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THE

WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

ON THE GENIUS OF THE POET.

liY THOMAS CARLYLE.1

SUMMARY.
Oun grand maxim of supply and demand. Living misery and posthumous glory. The character of Burns 
a theme that cannot easily become exhausted. Ilis Biographers. Perfection in Biography. Burns one of 
the most considerable British men of the eighteenth century: An age the most prosaic Britain had yet 
seen. His hard and most disadvantageous conditions. Not merely as a Poet, but as a Man, that he chiefly 
interests and affects us. His life a deeper tragedy than any brawling Napoleon’s. His heart, erring and 
at length broken, full of inborn riches, of love to all living and lifeless things. The Peasant Poet bears 
himself among the low, with whom his lot is cast, like a King in exile. Hÿ Writings but a poor mutilated 
fraction of what was in him, yet of a quality enduring as the English tongue. He wrote, not from hearsay, 
but from sight and actual experience. This, easy as it looks, the fundamental difficulty which all poets 
have to strive with. Byron, heartily as he detested insincerity, far enough from faultless. No poet of 
Burns’s susceptibility from first to last so totally free from affectation. Some of his Letters, however, by 
no means deserve this praise. Hie singular power of making all subjects, even the most homely, interesting. 
Wherever there is a sky above him, and a world around him, the poet is in his place. Every genius an 
impossibility till he appears. Burns’s rugged earnest truth, yet tenderness and sweet native grace/ His clear 
graphic “descriptive touches’’ and piercing emphasis of thought. Professor Stewart s testimony to Burns s 
intellectual vigour. A deeper insight than any “ doctrine of association." In the Poetry of Burns keenness 
of insight keeps pace with keenness of feeling. Loving Indignation and good Hatred: “Scots wha hae, 
“Macphersons Farewell: ’ Sunny buoyant floods of Humour. Imperfections of Burns’s poetry: “Tam 
o’ Shanter,” not a true poem so much as a piece of sparkling rhetoric: The “Jolly Beggars,’’ the most com
plete and perfect as a poetical composition. His Songs the most truly inspired and most deeply felt of all 
his poems. His influence on the hearts and literature of his country: Literary patriotism. Burns’s acted 
Works even more interesting than his written ones; and these too, alas, but a fragment: His passionate 
youth never passed into clear and steadfast manhood. The only true happiness of a man: Often it is the 
greatest minds that are latest in obtaining it: Burns and Byron. Bums’s hard-worked, yet happy boyhood: 
His estimable parents. Early dissipations. In Necessity and Obedience a man should And his highest 
Freedom. Religious quarrels and scepticisms. Faithlessness: Exile and blackest desperation. Invited to 
Edinburgh: A Napoleon among the crowned sovereigns of Literature. Sir Walter Scott’s reminiscence of 
an interview with Bums. Bums’s calm manly hearing amongst the Edinburgh aristocracy. His bitter 
feeling of his own indigence. By the great he is treated in the customary fashion; and each party goes his 
several way. What Bums was next to do, or to avoid: His Excise-and-Fami scheme not an unreasonable 
one: No failure of external means, but of internal, that overtook Bums. Good beginnings. Patrons of 
genius and picturesque tourists: Their moral rottenness, by wiiich he became infected, gradually eat out 
the ^ejirt of his life. Meteors of French Politics rise before him, but they are not his stars. Calumny is 
busy with him. The little great-folk of Dumfries: Bums’s desolation. In his destitution and degradation

1 Contributed to the Edinburgh Review, in 1828, in I published in tjiat year. The second edition of the 
the form of a review of Lockhart’s Life of Bums | Life is contained in the first volume of this work.
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one net of self-devoteduesz still open to him: Not as a hired soldier, but as a patriot, would he strive for 
the glory of his country. The crisis of his life: Death. Little effectual help could perhaps have been ren
dered to Bums: Patronage twice cursed: Many a poet has been poorer, none prouder. And yet much 
might have been done to have made his humble atmosphere more genial. Little Babylons and Babylonians: 
Let us go and do otherwise. The market-price of Wisdom. Not in the power of any mere external circum
stances to ruin the mind of a man. The errors of Burns to be mourned over, rather than blamed. The 
great want of his life was the great want of his âge, a true faith in Religion and a singleness and unselllsli- 
ness of aim. Poetry, as Bums could and ought to have followed it, is but another form of Wisdom, of 
Religion. For his culture as a Poet, poverty and much suffering for a season were absolutely advantageous. 
To divide his hours between poetry and rich men's banquets an ill-starred attempt. Byron, rich in worldly 
means and honours, no whit happier than Bums in his poverty and worldly degradation: They had a mes
sage from on High to deliver, which could leave them no rest while it remained unaccomplished. Death 
and the rest of the grave: A stern moral, twice told us in our own time. The world habitually unjust in its 
judgments of such men. With men of right feeling anywhere, there will be no need to plead for Bums: 
In pitying admiration he lies enshrined in all our hearts.

In the modem arrangements of society it 
is no uncommon thing that a man of genius 
must, like Butler, “ask for bread and receive 
a stone;” for, in spite of our grand maxim of 
supply and demand, it is by no means the 
highest excellence that men are most forward 
to recognize. The inventor of a spinning-jenny 
is pretty sure of his reward in his own day; 
but the writer of a true poem, like the apostle 
of a true religion, is nearly as sure of the con
trary. We do not know whether it is not an 
aggravation of the injustice, that there is gen
erally a posthumous retribution. Robert Bums, 
in the course of Nature, might yet [1828] have 
been living; but his short life was spent in 
toil and penury; and he died, in the prime/of 
his manhood, miserable and nejected : and 
yet already a brave mausoleum shines over his 
dust, and more than one splendid monument 
has been reared in other places to his fame; 
the street where he languished in poverty is 
called by his name; the highest personages in 
our literature have been proud to appear as 
his commentators and admirers; and here is 
the sixth narrative of his Lift that has been 
given to the world !*

Mr. Lockhart thinks it necessary to apolo
gize for this new attempt j>n such a subject: 
but his readers, we believe, will readily acquit 
him, or,wt worst, will censure only the per
formance of his task, not the choice of it. The

1 [At least eight biographies of Burns appeared 
before that of Lockhart, viz.:—Heron's in 1797; Cur
rie’s in 1800; David Irving's in 1804; Chalmers' in 
1804; Professor Walker’s in 1811; Peterkin’s in 1813; 
Hamilton Paul’s in 1819; and Campbell the poet's, 
also in 1819.]

character of Bums, indeed, is a theme that 
cannot easily become either trite or exhausted, 
and will probably gain rather than lose in its 
dimensions by the distance to which it is re
moved by Time. No man, it has been said, 
is a hero to his valet, and this is probably true; 
but the fault is at least as likely to be the 
valet's as the hero’s. For it is certain that, to 
the vulgar eye, few things are wonderful that 
are not distant It is difficult for men to be
lieve that the man, the mere man whom they 
see, nay, perhaps, painfully feel, toiling at 
their side through the poor jcallings of exist
ence, can be made of finer clay than themselves. 
Suppose that some dining acquaintance of Sir 
Thomas Lucy’s, and neighbour of John a 
Combe's, had snatched an hour or two from 
the preservation of his game, and written us a 
Life of Shakspeare ! What dissertations should

mnot have had,—not on Hamlet and The 
ipest, but on the wool-trade, and deer
stealing, and thSlibel and vagrant laws; and 

how the Poacher became a Player, and how Sir 
Thomas and Mr. John had Christian bowels, 
and did not push him to extremities ! In like 
manner, we believe, with respect to Bums, 
that till the companions of his pilgrimage, the 
Honourable Excise Commissioners, and the 
Gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt, and the 
Dumfries Aristocracy, and all the Squires and 
Earls, equally with the Ayr Writers, and the 
New and Old Light Clergy, whom he had to 
do with, shall have become invisible in the 
darkness of the Past, or visible only by light 
borrowed from his juxtaposition, it will be 
difficult to measure him by any true standard,
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or to estimate what he really was and did, in 
the eighteenth century, for his country and 
the world. It will be difficult we say, but 
still a fair problem for literary historians, and 
repeated attempts will give us repeated ap
proximations.

His former Biographers have done some
thing, no doubt, but by no means a great deal, 
to assist us. Dr. Currie and Mr. Walker, the 
principal of these writers, have both, we think, 
mistaken one essentially important thing: 
Their own and the world's true relation to 
their author, and the style in which it became 
such men to think and to speak of such a man. 
Dr. Currie loved the poet truly, more perhaps 
than he avowed to his readers or even to him
self; yet he everywhere introduces him with 
a certain patronizing, apologetic air, as if the 
polite public might think it strange and half 
unwarrantable tljat he, a man of science, a 
scholar and gentleman, should do such honour 
to a rustic. In all this, however, we readily 
admit that his fault was not want of love, but 
weakness of faith; and regret that the first and 
kindest of all our poet’s biographers should 
not have seen farther, or believed more bold
ly what he saw. Mr. Walker offends more 
deeply in the same kind; and both err alike 
in presenting us with a detached catalogue of 
his several supposed attributes, virtues and 
vices, instead of a delineation of the resulting 
character as a living unity. This, however, is 
not painting a portrait, but gauging the length 
and breadth of the several features, and jotting 
down their dimensions in arithmetical cyphers. 
Nay, it is not so much as that; for we are yet 
to learn by what arts or instruments the mind 
could be so measured and gauged.

Mr. Lockhart, we are happy to say, has 
avoided both these errors. He uniformly treats 
Bums as the high and remarkable man the 
public voice has now pronounced him to 1>e; 
and in delineating him he has avoided the 
method of separate generalities, and rather 
sought for characteristic incidents, habits, ac
tions, sayings; in a word, for aspects which 
exhibit the whole man as he looked and lived 
among his fellows. The book accordingly, 
with all its deficiencies, gives more insight, we 
think, into the true character of Bums than 
any prior biography: though, being written on 
the very popular and condensed scheme of an

article for Constable's Miscellany, it has less 
depth than we could have wished and expected 
from a writer of such power; and contains 
rather more, and more multifarious quotations 
than-belong of right to an original production. 
Indeed, Mr. Lockhart’s own writing is gen
erally so good, so clear, direct and nervous, 
that we seldom wish to see it making place for 
another man’s. However, the spirit of the work 
is throughout candid, tolerant, and anxiously 
conciliating; compliments and praises are liber
ally distributed on all hands to great and small; 
and, as Mr. Morris Birkbeck observes of the 
society in the backwoods of America, “the 
courtesies of polite life are never lost sight of 
for a moment. " But there are better things 
than these in the volume; and we can safely 
testify not only that it is easily and pleasantly 
read a first time, but may even be without 
difficulty read again.

Nevertheless, we are far from thinking that 
the problem of Bums’s Biography has yet been 
adequately solved. We do not allude so much 
to deficiency of facts or documents,—though 
of these we arc still every day receiving some 
fresh accession,—as to the limited and imper
fect application of them to the great end of 
Biography. Our notions upon this subject 
may perhaps appear extravagant; but if an 
individual is really of consequence enough to 
have his life and character recorded fop public 
remembrance, we have always been of ppinion 
that the public ought to be made acquainted 
with all the inward springs and relations of 
his character. How did the world and man’s 
life, from his particular position, Represent 
themselves to his mind? How did coexisting 
circumstances modify him from without; how 
did he modify these from within? With what 
endeavours and what efficacy rule over them; 
with what resistance and what suffering sink 
under them? In one word, what and how pro
duced was the effect of society on him; what and 
how produced was his effect on society? He who 
should answer these questions, in regard to any 
individual, would, as we believe, furnish a model 
of perfection in Biography. Few individuals, 
indeed, can deserve such a study; and many 
lives will be written, and, for the gratification 
of innocent curiosity, ought to be written, and 
read and forgotten, which are not in this sense 
biographies. But Bums, if we mistake not,
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is one of these few individuals; and such a 
study, at least with such a result, he has not 
yet obtained. Our own contributions to it, we 
are aware, can be but scanty and feeble; but 
we offér them with good-will, and trust they 
may meet with acceptance from those they are 
intended for.-

- Bums first came upon the world as a pro
digy, and was, in that character, entertained 
by it, in the usual fashion, with loud, vague, 
tumultuous wonder, speedily subsiding into 
censure and neglect; till his early and most 
mournful death again awakened an enthusiasm 
for him, which, especially as there was now 
nothing to be done, and much to be spoken, 
has prolonged itself even to our own time. 
It is true, the “nine days” have long since 
elapsed, and the vçry continuance of this cla
mour proves that Bums was no vulgar wonder. 
Accordingly, even in sober judgments, where, 
as years passed by, he has come to rest more 
and more exclusively on his own intrinsic 
merits, and may now be well-nigh shorn of 
that casual radiance, he appears not only as a 
true British poet, but as one of the most con
siderable British* men of the eighteenth cen
tury. Let it not be objected that he did little. 
He did much if we consider where and how. 
If the work performed was small, we must 
remember ^hat he had his very materials to 
discover; for the metal he worked in lay hid 
under the desert moor, where no eye but his 
had guessed its existence; and we may almost 

I say that with his own hand he had to constmet 
the tools for fashioning it. For he found him
self in deepest obscurity, without help, with
out instruction, without model, or with models 
only of the meanest sort. An educated man 
stands, as it were, in the midst of a boundless 
arsenal and magazine, filled with all the wea
pons and engines which man’s skill has been 
able to devise from the earliest time, and he 
works accordingly with a strength borrowed 
from all past ages. How different is his state 
who stands on the outside of that storehouse, 
and feels that its gates must be stormed or 
remain for ever shut against him ! His means 
are the commonest and rudest; the mere work 
done is no measure of his strength. A dwarf 
behind his steam-engine may remove moun
tains, but no dwarf wilThew them down with

a pickaxe; and he must be a Titan that hurls 
them abroad with his arms.

It is in this last shape that Burns presents 
himself. Bom in an age the most prosaic. 
Britain had yet seen, and in a condition the' 
most disadvantageous, where his mind, if it 
accomplished aught, must accomplish it under 
the pressure of continual bodily toil, nay of 
penury and desponding apprehension of the 
worst evils, and with no furtherance but such 
knowledge as dwells in# poor man’s hut, and 
the rhymes of a Fergusson or Ilamsay for his 
standard of beauty, he"sinks not under all these 
impediments: through the fogs and darkness 
of that obscure region, his lynx eye discerns 
the true relations of the world and human life; 
he grows into intellectual strength, and grains 
himself into intellectual expertness. Impelled 
by the expansive movement of his o^n irre
pressible soul, he struggles forward into the 
general view; and with haughty modesty lays 
down before us, as the fruit of his labour, a 
gift, which Time has now pronounced imper
ishable. Add to all this, that his darksome 
drudging childhood and youth was by far the 
kindliest era of his whole life; and that he 
died in his thirty-seventh year: and then ask,
If it be strange that his poems arc imperfect, 
and of small extent, or that his genius attained 
no mastery in its art? Alas, his Sun shone as 
through a tropical tornado; and the pale 
Shadow of Death eclipsed it at noon! Shrouded 
in such baleful vapours, the genius of Bums 
was never seen in clear azu^e splendour, en
lightening the world : but some beams from 
it did, by fits, pierce through; and it tinted 
those clouds with rainbow and orient colours, 
into a glory and stern grande*, which men 
silently gazed on with wonder and tears !

We are anxious not to exaggerate ; for it is 
exposition rather than admiration that our 
readers require of us here; and yet to avoid 
some tendency to that side is no easy matter. 
We love Bums, and we pity him ; and love 
and pity are prone to magnify. Criticism, 
is sometimes thought, should be a cold bt 
ness ; we are not so sure of this ; but, at i 1 
events, our concern with Bums is not exeli 
sively that of critics. True and genial as hj 
poetry must appear, it is not chiefly as Apoet, 
but as a man, that he interests and aflictu us. 
He was often advised to write a tragedy): time
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and means were not lent him for this; but 
through life he enacted a tragedy, and one of 
the deepest. We question whether the world 
has since witnessed so utterly sad a scene ; 
whether Napoleon himself, left to brawl with 
Sir Hudson Lowe, and perish on his rock, 
“amid the melancholy main,” presented to the 
reflecting mind such a “ spectacl&of pity and 
fear ” as did this intrinsically nobler, gentler 
and perhaps greater soul, wasting itself away 
in a hopeless struggle with base entanglements, 
which coiled closer and closer round him, till 
only death opened him an outlet. Conquerors 
are a class of men with whom, for most part, 
the world could well dispense ; nor can the 
hard intellect, the unsympathizing loftiness and 
high but selfish enthusiasm of such persons 
inspire us in general with any affection ;1 at 
best it may excite amazement ; and their fall, 
like that of a pyramid, will be beheld with 
a certain sadness and awe. But a true Poet, 
a man in whose heart resides some effluence of 
Wisdom, some tone of the “Eternal Melodies,” 
is the most precious gift that can be bestowed 
on a generation : we see in him a freer, purer 
development of whatever is noblest in our
selves ; his life is a rich lesson to ms ; and we 
mourn his death as that of a benefactor who 
loved and taught us.

Such a gift had Nature, in her bounty, be
stowed on us in Robert Bums; but with queen- 
like indifference she cast it from her hand, 
like a thing of no moment; and it was defaced 
and tom asunder, as an' idle bauble, before we 
recognized it. To the ill-starred Bums was 
given the powrer of making man’s life more 
venerable, but that of wisely guiding his own 
life was not given. Destiny,—for so in our 
ignorance we must speak,—his faults, the 
faults of others, proved too hard for him ; and 
that spirit, which might have soared could it 
but have walked, soon sank to the dust, its 
glorious faculties trodden under foot in the 
blossom ; and died, we may almost say, with
out ever having lived. And so kind and warm 
a soul ; so full of inborn riches, of love, to all 
living and lifeless things ! How his heart flows 
out in sympathy over universal Nature ; and 
in her bleakest provinces discerns a beauty and 
a meaning ! The “ Daisy ” falls not unheeded 
under his ploughshare ; nor the mined nest of 
that “wee, cowering, timorous beastie,” cast

forth, after all its provident pains, to “thole 
the sleety dribble and cranreuch cauld.” The 
“ hoar visage ” of W inter delights him; hedwells 
with a sad and oft-returning fondness in these 
scenes of solemn desolation ; but the voice of 
the tempest becomes an anthem to his ears; 
he loves to walk in the sounding woods, for “it 
raises his thoughts to Him that watketh on the 
wings of the wind. ” A true Poet-soul, for it 
needs but to be struck, and the sound it yields 
will be music ! But observe him chiefly as he 
mingles with his brother men. What warm, 
all-comprehending fellow-feeling ; what trust
ful, boundless love ; what generous exaggera
tion of the object loved ! His rustic friend, 
his nut-brown maiden, are no longer mean and 
homely, but a hero and a queen, whom he 
prizes as the paragons of Earth. The rough 
scenes of Scottish life, not seen by him in any 
Arcadian illusion, but in the rude contradiction, 
in the smoke and soil of a too harsh reality, 
are still lovely to him: Poverty is indeed his 
companion, but Love also, and Courage ; the 
simple feelings, the worth, the nobleness, that 
dwell under the straw roof, are dear and 
venerable to his heart : and thus over the 
lowest provinces of man’s existence he pours 
the glory of his own soul ; and they rise, in 
shadow and sunshine, softened and brightened 
into a beauty which other eyes discern not in 
the highest. He has a just self-consciousness, 
which too often degenerates into pride ; yet it 
is a noble pride, for defence, not for offence ; 
no cold suspicious feeling, but a frank and 
social one. The Peasant Poet bears himself, 
we might say, like a King in exile: he is cast 
among the low, and feels himself equal to the 
highest; yet he claims no rank, that none may 
be disputed to him. The forward he can repel, 
the supercilious he can subdue; pretensions of 
wealth or ancestry are of no avail with him ; 
there is a fire in that dark eye, under which 
the “insolence of condescension” cannot 
thrive. In his abasement, in’his extreme need, 
he forgets not for a moment the majesty of 
Poetry and Manhood. And yet, far as he feels 
himself above common men, he wanders not 
apart from them, but mixes warmly in their 
interests ; nay throws himself into their arms, 
and, as it were, entreats them to love him. It 
is moving to see how, in his darkest despon
dency, this proud being still seeks relief from
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friendship ; unbosoms himself, often to the 
unworthy; and, amid tears, strains to his 
glowing heart a heart that knows only the 
name of friendship. And yet he was “quick 
to learn a man of keen vision, before whom 
common disguises afforded no concealment. 
His understanding saw through the hollowness 

' even of accomplished deceivers; but there was 
a generous credulity in his heart. And so did 
our Peasant show himself among us; “a soul 
like an Æolian harp, in whose strings the 
vulgar wind, as it passed through them, 

l changed itself into articulate melody." And 
this was he for whom the world found no fitter 
business than quarrelling with smugglers and 
vintners, computing excise-dues upon tallow, 
and gauging ale-barrels! In such toils was 
that mighty Spirit sorrowfully wasted: and a 
hundred years may pass on, before another 
such is given us to waste.

