | situation in life. The patron dying and leay. first of m;
addition of two more authors to my fibrary | ing my friend unprovided for just as he was was a bw
gave me great pleasure; Sterne and M:u-klnziv ready to launch forth into the world, the poor tween twi
Tristram Shandy and The Man of I"u‘/i,q/— fellow, in despair, went to sea; wherg, after 4 dramatis §
were my bosom favourites, Poesy was still a | variety of good and bad fortune, he was, a little \, idea mysel
darling walk for my mind ; but it was only to the | before I was acquainted with him, set ashore by to preven'
humour of the hour. I had usually half a dozen | an American pyivateer, on the wild coast of friend wh
or more pieces on hand; 1 took up one or other | Connaught, stripped of everything. 1 cannet told him
as it suited the momentary tone of the mind, | quit this poor fellow's story without adding that anthor of
and dismissed it as it bordered on fatigue. My | he is at this moment captain of a large West. With a ce
passions, when once they were lighted up, raged | Indiaman belonging to the Thames. met with
like so many devils, till they got vent in rhyme; This gentleman’s mind was fraught with cour. Prayer” n
and then conning over my verses, like a spell, | age, independence, and magnanimity, and ¢ very the kirk-s
soothed all into quiet! None of the rhymes of | noble, manly virtue. T loved him; 1 admired several me
those days are in print, except ** Winter, a Dirge” | him to a degree of enthusiasm, and I strove if any of 1
(the eldest of my printed pieces), the * Death  to imitate him. 1 in some measure succeeded: Unluckily
and Dying Words of Poor Mailie,” *“ John Barley- | T had the pride before, but he taught it to flow another «i
corn,” and songs first, second, and third.' Song | in proper channels. His knowledge of the world heaviest n
secogd was the ebullition of that passion which = was vastly superior to mine, and 1 was all atten. dluded to

"";\}‘/"l the forementioned school husiness, tion to learn. He was the only man | ever saw T'was o sh

“My twenty-third year was to me an important | who was a greater fool than myself when woman to recollec
/era.  Partly through whim, and partly that I | was the presiding star; but he spoke of a certain or two off
wished to set about deing something in life, T | fashionable failing with levity, which hitherto | among the
Joined a flax-dresser in a neighbouring cbuntry = had regarded with horror,® Here his frie ndship taken the
town [Irvine) to learn his trade and carry on | did me a mischief; and the consequence was my part ol
the business of manufacturing u}\l retailing flax. | that, soon after 1 resumed the plough, | wrote it was only
This turned out a sadly unlucky affair, My | the énclosed ** Welcome,” 4 ‘m-nﬂnrk
partner was a scoundrel of the firkt water, who My reading was only increased by two stray was In my
made money by the mystery of thheving, and to | volumes of Pamela and one of Ferdinand Count my native
finish the whole, while we were fiving a welcome | Fathom, which gave me some idea of novels, my poems
carousal to the new year, “our sh p, by the ' Rhyme, except some religions pieces that are in tially as w
drunken carclessness of my partner’s wife, took | print, I had given up; but meeting with Fergus merit; an
fire, and burnt to ashes: and I was left like a true | son's Seottish Poems, | strung anew my wildly be called
poet,—not worth sixpence, sounding lyre with emulating vigour. When my never rea
I was obliged to give up business ; the clonds  father died, his all went among the rapacious perhaps g
of misfortune were gathering thick round my | hell-hounds that grow! in the kemmel of justice; that inhos
father's head ; the darkest of which was— he was | but we made a shift to scrape a little money in panere 1o
visibly far gone in a consumption. To crown all, | the family amongst us, with which (to keep us w high an
a lelle fille whom T adoved, and who had pledged | together) my brother and 1 took [Mossgicl] a have at th
her soul to meet me in the fields of m ony, | neighbouring farm. My brother wanted my hair that the ¢
jilted me, with peculiar « iln'lllll"illl(‘\'s”u-l'l brained imagination, as well as my social and both ina v
fication, The finishing evil that brought up the | amorous madness; but, in good sense, and every which R
rear of this infernal file was. my hypochondrine | sober qualification, he was far my superior, to their iy
complaint being irritated to such a degree that | ¢ selves. T

for three months I was in a diseased state of | constant s

2 That is beat, most exeellent ; a favourite form of expression
. with Burns halaneed 1
1 This refers to the songs printed in the Edinburgh edition 8 Richard Brown, the individua! here alluded to, when the means of i
of the poems. ** 1t was upori & Lammas night,” ** Now westlin | contents of this letter were molated to him remarked: * When
winds and slaught'ving guns,” and * Behind yon hills where I first knew Burns he had nothing to learn in that respect.”
Lugar (or Stinchar) flows,” are the pleces alluded to S The poet's ** Welcome to his Tlegitimate Child,”
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I entered on this farm with a full resolution,
« (Come, go to, I will be wise!" 1 read f:ll‘lllill',_'
books; | calculated crops; 1 attended markets;
and, in short, in spite of ““the devil, the world,
and the flesh,” 1 believe I should have been a wise
but the first year, from unfgpftunately
puying bad seed, the second, frof the late
|,An.~\. st, we lost half our crops. . This overset all
wy wisdom, and I returned, ** like the dog to his
\u-mn. and the sow that was washed to her

man;

wallowing in the mire.” 1 now began to be known
in the neighbourhood as a maker of rhymes. The
first of my poetic offspring that saw the light,
a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel be-

WS
:\\Lwn two reverend Calvinists, both of them
dramatis persona inmy * Holy Fair."' 1 had an
idea myself that the piece had some merits; 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 epuld not guess who was the
author of it, but that | thought it pretty clever
With a certain side of both clergy and laity it
met with a roar of applause. ** Holy Willie's
Prayer " next made its appearance, and alarmed
t]w.klrk--n ssion so much that they held three
several meetings to look over their holy artillery,
if any of it was peinted against profane rhymers.
Unluckily for me, my idle wanderings led me, on

nother side, point-blank within reach of their |

heaviest metal, This is the unfortunate story
lluded to in my printed poem the ** Lament.”
Twas a shocking affair, which | cannot yet bear
to recolleet, and it had very nearly given me one
or two of| the prineipal qualifications for a place
wmong those who have lost the chart, and mis
taken the reckoning of rationality., 1 gave up
my part of the farm to my brother; as in truth
It was nn!) nominally mine (for stock 1 had none
to embark in it), and made what little preparation
was in my power for Jamaica. Before leaving
my native country, however, | resolved to publish
my poems, | weighed my productions as impar
tinlly as was in my power: | thought they had
merit; and "twas a delicious idea that 1 should
be called a clever fellow, even the' it should

never reach my ears—a poor negro driver; —or

perhaps gone to the world of spirits, a vietim to
I ean truly say, that
paavere inconnn as | then was, | had pretty nearly

« high an idea of myself and of my works as |

that inhospitable clime.

have at this moment. It was ever my opinion
that the great unh \ppy mistakes and blunders,
both in a rational and religions point of view, of
which we see thousands daily guilty, are owing
to their ignorance or mistaken notions of them-
selves. To know lll)‘ﬂ'”, had been all along my
constant study I weighed myself alone; 1
halaneed myself with others; 1 watchod every
means of information, to see how much ground

1 Beo the “ Twa Herds,” p, 233,

I occupied as a man and as a poet; I studied
assiduously nature's design, where she seemed
to have intended the various lights and shades
in my character. 1 was pretty sure 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 would make me forget neglect. 1 threw
off six hundred copies, of which 1 had got sub-
scriptions for about three hundred and fifty.
My vanity was highly gratified by the reception
I met with from the public; besides pocketing
(all expenses deducted) near twe nty pounds,
This last came very seasonably, ns 1 was about
to indent myself for want of money to pay my
freight. Assoon as | was master of nine guineas,
the price of wafting me to the torrid zone, I
bespoke a passage in the very first ship that was
to sail, for
Hungry ruin had me in the wind

1T had for some time been skulking from
covert to covert, under all the terrors of a jail;
as some ill-advised ungrateful people had un-
\'n|||||r1| the merciless legal ]v;u'l\ it my heels. I
had taken the last farewell of my few friends;
¢: | had
composed a song ** The gloomy night is gathering
fast,” which was to be the last effort of my muse
in Caledonia, when a letter from Dr, Blacklock
to a friend of mine, overthrew all my schemes,

my chest was on the road to Greenoc

by rousing my poetic ambition, The doctor
belonged to a class of erities, for whose applause
I had not even dared to hope, His idea that |
would meet with every encourngement for a
second edition, fired me so much, that away 1
posted for Edinburgh, without a single acquain-
tance in town, or a single letter of recommenda-
tion in my pocket, The baneful star which had
o long presided in my zenith, for once made a
revolution to the nadir; the providential care of
a good God placed me under the patronage of
orie of his noblest creatures, the Earl of Glen-
caim,  Oubliez moi, Grand Dieu, si jamais je
loublie!

I need relate no farther. At Edinburgh |
was in a new world; 1 mingled among many
classes of men, but all of them new to me, and- |1
was all attention ** to cateh the manners lving
ns Ilu'_\ rise.”

You can now, sir, form a pretty near guess
of what sort of a wight he is whom for some time
you have honoured with your correspondence
That whim and fancy, keen sensibility and riotous
passions, may still make him zigzag in his future
path of life is very probable; but, come what
will, 1 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 influence, he may reluctantly

| tax friendship with pity, but no more,

My most respectful compliments to Miss




N
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Williams. The very elegant and friendly letter |
she honoured me with a few days ago 1 cannot |

answer at present, as my jpregence is required at
Edinburgh for a week or so,”and [ set off to-
MOorrow,

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 |
composed the other day on Sir James H. Blair,
if time allow, I 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 me at Mauchline, Ayrshire. With |

the confines of their native place, each going off
his several way in search of new adventures, gnq
scarcely knowing whither he went. My fathey
yndertook to act as a gardener and shaped s
coutse to Edinburgh, where he wrought hapg
when he could get work, passing through
variety of difficulties. Still, however,.hcgndes.
voured to spare something for the support of g,
aged pareut, and I recollect hearing him mention
his having sent a |ml£k-|m(c for this purpose,
when money of that kind was so scarce iy
Kincardineshire that they hardly knew low to

| employ it when it arrived.

the most grateful respect, [ have the honour to |

s be, sir, your very humble servant,
RoserT BURNS,
Mauchline, 2d August, 1787.

Edinburgh, 234 September.
Sir,—The foregoing letter was unluckily for-
got among other papers at Glasgow on my way
to Edinburgh. Soon after | came to Edinburgh
I went on a tour through the Highlands, and
did not recover the letter till my return to town,
which was the other day.
in my pilgrimage, and some rhymes of my earlier
years, 1 shall soon be at leisure to give you at

|

My ideas, picked up |

** Passing from Edinburgh to Ayrshire, he lived
for two years as gardener to the Laird of Fairly
in Dundonald parish, and then changed his service
for that of Mr. Crawford of Doonside in the
parish of Alloway. At length, being desirous to
settle in life, he took a perpetual lease of some
acres of land from Dr. Campbell, physician in
Ayr, with a view to cultivate it as a nursery
and meal-garden [being at this time, and still

| continuing,™in the service of Mr. Ferguson of

Doonholm).  With his own hands he built 4
house on part of this ground, and in December,
1757, married Agnes Brown, belonging to respec.

| table connections near Maybole in Carrick. The

large —s0 soon as I hear from you whether you |

are in London,

gratefully, R. Bunxs,

[Concerning this famous  composition, Dr.
Currie says: ** There are various copies of this
letter in the author's handwriting; and one of
these, evidently corrected, is in the book in which
he copied 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 Paterson’s Edinburgh edi-
tion of Burns, edited by W, Scott Douglas, If, as
Burns says in the above note of 23d Sept., the

letter as it was written for Dr. Moore was left in ¢

Glasgow, he must have had a copy of it with him
during his northern tour (Aug. 25 Sept. 16), for
we find Mr, Walker writing to Burns from Athole
House, Sept. 13: ** The duchess wounld give any
consideration for gnother sight of your letter to
Dr. Moore.” It/scems somewhat strange that
Burns should pén the above note after exhibiting
the letter, or a copy of it, throughout the
cotintry. |

BURNS'S EARLY LIFE.
BY #HIS BROTHER GILBERT,

Originally addressed in the form of a letter to
Mrs. Dunlop

. Y
“T have often heard my father deseribe the
anguish of mind he felt when he parted with his
elder brother, Robert, on the top of a hill, on !

[ am again, sir, yours most |

first-fruit of the marriage was the subject of this
memoir, born on 25th January, 1758, The edu-
cation of my brother and myself was in common,
there being only twenty months between us in
respect of age. Under Mr.John Murdoch |writer
of the next following article in this Appendix| we
learned to read English tolerably well, and to
write a little. He taught us two the English
grammar, | was too young to |.rum much from
his lessons in grammar, but Robert made some
proficiency in it, a cirenmstance of considerable
weight in the unfolding of his genius and char-
acter; as he soon became remarkable for the
fluency and correctness of his expression, and
read the few books that came in his way with
much pleasure and improvement ; for even then
he was ¥ reader when he could get a book
Murdoch, whose library at that time had no great
variety in it, lent him 7he Life of Hanuibal,
which was the first book he read (the school-books
l'll'l'l"l"l) and almost the nhl_\ one he had an
opportunity of reading while he was at school;
for the /.:‘!' of Walluce, which he classes with it
in one of his letters, he did not see for some
years afterwards, when he borrowed it from the
blacksmith who shod our horses,

“ At Whitsunday, 1766, we removed to Mount

| Oliphant, a farm of seventy acres (between eighty
| and ninety English statute measure), the rent of
| which was to be forty pounds annually for the

first six years, and afterwards forty-five pounds
\l_\pfulhvr endegvoured to sell the leaschold
property in Alloway, for the purpose of stocking
this farm, but at that time he was unable, and
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Mr. Ferguson lent him a hundred pounds for
that purpose. It was, 1 think, not above two
years after this that Murdoch, our tutor and
friend, left this part of the country ; and, there
being no school near us, and our little services
peing useful on the farm, my father undertook
to teach us arithmetic in the winter evenings, by
candle-light; and in this way my two eldest
gisters got all the education they received. |
remember a circumstance that happened at this
time, which, though trifling in itself, is fresh in
my memory, and may serve to illustrate the early
character of my brother. Murdoch came to
spend @ night with us, and to take his leave
when he was about to go into Carrick. He
brought us, as a present and memorial of him,
a small compendium of English grammar, and
the tragedy of Titus Andvonicus, and, sy way of
passing the evening, he began to read the play
aloud. We were all attention for some time, till
presently the whole party was dissolved in tears,
A\ female in the play (I have but a confused
recollection of it) had her hands chopt off, her
tongne 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 be
needless to leave the play with us Robert
replied, that if it was left he would burn 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 for Love, a
comedy (translated, | think, from the French), in
jts

‘Nothing could be more retired than our

general manner of living at Mount Oliphant; we
rarely saw anybody but the members of our own
family. There were no boys of our own age, or
near it, In the neighbourhood lll-h‘wl. the
greater part of the land in the vicinity was at
that time possessed by ~hn||k| epers, and people
of that stamp, who had retired from busine ==, 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, gmiliarly on all
subjects with us, as if we had™been men; and
was at great pains, while we gecompanied him in
the labours of the farm, to lead the conversation
to such subjects as might tend to increase our
knowledge, or confirm our virtuous habits, He
borrowed Salmon's Geopraphical 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 PAysicn-
and Astro-Theology and Rav's Wisdom -_.I' Goel in
the Creation, to give us some idea of astronomy
and vatural history. Robert read all these books
VOL. 1.

with an avidity and an industry scarcely to be
equalled. My father had been a subscriber to
Stackhouse's M istory of the Bible, then lately pub-
lished by James Meuros in Kilmarnock : from
this Robert collected a pretty competent know-
ledge of ancient history ; for no book was so vol-
uminous as to slacken his industry, or so anti-
quated as to damp his researches. A brother of
my mother, who had lived with us for some time,
and had learnt some arithmetic by our winter
evening’s candle, went into a bookseller’s shop in
.\)’I‘ to ]mn‘hau«' The I.'unl_:l Rechoner, or Trades-
man's Sure Guide, and a book to teach him to
write letters, Luckily, in place of The Complete
Letter- Wyiter, he got by mistake a small collec-
tion of letters |»)‘ the most eminent writers, with
a few sensible directions for attaining an easy
epistolary style. This book was to Robert of the
greatest cofisequence. It inspired him with a
strong desire to excel in l\'llrr»wri!illu, while it
furnished him with models by some of the first
writers in our lang

“My brother was about thirteen or fourteen,
when my father, regretting that we wrote so ill,

e

sent us, week :n\«-ut. '|hrn|: A summer c||un'tn',
to the lnrhh school of l‘:lll‘.\'lnplt', which, though
between two and three miles distant, was the
nearest to us, that we might have an opportunity
of remedying this defect. About this time a
bookish acquaintance of my father's procured us
a reading of two volumes of Richardson’s Pamela,
which was the first novel we l\‘ml. and the nnl)‘
part of Richardson's works 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
yolumes of Ferdinand Count Fathom, and two
volumes of Peovgrine Piclle excepted), with
Hume, with Robertson, and almost all our au-
thors of eminence of the later times. | recolleet,
indeed, my father borrowed a volume of English
history from Mr. Hamilton of Bourtrechill's gar-
dener. It treated of the reign of James 1., and
his unfortunate son Charles, but | do not know
who was the author; all that | remember of it is
something of Charles's conversation with his chil-
dren. About this time [1772] Murdoch, our
former teacher, after having been in different
, and having taught a school

places in the countr

some time in Dumfries, came to be the established
teacher of the English language in Ayr, a circum-
stance of_considerable consequence to us. The
reme mln'hn- of my father's former friendship,
and his attachment to my brother, made him do
everything in his power for our improvement,
He sent us Pope's works, and some other poetry,
the first that we had an opportunity of reading,
excepting what is contained in The English
Collection, and in the volume of the Edinburyh
Magazine Tor 1772; excepting also those * excel-
lent new songs' that are hawked about the

10
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country in baskets or exposed on stalls in the | of Dr. Dalrymple, the parish minister, who haq

streets,

“The summer after we had been at Dalrymple
school, my father sent Robert to Ayr, to revise
lis English grammar with his former teacher.
e had been there only one week when he was
obliged to return to assist at the harvest. When
the harvest was over he went back to school,
where he remained two weeks; and this com-
pletes the account of his school education, excep-
ting one summer quarter, sometime afterwards,
that he attended the parish school of Kirkoswaldl
(where he lived with a brother of my mother's),
to lc:u'll‘lr\‘c.\'illg.

“ During the two last weeks that he was with
Murdoch, he himself ‘was engaged in learning
French, and he communicated the instructions
he received to my brother, who, when he re-
turned, brought home with him a French die-
tionary and grammar, and the Adveatures of Tele-
machus in the original. In a little while, by the

assistance of these books, he had acquired such |

a knowledge of the language as to read and
understand any French author in prose. This
was considered as 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, particularly 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 in Ayr, and Mr,
Murdoch’s particular friend, having himself ac-
quired a considerable knowledge of the Latin
langnage by his own industry, without ever
having learnt it at school, advised Robert to
make the same attempt, promising him every
assistance in his power. Agreeably to this advice,
he purchased The Rudiments of the Latin Tougue,
but finding this study dry and uninteresting, it
was quickly laid aside. He frequently returned
to his Rudiments on any little chagrin or dis-
appointment, particularly in 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 ridienle that would attach to this
sort of conduct if it were known, he made two
or three humorous stanzas on the subject, which
I eannot now recollect, but they all endegd,

8o I'1 to my Latin ngain

“Thus 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 histc He continued for some years a
respected and useful teacher at Ayr, till one
evening that he had been overtaken in liquor,

not paid him that attention to which he thought
himself entitled. In Ayr he might as well haye
spoken blasphemy. He found it proper to give
up his appointment. He went to London, where
he still lives, a private teacher of French, He
has been a considerable time married, and keeps
a shop of stationery wares.!

*The father of Dr. Paterson, now physician gt
Ayr, was, | believe, a native of Aberdeenshire,
and was one of the established teachers in Ayr
when my father settled in the lwu:hln-mlm;l,
He early recognized my father as a fellow-native
of the north of Scotland, and a certain degree of
intimacy subsisted between them during My,

he happened to speak somewhat disrespectfuily

Paterson's life. After his death his widow, who
is a very genteel woman and of great worth,
delighted in doing what she thought her hushand
would have wished to have done, and assiduously
kept up her attentions to all his acquaintance,
She kept dlive the intimacy with our family by
frequently inviting my father and mother to her
house on Sundays, when she met them at churel,

““ When she came to know my brother’s passion
for books, she kindly offered us the use of her
husband’s library, and from her we got the
Spectator, Pope's translation of Homer, and
several other books that were of use to us
Mount Oliphant, the farm my father possessed
in the parish of Ayr, is almost the very poorest
soil 1 know of in a state of cultivation. A
stronger proof of this | cannot give than that,
notwithstanding the l"'l‘illlrllllllll'.\' rise in the
value of lands in Scotland, it was, after a con.
siderable sum laid out in improving it hy the
proprietor, let a few years ago five pounds per
annum lower than the rent paid for it by my
father thirty years ago. My father, in conse.
quence of this, soon came into difficidties, which
were increased |'} the loss of several of his cattle
by accidents and disease. -To the buffetings of
misfortune, we could only oppose hard labour,
and the most rigid cconomy. We lived very
sparingly. For several years butcher's meat was
a stranger in the house, while all the members of
the family exerted themselves to the utmost of
their strength, and rather beyond it, in the
labours of the farm. My brother, at the age of
thirteen, assisted in thrashing the erop of ‘corn,
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 ehildren, and in a declining state
of circumstances— these reflections produced in
my brother's mind and mine sensations of the

! Mr. Murdoch died in London in 1884; see note 2, p. 15
of this volume.
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tister, who had
tich he thought
ht as well haye

deepest distress. I doubt not but the hard labour | the remise door, while the eternal vows of Eliza
and sorrow of this period of his life was in a great | were upon him, so Robert was frequently en-
measure the cause of that depression of spirits | countering other attractions, which formed so

proper to give with which Robert was so often afflicted through | many under-plots in the drapa of his love. As
L"l_l'lﬂn. where his whole life afterwards. At this time he was | these connections were governed by the strictest
f French, He almost constantly afflicted in the evenings with | rules of virtue and modesty (from which he never
ried, and keeps a dull headache, which, at a future period of his | deviated till he reached his twenty-third year),

life, was exchanged for a palpitation of the heart | he became anxious to be in a situation to marry,
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation in | This was not likely to be soon the case while he
Aberdeenshire, his bed in the night-time. remained a farmer, as the stocking of a farm re-
eachers in Ayr “ By a stipulatioh in my father's lease he had | quired a sum of money he had no probability of
eighbourhood, a rr,_‘h.l to throw it up, if he thought proper, at | being master of for a great while. He lu--;un_
a fellow-native the end of every sixth yedr. He attempted to | therefore, to think of trying some other line of
rtain degree of fix himself in a better farm at the end of the | life. He and I had for several years taken land
m during Mr, first six years, but failing in that attempt, he | of my father for the |||n'|-n.~«:n.f raising flax on
is widow, who continued where he was for six years mofe. He | our own account. In the course of selling it,
[ great worth, then took the farm of Lochlea, of a hundred and | Robert began to think of turning flax-dresser,
ht her hushand thirty acres, at the rent of twenty shillings an | both as being suitable to his grand view of settling

acre, in the |>.'|‘n,~h of Tarbolton, of Mr. ——, nd gFsubsertgnt to the flax-raising. He
then a merchant in Ayr, and now (1797) a’ mer- :u‘cxN y/ wrought a\ the business of a flax-
chant in Liverpool. He removed to this farm at | dresser in Irvine for six ynonths, but abandoned
Whitsunday, 1777, and possessed it only seven | it at that pe

w physician at

nd assiduously

acquaintance,
our family by
mother to her

riod, as nefther agreeing with his
writing had ever been made out of | health nor inclination. / In Irvine he had con-
the conditions of the lease; a misunderstanding | tracted some acquaintahice of a freer manner of
took place respecting them; the subjects in | thinking and living than he had been used to,
dispute were submitted to arbitration, and the | whose society prepared him for overleaping the
decision involved my father’s affairs in ruin. He | bounds of rigid virtue which had hitherto re-
lived to know of this decision, but not to see any | strnined him. To

wem at churel,

AL ars.

other’s passion
the use of her
r we got the
Homer, and
f use to us,

ards the end of the period
execution in consequence of it.  He died on the | under review (in his twe uty-sixth year), and
13th of February, 1784, soon after his father's death, he was furnished

“The seven years we lived in Tarbolton parish | with the subject of his ¢ Epistle to John Rankine.’
(extending from the nineteenth to the twenty- | During this period also he became a freemason,
sixth of my *-Inl'u r's age), were not marked | which was his first introduction to the life of a
by much liter¥ry improvement ; but during this | boon companion. Yet, notwithstanding these
time the foundation was laid of certain habits in | cireumstances, and the praise he has bestowed
acter, which afterwards became | on Scoteh drink (which seems to have misled
but too prominent, and which malice and envy | his historians), | do not recolet, dtiring these
have taken delight to enlarge on. Though when | seven years, nor till towards

her possessed
& very poorest
itivation. A
ive than that,
y rise in the
5, after a con-
ing it by the
e pounds per
for it by my

my brother's chan
her, in conse- the emd of his
wing celebrity
course with women, yet when he approached | occasioned his being often in company), to have

cewities, which
ul of his cattle
buffetings of
hard labour,

young he was bashful and awkward in his inter- | commencing author (when his g

manhood his attachment to their society became | ever seen him intoxicated ; nor)was he at all
very strong, and he was constantly the vietim of | given to drinking. A stronger™ proof of the
some fair enslaver. The symptoms of his passion | general sobriety of - his conduct need not be re-
were often such as nearly to equal those of the | quired than what I am about to give. During
celebrated Sappho. | never indeed knew that | the whole of the time we lived in the farm of
he * fuinted, sunk, and died away ;" but the agi- | Lochlea with my father, he allowed my brother
tations of his mind and body exceeded anything | and me such wages for our labour as he gave to
of the kind I ever knew in real life. He had | other labourers, as a part of which,.every articl

Ve lived very
ier's meat was
1e members of
the utmost of
Wl it, in the
at the age of

erop of ‘corn, always a particular jealousy of people who were | of our clothing, manufactured in the fimily, was

for, When my father's
quence in life. His love, therefore, rarely settled | affairs grew near a crisis, Robert and 1 took the
om persons of this deseription.  When he selected | farm of Mossgiel, consisting of a hundred and

bourer on the

richer than himself, or who had more conse- | regularly accounte
wale or female

tender years,
08, was \1'!')

iy ene ont of the sovereignty of his good | eighteen acres, at the rent of ninety pounds per
pleasure; to whom he should pay his particular | annum (the farm on which 1 live at present),
tention, she was instantly invested with a | from Mr. Gavin Hamilton, as an asylum for the
sufficient stock of charms, out of the plentiful | family in e
stores of his own imagination; and there was | the property and individual savings of the whole
often a great disparity between his fair capti- | family, and was a joint concern among us, Every
vator and her attributes. One generally reigned | member of the family was allowed ordinary
see note 2, p. 15 paramonnt in his affections, but as Yorick's affec- | wages for the labour he performed on the farm
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pbunds per annuih each. And during the whole
time this family-concern lasted, which was for
four years, as well as during the preceding period
at Lochiea, his expenses never in any one year
exceeded his slender income.! As I was intrusted
with the keeping of the family accounts, it is not

:z;«ihlu that there can be any fallacy in this |
at

ement in my brother's favour. His temper-
anee and frugality were everything that could
be 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 very frosty,
and the spring was very late. Our crops in con-
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 our original
stock. It was during these two years that Robert
formed his connection with Jean Armour, after-
wards Mrs. Burns, This connection could no
longer be concealed, about the time we came to a
final fetermination to quit the farm. Robdrt
durst jnot engage with a family in his poor un-
settled state, but was anxious to shield his part-
ner, by every means in his power, from the con-
sequences of their imprudence. It was agreed,
therefore, between them that they should make
a legal acknowledgment of an irregular and pri-
vate mar : that he 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 supporting a family in his
!MI\\'!""