All that remains of Bums, the Writings he 
has left, seem to us, as we hinted above, no 
more than a poor mutilated fraction of what 
was in him ; brief, broken glimpses of a genius 
that could never show itself complete; that 
wanted all things for completeness: culture, 
leisure, true effort, nay even length of life. 
His poems are, with scarcely any exception, 
mere occasional effusions; poured forth with 
little premeditation; expressing, by such means 
as offered, the passion, opinion, or humour of 
the hour. Never inone instance was it permitted 
him to grapple with any subject with the full 
collection of his strength, to fuse and mould 
it in the concentrated fire of his genius. To 
try by the strict rules of Art such imperfect 
fragments, would be at once unprofitable and 
unfair. Nevertheless, there is something in 
these poems, marred and defective as they are, 
which forbids the most fastidious student of 
poetry to pass them by. Some sort of enduring 
quality they must have: for after fifty years of 
the wildest vicissitudes in poetic taste, they 
still continue to be read ; nay, are read more 
and more eagerly, more and more extensively; 
and this not only by literary virtuosos, and 
that class upon whom transitory causes operate 
most strongly, but by all classes, down to the 
most hard, unlettered and truly natural class, 
who read little, and especially no poetry, 
except because they find pleasure in it. The

grounds of so singular and wide a popularity, 
which extends, in a literal sense, from the 
palace to the hut, and over all regions where 
the English tongue is spoken, are well worth 
inquiring linto. After every just deduction, 
it seems toimply some rare excellence in these 
works. What is that excellence?

To answer this question will not lead us far. 
The excellence of Bums is, indeed, among the 
rarest, whether in poetry or prose; but, at the 
same time, it is plain and easily recognized: 
his Sincerity, his indisputable air of Truth. 
Here are no fabulous woes or joys; no hollow 
fantastic sentimentalities; no wiredrawn refin
ings, either in thought or feeling: the passion 
that is traced before us has glowed in a living 
heart; the opinion he utters has risen in his 
own understanding, and been a light to his 
own steps. He does not write from hearsay, 
but from sight and experience; it is the scenes 
that he has lived and laboured amidst, that he 
describes: those scenes, rude and humble as 
they are, have kindled beautiful emotions in 
his soul, noble thoughts, and definite resolves; 
and he speaks forth what is in him, not from 
any outward call of vanity or interest, but be
cause his heart is too full to be silent He 
speaks it with such melody and modulation as 
he can; “in homely rustic jingle;" but it is 
his own, and genuine. This is the grand secret 
for finding readers and retaining them: let him 
who would move and convince others, be first 
moved and convinced himself. Horace’s rule, 
Si vismeflere, is applicable in a wider sense 
than the literal one. To every poet, to every 
writer, wel might say: Be true, if you would 
be belie veux. Let a man but speak forth with 
genuine earnestness the thought, the emotion, 
the actual condition of his own heart; and 
other men, so strangely are we all knit together 
by the tie of sympathy, must and will give 
heed to him. In culture, in extent of view, 
we may stand above the speaker, or below him; 
but in either case, his words, if they are earnest 
and sincere, will find some response within us; 
for in spite of all casual varieties in outward 
rank or inward, as face answers to face, so does 
the heart of man to man.

This may appear a very simple principle, 
and one which Bums had little merit in dis
covering. True, the discovery is easy enough : 
but the practical appliance is not easy; is in-
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deed the fundamental difficulty which all poets 
have to strive with, and which scarcely one in 
the hundred ever fairly surmounts. A head 
too dull to discriminate the true from the false; 
a heart too dull to love the one at all risks, 
and tA hate the other in spite of all tempta
tions, are alike fatal to a writer. With either, 
or as more commonly happens, with both of 
these deficiencies combine a love of distinction, 
a wish to be original, which is seldom wanting, 
and we have Affectation, the bane of literature, 
as Cant, its elder brother, is of morals. How 
often does the one and the other front us, in 
poetry, as in life ! Great poets themselves are 
not always free of this vice; nay, it is precisely 
on a certain sort and degree of greatness that it 
is most commonly ingrafted. A strong effort 
after excellence will sometimes solace itself 
with a mere shadow of success; he who has 
much to unfold, will sometimes unfold it im
perfectly. Byron, for instance, was no common 
man: yet if we examine his poetry with this 
view, we shall find it far enough from faultless. 
Generally speaking, we should say that it is 
not true. He refreshes us, not with the divine 
fountain, but too often with vulgar strong 
waters, stimulating indeed to the taste, but 
soon ending in dislike, or even nausea. Are 
his Harolds and Giaours, we would ask, real 
men ; we mean, poetically consistent and con
ceivable ment Do not these characters, does 
not the character of their author, which more 
or less shines through them all, rather appear 
a thing put on for the occasion ; no natural or 
possible mode of being, but something intended 
to look much grander than nature’ Surely, all 
these stormful agonies, this volcanic heroism, 
superhuman contempt and moody desperation, 
with so much scowling, and teeth-gnashing, 
and other sulphurous humour, is more like the 
brawling of a player in some paltry tragedy, 
which is to last three hours, than the bearing 
of a man in the business of life, which is to 
last threescore and ten years. To our minds 
there is a taint of this sort, something which 
we should call theatrical, false, affected, in 
every one of these otherwise so powerful pieces. 
Perhaps Don Juan, especially the latter parts 
of it, is the only thing approaching to a sincere 
work, he ever wrote ; the only work where he 
showed himself, in any measure, as he was; 
and seemed so intent on his subject as, for

moments, to forget himself. Yet Byron hated 
this vice; we believe, heartily detested it: nay 
he had declared formal war against i^ in words. 
So difficult is it even for the strongest to make 
this primary attainment, which might seem 
the simplest of all : to read Us own conscious
ness without mistakes, without errors involun
tary or wilful! We recollect no poet of Burns’s 
susceptibility who comes before us from the 
first, and abides with us to the last, with such 
a total want of affectation. He is an honest man, 
and an honest writer. In his successes and 
his failures, in his greatness and his littleness, 
he is ever clear, simple, true, and glitters with 
no lustre but his own. We reckon this to be 
a great virtue ; to be, in fact, the root of most 
other virtues, literary as well as moral.

Here, however, let us say, it is to the Poetry 
of Burns that we now allude; to those writ
ings which he had time to meditate, and where 
no special reason existed to warp his critical 
feeling, or obstruct his endeavour to fulfil it. 
Certain of his Letters, and other fractions of 
prose composition, by no means deserve this 
praise. Here, doubtless, there is not the same 
natural truth of style; but on the contrary, 
something not only stiff, but strained and 
twisted; a certain high-flown inflated tone; the 
«tilting emphasis of which contrasts ill with 
the firmness and rugged simplicity of even his 
poorest verses. Thus no man, it would ap
pear, is altogether unaffected. Does not Shak- 
speare himself sometimes premeditate the 
sheerest bombast! But even with regard to 
these ^Letters of Bums, it is but fair to state 
that he had two excuses. The first was his 
comparative deficiency in language. Bums, 
though for most part he writes with singular 
force and even gracefulness, is not master of 
English prose, as he is of Scottish verse; not 
master of it, we mean, in proportion to the 
depth and vehemence of his matter. These 
letters strike us as the effort of a man to ex
press something which he has no organ fit for 
expressing. But a second and weightier excuse 
is to be found in the peculiarity of Bums’s social 
rank. His correspondents are often men whose 
relation to him he has never accurately ascer
tained; whom therefore he is either forearming 
himself against, or else unconsciously flatter
ing, by adopting the style he thinks will please 
them. At all events, we should remember
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that these faults, even in his Letters, are not 
the rule, but the exception. Whenever he 
writes, as one would ever wish to do, to trusted 
friends and on real interests, his style becomes 
simple, vigorous, expressive, sometimes even 
beautiful. His Letters to Mrs. Dunlop are 
uniformly excellent.

But we return to his Poetry. In addition 
to its Sincerity, it has another peculiar merit, 
which indeed is but a mode, or perhaps a 
means, of the foregoing: this displays itself in 
his choice of subjects; or rather in his indiffer
ence as to subjects, and the power he has of 
making all subjects interesting. The ordinary 
poet, like the ordinary man, is for ever seeking 
in external circumstances the help which can 
be found only in himself. In what is familiar 
and near at hand, he discerns no form or come
liness: home is not poetical but prosaic; it is 
in some past, distant, conventional heroic 
world, that poetry resides; were he there and 
not here, were he thus and not so, it would be 
well with him. Hence our innumerable host 
of rose-coloured Novels and iron-mailed Epics, 
with their locality not on the Earth, but some
where nearer,to the Moon. Hence our Virgins 
of the Sun, and our Knights of the Cross, ma
licious Saracens in turbans, and copper-coloured 
Chiefs in wampum, and so many other trucu
lent figures from the heroic times or the heroic 
climates, who on all hands swarm in our poetry. 
Peace be with them! But yet, as a great 
moralist proposed preaching to the men of this 
century, so would we fain preach'to the poets, 
“a sermon on the duty of staying at home." 
Let them be sure that heroic ages and heroic 
climates can do little for them. That form of 
life has attraction for us, less because it is better 
or nobler than our own, than simply because it 
is different; and even this attraction must he of 
the most transient sort. For will not our own 
age, one day, be an ancient one; and have as 
quaint a costume as the rest; not contrasted 
with the rest, therefore, but ranked along 
with them, in respect of quaintness? Does 
Homer interest us now, because he wrote of 
what passed beyond his native Greece, and 
two centuries before he was bom; or because 
he wrote what passed in God’s world, and in 
the heart of man, which is the same after thirty 
centuries? Let our poets look to this: is their 
feeling really finer, truer, and their vision

deeper than that of other men,—they have 
nothing to fear, even from the humblest sub
ject; is it not so,—they have nothing to hope, 
but an ephemeral favour, even from the 
highesk

The poet, we imagine, can never have far to 
seek for a subject: the elements of his art are 
in him, and around him on every hand; for 
him the Ideal world is not remote from the 
Actual, but under it and within it: nay, he is 
a poet, precisely because he can discern it 
there. Wherever there is a sky above him, 
and a world around him, the poet is in his 
place; for here too is man’s existence, with its 
infinite longings and small acquirings; its 
ever-thwarted, ever-renewed endeavours; its 
unspeakable aspirations," its fears and hopes 
that wander through Eternity; and all the 
mystery of brightness and of gloom that it was 
eVer made of, in any age or climate, since man 
first began to live. Is there not the fifth act 
of a Tragedy in every death-bed, though it 
were a peasant’s, and a bed of heath? And 
arc'wooings and weddings obsolete, that there 
can be Comedy no longer? Or are men sud
denly grown wise, that Laughter must no 
longer shake his sides, but be cheated of his 
FÎtree? Man’s life and nature is, as it was, 
and as it will ever be. But the poet must 
have an eye to read these things, and a heart 
to understand them; or they come and pass 
away before him in vain. He is a vales, a 
seer; a gift of vision has been given him. Has 
life no meanings for him, which another can
not equally decipher; then he is no poet, and 
Delphi itself will not make him one.

In this respect Bums, though not perhaps 
absolutely a great poet, better manifests his 
capability, better proves the troth of his genius, 
than if he had by his oWn strength kept the 
whole Minerva Press going, to the end of his 
literary course. He shows himself at least a 
poet of Nature's own making; and Nature, 
after all, is still the grand agent in making 
poets. We often hear of this and the other 
external condition being requisite for the ex
istence of a poet Sometimes it is a certain 
sort of training; he must have studied certain 
things, studied for instance “the elder dra
matists,” and so learned a poetic languagé; as 
if poetry lay in the tongue, not in the heart. 
At other times we are told he must be bred
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in a certain rank, and must be on a confiden
tial footing with the higher classes; because, 
above all things, he must see the world. As to 
seeing the world, we apprehend this will cause 
him little difficulty, if he have but eyesight to 
see it with. Without eyesight, indeed, the 
(ask might be hard. The blind or the purblind 
man “travels from l)an to Beersheba, and 
finds it all barren." But happily every poet 
is bom in the world ; and sees it, with or 
against his will, every day and every hour he 
lives. The mysterious workmanship of man's 
heart, the true light and the inscrutable dark
ness of man’s destiny, reveal themselves not 
only in capital cities and crowded saloons, but 
in every hut and hamlet where men have their 
abode. Nay, do not the elements of all human 
virtues and all human vices; the passions at 
once of a Borgia and of a Luther, lie written, 
in stronger of fainter linés, in the conscious
ness of every individual bosom, that has prac
tised honest self-examination? Truly, this 
same world may be seen in Mossgiel and Tar- 
liolton, if we look well, as clearly as it ever 
came to light in Crockford’s, or the Tuileries 
itself.

But sometimes still harder requisitions are 
laid on the poor aspirant to poetry; for it is 
hinted that he should have been born two cen
turies ago; inasmuch as poetry, about that 
date, vanished from the earth, and became no 
longer attainable by men! Such cobweb specu
lations have, now and then, overhung the field 
of literature; but they obstruct not the growth 
of any plant there : the Shakspearc or the 
Bums, unconsciously and merely as he walks 
onward, silently brushes them away. Is not 
every genius an impossibility till he appear? 
Why do we call him new and original, if w 
saw where his marble was lying, and what 
fabric he could rear from it? It is not the 
material but the workman that is wanting, lu 
is not the dark place that hinders, but the dim 

\jeye. A Scottish peasant’s life was the meanest 
and mdest of all lives, till Bums became a 
poet in it, and a poet of it; found it a man’s 
life, and therefore significant to men. A thou
sand battlefields remain unsung; but the 
Wounded Hare has not perished without its 

memorial ; a balm of mercy yet breathes on 
"us from its.dumb agonies, because a poet was 
there. Our Halloween had passed and re

passed, in rude awe and laughter, since the 
era of the Druids; but no Theocritus, till 
Burns, discerned in it the materials of a Scot
tish Idyl: neither was the Holy fair any 
Council of Trent or Roman Jubilee; but never
theless, Superstition and Hypocrisy and Fun 
having been propitious to him, in this man’s 
hand it became a poem, instinct with satire 
and genuine comic life. Let but the true poet 
be given us, we repeat it, place him where and 
how you will, and tme poetry will not be want
ing.

Independently of the essential gift of poetic 
feeling, as we have now attempted to describe 
it, a certain rugged sterling worth pervades 
whatever Burns has written ; a virtue, as of 
green fields and mountain breezes, dwells in 
his poetry; it is redolent of natural life and 
hardy natural men. There is a decisive strength i— 
in him, and yet a sweet native gracefulness: 
he is tender, he is vehement, yet without con
straint or too visible effort; he melts the heart, 
or inflames it, with a power which seems ha
bitual and familiar to him. We see that in <- 
this man there was the gentleness, the trem
bling pity of a woman, with the deep earnest
ness, the force and passionate ardour of a hero. 
Tears lie in him, and consuming fire; as light
ning lurks in the drops of the summer cloud.
He has a resonance in his bosom for every 
note of human feeling; the high and the low, 
the sad, the ludicrous, the joyful, arc wel
come in their turns to his “ lightly-inoved and 
all-conceiving spirit. ’’ And observe with what 
a fierce prompt force he grasps his subject, be 
it what it may! How he fixes, as it were, the 
full image of the matter in his eye; full and 
clear in every lineament; and catches the real 
type and essence of it, amid a thousand acci
dents and superficial circumstances, no one of 
which misleads him! Is it of reason; some truth 
to be discovered? No sophistry, no vain sur
face-logic detains him; quick, resolute, unerr
ing, lie pierces through into the marrow of the 
question; and speaks his verdict with an em
phasis that cannot be forgotten. Is it of de
scription; some visual object to be represented?
No poet of any age or nation is more graphic 
than Bums: the characteristic features disclose 
themselves to him at a glance; three lines 
from his hand, and we have a likeness. And, 
in that rough dialect, in that rude, often awk-
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ward metre, so clear and definite a likeness! 
It seems a draughtsman working with a burnt 
stick; and yet the burin of a Retzsch is not 
more expressive or exact.

Of this last excellence, the plainest and most 
comprehensive of all, being indeed the root 
and foundation of every sort of talent, poetical 
or intellectual, we could produce innumerable 
instances from the writings of Burns. Take 
these glimpses of a snow-storm from his “ Win
ter Night" (the italics are ours):

When biting Boreas, fell and doure, stem
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bow’r,
And Phœbus gies a short-liv'd glow'r stare

Far south the l\ft, skj
Dim dark’ning thro’ the flaky shout'r 

Or whirling drift:

Ae night the storm the steeples rock'd,
Poor labour sweet In sleep was lock'd,
While bums tin' snawy wreaths upehok'd 

Wild-eddying swirl,
Or thro’ the mining outlet hock’d 

Down headlong hurl

Are there not “descriptive touches" here?,, 
The describer saw this thing; the essenti: 
feature arid true likeness of every circumstance 
in it; saw, and not with the eye only. “Poor 
labour locked in sweet sleep;” the dead still
ness of man, unconscious, vanquished, yet not 
unprotected, while such strife of the material 
elements rages, and seems to reign supreme in 
loneliness: this is of the heart as well as of the 
eye!—Look also at his image of a thaw, and 
prophesied fall of the Auld Brig:

When heavy, dark, continued, a’-day rains 
Wi’ deepening deluges o’erflow tile plains;
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coll, 
Or stately Lugar’s mossy fountains boil,
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course,
Or haunted Carpal • draw's his feeble source,
Arous'd by blust'ring winds and spotting thowes,*
In many a torrent down his snaw-broo rowes;*
While crashing ice, boms on the roaring sprat t 
Sweeps dams and mills and brigs a’ to the gate;
And from Glenbuck down to the Rottonkey,
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd tumbling sea ;
Then down ye’ll hurl, Deil nor ye never rise!
And dash the gumlie jaups* up to the pouring skies.

The last line is in itself a Poussin-picture of 
that Deluge! The welkin has, as it were, 
bent down with its weight; the “gumlie

l Fabn’osus Hydaspes ! « Thaws.
* Melted snow rolls. * Flood.
• Discoloured waves.

jaups” and the “pouring skies" are mingled 
together; it is a world of rain and ruin.—In 
respect"of mere clearness and minute fidelity, 
the Farmer's commendation of his Auld Mare, 
in plough or in cart, may vie with Homer’s 
Smithy of the Cyclops, or yoking of Priam’s 
Chariot. Nor have we forgotten stout Buru- 
the-wind and his brawny customers, inspired 
by Scotch Drink; but it is needless to multi
ply examples. Une other trait of a much finer 
sort we select from multitudes of such among 
his Songs. It gives, in a single line, t</the 
saddest feeling the saddest environment and 
local habitation:

The pale Moon is setting beyond the white wave,
And Time is setting wi' me, 0;
Farewell, false friends! false lover, farewell !
I'll nae mair trouble them nor thee, O.

This clearness of sight we have called the 
foundation of all talent; for in fact, unless wc 
see our object, how shall we know how to 
place or prize it, in our understanding, our 
imagination, our affections. Yet it is not in 
itself, perhaps, a very high excellence; but 

pable of being united indifferently with the 
strongest, or with ordinary power. Homer 
surpasses all men in this quality: but strangely 
enough, at no great distance below him are 
Richardson and Defoe. It belongs, in truth, 
to what is called a lively mind; and gives no 
sure indication of the higher endowments that 
may exist along with it In all the three cases 
we have mentioned, it is combined with great 
garrulity; their descriptions are detailed, ample 
and lovingly exact; Homer’sfire bursts through, 
from time to time, as if by accident; but 
Defoe and Richardson have no fire. Bums, 
again, is not more distinguished by the clear
ness than by the impetuous force of his cop 
ceptions. Of the strength, the piercing em
phasis with which he thought, his emphasis of 
expression may give a humble but the readiest 
proof. Who ever uttered sharper sayings than 
his; words môre memorable, now % their 
burning vehemence, now by their cool vigour 
and laconic pith? A single phrase depicts a 
whole subject, a whole scene. Wé hear of 
“a gentleman that derived his patent of no
bility direct from Almighty God." Our Scot
tish forefathers in (he battle-field struggled 
forward “red-wat-shod;" in this one word, a
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full vision of horror and carnage, perhaps too 
frightfully &>qirate for Art!

In fact, one df^the leading features in the 
mind of Burns is tnîTXlgour of his strictly in
tellectual perceptions. A resolute force is ever 
visible in his judgments, and in his feelings 
and volitions. Professor Stewart says of him, 
with some surprise : “All the faculties of 
Burns’s mind were, as far as I could judge, 
equally^'Vigorous ; and his predilection for 
poetry wasjether the result of his own èn- 
thusiasti^pW impassioned temper, than of a 
genius exclusively adapted to that species of 
composition. From his conversation I should 
have pronounced him to be fitted to excel in 
whatever walk of ambition he had chosen to 
exert his abilities.” But this, if we mistake 
not, is at all times the very essence of a truly 
poetical endowment. Poetry, except in such 
cases as that of. Keats, Where the whole con
sists in a weak-eyed maudlin sensibility, and 
a certain vague random tunefulness of nature, 
is no separate faculty, no organ which can be 
superadded to the rest, or^isjoined from them; 
but rather the result of their general harmony 
and completion. The feelings, the gifts that 
exist in the Poet are those that exist, with 
more or less development, in every human 
soul: the imagination, which shudders at the 
Hell of Dante, is the same faculty, weaker in 
degree, which called that picture into being. 
How does the Poet speak to men, with power, 
but by being still more a man than they? 
Shakspeare, it has been well observed, in the 
planning and completing of his tragedies, has 
shown an Understanding, were it nothing 
more, which might have governed states, or 
indited a Novum Organum. What Burns’s 
force of understanding may have been, we 
have less means of judging: it had to dwell 
among the humblest objects; never saw Philo
sophy; never rose, except by natural effort and 
for short intervals, into the region of great 
ideas. Nevertheless, sufficient indication, if 
no proof sufficient, remains for us in his works: 
we discern the brawny movements of a gigantic 
though untutored strength ; and can under
stand how, in conversation, his quick sure 
insight into men and things may, as much as 
aught else about him, have amazed the beat 
thinkers of his time and country."

But, unless we mistake, the intellectual gift

of Burns is fine as well as strong. The more 
delicate relations of things could not well have 
escaped his eye, for they were intimately 
present to his heart. The logic of the senate 
and the forum is indispensable, but not all- 
sufficient, nay perhaps the highest Truth is 
that which will the most certainly elude it. 
For this logic works by words, and “ the 
highest,” it has been said, “cannot be ex
pressed in words. ” W’e are not without tokens 
of an openness for this higher truth also, of a 
keen though uncultivated sense for it, having 
existed in Burns. Mr. Stewart, it will be 
remembered, “wonders," in the passage above 
quoted, that Burns had formed some distinct 
conception of the “doctrine of association.’’ 
We rather think that far subtler things than 
the doctrine of association had from of old 
been familiar to him. Here for instance:

“We know nothing," thus writes he, “or next to 
nothing, of the structure of our souls, so we 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 extraordinary impression. I have some 
favourite flowers in spring, among which are the 
mountain-daisy, the harebell, the foxglove, the wild- 
brier rose, the budding birch, and the hoary haw
thorn, that I view and hang over with particular 
delight. I never hear the loud solitary whistle of the 
curlew in a summer noon, or the wild mixing cadence 
of a troop of gray plover in an autumnal morning, 
without feeliuç an elevation of soul like the enthu
siasm of devotldn or poetry. Tell me, my dear friend, 
to what can this be owing? Are we a piece of ma
chinery, which, like the Æolian harp, passive, takes 
the impression of the passing accident ; or do these 
workings argue something within us above the 
trodden clod? I own myself partial to such proofs 
of those awful and important realities : a God that 
made all things, man’s immaterial and immortal 
nature, and a world of weal or wo beyond death 
and the grave."1

Force and fineness of understanding arc 
often spoken of as something different from 
general force and fineness of nature, as some
thing partly independent of them. The ne
cessities of language so require it; but in truth

Ï qualities are not distinct and indepeu- 
except in special cases, and from special 

is, they ever go together. A man of strong 
understanding is generally a man of strong 

character ; neither is delicacy in the one kind

1 Letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 1st January, 1789. [See 
note to Lockhart's Life, vol. I. p. 90.1
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often divided from delieacy in the other. No 
one, at all events, is ignorant that in 
Poetry of bums keenness of insight 
pace with keenness of feeling; that hi 
is not more prevading than his warmer He 
is a man of the most impassioned temper ; with 
passions not strong only, but nqWdf and of the 
sort in which great virtues and great poems 
take their rise. It is reverence, it is love 
towards all Nature that inspires him, that 
opens his eyes to its beauty, and makes heart 
and voice eloquent in its praise. There is a 
tnJ? old saying, that “ Love furthers know
ledge:” but above all, it is the living essence 
of that knowledge which makes poets; the 
first principle of its existence, increase, activity. 
Of Burns’s fervid affection, his generous all- 
embracing Love, we have spoken already, as 
of the grand distinction of his nature, seen 
equally in word and deed, in his Life and in his 
Writings. It were easy to multiply examples. 
Not man only, but all that environs man in the 
material and moral universe, is lovely in his 
sight: “the hoary hawthorn,’’ the “troop of 
gray plover," the “solitary curlew," all are 
dear to him ; all live in this Earth along with 
him, and to all he is knit as in mysterious 
brotherhood. How touching is it, for instance, 
that, amidst the gloom of personal misery, 
brooding over the wintry desolation without 
him and within him, he thinks of the “ourie 
cattle," and “silly sheep," and their sufferings 
in the pitiless storm !

I thought me on the ourie cattle, eliiroring
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle, lt,,rra

O' wintry war, [«ramble
Or thro’ the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle, «inking deep, 

i r Beneath a scaur. cliff
Ilk happing bird, wee helpless thing, hopping
That in the merry months o’ spring 
Delighted me to hear thee sing,

What comes o' thee?
where wilt thou cow’r thy chittering wing, shivering 

And close thy ee?

The tenant of the mean hut, with its “raggSl 
roof and chinky wall,” has a heart to pitj$f 
even these ! This is worth several homilies on 
Mercy; for it is the voice-of Mercy herself. 
Bums, indeed, lives in sympathy; his soul 
rashes forth into all realms of being ; nothing 
that has existence can be indifferent to him. 
The very Devil he cannot hate with right 
orthodoxy:

But fare you weel, auld Nickie ben ;
O, wad ye tak a thought and men' !
Ye aiblins might,—I dinna ken,— i>erhap«, don't 

Still hae a stake ; [know
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, sorrowful

Even for your sake !

“He is the father of curses and lies,” said 
Dr. Slop; “and is cursed and damned already." 
—“Iam sorry for it,” quoth my Unclq.Tohy ! 
—a Poet without Love were a physical and 
metaphysical impossibility.

But has it not been said, in contradiction 
to this principle, that “Indignation makes 
verses”? It has been so said, and is true 
enough: but the contradiction is apparent, not 
real. The Indignation which make* venjes is, 
properly speaking, an inverted Love; the love 
of some right, some worth, some goodness, 
belonging to ourselves or others, which has 
been injured, and whii% this tempestuous 
feeling issues forth to defend and avenge. No 
sflfish fury of heart, existing there as a primary 
feeling, and without its opposite, ever produced 
much Poetry: otherwise, we suppose, the Tiger 
were the most musical of all our choristers. 
Johnson said, he loved a good hater; by v hieh 
he must have meant, not so much one that 
hated violently, as one that hated wisely; 
hated baseness from love of nobleness. How
ever, in spite of Johnson's paradox, tolerable 
enough for once in speech, but wliicjk need not 
have been so often adopted in prin^ÿce then, 
we rather believe that good men de» sparingly 
in hatred, either wise or unwise: nay that a 
“good" hater is still a desideratum in this 
world. The Devil, at least, who passes for the 
chief and best of that class, is said to be nowise 
an amiable character.

Of the verses which Indignation makes, 
Bums has also given us specimens: and among 
the best that were ever given. Who will forget 
his “Dweller in yon Dungeon dark;” a piece 
that might have been chanted by the Furies 
of Æschylus? The secrets of the infernal Pit 
arc laid bare ; a boundless baleful “ darkness 
visible;” and streaks of hell-fire quivering 
madly in its black haggard bosom !

Dweller in yon Dungeon dark,
Hangman of Creation, mark !
Who In widow's weeds appears,
Laden with unhonoured years,
Noosing with care a bursting purse,
Baited with many a deadly curse !
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Why should we speak of “Scot’s wha hac 
wi’ Wallace bled;” since all know of it, from 
the king to the meanest of his subjects? This 
dithyrambiç was composed on horseback; in 
riding inj"thc middle of tempests, over the 
wildest Galloway moor, in company with a 
Mr. Syme, who, observing the poet’s looks, 
forebore to speak,—judiciously enough, for a 
man composing “Bruce’s Address” might be 
unsafe to trifle with.1 Doubtless this stern 
hymn was singingtifsclf, as he formed it, 
through thc-soulof Burns: but to the external 
car, it should lie sung with the throat of the 
whirlwind. So long as there is warm blood in 
the heart of Scotchman or man, it will move 
in fierce thrills under this war-ode; the best, 
we believe, that was ever written, by any pen.

Another wild stormful Song, that dwells in 
our car and mind with a strange tenacity, is 
“ Macpherson’s Farewell." Perhaps there is 
something in the tradition itself that co
operates. For was not this grim Celt, this 
shaggy Northland Cacus, that “lived a life of 
start and strife, and died by treachcrie,"—was 
not he too one of the Nimrods and Napoleons 
of the earth, in the arena of his own remote 
misty glens, for want of a clearer and wider 
one? Nay, was there not a touch of grace 
given him? A fibre of love and softness, of 
poetry itself, must have lived in his savage 
heart: for he composed that air the night 
before his execution; on the wings of that 
poor melody his better soul would soar away 
almve oblivion, pain and all the ignominy and 
despair, which, like an avalanche, was hurling 
him to the abyss! Here ulsç, as at Thebes, 
anti in Pelops’ line, was material Fate matched 
against man’s Free-will ; matched in bitterest 
though obscure duel ; and the ethereal soul 

.’sank not, even in its blindness, without a cry 
vi,< aÿwliich hassuryived it. But who, except Bums, 

1 could have given words to such a soul ; words 
that we never listen to without a strange half- 
imrbarous, half-poetic fellow-feeling?

8ae rnntingly, sac wantonly, jovially
Sae daunt ingly gaed he ; audaciously

lie play'd a spring, and danced it round, tune 
, Below the gallows-tree.

Under a lighter disguise, the same principle

1 [Syme's story is incorrect. See Burns's letter to 
Thomson, 1st Sept. 1783, and also Professor Wilson's 
Essay.)
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oVlovc, which we have recognized as the great 
characteristic of Bums, and of all true poets, 
occasionally manifests itself in the shape of 
Humour. Everywhere, indeed, in his sunny 
moods, a full buoyant flood of mirth rolls 
through the n^ind of Bums; he rises to the 
high, and stoops to the low, and is brother 
and playmate to all Nature. We speak not of 
his bold and often irresistible faculty of cari
cature; for this is Drollery rather than Humour: 
but a much tenderer sportfulness dwells in 
him; and comes forth here and there, in 
evanescent and beautiful touches; as in his 
“Address to the Mouse," or the “Farmer’s 
Mare," or in his “Elegy on poor Mailie,” 
which last may be reckoned his happiest effort 
of this kind. In these pieces there are traits i 
of a Humour as fine as that of Sterne; yeti 
altogether different, original, peculiar,—thej 
Humour of Burns.

Of the tenderness, the playful pathos, and i 
many other kindredqualities of Bums’s Poetry, 
much more might be said; but now, with these 
poor outlines of a sketch, we must prepare to 
quit this part of our subject. To speak of his 
individual Writings, adequately and with any 
detail, would lead.us far beyond our limits. 
As already hinted, we can look on but few of 
hese pieces as, in strict critical language, de
eming the name of Poems: they are rhymed 
loquencc, rhymed pathos, rhymed sense; yet 
icldom essentially melodious, aerial, poetical.
Tam o’ Shanter” itself, which enjoys so high 

i favour, docs not appear to us at all decisively 
o come under this last category. It is not so 
nuch a poem as a piece of sparkling rhetoric; 
lie heart and body of the story still lies hard 

and dead. He has not gone back, much less 
carried us back, into that dark, earnest, won- 

when the tradition was believed, 
and wliNi it took its rise; he does not attempt, 
by any newumdclling of his supernatural ware, 
to strike ancwNhat deep mysterious chord of 
human nature, which once responded to such 
things; and which livto in us too, and will for 
ever live, though silentSiow, or vibrating with 
far other notes, and to far itiflferent issues. Our 
German readers will understand us when we 
say, that he is not the Ticck but the Musiius 
of this tale. Externally it is all green and 
living; yet look closer, it is no firm growth, 
but only ivy on a rock. The piece does not
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properly cohere ; the strange chasm which 
yawns in our incredulous imaginations between 
the Ayr public-house and the gate of Tophet, 
is nowhere bridged over, nay the idea of such 
a bridge is laughed at; and thus the Tragedy 
of the adventure becomes a mere drunken 
phantasmagoria, or many-coloured spectrum 
painted on ale-vapours, and the Farce alone 

; has any reality. We do not say that Bums 
should have made much more of this tradition; 
we rather think that, for strictly poetical pur
poses, not much w&s to be made of it Neither 
are we blind to the deep, varied, genial power 
displayed in what he has actually accomplished; 
but we find far more “Shakspearean" quali
ties, as these of “Tam o’ Shanter” have been 
fondly named, in many of his other pieces; 
nay wk incline to believe that this latter might 
have been written, all but quite as well, by a 
man who, in place of genius, had only pos
sessed talent.

Perhaps we may venture to say, that the 
most strictly poetical of all his “poems” is 
one which does not appear in Currie's Edition; 
but has been often printed before and since, 
under the humble title of the “Jolly Beg
gars. ”1 The subject truly is among the lowest 
in Nature; but it only the more shows our 
Poet’s gift in raising it into the domain of Art. 
To our minds this piece peems thoroughly com
pacted; melted together, refined; and poured 
forth in one flood of true W/uiil harmony. It 
is light, airy, soft of movement, yet sharp and 
precise in its details; every face is a portrait: 
that ranch carlin, that wee AjtoUo, that Son 
of Mars, are Scottish, yet ideal; the scene is 
at once a dream and the very Ragcastle of 
“Poosie-Nansic.” Farther, it seems in a con
siderable degree complete, a real self-support
ing Who'll which is the highest merit in a 
poem. Tjje blanket of the Night is drawn 
asunder for a moment; in full, ruddy, flaming 
light, these rough tatterdemalions are seen in 
their boisterous revel; for the strong pulse of 
Life vindicates its right to gladness even here; 
and when the curtain closes, we prolong the 
action, without effort; the next day as the last, 
our Caird and our Balladmonger are singing

1 [The “Jolly Beggars" first appeared in "Poems 
ascribed to Robert Rums, the Ayrshire Bard. Glas* 
gow: Stewart, 1801," the year following the publica
tion of Currie's edition.]

and soldiering; their “brats and callets” are 
hawking, begging, cheating; and some other 
night, in new combinations, they,will wring 
from Fate another hour of wassail and good 
cheer.' Apart from the universal sympathy 
with man which this again bespeaks in Burns, 
a genuine inspiration arid no inconsiderable 
technical talent are manifested here. There 
is the fidelity, humour, warm life, and accu
rate painting and grouping of some Teniers, 
for whom hostlers and carousing peasants are 
not without significance. It vfould be strange, 
doubtless, to call this the best of Burns’s writ
ings: we mean to say only, that it seems to us 
the most perfect of its kind as a piece of poeti
cal composition, strictly so called. In the 
Beggars' Opera, in the Beggars' Bush, as other 
critics have already remarked, there is nothing 
which, in real poetic vigour, equals this Can
tata; nothing, as we think, which comes within 
many degrees of it

But by far the most finished, complete, and 
truly inspired pieces of Bums are, without 
dispute, to be found among his Songs. It is 
here that, although through a small aperture, 
his light shines with least obstruction; in it» 
highest beauty and pure sunny clearness. The 
reason may be, that Song is a brief simple 
species of composition; and requires nothing 
so much for ita perfection as genuine poetic 
feeling, genuine music of heart. Yet the Song 
has its rules equally with the Tragedy; rules 
which in most cases are poorly fulfilled, in 
many cases are not so much as felt We might 
write a long essay on the Songs of Bums, which 
we reckon by far the best that Britain has yet 
produced; for indeed, since the era of Queen 
Elisabeth, we know not that, by any other 
hand, aught truly worth attention has been 
accomplished in this department True, we 
have songs enough “by persons of quality;" 
we have tawdry, hollow, wine-bred madrigals; 
many a rhymed speech “ in the flowing and 
watery vein of Ossorius the Portugal Bishop," 
rich in sonorous words, and, for moral, dashed 
perhaps with some tint of a sentimental sen
suality; all which many persons cease not from 
endeavouring to sing; though, for most part, 
we fear, the music is but from the throat out
wards, or at best from some region far enough 
short of the Soul; not in which, but in a cer
tain inane Limbo of the Fancy, or even in
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some vaporous debateable-land on the outskirts 
of the Nervous System, most of such madri
gals and rhymed speeches seem to have 
originated.