“ Mrs. Burns was a great favourite of her
father's. The intimation of a marripge was the
first suggestion he received of her real situation,
He was in the greatest distress, and fainted away.

The marriage did not appear to him to make the |

matter any better, A husbapd in Jamaica ap-
peared to him and his wife little better than none,
and an effe¢tual bar to any other prospects of a
settlement in life that their danghter might have
They therefore expressed a wish to her that the
written papers which respected the marriage

should be cancelled, and thus the marriage ren- |

dered void. In her melancholy state she felt the
decpest remorse at having brought such heavy
affliction on parents that loved her so tenderly,
and submitted to their entreaties. | Their wish

though her imprudence had been, she still, i the
eyes of her partial parents, might look to a bet.
ter connection than that with my friendless ang
unhappy brother, at that time without house or
hiding-place. Robert at length consented to theip
wishes; but his feelings on this occasion were of
the most distracting nature, and the impression
of sorrow was not effaced till by a regular mar.
ringe they were indissolubly united. In the
state of mind which the separation produced he
wished to leave the country as sooun as possible,
and agreed with Dr. Douglas to go out to Jamaiea
as an assistant overseer, or, as | believe it is
called, & book-keeper, on his estate, As he had
not sufficient money to pay his passage, and the
vessel in which Dr. Douglas was to procure g
passage for him was not expected to sail for some
time, Mr. Hamilton advised him to publish his
poems in the meantime by subscription, as a
likely way of getting a little money to provide
him more liberally in necessaries for Jamaica,

Agreeably to this advice, subseription-bills were
printed immediately, and the printing was com-
menced at Kilmarnock, his preparations going on
at the same time for his voyage. The reception,
however, which his poems met with in the world,

and the friends they procured him, made him
| change his resolution of going to Jamaica, and
| he was advised to go to Edinburgh to publish a
secofd edition. On his return, in happier cir
cumstances, he renewed his connection with Mrs
| Burns, and rendered it permanent by a union
[ for life.”

BURNS AND HIS FATHER'S HOUSE
HOLD.

BY JOHN MURDOCH.?

Originally communicated in a letter to Mr. Joseph
Cooper Walker of Dublin

“Sir, 1 was lately favoured with a letter from
our Wul'lh)‘ friend the Rev. Wm. Adair, in which
he'requested me to communicate to you whatever
panticulars | could recollect concerning Robert
Burns, the Ayrshire poet. My business being at
| present multifariousand harassing, my attention
| is consequently so much divided, and 1 am so

little in the habit of expressing my thoughts on
paper, that at this distance of time | can give

was mentioned to Robert. He felt \the nh-v|n~-\)~laul a very imperfect sketeh of the early part of

anguish of mind. He offered to stay at home,
and provide for his wife and family in the best
manner that his daily labours conld provide ffor
them, that. being the only means in his power.
Even this offer they did not approve of; |for
humble as Miss Armour’s station was, aid great

1 They entered Mossgiel in March, 1784, and Burns's oo
tion with that farm may be said to have censed in Ndv A

1786, when he went to Edinburgh-—a period of two yeurs anl
u half,

1e life of that extraordinary genius, with which
alone 1 am acquainted,

“William Burnes, the father of the poet, was
born in the shire of Kineardine, and bred a gar.
| dener, He had been settled in Ayrshire ten or
| twelve years before 1 knew him, and had been

in the service of Mr. Crawford of Doonside. He

|

was afterwards employed as a gardener and over-

2 8ee the foregoing nareative by Gilbert Burns; also Lok
hart's Life in this volume, particularly note 2, p. 13
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seer by Provost Ferguson of Doonholm, in the
parish of Alloway, which is now nmtgl with that
of Ayr. In this parish, on the roadside, a Scotch
mile and a half from the town of Ayr, and half a
mile from the bridge of Doon, William Burnes
took a piece of land, consisting of about seven
acres, part of which he laid out in garden ground,
and part of w hich he kept to graze a cow, &e.,
still continuing in the employ of Provost Fergu-
son. Upon this little farm was erected an hum-
ble dwelling, of which William Burnes was the
architect. It was, with the exception of a little
straw, literally a tabernacle of clay. In this mean
cottage, of which | myself was at times an inha-
bitant, | really believe there dwelt a larger por-
tion of content than in any palace in Europe,
The * Cotter's Saturday Night' will give some
idea of the temper and manners that prevailed
there.
“ In 1765, about the middle of March, Mr.Wm.
Jurnes came to Ayr, and sent to the school where
| was improving in writing,under my good friend
Mr. Robimson, desiring that | would come and
speak to him at a certain inn, and bring my
writing-book with me. This was immediately
complied with. Having examined my writing he
was pleased withit —(you will readily allow he was
not difficult) ~and told me that he had received
vory satisfactory information of Mr., Tennant,!
the master of the English school, concerning my
improvement in English, and in his method of
teaching. In the month of May following | was
engaged by Mr. Burnes and fourof his neighbours
to teach, and :u'«'ul‘nl'nﬂ'\ began to teach the little
school at Alloway, which was situated a few ys

rds

from the argillaceons fabric above mentioned.
My five employers undertook to board me by
turns, and to make up a certain salary at the end
of the year, provitled my quarterly payments from
the different pupils did not amount to that sum

“My pupil Robert Burns was then between
six or seven years of age, his preceptor about
vighteen.  Robert, and his younger brother Gil-
bert, had been grounded a little in English before
they were put under my care.  They both made
arapid progress in re

ing and a tolerable pro-
gress in writing, In reading, dividing words into
syllables by rule, spelling without book, parsing
sentences, &e., Robert and Gilbert were gene-
rally 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 Spel-
ling Book, the New Testament, the Bible, Mason's
Collection of Prose and Verse, and Fisher's Eng-
lish Grammar, They committed to memory the
hymns and other poems of that collection with
nneommon facility. This facility was partly owing

My, David Tennant, brother of “John Tennant in Glen
conner.” an early Ayrshire friend of William Bumes, and
afterwards Burns's adviser in the cholee of his Dumfricsshire
farm

to the method pursued by their father and me
in instructing them, which was to make them
thoroughly acquainted with the meaning of every
word in each sentence that was to be committed
to memory. By the by, this may be easier done
and at an earlier period than is generally thought.
Assoon as they were capable of it, I taught them
to turn verse into its natural prose order, some-
times to/substitute synonymons expressions for
|uwtic:nlf\\'lml!, and tosupply the ellipses. These,
you know, are the means of knowing that the
pupil understands his author. These are excel-
lent helps to the arrangement of words in sen-
tences, as well as to a variety of expression,

“Gilbert always appeared to me to possess
more lively imagination and to be more of the
wit than Robert. [ attempted to teach them a
little church music; here they were left far be-
hind by all the rest of the school. Robert's ear
in particular was dull, and his voice untunable.
It was long before 1 could get them to distinguish
one tune from anether. Robert's countenance
was grave, and expressive of a serious, contem-
plative, and thoughtful mind. Gilbert’s face said,
* Mirth, with thee 1 mean to live; and certainly
if any person who knew the boys had been asked
which of them was the most likely to court the
muses, he would surely never have gnessed that
Robert had a propensity of that kind,

*“In the year 1766 Mr. Burnes quitted his mud
edifice, and took possession of a farm (Mount
Oliphant) of his own improving, while in the ser-
vice of Provost Ferguson, This farm being at a
considerable distance from the school, the boys
could not attend regularly; and some changes
l.lklllu |l|:u'-- among the other .\'I]"N!I'h‘l'- of the
school, I left it, having continued to conduct it
for nearly two years and a half.

*“In the year 1772 | was appointed (being one
of five candidates who were examined) to teach
the English school at Ayr; and in 1773 Robert
Burns came to board and lodge with me, for the
purpose of revising the English grammar, &c.,
that he might be better qualified to instruct his

brothers and sisters at home. He was now with
me -I.ty and night, in school, at all meals, and in
all my walks. At the end of one week 1 told
him that, as he was now pretty much master of
the parts of speech,&e., | should like to teach him
something of French pronunciation; that when
he should meet with the name of a French town,
<hip, officer, or the like, in the newspapers, ho
might be able to pronounce it something like a
French word. Robert was glad to hear this pro-
posal, and immediately we attacked the French
with great courage. Now there was little else
to be heard but the declension of nouns, the con-
jugation of verbs, &c. When walking together,
and even at meals, | was constantly telling him

the names of different n\n]ml-, as Hu')' |'I'|'~Nllwl
themselves, in French, so that he was hourly
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laying in a stock of words and sometimes little
phrases. In short, he took such pleasure in
learning, and 1 in teaching, that it was difficult
to say which of the two was most zealous in the
business; and about the end of the second week
of our study of the French, we began to read a
little of the Adventures of Telemachus, in Fenelon's
own words. s

“ But now the plains of Mount Oliphant began
to whiten, and Robert was summoned to relin-
quish the pleasing scenes that surrounded the
grotto of Calypso, and, armed with a sickle, to

seck glory by signalizing himself in the fields of |

Ceres—and so he did; for although but about

fifteen, I was told that he performed the work of |

a man

*Thus was 1 deprived of my very apt pupil, |

and consequently agreeable companion, at the end
of three weeks, one of which was spent entirely
in the study of English and the other two chiefly
in that of French. 1 did not, however, lose sight
of him, but was a frequent visitant at his father's
house when | had my half-holiday; and very
often went accompanied with one or two persons
more intelligent than myself, that good William
Burnes might enjoy a mental feast. Then the
labouring oar was shifted to some other hand
The father and the son sat down with us, when
we enjoyed a conversation wherein solid reason-
ing, sensible remark, and a moderate seasoning of
joeularity, were so nicely blended as to render it
palatable to all parties. Robert had a hundred
questions to ask me about the Frengh, &c.; and
the father, who had always rationalginformation
in view, had still some question to pripose to my
more learned friends, upon moral or natural phi-
losophy, or some such interesting subject.  Mrs
Burnes, too, was of the party as much as possible;

But still the house affairs would dmw her thenee,

Which ever as she conld with haste dispatch,

Bhe'd come agnin, and with a greedy ear,

Devour up their discourse,
and particularly that of her husband. At all
times and in all companies she listened to him
with a more marked attention than to anybody
else,  While under the necessity of being about
while he was speaking, she seemed to regret as a
real loss that she had missed what the good man
had said. This worthy woman, Agnes Brown, had
the most thorough esteem for her hushand of any
woman | ever knew, | can by no meansggonder
that she highly esteemed him; for I mysell have
always considered William Burnes as by far the
best of the human race that ever | had the
pleasure of being acquainted with—and many a
worthy character | have known. [ ean cheerfully
Join with Robert in the last line of his epitaph
(borrowed from Goldsmith):

And even his failings lean'd to virtne's side
“ He was an excellent husband, if 1 may judge

from his assiduous attention to the ense and com-

fort of his worthy partner, and from her affec-

tionate behaviour to him, as well as her unwearieq

| attention to the duties of a mother,

“ He was a tender and affectionate father: ho
took pleasure in leading his children in the path
of virtue, not in driving them, as some parents do,
to the performance of duties to which they them.
selves are averse. He took care to find fault byt
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 faws, even on
the skirt of the coat, gave heartfelt pain, pro-
duced a loud lamentation, and brought forth 4
flood of tears.

““He had the art of gaining the esteem and
goodwill of those that wepg 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

inuendoes and double entendres. Were every
foul-mouthed old man to receive a seasonable
check in this way it would be to the advantage
of the rising generation.  As he was at no time
overbearing to inferiors, he was equally incapable
of that passive, pitiful, paltry spirit that induces
some people to beep booing and booing in the
presence of a great man. He always treated
superiors with a becoming respect; but he never
gave the smallest encouragement to aristoeratical
arrogance.  But T must not pretend to give you
a description of all the manly qualities, the
rational and Christian virtues of the venerable
William Burnes. Time would fail me. 1 shall
only add that he earefully practised every known
duty and avoided everything that was criminal,
or, in the apostle’s words, ** Herein did he exer.

| ciso himself in living a life void of offence towards

God and towards men.” O for a world of men
of such dispositions! We should then have no
wars, | have often wished, for the good of man.
kind, 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
heroie actions; then would the mausoleum of the
friend of my youth overtop and surpass most of
the monuments I see in Westminster Abbey
“Although I cannot do justice to the charncter
of this worthy man, yet you will perceive from
these few particulars what kind of person had
the principal hand in the education of our poet,
He spoke the English language with more pro-
priety (both with respect to diction and pronun
ciation) than any man I ever knew with no
greater advantages. This had a very good effect
on the boys, who began to talk and reason like
men much sooner than their neighbours, 1 do
not recollect any of their contemporaries at my
little seminary who afterwards made any great
figure as literary characters, except Dr. Tennant,
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who was chaplain to Colonel Fullartou’s regiment,
and who is now in the East Indies,! He is a man
of genius and learning; yet affable and free from
pedantry. ) .

« Mr. Burnes in a short time found that he had
overrated Mount Oliphant, and that he could not
rear his numerous family upon it. After being
there some years he removed to Lochlea, in the
parish of Tarbolton, where, | believe, Robert
wrote many of his poems,

“ But here, sir, you will permit me to pause.
I can tell you but little more relative to the poet.
I shall, however, in my next send you a copy of
one of his letters to me about the year 1783,
I received one since, but it is mislaid, Please
remember me, in the best manner, to my worthy
friend Mr. Adair, when you see him or write to

him.
“ Hart Street, Bloomsbury Square,
London, Feb, 224, 1709,

BURNS, AS SKETCHED BY PROFESSOR
DUGALD STEWART.
These particulars were communicated in a letter
to Dr, Currie,
“The first ime | saw Robert Burns was on the

231 of October, 1786, wheén he dined at my house
in Ayrshire, together with our common friend Mr.

John Mackenszie, surgeon in Mauchline, to whom |

lam indebted for the pleasure of hisacquaintance.
I am enabled to mention the date particularly, by

some verses which Burns wrote after he returned |

home, and in which the day of our meeting is
recorded, My excellent and much lamented
friend, the late Basil, Lord Daer, ln:lplwlnﬂ to
arrive at Catrine the same day, and by the kind-
ness and frankness of his manners left an im-

pre
effaced.  The verses. | allude to are among the
most imperfect of his pieces; but a few stanzas

ion on the mind of the poet which never was

may perhaps be an object of curiosity to you,
both on account of the character to which they
relate, and of the light which they throw on the
sitpation and feelings of the writer, before his
name was known to the public.?

“1 cannot positively say, at this distance of
time, whether at the period of our first acquaint-
ance, the Kilmarnock edition of his poems had
been just published, or was yet in the press. |
suspect that the latter was the case, as 1 have
still in my ]m-«wniull ('ulvitw in his own handwrit-
ing of some of his favourite performances; par-
ticularly of his verses ‘On turning up a Mouse
with his Plough,’ * On the Mountain Daisy,” and
‘The Lament,” On my return to Edinburgh |
showed the volume and mentioned what | knew

1'The * preacher Willie

epistle to his half-brother Ja "ennant
% 8ee the poem entitled ** Lines on meeting Lord Daer

ptioned in Burns's poetical |

of the author's history to several of my friends;
and, among others, to'Mr. Henry Mackenzie, who
first recommended him to public notice in the
97th number of The Lounger,

*“ At this time Burns's prospects in life were so

extremely gloomy that he had seriously 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 repugnant to his feelings, when
his ambition aimed at no higher an object than
the station of an exciseman or gauger in his own
country,

“ His manpers were then, as they continued
ever afterwards, simple, manly, and independent,
strongly expressive of conscious genius and worth;
but without any thing that indicated forwardness,
arrogance, or vanity. He took his share in con-
versation, but not more than belonged to him;
and listened with apparent attention and defer-
ence on subjects where his want of education
deprived him of the means of information, If
there had been a little more of gentleness and
accommodation in his temper, he would, I think,
have been still more interesting; but he had
been accustomed to give law in the circle of his
ordinary acquaintance, and his dread of anything
.‘I'llirll

ching to meanness or servility rendered
his manner somewhat decided and hard. Nothing
perhaps was more remarkable among his various
attainments than the fluency, and preeision, and
originality of his language when he spoke in com
pany; more particularly as he aimed at purity in
his turn of rxlvl‘\"»hm, and avoided more success-
fully than most Scotchmen the peculiarities of
Scottish phrascology.

““He came to Edinburgh early in the winter
following, and remained there for several months,
By whose advice he took this step | am unable
to say. Perhaps it was sugggsted only by his own
curiosity to see a little more of the world; but, |
confess, | dreaded the consequences from the
first, and always wished that his pursuits and
habits should continue the same as in the former
part of life; with the addition of, what 1 consid-
ered as then completely within his reach, a good
farm on moderate terms, in a part of the country
agreeable to his taste,

““The attentions he received during his stay in
town, from all ranks and deseriptions of persons,
were such as would have turned any head but
his own, | cannot say that | could perceive any
unfavourable effect which they left on his mind,
He retained the same simplicity of manmers and
appearance which had struck me so foreibly 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 acquaintance, His
dress wasperfectly suited to his station, plain and
nn[-n!wnxlng. with a sufficient attention to nent.
ness. If 1 recollect right he always wore boots,
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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 as 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-
pany. He was passionately fond of the beauties
of nature; and I recollect once he told me, when
I 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,

*“ In his political principles he was then a Jaco-
bite, which was perhaps owing partly to this, that
his father was originally from the estate of Lord
Mareschal. Indeed, he did not appear 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 oceasionally in
some convivial meetings which he frequented.
I speak of him as he was in the winter of 1786-7;
for afterwards we met but seldom, and our con-
versations turned chiefly on his literary projects
or his private affairs,

“1 donot recollect whether it appears or not
from any of your letters to me, that you had ever
scen Burns/ If you have, it is superfluous for
me to add, that the idea which his conversation
conveyed of the powers of his mind exceeded, if
possible, that which is suggested by his writings,
Among the poets whom | have happened to know
I have been struck, in more than one instance,
with the unaccountable disparity between their
general talents and the occasional inspirations of
their more favoured moments, But all the facul-
ties of Burns's mind were, as far as [ could judge,
equally vigorous ; and his predilection for poetry
was rather the result of his own enthusiastic
and impassioned temper, than of a genius ex-
clusively adapted to that species of composition,
From his conversation | should have pronounced
him to be fitted to excel in whatever walk of

ambition he had chosen to exert his abilities.

*“ Among the subjects on which he was accus-
tomed to dwell, the characters of the individuals
with whom he happened to meet was plainly a
favourite one. The remarks he made on them
were always shrewd and pointed, though fre-
quently inclining too much to sarcasm. His
praise of those he loved was sometimes indis-
criminate and extravagant; but this, | suspect,
proceeded rather from the caprice and humour of

1 Dr. Currie had seen and converidd with Burns, but 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 his
printed works are the only performances e rhaps
that he has produced totally unworthy of hig
genius.

*In summer, 1787, 1 passed some weeks ip
Ayrshire, and saw Burns occasionally. 1 think
that he made a pretty long excursion that season
to the Highlands, and that he also visited what
Beattie calls the Arcadian ground of Scotland,
upon the banks of the Teviot and the Tweed.

“1 should have mentioned before that, not-
withatanding various reports I heard during the
préceding winter of Burns's 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 observy-
tion. He told me indeed himself that the weak-
ness of his stomach was such as to deprive him
of any merit in his temperance. 1 was somewhat
alarmed about the effect of his now compara-
tively sedentary and luxurious life, when he con-
fessed to me, the first night he spent in my house
after his winter's campaign in town, that he had
been much disturbed when in bed by h palpita-
tion at his heart, which, he said, was a complaint
to which he had of late become subject.?

“In the course of the same season | was Jed hi
curiosity to attend for an hour or two a mason
lodge in Mauchline, when Burns presided. He

had occasion to make some short, unpremeditated |
compliments to different individnals from whom
he had no reason to expect a visit, and every
thing he said was happily conceived and foreibly
as well as fluently expressed.  If 1 am not mis-
taken he told me that in that village, before
going to Edinburgh, he had belonged to a small
club of such of the inhabitants as had a taste for
books, when they used to converse and debate on
any interesting questions that oceurrved to them
in the course of their reading. His manner of
speaking in public had evidently the marks of
some practice in extempore elocution,

6'[ must not omit to mention what | have
always considered as characteristical in a high
degree of true genius, the extreme facility and
good-nature of his taste, in judging of the compo
sitiohs of others, where there was any real ground
for praise. | repeated to him many passiges of
English poetry with which he was unacquainted,
and have more than once witnessed the tears of
admiration and rapture with which he heard
them. The collection of songs by Dr. Aiken,
which 1 first put into his hands, he read with
unmixed delight, notwithstanding his former
efforts in that very difficult species of writing;

2 According to Gilbert's narrative, the poet had been sulject
to this complaint from his earliest years
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and T have little doubt that it lm_nl‘ some effect in
polishing his subsequent compositions.

“ In judging of prose I do not th!nk his taste
was oqually sound. I once rcmll to him a passage
or two in Franklin's works, which I thought_\‘vry
happily executed upon (hv} model of ;\d.qll.-mu;
but he did not appear to relish or to perceive the
beauty which they derived from their exquisite
simplicity, and spoke of them with xllulllft~ru-llf'c
when compared with the point, and antithesis,
and quaintness of Junius. The influence of that
taste is very perceptible in his own prose com-
positions, although their great and various ex-
cellences render some of them scarcely less
objects of wonder than his poetical performances.
The late Dr. Robertson used to say that, con-
sidering his education, the former seemed to him
the more extraordinary of the two.

“ His memory was uncommonly retentive, at
least for poetry, of which he recited to me fre-
quently long compositions with the most minute
aceuracy. They were chiefly ballads and other
pieces in our Scottish dialect; great part of them,
he told me, he had learned in his childhood from
his mother, who delighted in such recitations,
and whose poetical taste, rude as it probably was,
gave, it is presumable, the first direction to her
son's genius,

“Of the more polished verses which aceiden-
tally fell into his hands in his early years,
e mentioned particularly the recommendatory
poems, by different authors, prefixed tojHervey's
Weditations; a book which has always had a very

wide cireulation among such of the country
people of Seotland as affect to unite some degree
of taste with their religious studies. And these
poems ( though lll!'.\ are l‘t'rl.tinl_\‘ below medio-
erity) he continued to read with a degree of rap-
ture '-1'.\4»“'] expression. He took notice of this

fact himself, as a proof how much the taste is |

liable to be influenced by accidental cireum-
stances

“ His father appeared to me, from the account
he gave of him, to have been a respectable and
worthy character, possessed of a mind superior to
what might have been expected from his station
in life. He aseribed much of his own principles
and feclings to the early impressions he had
received from his instruction and example. |
recollect that he once :||-|||iw| to kimt (and he
added that the passage was a literal statement of
fact) the two last lines of the following passage in
the ‘Minstrel ;" the whole of which he repeated
with great enthusiasm

Shall T he left forgotten in the dust,

When fate ting, lets the flower revive;
Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjust,

Bid him, though doom'd to perish, hope to live?
I it for this fair virtue oft must strive,
With disappointment, penury, and pain?

No! Heaven's immortal spring shall yet arrive ;

And man’s majestic hesuty bl in,

Bright thro' the etornal year of love's triumphant reign

This truth sublime, his simple sire had tanght
In sooth, twas almost all the shepherd knew

*“With respect fo Burns's early edueation |
cannot say anythifig with certainty. He always
spoke with respect and gratitude of the school-
master who had taught him to read English; and
who, finding in his scholar a more than ordinary
ardourfor knowledge, had beenat pains to instruct
him in the grammatical principlesof the language.
He began the study of Latin, but dropt it before
he had finished the verbs. | have sometimes
heard him quote a few Latin words, such as omuiv
veneit amor, &e., but they seemied to be such as
he had caught from capversation, and which he
repeated by rote. 1 think he had a project, after
A)[n- came to Edinburgh, of prosecuting the study
under his intimate friend the late Mr. Nicol, one
of the masters of the grammar-school here; but 1
do not know that he ever proceeded so far as to
make the attempt,

** He certainly possessed a smattering of. French;
and, if he had an affectation in anything, it was
in introducing occasionally a word or phrase from
that language. It is possible that his knowledge
in this respect might be more extensive than |

suppose it to be; but this you can learn from his
more intimate acquaintance. It would be worth
while to inquire whether he was able to read the
French authors with such facility as to receive
from them any improvement to his taste. Formy
own part [ doubt it much; nor would 1 believe
it but on very strong and pointed evidenee

“If my memory does nog fail me he was well
instructed in arithmetic, and knew something of
practical geometry, particularly of surveying,

All his other attainments were entire ‘_\ his own.

“The last time I saw him was during the
winter, 1788 80, when he passed an evening with
me at Dramseugh, in the neighbourhood of Edin-
burgh, where I was then living. My friend Mr,
Alison was the only other person in company, |
never saw him more a

greenble or interesting, A

" present which Mr. Alison sent him afterwards of

his Essays on Taste drew from burns a letter of
acknowledgment which I remember to have read
with some degree of surprise at the distinet con-
ception he appeared from it to have formed of
the general principles of the doetrine of associa-
tion."”

BURNS'S LAST YEARS,

LETTER FROM MR. JAMES GRAY! TO GILBERT
BURNS

[Gilbert Burns, when preparing the 1820 edition
of Currie’s Burns, wrote to Mr. Gray for leave to

1 Mr. Geay was master of the High School of Dumfries in
Burns's day.  He was afterwands, for many
in the High School, Edintmrgh, and latterly heenme
Inin in the Hon. East India Company’s service and died-at
Cateh in 1590
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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 be reconciled with that which
we 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
he 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 of 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 natyré, an habitual drunkard, and a
thorough vicious man, for ‘ therewith has he been
charged withal;’ and, as my remarks apply to
the threel! 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 heard so much; but no such impression
was made on my mind., He seemed to me to
frequent convivial parties from the same feelings
with which he wrote poetry, because nature had
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 original-

1 Mr. Gray should rather have said two, as being much more
nearly correct

.

ity, and sometimes of bitter sarcasm, but alwyys
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 inde¢ licacy,
and have seen him dazzle and delight a party for
hours together by the brilliancy and rapidity of
his flashes, without eyen an allusion that coul]
give offence to vestal purity. 1 never saw him
intoxicated ; and, indeed, I am convinced, that
though his company was courted by men of al
ranks, and he was much in society of a convivial
Pnature, that he was very seldom in a state of
inebriation.

“1 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 hal
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
elastic, and his imagination ever on the wing.?
His morning conversations were marked by an
impassioned eloguence 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, which never exhibited
any symptoms of that decay which must have
been the consequence of habitual intoxication;
so far from it, he gleaned all that was valuable
from every book he perused, which he 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 of selfishness ever made
him faithless to those whom he 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 he 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

21In 1794, the year in which Gray became acquainted with
Burns, 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 ery 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-
fortunes, to draw the tear and open the pursé of
those who were not famed either for tenderness
of heart or charity; on such occasions it was im-
possible to resist his solicitations

“He was a kind and an até®htive 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; he was their pri-

vate instructor; and even at that early age be-
stowed great pains in training their mnuls to
habits of thought and reflection, and in keeping
them pure from every form of vice. This he con-
gidered a sacred duty, and 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
(‘msar, and gave me translations of that author
of such beauty as, I confess, surprised me. On
inquiry 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 men-
tioned this incident merely to show what minute
attention he paid to this important branch of
parental duty.

“ Many insinnations have been made against his
character asa husband, but without the slightest
proof, and I might pass from this charge with

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 momentar,

y 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 nnnnvmun« calumnies.

““To the very end of his existence all the powers
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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 lns,l«ct compositions, and by many
considered the g]on of his genius, indicate any
intellectual ¢ yet it is strange how long

“ prejudices \\\]l kc :p their ground in the face of

evidence the clearest, and within the reach of
every one. . [ saw him four days before he died,
and though the hand of death was obviously upon
him, he repeated to me a little poem he had
composed the day before, full of energy and ten-
derness. Now, my dear sir, as when I consider
the occupationsand the studies of his early years,
arguing from the general principlesof our nature,
I am impelled to conclude that he was an amiable
and virtuous young man, 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 jvas
often well-nigh broken-hearted by the seyerity 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 the master
passion of his soul, which kept all others in sub-

| ordination, and prevented them from running
that neglect which it merits; but T am happy to |
say that I have in exculpation the direct evidence |

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 the tool of faction, It is a known fact that | though, to the shame of our country, they have

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 bard. Though his chosen
companions were not more remarkable for talent
than for the respectability of their character and

the purity of their lives, and Many ladies of the |
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, he was con-
demned to drudge in the lowest occupations

often in gcenes 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 the estimate of his character, bgen |
passed over in silence or even blackened. His |

virtues have been denied, and when that could
not be done, they have been extenuated. Aec-
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. L

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 [ have finished the object of my
letter, which Wwas to give you such observations
as I myself had an opportunity of making relative
to the habits of the three last years of your
brotheér’s life, you will permit me to say that
what I hgve written has not been with a view of
wounding®the feelings of any one; my sole pur-

pose lm:‘ been defence, not attack; yet I will |

confess that il]nTigll:Atit»!l 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 himrfot, and who had not the means of
ascertaining the truth of their allegations; and

I shgll deem it the proudest™work of my life if |

my feeble efforts shall be in the slightest degree
instrumental in correcting erroneous opinions,
which it can’ be the intereést of none to keep alive,

| been too long and too widely circulated.”

BURNS AS AN EXCISE OFFICIAL,

LETTER FROM MR. FINDLATER, COLLECTOR OF
EXCISE, GEASGOW.!

“Grascow, 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 the 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 ‘iron justice,’
is much to bé\ regretted, 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 filled up the outlines
he has sketched, and, in truth, left in such a state
as to provoke an exercise of that description.

““ 1t 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, impiely,
neglect of his professional duty and of his family,
and, in short, every human vice. He has been
branded with cowardice, accused of attempting
murder and even suicide, and¥all this without a
shadow of proof, prok pudor!

“Is there nothing of tenderness dué 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 recur,
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

1 First published in Peterkin's edition of Burns. Mr, Fiud-
Inter was the poet's superior officer all the time he was in the
excise, and his testimony as to this period of Burns's life is
therefore of the highest authority. Mr. Findlater died at
Glasgow on the 4th December, 1839, aged 85.
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especial province, and it may be supposed I | in the use of liquor in a forenoon, as the state-

would not be an inattentive observer of the gene-
ral conduct of a man and a poet go celebrated by
his countrymen.  In the former capacity, so far
ffom 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 biog raphers, _and' insinuated ‘not
very obscurely even by Dr. Currie, he was exem-
plary in his attention as an .excise-officer, and
was even jealous of the least imputationi 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 seeming in-
attention. “‘I know, sir, and regret deeply, that
this business flances 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 be 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-

more than a presumption of his attention to
business, as it cannot be supposed that he 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 tosuffer a diminution of salary;
and he wrote to Commissioner Graham, in the
hope that that gentleman’s influence would get
his full pay confinued 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-
resity and friendship, but, alas! the poet was

by this time too far gone towards that ‘undis- |
| slovenly, and a certain fulness and bend in his

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 fa)l 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

1The person here referred to was a Mr. Lorimer, father of
“Chloris,” the heroine of some of Burns's best songs. The
letter will he found in the Correspondence, under date June,
1791, before Burns settled in Dumfries.

r of the revenue was a branch of my |‘ever known to drink by himself or seen to indulge
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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 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

yin 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
@uvres of a smuggler.’! This of itself affords |

’

much broad unqualified assertion as has been
digplayed in Burns's+history; the virulence, in-
deed, with which his miemory 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 indiseriminate
abuse which has been heaped upon it,
“] remain, &ec., 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 and ex-
pressive. His mode of dressing, which was often

shoulders, characteristic of his original profession,
disguised in some deffree the natural symmetry
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 pegfeet ease and self-

| conscious of superior talents.

possession, but a stern and almost supercilious
elevation, not indeed incompatible with openness
and affability, which, however, bespoke a mind
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 himBelf with dignity, and who possessed a
singular power of correcting forwardness and of
repelling intrusion. But though jealous of the
respect due to himself, Burns 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 are
added a rapid and distinct apprehension, a most
powerful understanding, and a happy command
of language—of strength as well as brilliancy of
expression—we 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
aaiveté, 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 Burns
which she had never seen equalled. This charm
arose not more from the 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 Burns 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 insolence of
wealth, and prone to avenge, even on its innocent

possessor, the partifllity of fortune. 3y nature
kind, brave, sincere, and in a singular degree
compassionate, he was, on the other hand, prougd,
irascible, and vindictive. Wis 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 the“ether powers of his
mind, and his deliberate opinions were singularly
candid and just; Put, like other men of gru.{z
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 sttiking

proof of the strength of his understanding than
in the correct estimate he formed of himself. He
knew his own failings; he predicted their con-
sequence ; the melancholy foreboding was never
long absent from his mind; yet his passions
carried him déown the streain of error, and swept
him over the precipice he saw directly in his
course. [I'he 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, éven when accompanied with
the choicest gifts of fortune.”

ESTIMATE OF BURNS'S CHARACTER,

) BY MARIA RIDDELL,
Fir

£t published in the Dum/fries Journal,
7th August, 1706.

‘‘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
mournful 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 a.ttcmpt to
enlist with the numerous corps of biographers
\ay, without possessing a kindred genius,
\te to themselves the privilege of criticising
An ‘in-

who 1
arrogt
the character and writings of Burns.
D! . A
the tutelary muse who first found him ‘at the
plough,” has been vouchsafed to fcw,' 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
fl'.cqucntly héard Burns himself make use of), God
forbid I should assume the flattering and pcculﬁ\r
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 be aninjustice 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 he is generally talked
of and considered yith reference to his poetical
talents only. In Aﬁmling Burns 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

jring mantle,’ like that thrown over him by |
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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
thekough exercises of agriculture, rather than the
gentlér cultivationgdf belles letties. His features
were 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 could improve upon
the magic of his eye: sonorous, replete with the
finest modulations, it alternately captivated the
ar with the melody of poetic numbers, the pers-
picuity of nervous reasoning, or the ardent sallies
of enthusiastic patriotism.

1 am almost at a loss to say whether the keen-

| ness of satire was the forte or the foible of Burns:

wreath bestowed by the Muses than myself—and- |

much certainly is due 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
sentimgnt. But the fact is that, even when
all hisflonours are yielded to him, Burns will
perha@be found to move in a poetical sphere
less gplendid, 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 forte. 1f others have climbed more suc-
cessfully the heights of Parnassus none certainly
ever outshone Burns 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,

for though Nature had endowed him with a
portion of the most pointed excellence in that
¢ perilous gift,” he suffered it too often to be the
vehicle of personal, and sometimes unfounded
animosities. It was not always that sportiveness
of 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 woyfld 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,
Burns 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 | suggestions that might hawe. léd him into the
with the last sparks of retreating life; but the | mazes of hypocrisy.

vivacity of his wishes and temper was checked
by constant disappointments which sat heavy on
a heart that acknowledged the ruling passion of

in?nlcncc, withoat having ever been placed |

beyond the grasp of penury.

* Burns possessed none of thgt negative insipid-
ity of character whose lovemighfbé regarded with
indifference, or whose resentmeht could be con-

\ sidered with contempt; so his ‘passions 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 ke 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.

“Tt 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 even 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 versatflity. He was seldom,
never indeed, implacable in his resentments, and
sometimes (it has been alleged) not inviolably
steady in his engagements of friendship.
indeed has been said of his inconstanc
caprice; but I am inclined to believe” 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 kis avowal 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

Much

A

‘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 apprgbation from hin
was always an honest tribute }rnm the warmth
and sincerity of his heart. It h been sometimcs
répresented by“hose 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 iffariably bestowed
on everything that came from hi§ lips ‘or pen,
that the history of the Ayrshire ploughboy was
an ingenious fiction, fabricated for the purposes
of obtaining the interests of the great, and
enhancing the merits of what in reality requirgd
no foil. But had his compositions fallen froin
a hand more dignified in the ranks of society
than that of a peasant, they had perhaps beas
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,
unlegs 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 omuia vineit amor; 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, cor
wmelt the heart to the tender and impassioned
septiments in which beauty always taught him
to ‘pour forth his own. But who would wish to
reprove 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?
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«] will not, however, undertake to be the
apologist of the irru;_;ul:utiti.cs even uf a man of
genius, though I believe it is as certainly umlgr-
stood that genius never was free of irregularities,
as that their absolution may in great medsure be
justly claimed, since it is evident that the world
must have continued very stationary in its intel-
Jectual 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-
l)crl,ul, the frailties that cast their shade over the
splendour of superior merit are more conspicu-
ously glaring than whdre they are the attendants
of mere mediocrity. It is only on the gem we are

<disturbed to see the dust; the pebble may besoiled
and we do not regard it. The eccentric intuitions
of geniys too often yield the soul to the wild
effervescence of desires, always unbounded, and
sometimes equally dangerous to the repose 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 narrow-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 ftirst com-
mitting to paper this sketch, which comprehends
what.l_at 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 liie, weaving his
rude wreaths of poesy with the wild field-flowers
that sppung around his cottage—to that enviable
uniny{-‘o of literary fame, where Scotland shall
long’cherish his memory with delight and grati-
tude. Proudly she will remember that beneath
her cold sky a genius was ripened without care
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or culture, that would have done honour to
climes more favourable to the development of
those luxuriances of fancy and colouring in which
he g9 eminently excelled.

‘“From several paragraphs I have noticed in the
public prints, even since the idea was formed of
sending this humble effort in the same direction,
[ 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
owrr 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 of the
human heart.

No further seek his merits to disclose,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode;
There they alike in trembling hope repose—
The bosom of his Father and his God.

“M. R.

BIOGRAPHIC NOTES ON THE FAMILY
OF BURNS,

AND ON HIS BROTHERS AND SISTERS.

At the time of Burns's death his children were
as follows:—Robert, born at Mauchline, 3d Sept.
1786; Francis Wallace, born at Ellisland, 18th
August, 1789; 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, born 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 Yerses of a very mediocre
quality. Like his fatheAhe 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,

11
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anJ was first buried in the small inclosure where

the| poet was originally interred, and finally lmfl“

in the mausoleum in 1815.

WiLiaM NicoL sailed at the age of fifteen to
the Edft Indies as a midshipman, and was ap-
pointed to a cadetship in 1811. He served for
thirty-three years in the.7th 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
during 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
Doon, 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 GLENCAIRN 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 was 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. Hugchinson,
anative of Galway. In 1828, James, noWw Captain
Burns, 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
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appreciated. He died at Cheltenham, 18th Noy.
1865, from the effects of an accidental fal down
a flight of stairs, and was buried in the mauso.
leum beside his illustrious father.

MAXWELL, the child which was born on the
day of his father’s funeral, only survived till 25},
April, 1799. His remains also lie in the mauso.
leum.

‘““The only dependence of Mrs. Burns 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. Burns wis#
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
thich never amounted to more than £60 per
:mﬁnm, exclusive of house rent, which amounted
to £8. VAt length, in 1817, at a festival held in
Edinburgh to celebrate the birthday of the bard,
Mr. Henry (afterwards Lord) Cockburn 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 appeared to
be 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,
Burns 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 Seottish 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,
as stated above, was thus enabled to relieve her
from the nekessity of being beholden toa stranger’s
hand for any share of her support. She accord-
ingly resigned the pension. During her subse.
quent years Mrs, Burns is said to have enjoyed 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 uge," and was
sside her illustrious husband in the mau-
Dumfries.! The deceased was born at
in February, 1767. Her father was
us master mason in good employ-
njoyed the esteem of the gentry
and others Within the district, unnVuurc(l the
numerous farhily of eleven sons andfdaughters.
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

buried
goleum a
Mauchlin
an indust
ment, who

beyond the age at which the majority of females |

marry.? 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, as soon as she could
afford it, the decent though modest mansion in
which he died. And here, 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 knew 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. Burns were sold by public
auction on the 10th and 11th of April, and from the anxiety
of the public to possess relics of this iuteresting household,
brought uncommonly high sums. According to the Dum/fries
Courier, ** the auctioneer commenced with small articles, and
when he came to a broken coppeg, coffee-pot, 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 £5, 7s.
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 wﬂﬁﬂeumnhm, was bought 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, bottles, 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.”

21In the present work a portrait is given of Mrs. Burns in
advanced life, along with that of her grandchild, a son of
Colonel James Glencairn Burns.
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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. X
*“ 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 ifi 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 ‘ wood-notes wild’ in
a style but rarely equalled by unprofessional
feingers. Her voice was a brilliant treble, and
in singing ‘Coolen,’ ‘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 balad poetry her taste was good,
aid 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, as
some would say, shown off to advantage, by per-
sons who possessed her confidence and knew her
intimately.”3
Burgs left two illegitimate children, Elizabeth,
daughter of Elizabeth Paton, born in 1784, and
brought up at Mossgiel 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 in1791, and nursed and brought
up by Mrs. Burns along with her own family.4
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
Dum/fries ‘Gaif™ey, published immediately after her death,
and no doubt written by the editor Mr. M'Diarmid.

4 See note to song, * Yestreen I 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 Paton married John Bishop, mana-
ger at Polkemmet, in Linli: hgowshire. She died
in 1817, at the age of thirty-two, leaving several
children, and was buried at Whitburn. Anne
Park’s danghter became the wife of John Thom-
son, a retired soldier, and settled down at Pollok-
shaws, near Glasgow, where she died 13th June,
1873, aged eighty-two years. She had a family
of two sons and 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 Closéburn, in
Nithsdale. On 21st June, 1791, he had married
Miss Jean Breckenridge, by whom He had six
sons and five daughters. He continued to hold
the farm of Dinning till 1810, but in 18Q0 he took
charge of Mrs. Dunlop’s farm of Morham Mains,
near Haddington, and on her recommendation
was in 1804 appointed factor to Lord Blantyre
over his East Lothian estates, his emoluments
being £100, afterwards raised to £140, and a free
house. He accordingly took up his residence at
Grant’s Braes, near Lethington or Lennoxlove,
Jeaving Dinning in charge of his brother-in-law
John Begg, and carrying with him his aged
mother and his sister Annabella. 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 his
titled employer. His mother continued to reside
with him till her death in 1820, in the eighty-
eighth year of her age and the thirty-sixth of her
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 as 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 Annabella, and five of his chil-
dren who predeceased him. One of his sons
succeeded him in the factorship.

AGNES 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.

ANNABELLA 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 Burxs was born in 1767, and served

his apprenticeship as a saddler. About the eng
of 1788 he was with Burns at Ellisland for some
weeks unéinployed. He then crossed the border
into England, and wrought for some time in
Longtown and Newcastle-on-Tyne, ullmmu»]y
proceeding to London about the begiuning of
March, 1790, A short series of interesting letters
between him and the poet belong to this period,
In London he renewed his acquaintance with his
old preceptor Murdoch, who at, this time kept g
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 BuURrNs, the poet's youngest brother,
born in‘1769, 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 born 27th June, 1771, and married 1793, to
John Begg, who afterwards,from 1804 to 1810, had
charge of Gilbert's farm 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 borne 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 THE DUMFRIES COURIER.

‘“It is generally known (says Mr. M‘Diarmid)
that, the remains of Burns were exhumed pri-
vately on the 19th September, 1815, and depos-
ited, with every regard to decency,in the arched
vault attached to the mausoleum, then newly
erected in honour of his memory. . ... Origi-
nally his ashes lay in the north corner of the
churchyard; and as years elapsed before any
genieral movement was made, his widew, 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 féelings of Mrs. Burns; but the spot was.so
narrow, and interfered so closely with the pro-
perty of others, that the idea was abandoned as
utterly impmuticubﬁ. 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. Byt this hope proved fallacious;
on testing the cn?’lin 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, bhas 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, as the late 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
th4 head separated from the trunk, and the
\\'h«‘p 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 ke 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 chambers desolate and portals foul;
Yes, this was once Ambition’s 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 hrooked 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-
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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 the possession of Mr,
M‘Diarmid. And here it may be best to confess
the whole truth, and conceal nothigg. Ever since
we became acquainted with what occurred on the
19th September, 1815, we have regretted that so
favourable an opportunity was missed of taking
a cast from the 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 pot a few persons here 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
one 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 r.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. PEut the hour was
found unsuitable and the opportunity inapt, from
the numberof 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
the party conferred privately, and proceeded
stealthily, one 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 be confessed, there was
something degrading, which reminded us of the
horrid trade 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 were good, and totally alien
to those of idle 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 our number 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,—as we stood sol-
emnuly on the poet’s grave and recalled the awful
malediction of Shakspeare. The night was most
serene, and the dim light of the lantern and the
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Joneliness of the vault contrasted strikingly with

preservation in which we found the bones of the

thelambent light of the host of stars that sparkled | cranium, or offer a fairer opportunity of supply.

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. Barly 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. Burns, At this time the
original tombstone was taken from the vault and
placed within the iron railing which protects the
sculpture. Inaccomplishing 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:— i
*“¢In memory of Robert Burns, who died the
21st July, 1796, in the 37th year of his age; and
Maxwell Burns, who died 25th April, 1799, aged

two years and nine months. Algo, of Francis |

Wallace Burns, who died 9th July, 1803, aged
fourteen years. Also, of Jean Armour, relict of
the poet, born February, 1765, died 26th March,

1834.""

The following description of the skull is fiagm
the pen of Mr. Archibald Blacklock, surgegn,
mentioned above :

“The cranial bones were perfect in every re-
spect, if we except a little erosion of gcir ex-
ternal table, and firmly held together their
sutures; even the delicate bones of the arbits,
with the trifling exception of the os 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 sapientie, and all without spot
or blemish; the incisores, cuspidati, &c., 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

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 cxpcritinccrl 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 Burness, or as it has been variously
spelt, Burnes, Burnace, Burnice, is of very
common occurrence in Kincardineshire, where
the poet’s father was born and brought up. Thé
form Burness 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 Burns, the name being usually so
pronounced in Ayrshire. In the country of the
poet’s ancestors the name is still regularly written
Burness, and isalways pronounced asa dissyllable,
Sir James, Burnes, sometime physician-general of
the Bombay army, in his Notes on his Name and™
Family, and Dr. C. Rogers in his Genealogicd

| Memoirs of the Scottish House of Burnes, 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 Glenbervie some
time about the middle of the seventeenth century.
This Walter Burness of Bogjorgan had féursons:—
(1) Wijam, 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 Bralinmuir, inthe same parish; (3) John,

&e.,
sion
con
neg
mac
of 1
R
of

fart
of (
wou
be |
son
do¢
Mr.
79,
wh
tho
wit]
say!
stra
Bur
car(
the,
nec
hun
the
gral
Bur
out
has
neci
and
vair
The
conl
forn
Bur
Stor
Jan




ound the bones of the
pportunity of supply.
. desiderated by phre.
of our immortal poet’s
nplish this in the most
nanner, every particle
y was carefully washed
is applied with all the
perigneed artist. The
id cannot fail to prove
10logists and others,

r intention, the skull,
aden case, was again
icisely where we found

\RCHD. BLACKLOCK.
834.”

1e cranial development
1tal and moral charac-
)gist’s stand-point, was
. George Combe. This
ry to give here, since
we much faith in the
specially as ordinarily

ESTRY OF BURNS,

s it has been variously
Burnice, is of very
incardineshire, where
and brought up. Thé
riginally adopted by
ning proposals for the
he finally changed the
ame being usually so
In the country of the
g still regularly written
ounced asa dissyllable,
1e physician-general of
Notes on his Name and™
s in his (lmmlo:[ind
e of Burnes, claim for
derable antiquity and
wte it is deemed suf-
y to the great-great-
rho occupied the farm
th of Glenbervie some
e seventeenth century.
jorgan had féursons: —
ed him in Bogjorgan,
is William, a consider-
h, seems to have sur-
ns William and James,
arated in 1705, when
1 at Bogjorgan, and
the farm of Inches in
nes, the great-grand-
became tenant of the
same parish; (3) John,

who is mentioned as ‘‘ Colonel " John Burness in
the act of 1690 **for rescinding the forefaulters
and fynes since the year 1665;" and (4) Robert,
who settled in the parish of Benholm, and whose
descendants were solicitors in Stonehaven up till
a comparatively recent pcrioq,

James Burness, the poet’s great-grandfather,
became the tenant of the farm of Bralinmuir in
(ilenbervie, as above stated, where he died on
93rd 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 Burnés that the brothers
were of such substantial position in the Mearns
“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,
&e., indicate on the part of the family the posses-
gion of means rather above the average 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 Clochnahill 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 away with a difficulty which oppressed the late
Mr. Scott Douglas (editor of Burns's works, 1877-
79, 6 vols., and of Lockhart's Life of Burns, 1882),
whose imperfect information made him sneer at
those who connected the farmer of Clochnahill
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 Robert Burnes, the
humble tenant of Clochnahill 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 Clochnahill 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,
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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-
mickle 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 ffavour of Robert
Burnace, My Eldest lawfull son, in Clochnahill ;
William Burnace, my second son, in Bralinmuir;
James Burnace, in Halkhill, 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 parteining to me at present or that
may be the time of my decess In as ffar as
extends”to the soum of Oue hundred Merks
Scotts ~money To each of the saids Robert,
Willian, James, and George Burnace, my sons;
and ffifty merks money for so to the said Margret
Burnace and James Gawen; and the like soum
of flifty merks to John Gawen, 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 dispone to my Wife Margret ffalconer, To
be by her liferented, 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 ffalener, my spous,
which disposition, with the Burden and provision
before mentioned, 1 Bind and oblige me to
warrend, acquit, and defend good and valid To
my said children as above divided, with respect
to the soums particullarly above mindted at all
hands and against all gdeadly. 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 recomended; and if any
shall offer to contraveen 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. -

Robert Burness, 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 to the south for the purpose of making their
Wiy in the world. What was the cause of this
break-up in the family is as yet unknown. Dr.
Charles Rogers, in his Gerealogy, 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 set 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 Sfewart, three gentlemen of the district,
to the effect that *‘ the bearer, William Burness,
is the*son 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 Byrns
remembered, stating that ‘‘the bearer had no
hand in the late wicked rebellion.” Burns himself
was fain 40 borrow a kind of lustre from the idea
that his fathers had been ““ 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 scoffingly slight it.

In his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore he
makes this statement :—*‘ My forefathers rented
land of the famous, noble Keiths of Marshal,!
and had the honour to share theirfate, . .

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

by one of the strongest and most endearing
ties in the whole world—common sufferers in
v cause where eyven to be unfortunate is glorious

the cause of heroic loyalty! Though my
fathers had not illustrious honours and \;l.\‘.t
properties to hazard in the contest, though they
left their humbple cottages only to add so many
units more to/the unnoted crowd that followed
theirleaders] 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 that Burns knew very little about his
family history ; indeed, as will be seen by a letter
to his cousin, James Burness, 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 been 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 17487 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 with
the party espoused by their chief.

We can hardly, therefore, attribute any mis-
fortunes that may have befallen Burns's grand-
father’s family to *“ the cause of heroic loyalty.”
Farmers Afe 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 bad seasons, death
of stock, ruined crops, money losses through
dishonest debtors, &e. &e. In the document
quoted above as the settlement of his worllly
concerns by James Burnace 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 Clochuahill
in poverty during the lifetime of his mother and
his brotlers, who, no doubt, had the means, if

Ladyship T have the honour to be connected | they had not the will, to assist him.

1 See note 3, p. 142 of the present volume,
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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 his
neighbours, built a schoolhouse on the farm)of
(lochnahill for the accommodation of the chilgdren
in the district, which was at a ,considérable
distance from the parish school.

The other members of James Burnace's family,
d+*mentioned in the document above quoted,
were: William, the second son, who succeeded
his fatheér in Bralinmuir; James, who became
the tenant of Halkhill, in Glenbervie 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
(iawen or Gavin, Drumlithie.

James Burness, the eldest son of Robert of
(lochnahill, and uncle of the poet, was born in
1717, and at the break-up of the family he settled
in Montrese, where he attained a respectable posi-
tion in societyy., 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 Burnes, sometime
physician-general of the Bombay army, and of
Sir Alexander Burnes, author of Travels in Bok-
hara, who was assassinated along with his brother
Lieutenant Charles Burnes at Cabul in 1841,

Robert, the second son of Clochnahill, who left
home along with the poet’s father, made his way
into England, but ultimately settled at Stewarton,
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
Lochleein 1784, and had seven of afamily: Robert,
the poet; Gilbert, born 1760, died 1827 (had
eleven of a family); Agnes, born in 1762, died
1834 : Aunabella, born 1764, died 1832; William,
born 1767, died 1790; John, borh 1769, died 1783;
Isabella, born 1771, married to John Begg—had
nine children. Particulars regarding these have
already been given in this Appendix.

The other members of the family of Robert
Burness of Clochnahill were: Margaret, born
1723, married Andrew Walker, Crawton;" Elspet,
born 1725, married John Caird, Denside, Dun-
nottar; Jean, born 1727, married a cousin, John
Burnes, left no family ; George, born 1729, died
in early life; Isabel, born 1730, married William
Brand, Auchenblae; afill” Mary, born 1732, died
unmarried,

APPENDIX TO LIFE OF BURNS.

HIGHLAND MARY.

Perhaps no part of Burns'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
Burns 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 hervine, which
drew from him the vague particulars noted further
on. Robert Chambers suggests that * he 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 horn 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 Rev. David
Campbell, minister of Loch Ranza in Arran, a
relation of her mother’s. She has been described
as ‘‘a sweet, sprightly, blue-eyed creature ;” but
it is well to remember Burns’s foible of investing
his fair captivators with a stock of charms out of
the plentibul stores of his own imagination, and
which were not apparent to the eyes of others,
Dr. Hately Waddell remarks :—** Gentle, good,
and true ‘h‘hO 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 l.‘umh/&v through

the Land of Burns, states that there is a fradition
““ 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 born, in July,
1785. To Burns the year 1785 was a year of
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marvellous achievement in the way of work, yet
at the same fime he seems to have had abun-
dance of time for cultivating the acquaintance
of the Mauchline lassés. 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
‘ gaudsman,” that Mary had refused to meet
him in the old castle—the dismantled tower of
the priory at Mauchline, There was also o
reminiscence of Robert’s receiving a letter onc
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
appearance 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
Lockhart, 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
Burns, all the more, probably, because he con-
sidered himself rather magnanimous in giving
upypis determination not to own her conjugally.
H‘nys 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 T 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 désespoir.” In his letter to
Dr. Moore also he speaks as if he had almost lost
his reason over the affair. Yet in April, 1786,
writing to John Arnot of Dalqubatswood, 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 banish.
ment from his heart had, it would thus appear,
to be filled up, and Gavin Hamilton's nursemaiq
(there-is no ground for believing she ever wag
a dairymaid at Coilsfield) was at hand, At this
time, indeed, there seems to have been room ip
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 bejore
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 sweethearting
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
acts 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 Museum (along with other
similar annotations), to the song *‘ My Highlaud
Lassie.” *‘‘This,” he says, “ was a composition
of mine #h very early life, before 1 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 sheshould embark for the West Highlands,
to arrange matters among her friends for our pro-
jected change of life. At the close of autumar fol-
lowing she crossed thesea 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 very early years, 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
Burns 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
Burns 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
Mary 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.! 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 awgy in the West High-
lands ‘‘ arranging matters n%long 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
poems included, to be held 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 poet produced under
the influence of his 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.”
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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 Burns.

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-
mentaland interesting 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
summerat Campbeltown, Mary came to Greenock,
on her way to accept a situation at Martinmas,
in the family of a Colonel M‘Ivor 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
Burns from the sacred memorial of their secret
betrothment, leaving the inscriptions as 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, g~

seriously recommended her father to go to a spot
where two burns 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 parting 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 resting-place 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—Juxe 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-well 1—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,solid penetration; sly, witty
observation and remark ; and the gvntlcst\ﬂnqt
unaffected female modesty. Douglas, a (r]c\'(@
fine, promising young fellow. The family-mee

ing with their prother, my compagion de voyage,

very charming; particularly the sister. The whole
family remarkably attacked 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 birth-day.

A Mr. Dudgeon, a poet at times,? a worthy
remarkable character — natural penetration, a
great deal of information, some genius, and
extreme modesty.