With the Songs of Burns we must not name 
these things. Independently of the clear, 
manly, heartfelt sentiment that ever pervades 
his poetry, his Songs are honest in another 
point of view: in form as well as in spirit. 
They do not affect to be set to music, but they 
actually and in themselves are music; they 
have received their life, and fashioned them-' 
selves together, in the medium of Harmony, 
as Venus rose from the bosom of the sea. The 
story, the feeling, is not detailed, but sug
gested; not said or spouted in rhetorical com
pleteness and coherence; but lung, in fitful 
gushes, in glowing hints, in fantastic breaks, 
in warbling» not of the voice only, but of the 
whole midd. We consider this to be the es
sence of a song; and that no songs since the 
little careless catches, and as it were drops of 
song, which Shakspeare lias here and; there 
sprinkled over his Plays, fulfil this condition 
in nearly the same degree as most of Burns’s 
do. Such grace and truth of external move
ment, too, presupposes in general a correspond
ing force and truth of sentiment and inward 
meaning. The Songs of Burns are not more 
perfect in the former quality than in the latter. 
With wliat tenderness he sings, yet with what 
vehemence and entireness ! There is a piercing 
wail in his sorrow, the purest rapture in his 
joy; he burns with the sternest ire, or laughs 
with the loudest or sliest mirth; and yet he is 
sweet and soft, “sweet as the smile when fond 
lovers meet, and soft as their parting tear." 
If we farther take into account the immense 
variety of his subjects; how, from the loud 
flowing revel in “Willie brew’d a Peck o' 
Maut,” to the still, rapt enthusiasm of sadness 
for “Mar)- in Heaven;” from the glad kind 
greeting of “Auld Langsyne," or the comic 
archness of “Duncan Gray,” to the fire-eyed 
fury of “Scots wha liac wi’ Wallace bled,” he 
has found a tone and words for every mood of 
man’s heart—it will seem a small praise if we 
rank him as the first of all our Song-writers; 
for we know not where to find one worthy of 
being second to him.

It is on his Songs, as we believe, that Burns’s 
chief influence as an author will ultimately be

/

found to depend : nor, if our Fletcher’s aphor
ism is true, shall we account this a small in
fluence. “ Let me make the songs of a people,” 
said he, “and you shall make its laws." 
Surely, if ever any Poet might have equalled 
himself with Legislators on this ground, it 
was Burns. Hid Songs are already part of the 
mother-tongue, not of Scotland only but of 
Britain, and of the millions that in all ends of 
the earth speak a British language. In hut 
and hall, as the heart unfolds itself in many- 
coloured joy and woe of existence, the name, 
the voice of that joy and that woe, is the name 
and voice which Burns lias given them. Strictly 
speaking, perhaps no British man has so deeply 
affected the thoughts and feelings of so many 
men, as this solitary and altogether private indi
vidual, with means apparently the humblest.

In another point of view, moreover, we in
cline to think that Burns’s influence may have 
been considerable : we mean as exerted speci
ally on the Literature of his country, at least 
on the Literature of Scotland. Among the 
great changes which British, particularly Scot
tish literature, has undergone since that period, 
one of the greatest will, be found to consist in 
its remarkable increase of nationality. Even 
the English writers most popular in Burns’s 
time were little distinguished for their literacy 
patriotism, in this its best sense. A certain 
attenuated cosmopolitanism had, in good mea
sure, taken place of the old insular home
feeling; literature was, as it were, without 
any local environment, was not nourished by 
the affections which spring from a native soil. 
Our Grays and Glovers seemed to write almost 
as if in vacuo; the thing written bears no mark 
of place; it is not written so much for English
men as for men, or rather, which is the in
evitable result of this, for certain Generalisa
tions which philosophy termed men. Goldsmith 
is an exception: not so Johnson; the scene of 
his Rambler is little more English than that 
of his Raise las.

But if such was, in some degree, the case 
with England, it was, in the highest degree, 
the case with Scotland. In fact, our Scottish 
literature had, at that a very singular
aspect; unexampled, as far as we know, ex
cept perhaps at Geneva, where the same state 
of matters appears still to continue. For a 
long period after Scotland became British, we
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had no literature: at the date when Addison 
and Steele were writing their Spectators, our 
good John Boston was writing, with the noblest 
intent, but alike in defiance of grammar and 
philosophy, his Fourfold State of Man. Then 
came the schisms in our National Chuiph,

Théologie ink, and Jacobite blood, with 
enough in both cases, seemed to have blj 
out the intellect of the country: howewr/it 
was only obscured, not obliterated. /£ord 
Kames made nearly the first attempt ^[writ
ing English; and ere long, Hume, It«>ertson, 
Smith, and a whole host of followers,Attracted 
hither the eyes of all Europe. And yet in this 
brilliant resuscitation of our “fervid genius," 
there was nothing truly Scottish, nothing in
digenous; except, perhaps, the natural im
petuosity of intellect, which we sometimes 
claim, and are sometimes upbraided with, as a 
characteristic of our nation. It is curious to 
remark that Scotland, so full of writers, had 
no Scottish culture, nor indeed any English; 
our culture was almost exclusively French. It 
was by studying Racine and Voltaiae, Batteux 
and Boileau, that Kames had traiwd himself 
to.be a critic and philosopher; it was the light 
of Montesquieu and Mably that/guided Ro
bertson in his political spcculatio/s; Quesnay’s 
lamp that kindled the lamp of/Adam Smith. 
Hume was too rich a man to Hfrrow; and per
haps he reacted on the Frenni more than he 
was acted on by them: but neither had he 
aught to do with Scotland; Edinburgh, equally 
with La Flèche, was but the lodging and la
boratory, in which he not so much morally 
lived, as metaphysically investigated. Never, 
perhaps, was there a class of writers so clear 
and well-ordered, yet so totally destitute, to 
all appearance, of any patriotic affection, nay 
of any human affection whatever. The French 
wits of the period were as unpatriotic: but 
their general deficiency in moral principle, not 
to say their avowed sensuality and unbelief in 
all virtue, strictly so called, render Ahis unac
countable enough. We hope, there is a pa
triotism founded on something better than 
prejudice; that our country may be dear to us, 
without iqjury to our philosophy; that in lov
ing and justly prizing all other lands, we may 
prize justly, and yet love before all others, tuir 
own stem Motherland, and the venerable

Structure of social and moral Life, which Mind 
has through long ages been building up for us 
there. Surely there is nourishment for the 
better part of man’s heart in all this: surely 
the roots, that have fixed themselves in the 
very core of man’s being, may be so cultivated

and the fiercer schisms in our Body Politic: Us to grow up not into briers, but into roses,
............................... . , i.. ii i __it.. ki. i:rA tin the field of his life ! Our Scottish sages 

have no such propensities: the field of their 
life shows neither briers nor roses; but only 
a flat, continuous thrashing-floor for Logic, 
whereon all questions, from the “ Doctrine of 
Rent" to the “Natural History of Religion," 
are thrashed and sifted with the same mechan
ical impartiality !

With Sir Walter Scott at the head of our 
literature, it cannot be denied that much of 
this evil is past, or rapidly passing away: our 
chief literary men, whatever other faults they 
may have, no longer live among us like a 
French colony, or some knot of Propaganda 
Missionaries; but like natural-bom subjects of 
the soil, partaking and sympathizing in all 
our attachments, humours and habits. Our 
literature no longer grows in water but in 
mould, and with the true racy virtues of the 

.soil and climate. How much of this change 
Aiay be due to Bums, or to any other indi

vidual, it might be difficult to estimate. Direct 
literary imitation of Bums was not to be looked 
for. But his example, in the fearless adoption 
of domestic subjects, could not but operate 
from afar; and certainly in no heart did the 
love of country ever burn with a warmer glow 
than in that of Bums: “a tide of Scottish 
prejudice," as he modestly calls this deep and 
generous feeling, “had been poured along his 
veins; and he felt that it would boil there till 
the flood-gates shut in eternal rest." It seemed 
to him, as if he could xlo so little for his coun
try, and yet would so gladly have done all. 
One small province stood open for him,—that 
of Scottish Song; and how eagerly he entered 
on it, how devotedly he laboured there! In 
his toilsome joumeyings, this object never 
quite him; it is the little happy-valley of his 
careworn heart. In the gloom of his own 
affliction, he eagerly searches after some lonely 
brother of the muse, and rejoices to snatch 
one other name from the oblivion that was 
covering it! These were early feelings, and 
they abode with him to the end:

4
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... A wish (I mind its power), remember 
A wish, that to my latest hour 
Will 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

The rough bur Thistle spreading wide 
Amang the bearded bear,

I turned the weeder-clips aside, weeding-shears
And spared the symbol dear.

But to leave the mere literary character of 
Burns, which has already detained us too long. 
Far more interesting than any of his written 
works, as it appears to us, are his acted ones: 
the Life he willed and was fated to lead among 

yZ his fellow-men. These Poems are but like 
little rhymed fragments scattered here and 
there in the grand unrhymed Romance of his 
earthly existence; and it is only when inter
calated in this at their proper places, that they 
attain their full measure of significance. And 
this, too, alas, was but a fragment! The plan 
of a mighty edifice had been sketched; some 
columns, porticos, firm masses of building, 
stand completed; the rest more or less clearly 
indicated ; with many a far-stretching ten
dency, which only studious and friendly eyes 
can now trace towards the purposed termina
tion. For the work is broken off in the middle, 
almost in the beginning; and rises among us, 

j beautiful and sad, at once unfinished and a 
ruin! If charitable judgment was necessary 
in estimating his Poems, and justice required 
that the aim and the manifest power to fulfil 
it must often be accepted for the fulfilment; 
much more is this the case in regard to his 
Life, the sum and result of all his endeavours, 
where his difficulties came upon him not in 
detail only, but in mass; and so much has been 
left unaccomplished, nay was mistaken, and 
altogether marred.

Properly speaking, there is but one era in 
the life of Burns, and that the earliest. We 
have not youth and manhood, but only youth: 
for, to the end, we discern no decisive change 
in the complexion of his character ; in his 
thirty-seventh year, he is still, as it were, in 
youth. With all that resoluteness of judg
ment, that penetrating insight, and singular 
maturity of intellectual power, exhibited in 
his writings, he never attains to any clearness 
regarding himself; to the last, hp never ascer
tains his peculiar aim, even with such dis

tinctness as is common among ordinary men; 
and therefore never can pursue it with that 
singleness of will, which insure's success and 
some contentment to such men. To the last, 
he wavers between two purposes: glorying in 
his talent, like a true poet, he yet cannot con
sent to make this his chief and sole glory, and 
to follow it as the one thing needful, through 
poverty or riches, through good or evil report 
Another far meaner ambition still «leaves to 
him; he must dream and struggle about a 
certain “Rock of Independence;” which, na
tural and even admirable as it might be, was 
still but a warring with the world, on the com
paratively insignificant ground of his being 
more completely or less completely supplied 
with money than others; of his standing at a 
higher or at a lower altitude iif general esti
mation than others. For the world still ap
pears to him, as to the young, in borrowed 
colours: he expects from it what it cannot give 
to any man; seeks for contentment, not within 
himself, in action and wise effort, but from 
without, in the kindness of circumstances, in 
love, friendship, honour, pecuniary ease. He 
would be happy, not actively and in himself, 
but passively and from some ideal cornucopia , 
of Enjoyments, not earned by his own labour, 
but showered on him by the beneficence of 
Destiny. Thus, like a young man, he cannot 
gird himself up for any worthy well-calculated 
goal, but swerves to and fro, between passionate 
hope and remorseful disappointment: rushing 
onwards with a deep tempestuous force, he 
surmounts or breaks asunder many a barrier; 
travels, nay advances far, but advancing only 
under uncertain guidance, is ever and anon 
turned from his path; and to the last cannot 
reach the only true happiness of a man, that 
of clear decided Activity in the sphere for 
which, by nature and circumstances, he has 
been fitted and appointed.

We do not say these things in dispraise of 
Burns; nay, perhaps, they but interest us the 
more in his favour. This blessing is not given 
soonest to the best; but rather, it is often the 
greatest minds that arc latest in obtaining it; 
for where most is to be developed, most time 
may be required to develop it. A complex 
condition had been assigned him from without; 
as complex a condition from within: no “pre- 
established harmony” existed between the clay
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roil of Mossgiel and the empyrean soul of 
Robert Burns; it was not wonderful that the 
adjustment between them should have been 
long postponed, and his arm long cumbered, 
and his sight confused, in so vast and dis
cordant an economy as he had been appointed 
steward over. Byron was, at his death, but a 
year younger than Bums; and through life, as 
it might have appeared, far more simply situ
ated: yet in him too we can trace no such ad
justment, no such moral manhood; but at 
best, and only a little before his end, the be
ginning of what seemed such.

By much the most striking incident in 
Bums’s Life is his journey to Edinburgh; but 
perhaps a still more important one is his resi
dence at Irvine, so early as in his twenty-third 
year. Hitherto his life had been poor and 
toil-worn; but otherwise not ungenial, and, 
with all its distresses, by no means unhappy. 
In his parentage, deducting outward circum
stances, he had every reason to reckon himself 
fortunate. His father was a man of thought
ful, intense, earnest character, as the best of 
our peasants are ; valuing knowledge, posses
sing some, and, what is far better and rarer, 
openminded for more: a man with a keen 
insight and devout heart; reverent towards 
God, friendly therefore at once, and fearless 
towards ail that God has made: in one word, 
though but a hard-handed peasant, a complete 
and fully unfolded Man. Such a father is 
seldom found in any rank in society ; and was 
worth descending far in society to seek. Un
fortunately, he was very poor; had he been 
even a little richer, almost never so little, the 
whole might have issued far otherwise. Mighty 
events turn on a straw; the crossing of a brook 
decides the conquest of the world. Had this 
William Bums’s small seven acres of nursery- 
ground anywise prospered, the boy Robert had 
been sent to school; had straggled forward, as 
so many weaker men do, to some university ; 
come forth not as a rustic wonder, but as a 
regular well-trained intellectual workman, and 
changed the whole course of British Literature, 
—for it lay in him to have done this ! ^ But 
the nursery did not prosper ; poverty sank his 
whole family below the help of even our cheap 
school system: Bumf?remained a hard-worked 
ploughboy, and British Literature took its own 
course. Nevertheless, even in this rugged

scene there is much to nourish him. If he 
drudges, it is with his brother, and for his 
father and mother, whom he loves, and would 
fain shield from want. Wisdom is not banished 
from their poor hearth, nor the balm of natural 
feeling: the solemn words, Let us worship God, 
are heard there from a “priest-like father;" 
if threatening» of unjust men throw mother 
and children into tears, these are tears not of 
grief only, but of holiest affection; every heart 
in that humble group feels itself the closer 
knit to every other; in their hard warfare they 
are there together, a “little band of brethren." 
Neither are such tears, and the deep beauty 
that dwells in them, their only portion. Light 
visits the hearts as it does the eyes of all living: 
there is a force, too, in this youth, that enables 
him to trample on misfortune ; nay to bind it 
under his feet to make him sport. For a bold, 
warm, buoyant humour of character has been 
given him; and so the thick-coming shapes of 
evil are welcomed with a gay, friendly irony, 
and in their closest pressure he bates no jot of 
heart or hope. Vague yearnings of ambition fail 
not, as he grows up; dreamy fancies hang like 
cloud-cities around him ; the curtain of Exis
tence is slowly rising, in many-coloured splen
dour and gloom ; and the auroral light of first 
love is gilding his horizon, and the music of 
song is on his path ; and so he walks

... In glory and In Joy,
Behind his plough, upon the mountain side.

We ourselves know, from the beat evidence, 
that up to this date Bums was happy; nay that 
he was the gayest, brightest, most fantastic, 
fascinating being to be found in the world; 
more so even than he ever afterwards appeared.
But now, at this early age, he quits the 
paternal roof; goes forth into looser, louder, ^ 
more exciting society ; and becomes initiated 
in those dissipations, those vices, which a 
certain class of philosophers have asserted to 
be a natural,preparative for entering on active 
life ; a kind of mud-bath, in wljivh the youth 
is, as it were, necessitated to steep, and, we 
suppose, cleanse hjimself, before the real toga 
of Manhey^çan be on bim. We shall not 
dispute much with this class of philosophers ; 
we hope they are Wstaken : for Bin and Re
morse so easily beset us at all stages of life, 
and are always such indifferent company, that 
it seems hard we should, at any stage, be



ON THE GENIUS OF ROBERT BURNS. 27

forced and fated not only to meet but to yield 
to them, and even serve for a term in their 
leprous armada. We hope it is ndt so. Clear 
we are, at all events, it cannot be the training 
one receives in this Devil’s-service, but only 
our determining to desert from it, that fits us 
for true manly Action. We become men, not 
after we have been dissipated, and disappointed 
in the chase of false pleasure ; but after we 
have ascertained, in any way, what impassable 
barriers hem us in through this life; how mad 
it is to hope for contentment to our infinite 
soul from the gifts of this extremely finite 
world ; that a man must be sufficient for him
self; and that for suffering and enduring there 
is no remedy but striving and doing. Man
hood begins when we have in any way made 
truce.with Necessity; begins even when we 
have surrendered to Necessity, as the most 
part ^nly do; but begins joyfully and hope
fully only when wc have reconciled ourselves 
to Necessity; and thus, in reality, triumphed 
over it, and felt that in Necessity we arc free. 
Surely such lessons as this last, which, in one 
shape or other, is the grand lesson for every 
mortal man, are better learned from the lips 
of a devout mother, in the looks and actions 
of a devout father, while the heart is yet soft 
and pliant, than in collision with the sharp 
adamant of Fate, attracting us to shipwreck 
us, when the heart is grown hard, and may be 
broken before it will become contrite. Had 
Bums continued to learn this, as he was already 
learning it, in his father’s cottage, he would 
have learned it fully, which he never did; and 
been saved many a lasting aberration, many a 
bitter hour and year of remorseful sorrow.