Suxpay [6th]. —Went to church at Dunse—Dr.
Bowmaker, a man of strong lungs and pretty
Jjudicious remark, but ill skilled in propriety, and
altogether unconscious of his want of it.3

Moxpay [7th].—Coldstream — went over to
England —Cornhill —glorious river Tweed- —clear
and majestic—fine bridge. Dine at Coldstream
with Mr. Ainslie and Mr. Foreman—beat Mr.
F—— din 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 this was the residence of his father, who acted as
land-steward on the estates of Lord Douglas, in Berwickshire.
A number of letters to Robert Ainslie will be found in the
poet’s Correspondence

2 The author of the song, “ Up amang yon cliffy rocks.”
3 See epigraum 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
Robertson.
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a most excellent heart, kind, joyous, and beneve.
lent, but a good deal of the French indiscrimi-
nate complaisance —from his situation past ang
present, an admirer of every thing that bears 3
splendid title, or that possesses a large estate
Mrs. Brydone a most elegant woman in her per-
son and manners ; the toues of her voice remark-
ably sweet—my reception extremely flattering—
sleep at Coldstream.

TuEespAY [Sth].—Breakfast at Kelso - charm.
ing situation of Kelso—fine bridge over the
Tweed—enchanting views and prospects on both
sides of the river, particularly the Scotch side:
introduced to Mr. Scott of the Royal Bauk, an
excellent modest fellow—fine situation of it-
ruins of Roxburgh Castle—a holly-bush growing
where James 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 maitre d"Adtel 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 1b. of washen wool in a fleece-
low markets, consequently low rents—fine lands
not above sixteen shillings a Scotch acre
nificence of farmers and farmhouses
Teviot and up Jed to Jedburgh to lie, and so
wish myself a good night.®

WEDNESDAY [9th].— Breakfast with Mr. —
in Jedburgh—a squabble between Mrs. — a
crazed, talkative slattern, and a sister of hers,

mag-

come up

5 This fine old royal and parliamentary burgh is situated on
Jed water, a tributary of the Teviot, at the distance of ten
miles from Kelso and fifty from Edinburgh. While possessing
some local importance 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; and evén At that
early time the town was of some note. The ouly parg of this
structure of which any remains exist is the church, which
has been in the form of a cross about 230 feet in length.
The nave, north transept, and central tower, are still toler
ably entire, and form a beautiful specimen of early Gothic
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 seaurs and hanging woods,
the remains of the ancient forest of Jedburgh, from which
the English borders 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 can be said to have more delightful surroundings.
The magistrates of Jedburgh gave Burus the freedom of their
burgh, with its usual accompaniment of a treat at the inn. It
was long remembered in the town that,_while this treat was
in the course of being discussed, t ever jealous of his
independence, left the room and voured—need we add,
in vain?—to prevail on the ord to accept of payment of
the bill.
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an 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 |
goldier-like gentleman, Captain Rutherford, who
had been many years through the wilds of
America, a prisoner among the Indigns. Charm-
ing, romantic situation of Jedhur:ﬁ), with gar-
dens, orchards, &ec., intermingled among the
houses—fine old ruins—a once magnificent cath-
edral, and strong castle. All the towns here
have the appearance of old, rude grandeur, but
the people extremely idle—Jed a fine romantic
little river.

Dine with Captain Rutherford—the captain 4
polite fellow, fond of money in his farming way ;
showed a particular respect to my bardship— 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 fine
gwelling 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.! The walk-
ing party of ladies, Mrs. —— and Miss , her
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sister before mentioned. N.B.—These two ap-
pear still more comfortably ugly and stupid, and
bore me most shockingly. Two Miss toler-
ably agreeable. Miss 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
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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 burging 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-
nious slander on one of the finest pieces of the
workmanship of Almighty Excellence! Sup at
Mr. —'s; vexed that the Miss Lindsays are not
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—he accompanies us almost to Wauchope
—we traverse the country to the top of Bochester,
the scene of an old encampment, and Woolee
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 than 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 party.

| Breakfast next morning [11th] with Mr. Somer-

—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, sonsie 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 bardship’s distinguishing | al
| can repeuz by heart almost every thing she has

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

1 Dr. Bomerville was the author of t‘l laborious works on
British history, and survived to be the ofdest minister of the
Church of Scotland in his day, dying Jn 1830, at the age of
ninety, and when he had officiated as n§inister of Jedburgh
for fifty-seven years. It is said, that, hfter seeing Burns's
reference to his habit of punning, Dr. Sonderville never punned
more. A son of Dr. Somerville was the Jusband of the well-
kuown Mary Somerville.

ville—the bruit of Miss Lindsay and my bardship,
by means of the invention and malice of Miss
Mr, Somerville sends to Dr. Lindsay, beg-
ging him and family to bréakfast 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, 8——, junr., with Mr. ——, Miss Lindsay,
and myself, go to see Esther, a very rémarkable

| woman for reciting poetry of all kinds, and

sometimes making Scotch doggerel herself—she

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.? She is very much
flattered that I send for her, and that she sees a

2 Esther Easton was in a \'ar{humlrle walk of life—the wife
of a common working gardenef. She latterly taught a little
day- chool, which not being sufficient for her subsistence, she
was obliged to solicit the charity of her benevolent neighbours.
She died in February, 1789,

N
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poet who has put out-a ?mol*,)m; she says. She is,
among other things, a greatiflorist, and is rather
past the meridian of once celebrated beauty.

I walk in Esther's garden with Miss Lindsay,
and after some little chit-chat of the tender kind,

I presented her with a proof print of my nob,,

which she accepted with something more tender
than gratitude. She told me many little stories
which Miss had retailed concerning her and
me, prolonging pleasure—God bless her!
Was d on by the magistrates and presented
with tfe Treedom 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.
pretty clever fellow, but far from being a match
for his divine lady.!

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. b

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
miiller in Earlston, the birthplace and residence
of the celebrated Thomas the Rhymer--saw the
ruins of his castle—~come to Berrywell.,

1 Lady Harriet Don, sister of the Earl of Glencairn.

Dine with Sir Alexander Don—a |

WEDNESDAY [16th].—Dine at Dunse with the
farmers’ club—company, impossible to do them
justice—Rev. Mr. Smith a famous punster, anq
Mr. Meikle a celebrated mechanic and inventor
of the thrashing-mill.

THURSDAY [17th]. —Breakfast at Berrywell,
and walk intolk)'umc to see a famous knife made
by a,cutler tlfere, and to be presented to ap
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 4
flame of Mr. Robert Ainslie’s. Company-—Miss
Jacky Grieve, an amiable sister of Mrs. Thom.
son’s, and Mr. Hood, an honest, worthy, face-
tious farmer in the neighbourhood.

Fripay [18th]. —Ride to Berwick—an idle
town, rudely picturesque. Meet Lord Errol iy
walking round the walls—his Lordship’s flatter.
ing notice of me. Dine with Mr. Clunyie, mer-
chant—nothing particular in 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,
Grieve's—made a royal arch mason of St. Abb's
Lodge.? 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 Grigves very good girls, My bard-
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 Coldingham, and Pease-bridge.
Call at Mr. Sheriff's, where Mr. A. and 1 dine.
Mr. 8. 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

<
2 The entry made on this occasion in the Lodge books is as
follows :—

“Evemourn, 19ta May, 1787

“At a general encampment held this day, the following
brethren were made Royal Arch Masons, viz.—Robert Burns,
from the Lodge of Bt. James's, Tarbolton, Ayrshire, and
Robert Ainslie, from the Lodge of 8t. Luke's, Edinburgh, hy
James Carmichael, Wm. Grieve, Daniel Dow, John Clay,
Robert Grieve, &c. &e.
mission dues; but on account of R. Burns's remarkable poeti-*
cal genius the encampment unanimously agreed to admit hingi'e
gratis, and considered themselves honoured by having a man
of such shining abilities for one of their companions.”

Robert' Ainslie paid one guinea ad-
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stream of Dunglass —Dunglass the most romantic
sweet place I ever saw—ir Jnmgs and his lady a
pleasant happy couple. He points out a wal}i
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, &e. 1,
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 corn coun-
try 1 ever saw, till T reach Dunbar, a neat little
town. Dine with Provost Fall, an eminent mer-
chant, and most respectable character, but un-
describable, 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 assur:
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, *“yude
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 sort of raree 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 Skateraw,
at Mr. Lee’s, a farmer of great note. Mr. Lee,
an excellent, hospitable, social fellow, rather
oldish—warm-hearted and chatty—a mest 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 man-
ners are open and engaging. Leave Skateraw
for Dunse next day [23rd] along with Collector
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——, & 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 me
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 remenfbmnce when the following
circumstance is congidered—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 thi§
world’s sons!! e

THURSDAY [24th].—Mr. Ker and T 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.

Fripay [25th].—I go with Mr. Hood to see
a roup of an unfortunate farmer's stock—rigid
economy, and decent industry, do you preserve
me from being the principal dramatis persona 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 bardship. 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 pléasant walk with my young friend, Douglas
"Ainslie, a sweet, modest, clever young fellow.

SunpaY [27th].—Cross Tweed, and traverse
the moors, through a wild country, till T 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 us the house and policies. Mr, Wilkin, a
disereet, sensible, ingenious man.

MoONDAY [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

L 1 Miss Ainslie died unmarried. Robert Chambers says:—*1
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 Newcastlee 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 me 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 wvive la bagatelle, to hold a conference on
it when we reach town. I meet her in town, and
give her a brush of caressing, and a bottle of
cider; but finding herself un pew trompé in her
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, &c.—four or five
hundred people 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 manuseript abruptly terminates.]

BRIEF NOTES BY BURNS OF A
HIGHLAND TOUR:

Ava. 25—SEepr. 16, 1787.

. 26TH Avcgusr, 1787.

I set out for the north in company with my
good friend Mr. Nicol.! From Corstorphine, by
Kirkliston and Winchburgh, fine improven, fertile
country; near Liulithgow the lands worse, light
and sandy. Linlithgow, the appearanceof rude,
decayed, idle grandeur, charmingly rural, re-
tired situation. The old royal palace a.tolerably
fine, but melancholy ruin—sweetly situated on a
small elevation by the brink of 4 loch. Shown
the room where the beautiful injured Mary Queen
of Scots was born. 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 corner of old popish grandeur

1This was William Nicol of the Edinburgh High School
one of Burns's most‘intimate friends.

such as Linlithgow, and much more Melroset
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 1nxlu-y
among the farmers, | always observe, in equal
proportion, the rudeness and stupidity of the
peasantry. Thisremark I have made all over the
Lothians, Merse, Roxburgh, &c.: and for this,
among other reasons, I think that a man of ro.
mantic taste, a *‘ Man of Feeling,” will be better
pleased with the poverty, but intelligent minds
of the peasantry in Ayrshire (peasantry they are
all below the justice of peace) than the opulence
of a club of Merse farmers, when at the same
time he considers the vandalism of their plough-
folks, &e. I carry this idea so far, that an un.
inclosed half-improven country is to me actually
more agreeable, and gives me more pleasure asg
prospegt, than a country cultivated like a garden,

Dine} Go to my friend Smith’s at Avon Print.
field; fiyd nobody but Mrs. Miller, an agrecable,
sensible, modest, good body, as useful but not
so ornamental as Fielding's Miss Western—not
rigidly polite @ la Frangaise, but easy, hospitable,
and housewifely,

Anold lady from Paisley, a Mrs. Lawson, whom
[ 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 had a mind o’ her ain.”?

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.

[Sunpay, 26th].—Falkirk nothing remarkable
except the tomb eof Sir John the Graham, over
which, in the succession of time, four stones have
been laid. Camelon, the ancient metropolis of
the Picts, now a small village in the neighbour-
hood of Falkirk. Cross#he grand canal to Carron,
Breakfast—come past ﬁn‘lwl‘t, and admire a fine
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

)

2 Lady W—— and Mrs, C——: Mrs. Scott of Wauchope and
Mrs. Cockburn, authoress of the ** Flowers o’ the Forest.”
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worthy old man—Miss Munro an amiable, sen-

gible, 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! 1 see them
meet in gloriously-triumphant congratulation on
the victorious field, exulting in their heroic royal
leader, and rescued liberty and independence!
(ome to Stirling.

MoxDAY [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.

TurspAY 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 [20th]. —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-
keld — Glenlyon 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
init—pass Tay Bridge—Aberfeldy—deseribed in
rhyme—Castle Menzies, beyond Grandtully—
Balleighan — Logierait — Inver — Dr. Stewart—
Sup.

FRrIDAY [31st].—Walk with Mrs. Stewart and
Beard to Birnam top—fine prospect down Tay—
Craigiebarns 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
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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 seat
ride in company with Sir William Murray and
Mr. Walker to Loch Tummel —meanderings of the
Rannoch, which runs through quondam Struan
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.

[Sunpay, 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—
les environs picturesque—Craigow hill—-Ruthven
of Badenoch—barrack; wild and magnificent—
Rothemurche on the other side, and Glenmore—
Grant of Rothemurche’s poetry—told me by the
Duke of Gordon—Strathspey rich and romantic.

[MoxDAY, 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,
asweet, pleasant body; Mr. and Miss Bailie; Mrs.
Bailie; Dr. and Mrs. Grant—clergymen— Mr.
Hepburn—Come through mist and darkness to
Dulsie to lie.

TugsDAY [4th].—Findhorn 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 |—-Murs, Rose, sen., a true chieftain’s wife,
a daughter of Clephane—Mrs. Rose, jun.—Fort
George—Inverness.

WEDNRSDAY [5th].—Loch Ness—Braes of Ness
—General’s hut—Fall of Fyers—Urquhart Castle
and Strath—Dine at —— ——S8up 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

with unmistrusting simplicity—visit his house—
VOL. L.

than the mother: this, perhaps, owing to her
12
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being younger—Mr. Grant, minister at Calder,
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,but most agreeable and amiable

‘both of them the gentlest, mildest, sweetest
creatures on earth, and happiness be with them!

Dine at Nairn—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.

Fripay [7th].—Cross the Findhorn to Forres

~Mr. Brodie tells me that the muir where Shak-

speare lays Macbeth's witch-meeting is still so
haunted that the country folks won't pass it by
night —Elgin to breakfast—meet with Mr. s
Mr. Dunbar’s friend, a pleasant sort of a man;
can come no nearer— Venerable ruins 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
poor and unimproven; the houses, crops, hor:
cattle, &e., 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, &e.; but no in-
closing; soil father light. Come to Ellon and
dine—Lord Aberdeen’s seat; entrance denied to
everybody owing to the jealousy of threescore
over a kept coyntry wench. Soland improve-
ments as before till we come to Aberdeen to lie.

1 For an incident connected with this visit see Lockhart's

Life, p.78. Lockhart, we may remark, must have had a copy
of Burns's diary differing somewhat from the present.

[MonpAY, 10th].— Meet with Mr. ((IA:IIIIICA
printer, a facetious fellow—Mr. Ross, a fine fel.
low, like Professor Tytler—Mr. Marshall, one of
the poete minores—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, g
lazy town—near Stonehive the coast a good deal
romantic—meet. my relations, Robert Burnes,
writer in Stonehive, one of those who love fun,
a gill, a punning joke, and have not a bad heart;
his wife, a sweet hospitable body, without any
affectation of what is called town breeding.

Tukspay [11th].—Breakfast with Mr. Burnes
—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,
througha fertile country—Dundee,alow-lying but
pleasant town—old steeple—Tayfirth—Broughty
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 Aberlemno, the second from For-
far. Dine with Mr, Anderson, a brother-in-law
of Miss Scotts. Miss Bess Scott like Mrs, Green-
field —my bardship 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
l‘.-mtlc(h)wric. Leave Perth—come to Strathearn
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, gawcie, frank, affable, fond of

rural sports, hunting, &c. Mrs, Stirling, her sister.,

en verité—Come to Kinross to lie—reflectionsin a
fit of the colic.

SUNDAY [Sept. 16th].—Come through a cold,
barren country to Queensferry—dine—cross the
ferry, and come to Edinburgh. ' ol
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A APPENDIX TO

VISIT BY BURNS TO CLACKMANNAN.
SHIRE, &c.

LETTER TO DR. CURRIE
FROM DR. JAMES M‘KITTRICK ADAIR.

“Burns and 1 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, prn%cntu(l itself to Burns, At Stirling

the prospec
him; in &

indignation had vented itself in some imprudent,
but not unpoetical lines, which had given much

offence, and which he took this opportunity of

erasing, by breaking the pane of the window at
fhe inn, on which they were written.

“ At Stirling we met witht company of travel-
lers from Edinburgh, amopg whom was a char-
acter in many respects cangenial to that of
Burns. 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 thoughtless-
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, either on this or.on other occasions, when
I happened to meet them together. Many songs
were sung; which I mgntion for the sake of
observing that when Bumins was called on in his
turn, he was accustomed) instead of singing, to
recite one or other of h}s own shorter poems,
with a tone and emph

, which, though not
correct or harmonious, Were impressive and
pathetic. This he did on the present occasion.
* From Stirling we went next morning through
the romantic and fertile vale of Devon to Harvie-
ston in Clackmannanshire, then inhabited by

Mrs. Hamilton, with the younger part of whose |

family Burns 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 Burns 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 8, p. 73 of
Lockhart's Life.

from the castle strongly interested
ormer 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
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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 Camphell,
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 above ninety, the lineal descefidant of that
race which gave the Scottish throne its brightest
ornament, interested his feelings more power-
fully.? 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 Burns and
myself the honour of knighthood, remarking
that she had a better right to confer that title
than some 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

2 Catherine Bruce was the daughter of Alexander Bruce,
Esq., of the family of Newton, and in early life became the
wife of Henry Bruce, Esq., of Clackmannan, the ackunow-
ledged chief of the family in Scotland. It is a pity that her
superb boast as to ancestry is not supported by historical
antiquaries. By these scrupulous gentlemen the descent of
her father, husband, and other landed men of the name cannot
be traced farther back than to a Sir Robert Bruce, who lived
in the age following that of the restorer of Scottish indepen-
dence, and whom King David I, in a charter bestowing on
him the lands of Clackmannan and others, styles as his cousin
There is little reason, however, to doubt that from Sir Robert,
| first of Clackmaunan, were descended the families of Airth,
Kinnaird (of whom came the Abyssinian traveller), Kinloss
(of whom are the Earls of Elgin), Kinross, Carnock (of whom
were the Earls of Kincardine), and many other honourable
houses, On the death of Henry Bruce, July 8, 1772, 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 been worn by King Robert at the battle of Ban.
nockburn. She survived to the 4th of November, 1791, when
she had reached the age of ninbty-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 Burns was
entertained, has, since the death of Mrs. Bruce, fallen into
ruin.
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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 Hooi, or Hooki 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.!

““ 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 Burns 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 seat of shame together.

“In the church-yard two broad flag-stones
marked the grave of Robert Brucg, for whose
memory Burns 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'S3? NARRATIVE OF A TOUR WITH
BURNS IN GALLOWAY.

“1 got Burns a gray Highland shelty to ride

on. We dined the first day, 27th July, 1793, at
Glendonwynes of Parton; 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.’* This was classical ground for Burns.
He viewed ‘ the highest hill which rises 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.®

1 Bruce died twenty years before this, namely in 1767.

2 Bruce's grave was within the church, so that the stone
which Burns kissed with sacred fervour did not cover the
remains of his hero.

8 Some account of John Syme, 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.

5 John Gordon of Kenmure, afterwards, by the restoration !
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‘“Here is a genuine baron's seat. The castle
an old building, stands on a large natural moutj
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 fine 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 days 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.
asked for one. This was setting Hercules to the
distaff. He disliked the subject: but, to please
the lady, he would try. Here is what he pro-
duced :

Burns was

In wood and wild, ye warbling throng,
Your heavy loss 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.

““ We left Kenmure and went to Gatehouse. [
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 thunderrolled.
The poet enjoyed the awful scene—he spoke not
a word, but seemed wrapt in meditation. Ina
little while the rain began to fall; it poured in
floods upon us. For three hours did the wild
elements ‘rumble their bellyful’ upon our de-
fenceless heads. Oh! Oh! 'twas foul., We got
utterly wet; and, to revenge ourselves, Burns
insisted at Gatehouse® on our getting utterly
drunk.

“From Gatehouse we went next to Kirk-
cudbright, through a fine country. But here I
must tell you that Burns 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 which became
dormant in 1847 on the death of his successor.

6 Gatehouse is a borough in the stewartry of Kirkcudbright
situated on the Fleet, near that river's u;};?zn,; into Fleet
Bay or estuary. The town sprang, about fe middle of the
ted

eighteenth century, from a single cottage sttuated at the gate
of the Avenue to Cally House—hence the name.
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Farl of Selkirk, and the forlorn Burns 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. 1 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
Morine whom he does not love. He had a passing
blow at him:—

When Morine, deceased, to the devil went down,

"T'was nothing would serve him but Satan’s own crown:

Thy fool’s head, quoth Satan, that crown shall wear nevér,
_ Igrant 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. 1L

carried the torn ruins across my saddle in spy
his fulminations, and in contempt of appéar-
nces; and, what is more, Lord Selkirk carried
em in his coach to Dumfries. He insisted
ley were worth mending.
“Wereached Kirkcudbright about one o’clock.
I 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.! 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 seat
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 r?tuml 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 Burns to recite Ais ballad to
that tune. He did recite it; and such was the

18t. Mary's hl& the seat of the Earl of Selkirk, is situated
ashort distance from Kirkcudbright. The earls belonged to
the Douglas family, and, on the death of the sixth earl in
1885, the title passed to the head of the family, the Duke of

Humilton.

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's ¢ 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 With
his company, and acquitted himself toadmiration.
The lion that had raged so violently in the morn-
ing, was now as mild and gentle asa lamb. Next
day we returned to Dumfries, and so ends our
peregrination.

tation. t do you think he was about? He
was ch g the English army, along with Bruce,
at Bannogkburn. He was engaged in the same

manner on'our 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:

“Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled,’ &c.”2

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 ELEGANT LITERATURE.

Dugald Stewart's Elements | Melmoth's Cicero.
of the Philosophy of the | Elegant Extracts in Prose
Human Mind. dto. and Verse. 3 Vols. 8vo.

Blair's Lectures. Dr. Johnson's Lives of the
Kaimes' Elements of Criti- Poets.
cism. Goldsmith's Works.

Kaimes' Sketches of Man. Swift's Works.
Smith's Moral S8entiments. , \{ Sterne's Works.

-Burke on the Sublime and | Letters by Pope, Gay, Swift,

Beautiful. and other eminent Writers,
Boileau’s Works.
ESSAYISTS.

The Spectator. The Frecholder.

The Rambler. The World.

The Idler. The Observer.

The Adventurer, The Mirror.

The Tatler. The Lounger.

The Guardian.

2 Unfortunately, this story of Mr. Syme's regarding the com-
position of “ Bruce's Address” receives what is tantamount to
a contradiction from Burns's own pen. See note to the poem.
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POE

Homer's [liad. Translated by
MACPHERSON.

Virgil. Translated by Gawix
Dov s. With Glossary.

Tasso’s Jerusalem Delivered
Translated by Hooxk.

Chaucer's Works, Folio.

Chaucer's Works. 2 Copies in
Folio, Black Letter. More

than one-half of one of the |

copies in Manuscript
Ancient Poets of Scotland
Mornisoxn, Perth
‘ambuscan, with the Battle,
and the Twilight of the
Gods,

Ossian's Poems,

Robin Hood Ballads.

Percy's Reliques of Ancient
Poetry.

Allan Ramsay's Poems.

Ramsay's Gentle Shepherd
Plates by David Allan.

Milton's Works

DRA

Shakspeare. Edited by Jous-
soN. 8 Vols. 8vo,

Shakspeare. Edited by BerL
20 Vols. 12mo.

Moliére's Works,

Ben Jonson's
Works.

Dramatic

GENERAL

Encyclopmdia Britannica. 10
vols. 4to; 1784,

Euclid’s Elements of Geome-
try.

sSmellie's Philosophy of Natu-
ral History.

Smith's Wealth of Nations.

APPENDIX TO LIFE OF BURNS.
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Tom Jones. Fieuvine,
Joseph Andrews, Do,
Roderick Random. SmoLLETT.
| Humphrey Clinker. Do,
Sir Launcelot Greaves. Do.
Don Quixote. Translation,

| Butler's Hudibras.
Pope's Works,
Dryden’s Works.

| Thomson's Works
Waller's Poems.
Cowley's Poems
Prior's Poems,
Dyer's Poems.
Denham's Poems.

‘olling’ Odes.

( s Poems,
Glover's heonidas.

l Wilkie's Epigéniad

l Somerville’s Chase.

1

\

Life of Sir William Wallace.
Black Letter.

Barbour's  Bruce.
Letter,

| Black Letter Folio. Sundry
Legendary and Fabulous
Histories of the First Set
tlements of Britain.

Lindsay's (of Pitscottie) His-
tory of Scotland.

| Robertson's History of Scot-

land.

| Stewart's History of Scotland

Black

Cowper's Task.
Young's Night 'l‘hungl\(s
Fergusson's Poems.
Parnell's Hermit.
Beattie's Minstrel.
Voltaire's Henriade,
Poems by Anna Beward.
Songs. Many Collections, Bibles. Various.
Blair’s Sermons.
Tillotson's Sermons.
Sherlock’s S8ermons,
Bermons., Many Volumes,
Works of John Knox. 4to.
Baxter’s Call to the Uncon
verted
Baxter's Saints’ Rest.
Boston's Crook in the Lot.
Boston's Fourfold State,
Hervey's Meditations.

MA.

Cibber's Dramatic Works.

Otway's Plays.

Schiller's Robbers.
tion. *»

Southerne’s Dramatic Works,

The Conscious Lovers,

The Beaux' Stratagem.

Transla-

SCIENCE.
Land - surveying. Various
Treatises.
Arithmetic.
tises.
Gauging. Various Treatises
Music. Many Books, Ancient
| and Modern,

Bogue's French
Thick 8vo.

Moore's Travels.

Baron Trenck.

Dirom's Narrative of Wars in
India

Dictionary
Various Trea-

WORKS OF FICTION.

Man of Feeling. Mackeyzi

Man of the World, 1

Julia de Roubigné Do

Viear of Wakefield. (o, ™
SMITH,

Religious Courtship

HISTORY.

Gibbon's Decline and Fall of
the Roman Empire,
Hume's History of England
Smollett's Continuation of
Hume's History of England
Somerville's History of the
Last Years of Queen Anne
Goldsmith's Roman History
L'Histoire des Incas de Pery
L'Histoire de la Revolution de
Suede.
Josephus' Works.

SERMONS, THEOLOGY, AND RELIGIOUS WORKS,

| Hervey's Theron and Aspasia

Elizabeth West's Meditations

Wellwood's Glimpse of Glory,

Rutherford’s Letters

Watts' Hymns,

Solemn League and Covenant

Confession of Faith,

The Scots Worthies.

Sundry large Volumes. Folio,
4to, and B8vo, containing
many Tracts connected with
the Church of Geneva, and
the Reformation in general,

MISCELLANEOUS,

Swift's Tale of a Tub, and
Battle of the Books.
Macpherson’s Highlander
Treatise on Falconry
Hume's Essays.
Montaigne's Essays.




eling. Mackeszy
e World Do
toubigne Do.
Wakefield

Gowp

Courtshij

Decline and Fall of
wmn Empire
listory of England
Continuation of
History of England
e's History of the
ars of Queen Anne
1's Roman History
» des Incas de Pery
ede la Revolution dg

Works

HIOUS WORKS,
'heron and Aspasi
West's Meditations
‘s Glimpse of Glory.
rd's Letters

ymns,

eague and Covenant
n of Faith,
Worthies

rge Volumes. Folio,
Wl 8vo, econtaining
racts connected with
irch of Geneva, and
ormation in genery

‘ale of a Tub, and
f the Books

on’s Highlander

m Falconry

Gssays.

1e's Essays.




“The fol
“was the |
my heart g
wicked wo
it, as it red
sincere. T
her. I not
since broke

10f the subf
large in the au
which he sen
found in the
name was Ne
same blacksm
the loan of th
the Life). Th




POEMS AND

SONGS.

SARLIEST TO 1785.

SONG—HANDSOME

Tox

NELL!

“1 am a man unmarried.”

“The following composition,” says Burns, in his first Common-place Book, referring to this lyric,
“wag 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.
her.
since broken, and the enchantment at an end.”

The subject of it was a young girl, who really deserved all the praises I have bestowed upon
1 not only had this opinion of her then—but I actually think so still, now that the spell is long

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,

have

well-dressed

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

Garg ony dress look weel. o
10f the subject of the song, Burns is more at | field at Mount Oliphant, ““ in my fifteenth autumn,

large in the autobiographical sketch of his early days
which he sent to Dr. Moore, ‘and which will be
found in the ‘Appendix to the Life. The heroine’s
name was Nelly Kilpatrick, the daughter of the
same blacksmith to whom Burns was indebted for
the loan of the History of Sir William Wallace (see
the Life). The inspiration took place in the harvest-

makes  well

he says in the letter to Dr. Moore, and one would
understand that the little piece was composed at
that time. But elsewhere the poet expressly says it
was written when he was a few months more than
his sixteenth year, that is in 1775.

Burns himself, says Lockhart, ‘characterizes it
as a very puerile and silly performance, yet it




POEMS AND SONGS.

A gaudygdress and gentle air
May slightly touch the heart,

But it’s innocence and modesty
That polishes the dart.

"Tis this in Nelly pleases lne,
"Tis this enchants my soul ;

For absolutely in my breast
She reigns without control.

SONG—TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY.

TuNE—* Invercauld's Reel.’

Burns, in his notes written in an interleaved copy of Johnson's Scots Musical Musewm, presented
to his friend Capt. Riddell, remarks in regard to this 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, have
Ye wad na been sae s}rr; , would not
For lagk o’ gear ye lightly me, means  slight

But, trowth, I care na by.?

truth, I care not

Yestreen T met you on the moor, last night
Ye spak’ na, but gaed by like stoure; went  flying dust

Ye geck at me because I’'m poor,

toss the head

But fient a hair care 1. dence

Oh, Tibbie, &e.

When comin’ hame on Sunday last, home
Upon the road as I cam’ past;
Ye snufft an’ gae your head a cast, gave

But, trowth, I care’t na by.
Oh, Tibbie, &e.

contains here and there lines of which he need
hardly have been ashamed at any period of his life.”

Among the poet's memoranda, is the following
someWhat elaborate criticism by himself on the same
song :—*The first distich of the first 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 agrecables; or what in our Scottish
dialect we €all 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—a sweet sonsy

truth, I did not care

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.”

1The 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 LocHlea took place.

2 This stanza is inserted in the first Common-place
Book, extending from April, 1788, to October, 1785, 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).”

“Thes
the oldel
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POEMS AND SONGS.

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, &e.

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, &e.

Altho’ a lad were ¢’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,
"¢’ll fasten to him like a brier,
Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear,
Be better than the kye.
Oh,-Tibbie, &e.

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, &ec.

There lives a lass beside yon park,
I’d rather hae her in her sark,
Than you wi’ a’ your thousand mark ;
That gars you look sae high.
Oh, Tibbie, &ec.

¢

SONG—I"DREAM’'D I LAY.

pocket

direction

means

learuing

kine

devil a one wonld ask

shift

makes

“These two stanzas,” says Burns, “T composed when I was seventeen [1776]: 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, erystal stream:
Straight the sky grew black and daring ;
Thro’ the woods the whirlwinds rave;
Trees with aged arms were warring
(Yer the swelling, drumlie wave.

turbid
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Age 1.9']

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.!

This is evi
bable date n

TRAGIC FRAGMENT?

“In my early years, nothing less would serve me than courting the Tragic Muse. I was, I 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 has 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 ci{ld of misery, and exclaims to himself, ‘ All villain as I am!"" &c.—R. B.
—The piece was composed then in 1777 or 1778,

All villain as T am—a damnéd 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 ! T 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 imost of my compeers,
hich I in just proportion have abused—

surpassing other common villains
As thou in natural parts has given me more.

The foll
and were ¢
first publi
written in

1“0On 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. G. LOCKHART.

2 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,” &c., 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. ) canl

1 The above
bers's edition
editor’s critica
to the young b
of a mood of



2o 10 POEMS AND SONGS.

THE TARBOLTON LASSES.

This is evidently an early production of the bard. Its exact date cannot be ascertained ; its pro-
bable date may be given as 1778.

If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, g0
Ye'll there see bonnie Pegg

She kens her father is a laird,
And she forsooth’s a lady.

land-owner,

Tf)ere Sophy tight, a lassie bright,
Besides a handsome fortune:
f’Vha canna win her in a night

/ Has little art in courting.

who cannot

3, I think,
ursting of
progress,
caped my
0 a great
8. Heis
te.—R. B.

Gae down by Faile, and taste the ale,
And tak a look o’ Mysie;

She’s dour and din, a deil within,
But aiblins she may please ye.

obstinate dun (sallow)

perhaps

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.

Nl

inquire L8

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.

give  curtsy

There’s few sae bonnie, nane sae gude, none so good
In a’ King George’ dominion ;
If ye should doubt the truth o’ this—

It’'s Bessy’s ain opinion !’

AH, WOE IS ME, MY MOTHER DEAR.

The following verses were copied from the Glenriddell MSS. in the Athenmum Library, Liverpool,
and were contained in an account of these MSS., printed for private circulation in 1874. They were
first published among the poems in Paterson's edition of Burns (Edin. 1877). They were probably
written in 1778,

PARAPHRASE OF JEREMIAH X\'..lo.

Ah, woe is me, my mother dear!
A man of strife ye've born me:

For sair contention I maun bear; A must
They hate, revile, and scorn me. g

b, we find him

in the Hour
ire in Misery,
8." Who can
h tears indig-

hose insolent,
mily in tears;
unsubmitting

r——
4

LY
~

¥

1 The above satirical verses first appeared in Cham-
bers's edition of the poet's works in 1851, with the
editor's critical remark that they are strikingly inferior
to the young bard’saverage efforts ; “‘ yet, asexpressive
of a mood of his feelings regarding his fair neigh-

unworthy of preservgtion.” It is to be regretted
that Chambers does not inform us where he got
these verses, nor on what grounds he felt satisfied as
to their authorship.

bours in these days ? s}mphcity they appear not
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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, other This poem
The deil a ane wad trust me./ devil a ondou the editor do

Yet I, a coin-deniéd wight,
By Fortune quite discarded ;
Ye see how I am, day and night,
By lad and lass blackguarded.

SONG—MONTGOMERY’S PEGGY.!

“The following fragment is done,” writes Burns in his first Common-place Book, “something 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 been bred (though as the world says,
without any just pretence for it) in a style of life rather elegant; but, as Vanburgh says in one of
his comedies, ‘ My damned star found me out’ there too; for though I began the affair merely in
a gaieté de coeur, or, to tell the truth, which will scarcely be believed, a vanity of showing my parts
in courtship, particularly my abilities at a billet-doux, which T 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 grcaw&‘ 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; but 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 fine effect on the ear.” The date of composition is probably 1779,

TuNE—* Gala Water.

Altho’ my bed were in yon mu{l'.
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 ;
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.*
1 The Bennal
! Peggy was houseckeeper with Archibald Mont- | lady whom, from this circumstance, that worthy bolton parish, r
gomery, Esq., of Coilsfield, and Burns had met her | learned to admire, and afterwards married. Lochlea (the §
frequently at Tarbolton Mill. Besides they sat in the 2 Not well expressed. The meaning-is, *“ all of joy farmer, Ronald
same church, like the Laird of Dumbiedykes and the | it would give to me (wonld be) the sharing of it,” &c. siderable meay
‘ belles of the «
well educated.
Jean, but after
rejected as beh
to have had a 1
risk a refusal.
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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 ;
Jut ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Benuals,

They carry the gree frae them a’, man.

Their father’s a laird,* and weel he can spar’t,_

bear the palm from

proprietor

Braid money to tocher them a’, man; broad  portion
To proper young men he’ll clink in the hand
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man. gold

There’s ane they ca’ Jean, I'll warrant ye've seen  call

As bonnie a lass or as braw, man,

well-dressed

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 frien’, from
A hint o’ a rival or twa, man;

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad gang through the fire, woild go
If that wad entice her awa’, man.

The Laird o’ Braechead has 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.

twelvemonth

be stretched
-

Then Anna comes in, the pride o’ her kin,
The boast o’ our bachelors a’, man;

She’s sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, buxom
She steals our affections awa’, man,

If I should detail the pick and the wale choice
()’ lasses that live here awa’, man,

The fault wad be mine, if they didna shine
The sweetest and best o’ them a’, man

1 The Bennals is a farm in the west part of Tar- | for the wealthy and purse-proud Ronalds. In Novem-

holton 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
belles 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 being 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 |

her, 1780 (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.”

2 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, love dare not wel
My poverty keeps me in awe, man,

For making o’ rhymes, and working at times,
Does little or naething at a’, man.

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse, would not
Nor hae’t in her power to say na, man ; have it
For though I be poor, uunoticed, obscure,
My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man.

Though I canna ride in weel booted pride,
Aud flee o’er the hills like a eraw, man, fiy
I can haud up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed hold

Though fluttering ever sae braw, man. well-dressel

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best,
(7 pairs o’ guid breeks I hae twa, man,

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps,
And ne’er a wrang steek in them a’, man.

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new,
4 Twal’ hundred® as white as the snaw, man,
A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat,

There’s no mony poets sae braw, man. well-dressed

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 drants, dowered drawling 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;

P’ve little to spend, and naething to lend,
Bt deevil a shilling T awe, man.

clutching

* *
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/ SONG—ON CESSNOCK BANKS:?

TUNE—"' If he be a Butcher neat and trim.”

On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells,

Could I describe her shape and mien ;
Our lasses a’ she far excels,

An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een !

1 The technical name of a coarsish kind of linen,
woven with 1200 warp-threads: goarser, therefore,
than the “seventeen hunder” linen mentioned in
“Tam o' Shanter.”

2 There are two versions of this song in existence.
The one here given is that printed in Pickering’s
Aldine edition from the poet’'s own MS. The other

is that published by Cromek in 1508, and stated by
him to have been “recovered from the oral com-
munication of a lady in Glasgow, whom the bard,
early in life, dearly loved.” This lady (said to have
been the subject of the poem) was Ellison Beghie,
the daughter of a small farmer in Galston 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 Pheebus first is seen;

And dew-drops twinkle o’er the lawn ;
An’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

She’s stately like yon

youthful ash,

That grows the cowslip braes between,
And drinks the stream with vigour fresh;
A1’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

She’s spotless like the flow’ring thorn,

With flow’rs so white and leaves so green,
When purest in the dewy morn;

Ay’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Her looks are like the vernal May,
When ev’'ning Pheebus 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;

Ax’ 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 s¢ene,
Just opening on its thorny stem ;
Av’ she has twa sparkling roguish een.

Cessnock, 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 gvidently had a sincere respect. She
married somé years after, and went to Glasgow, but
nothing ig“known of her subsequent life. Several
letters to her from Burns 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 Burns,

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:

On Cessnock banks there lives a lass,

Could I describe her shape and mien ;
VOL. L

The graces of her weel-faur'd face“
And the glacin’ of her sparkliu‘ken !

The concluding line in each of the following

| stanzas runs :—

An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een.

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.

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 Pheebus 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 1pate sits nestling in the bush;
An’ she has twafsparkling 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
TuNE—** Laggan Burn.”

Here’s to thy health, my bonnie lass;
Guid night and joy be wi’ thee;
I'll come nae mair? to thy bower-door,
To tell thee that I lo’e thee. love
O dinna think, my pretty pink, do not
But J can live without thee:
I vow #nd swear I dinna care
How lang ye look about ye.

1 This has been often claiimed asan early production
of the poet, dating about 1780; later in life he is said
to have revised it, and in the fifth volume of Johnson's
Museum it appears as ‘‘ written for this work by
Robert Burns.” Weé think it advisable to note,
however, that the poet's sister, Mrs. Begg, states
that it is one of those familiar ditties which were fre-
quently sung at country firesides before her brother’s

lyrics became known, and its character is quite in
accordance with this statement. The concluding
four lines seem to have little connection with what
goes before, and might justify the suspicion that
more than one hand has been at the making of the
song.

2 Evidently “ no more ” would better suit the versi-
fication ; but this is the reading of the Museum.

Burns ha
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1'The heroine
banks " (see p. |
2 This tune is
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Thou’rt aye sae free informing me
Thou hast nae mind to marry;
I’ll be as free informing thee
Nae time hae I to'tarry.
I ken thy friends try ilka means,
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;
Sma’ siller will relieve me.

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 émployment.

little money

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.

TUNE—"“ The Braes o' Balquidder,”?

Burns had even thus early in his career (about 1780 or 1781), begun 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 belongs 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,
e \ An’ I'll kiss thee yet, yet,
My bonnie Peggy Alison.

o5,

\)/ i\k care and fear, when thoa art near, ° every
I ever mair defy them, O;
ter is quite in

be concliding Young kings upon their hansel throne newly attained
tion with what Are no sae blest as I am, O!

suspicion that I’ll kiss thee yet, &c.
making of the

love

+ suit the versi- 1 The heroine of this song was Ellison, or Alison Begbie, in whose praise was also composed ‘‘ On Cessnock
Museum banks ” (see p. 196). It is also supposed that she inspired the charming ‘“ Mary Morison.”
’ 2 This tune is now more popularly connected with “I'm o'er young to marry yet.”
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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! / such

« Ill kiss thee yet, &c.

And by thy een, sae bonnie blue,
I swear I’m thine for ever, O!

And on thy lips I seal my vow,
And break it shall I never, O.

I'll kiss thee yet, &c.

SONG—MARY M()RISON.‘l

TuNE—* Bide ye yet.’

\

In a letter to Thomson, the poet styles this, ‘‘one of my juvenile works,” and it is inferred from
a note of his brother Gilbert's that the heroine was Ellison Begbie. Bee note to preceding song.

O Mary, at thy window be,

~
.

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour! appointed
Those smiles and glances let me see,

That make the miser’s treasure poor !
How blythely wad I bide the stoure, dust

A weary slave frae sun to sun;
Could I the rich reward secure,

The lovely Mary Morison.

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.

140f all the productions of Burns the pathetic and
serions 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,'"—HAZLITT.

The tune to which Burns composed the song, as

intimated above, was “ Bide ye yet.” In Thomsons
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.

‘““There 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 this wretched state, the
recdTlection of whichi makes me yet shudder, I hung my harp on the willow trees, except in some
lucid intervals, in gde of which I composed the following."—BURNS'S COMMON-PLACE B0oOK, March,
1784. It was probably written about the same time as the next piece.

O Thou Great Being! what Thou art
Surpasses me-to kne

Yet sure Jim, that knolyn to Thee
Are all Thy works below,

Thy creature here before Thee stands,
All wretched and distrest;

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul
Obey Thy high behest. N

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
N v .
T'hen man my soul with firin resolves

To bear and not repine.

WINTER—A DIRGE!
“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 buried earth,—

which rilsés the mind to a serious suhlimitf'. favourable to every thing great and noble. There is
scarcely any earthly object gives me more—1I 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
high plantation, in a cloudy winter day, and hear a stormy wind howling among the trees and raving
over the plain. It is my best season for devotion: my mind is rapt up in a kind of enthusiasm to
Him, 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 about the end of 1781], I composed the
following song—tune, ‘ MacPherson's Farewell.'”

The wintry west extends his blast,
And hail 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.

11n 1787 the poet notes this as being the oldest of his then printed pieces.
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“The sweeping blast, the sky o’ercast,”*
The joyless winter-day,
Let others fear, to me more dear
Than 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 T want (O, do thou grant
This one request of mine!)

Since to enjoy thou dost deny,
Assist me to resign.

A PRAYER

IN 'mn\rnosrnm OF DEATH.

“This prayer was composed,” says Burns,\“ when fainting fits, and other alarming symptoms of
pleurisy, or some other dangerous disorder, irst put nature on the alarm.” It was, therefore,
probably written during his short and unfortunite séjourn at Irvine in 1781

O Thou unknown, Ahuighty Cause
Of all my hope and féur!

In whose dread presence, ére-an hour,
Perhaps I must appear ! \

If I have wander'd in those paths
Of life I ought to shun;

A’s something, loudly, in my breast,
Remonstrates T 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. This

the same
Where human weakness has come short,

Or frailty stept aside,
Do Thou, All-Good ! for such Thou art,
In shades of darkness hide.

Where withintention I have err'd,
No other plea I have, .
But, Thou art good; and goodness still iho st W8

Delighteth to forgive. plece was ap
who gave it s

1Dr. Young.—R. B, Edinburgh e
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STANZAS

ON THE SAME OCCASION,!

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, shduld 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 !

[f T 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 th’ allowed line ;

0, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine!

PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST PSALM.

This and the poetical version of the Ninetieth Psalm following were probably written about
the same period as 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 “ Stanzas " 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 his Common-place

Book it was entitled, * Misgivings in the Hour of
Despondency and Prospect of Death;” in the Stair
manuseript, into which he afterwards copied the
poem, he altered this to * Misgivings of Despondency
on the Approach of the Gloomy Monarch of theGrave."”
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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? that God the good adore
Hath giv’n them peace and rest, This song
But hath decreed that wicked men tunes to ‘”l“
sha ‘er , Common-pl
Shall ne’er be truly blest. about comp
tune proper
the verses I
went throug

N~
THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINETIETH
PSALM PARAPHRASED.
Probably, like the above, written in winter, 1781-82,

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 upliolds
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: 1The recurr(
Again Thou say’st, “ Ye sons of men, nate line is a ¢

Return ye into nought !” consider it om
v 2There can
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Thou layest 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 ahout 1781 or 1782, under the pressure of a heavy train of those misfor-
tunes to which the youth of Burns was subject. *‘'Twas at the same time,"” says he in the first
Common-place Book, referring to the close of one of these ““ dreadful periods,” as he calls them, I set
about 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 'tis 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 in last volume of this work.

O raging Fortune’s withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O!*
O raging Fortune’s withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O!

My stem was fair, my bud was green,
My blossom sweet did blow, O;
The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild,
And made my branches grow, O.

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.

TUNE—** Go from my window, Love, do."

The sun he is sunk in the west,
All creatures retiréd to rest,
While here I sit, all sore beset,
With sorrow, grief and woe:
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O!

1The recurrence of this O at the end of each alter- | Farmer” was the poet's father, whose unavailing
nate line is a decided blemish. Readers had better | struggles against misfortune were brought to a close
consider it omitted. in February, 1784.

2There can be little doubt that the “ Ruin®d
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The prosperous man is asleep,
Nor hears how the whirlwinds sweep ;
But ?’Iisery and I must watch
'he 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, fickle 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 wéuld they do?
And it’s O, fickle Fortune, O!\

O whither, O whither shall 1 turn,
All friendldss, forsaken, forlorn?
For in this world, rest and peace

I never more shall know !
And it's O, fickle Fortune, O!

SONG—MY FATHER WAS A FARMER.

TUNE—"The Weaver and his Shuttle, 0."” Y
U

“The following song,” says Burns, in the Common-place Book already referred to, “is a wild
rhapsody, miserably deficient in versification ; but as the sentiments are the genuine feelings of my “Come,
heart, for that reason I have a particular pleasure in conning it over.” It was written probably world \'

about 1781-82, regiment.

My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border, O, .t.}) |I.|T::k

And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O: when he ¢
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, O ;
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 untritd, 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\monarch 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 ¢an make it farther, O;

But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much regard her, O.

When sometimés 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 power 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—“T'LL GO AND BE A SODGER.

“is a wild
lings of my

n probably “Come, stubborn pride and unshrinking resolution, accompany me through this, to me, miserable

world. Your friendship I think I can count on though I should date my letters from a marching
regiment. I reckoned on a recruiting drum as my forlorn hope.”—BURNS T0 MIss CHALMERS, Jan.
22, 1788. Dr. Currie gives April, 1782, as the date of this impromptu. It is transcribed in the book
of blank paper, into which it was the poet’s expressed intention of entering farm memorandums
when he occupied Mossgiel farm in March, 1784.

O why the deuce should T repiue,

\_} 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’ meikle care, got  means
I held it weel thegither; together
But now it’s gane, and something mair— more

I’ll go and be a sodger.
This ballad

of June, 1785
pame, sung;
1st, 2d, and &

SONG—THE CURE FOR ALL CARE. . b0y o

e

TUNE—*Prepare, my dear brethren, to the tavern let's fly.”

These lines were probably written about 1782, some months after Burns had been passed and
raised as a freemason. He apparently modelled the song (such as it is) on a Bacchanalian ditty in
Yair's Charmer (1751), the concluding line of one of whose stanzas runs:

And a big-bellied bottle’s a mighty good thing.

No churchman am I for to rail and to write,
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight,
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;

I scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low;

But a club of good fellows, like those that are here,
And a'bottle 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 bottle still eases my care.

The wife of my bosom, alas! she did die;
For sweet consolation/to church I did fly;

I found that old Solgmon proved it fair,
That a big-belly’d boktle’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,”' 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 Mason 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,
anve a big-belly’d bottle when harass'd with care,
p 1Burns alws

1 Young's “ Night Thoughts.”"—R. B. has an antique
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JOHN BARLEYCORN.
A BALLAD,

This ballad, probably produced in 1782, was copied into the first Common-place Book, under date
of June, 1785, with the following incomplete note: “I once heard the old song, that goes by this
pame, sung; and being very fond of it, and remembering only two or three verses of 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 Ballads (1806) from his own recollection as
a boy.

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 and 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 and shrp,
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,

And cudgell’d him full sore;
They hung him up before the storm//

And turn’d him o’er and oer.
J

They filldd up a darksome pit /
With water to the brim, \

1Burns always gave this line with was. The was | many of his ‘-duo&uw:(cr the less characteristic and

has an antique ring with it which were has not; but less Scotch form. N,
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They heavéd in John Barleyeorn,
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
Né'er fail in old Scotland !!

THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR MAILIE,
THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE.
AN UNCO MOURNFU' TALE.

““He had, partly by way of frolic, bought a ewe and two lambs from a neighbour, and she was
tethered in a field adjoining the house at Lochlea. He and I were going out with our teams, and our
two younger brothers to drive for us at mid-day, when Hugh Wilson, a curious-looking awkward hoy,
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 was lying in the ditch. Robert was much tickled with Hughoc's
appearance and postures on the occasion. Poor Mailie was set to rights, and when we returned
from the plough in the evening, he repeated to me her ‘ Death and Dying Words," pretty much in
the way they now stand.” —GILBERT BURNS,

As Mailie, an’ her lambs thegither, together

Were ae day nibbling on the tether, me

Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, hoof  cast a loop
An’ ower she warsled in the ditch: strugzled

1 A neibor herd
1 The version copied into the Common-place Book | proved version, published in the first Edinburgh the familiar dim!

contains many unrhythmic lines; the author’s im- | edition of 1787, is what we have followed.
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There, groaning, dying, she did lie,
When Hughoc! he came doytin by.

Wi’ glowrin’ een, an’ lifted han’s,
«Poor Hughoc like a statue stan’s;
He saw her days were near-hand ended,
But, wae’s my heart! he could na mend it !
He gapéd wide, but naething spak !
At length Poor Mailie silence brak.

“0 thou, whase lamentable face
Appears to mourn my woefu’ case !
My dying words attentive hear,
An’ bear them to my master dear.

“Tell him, if €’er again he keep
As muckle gear as buy a sheep,
O, bid him never tie them mair
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'!

“Tell him, he was a master kin’,
An’ aye was 'guid to me and mine;
An’ now my dying charge I gie him,
My helpless lambs I trust them wi’ him.

“(), bid him save their harmless lives,
Frae dogs, an’ tods, an’ butchers’ knives!
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,
Till they be fit to fend themsel’:

An’ tent them duly, ¢’en an’ morn,
Wi’ teats o’ hay an’ ripps o’ corn.

“ An"may they never learn the gaets
Of ither vile wanrestfu’ pets!
To slink thro’ slaps, an’ reave an’ steal,
At stacks o’ pease, or stocks o’ kail.
So may they, like their great forbears,
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.

“My poor toop-lamb, my son an’ heir,
O, bid him breed him up wi’ care!
Av’, thc live to be a beast,

]
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rst Edinburgh 1 A neibor herd-callan [neighbour herd-boy] about three-fourths as wise as other folk.—R. B. Hughoc is
-y the familiar diminutive of Hugh.
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An’ warn him, what I winna name,
To stay content wi’ yowes at hame ;
An’ no to rin an’ wear his cloots,
Like ither menseless, graceless brutes.

“ An’ niest my yowie, silly thing,
Gude keep thee frae a tether string!
O, may thou ne’er forgather up
W1’ ony blastit, moorland toop;

But aye keep mind to moop an’ mell,
Wi’ sheep o’ credit like thysel!!

“ And now, my bairns, wi’ my last breath,

I lea’e my blessing wi’ you baith :
Avn’ when you think upo’ your Mither,
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,

Ax’, for thy pains, thou’se get my blether.”

This said, poor Mailie turn’d her head,

Ax’ clog’d her een amang the dead.

POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY.

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose,
Wi’ saut tears trickling down your nose,
Our bardie’s fate is at a close,
Past &’ 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.

Thro’ &’ 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 :

(12
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1“But a tend

"«he expiring animal's admonitions touching the | upon fancy, which he afterwards dug with a bolder
education of the ‘ poor toop-lamb her son and heir,” | hand in the ‘Twa Dogs,’ and perhaps to its utmost
and the ‘ yowie, silly thing," her daughter, are from | depth in his ‘Death and Dr. Hornbook.'"-J. G.
the same peculiar vein of sly homely wit, imbedded | LOCKHART.
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She was nae get o' runted rams,
Wi woo like goats and )
She was the flower o’ Fairlie lambs

Now Robin, greetin’, chows the hams
O Mailie dead.

POEMS AND SONGS.

A friend mair faithfu’ 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, lanely, keeps the spence
. Sin’ Mailie’s dead.

Or, if he wanders up the howe,
Her living image in her yowe,
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe,
For bits o’ bread ;
An’ down the briny pearls rowe
For Mailie dead.

She was nae get o’ moorland tips,

Wi’ tawted ket, an’ hairy hips;

For her forbears were brought in ships
Frae yont the Tweed:

A bonnier fleesh ne’er cross’d the clips
Than Mailie dead.'

Wae worth the man wha first did shape
That vile, ‘wanchancie thing—a rape!
It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape,

Wi chokin’ dread ;
An Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ crape,

For Mailie dead.

0, a’ ye bards on bonuie Doon !
An’ wha on Ayr your chanters tune!
Come, join the melancholious croon
O’ Robin's reed !
His heart will never get ahoon
His Mailie dead.?

comes forth here and therein evanescent and beautiful
i1l bred touches, as in his Address to the Mouse,
ike trams, cartshafts | ‘ Farmer's Mare,” or in his ‘Elegy on Poor Mailie,
which last may be reckoned his happiest effort of this
A famous breed ; kind. In these pieces there are traits of a humour
as fine as that of Sterne, yet altogether different, ori-
ginal, and peculiar—th¢ humour of Burns.

1 But a tenderer sportfulness dwells in him, and | CARLYLE.
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SONG—THE RIGS O BARLEY.
TUNE—" Corn Rigs are bonnie

In the copy of Johnson's Musewm annotated for Captain Riddell of Glenriddell Burns writes:
“ All the old words that ever I could meet with to this air were the following, which seems to have
been an old chorus :- oo
O corn rigs and fye rigs,
O corn rigs aré bonnie ;
And whene er you meet A\:IAIA,\ lass,
Preen up her cockernony.” |

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

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held away to Annie:

The time flew ln'\' wi tentless heed,
Till 'tween the late and early,

Wi’ sma’ persnasion, she agreed
To see me thro' the barley.

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs,
An’ corn rigs are bonnie :

I'll ne'er forget that happy night,
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie?

The sky was blue, the wind was still,
The moon was shining (']o‘;nll\ -

I set her down, wi’ right good will,
Amang the rigs o’ barley

[ ken't her heart was a’ my ain
I lov'd her most slll('t‘l(‘l.\J

l ki.“.nl hvl‘ oOwWre :lllt] owre § _.niln.
Amang therigs o' barley.

Corn rigs, &e.

I lock’d her in wy fond embrace ;
Her heart was beating rarely

My blessings on that happy place

Amang the rigs o' barley!

But by the moon and stars so bright,
That shone that hdur so clearly!
She aye shall bless that Il:l]-]') Inl'_'h'.