It seems to us another circumstance of fatal 
import in Burns's history, that at this time too 
he became involved in the religious quarrels 
of his district; that he was enlisted and feasted, 
asTihc fighting man of the New-Light Priest
hood, in their highly unprofitable warfare. At 
the tables of these free-minded clergy he 
learned much more than was needful for him. 
Such liberal ridicule of fanaticism awakened 
in his mind scruples about Religion itself; and 
a whole world of Doubts, which it required 
quite another set of conjurors than these men 
to exorcise. We do not say that such an in
tellect as his could have escaped similar doubts 
at some period of his history ; or even that he

could, at a later period, have come through 
them altogether victorious and unharmed: but 
it seems peculiarly unfortunate that this time, 
above all others, should have been fixed for 
the encounter. For now, with principles 
assailed by evil example from without, by 
“passions raging like demons” from within, 
he had little need of sceptical misgivings to 
whisper treason in the heat of the battle, or to 
cut off his retreat if he were already defeated. 
He loses his feeling of innocence ; his mind is 
at variance with itself; the old divinity no 
longer presides there; but wild Desires and 
wild Repentance alternately oppress him. Ere 
long, too, he has committed himself before the 
world; his character for sobriety, dear to 
a Scottish peasant as few corrupted worldlings 
can even conceive, is destroyed in the eyes of 
men; a(6d his only refuge consists in trying to 
disbelieve his guiltiness, and is but a refuge of 
lies. The blackest desperation now gathers 
over him, broken only by red lightnings of 
remorse. The whole fabric of his life is blasted 
asunder; for now not only his character, but 
his personal liberty, is to be lost; mc|i and 
Fortune are leagued for his hurt; “hungry 
Ruin has him in the wind.” He sees no escape 
but the saddest of all: exile from his loved 
country, to a country in every sense inhos
pitable and abhorrent to him. While the 
“gloomy night is gathering fast,” in mental 
storm and solitude, as well as in physical, tTc 
sings his wild farewell to Scotland :

Farewell, my friends ; farewell, my foes 1
My peace with these, my love with those :
The bursting tears my heart declare ;
Adieu, my native banks of Ayr !

Light breaks suddenly in on him in floods ; 
but still a false transitory light, and no real 
sunshine. He is invited to Edinburgh ;1 
hastens thither with anticipating heart; is 
welcomed as in a triumph, and with universal 
blandishment and acclamation; whatever is 
wisest, whatever is greatest or loveliest there, 
gathers round him, tfrgaze on his face, to show 
him honour, sympathy, affection. Burns’s 
appearance among the sages and nobles of 
Edinburgh must be regarded as one of the 
most singular phenomena in modern Liter-

1 [Blacklock’s letter, to Dr. Lawrie, among other 
things induced Bums to betake himself to Edinburgh, 
hut he received no express Invitation.]
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ature; almost like the appearance of some 
Napoleon among the crowned sovereigns of 
modern Politics. For it is nowise as “a 
mockery king,” set there by favour, tran
siently and for a purpose, that he will let 
himself be treated ; still less is he a mad 
Rienzi, whose sudden elevation turns his too 
weak head: but he stands there on his own 
basis; cool, unastonished, holding his equal 
rank from Nature herself ; putting forth no 
claim which there is not strength in him, as 
well as about him, to vindicate. Mr. Lock
hart has some forcible observations on this 
point:

“It needs no effort of imagination," says lie, “to 
conceive what the sensations 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 a most 
thorough conviction, that in the 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 occasional symptom of being flat
tered by their notice; by turns calmly measured 
himself against the most cultivated understandings 
of his time in discussion; overpowered the bon-moU 
of the most celebrated convivlalists by broad floods 
of merriment, impregnated with all the buniing 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 professional ministers of excite
ment, who are content 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 knod-n to be in the habit of 
enlivening societies which -they would have scorned 
to approach, still more frequently than their own, 
with eloquence 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 
occasion to guess, with wit pointed at themselves."

The farther we remove from this scene, the 
more singular will it seem to us: details of 
the exterior aspect of it are already full of in
terest Most readers recollect Mr. Walker’s 
personal interviews with Bums as among the 
best passages of his Narrative:1 a time will 
come when this reminiscence of Sir Walter

1 Life prefixed to llorlson's edition of Burns, 1811.

Scott’s, slight though it is, will also l>c 
precious:—

“As for Burns,” writes Sir Walter, “I may truly 
say, Virgilium, vidi tantiim. I was a lad of fifteen in 
1780-7, when he came first to Edinburgh, but had 
sense and feeling enough to be much interested in 
his poetry, and would have given the world to know 
him: but I had very little acquaintance with any 
literary people, and still less with the gentry of the 
west country, the two sets that he most frequented. 
Mr. Thomas Grierson was at that time a clerk of my 
father's. He knew Bums, and promised to ask him 
to his lodgings to dinner; but had no opportunity to 
keep his word, otherwise I might have seen more of 
this distinguished man. As it was, I saw him one 
day at the late venerable Professor Ferguson s, where 
there were several gentlemen of literary reputation, 
among whom I rememtier the celebrated Mr. Dugald 
Stewart. Of course, we youngsters sat silent, looked 
and listened. The only thing I remember which was 
remarkable in Bums’s manner was the effect pro
duced upon him by a print of Bun bury’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 amis. These lines were written beneath:

Cold on Canadian hills, or Miuden’a plain,
Perhaps that mother wept her soldier slain;
Bent o’er her babe, her eye dissolved in dew.
The big droiw mingling with the milk he drew,
(lave the sad presage of his future years,
The child of misery baptised in tears.

“Bums seemed much affected by the print, or 
rather by 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 remem
bered that they occur in a half-forgotten poem of 
Langhome’s called by the unpromising title of the 
‘Justice of Peace.’ I whispered my information to a 
friend present; he mentioned it to Bums, who re
warded me with a look and a word, which, though of 
mere civility, I then received and still recollect with 
very great pleasure.

“His person was strong and robust; his manners 
rustic, not clownish; a sort of dignified 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 pic
ture: but to me it conveys the idea that they^re 
diminished, as if seen in perspective. I think his 
countenance was more massive than it looks in any 
of the portraits. I should have taken the poet, had 
I not known what he was, for a very sagacious coun
try farmer of the old Scotch school, i.e. none of your 
modem agriculturists who keep labourers for their 
drudgery, but the douce gudeman who held his own 
plough. Tliere was a strong expression of sense and 
shrewdness in all his lineaments; the eye alone, I 
think, indicated the poetical character and tempera
ment. It was large and of a dark cast, which glowed 
(I say literally glowed) when he spoke with feeling or 
interest. I never saw such another eye in a human 
head, though I have seen the most distinguished men 
of my time. His conversation expressed perfect self- 
confidence without the slightest presumption. Among

/



ON THE GENIUS OF ROBERT BURNS. 29

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 differed in opinion, he did not hesitate to 
express it ftrmly, yet at the same time with modesty. 
I do not remember any part of his conversation dis
tinctly enough to be quoted; nor did I ever see him 
again, except in the street, where he did not recognize 
me, as I could not expect he should. He was much 
caressed in Edinburgh: but (considering what literary 
emoluments have been since his day) the efforts made 
for his relief were extremely trifling.

“ l remember, on this occasion I mention, I thought 
Burns's acquaintance with English poetry was rather 
limited; and also that, having twenty times the abili
ties of Allan Hainsay and of Fergusson, he talked of 
them with too much humility as his models: there 
was doubtless national predilection in his estimate.

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

The conduct of Burns under this dazzling 
blaze of favour; the calm, unaffected, manly 
manner in which he not only bore it, but esti
mated its value, has justly been regarded as 
the best proof that could be given of his real 
vigour and integrity of mind. A little natural 
vanity, some touches of hypocritical modesty, 
some glimmerings of affectation, at least some 
fear of being thought affected, we could have 
pardoned in almost any man; but no such in
dication is to be traced here. In his unex
ampled situation the young peasant is not a 
moment perplexed; so many strange lights do 
not confuse him, do not lead him astray. 
Nevertheless, we cannot but perceive that this 
winter did him great and lasting injury. A 
somewhat clearer knowledge of men’s affairs, 
scarcely of their characters, it did afford him; 
but a sharper feeling of Fortune’s unequal 
arrangements in their social destiny it also left 
with him. He had seen the gay and gorgeous 
arena in which the powerful arc bom to play 
their parts; nay, had himself stood in the 
midst of it; and he felt more bitterly than ever 
that here he was but a looker-on, and had no 
part or lot in that splendid game. From this

time a jealous indignant fear of social degra
dation takes possession of him; and perverts, 
so far as aught could pervert, his private con
tentment, and his feelings towards his richer 
fellows. It was clear to Bums that he had 
talent enough to make a fortune, or a hundred 
fortunes, could he but have rightly willed 
this; it was clear also that he willed something 
far different, and therefore could not make 
one. Unhappy it was that he had not power 
to choose the one and reject the other; but 
must liait for ever between two opinions, two 
objects, making hampered advancement to
wards either. But so is it with many men: 
we “long for the merchandise, yet would fain 
keep the price;” and so stand chaffering with 
Fate, in vexatious altercation, till the night 
come, and our fair is over!

The Edinburgh Learned of that period were 
in general more noted for clearness of head 
than for warmth of heart: with the exception 
of the good old Blacklock, whose help was too 
ineffectual, scarcely one among them seems to 
have looked at Burns with any true sympathy, 
or indeed much otherwise than as at a highly 
curious thing. By the great also he is treated 
in the customary fashion; entertained at their 
tables and dismissed : certain modica of pud
ding and praise arc, from time to time, gladly 
exchanged for the fascination of his presence; 
which exchange once effected, the bargain is 
finished, and each party goes his several way. 
At the end of this strange season, Burns gloom
ily sums up his gains and losses, and meditates 
on the chaotic future. In money he is some
what richer; in fame and the show of happi
ness, infinitely richer; but in the substance of 
it, as poor as ever. Nay poorer; for his heart 
is now maddened still more with the fever of 
worldly Ambition; and through long years the 
disease will rack him with unprofitable suffer
ings, and weaken his strength for all true and 
nobler aims.

What Bums was next to do or to avoid; how 
a man so circumstanced was now to guide him
self towards his true advantage, might at this 
point of time have been a question for the 
wisest. It was a question, too, which appar
ently he was left altogether to answer for him
self: of his learned or rich patrons it had not 
struck any individual to turn a thought on 
this so trivial mal tor. Without claiming for
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Bums the praise of perfect sagacity, we must 
aay, that his Excise and Farm scheme does not 
seem to us a very unreasonable one; that we 
should beat a loss, even now, to suggest one 
decidedly better. Certain of his admirers have 
felt scandalised at his ever resolving to gauge, 
and would have had him lie at the pool till 
the spirit of Patronage stirred the waters, that 
so, with one friendly plunge, all his sorrows 
might be healed. Unwise counsellors ! They 
know not the manner of this spirit, and how, 
in the lap of most golden dreams, a man might 
have happiness, were it not that in the interim 
he must die of hunger ! It reflects credit on 
the manliness and sound sense of Bums, that 
he felt so early on what ground he was stand
ing; and preferred self-help, on the humblest 
scale, to dependence and inaction, though with 
hope of far more splendid possibilities. But 
even these possibilities were not rejected in his 
scheme! he might expect, if it chanced that 
he had any friend, to rise, in no long period, 
into something even like opulence and leisure; 
while again, if it chanced that he had no friend, 
he could still live in security; and for the rest, 
he “did not intend to borrow honour from 
any profession.” We reckon that his plan was 
honest and well-calculated: all turned on the 
execution of it Doubtless it failed; yet not, 
we believe, from any vice inherent in itself. 
Nay, after all, it was no failure of external 
means, but of internal, that overtook Bums. 
His was no bankruptcy of the purse, but of 
the soul; to his last day, he owed no man 
anything.

Meanwhile he begins well; with two good 
and wise actions. His donation to his mother, 
munificent from a man whose income had 
lately been seven pounds a year, was worthy of 
him, and not more than worthy. Generous 
also, and worthy of him, was the treatment of 
the woman whose life’s welfare now depended 
on his pleasure. A friendly observer might 
have hoped serene days for him: his mind is 
on the true road to peace with itself: what 
clearness he still wants will be given as he pro
ceeds; for the beat teacher of duties, that still 
lie dim to us, is the Practice of those we see 
and have at hand. Had the “patrons of 
genius,” who could give him nothing, but 
taken nothing from him, at least nothing 
more ! The wounds of his heart would have

healed, vulgar ambition would.have died away. 
Toil and Frugality would have been welcome, 
since Virtue dwelt with them ; and Poetry 
would have shone through them as of old: and 
in her clear ethereal light, which was his own 
by birthright, he might have looked down on 
his earthly destiny, and all its obstructions, 
not with patience only, but with love.

But the patrons of genius would not have it so. 
Picturesque tourists,1 all manner of fashionable 
danglers after literature, and, far worse, all 
manner of convivial Mæcenases, hovered round 
him in his retreat; and his good as well as his 
weak qualities secured them influence over 
him. He was flattered by their notice; and 
his warm social nature made it impossible for 
him to shake them oflT, and hold on his way 
apart from them. These men, as we believe, 
were proximately the means of his ruin. Not 
that they meant him any ill; they only meant 
themselves a little good; if he suffered harm, 
let him look to it! But they wasted his pre
cious time and his precious talent; they dis
turbed his composure, broke down his return
ing habits of temperance and assiduous con
tented exertion. Their pampering was bane
ful to him; their cruelty, which soon followed, 
was equally baneful. The old grudge against 
Fortune’s inequality awoke with new bitter
ness in their neighbourhood; and Burns had no

1 There is one little sketch by certain “ English gen
tlemen " of this class, which, though adopted in 
Currie's Narrative, and since then repeated in most 
others, we have all along felt an invincible disposi
tion to regard as imaginary: “On a rock that pro
jected into the stream, they saw a man employed in 
angling, of a singular appearance. He had a cap 
made of fox-skin on his head, a loose greatcoat tlxed 
round him by a belt, from which depended an enor
mous Highland broad sword. It was Bums." Now, 
we lather think it was not Bums. For, to say nothing 
of the fox-skin cap, the loose and quite Hibernian 
watchcoat with the belt, what are we to make of this 
“ enormous Highland broad sword " depending from 
him? More especially, as there is no word of parish 
constables on the outlook to see whether, as Dennis 
phrases it, he had an eye to his own midriff or that 
of the public ! Bums, of all men, had the least need, 
and the least tendency, to seek for distinction, either 
in his own eyes, or those of others, by such poor 
mummeries. [There is nothing very Incredible in the 
story, which is circumstantially told. Bums did 
sometimes indulge in eccentricities, and we have Mrs. 
Burns's evidence that he had a cap of the kind de
scribed, and two swords—one of them an Andrea 
Ferrara, though she did not remember him being so 
foolish as to put a sword on.)



ON THE GENIUS OF ROBERT BURNS. 31

retreat but to “the Rock of Independence,” 
which ia but an air-castle after all, that looks 
well at a distance, but will screen no one from 
real wind and wet. Flushed with irregular 
excitement, exasperated alternately by con
tempt of others, and contempt of himself, 
Bums was no longer regaining his peace of 
mind, but fast losing it for ever. There was a 
hollowness at the heart of his life, for his con
science did not now approve what he was 
doing.

Amid the vapours of unwise enjoyment, of 
bootless remorse, and angry discontent with 
Fate, his tree loadstar, a life of Poetry, with 
Poverty, nay with Famine if it must be so, 
was too often altogether hidden from his eyes. 
And yet he sailed a sea, where without some 
such loadstar there was no right steering. 
Meteors of French Politics rise before him, but 
these were not his stars. An accident this, 
which hastened, but did not originate, his 
worst distresses. In the mad contentions of 
that time, he comes in collision with certain 
official Superiors;1 is wounded by them; cruelly 
lacerated, we should say, could a dead me
chanical implement, in any case, be called 
cruel: and shrinks, in indignant pain, into 
deeper self-seclusion, into gloomier moodiness 
than ever. His life has now lost its unity: it 
ia a life of fragments; led with little aim, be
yond the melancholy one of securing its own 
continuance,—in fits of wild false joy when 
such offered, and of black despondency when 
they passed away. His character before the 
world begins to suffer: calumny ia busy with 
him; for a miserable man makes more enemies 
than friends. Some faults he has fallen into, 
and a thousand misfortunes; but deep crimi
nality ia what he stands accused of, and they 
that are not without sin cast the first stone at 
him! For ia he not a well-wisher to the 
French Revolution, a Jacobin, and therefore 
in that one act guilty of all ! These accusa
tions, political and moral, it has since ap
peared, were false enough: but the world hesi
tated little to credit them. Nay his convivial 
Maecenases themselves were not the last to do 
it. There is reason to believe that, in his later

1 [Too much weight is here given to the collision 
with certain official Superiors. It was a very small 
matter altogether, and only bulked for a very short 
time in Burns's imagination.]

years, the Dumfries Aristocracy had partly 
withdrawn themselves from Burns, as from a 
tainted person, no longer worthy of their ac
quaintance. That painful class, stationed, in 
all provincial cities, behind the outmost breast
work of Gentility, there to stand siege and do 
battle against the intrusions of Grocerdom and 
Grazierdom, had actually seen dishonour in 
the society of Bums, and branded him with 
their veto; had, as we vulgarly say, cut him! 
We find one passage in this Work of Mr. Lock
hart’s, which will not out of our thoughts:

‘‘A gentleman of that county, whose name I have 
already more than once had occasion to refer to,» has 
often told me that he was seldom more grieved, than 
when riding into Dumfries one fine summer evening 
about this time to attend a county ball, he saw Bums 
walking alone, on the shady side of the principal 
street of the town, while the opposite side was gay 
with successive groups of gentlemen and ladies, all 
drawn together for the festivities of the night, not 
one of whom appeared willing to recognize him. The 
horseman dismounted, and joined Bums, who on his 
proposing to cross the street said : 1 Nay, nay, my 
young friend, that's all over now;' and quoted after 
a pause, some verses of Lady Grizzel Baillie's pathetic 
ballad :
His bonnet stood ance fu" fair on his brow ones
His auld ane look'd better than mony ane's new;
But now he lets t wear ony way it will king, hung
And casta himsell dowie upon the com-bing. io-Uj gorn-heup 
O, were we young as we ance hae been, once hare
We sud hae been gallopping down on yon green, ehonld
And linking it ower the lily-white leal tripping
And werena mg heart light, J wad die. aero not would

It was little in Burns's character to let his feelings on 
certain subjects escape in this fashion. He, imme
diately after reciting these verses, assumed the 
sprightliness of his most pleasing manner; and taking 
his young friend home with him, entertained him 
very agreeably till the hour of the ball arrived."

Alan! when we think that Burns now sleeps 
“where bitter indignation can no longer la
cerate his heart,’’3 and that most of those fair 
dames and frizzled gentlcikcn already lie at 
his side, where the breastwork of -gentility is 
quite thrown down,—who would not sigh over 
the thin delusions and foolish toys that divide 
heart from heart, and make man unmerciful 
to his brother !

It was not now to be hoped that the genius 
of Bums would ever reach maturity, or ac
complish aught worthy of itself. His spirit

3 David M'Culloch, Esq., brother to the Laird of 
Ardwell.

« Uhi rtrva indignatio cor ulterius lacerare nequit. 
Swift's Epitaph.
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was jarred in its melody; not the soft breath 
of natural feeling, but the rude hand of Fate, 
was now sweeping over the strings. And yet 
what harmony was in him, what music even 
in his discords! How the wild tones had a 
charm for the simplest and the wisest; and all 
men felt and knew that here also was one of 
the Giftod{_ “ If he entered an inn at mid- 
night after all the inmates were in bed, the 
news of his ariival circulated from the cellar 
to the garret; Mid ere ten minutes had elapsed, 
the landlord ind all his guests were assem
bled!"1 Somçr brief pure moments of poetic life 
were yet appointed him, in the composition of 
his Songs. We can understand how he grasped 
at this employment; and how too, he spurned 
all other reward for it but what the labour 
itself brought him. For the soul of Burns, 
though scathed and marred, was yet living in 
its full moral strength, though sharply con
scious of its errors and abasement: and here, 
in his destitution and degradation, was one act 
of seeming nobleness and self-devotedness left 
even for him to perform. He felt too, that with 
all the “thoughtless follies” that had “laid 
him low," the world was unjust and cruel 
to him; and he silently appealed to another 
and calmer time. Not as a hired soldier, but 
as a patriot, would he strive for the glory of 
his country: so he cast from him the poor six
pence a-day, and served zealously as a volun
teer. Let us not grudge him this last luxury 
of his existence ; let him not have appealed to 
us in vain! The money was not necessary to 
him; he struggled through without it: long 
since, these guineas would have been gone, 
and now the high-mindedness of refusing them 
will plead for him in all hearts for ever.