Amang the rigs o' barley.

«
“nlways

Corn rigs, &ec. 3§
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I ha’e been blythe wi’,comrades dear;
I ba'e been merry drinkin’;
I ha'e been Joyfu’ gatherin’ gear;
L ha'e been happy thinkin':
But a' the pleasures ¢'er 1 saw,
Tho' three times doubled fairly,
That happy night was worth them a’,
Amang the rigs o’ barley.

Corn rigs, &e.

SONG—PEGGY.!
TuxE—" I had a horse, I had nae mair.”

This poem Burns heads as *‘ Song, composed in August.” Johnson mistakenly states that it was

written for his Musical Musewm ; it appeared before the publication of that work, in the Kilmarnock
edition of the poems.

Now westlin winds and slanght'ring guns westerly
Bring autumn’s pleasant weather ;

And the mooreock springs, on whirring wings,  grouse
Amang the blooming heather;

Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,
Delights the weary farmer;

And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night
To muse upon my charmer.

The partridge loves the fruitful fells; upland fields
The plover loves the mountains;
The woodeock haunts the lnln'l_\' dells ;
The soaring hern the fountains
Thro lofty groves the cushat roves,
The path of man to shun it;
The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush
The spreading thorn the linnet.

Thus ev'ry kind thei pleasure find,
'l‘lu» savage i the te lull'l',

. -
Some social“)diu, and leagnes combine *

Some solitary wander:
Avaunt, away, the cruel sway!
’I‘_\l!lll‘l' m V.'~4,.‘||}|\,1."|;
The sportsman’s jov, the murd’ring cry,
The flutt’ving, gory pimion!
\
I The Pegey of this lvric was und tedl vt | was staying at Kirkoswald, and on an oceasion when
Thomson of Kirkoswald, the W m v | he hiad again come under the influence of the same
end by her fascinati tot wrmer, probably in 1788, See note to next song.

triginometriedl giadies. It appear ) ! A draft of a portion of the song was copled into the
written, however, subsequently to the t when e first Common-place Book.,
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But 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,
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;
P’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest,
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!

SONG—MY NANNIE, 0!
TuNE—* My Nannie, 0."

*‘ Shenstone observes finely that love verses writ without any passion are the most nauseous of
all coneeits ; and I have often thought that no man can be a proper critic of love composition, except
he himself, in one or more instances, have been a warm votary of this passion. As I have been all
along a miserable dupe to Love, and have been led into a thousand weaknesses and follies by it, for
that reason I put the more confidence in my critical skill in distinguishing FOPPERY and CONCEIT
from real PASSION and NATURE. Whether the following song will stand the test I will not pretend
to say, because it is MY OWN ; only I can say it was, at the time, REAL Burxs, Common-place
Book, April, 1784. The song was probably written about 1783, but was subsequently revised.

Behind yon hills, where Lugar? flows,

"Mang moors an’ mosses many, O,
The wintry sun the day has clos'd,
And I'll awa to Nannie, O,

The westlin wind blaws loud and shill ; western  shrill
The night's baith mirk an’ rainy, O; both dark

! The heroine of this song was, according to Gilbert, | the alteration in 1792, The Lugar is a tributary of
the poet’s brother, *“ a farmer’s daughter in Tarbolton | the Ayr, which it joins a little above old Barskinming
parish, named Fleming, to whom the poet paid some | bridge. Like its principal, it pursues its was for some
of that roving attention which he was continually 1 miles through a deep chasm in the red sandstone of
devoting to some one. Her charms were, i‘lnl-‘v-l‘ Nhydistrict. In theengraving given, the scene selected
medioere, and what she had were sexual, which ; 1% in the grounds connected with the mansion of Auch
indeed, was the characteristic of the greater part of | inleck, the seat of a family (Boswell) whose name has
his mistresses.” [ Letter to George Thomson, 3d June, | hecome familiar in our literature, The ruin near the
1819.]) It should be added, however, that Mrs. Begg, | centre of the picture is that of the ancient castle of
the poet's sister, gives the honour of having inspired | the Auchinlecks, and afterwards of the Boswells of
the song to Peggy Thomson, the Kirkoswald fillette, | Auchinleck, which Johnson describes in his Jowrney
on whom the preceding song was composed. to the Western Islands. The introduction by .the

2 In all editions of Burns's works up to and includ- | artist of the aged harper will be understood if the
ing that of 1704, Stinchar (or Stinsiar) stood in the | reader will refer to the poet's * Lament for James,
place of Lugar. The latter name was thought more | Earl of Glencairn,” and note the mention of ** Lugar's
euphonious, and Thomson says the author sanctioned | winding stream ” there.
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But I'll get my plaid, an’ out I'll steal,
An’ owre the hills to Naunnie, 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

would

heart is true,

She's spotless as she’s bonnie, O:
The op'ning gowan, wet wi’ dew,
Nae purer is than Nanuie, 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’ 's my penny-fee,
Au' I maun guide it cannie, O;
But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me,

wages
must use it carefully

world's wealth

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 hauds his pleugh,
An’ has nae care but Nannie, O.

Come weel, come woe, I care na by,

old farmer

\ kine

“helds
il

N\
\

do not card,

Ul tak’ what Heav'n will sen’ me, O;

Nae ither care in life have I,

other

But live, an’ love my Nannie, O.!

SONG—WHA IS THAT

N

AT MY BOWER DOOR??

TUuNE—** Lass, an' I come near thee."

“\lm is that at my bower door?
(O wha is it but Findlay.)

Then gae your gate,
(Indeed maun I, quo’ Findlay.)

11In the version of this natural and touching lyrie
which its author copied into his Common-place Book,
the following chorus appears :
And O my bonny Nannie O,
My young, my handsome Nannie O,
Tho' 1 had the world all at my will,
1 would give it all for Nannie O.

Subsequently his more matured taste suppressed it.

1This song was communicated by Burns to the
fourth volume of Johnson's Museum. Cromek says

'\1-"\ nae ]n; here! go your way, you shall not

must

Gilbert Burns told him that * this song was suggested
to his brother by the ‘Auld Man's Address to the
Widow' [*The Auld Man's Best Argument '] printed
in Ramsay's Tea-Table Miscellany, which the poet
first heard sung before he had seen that collection,
by Jean Wilson, a silly old widow woman, then living
at Tarbolton,remarkable for the simplicity and naiveté
of her character, and for singing old 8cots songs with
a peculiar energy and earnestness of manner.” We
may add that the resemblance between the two songs

is of the very slightest character.
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What mak ye, sae like a thief!
(O come and 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 waukin’ wi’ your din.
(Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

In my bower if yg¢ should stay-—
(Let me stdy, quo’ Findlay.)

I fear ye'll bide till break o’ day.
(Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

Here this night, if ye remain,
(Il remain, quo’ Findlay.)

I dread ye'll learn the gate again.
(Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.)

What may pass 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.!
TUNE—* Green grow the rashes
“1 entire
Sentiments.
ordinary pi
of which wi
able and wi

sense of ou

17838,

In the first Common-place Book after two paragraphs of not very profound moralizing, in which
mankind generally are divided into two classes, the GRAVE and the MERRY, the poet winds up: * The
foregoing was to have been an elaborate dissertation on the various species of men, but as I cannot
please myself on the arrangement of my ideas on the subject, T must wait till further experience
and nicer observations throw more light on the subject. In the meantime I shall set down the
following fragment, which as it is the genuine language of my heart, will enable anybody to deter
mine which of the classes I belong to.” The date of its entry in the Common-place Book is Aug
1784, but it was said to have been written before this, when Burns was at Lochlea. The last stanza
was added at a later period.

Green grow the rashes, O! rushes
Green grow the rashes, O!

The sweetest honrs that ¢’er I spend,
Are spent amang the lasses, O,

There’s nought but eare on ev'ry han’,
In ev'ry hour that passes, O:
What signdfies the life o' man,
An 'twere na for the lasses, O
Green grow, &e. ! The conceit
by several editc
1 This light-hearted effusion was modelled on a | and there a freedom of touch indicating the hand of ealled Cupid's
spirited old song bearing the same title and having | a master: Since wé were
a similar chorus. It was a great favourite of our w ) irink . admire yon as the
ancestors, and the air belonging to it s, according \""r\ :'L\‘L:ﬂlnl":“ “Ll Man was made wl
eren ( drinki ;
to Robert Chambers, “one of the oldest which have The parson kiss'd the fiddler's wife, when she was a ¢
been handed down to us.” The old song contains here An' he conld na preach for thinking o't In all likeliho
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The war'ly race may riches chase, worldly
An’ riches still may fly them, O;
“ An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast,
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O.

Green grow, &e.

But gie me a canny hour at ¢'en, quiet
My arms about my dearie, O ;
An’ war'ly cares, and war’ly men,
May a’ gae tapsalteerie, O! topsy-turvy
Green grow, &e.

For you sae douce, ye sneer at this, grave
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O :
The wisest man the warl’ e'er saw, world
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O.
Green grow, &e,

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, O:
Her "prentice han’ she tried on man,
An’ then she made the lasses, O.'
Green grow, &e.

REMORSE—~A FRAGMENT.?

“1 entirely agree with that judicious philosopher Mr. Smith, in his excellent Theory of Moral
Sentiments, that Remorse is the most painful sentiment that can embitter the human bosom. Any
ordinary pitch of fortitude may bear up tolerably well, under those calamities in the procurement
experience of which we ourselves have had no hand ; but when our own follies or erimes have made us miser-
| down the able and wretched, to bear it up with manly firmness, and at the same time have a proper penitential
Iy to deter sense of our misconduct—this is a glorious effort of self-command.”—~CoOMMON-PLACE BOOK, Sept.
wk Is Aug 1783,

g, in which
Is up: “The

as 1 cannot

last stanza 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'ry other circuamstance, 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 worger far, the pangs of keen Remorse,
The torturing, gnawing conscionsness of guilt—
! The eonceit contained in this verse (as pointed out | an extract including those lines was introduced into
by several editors) is found thus expressed in acomedy | a work entitled The British Muse, a Collection of
ing the hand of ealled Cupid's Whirligig, published in 1607 : Thowghts, by Thomas Hayward, 4 vols. Lond, 173¢
Since wd weve made before you, should we not Jove and which had a pretty wide circylation in his time,

admire you as the last, and, therefore, perfect work of Nature? 2 The present plece was mq»[ml into the poet's first
Man was made when nature was but an apprentice, but woman | Common-place Book under/ date September, 1788,
ife, when she was  skilful mistress of her art | The lines are probably a lamaptation over his follies

\

nking o't In all likelihood Burns never saw this drama, but ' and dissipations at Irvine,
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Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involved others,
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd us;
Nay more, that very love the éude of ruin!

O burning hell! in all thy store 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 erime

Can reason down its agonising throbs;

And, after proper purpose 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 lines are engraved on the humble headstone in Alloway Kirkyard, over the grave of William
Burness, the poet’s father, who died at Lochlea, 13th February, 1784. The epitaph received carcful
elaboration at the Land of Burns. The first line, so bappily expressed, was preceded by at least two
readings, found in the poet’s handwriting :

O ye who sympathize w‘ﬂh virtue's pains
for which the writer himself suggested the substitution of

O ye whose hearts deceasid merit pains

cach of which is conspicuously inferior to the line as we have it.

O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stains,
Draw near with pious rev'rence and attend!
Here lie the lov illg husband’s dear remains,
The tender father, and the gen'rous friend ;
The pitying heart that felt for human woe;
The dauntless heart that fear'd no human pride ;
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe;
“ For ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's side.

EPITAPH-—ON A FRIEND.

An honest man here lies at rest,

As ¢'er God with his image blest ;

The friend of man, the friend c‘tn.lh;
The friend of age, and guide of youth

Few hearts like his with virtue warm'd, I Not a Mauel
Hamilton, as

Few heads with knowledge =o inform’d e of tnesh
If there's another world, he lives in bliss; Hood, by trade 1

fWhen Dr. Bl
“Burns's politi
written probabl
in the Edinburg
Earl of Glencair

If there is none, he made the best of this.*

1 Goldsmith. | my father’s friend, William Muir in Tarbolton Mill
2 In Burns's original Common-place Book the above | This is the * Willie " of “* Willlie's Mill " in * Death and
is headed thus:—* Epitaph on my own friend, and | Dr. Hornbook.”
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EPITAPH—ON A CELEBRATED RULING

Here souter Hood in death does sleep;
To h—1ll, if he’s gane thither,

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep,
He'll haud it weel thegither.

BALLAD ON THE AMERICAN WAR.

A FRAGMENT.?
TUNE ' Killiecrankie.

When Guilford good our pilot stood,
And did our hellim thraw, man,

Ae night, at tea, began a plea,
Within Ameriea, man :

Then up they gat the maskin’-pat,
And in the sea did jaw, man ;

An’ did nae less, in full congress,
Than quite refuse our law, man.

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes,

I wat he was nae slaw, man ;
Down Lowrie’s burn® he took a turn,
And Carleton did ea’, man :
But yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec,
Montgomery-like did fa’, man,
Wi’ sword in hand, before his band,
Amang his en'mies a’, man.

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage
Was kept at Boston ha’, man;

Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe
"‘“r "'Iil-'“ll'llllli:l. man: ‘

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin
Guid Christian blood to draw, man;

But at New-York, wi’ knife an’ fork,
Pir-loin he hackid sma’, man.

Burgayne gaed up, like spur an” whip,
Till Fraser brave did fa', man ;
Then 18t his way, ae misty day,

In Saratoga shaw, man.

ELDER.!

money

hold it well together

helm turn

one quarrel

got tea-pot

dash

not slow

drive
nevertheless

fall

hall
knoll

went

wood

I Not a Mauchline elder, and persecutor of Gavin
Hamilton, as has been supposed, but a Tarbolton
eider, of most penurious habits, named William
Hood, by trade a “souter " or shoemaker.

* When Dr. Blair read this ballad he remarked that
“Burns’s politics smelt of the smithy. It was
written probably early in 1784, but first published
in the Edinburgh edition of 17587, and only after the
Earl of Glencairn, and the Hon. Henry Erskine, then

wholton Mill
in * Death and

Dean of Faculty, had given their approval. The letter
written by Burns to Erskine in this connection was
first printed in the Ayr Observer, October, 1846,  The
personal and historical allusions are familiar to all
who have studied the history of that interesting
period, with its galaxy of great statesmen and orators,
and its struggles pregnant with such mighty and un-
foreseen issues

3 The burn, i.c. river of Lawrence, the St. Lawrence.




1 Buckskins, a term applied to the American troops
during the Revolutionary war,

POEMS AND SONGS.

Cornwallis fought as long ’s he dought,
An’ did the Buckskins! claw, man;

But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save,
He hung it to the wa’, man.

Then Montague, an’ Guilford too,
Began to fear a fa’, man;
And Sackville doure, wha stood the stoure,
The German chief to thraw, man :
For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk,
Nae mercy had at &', man;
And Charlie Fox threw by the box,
An’ lows'd his tinkler jaw,® man.

Then Rockingham took up the game
Till death did on him ea’, man;

When Shelburne meek held up his cheek
Conform to gospel law, man ;

Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarring noise,
They did his measures thraw, mai,

For North an’ Fox united stocks,
An’ hore him to the wa’, man.

Then clubs an’ hearts were Charlie’s cartes,
He swept the stakes awa’, man,

Till the diamond’s ace, of Indian race,
Led him a sair faur pas, man;

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads,
On Chatham’s boy did ex’; man ;

An’ Scotland drewgligr pipe an’ blew,
“Up, Willie, wall¥ them &, man!”

Behind the throne then Grenville's gone,
A secret word or twa’, man ;

While slee Dundas arous'd the class
Be-north the Roman wa’, man :

An’ Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graith,
(Inspiréd bardies saw, man)

Wi kindling eves cried, “ Willie, rise!
Would I ha'e fear'd them a’, man?”

But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co.,
Gowff’d 'Willie like a ba’, man,

Till Southrons raise, and coost their claise
Behind him in a raw, man;

An’ Caledon threw ||)' the drone,
An’ did her whittle draw, man ;

An’ swoor fu’ rude, thro’ dirt an’ blood
To make it guid in law, man.

» * * - - . -

| 2 Unloosed his tinker tongue, i.e. indulged in the
coarse raillery characteristic of a tinker.
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SONG—THE RANTING DOG THE DADDIE O'T.
TUNE—** East nook o Fife.” \

We have the poet’s own authority for asserting that these verses were sent to a *“ young girl, a
p;niculﬂl' acquaintance of lyjs, at that time under a cloud.” This is supposed to be the affair alluded
to in his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore (1787) as occurring shortly after he put his hand to
the plough, on his return from Irvine. 1f so the song was probably written some little time before

R pi'*‘g‘- the “ young girl * being the mother of his own child.
dust (of battle)

" © wha my babie clouts will buy?
O wha will tent me when I cry!?

Wha will kiss me where I lie?
The rantin’ dog the daddie o't.

attend to

frolicsome

O wha will own he did the fau't?
O wha will buy my groanin’-maut ! lying-in ale
O wha will tell me how to ea’t? eall it

The rantin’ dog the daddie o't.

When I mount the 1'|'!‘(‘|Ii0'—('|l.’lil'. stool of repentance in church
Wha will sit beside me there? *~ t
Gie me Rob, I'll seek nae mair,

The rantin’ dog the daddie o't.

Wha will erack to me my lane? chat  when alone
Wha can mak’ me fidgin’ fain? keenly fond
Wha will kiss'me o’er again?

The rantin’ dog the daddie o't.

THE POETS WELCOME TO HIS ILLEGITIMATE CHILD.

“The first instance that entitled him to the venerable appellation of father.”—R. BB

Thou’s weleome, wean! mishanter fa’ me, child misadventure befill
If onght of thee, or of thy mammy,
Shall ever danton me, or awe me, datnt

My sweet wee lady,
Or if T blush when thou shalt e’ me call

Tit-ta or daddy.
Wee image of my bonny Betty,
I fatherly will kiss and daut thee, fondle
As dear and near my heart I set thee
ot clothes Wi’ as guid will,

As o' the priests had seen me get thee,
That’s out o' h-1l.
\

ked about

1 The subject of this not very decorous “ Welcome” | ““ Dec. 8. Elizabeth Burns, wife of Mr. John Bishop,
was the poet's illegitimate child Elizabeth (daughter | overseerat Polkemmet, and daughter of the celebrated
of Elizabeth Paton), the *“sonsie, smirking, dear- | Robert Burns, and the subject of some of his most
bought Bess " of the “ Inventory,” who grew towoman- | beautiful lines.” She was born in Nov, 1784, The
hood in Gilbert Burns's household, was mafried, and | most complete text of this piece is in Paterson’s Edin

indulged in the had a family. Among the obituary notices in the | burgh edition of Burns (edited by W. Scott Douglas),
cer. Scots Magazine for January, 1517, is the following : | which also gives certain textual variations.
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What tho’ they ca’ me fornicator,

And tease my name in kintra clatter:

The mair they talk I'm kent the better,
E'en let them c¢lash ;

An auld wife's tongue’s a feckless matter
To gie ane fash,

* * * - *

Tho' 1 should be the waur |n'-lt'.’u|.
Thou’s be as braw and bienly elad,
And thy young years as nicely bred
Wi mlll":\llwll,
As ony brat o' wedlock’s bed
In &’ thy station.

And if thou be what I wad hae thee,
And tak’ the counsel 1 shall gie thee,
A lovin' father I'll be to thee, »
If thou be spar'd :
Thro’ &’ thy childish years I'll ee thee,
And think't weel war'd.

Gude grant that thou may aye inherit

Thy mither's person, grace, and merit,

And thy poor worthless daddy’s spirit,
Without his failins,

Twill please me mair to see theedieir it,
Than stockit mailins,

EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE!
[OF ADAMMILL, NEAK TARBOLTON)

\ ENCLOSING SOME POEMS

)

‘M vough, rude, ready-witted Rankine,

The wale o' cocks for fun and drinkin'!

'l‘llc re's mony ‘_"-A”_\' folks are thinkin'

Your dreams* an’ tricks

Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin’,

Stranght to auld Nick’s

[17s4.
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John Rankine, farmer at Adamhill, two miles | ) t. What the phems were that Burns sent him

west of Lochlea, was a prince of hoon companion do not know

and an inveterate wag ; consequently he was just the

man to attract Burns, and. the two heeame great | a nolse in the country -shde

A certain humorous dream of his was then maki

B, When Rankine

friends. He was no favourite with the aunts,” and | wished to administer a rebuke to some consequentinl

the feeling was reciprocated, He enterfained a rigid | person or persons he was wont to’do so under tl

professor of religion to a Jorum of toddy, and as the | guise of a dream in which they figured or were in son
hot-water kettle contained only bolldd whisky, the | way con®érned, and several of these are still current

more the good man took the more hopelessly drunk | and repeated
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Ye hae sae monie eracks and cants, tales and tricks

ry gossip And in your wicked drucken rants, drunken frolies
known Ye mak' a devil o’ the saunts, siints

! Au’ till them fou; tipsy
8 And then their fuilings, flaws, an’ wants,
one trouble Are a' seen thro',
N Hypoerisy, in mercy spare it!
» That holy robe, O dinua tear it! do not
.\'li.llt"l for their sakes wha aften wear i,

The lads in black !
But your curst wit, when it comes near it

warmly

Rives't afl their back

Ihink, wicked sinner, wha _\4"I<‘ H)\.‘H”I“l'_', harming

s It's just the Blue-gown badge and elaithing’ clothing
[} Wve

O saunts; tak’ that, ye lea'e them naething
To ken them |:.\', know
Frae ony unregenerate heathen from

Like you or 1.2

I've sent you here sonie rhyming ware,
A’ that T bavgain'd for an’ mair;
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare,
I will expect
Yon sang,” ye'll sen't wi’ cannie care, thoughtful

\Il'l ho Iu":|-~ %

Tho' faith, sma’ heart hae 1 to sing!

My muse dow searveely spread her wing ! "
I've play'd mysel’ a bonnie spring, tune
An' danc'd my fill!
I'd better gane an’ sait'd the King, gone and served

At Bunker's Hill

1 The BWlue-gown belonged to a privileged order of | eharacter of a beggar,  Thus in his ** Epistle to Davie
Scottish mendicants now extinet,  They derived theh after a reflection on the ineguality with which the
name from the colour of the habit which they wor gifts of fortune are shared, snd a boast of thelr power
and with which they were wont to be supplied at th to earn by labour their dally bread, he remarks
expense of royalty, in conformity, it is sakd, with an
ordinance of the Catholic Church, On the annnal
return of the royal hirth-day each bedesman reecived
in addition to the cloak.or gown of light blue coar At o later perbod of his life Burns had not got

badg  and a leathern purse, containi \ dtogether quit of such darkening anticipations, In

wany shillin Seots (penni terling) ns th hi Dedication to Gavin Hamilton, " after hoasting
#ht elgn wis years old The bhaly onferred on then { the independence which his ability to plough

L} neral privilege of wandering over Seotland, I onfdyred, and his consegquent wihit of necessity for
Burns sent hi pursult of their calling, in despite of all laws against ringing to the great for the means of subsistence, |

mendi ity Every reader will at onee recall to nined Lys
s then maki

ws a favourable specimen of the class, the Edie Ochil And wh
When Rand

n | downa yok nale
tree of Scott In his introduction to the Ant "y Then, Lond thaukit, | can beg!
¢ CONReGIeL Sir Walter gives an interesting account of the bin
o 8o under the gowns ak & whole, with aneedotes of one or two i This gross solecism ingrammar (Scotch or English),
or were in sonw tingnished members of the teik Burn ems to | though necessary to the rhyme, grates sadly on the
are still current have looked forward, with a gloomy and almost mis car

anthropie fecling, to closing his own career i th A song he had promised the author, R, B
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"T'was ae night lately in my fun, ougs

I gaed a roving wi’ the gun, went

An’ brought a paitrick to the gran’, partridge ground

i A Dbonnie hen, The fir

:\lld, as the twilight was begun, '"'“r:;"';
*Thought nane wad ken. :;:,rmi.:,
The poor wee thing was little hurt ;
I straikit it a wee for sport, stroked
Ne'er thinkin’ they wad fash me for't;, troublo

But, deil-ma-care !
Somebody tells the poacher-court

The hale affair.

Some auld us'd hands had ta’en a note,
That sic a hen had got a shot ;
I was suspected for the plot;

I scorn'd to lie;
So gat the whissle 0" my groat,

took the consequences

An’ pay't the fee,

But, by my gun, o’ guns the wale, choico
An' by my pouther an’ my hail, powder
An’ by my hen, an’ by her tail,

I vow an’' swear!
The game shall pay o'er moor an’ dale,

For this, niest year next

As soon’s the clockin-time is by, brooding-time
An' the wee paouts begun to ory, poults
L—d, I'se hae sportin’ by an’ by

For my gowd guinea: gold
Tho’ I should herd the Buckskin kye' Kine

For't in \‘il'_{llli.‘l.

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame! in truth
"T'was neither broken wing nor limh,
But twa-three -|.||'~ .IINPI.II the wame belly

Nearce thro' the feathers ; The mati

An’ baith a yellow Georgh to claim, both  guinea Iwlles ” of M
. An’ thole tl bletl | Miller was 1

An thole thewr blethers suffer their idle talk s triend of |

a Mr. Finla

It pits me aye as mad’s a hare; (where he wi

So I can rhyme nop write nae mair ; of gauging

But pennyworths again i fair, t ¢ at Greenock
’ Candlish, an

When time's ex bo addresses

Meanwhile T am, respected Sir, Student I
Y our most obedient “My ever de

his union wi

o nt s
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SONG—0 LEAVE NOVELS.
TUNE—* Mauchline Belles.'
idge ground

The first and third stanzas of this song seem to have been improvised during one of his light
hearted moods, about the date of the occupation of Mossgiel farm, March, 1754,
fourth stanzas were added for the sixth volume of Johnson's Musewn. —Mauchline is a small town
about a mile from the farm

The second and

O leave nu\'\"li, Yye Mauchline lwlh\,
Ye're safer at your spinning-wheel ;

Such witching books are baited hooks,
For rakish rooks like Rob Mlmﬂ:i('l.

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons,
They make your youthful fancies reel ;

They heat your brains, and five your veins,
And then you're prey for Rob Mossgiel.

Beware a tongne that's smoothly hung,
A heart that warmly seems to feel;
That feeling heart but acts a part,
"T'is vakish art in Rob Mossgiel

1 CONSOG ey

The frank address, the soft caress,
Are worse than Iu-unln-ll darts of steel,
The frank address, and politesse,

Are all finesse in Rob Mossgiel.

ing-time

SONG-—THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE!

Tuxe Bonnie Dundee,” 3

f
In Manchline there dwells six proper young belles,
The pride of the place and its veighbourhood o’

Their earviage and dress, a stranger would guess,

In Lon'on or Parvis they'd gotten it o’

Ihe matrimonial fates of the “ six proper young | of 8

otland,  Miss Betty (Miller), sister of the first
guinea wlles  of Manchline, were as follows :— Miss (Hele

wintioned belle, was ms I to a My, Templeton
Miller was marr to Dr. Mackenzie of Mauchlin aned died early in Nt I Morton bestowed her

thelr ile talk s friend of Bumss,  Miss Markland was married to | beauty (of which she is said to have had

a Mr. Finlay, an officer of exciss first at Tarbolto able » nounting to five or six

(where he was appointed to teach Burns the mysterd handred pow enti r her owt

of ganging and excise book keeping) and afterward '« M

at Greenock,  Miss Smith was married to My

a consider

trol) on
Joean
g

f the

James
Candlish, an early friend &f the poet's, and to whon
he addresses a letter in March 1787, bearing the style
Student in Physie, Glasgow Colley il «
My everdear, old acquaintance Mr.Ca
his union with the witty Miss Smit)
s S hda ndd pointiment as a teacher in eo
had thoughts University, and died in 1xx
to use his dwn a family, the youngest of w

er by this thime of the founders and great le;
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Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland’s divine,
Miss Smith she has wit, and 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 ~* I had a horse, I had nae mair." !