We are here arrived at the crisis of Burns’s 
life; for matters had now taken such a shape 
with him as could not long continue. If im
provement was not to be looked for, Nature 
could only for a limited time maintain this 
dark and maddening warfare against the world 
and itself. We are not medically informed 
whether any continuance of years was, at this 
period, probable for Burns; whether his death 
is to be looked on as in some sense an acci
dental event, or only as the natural conse
quence of the long series of events that had 
preceded. The latter seems to be the likelier

opinion; and yet it is by no means a certain 
one. At all events, as we have said, sonic 
change could not be very distant. Three gates 
of deliverance, it seems to us, were open for 
Burns: clear poetical activity; madness; or 
death. The first, with longer life, was still 
possible, though not probable; for physical 
causes were beginning to be concerned in it: 
and yet Bums had an iron resolution; could he 
but have seen and felt, that not only his 
highest glory, but his first duty, and the true 
medicine for all his woes, lay here. The 
second was still less probable; for his mind 
was ever among the clearest and firmest. So 
the milder third gate was opened for him: and 
he passed, not softly yet speedily, into that 
still country, where the hail-storms and fire- 
showers do not reach, and the heaviest-laden 
wayfarer at length lays down his load !

Contemplating this sad end of Bums, and 
how he sank unaided by any real help, un
cheered by any wise sympathy, generous minds 
have sometimes figured to themselves, with a 
reproachful sorrow, that much might have 
been done for him; that by counsel, true 
affection and friendly ministrations, he might 
have been saved to himself and the world. 
W* question whether there is not more ten
derness of heart than soundness of judgment 
in these suggestions. 11 seems dubious to us 
whether the richest, wisest, most benevolent 
individual could have lent Bums any effectual 
help. Counsel, which seldom profits any one, 
he did not need; in his understanding, he knew 
the right from the wrong, as well perhaps as 
any man ever did; but the persuasion, which 
would have availed him, lies not so much in 
the head as in the heart, where no argument 
or expostulation could have assisted much to 
implant it As to money again, we do not 
believe that this was his essential want; or 
well see how any private man could, even pre
supposing Bums’s consent, have l>estowcd on 
him an independent fortune, with much pros
pect of decisive advantage. It is a mortifying 
truth, that two men in any rank of society, 
could hardly be found virtuous enough to give 
money, and to take it as a necessary gift, 
without injury to the moral entireness of one 
or both. But so stands the fact: Friendship, 
in the old heroic sense of that term, no longer1 Lockhart.
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exist#; except in the cases of kindred or other 
legal affinity, it is in reality no longer expected, 
or recognized as a virtue among men. A close 
observer of manners has pronounced “Patron
age,” that is, pecuniary or other economic 
furtherance, to be “twice cursedcursing 
him that gives, and him that takes ! And thus, 
in regard to outward matters also, it lias become 
the rule, as, in regard to inward it always was 
and must be the rule, that no one shall look for 
effectual help to another ; but that each shall 
rest contented with what help he can afford him- 
*elb Such, we say, is the principle of modem 
Honour; naturally enough growing out of that 
sentiment of Pride, which we inculcate and 
encourage as the basis<nf our whole social 
morality. Many a poet nan been poorer than 
Bums ; but no one was everprouder: we may 
question whether, without great precautions, 
even a pension from Royalty would not have 
galled and encumbered, more than actually 
assisted him.

Still less, therefore, arc we disposed to join 
with another class of Burns’s admirers, who 
accuse the higher ranks among us of having

J
 Burns by their selfish neglect of him.
rc already stated our doubts whether 
pecuniary help, had it l»een offered, 
have been accepted, or could have 
very effectual. We shall readily admit, 

however, that much was to be done for Burns; 
that many a poisoned arrow might have been 
warded from his bosom ; many an entangle
ment in his path cut asunder by the hand of 
the powerful ; and light and heat, shed on him 
from high places, would have made his humble 
atmosphere more genial ; and the softest heart 
then breathing might have lived and died with 
some fewer pangs. Nay, w6 shall grant farther, 
and for Bums it is granting much, that, with 
all his pride, he would have thanked, eken with 
exaggerated gratitude, any one who had cor
dially befriended him: patronage, unless once 
cursed, needed not to have been twice so. At 
all events, the poor promotion he desired in 
his calling might have been granted: it was 
his own scheme, therefore likelier than any 
other to be of service. All this it might have 
been a luxury, nay it was a duty, for our 
nobility to have done. No part of (all this, 
however, did any of them do; or apparently 
attempt, or wish to do: so much is granted

against them. But what then is the amount 
of their blame! Simply that they were men 
of the world, and walked by the principles of 
such men ; that they treated Bums, as other 
nobles and other commonprs had done other 
poets; as the English did Shakespeare ; as 
King Charles and his Cavaliers did Butler, as 
King Philip and his Grandees did Cervantes. 
Do men gather grapes of thorns ; or shall we 
cut down our thorns for yielding only a/cnee 
and haws! How, indeed, could the “nobility 
hnd gentry of his native land ” hold out any 
help to this “ Scottish Bard, proud of his name 
and country!” Were the nobility and gentry so 
much as able rightly to help themselves! Had 
they not their game to preserve; their borough 
interests to strengthen ; dinners, therefore, 
of various kinds to cat and give! Were their 
means more than adequate to all this business, 
or less than adequate! Less than adequate, in 
general ; few of them in reality were richer 
than Bums ; many hr theinw’ete poorer ; for 
sometimes they had to wring thYir supplies, 
as with thumb-screws, from the hard hand ; 
and, in their need of guineas, to forget their 
duty of mercy; which Burns was never reduced 
to do. Let us pity and forgive them. The 
game they preserved and shot, the dinners 
they ate and gave, the borough interests they 
strengthened, the little Babvlons they severally 
builded by the glory qf their might, are all 
melted or melting back into the primeval 
Chaos, as man’s merely selfish endeavours are 
fated to do: and here was an action, extending, 
in virtue of its worldly influence, we may say, 
through all time; in virtue of its moral nature, 
beyond all time, being immortal as the Spirit 
of Goodness itself; this action was offered them 
to do, and light was not given them to do it.
Ix:t us pity and forgive them. But better 
than pity, let us go and ilo otherwise. Human 
suffering did not end with the life of Burns ; 
neither was the solemn mandate, “ Love one 
another, bear one another’s burdens,” given tq 
the rich only, but to all men. True, we shall 
find no Burns to relieve, to assuage by our aid 
or our pity; but celestial natures, groaning 
under the fardels of a weary life, we shall still 
find ; and that wretchedness which Fate has 
rendered miceless and tuneless is not the least 
wretched, but the most.

Still, we do not think that the blame of
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Bums’s failure lies chiefly with the world. The 
world, it seems to us, treated him with more 
rather than with less kindness than it usually 
shows to such men. It has ever, we fear, shown 
but small favour to its Teachers : hunger and 
npkédnèes, perils and revilings, the prison, 
/he cross, the poison-chalice have, in most 
'times and countries, been the market-price it 
has offered for Wisdom, the welcome with 
which it has greeted those who have come to 
enlighten and purify it. Homer and Socrates, 
and the Christian Apostles, belong to old days; 
but the world's Martvrology was not completed 
with these. Roger Bacon and Galileo languish 
in priestly dungeons; Tasso pines in the cell 
of a mad-house ; Camocns dies begging on the 
streets of Lisbon. So neglected, so “ perse
cuted ■’they the Prophets,” not in Judea only, 
but in all places where men have been. We 
reckon that every poet of Burns’s order is, or 
should be, a prophet and teacher to his age ; 
that he has no right to expect great kindness 
from it, but rather is bound to do it great kind
ness; that Bums, in particular, experienced 
fully the usual proportion of the world’s good
ness ; and that the blame of his failure, as we 
have said, lies not chiefly with the world.

Where, then, does it lie! We are forced to 
answer: With himself; it is his inward, not 
his outward misfortunes, that bring him to 
the dust Seldom, indeed, is it otherwise; 
seldom is a life morally wrecked but the grand 
cause lies in some internal mal-arrangement, 
some want less of good fortune than of good 
guidance. Nature .fashions no creature without 
implanting in it the strength néedful for its 
action and duration; least of alR does she so 
neglect her masterpiece and darlinà the poetic 
soul. Neither can we believe thatlit is in the 
power of an;/ external circumstanpes utterly to 
min the mind of a man; nayipproper wisdom 
be given him, even so much as to affect its 
essential health and beauty. The sternest 
sum-total of all worldly misfortunes is Death ; 
nothing more can lie in the cup of human woe: 
yet many men, in all ages, have triumphed 
over death, and led it captive ; converting its 
physical victory into a moral victory for them
selves, into a seal and immortal consecration 
for all that their past life had achieved. What 
has been done, may be done again, nay, it is 
but the degree and not the kind of such heroism

that differs in different seasons; for without 
some portion of this spirit, not of boisterous 
daring, but of silent fearlessness, of Self-denial 
in all its forms; no good man, in any scene or 
time, has ever attained to be good.

We have already stated the error of Burns ; 
and mourned over it, rather than blamed it 
It was the want of unity in his purposes, of 
consistency in his aims; the hapless attempt to 
mingle in friendly union tne common spirit of 
the world with the spirit of poetry, which is 
of a far different and altogether irreconcilable 
nature. Bums was nothing wholly, and Bums 
could be nothing, no man fomied as he was 
can be anything, by halves. The heart, not 
of a mere hot-blooded, popular Verse-monger, 
or poetical Uedaurateur, but- of a true Poet 
and Singer, worthy of the old religious heroic 
times, had been given him:End he fell in an 
age, not of heroism and religion, bu^6f scep
ticism, selfishness and triviality, when true 
Nobleness was little understood, and its place 
supplied by a hollow, dissocial, altogether 
barren and unfruitful principle of Pride. The 
influences of that age, his open, kind, suscep
tible nature, to say nothing of his highly un
toward situation, made it more than usually 
difficult for him to cast aside, or rightly sub
ordinate; the better spirit that was within 
him ever sternly demanded its rights, its 
supremacy: he spent his life in endeavouring 
to reconcile these two ; and lost it, as he must 
lose it, without reconciling them.

Bums was bom poor; and bom also to con
tinue poor, for he would not endeavour to be 
otherwise: this it had been well could he have 
once for all admitted, and considered as finally 
settled. He was poor, truly; but hundreds 
even of his own class and order of minds have 
been poorer, yet have suffered nothing deadly 
from it: nay, his own Father had a far sorer 
battle with ungrateful destiny than his was ; 
and he did not yield to it, but died courageously 
warring, and to all moral intents prevailing, 
against it True, Burris had little means, had 
even little time for poetj-y, his only real pursuit 
and vocation ; but so much the more precious 
was what little he had. \ In all these external 
respects his case was liant: but very far from 
the hardest. Poverty, tirttssant drudgery and 
much worse evils, it luU often been the lot of 
Poets and wise men to strive with, and their
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glory to conquer. Locke was banished as a 
traitor; and wrote his Unsay oh the Human 
Understanding sheltering himself in a Dutch 
garret. Was Milton rich or at his ease when 
he composed Paradise Lost ? Not only low, 
but fallen from a height ; not only poor, but 
impoverished ; in darkness and with dangerf"^ 
compassed round, he sang his immortal so^g, 
and found fit audience, though few. Did lit 
Cervantes finish his work, a maimcâ soldier 
and in prison? Nay, was not the Aptdcana, 
which Spain acknowledges as its tone, written 
without even the aid of paper ; on scraps of 
leather, as the stout fighter and voyager1 
snatched any moment from that wild warfare ?

And what, then, had these men, which Burns 
wanted? Two things; both which, it seems 
to us, are indispensable for such men. They 
had a true, religious principle of morals ; and 
a single, not a double aim in their activity. 
They were not self-seekers and self-worshippers; 
but seekers and worshippers of something far 
better than Self. Not personal enjoyment was 
their object; buta high, heroic idea of Religion, 
of Patriotism, of heavenly Wisdom, in one or 
the other form, ever hovered before them ; in 
which cause they neither shrank from suffer
ing nor called on the earth to witness it as 
something wonderful ; but patiently endured, 
counting it blessedness enough so to spend and 
be spent. Thus the “golden calf of Self-love,” 
however curiously carved, was not their Deity; 
but the Invisible Goodness, which alone is 
man's reasonable service. This feeling was as 
a celestial fountain, whose streams refreshed 
into gladness and beauty all the provinces of 
their otherwise too desolate existence. In a 
word, they willed one thing, to which all other 
things were subordinated and made subser
vient; and therefore they accomplished it. 
The wedge will rend rocks; but its edge must 
be sharp and single: if it be double, the wedge 
is bruised in pieces and will rend nothing.

Part of this superiority these men owed to 
their age ; in which heroism and devotedness 
were still practised, or at least not yet dis
believed in: but much of it likewise they owed 
to themselves. Witji Burns, again, it was 
different. His morality, in most of its prac
tical points, is that of a mere worldly man ; 
enjoyment, in a finer or coarser shape, is the 

1 Alonso Ere ilia y Zuûlga, the Spanish poet.

only thing he longs and strives for. A noble 
instinct sometimes raises him above this ; but 
an instinct only, and acting only for moments. 
He has no Religion; in the shallow age, where 
his days were cast, Religion was not discrim
inated from the New and Old Light forms 
of Religion ; and was, with these, becoming 
obsolete in the minds of men. His heart, 
indeed, is alive with a trembling adoration, 
but there is no temple in his understanding. 
He lives in darkness and in the shadow of 
doubt His religion, at best, is an anxious 
wish; like that of Rabelais, “a great Perhaps. ” 

He loved Poetry warmly, and in his heart ; 
could he but have loved it purely, and with 
his whole undivided heart, it'had been well. 
For Poetry, as Burns could have followed it, 
is but another form of Wisdom, of Religion ; 
is itself Wisdom and Religion. But this also 
was denied him. His poetry is a stray vagrant 
gleam, which will nqt be extinguished within 
him, yet rises not to be the true light of his 
path, but is often a wildflfé that misleads him. 
It was not necessary for Burns to be rich, to 
be, or to seem, “independent;” but it axis 
necessary for him to be at one with his own 
heart ; to place what was highest in his nature 
highest also in his life ; “to seek within him
self for that consistency and sequence, which 
external events would for ever refuse him." 
He was born a poet ; poetry was the celestial 
element of his being, and should have been the 
soul of his whole endeavours. Lifted into that 
serene ether, whither he had wings given him 
to mount, he would have needed no other 
elevation : poverty, neglect, and all evil, save 
the desecration of himself and his Art, were 
a small matter to him ; the pride and the 
passions of the world lay far beneath his feet ; 
and he looked down alike on noble and slave, 
on prince and beggar, and all that wore the 
stamp of man, with clear recognition, with 
brotherly affection, with i^mpathy, with pity. 
Nay, we question whether for his culture as a 
Poet poverty and much suffering for a season 
were not absolutely advantageous. Great men, 
in looking back over their lives, have testified 
to that effect. “ 1 would not for much,” says 
Jean Paul, “that I had been bom richer.” 
And yet Paul’s birth was poor enough ; for, 
in another place, he adds: “The prisoner’s 
allowance is bread and water; and 1 had often

»
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only the latter. ” But the gold that is refined 
in the hottest furnace comes out the purest ; 
or, as he has himself expressed it, “the canary- 
bird sings sweeter the longer it has been trained 
in a darkened cage. ”

A man like Burns might have divided his 
hours between poetry and virtuous industry j 
industry which all true feeling sanction!», nay 
prescribes, and which has a beauty, for that 
cause, beyond the pomp of thrones: but to 
divide his hours between poetry and rich men’s 
banquets was an ill-starred and inauspicious 
attempt. How could he fce at case at such 
banquets? What had lie to do there, mingling 
his music with the coarse roar of altogether 
earthly voices ; brightening the thick smoke 
of intoxication with fire lent him from heaven? 
Was it his aim to'enjoy life? To-morrow he 
must go drudge as an Exciseman ! We .wonder 
not that Bums became moody, indignant, and 
at tiipes an offender against certain rules of 
society; but rather that he did not grow utterly 
frantic, and run amuck against them all. How 
could a man, so falsely placed, by his own or 
others’ fault, ever know contentment or peace
able diligence for an hour? What he did, 
under such perverse guidance, and what he 
forebore to do, alike fill us with astonishment 
at the natural strength and worth of his char- 

t> actor. \
Doubtless there was a remedy for this per

verseness ; but not in others ; only in himself ; 
least of all in simple increase of wealth and 
worldly “respectability.” We hope we have 
now heard enough about the efficacy of wealth 
for poetry, and to make poets happy. Nay 
have we not seen another instance of it in these 
very days? Byron, a man of an endowment 
considerably less ethereal than that of Bums, 
is bom in the rank not of a Scottish plough
man, but of an English peer: the highest 
worldly honours, the fairest worldly career, 
are his by inheritance ; the richest harvest of 
fame he soon reaps, in another province, by his 
own hand. And what does all this avail him? 
Is he happy, is he good, is he true? Alas, he 
has a poet's soul, and strives towards the 
Infinite and the Eternal ; and soon feels that 
all this is but mounting to the house-top to 
reach the stars! Like Bums, he is only a 
proud man; might, like him, have “pur
chased a pocket-copy of Milton to study the

ter of Satan;” for Satan also is Byron’s 
grand exemplar, the hero of his poetry, and 
the model apparently of his conduct. As in 
Bums’s case too, the celestial clement will not 
mingleswith the clay of earth ; both poet and 
man of the world he must not be; vulgar 
Ambition will not live kindly with poetic 
Adoration; he cannot serve tiod and Mammon. 
Byron, ljke Burns, is pot happy; nay he is the 
most wretched of all men. His life is falsely 
arranged: the fire that is in him is not a strong, 
still, central fire, warming into beauty the 
products of a world ; but it is the mad fire of 
a volcano; and now—we look sadly into thdz 
ashes of a crater, which ere long will fill itself 
with snow !