L

This fragment is entered in the Common-place Book under date August, 1784. The “ Mauchline
lady " is doubtless Jean Armour,

When first T came to Stewart Kyle,?
My mind it was nn steady ;

Where'er 1 gaed, where'er | rade, rode
A mistress still 1 had aye:

But when 1 eame roun’ by Mauchline town,
Not dreadin’ any |v|n-|)"

My heart was canght before T thought,
And by a Mauchline lady.,

EPITAPH -ON A NOISY POLEMIC,

ames Humphrey, a jobbing mason, a village oracle in matters of doetrine, was the subject of this
rather weak effusion,  He survived il 1544, havivg reached the age of 86, In his latter days he

was the recipient of many an slos-gift, through stating with pride that he was Burns’s ** bleth'ring
biteh

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes these stones
O Death, 1its my opinion,

Thon ne'er took such a bleth'ring b-teh babbling
Into thy dark dominion!

EPITAPH -~ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE
As father Adam first was fool'd,
A case that's still too common

Here lies a man a woman rul'd,

The devil ral'd the woman,

EPIGRAM —ON THE SAID OCCASION,

O death, hadst thon Tmt spared his life
Whom we, this day, lnment!

We freely wad exchang'd the wife, would (have)
And " been weel content

1 This Is_the title of dn old song of which Burns's *Stewart Kyle is that part of Kyle lying between
words are in some measure a parody the rivers Irvine and Ayr.
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Ev'n as he is, cauld in his graff, grave
The swap we yet will do't : exchiunge

Tak thou the carlin’s carcase off, scolding old woman
Thou'se get the saul o’ boot, to boot

B, ANOTHER.,.

\

“ Mauchline This apd the two immediately preceding epigrams were aimed at Campbell of Netherplace, Mauch-
line, and his wife, They were published in the first edition of Burns's poems, but were withdrawn
from subsequent ones, They can pain no one now, and are here given as curiositi€s, though their
merit is not great,

One Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell,

“'Ilt'll 4|\'||l'i\'1'l| l-f |||'l‘ IIIN‘»:IIHI nln‘ lu\(\‘ll =0 \\'Q'“.

In respect for the love and affection he'd show'd her

She reduc’d him to <l||.~’l( and shg-drank ofl the powder.

L V4 N

" rode

N V4 N\
But Queen Nether |-|:u'v,>rf a“different co
When call'd on to order the fun’ral directjon,

Would have eat her dead lord, on a slendbr pretence,

Not to show her respect, but--to save tlfe expense,

e b ON TAM THE CHAPMAN.!
§ Y bleth'ring
As Tam the Chapman on a day
10 stones Wi’ Death forgather'd by the way,
Weel pleas’d, he greets a wight sae famous,
bling And Death was nae less pleas’d wi’ Thomas,
Wha 4"“"'lf||“.\ l.l)‘a down the |l.‘t~'l\.
And there blaws up a hearty crack : conversation
His social, flivlnll}', honest heart
Sae tickled Death, (lln'.\' couldna |'.lll
Sae, after viewing knives and garters,

\

Death takes him hame to gie him quarters,

EPIGRAMMATIC LINES TO J, RANKINE.

Ae day, as Death, that gruesome carl, one

Was driving to the tither warl’ Sther workl

A mixtie-maxtie motley squad, miscelkineous

And mony a guilt-bespotted lad ;

Black gowns of each denomination,
il (have) ' And thieves of every rank and station,

| These verses, singularly enough, were first given | London, He was named Thomas Kennedy, an early

to the world by William Cobhett in his Magazine, | friend of the poet's, and, at the time the epitaph was
Cobbett bocdme acquainted with the subiject of them | written, a traveller for a mercantile house, heuce the

when the latter was in his old days and resident in j‘ appellation of ** chagarian,
VoL, |

e lying between
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From him that wears the star and garter,

To him that wintles in a halter: wriggles
Asham’d himself to see the wretches,

He mutters, glow’rin’ at the bitches, staring
“By G-d, I'll not be seen behint them,

Nor 'mang the sp’ritual core present them, corps
Without at least ae honest man, one
To grace this d d infernal clan.”

By Adambill a glance he threw,

* L—d G-d!” quoth he, “1 have it now,

There’s just the man I want, i’ faith,”

And quickly stoppit Rankine's breath.

LINES TO JOHN RANKINE!
WRITTEN WITH THE SUPPOSED VIEW OF BEING FORWARDED AFTER THE POET'S DEATH,
He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dead,
And a green grassy hillock hides his head ;
Alas! alas! an awful change indeed.

MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN.?

A DIRGE,

There is an old poem, called * The Life and Age of Man " of which Burns, in a let'er to Mrs, Dunlop
says, T had an old grand-uncle with whom my mother lived a while in her girlish years: the good old
man, for such he was, was long blind before he died, during which time his highest enjoyment was
to sit down and cry, while my mother would sing the simple old song of the * Life and Age of Man
This poem was evidently running’in Burns's recollection when he wrote “ Man was made to Mourn
It opens thus:

Upon the sixteen hunder year
Of God and fifty three,
Frae Christ was born, that bought us dear
As writings testifie |
On January the sixteenth day,
As 1 did lie alone,
With many a sigh and sob did say,
AR Man is made to Mian

When chill November's surly blast
Made fields and forests bare!

One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth
Along the banks of Ayr,

I spied a iwp, whose aged step
Seem'd weary, worn with care;

His face was furrow’d o'er with years,
And hoary was his hair.,

1 In reference to the subject of these and the pre- | date of August, 1785, It is there called a “Song

ceding lines see “ Epistle to John Rankine,” p. 220, | (T'wne—Peggy Bawn).” It is almost needless to say ! In the po

? The above dirge Is entered into the poet’s first | that the poem Is now never (if it ever was) sung to

o
Common-place Book (April 17838—0Oct. 1785) under | this or to any other tune s
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Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou!”
Began the reverend sage;
“ Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain,
Or youthful pleasure’s rage !
Or haply, 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 yon moors,!
Out-spreading far and wide,
Where hundreds labour to support
A haughty lordling’s pride:*
I've seen yon weary winter sun l
Twice forty times return; |
And ev'ry time has added proofs, |
That man was made to mourn.

“0O man ! while in thy early years,
How prodigal of time!

Misspending all thy precious hours,
Thy glorious youthful prime !

Alternate follies take the sway ;
Licentious passions burn;

Which tenfold foree gives nature’s law,

That man was made to mourn,

“Look not alone on youthful prime,
Or manhood’s active might ;
Man then is useful to his kind,
Supported is his right :
But see him on the edge of life,
With cares and sorrows worn,

Then age and want—Oh! ill-mateh’'d pair
Show man was made to mourn,

“ A few seem favourites of fate,

In pleasure’s? lap caress'd ;
Yet, think not all the rich and great
Are likewise ll'lll_\' blest,
But, oh! what crowds in ev'ry land,
All wretched and forlorn ;*
Thro' weary life this lesson learn,
That man was made to mourn,

“ Many and sharp the num’rous ills®
Inwoven with our frame!

' In the poet’'s Common-place Pook the following variations occur ;-

1% Yon sun that hangs o'er Carvick moors.” N
2% The londly Cassilis’ pride
3 Fortune s

4 To wants and sorrows born.”
5% Many the ills that Nature's hand I
Has woven,” &e. ]
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More pointed still we make ourselves
Regret, remorse, and shame !
And man, whose heaven-erected face “
I'he smiles of love adorn, Sween
Man’s inhumanity to man mysel

Makes countless thousands mourn ! il W

thoug
“See yonder poor o'erlaboured wight, :"f":ll;l'
So abject, mean, and vile,
Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leave to toil ;
And see his lordly fellow-worm?
The poor petition spurn,
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife
And helpless offspring mourn,

“If I'm design’d yon lordling’s slave,—

By nature’s law? designed,

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

If not, why am I subject to
His eruelty and scorn !

Or why has man the will and power
To make his fellow mourn!

“Yet, let not this too much, my son,
¥ Disturb thy youthful breast :
s partial view of human kind
Is surely not the last!
The poor, lv|»|»l'c-~~f"|. honest man,
Had never, sure, been born,
Had there not been some recompense

To comfort those that mourn! LAt the |

posed - pro

“0 death! the poor man's dearest friend, words of B
country ha

The kindest and the best !
s - then carrie
Welcome the honr my N;,:!'!l limbs fuith and w
Are laid with thee at rest! wnd New |
" fro s oo
I'he great, the wealthy, fear thy blow, rom hi
- v v u promine
From pomp and pleasure torn ; certaln sin

But, oh ! a blest relief to those drawn upao

l“t wenry-lagle ) Winsster M

n, mourn '
' party, and
Lo Several of the poems were produced for the pur ‘ 0o Man was made to Mourn,” whatever X divine, atta

siarting u
be the casual idea that set the poet to work, it is In A partisan t

pose of bringing forward some favourite sentiment of
too evident that he wrote from the habitual foeliy

the author.  He used to remark to me, that he could
not concelve a more mortifying pleture of human 1ife | of his own bosom.  The indignation with which e Ricearton,
than & man seeking work, In casting about in his | through life contemplated the ineguality of human Church, Kil
mind how the sentiment might be brought forward, | condition, and particularly - and who shall say with Ol Light. a
the elegy, * Man was made to Mourn,” was composed absolute injustice? the contrast between his own the exercise
Giunent Brnss worldly clreumstances and intellectual rank, was never already dis
Hand,” for “law,” Is the reading given in the | more bitterly nor more Joftily expressed than in s allowed to |
poet’s Common-place Book of these stanzas J. G, LCcKnAnRt ever, differ

\ personal
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THE TWA HERDS, or THE HOLY TUILZIE.!

“The first of my poetic offspring that saw the light was a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel be

tween two reverend Calvinists, both of them dramatis persone in my ‘ Holy Fair.

I had a notion

myself that the plece had some merit; but to prevent the worst 1 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 1
thought it pretty clever. With a certain description of the clergy, as well as laity it met with a roar

of applause.

BURNS'S AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL LETTER TO DR, MOORE,

The title, it may he as well to

remark, means * The two shepherds, or the holy brawl,

Blockheads, with reason, wicked wits abhor,
But fool with fool is barbarous civil war. —Pore

O a’ ye pious godly flocks,
Weel fed on pastures orthodox,

Wha now will km-ll you frae the fox, from
: Or worrying tykes, dogs
Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks, tend  old owes

The twa hest herds in &’ the wast,

That ¢'er g

About the dykes!? built fences

shephornls

e guspw| horn a blast gave

These five and twenty simmers past,

Hae had a bitter black out-cast

O Moodie, man, and wordy Russell,

0! dool to l('“,

ROFTOW
quarrel

Atween themsel’

worthy

How could you raise so vile a bustle,
Ye'll see how New-Light herds will whistle,

The Lord’s canse ne'er gat sic a twistle,

LAt the time at which the “ Twa Herds " was com
posed - probably about the end of 1784 - to use the
words of Burns, * polemical divinity was putting the
country half mad.” The parties in the controversy
then carried on regarding the comparative efficacy of
faith and works, were designated by the names of Old
and New Light, Burns, partly from education, and
from his connection with Gavin Hamilton, who took
u prominent part in the controversy, and who, from
certain singularities in walk and conversation, had
drawn upoti himself the anathema of his parish
minister Mr, Auld, one of the leaders of the Old Light
party, and partly, it may be supposed, from still
smarting under the
divine, attached himself with all the recklessness of
o partisan to the party of New Light controversialists
A personal guarrel bhetween Mr, Moodie, minister of
Ricearton, and Mr. Russell, minister of the High
Church, Kilmarnock, both enjoying the benefit of the
Old Light, afforded too favourable an opportunity for
the exercise of his talent for satire - in which he had
already discovered the secret of his power-to be
The blographers of Burns, how
ever, differ in thelr statements of the ground of con

rebuke " of the same reverend

allowed to escape

And think it fine!

got such a twist \

e ) s )
Sin' 1 hae min', have recollection

troversy which resulteg in the quarrel celebrated in
aMerds LACKhart represents it as proceed

| ing from a ilfisunderstanding concerning parish bound

arvies; and as taking place in the preshytery in open
court, to which the announcement of the discussion
had drawn a multitude of the country people, and
Burns among the rest, Allan Cunningham, on the
other hand, represents the quarrel as having taken
place, In consequence of a controversy on ** effectual
ealling, " in which the parties engaged on thelr way
home from the Monday sermon of a sacrament ; and
minutely detalls the particulars of the quarrel,  The
matter is of no great consequence,  The ninth starea
of the poem seems to incline the welght of evidence
in favour of the first account,  Had the parties been
really guilty of coming to blows, as was even hinted, |
all mention of such a circumstance would scarce huve
been omitted from the poem— presenting, as it would
have done, so much broader a mark for the shafts of
the poet's satire

It may be added to all this, that the law of church
pafronage also formed a fruitful subject of discussion
and dissension among the Old and New Light contro-
versialists
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Lnfq

0O, sirs! whae'er wad hae expeckit woald have

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit, would (have) s

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit, proprieton

To wear the |»l.||\i.
But by the brutes themsclves eleckit,
To be their guide.

What flock wi' Moodie’s flock could rank,
Sae hale and hearty every shank !
Nae poison'd sour Arminian stank,
He let them taste,
Frae Calvin's well, aye clear, they drank,
O sic a feast! sach

The thummart, wil'-cat, brock and tod, pole-cat wiki-<
Weel kenn'd his voice thro' a’ the wowd,
He smelt their ilka hole and road,
laith out and in,
And -weel he lik'd to shed their bluid,
And sell their skin.

What herd like Russell tell'd his tale !
His voice was heard thro' muir and dale,
He kenn'd the Lord's sheep, ilka tail,
O'er a' the height,
And saw ;_(ill l'lr_\' were sick or hale,
At the first sight

He fine a mangy sheep could serul,

Or nobly fling the gospel club,

And New-Light herds could nicely drub,
Or pay their skin,

Could shake them o'er the burning duly;
Or heave them in

Sie twa—0! do I live to see't
Sie famous twa should disagreet,
An’ names, like “ villain, hypoerite,”
Ik ither gi'en,
While New-Light herds wi’ langhin’ spite,

Say neither’s liein'!

A’ ye wha tent the gospel fanld,
There's Duncan,' Jrv']n, and Peebles;? shaul,
But chiefly thou, apostle Auld,’
We trust in the
That thou wilt work them, het and cauld,
Till they agree.

1 Dr. Robert Duncan, minister &f Dundonald | “Holy Palr ™ and the “ Kirk's Alarm
! Rev. Williamn Peebles, of Newton-upon-Ayr. He | reverend gentlemen here » amed.  Nex
and figures both in the Rev. William Aubd, sindster of Manchline

was

given

Verse

making

t badger fox

as do othe

nodes there

'Rev. D
by whom |
! Rev. W
S Minists
fDr. An
of Coylton
. Pel
alluded to
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Consider, sirs, how we're beset,
There’s scarce a new herd that we get,

But comes frae ‘mang that cursed set, from among

I winna name : will not
[ hope frae heav'n to see them yet

In fiery flame,

Dalrymple® has been lang our fae, foe
M*Gill? has wrought us meikle wae,
And that curs'd raseal ca’d M*‘Quhae,?

And baith'the Shawkg
That aft hae made us black and blae,

Wi vengefu’ paws.

called

blue

s Sl e Auld Wodrow? lang has hateh'd mischief,
We thought aye death wad bring relief,
But he has gotten, to our grief,
Ane to succeed him,
A chiel wha'll soundly buff our beef; fellow

thrash us \
I meikle dread him.

And mony a ane that T could tell,

Wha fain would openly rebel,

Forby turn-coats amang oursel’, besides
There’s Smith® for ane,

[ doubt he's but a grey-nick quill,’
And that ye'll fin'.

O! a’ ye flocks, o'er a’ the hills,
I;_\' MOsses, meadow s, IOOrs, and f«‘“*.
Come join your counsel and your skills,
To cowe the lairds, terrify
And get the brutes the power themselves,

To choose their herds

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance,
And Learning in a woody dance, halter
And that fell cur ea’d Common Sense,’

That bites sae sair, "0 sOre
Be banish'd o'er the sea to France:

Let him bark there.

Then Shaw’s and Dalrymple’s eloquence,
MGill's elose nervous excéllence,

' Rev, Dr. Dalrymple, one of the ministers of ‘Ayr Rev, Mr. Smith of Galston, one of the tent
by whom the poet was haptized preachers in the * Holy Fair ;" mentioned also in the
! Rev, William M'GIll, colleagne of Dr. Dalrymple Kirk's Alarm )
 Minister of 8t Quivos T A bad quill, the nick or split being grey and un-
CDr. Andrew Shaw of Craigie, and Dr. David Shaw | even
lo other of Coylton * A pamphlet with this signature, written by one
- ‘;. '”' ‘n 5 Dr. Peter Wodrow of Tarbolton. The successor | of the New Light party, had recently appeared, and
o notes there
wehilin allnded to in this verse was M Math of the last vers attracted some notice
an "
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M‘Quhae’s pathetic manly sense,

And guid M‘Math,

Wi’ Smith, wha thro’ the heart can glance,

HOLY

WILLI

May a’ pack aff.

78 PRAYER.!

The following argument in the poet’s own handwriting is prefixed in the Glenriddell MS., now in

the Athensum Library, Liverpool :

“ Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor elder, in the parish

of Mauchline, and much and jl]slly famed for that polemical chattering, which ends in tippling

orthodoxy, and for that spiritualized bawdry which refines to liquorish devotion.

In a 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. Robert Aiken, Mr. Hamilton’s counsel; but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton's

being one of the most irreproachable and truly respectablecharacters 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 Thysel’,
Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell,

¥

A’ for Thy glory,

And no for ony guid or ill

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 burnin’ and a shinin’ light,

To a’ this place.

What was I, or my generation,

That I should get sic exaltation ?

such

I sha deserve sic just damnation,

1% Holy Willie's Prayer,” which Sir Walter Scott
characterizes as ‘““‘ a piece of satire, more exquisitely
severe than any which Burns afterwards wrote,” was
composed to aid Gavin Hamilton, the poet’s friend
and landlord, in his controversy with the Old Light
functionaries of ** Daddie Auld’s” 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 absence. 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 before the h)‘lllll. Mr. Aiken, a
gentleman possessed of distinguished elocutionary
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,

session.

For broken laws,

stopped the proceedings, and 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, 1786, 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 members—the Rev. William
Auld, John Sillars, who afterwards committed suicide,
and himself), and, in spite of his sanctimonious pre-
tensions, wAs rather more inguisitive 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,
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’ A(lu’lu’s cause,

When frae my mither's wopr fell, from
Thou might ha’e plungéd m¥ in hell,
To gnash my gums, to weep and wail,
)" In burnin’ lakes,
Whare damnéd 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, an’ example YJ
To &’ Thy flock.

O L—d, thou kens what zeal I bear, |
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear,
And singin’ there and dancin’ here,

Wi’ great an’ sma’;
For I am keepit by Thy fear,
Free frae them «’.

But yet, O L—d! confess I must,
At times I'm fash’d wi’ fleshly lust, troublgd
And sometimes too, wi’ warldly trust,
Vile self gets in;
3ut 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 ;
If sae, Thy han’ maun e’eif be borne, must
Until thou lift it.

Li—-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.

L—d, mind Gawn Hamilton’s deserts,

8
He drinks, and swears, and playstat cartes, cartig
Yet has sae monie takin’ arts,

Wi’ grit and sma’, great

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, knowest  riot
As set the warld in a roar
O’ Jaughin at us;
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 $trong right hand, L—d, mak it bare,
Upo’ their heads,
L—d, weigh it down, and dinna spare, do not
‘ 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’, banging  sneering
Held up his head.

L—d, in the d:\y'nf 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 : ”“,""l"

'’ merci smp’ral s 2ot occupied |

Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine, ‘ the villagy

That I for g#®and grace may shine, wealth of Gilbert

ixcell'd by nane, placed in

And a’ the glory shall be Thine SO0 poum

¢ glory sha 1ne. the closin

Amen, Amen! well on in

acquainta

1785. His
“ :

‘place in J

cords the

EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE! * Robert

parish of

e . him. Hi

Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay quaintan

Taks up its last abode; which he

His saul has ta’en some other way, degree in

’ roar, was

I fear the left-hand road. I recollec

- great dea

Stop! there he is, as sure’s a gun, his princ

Poor silly body, see him; parish; a

Nae wonder he’s as black’s the grun,— ground particula

O whals slusall i him ! peculiar 1

pserve wha's standing w1’ him ! and his e

ance, 1

1 We are inclined to think that some verses of this | the ‘ Prayer,” and no copy of it in his handwriting is brother, |

very mediocre composition are amissing. Its author | known toexist. It is highly probable that his maturer short tin

did not copy it into the Glenriddell MS. along with | taste condemned it. unwelcon
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Your brunstane devilship, I see,
Has got him there before ye;

brimstone

Byt haud your nine-tail'eat a wee, hold  little
Till ance ye've heard my story.

Your pity I will not implore,

il

For pity ye hae nane; none
Justice, alas! has gi’en him o’er,

And mercy’s day is gane. gone

Jut hear me, sir, Deil as ye are,

» Look something to your credit ;

A coof like him would stain your name, fool
Lf it were kent ye, did it. known

EPISTLE TO DAVIE,

A BROTHER POET.!

January [1785).

While winds frae aff Ben Lomond blaw, from off
And bar the doors wi’ driving snaw,
And hing us owre the ingle, hang  fireplace
I set me down to pass the time,
And spin a verse or twa o’ rhyme, ( N
In hamely westlin jingle. homely  west country

1 Davie was David Sillar, whose father at this time
occupied a farm, called Spittleside, within a mile of
the village of Tarbolton. Following the recollections
of Gilbert Burns, 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 gny 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 manner 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 geninses are in some
degree influenced, while it set :]}%lls(it‘ circle in a
roar, was not unaccompanied with suspicious fear.
I recollect heating 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 fillemot), he wrapped in a
peculiar manner round his shoulders. These surmises
and his exterior made me solicitous of his acquaint-
ance. 1 was introduced by Gilbert, 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, we often
took a walk in the flelds. 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 he had no liking, Sillar opened a small school
at Commonside, near Tarbolton, but this not succeed-
ing, he commenced btisiness as a grocer in Irvine, to-
wards the close of 1783. 1In 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 long 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.




POEMS AND. SONGS.

While frosty winds blaw in the drift,
Ben to the chimla lug, ’
I grudge a wee the great folk’s gift,
That live sae bien an’ snug:
I tent less, and want less
Their roomy fireside :
But hanker and canker,
To see their curséd 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,
While coofs on countless thousands rant,
And ken na how to wair't:
But, Davie, lad, ne’er fash your head,
Tho’ we hae little gear,
We're fit to win our daily bread,
As lang’s we're hale and fier:
“ Mair speer na, nor fear na,”!
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;
Ev'n then, sometimes we’d snatch a taste
Of truest happiness.
The honest heayt that'’s free frae a’
Intended fraud or guile,
However fortune kick the ba’,
Has aye some cause to smile:
And mind still, you'll find still,
A comfort this nae sma’;
Nae mair then, we'll care then,
Nae farther can we fa’.

What tho’, like commoners ¢f air,
We wander out, we know not where,
But either house or hal’}?

Yet nature’s charms, the hills and woods,
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods
sweeping 8, ¢ : g 8,

Are free alike to all.

In )luyﬂ when daisies deck the ground,
And blackbirds whistle clear,

With honest joy our hearts will bound,
To see the coming year:

1 Ramsay.—R. B.

inwards

chimney ear (corner)
little
80 comfortable

heed

fellows
fools

sometimes
know not spend it
trouble ¢

means

sound
more ask not

fig

from all

always
remember

not small

full

without holding

1The e
enceand
ships of i




orner)

etimes

ond it

olding

Ago 26.] : POEMS AND SONGS. 241

On braes when we pleuse, then, slopes

v We'll sit an’ sowth a tune; \ whistle softly
Syne rhyme till't; we'll time till't, then  to it
And sing’t when we hae done.!

It’s no in titles nor in rank,
It’s no in wealth lild. Lon’on bank,
To purchase peace and rest; ‘
It’s no in makin’ muckle mair: ' much more
It’s no in books; it’s no in lear, learning
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 lang;
The heart aye’s the part aye always
That makes us right or wrang.

Think ye, that sic as'you and I, such
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, notice
As hardly worth their while?
4 Alas! how aft in haughty mood,
God’s creatures they oppress!
v Or else, neglecting a’ that’s guid,
They riot in excess!
Bitith-cardless, and fearless both
. Of either heav’n or hell!
Esteeming, and deeming

‘ It & an idle tale!

Then lek us cheerfu’ acquiesce;
Nor maky our scanty pleasures less,
By pining at our state ;
And, even should misfortunes come,
I, here wha si%, hae met wi’ some,
An’s thankfu’ for them yet. and am
¢ They gie the wit of age to youth;
They let us ken oursel’:
They make us see the naked truth,
The real guid and ill.
Tho’ losses, and crosses,
Be lessons tight severe,

know ourselves

1 The epistle ‘“ breathes a noble spirit of independ- : the riches that are out of its reach without a particle
enceand of proud contentment dallying with the hard- | of envy, and with a haughty scorn,”—PROFESSOR

ships of its fot, and in the power of manhood regarding ‘ 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! heed
(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes, would wrong - cards
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 ¢’ the heart,
The lover an’ the frien’; .
Ye hae your Meg,' your dearest pa.rt,[~
And I my darling Jean! ke
It warms me, it charms me,
To mention but her name:
It heats me, it -beets me, kindles
And sets me a’ on flame !

0, all y& powers who rule above !
O Thou, whose very self art love !
Thou know’st my words sincere !
The life-blood streaming thro’ my heart,

4 De
in the
sistence

Or my more dear, immortal part, X fallen i
Is not more fondly dear! 1 medicir
When heart-corroding care and grief printed

. would
Deprive my soul of rest, Mesbot

Her dear idea brings relief As he |
And solace to my breast. describ
Thou Being, All-seeing, :t’mll)l:'s
O hear my fervent pray’r; and be
Still take her, and make her,
Thy mgst peculiar care!

All hail, yeténder feelings dear!
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.
1t lightens, it brightens,
The tenebrific scene, 19nd edil
To meet with, and greet with 3 This re

My Davie or my Jean. Dublin gty

explangkio

v “« " : . Burn#(the

1 Robert Chambers tells us that “Meg,” at this | Orr, who had the charge of the children of Mrs ta whis!
time Sillar's sweetheart, was *‘a 1ass named Margaret | Stewart of Stair.” note, whic
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O, how that name inspires my style !

The words come skelpin, rank and file,
Amaist before I ken !

The ready megsure rins as fine,

As Phéebus and the famous Nine
Were glowrin’ owre my pen.

My spaviet Pegasus will limp,

tripping
<
almost

runs

staring

spavined

Till ance he’s fairly het; once  hot
And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jimp, halt Jimp  jump
An’ rin an unco fit:
But lest then, the beast then,
Should rue this hasty ride,
TI’ll light now, and dight now
His sweaty wizen’d hide.

run at a great pace

DEATH AND, DR. HORNBOOK.
A TRUE STORY.

‘“‘ Death and Dr, Hornbook,’ though not published in the Kilmarnock edition, was produced early
in the year 1785. [John Wilson].the schoolmaster of Tarbolton parish, to eke up the scanty sub-
sistence allowed to that useful class of men, had set up a shop of grocery goods. Having accidentally
fallen in with some medical books, and become most hobby-horsically.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 ‘common disorders at the shop gratis.” Robert was at a mason-meeting in
Tarholton, when the dominie unfortunately made too ostentatfous a llisﬂay of his medical skill.
As he parted in the evening from this mixture of pedantty 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 afternoon’as I was holding the plough,
and he was letting the water off the field beside me.”—GILBERT BURNS.