Byron and Burns were sent forth as mis
sionaries to their generation, to teach it a 
higher Doctrine, a purer Truth ; they had a 
message to deliver, which left them no rest 
till it was accomplished; in dim throes of pain, 
this divine behest lay smouldering within 
them; for they knew not what it meant, and 
felt it only in mysterious anticipation, and 
they had to die without articulately utter
ing it. They are in the camp of the Uncon
verted; yet not as high messengers of rigorous 
though benignant troth, but as soft flattering 
singers, and in pleasant fellowship will they 
live there; they arc first adulated, then perse
cuted; they accomplish little for others; they 
find no peace for themselves, but only death 
and the peace of the grave. We confess, it is 
not without a certain mournful awe that we 
view the fate of these noble souls, so richly 
gifted, yet mined to so little purpose with all 
their gifts. It seems to us there is a stern 
moral taught in this piece of history,—twice 
told us in our own time! Surely to men of 
like'genius, if there be any such, it carries 
with it a lesson of deep impressive significance. 
Surely it would become such a man, furnished 
for the highest of all enterprises, that of being 
the Poet of his Age, tos^msider well what it 
is that he attempts, and^in what spirit he at
tempts it. For the words of Milton are true 
in all times, and were never*truer than in this: 
“Hewho would write heroic poems must make 
ms whole life a heroic poem.” If he cannot 
first so make his life, then let him hasten from 
this arena; for neither its lofty glories, nor its 
fearful perils, arc fit for him. Let him dwindle
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into a modish balladmongcr; let him worship 
and besing the idols of the time, and the time 
will not fail to reward him. If, indeed, he can 
endure to live in that capacity! Byron and 
Burns could not live as idol-priests, but the 
fire of their own hearts consumed them; and 
better it was for them that they could not. 
For it is not in the favour of the great or of 
the small, but in a life of truth, and in the in
expugnable citadel of his own soul, that a 
Byron’s or a Burns’s strength must lie. Let 
the great stand aloof from him, or know how 
to reverence him. Beautiful is the union of 
wealth with favour and furtherance for litera
ture; like the costliest flower-jar inclosing the 
loveliest amaranth. Yet let not the relation 
be mistaken. A true poet is not one whom 
they can hire by money or flattery to be a 
minister of their pleasures, their writer of oc
casional verses, their purveyor of table-wit; he 
cannot be their menial, he cannot even be 
their partisan. At the peril of both parties, 
let no such union be attempted ! Will a Courser 
of the Sun work softly in the harness of a 
Dray-horse! His hoofs arc of fire, and his 
path is through the heavens, bringing light to 
all lands; will he lumber on mud highways, 
dragging ale for earthly appetites from door to 
door!

But we must stop short in these considera
tions, which would lead us to boundless 
lengths. We had something to say on the 
public moral character of Burns ; but this also 
we must forbear. We are far from regarding 
him as guilty before the world, as guiltier than 
the average; nay, from doubting that he is 
leas guilty than one of ten thousand. Tried 
at a tribunal far more rigid than that where 
the Plébiscita of common civic reputations are 
pronounced, he has seemed to us even there 
less worthy of blame than of pity and wonder. 
But the world is habitually unjust in itp judg
ments of such men, unjust on many grounds, 
of which this one may be stated as the sub
stance: It decides, like a court of law, by

VOL. II.

dead statutes; and not positively but nega
tively, less on what is done right, than on 
what is or is not done wrong. Not the few 
inches of deflection from the mathematical 
orbit, which are so easily measured, but the 
ratio of these to the whole diameter, consti
tutes the real aberration. This orbit may be 
a planet’s, its diameter the breadth of the 
solar system; or it may be a city hippodrome; 
nay the circle of a ginhorse, its diameter a 
score of feet or paces. But the inches of de
flection only are measured : and it is assumed 
that the diameter of the ginhorse, and that of 
the planet, will yield the same ratio when 
compared with them! Here lies the root of 
many a blind, cruel condemnation of Burnses, 
Swifts, Rousseaus, which one never listens to 
with approval. Granted, the ship comes into 
harbour with shrouds and tackle damaged^tne 
pilot is blameworthy; he has not been all-wise 
and all-powerful : but to know how blame
worthy, tell us first whether his voyage has 
been round the Globe, or only to Ramsgate 
and the Isle of Dogs.

With our readers in Venera!, with men of 
right feeling anywhereAwe are not required 
to plead for Burns. In pitying admiration he 
lies enshrined in all our hearts, in a far nobler 
mausoleum than that one of marble; neither 
will his Works, even as they are, pass away from 
the memory of men. While the Shakespeares 
and Miltons roll on like mighty rivers through 
the country of Thought,,bearing fleets of traf
fickers and assiduous pearl-fishers on their 
waves; this little Yalclusa Fountain1 will also 
arrest our eye: for this also is of Nature’s own 
and most cunning workmanship, bursts from 
the depths of the earth, with a full gush
ing current, into the light of day; and often 
will the traveller turn aside to drink of its 
clear waters, and muse among its rocks and 
pines !

• (Valclusa, the romantic valley of Vaucluse, to 
which Petrarch retired in 1338, and in which he lived 
for several years in literary retirement.]
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POEMS AND SONGS

1785 TO 1788.

SONG-RANTIN’ ROVIN' ROBIN.
Tunk—“ Dainlie Davie." i

According to an Ayrshire tradition, a portion of the cottage in which the poet 
In by "a blast o' Janwar' win' " on his birth-night Gilbert his brother, howe 
got the fact correctly from the mother with whom he lived so long, puts the da 
or ten days later. The song was composed in 1786.

There was a lad waa born in Kyle,8 
But whatna day o’ whatua style,
I doubt it’s hardly worth the while 

To be sae nice wi’ Robin.
Robin was a rovin’ boy,

Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin’; 
Robin was a rovin’ boy,

Rantin’ rovin’ Robin.

Our monarch’s hindmost year but ane 
Was five and twenty days begun,3 
’Twas then a blast o’ Janwar’ win’

Blew hansel in on Robin.

The gossip keekit in his loof,
Quo’ scho, wha lives will see the proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof,

I think we’ll ca’ him Robin.

He’ll liae misfortunes great and sma’, 
But aye a heart aboon them a’ ;
He’ll be a credit till us a’,

We’ll a’ be proud o’ Robin.

what

frolicsome

peeped palm 

goodly no fool

always above

i This was the tune Burns meant his verses to be 
sung to, and he took care to point out that the chorus 
was to be sung to the low section of the melody. 
Templeton, the famous Scottish singer, always sang 
it fc0* a slightly varied form of the air known as “ O 
gth ye war dead, guldman,” and to this melody the 
wotÿs are now generally sung.

districts Cunningham on 
the south.

2 The middle district of other

■ “Jan. 25, 1759, the date of my hardship’s vital
existence."—R. B.---- The “monarch" at this time
was of course George II., whose reign lasted till 25th 
October, 1760.
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But sure as three times three mak nine,
I see by ilka score and line, eTer7
This chap will dearly like our kin’,

So leeze me1 on thee, Robin.
Robin was, &c.2 *

ELEGY
ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RUISSEAUX.1

The date of the composition of the following piece cannot be fixed with certainty. It is one of the 
Reliques recovered by Cromek and first published in 1808.

Now Robin lies in his last lair,
He’ll gabble rhyme, nor sing nae mair, no more
Cauld poverty, wi’ hungry stare,

Nae mair shall fear him, frighten 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care

E’er mair come near him.

To tell the truTh^ they seldom fasht him ; troubled 
Except the moment that they crusht him ;
For sune as chance or fate had husht ’em,

Tho’ e’er sae short,
Then wi’ a rhyme or song he lasht ’em,

And thought it sport.—

Tho’ he was bred to kintra wark,
And counted was baith wight and stark, 
Yet that was never Robin’s mark 

To mak a man ;
But tell him, he was learn’d and dark, 

Ye roos’d him then !4

country work 
both active strong

literary 
] trained

i A term of congratulatory endearment equivalent 
to “ how fond or proud I am of you.”

* This song is found in the Olenrlddell abridgment 
of the poet’s first Common-place Book, between 
September 1784 and June 1786. Another version of 
it was copied into the Edinburgh Common-place 
Book, 1787-1790, the first verse and chorus of which 
read thus :—

There was a birkie bom in Kyle,
But whatna day o whatna style,
I doubt it’s hardly worth the while 

To be sae nice wi’ Davie.
Chorus—Leeze me on thy curly pnw,

Bonnie Davie, dainty Davie,
Leeze me on thy curly pow 

Thou’se aye my dainty Davie.
Line 3 in the fourth stanza runs

He’ll gie his daddie’s name a blaw.
1 “ Ruisseaux—a play on his own name."—Cromek. 

Ruisseau, in French, signifies a brook or tAm—hence 
the plural Ruisseaux = Bums.

4 “ Cromek found this fragment among the papers 
of Burns, and printed it in the Reliques. "— Allan

Cunningham. It was probably intended to clone 
the Kilmarnock edition of Bums’s poems, but was 
fortunately supplanted by the “ Bard’s Epitaph. 
Bums had studied French for a week or two with 
Murdoch in Ayr, and, to quote Gilbert Bums, “he 
had acquired such a knowledge of the language, as to 
read and understand any French author in prose." 
And in a letter to Peter Hill, bookseller, Edinburgh, 
written from Ellisland on 2d March, 1790, Bums him
self says “ A good copy, too, of Molière in French I 
much want. Any other good dramatic authors in that 
language I want also; but comic authors chiefly, though 
I should wish to have Racine, Corneille, and Voltaire 
too." He was rather inclined to make a display of 
any out-of-the-way acquirement he had. Hence the 
French Ruisseaux for Bums. But there may be here 
also a reference to Rousseau, who is most likely the 
person he had in his eye when he wrote in his Common
place Book in May, 1786,—“I sometimes think the 
character of a certain great man I have read of some
where is very much apropos to myself—that he was 
a compound of great talent and great folly.’1
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A FRAGMENT—“ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER.”

TUNE—“ John Anderson my Jo."
^The following lines were included in Burns's abridgment of his first Common-place Book, written 

for Captain Riddell, under date 1785.

One night as I did wander,
When corn begins to shoot,

I sat me down to ponder,
Upon an auld tree root :

Auld Ayr ran by before me,
And bicker’d to the seas ; hurried

A cushat crooded o’er me, cooed
That echoed thro’ the braes. hill slopes

FRAGMENTARY SONG—MY JEAN.

TUNE—1' The Northern Lass."

Though cruel fate should bid us part, 
Far as the pole and line ;

Her dear idea round my heart 
Should tenderly entwine.

Tho’ mountains frown and deserts howl, 
And oceans roar between ;

Yet, dearer than my deathless soul,
I still would love my Jean.1

EPISTLE TO JOHN GOODIE,3
KILMARNOCK,

ON THE PUBLICATION OF UI8 ESSAYS, AUGUST, 1785.

O Goudie ! terror o’ the Whigs,3 
Dread o’ black coats and rev’rend wigs !
Soor Bigotry, on his last legs, sour

Girns an’ looks back, grins
Wishin’ the ten Egyptian plagues

May seize you quick.

> Jean Is, of course, Jean Armour ; and it will he 
noticed that the last quatrain has a striking family 
resemblance to the second In “Of a' the Airts the 
Win’ can blaw." The phrase “ her dear idea” occurs 
In hie mention of Jean in the “ Epistle to Davie.”

1 This has no allusion to the political party called 
Whigs, but to the orthodox or Old Light portion of 
the Presbyterian church, as opposed to the New Light 
section, among whom views that had a rationalistic

flavour to some extent prevailed. For some informa
tion regarding the New and Old Light parties, see 
Lockhart's Li/e, chap. ill.

• John Ooldie or (loudie was the most talented and 
remarkable man of all Burns's local contemporaries 
to whom he addressed poetical epistles ; and yet the 
epistle here given is one of his poorest. In addition 
to his other claims to remembrance, Ooudie was 
the very first efficient patron of Burns, having been

K
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Poor gapin', glowrin’ Superstition, staring
Wae’s me ! she’s in a sad condition ;
Fie, bring Black Jock,1 her state physician,

To see her water ;
Alas ! there’s ground o’ great suspicion 

She’ll ne’er get better.

Instrumental in obtaining security for the printing of 
the Kilmarnock edition of his poems. The Content- 
porarie» of Burns gives the following particulars 
concerning him.

Goldie was bom in 1717, at Craigmill, in the parish 
of Galston, where his forefathers, who followed the 
occupation of millers, had occupied the premises 
nearly four hundred years. Never having l>een at 
any school, the elements of education were taught 
him by his mother, and he acquired the art of writing 
himself. He early displayed an uncommon taste for 
mechanics, having, before he attained his fifteenth 
year, completed a miniature mill with the humblest 
Implements; and so perfect was the machine, that it 
was capable of grinding a boll of pease in the day. 
This effort of his boyish ingenuity gained him much 
credit in the neighbourhood.

It is said that he once travelled all the way to Glas
gow on foot to purchase a small book on architecture, 
and returning the same evening, a distance altogether 
of nearly forty miles, he never closed his eyes in sleep 
until he had made himself fully master of its contents. 
Having attained considerable expcAness in the use of 
edged tools, he determined on commencing business 
In Kilmarnock as a cabinet-maker, although he had 
never received the slightest instruction in the busi
ness. He was successful, however, beyond his most 
sanguine expectations, and greatly excelled in the 
ingenuity of his productions. Having realized a suffi
cient capital, he purchased a property at the Cross, in 
the lower premises of which he opened an extensive 
wine and spirit establishment, and for many years 
carried on a thriving and profitable trade. Still, books 
and the sciences engaged most of his attention.

Goldie had been brought up in sound Calvinistic 
principles, his parents being strict Antiburghers. In 
the course of his reading, however, a decided change 
took place in his religious opinions; and finally he 
may be said to have only stopped short at Deism. He 
believed firmly in the existence of a God, but re
pudiated almost every other fundamental tenet of 
orthodox belief. The first of his series of publications, 
popularly termed Goodie's Bible, and which is now ex
tremely scarce, appeared about 1780, in three octavo 
volumes, printed at Glasgow. It was entitled Essays 
on Various Important Subjects, Moral and Divine; 
being an Attempt to distinguish True /rom False Re
ligion. The Essays, as a literary production, display 
considerable reasoning powers, but are prolix and 
iuelegant. A second edition appeared in 1785 with 
a London imprint, but emanating, we rather think, 
from the local press of John Wilson. This edition was 
entitled Essays on Various Subjects, Moral and 
Divine, in one volume, by John Goldie, to which was 
added, The Gospel Recovered from a Captive State, 
in five volumes, by a Gentle Christian.

The name of Goldie became notorious in conse
quence of his writings ; and it would have been in
deed surprising had the author of the much-reprobated 
essays escaped the attention of Burns. Goldie was 
exceedingly accessible; and the poet had seen him 
more than once at his house in Kilmarnock. One 
day, the author of the essays had occasion to l>e in 
the neighbourhood of Mossgiel : he called in passing ; 
and in the course of his stay, Bums read over one or 
two of his manuscript poems. Goldie was highly de
lighted with the pieces, expressing his astonishment 
that he did not think of printing them. Burns at 
once unbosomed his circumstances—he was on the 
eve of setting out for the West Indies, and Wilson 
(of Kilmarnock) would not run the hazard of publica
tion. “ Weel, Robin," said Goldie, “I’ll tell you what 
to do. Come your wa’s down to Killie some day next 
week, and tak’ pat-luck wi' me. I hae twa or three 
guithfrien’s that’ll be able to set the press a-going." 
Bums was of course true to his appointment; and 
after dinner they were joined by the friends whom 
his entertainer had purposely invited. In the course 
of the evening, Bums read several of his pieces ; and 
so delighted were the company, that they at once 
became security to Wilson for the printing of his 
work. During the printing of his volume, Bums was 
almost a daily visitor at Goldie's house, where he cor
rected the most of the proof-sheets, and wrote not a 
few of his letters. At this period the poet was rather 
abstemious in his habits, and his dress was composed 
of “hodden gray," then the universal garb of the 
agricultural population.

Goldie latterly became engaged in coal speculations, 
in which he was at first successful ; but being in ad
vanced years, he unfortunately connected himself in 
partnership with an individual who did not act fairly 
by him. Amidst old age and difficulties, howerver, 
his mind continued vigorous and active.

The last published work by Mr. Goldie was printed 
at the Kilmarnock press in 1808, by H. and S. Craw
ford. It formed a single volume, and was entitled 
Conclusive Evidences against Atheism; in Vindication 
of a First Cause. At the end of this l>ook a prospectus 
was given of another work on which he had l>een 
engaged, viz.—A Revise, or a Reform of the Present 
System of Astronomy, in three volumes. The nature 
of the proposed reform was never thoroughly under
stood, as the author, then far advanced in life, did not 
live to carry the publication into effect. He died in 
1809, in the ninety-second year of his age. He left a 
great many MSS., including letters from Burns and 
other men of celebrity with whom he corresponded, 
but these have been all lost or destroyed.

1 The Rev. J. Russell, Kilmarnock.—R. B.---- See
notes to the “ Holy Fair," and the “Twa Herds," in 
which pieces he is mentioned.

i Tearing or tc 
rippling-comh, a 
flax, hemp, <fec., w 
the stalk.

* Mr. Russell’s 
joke here. To gi 
give in one’s nam 
chapel, while it i
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Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple,
But now she’s got an undo ripple,1 terrible tearing
Haste, gie her name up i’ the chapel,2

i Nigh unto death;
See how she fetches at the thrapple, throat

An’ gasps for breath.

Enthusiasm’s past redemption,
Gaen in a galloping consumption,

1 Not a’ the quacks wi’ a’ their gumption,
gone

Will ever mend her.
Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption, gives

Death soon will 'end her.

Tis you and Taylor are the chief, •
Wha are to plaine for this mischief ;
But gin the L—d’s ain folks gat leave, if own got

A toom tar barrel empty
And twa red peats wad send relief, would

An’ end the quarrel.

For me, my skill’s but very sma’,
An’ skill in prose I’ve nane ava’;
But quietlenswise, between us twa, quietly ' \

Weel may ye speed !
And tho’ they sud you sair misca’, should sorely abuse

Ne’er fash your head. trouble

E’en swinge the dogs, and thresh them sicker ; surely
The mair they squeel aye chap the thicker ; always lay on
And still ’niaug hands a hearty bicker beaker

O’ something stout ;
It gare an owthor’s pulse beat quicker, makes author’s

And helps his wit.

There’s naething like the honest nappy ! ale
Whaur’ll ye e’er see men sae happy,
Or women sonsie, saft, an’ sappy, plump

’Tween mom and morn,
As them wha like to taste the drappie, little drop

In glass oy horn Î

I’ve seen me daz’d upon a time ;
I scarce could wink or see a styme ; apa*

i Tearing or torture, aa from passing through a points directly to Mr. Russell's kirk then, and long
rippllng-comb, a toothed Instrument, through which after, locally called the Chapel, the High Church
flax, hemp, <tc., were drawn to separate the seed from parish not having been formed till 1811.
the stalk. » Dr. Taylor of Norwich.—R. B.-----Dr. Taylor was

* Mr. Russell's Kirk.—R. B.---- There is a double the author of a work entitled The Scripture Doctrine
joke here. To give one’s name up in the chapel, is to of Original Sin proponed to Free and Candid Exami-
give in one's name at church, to he prayed for. But nation, favourite reading of the New Light party in
chapel, while it means a place of worship generally, Ayrshire at this time.
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Just ae hauf-mutchkin does me prime— one half-pint
Ought less is little—

Then back I rattle on the rhyme,
As gleg’s a whittle.1 sharp knife

THIRD EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK.

Cromek printed this poem in 1808 from a MS. preserved by Burns, and discovered among “the 
sweepings of his study," which Dr. Currie and his collaborateurs did not consider worthy of publica
tion. Both Allan Cunningham and Dr. Chambers erroneously state that it was first published by 
Lapraik in a volume of his own poems published in 1788.