Some books are lies frae end to end, . from

And some great lies were never penn’d,

Ev’n ministers, they hae been kenn'd,
In holy rapture,

A rousing whid at times to vend,! * lie
And nail't wi’ scripture.

have been known

But this that T 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:?
That e’er he nearer comes oursel’
'S a muckle pity. great

12nd edit., “Great lies and nonsense baith tovend.” | Robert Wright, in his Life of Major-General James
2This reference to the presence of ‘‘the Deil” in | Wolfe, states that ‘Hell’ the name given to the
Dublin ¢jty is generally left without any attempt at | arched passage in Dublin wiitch led into the area on
l'xplmﬁinn. But in Alexander Smith's edition of | the south side of Chiist (_‘hurch, and east of the law
Burn#(the “‘Globe "), at page 584 occurs the following | courts. A representation of the devil, carved in oak,

M . »
of Mre note, which may be taken for what it is worth :—“ Mr. | stood above the entrance.
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The clachan yill had made m® canty, village ale  lively

I was na fou, but just had plenty; not tipsy

[ stacher’d whyles, but yet took tent aye
To free the ditches;

An’ hillocks, stanes, an’ bushes, kenn'd aye
Frae ghaists an’ witches. from"  ghosts

staggered sometimes heed

The rising moon began to glower stare
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre; -over
To count her horns, wi’ a’ my ])()\\'t‘l‘,“
I set mysel’;
But whether she had three or four,
! I cou’d na tell.!

I was come round about the hill,
And toddlin’ down on Willie’s mill,?
Setting my staff wi’ 8’ my skill,
To keep me sicker: steady
Tho’ leeward whyles, against my will,
I took a bicker. short race

I there wi’ Something did forgather, meet

That put me in an eerie
An awfu’ scythe, out-o

swither; dread
re ae shouther,

over one shoulder

(Jear-dangling, hang;

A three-tae’d leister on t

fish-spear

-
Lay, l:ng,r\c an’ lang.

I'ts stature seem’d lang Secotch 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 bridle

“Guid e'en,” quo’ I; “Friend! hae ye been mawin’, mowing
When ither folk are busy sawin’?” 3
It seem’d to mak a kind o’ stan’,

But naething spak:

1 His brother can set me right, if I am mistaken,
when I express a belief, that, at the tigme when he
wrote his story of ‘ Death and Dr. Hurntzmk( he had
very rarely been intoxicated, or, perhaps, even much
exhilarated by liquor. Yet how happily does 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?”—WORDSWORTH.

2 Tarbolton Mill, on the Faile, close to Tarbolton
village, and on the road to Mossgiel ; ealled *“ Willie's
Mill,” because then occupied by William Muir, a
friend of the Burns family, and a neighbour while they
resided at Lochlea.

3 This rencounter happened in seed-time, 1785
R. B.—\'The humour of Burns was original and
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 gaun?
Will ye go back?”

It spak right howe,—*“ My name is Death,
But be na fley’d.”—Qudth I, “ Guid 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, “g9&# up your whittle,
I'm no design’d to try its mettle;
But if I did, I wad be kittle;?!
To be misleard,
[ 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;
Well ease our shanks 4n’ tak a seat.
{ Come, gie’s your news!
This while ye hae been mony a gate
At mony a house.”?

“ Ay, ay!” quo’ he, an’ shook his head,
“It's ¢’en a lang, lang time indeed b
Sin’ I began to nick the thread,
An’ choke the breath :
Folk maun do something for thejr bread,
An’ sae maun Death.
“Sax thousand years are nearhand fled
Sin’ I was to the ln:tvlling bred,
An’ mony a scheme in vain’s been laid,
To stap or scaur me;
Till ane Hornbook’s? ta’en up the trade,
An/, faith, he’ll waur me,

“Ye ken Jock Hornbook 1’ the clachan,
Deil mak’ his king’s-hood * in a spleuchan! stomach

245
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and to sport on the debatable line between sacred | which is very difficult to explain, though it might
and profane.” He was indeed scarcely excelled by | perhaps mean ‘‘ would be dangerous (were I) to be mis-
Lucian himself, in that species of humour which is | chievous,” or *“ would be apt to be mischievous.”

produced by debasing objects of the most serious and
solemn magnitude, to the level of easy and indifferent | —R. B.
familiarity. In the verses on Dr: Hornbook, where

2An epidemical fever was then raging in that country.

3This gentlemen, Dr. Hornbook, is, professionally,

the poet relates his interview and social chat with | a brother of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula;. but,
Death, whose bony figure is drawn with equal drollery | by intuition and inspiration, is at once an Apothecary,

and correctness, how is the scythe of that dreaded | Surgeon, and Physician.—R. B.
4 King's-hood. ** The second of the four stomachs in

being stript of its terror, when it only serves to
suggest this homely and neighbourly address!”

PROFESSOR WALKER.
1 \\'c'mlupt Dr. Hately Waddell's punctuation here.
The original editions read ‘‘kittle to be mislear'd,”
VOL. L

ruminating animals; the Reticulum, honey-comb or
bonnet, from its supposed resemblance to some
]nwk«-{ml head-dress formerly worn by persons of
rank.” -JAMIESON.

16
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He’s grown sae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan!
An’ ither chaps, ,
The weans haud out their fingers laughin’

And pouk my hips.

“See, here’s a scythefand there’s a dart,

They. hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart;

But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art, %
And cursed ski'

Has made them baith no worth a :
l);/mn'(l haet they’ll kill.

“Twas but yestreen, nae farther’gaen,
I threw a noble throw at ane; 3
Wi’ less, I'm sure, I’ve hundreds slain ;

But deil-ma-care !
It just play’d dirl on the bane,

y‘ v\ But did nae mair.

“ Hornbook®%was 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.

“T 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.

- - * - * . * -

“ 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 BC.

“(falces o’ fossils, earths, and trees;
True sal-marinwm 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;

1 Buchan's Domestic Medicine.—R. B.
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Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, i ’
Distill’d per se; -
Sal-alkali o’ midge-til-clippings,

And mony mae.”

many more
\ )
¢ r y y !
“ Wae’s me for Johnpy Ged’s* Hole now,”
5 Quo’ I, “if that thae néws be true! those
/] His braw calf-ward * whare gowans grew, calf paddock . daisies

Sae white and bonuie,

.- Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew ; plough
They’ll ruin Johnny !”
il The creature grain’d an eldritch l:mgh‘ b groaned  elvish
'\ : ‘ And says, “ Ye need na yoke the pleugh,
Kirkyards will soon be till'd eneugh,
A Tak ye nae fear: e’
They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ mony a sheugh furrow
In twa-three year.
“Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae-death, death in bed
3y loss o’ blood or want o’ breath, - <
This night I'm free to tak my aith, \ oath ‘
That Hornbook’s skill ™
Has clad a score i’ their last claith, cloth
: 3y drap and pill.
. 1
,‘M - “ An honest wabster, to his trade, weaver i
Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel bred, fists 1
Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, \
When it was sgir; sébre
The wife slade cannie to her bed, slid quietly
Jut ne'er spak mair.
“ A countra laird had fa’en the batts, landowner  botts
Or some curmurring.in his guts, rumbling

"His only son for Hornbook sets,
An’ pays him well.
The lad, for twa guid gimmer. pets, young ewes
A AVas laird Himsel’.

~ - * . " - - * *

“That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way ; sample
Thus goes he on from day to day,
Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay, )
An’s weel paid for't;
Yet stops me o’ my lawfi’ prey,

W1’ his damn’d dirt. »
1 The grave-digger.—R. B, | pastured. It used to be by no means uncommon+td
2 A small inclosure for calves; here applied to the i see the minister’s cattle feeding in country church-
1 y g

churchyard, irr which calves may have sometimes been | yards.

b
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“ But, hark ! I’ll tell you of a plot,

Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; do not

I’ll nail the self-conceited sot,
As dead’s a herrin’:

Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groat, next  bet
He gbts his fairin’!” deserts

But just as he began to tell,
The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell struck

Some wee short hour ayont the twal,

beyond twelve

Which rais'd us baith :
I took the way that pleas'd mysel’,
And sae did Death.!

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 believe, 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. Hornbook obtained the
session -clerkship, the Gorbals formed but a small
suburb of Glasgow, with a population of perhaps
eight or ten thousand. It has since then—in a period
of about 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-
bals 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
r;hnrt, which in 1807 only produced a moderate in-
come, speedily rose to be 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 Gorbals, where he taught the
common branches of education. The writer of this
note had the—shall we say honour, or felicity, or
both ?—of being taught to write and cast accounts by
the far-famed Dr. Hornbook. 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 boys. 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
best, and his way of doing everything was the best,
This failing was aggravated by his parsimony, of which
he got the name. His scholars must all buy their paper
and pens from him :—there were no copy-books at all
to be compared to his copy-books—no quills ever to
be mentioned in the same breath with Ads pinions! 1f
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 all the while,

| ‘Trash! Trash!’

“The self-complacency of the Gorbals session-clerk
we can very well believe to have been just a modifica
tion, brought about by years, of the self-conceit of the
Tarbolton dominie which provoked the satire of Burns.

| Wilson has been heard to say, ‘ I have often wondered

what set Robert Burns 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 laugh at that, and yet hold the
dominie in considera een., '

"'l'llclm_\.«int.mmmul knew that peaple called tlir
master ‘ Dr. Hornbook," although they did not vfry
well understand the reason. On one occasion uiﬂ_\'
did we hear the name used in his presence. He hid
come behind a boy who was trifling, and pulled l‘l\
ears. The boy, a resolute and stubborn one, turne
about, and said, ‘ What's that for, you—you—DoCTOR
HorxpooK !!" Upon which Hornbook 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 WHITELAW,

“The truestory of ‘Death and Dr. Hornbook' hasonly
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
Burns—its first chairman and ruling spirit—meeting
monthly for reading essays and debating thereon. The
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1785, ; : POEMS AND SONGS.

EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK,

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD,
APRIL 1st, 1785.

“The ‘Epistle to L:x;‘s\jk was produced exactly on the ocosion described by the author. He says
in that poem,‘On Fasten-e'en we had a rockin'.' I believe he has omitted the word rocking in liw
glossary. It is a term derived from those primitive times, when the countrywomen \‘Illpln);-tl 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 ; hence the phrase of going
a-rocking, or with the rock. As the connection the phrase had with the implement was ftll').'nﬂ(‘;l
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, that 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 first epistle to Lapraik, and his second in reply to Lapraik’s answer.”
GILBERT BURNS.

solving

ff, and, While briers an” woodbines budding green,

t would T 1)

3 ;"N .1~ An’ paitricks scraichin’ loud at e’en, partridges  screeching
\deed:= An’ morning poussie whiddin’ seen, hare ruuning quickly

is most : Inspire my muse,
was the This freedom in an unknown frien’,

eaye on so well.  ‘The clachan yill had made me canty,’ was | dressed to his wife, which excited so strongly the
he ;“ml. simply a poet’s license, as it was a temperance meet- | admiration of Burns, was composed while Lapraik
in affect ing so far as drinking was concerned. There was no -wwas immured within the walls of Ayr jail. It fm
possible bad feeling or evil intention on the part of Burns | nishes a beautiful model of conjugal affection.
hold the towands Wilson, the popularity SRE-AERRpaROS: thot When T upon thy bosom lean,
) resulted were neither foreseen nor desired, but the And fondly clasp thee &' my ain
led tikeir poem conferred an unenviable notoriety upon its vic- I glory in the sacred ties,
not very tim, and was carried beyond a joke when some neigh- That made us ane, wha ance were twain
. L. 1 i o1 . » ote, and sted on his A mutual flame inspires us baith
sion ofly Imnr. ‘Ill |“-".‘“"(,d‘l,l“."".ll"“ .“Inl(, .IH l]ms u( .tll'(nh‘ | The tender look, the melting kiss;
He had « m'vl Advice Gratis,” a climax the sc .Il)u .nm.f |.| 1” e | Even gaare shall ne'er déskray our love,
wlled h relished, *ot~was helpless under its infliction. But only gie us change o' bliss
e, turne From thn: prdaceltu The Burns (‘al('mlrlllr, a .\—lunuul Hae Iawish? It'sa for thee:
DOCTOR of Burnsiana. Kilmarnock : James M‘Kie, 1874. I ken thy wish is me to please :
ck him a 1John Lapraik was born in 1727, at the farm of m’xl;nu-uu-ntln pass 80 pllnM;(lh n;\u\,
s bo fu - P —— 1o rost b tukeiek | hat numbers on us look and gaze
it the boy .l,mgh Dalfram, .nlm}xt thre e miles westof Muirkirk, | Weel pleas'd they see cur happy days,
l"'“‘\'l'f"L in the east of Ayrshire. This property had been long Nor envy's sel' finds aught to blame;
school. in the possession of his family ; and being the eldest And aye when weary cares arise,
son, he succeeded to it on the death of his father. Thy bosom still shall be my hame.
¢ hasonly In 1764 he married Margaret Rankine of Lochhead I'll lay me there, and tak my rest;
authority (sister to the * rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine "), And if that aught disturl my dear,
lor's Club, whom, however, he had the misfortune to lose afteg 1 “\"';ll"“"'h\"l“!";'f 'l“f" "(““-‘-
e it birth; giving birth to her fifth child. A few years after- | ”‘m“"l “"j’l‘ ;""'l “'I'I;‘:"i‘l‘l_”"
munded .".V wards, in 1766, he married the du\luhujr of a neigh- United shiil her heart and wiine;
meeting bouring farmer, Janet Anderson of Lightshaw, the They're like the woodbine round the tree
" ¥ 2.2..8,
reon, The subject of the song which drew forth the first epistle That's twined till death shall them disjoin.

1e best.
¢'which [ pray excuse.
ir paper
ts at all young schoolmaster (John Wilson) was one of its I of Burns. At the time of his second marriage, and
ever to members; it has been erroneously stated of him that | for some years afterwards, he was still in Dalfram,
ons! 1If he sold ‘drugs,’ which was not the case; most pro- | but the bursting of that ““ villanous bubble,” as Burns
trom his bably he contemplated preparing for the medical pro- | calls it, the Ayr Bank, involved him and many
he split fession if circumstances proved favourable, at any rate | families of Ayrshire in ruin. He was obliged to let
\e while, his thoughts were turned in that direction. ‘He's | his own lands of Dalfram, and retire first to Muirs-
grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buchan, and ither chaps,” | mill, a small farm in the vicinity afterwards to Nether-
on-clerk was quite true, and when his turn came to announce | wood, a farm on the water of Greenock (a tributary
nodifica an essay he proposed ‘ Medicine,” a subject for dis- L of the Ayr), and again back to Muirsmill. Eventually
it of the cussion which caused much amusement, and so excited | he sold off his property, but the sale of his land failed
f Burns. the poet’s fancy on his way home, that the following l to rid him of his liabilities ; and the unfortunate man
ondered morning saw the poem finished in the form we know “ was thrown into prison. It is said that the song ad-
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On Fasten-e'en we had a rockin’,!
To ca’ the erack and weave our stockin’;
And there was muckle fun an’ jokin’,

I_lT.\],

Shrove-Tuesday  social gathering
chat together

much

Ye need na doubt ;

At length we had a hearty yokin’
At sang about.

There was ae sang, amang the rest,

Aboon them a’ it pleased me best,

bout

song by turns

one song

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,

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 chiel

fellow

About Muirkirk.

It pat me fidgin’-fain to hear’t,

And sae about him there I spier’t,

Then a° that kent him round declar’d
He had ingine,

put me fidgeting
inquired
kuew

genius

That nane excell’d it, few cam near’t,
It was sae fine.

That set him to a pint of ale,

An’ either douce or merry tale,

grave

Or rhymes an’ sangs he’d made himsel’,

Or witty catches,

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, removell 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 of Burns. The replies of 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 chiéfly 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 Mossgiel. On
the first occasion, he found the poet in a field sowing
corn. “I'm no sure if 1 ken the han’,” said Bumns,
as he took the letter; but no sooner had he glanced

at its oontents, than unconsciously letting go the sheet
containing the grain, it was not till he had finished
reading 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 1755,
according to a promise made in his third epistle,
jurns visited Lapraik at Muirsmill, where he dined,
spent a merry evening, and next morning took his
departure for Mossgiel. =
Lapraik’'s poems were published in 1788 at Kilmar-
nock, forming a thin 8vo volume entitled Poems on
Several Ocecasions. In an address to Burns, he con-
fesses that he never thought of troubling the world
with his ““ dull, insipid, thowless rhyme,

Till your kind muse, wi' friendly blast,
First tooted up my fames”

And saunded loud thro' a’ the wast,
My lang forgotten name.

Lapraik's own ”““m%“‘ his rhymes thus given is

a tolerably just one. 1e address to his wife quoted
above is much superior Yo the rest.

1This tenm 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,
Tho’ I should pawn my pleugh and graith,
Or die a cadger pownie’s death,

At some dyke-back,
A pint an’ gill I'd gie them baith

To hear your crack.

-

But, first an’ foremost, I should tell,
Amaist as soon as I could spell,
I to the crambo-jingle fell,

Tho' rude an’ rough

g gh,

Yet, crooning to a body’s sel’,

Does weel eneugh.

I am nae poet, m a sense,
But just a rhymer like by chance,
An’ hae to learning nae pretence,
. 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 €'er propose,
You wha ken hardly verse frae prose,
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?

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;

Ay’ 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 pleugh or cart,
My muse, tho’ hamely in attire,
! May touch the heart.

swore
harness

hawker pony
behind some fence
both

chat

almost

rhyming

one's self

from

avail (serves)
shovels

stone-breaking

boobies

young bullocks

then

puddle
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O for a spunk o’ Allan’s! glee,

Or Fergusson’s, the bauld and slee,

Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be
1f I can hit it!

That would be lear enough for me, learning
If T 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, [ shall not
But gif ye want ae friend that’s true,

I'm on your list.

I winna blaw about mysel’; will not boast
As ill T like my fauts to tell;
3ut friends, and folk that wish me well,
They sometimes roose me,  praise
Tho’ I maun own, as monie still must
As far abuse me.

There’s ae wee faut they whyles lay to me, sometimes
I like the lasses—Gude forgie me!
For mony a plack? they wheedle frae me, farthing
At dance or fair;
Maybe some ither thing they gie me,
They weel can spare.

3ut Mauchline race,® or Mauchline fair,
[ should be proud to meet you there;
We'se gie ae night’s discharge to care, we shall give one
If we forgather, meet
An’ hae a swap o’ rhymin’-ware
\ vsy .
) Wi’ ane anither.

Te f()lll‘-;,"i*}'ﬂ 9, we'se gar him (‘lll[t(‘l', pint-measure we shall make
An’ kirsen himWi’ reekin’ water ; christen
Syne we’ll sit down an’ tak our whitter, then  a hearty drink
m
To cheer our heart;
An’ faith we'se be acquainted better
Before we part.

! \
Awa,—ye selfish warly race, \ worldly
Wha think that havins, sense, an’ grace, good manners
Ev’n love an’ friendship, sheuld give place
To ('.’il(?ll~th(f~])lilk‘k! to turn the penny

I dinna like to see your face,
v Nor hear your crack., talk

1 Allan Ramsay's. 3 Mauchline races were celebrated on the high road

2 An old Scotch copper coin, in value one-third of a | near Mossgiel.
penny English.
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3ut ye whom social pleasure charms,
Whose heart the tide of kindness warms,
Who 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, would make me fidget
Who am, most fervent,

While I can either sing or whistle,
Your friend and servaut.

SECOND EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK.
APRIL 21st, 1785,

While new-cald kye rowte at the stake, newly-calved cows bellow
An’ pownies reek in pleugh or braik, harrow
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 légs, sorely jaded
Rattlin’ the corn out-owre the rigs, over the ridges
Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs nags

Their ten-hours’ bite, ten o'clock
My awkwart muse'sair pleads and begs sorely

I would na write.

The tapetless ramfeezl’d hizzie, thoughtless overspent linssy
She’s saft at best, and something lazy,
Quo’ she, “Ye ken, we've been sae busy,
This month an’ mair, more
That trouth, my head is grown right dizzie, in truth
Av’ something sair.” sore
.
Her dowff excuses pat me mad ; spiritless
“Conscience,” says I, “ ye thowless jad ! pithless
I’ll write, an’ that a hearty blaud, quantity
This vera night ;
So dinna ye affront your trade,
But rhyme it right.

“S8hall bauld Lapraik, the king o’ hearts,
Tho’ mankind were a pack o’ cartes, cards
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Roose you sde weel for your deserts, praise
In terms sae friendly,

Yet ye'll neglect to shaw your parts,
An’ thank him kindly !”

Sae I gat paper in a blink, twinkling
An’ down gaed stumpie in the ink; went the short quill
Quoth I, ¢ Before I sleep a wink,
I vow T’ll close it;
Ar’ if ye winna mak it clink, rhyme
¢ By Jove, I'll prose it!”

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether
[n rhymewr prose, or baith thegither, 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
Wi’ gleesome touch !
Ne’er mind how fortune waft an’ warp:
She’s buta b-tch.

She’s gi’en me monie a jirt'an’ fleg, jerk and kick
Sin’ I could striddle owre a rig; stride over a ridge
But, by the L—d, tho’ I should beg
Wy ])'.’ll't pow, grey head
I'll laugh, an’ sing, an’ shake my leg,
v Aslang’s I dow!

Now comes the sax and twentieth simmer

I've seen the bud upo’ the timmer, gimber

Still persecuted by the limmer jade
Frae year to year; from

But yet, despite the kittlggkimmer, fickle girl
I, Rob, am here.

Do ye envy the city gent,
Behint a kist to lie and sklent, counter  act crookedly
Or purse-proud, big wi’ cent. per cent.
And muckle wame, big belly
In some bit brugh to represent Y burgh
A bailie’s name?

Or ig't the paughty feudall Thane, haughty

W1 ruff’d sark an’ glancin’ cane, shirt

Wha thinks himsel’ nae sheep-shank bane,! bone
But lordly stalks,

1 Equivalent to our ‘““no small beer ;" i.e. is full of conceit.
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While caps and bonnets aff are ta’en,
( As by he walks?

)
O Thou wha gies us each guid gift!
Gie-me’0’ wit an’ sense a lift,
Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift,
Thro' Scotland wide;
W1 cits nor lairds I wadna shift,
In &’ their pride!

land-owners

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
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!”

.
" 2.
O mandate glorious and divine!

The ragged followers of the Nine,

Poor, thoughtless devils! yet may shine
In glorious light,

While sordid sons 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.
. .
Then may Lapraik and Burns arise,
To reach their native, kindred skies,
And afng their pleasures, hopes, an’ joys
In some mild sphere,
Still closer knit in friendship’s ties
) Each passing year.

would not
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YO WILLIAM SIMSON,!

SCHOOLMASTER, OCHILTREE.

MAY, 1785.

[ gat your letter, winsome Willie;
Wi’ gratfu’ heart I-thank you brawlie;
Tho’ I maun say’t, I wad he silly,

An’ unco vain,
Should I believe, my coaxin’ billie,

Your flatterin’ strain.

heartily
must would
very

brother

But I'se believe ye kindly meant it, I shall
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.

should be loath

obliguely directed

flattering

My senses wad be in a creel,? basket
Should I but dare a hope to speel,
Wi Allan,? or wi’ Gilbertfield,*

The braes o’ Fame;
Or Fergusson, the writer-chiel,

A deathless name,

climb

hillsides

lawyer-fellow

(O Fergusson! thy glorious parts
I1] suited law’s dry, musty arts!
My curse upon your whunstane hearts,
Ye E’'nbrugh gentry!
The tythe o’ what ye waste at cartes,
Wad stow’d his pantry!)

whinstone

cards

would have stored

Yet when a tale comes ¥ my head,

Or lasses gie my heart a screed,

As whyles they’re like to be my dead,
(O sad disease!)

[ kittle up my rustic reed;
It gies me ease.

rent

sometimes death

tickle

1 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 parish 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 S8imson

was not confined to epistolary intercourse. They had
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.”

2 T'o have one’s wits in a creel, is explained by Burns
in his own glossary—to be crazed, to be fascinated.

3 Allan Ramsay.

4William Hamilton of Gilbertfield (1665-1751),
author of “ Willie was a Wanton Wag" and otlfer
Scotch poems,
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Auld Coila' now may fidge fu’ fain, fidget full fain
She’s gotten poets o’ her ain, own
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, fellows pipes will not spare
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;
She lay like some unkenn’d-of isle
Beside New Holland,
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil
Besouth Magellan. south of

Ramsay an’ famous Fergusson
Gied Forth an’ Tay a lift aboon ; above
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 tunefu’ line!

But, Willie, set your fit to mine, foot
An’ cock your crest,

We'll gar our streams and burnies shine make  brooklets
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, slopes
Where glorious Wallace
Aft bure the gree, as story tells, carried off the palm

ored 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 pressing\ouwurd, red-wat-shod, with shoes wet and red 'with blood
Or glorious died.?

death

0, sweet are Coila’s haughs an’ woods, holms
"}“]]",:(l When lintwhites chant amang the buds, linnets
ccasion And jinkin’ bares, in amorous whids, dodging  bounds
Answer Their loves enjoy,
While thro’ the braes the cushat croods
With wailfu’ ery!

r Burns
ated.

=1761), 1Coila, Kyle, the central district of Ayrshire, with | into my veins, which will boil along there till the -
1 otlfer Cunningham on the north and Carrick on the south. floodgates of life shut in eternal rest.”—BURNS'S
2 “The story of Wallace poured a Scottish prejudice | LETTER TO DR. MOORE.
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Ev'n wikter 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 himsel’ he learn’d to wander,

Adown 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,' jundie, stretch, an’ strive—

Let me fair Nature’s face descrive,
And T, wi’ pleasure,
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive

Bum owre their treasure.

Farewell, “ iy 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,?
While terra firma on her axis
Diurnal turns,
Count on a friend, in faith an’ practice,
In Robert Burns.

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,?

1 Hog-shouther, that is ‘hog-shoulder,

found

worldly
jostle, push

describe

hum over

l‘ sther

too long unknown to each

together

dangle in a rope

pin
almost

means to 8 A cant term for those religious opinions, which

jostle or push with the shoulders like hogs (sheep). Dr, Taylor of Norwich has defended so strenuously.
2 A name for a sheep that has died naturally or by | —R. B.——In regard to the New Li‘gh( and Old Light
accident regarded and claimed as the shepherd's per- | controversy see note to the “T}(jlerds," p. 233,

quisite.
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"Bout which our herds sae aft hae been shepherds so often
Maist like to ﬁgllt. almost

In days when mankind were but callans boys

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 lallans,

such

broad Lowland speech
Like you or me.

In thae auld times, they thought the moon, those
Just like a sark or pair o’ shoon, . shirt  shoes
Wore by degrees, till her last roon, shred
Gaed past their viewing, went
A’ shortly after she was done,
They gat a new one. got

This past for certain, undisputed;

It ne’er cam’ i’ their heads to doubt it,

Till chiels gat up an’ wad confute it, fellows got  would
An’ ca'd it wrang;

An’ muckle din there was about it,
Baith loud and lang. béth

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, corner
b An’ out o’ sight,
to each > Ar’ backlins-coming, to the leuk, backwards * look
She grew more bright.

This was denied, it was affirm’d ;
The herds an’ hirsels were alarm’d; shepherds and flocks
The rev’rend gray-beards rav’d and storm’d,
That beardless laddies
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, got a beating
Wi’ hearty crunt; bang
An’ some, to learn them for their tricks,
Were hang’d an’ brunt. burnt

This game was play’d in monie lands,
A’ Auld-light caddies bure sic hands, fellows bore such
. That, faith, the youngsters took the sands
l,“::ll.:;;l ‘Wit nimble shanks,
d Light Till lairds forbade, by strict commands, land-owners
o Sic bluidy pranks. such bloody
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But New-light herds gat sic a cowe,
Folk thought them ruin’d stick-an’-stowe,
Till now amaist on ev’ry knowe,

Ye'll find ane plac’d; -
An’ some their New-light fair avow,

Just quite barefac’d.

Nae doubt the Auld-light flocks are bleatin’;
"Their zealous herds are vex'd an’ sweatin’;
Mysel’, I've even seen them greetin
Mysel’, I er them greetin’

Wi’ girnin’ 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’ balloous,
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 gaun to lea’e them,
The hindmost shaird, they’ll fetch it wi’ them,
Just i’ their pouch,
: An’ when the New-light billies see them,
Q‘ I think they’ll crouch!

Sae, ye observe that a’ this clatter
Is naething but a “ moonshine matter;”
But tho’ dull prose-folk Latin splatter
In logic tulzie,
I hope, we bardies ken some better
Than mind sic brulzie.

END OF VOL. I.

[17s.

got such a frigh
gtump and rum
kuoll

u]lt#]lh(;i’l‘i \
erying

grinning-# \

quell the rascals

neighbour

going to leave

shired

fellows

idle talk

splutter
contention
know

such broil