Sept. 13th, 1785.
Quid speed an’ furder to you, Johnnie,
Guid health, hale ban’s, and weather bonnie ;
Now when ye’re nickan down fu’ cannie 

The staff o’ bread,
May ye ne’er want a stoup o’ brau’y

To clear your head.

May Boreas never thresh your rigs, shake out the com on your ridges 
Nor kick your rickles aff their legs, heaps or small stacks
Sendin’ the stuff o’er muirs an’ haggs bog-holes

Like drivin’ wrack ;
But may the tapmast grain that wags 

Come to the sack.

/
topmost

furtherance
hands
cutting quietly

I’m bizzie too, an’ skelpin’ at it,
But bitter, daudin’ showers hae wat it,2 
Sae my auld stumpie pen I gat it

Wi’ muckle wark, 
An’ took my jocteleg3 an’ whatt it,

Like ony clerk.

It’s now twa month that I’m your debtor, 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abusin’ me for harsh ill nature

On holy men,
While deil a hair yoursel’ ye’re better, 

But mair profane.

working vigorously 
pelting wetted 
got
much trouble 

knife cut (whetted)

fine

1The first five stanzas of this epistle, writteiPin 
August, 1786, first appeared among the pieces pub
lished in Glasgow by Thomas Stewart in 1801. Stanzas 
six and seven are from the Glenriddell MS., published 
in 1874, which also gives the last two stanzas as con
cluding the poem. These were originally found 
pencilled in the poet’s Edinburgh Common-place 
Book, and were published by Cromek in 1808. 1 Cun
ningham says that they formed part of the first 
“ Epistle to Lapraik,” and that he had seen a copy 
of which they formed a part, coming before the 
third stanza from the end. They certainly might 
come in there quite as well as here.

8 This refers to the harvest of the year (1785), which 
was very stormy and late, so much so that the poet, 
in his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moore, declares 
that he and his brother lost half their crop.

* “ Jocteleg, a folding-knife. The etymology of this 
word remained long unknown, till not many years 
ago, that an old knife was found having this inscrip
tion Jacques de Lüge, the name of the cutler. Thus 
it is in exact analogy with Andrea di Ferrara."— 
Lord Hailks.
'This etymology receives confirmation from the fact 

mentioned by Grose, that Scotland was formerly sup
plied with cutlery from Liège.
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But let the kirk-folk ring their bells,
Let’s sing about our noble sel’s ; selves
We’ll cry nae jauds frae heathen hills call no jades from

To help, or roose us, praise
But browster wives and whiskie stills, ale-house

They are the muses.

Your friendship, sir, 1 winna quat it,, will not quit
An’ if yè mak’ objections at it,
Then han’ in nieve some day we’ll knot it fist

An’ witness take,
An’ when wi’ usquabae we’ve wat it, whisky wetted

It winna break.

But if the beast and branks be spar’d bridle
Till kye be gaun without the herd, cows going cowboy
An’ a’ the vittel in the yard, grain (victual)

An’ theekit right, thatched
I mean your ingle-side to guard fire-side

Ae winter night. one

Then muse-inspirin’ aqna-vitæ •
Shall make us baith sae blythe an’ witty,
Till ye forget ye’re auld and gutty, paunchy

An’ be as canty hearty
As ye were nine years less than thretty,

Sweet ane an’ twenty.

But stocks are cowpet wi’ the blast, overturned
An’ now the sun keeks in the west, peeps
Then I maun rin aiming the rest must run

An’ quat my chanter ; musical pipe
Sae I subscribe mysel’ in haste,

Yours, Rab the Ranter.1

EPISTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH,
ENCLOSING A COPY OP “HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER," WHICH HE HAD REQUESTER.

Sept. 17th, 1785.
While at the stock the shearers cow’r 
To shun the titter bland in’ show’r,
Or inlgulravagkrinnin’ scour2

\ . \ To pass the time,
To you vtmlicateYhe hour

In idle rhyme.3

reajterfl
lilting
confusion running

i This is the name of the piper in the celebrated 
song “ Maggie Lauder," whence Bums has likely 
sportively borrowed it. He seems to have prided him
self on being a “ rantin ” or jovial fellow.

2 Running in a confused, disorderly manner, like 
lioys when leaving school.—Cromkk.

*This is another allusion to the disastrous harvest 
of the year. See note 2 in preceding page.
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My niuaie, tir’d wi’ mony a sonnet 
On gown, an’ ban,1 an’ douce tdack bonnet,* grave 

Is grown right eerie now she’s done it, frightened
Lest they should blame her,

An’ rouse their holy thunder on it,
And auathem her.

I own ’twas rash, an’ rather hardy,
That I, a simple, kintra bardie, country

Should meddle wi’ a pack sae sturdy,
Wha, if they ken me, kn°Wj

Can easy, wi’ a single wordie,
Lowse h—11 upon me. unloose

But I gae mad at their grimaces,
Their sighin’, cantin’, grace-proud faces,
Their three-mile prayers, and hauf-mile graces,3 

Their raxiu’ conscience,
Whase greed, revenge, an’ pride disgraces

Waur nor their nonsense. •' worm than

There’s Gann4 miska’t waur than a beast, abused worse

Wha has mair honour in his breast
Than mony scores as guid’s the priest

Wha sae abus’t him ;
An’ may a bard no çrack his jest

What way they’ve use’t him?

See him the poor man’s friend in need,
The gentleman in word an’ deed,5
An’ shall his fame an’ honour bleed

By worthless skellums, wretches
An’ not a muse erect her head

To cowe the blell ums? frighten the babblers

O Pope, hatl I thy satire’s darts 
To gie the rascals their deserts,
I’d rip their rotten, hollow hearts,

An’ tell aloud
Their jugglin’ hocus-pocus arts

To cheat the crowd.

God knows, I’m no the thing I should be, 
Nor am I even the thing I could lie,
But tifentv times, I rather would be 

An atheist clean,

1 The black gown and cambric hand», forming the 
characteristic dram of the Presbyterian clergyman. 

•The popular term applied to a church elder.
» Learn three-mile prayers end half-mile graces.

- tlecilra(urn to Ofci* Hamilton, July. 171*

• flavin Hamilton.—R. B.

1 Thai he's the poor man ■ friend in need.
The gentleman in word and deed.
It's no thru' terror of d-mn-tiuo, Ac.

-Otitcatwn to <iavtn Hamilton
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Than under gospel colours hid be,
Just for a screen.

An honest man may like a glass,
An honest man may like a lass,
But mean revenge, an’ malice fause,

He’ll still disdain,
An’ then cry zeal for gospel laws,

Like some we ken.

They take religion in their mouth ; 
They talk o’ mercy, grace an’ truth,
For what ? to gie their malice skouth

On some puir wight,
scope

An’ hunt him down, o’er right an’ ruth,
To ruin straight.

All hail, Religion ! maid divine!
Pardon a muse sae mean as mine,
Who in her rough imperfect line

Thus daurs to name thee ; 
To stigmatize false friends of thine

Can ne’er defame thee.

Tho’ blotcht an’ foul wi’ mony a stain,
An’ far unworthy of thy train,
With trembling voice I tune my strain 

To join with those,
Who boldly dare thy cause maintain 

In spite of foes :

In spite o’ crowds, in spite o’ mobs,
* In spite o’ undermining jobs,

In spite o' dark banditti stabs 
, At worth an’ merit,
By scoundrels, even wi’ holy robes,

But hellish spirit.

O Ayr, my dear, my native ground,
Within thy preSbyterial bound 
A candid lib’ral band is found

Of public teachers,
As men, as Christians too renown’d,

An’ manly preachers.

Sir, in that circle you are nam’d ;
Sir, in that circle von are fam’d ;
An’ some, by whom your doctrine’s blam’d

(Which gies you honour), 
Even, sir, by them your heart’s esteem’d,

An’ winning manner.
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Pardon this freedom I have ta’en,
An’ if impertinent I’ve been,
Impute it not, good sir, to ane

Whase heart ne’er wrang’d ye, 
But to his utmost would befriend

Ought that; be bulg’d ye.1

SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE,
A BROTHER POET.

This epiatle was probably peuued about October, 1786.

AüLD NEIBOR, neighbour
I’m three times doubly o’er your debtor,
For your auld-farrant, frien’ly letter; aagacioua
Tho’ I maun Say’t, I doubt ye flatter, rouat

Ye speak sae fair :
For my puir, silly, rhymin’ clatter babble

Some less maun sair. muet serre

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may your elbuck jink an’ diddle, 
To cheer you thro’ the weary widdle 

O’ war’ly cares,
Till bairns’ bairns kindly cuddle

Your auld, gray hairs.

But, Davie, lad, I’m rede ye’re glaikit ; 
I’m tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit. 
An’ gif it’s sae, ye sud be ticket 

Until ye fyke ;
Sic hauns as you sud ne’er be faikit,

Be hain’t wha like.

For me, I’m on Parnassus’ brink,
Hivin' the words to gar them clink ; make rhyme
Whyles daz’d wi’ love, whyles daz’d wi’ drink, aometimee 

Wi’ jads or masons; jades
An’ whyles, but aye owre late, I think always too

Braw sober lessons. flue

informed thoughtless

if should be beaten 
fidget

such hands spared exertion 
si»ared

elbow jerk and shake 
struggle 
worldly 
fondle

Of a’ the thoughtless sons o’ man, 
Com men’ me to the bardie clan ; 
Except it be dome idle plan

O’ rhymin’ clink,
)

r.

> The gentleman to whom this epistle is addreeeed, 
was assistant to the Res. Peter Wodrow, minister of 
Tarbolton, and an adherent of the New Light party. 
It Inclosed a copy of “Holy Willie's Prayer," which 
he had requested from the author. 1C Hath fell Into

dissipated habits, resigned his charge, and after
wards enlisted as a common soldier. His misfortunes 
and miseries arose from, or were Intensified by, his 
having become a hypochondriac. He died poor and 
neglected, In the isle of Hull, in 1826.
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The devil haet, that I sud ban, the devil a bit should swear
They ever think.

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o’ livin’, no 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin’:
But just the pouchie put the nieve in, pocket fist

An’ while ought’s there,
Then, hiltie skiltie, we gae scrievin’, heiter skelter careering

An’ fash nae mair. bother no more

Leeze me on rhyme ! it’s aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my orily pleasure,
At hame, a-tiel’, at wark or leisure,

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho’ rough an’ raploch be her measure, 

She’s seldom lazy.

rhyme’s the thing !

girl (hussy)

Hand to the Muse, my dainty Davie ; hold
The warl’ may play you monie a shavie ; trick
But for the Muse, she’ll never leave ye,

Tho’ e’er sae puir,
Na, even tho’ limpin’ wi’ the spavie spavin

° Frae door to door.1

SONG—YOUNG PEGGY BLOOMS.1

Tusk—“ Laet time l cam’ o’er the muir."

tills la one of the poet's earliest songs contributed to Johnson's Musical Museum: it stands No 
78 In the first volume of that work, and was written In October, 1786.

k
Young Peggy blooms our bonniest lass,

Her blush is like the morning,
The rosy dawn, the springing grass,

With early gems adorning:
Her eyes outshine the radiant beams 

That gild the passing shower,
And glitter o’er the crystal streams,

And cheer each fresh’uing flower.

1 This epistle was prefixed to the poems of David 
Sillar, published at Kilmarnock, 178». In regard to 
tho person to whom It Is addressed see note to 
“Epistle to Davie," voL I.

* Miss Margaret, or 1‘eggy Kennedy, a relative of 
Mrs. Oavlii Hamilton, was the daughter of a Carrick 
landed proprietor. Hums met her In Mauehllne dur
ing the autumn of 1786, and was much taken with her 
spirit and beauty. She was seventeen, and under
stood to he lietrothed to Captain Mac Douai, the repre
sentative of the oldest and richest family In U allows).

Bums wrote to her a respectful letter, In which this 
song was Inclosed. Her subsequent history is most 
painful. Says Mr. Chambers: "While thus in the 
fair way to a dignified position In life, the powers of 
Honour, Love, and Truth had already been outraged, 
and a train of circumstances commenced, which was 
to end In the loss of her good name and her early 
death." It Is supposed, on not very conclusive evi
dence, however, that her sad fate suggested to the 
poet the deathless “Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie 
Doom"
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Her lips more than the cherries bright, 
A richer dye has grac’d them,

They charm th’ admiring gazer’s sight, 
And sweetly tempt to taste them : 

Her smile is as the ev’ning, mild, 
When feather'd pairs are courting, 

And little lambkins wanton wild,
In playful bands disporting.

Were Fortune lovely Peggy’s foe, 
Such sweetness would relent her, 

As blooming Spring unbends the bow 
Of surly, savage Winter. 

Detraction’s eye no aim can gain 
Her winning powers to lessen ;

And fretful envy grins in vain,
The poison’d tooth to fasten.

Ye pow’rs of Honour, Love, and Truth, 
From ev’ry ill defend her ;

Inspire the highly favoured youth 
The destinies intend her.

Still fan the sweet connubial flame 
Responsive in each bosom ;

And bless the dear parental name 
With many a filial blossom.

[l785.

SONG—THE BRAES O’ BALLOCHMYLE.1

TUNS—“ The Brae» o' Ballochmyle"

The Catrine1 woods were yellow seen,
The flowers decay’d on Catrine lee,

Nae lav’rock sang on hillock green, lark
' But nature sicken’d on the ee. eye
'Thro’ faded groves Maria sang,

Hersel’ in beauty’s bloom the while,
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang,

Fareweel the braes o’ Ballochmyle ! «loi*»

■ Ballochmyle, the auclent seat of the Whitefoord 
family, passed into the hands of Mr. Alexander (see 
note to the “ lass of Ballochmyle "). Maria White
foord (afterwards Mrs. Cranston), the heroine of this 
song, was the eldest daughter of Sir John Whitefoord, 
to whom Burns, in one of his letters, acknowledges his 
obligations, as being one of the first gentlemen In 
Ayrshire who discovered the genius of the poet The 
song (the date of which is probably about the end of

the autumn of 1786) was written as a farewell to the 
family Inheritance. The tune is the production of 
the poet's friend Allan Masterton, writing-master, 
Edinburgh, the “ Allan " of " Willie brew'd a peck o’ 
maut."

• Catrine was a fine estate immediately adjoining 
that of Ballochmyle, and was In the poet's time owned 
by Professor Matthew Stewart, and his more cele
brated son, Professor Dugald Stewart.
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Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers,
Again ye’ll flourish fresh and fair ;

Ye birdies dumb, in with’riug bowers,
Again ye’ll charm the vocal air.

Bijt here, alas ! for me nae mair no more
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile ;

Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr,
Fareweel, fareweel ! sweet Ballochmyle !

f HALLOWEEN.1

The following poem will, by many readers, be well enough understood ; but for the sake of those 
who are unacquainted with the maimers and traditions of the country where the scene Is cast, 
notes are added, to give some account of the principal charms and spells of that night, so big with 
prophecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotland. The passion of prying Into futurity makes a 
striking part of the history of human nature in its rude state, In all ages and nations ; and it may 
he some entertainment to a philosophic mind, If any such should honour the author with a perusal,
to see the remains of it, among the more unenlightened In our own.—K. B., 1786.-----Halloween or
Halloweven is the eve or vigil of All-Saints' Day (also called All-Hallows or Hallowmas, 1st No
vember).

Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain.
Tile simple pleasures of the lowly train ;
To me mote dear, congenial to my heart,
One native charm, than all the gloss of art.—Goldsmith.

Upon that night, when fairies light 
On Cassillis Downans 2 dance,

Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze, 
On sprightly coursers prance;

Or for Colean the route is ta’en, 
Beneath the moon’s pale beams ;

leas

1 Halloween Is thought to he a night when witches, 
devils, and other mischief-making beings are all abroad 
on their baneful, midnight errands; particularly those 
aerial people, the fairies, are said on that night to 
hold a grand anniversary.—&. B.

“ ‘Halloween ' is now almost an obsolete word, and 
the liveliest of all festivals that used to usher in the 
winter with one long night of mirthful mockery of 
superstitious fancies', not unattended with stirrings of 
imaginative fears in many a simple breast, is gone with 
many customs of the good old time, not among town- 
folks only, but dwellers in rural parishes far withdrawn 
from the hum of crowds, where all such rites origi
nate and latest fall into desuetude. The present wise 
generation of youngsters care little or nothing about 
a poem which used to drive their grandfathers and 
grandmothers half-mad with merriment, when boys 
and girls gathered in a circle round some choice reciter, 
who, though perhaps endowed with no great memory 
for grammar, had half of Bums by heart. Many of 
them, doubtless, are of opinion that it is a silly affair. 
. . . In practice extinct, to elderly people it
survives in poetry ; and there the body of the harm
less superstition, in its very form and presence, is 

VOL. a

embalmed.’’—Prop. Wilson.---- Professor Wilson Is
here a little too sweeping in his statements. Hallow
een has now, no doubt, lost much of its importance 
as a popular festival, but it is still (1886) kept up to 
some little extent both in town and country. Pro
bably Burns’s own poem has had a good deal to do 
with keeping it alive.

* Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, In the 
neighl>ourhood of the ancient seat of the Earls of
Cassillis.—R. B.---- Cassillis House or Castle stands
on a beautiful havgh on the left bank of the Boon, 
about 4 miles north-east of May bole. The lands, and 
probably also the castle of Cassillis, appear to have 
passed, in the reign of David II., from a family named 
Montgomery, into the possession of Sir John Kennedy 
of Dunure, direct male ancestor of the present Mar
quis of Ailsa. At the beginning of the sixteenth cen
tury It must have been the chief residence of this 
powerful race, as David, third Lord Kennedy, was, 
about 1510, created Earl of Cassillis. This nobleman 
fell at Flodden, with many of his followers. Tradition 
tells a well-known tale in connection with Cassillis 
Castle and its owners. While John, the sixth earl, 
was attending the Assembly of Divines at Westminster

20



64 POEMS AND SONGS. [1786.

There, up the cove,1 to stray an’ rove 
Amang the rocks and streams

To sport that night :

Amang the bonnie winding banks, 
Where Boon rins, wimplin’, clear,

in 1643, his consort is said to have been seduced away 
from this house by a party of gypsies, supposed to have 
been headed by a lover in disguise ; the consequence 
of this Imprudence was her confinement for life in a 
tower belonging to her husband in the neighbouring 
town of Maybole, while those who had decoyed her 
away were hanged on a tree in front of the castle. 
These circumstances are more particularly related in 
the old ballad of Johnnie Faa, which is sung to a 
beautiful air; but It h proper to state that great doubt 
hangs over them. In a music-book, known from un
questionable evidence to have been written before 
1620, this very air is found, under the title of "Lady 
Cassillis's Lilt;’’ which evinces that it could not have 
been composed for the wife of the stith earl (that lady1 
having been bom In 1607), in whatever way the verses 
of the ballad may have taken their origin. Cassillis 
Castle continued to be the principal residence of the 
family till the extinction of the main line In 1759, 
when the titles were adjudged to Sir Thomas Ken
nedy, of Colsean, a son of the third earl. (See below.) 
Cassillis Castle, however, is still one of the seats of 
the family. The Cassillis Downans are three or four 
small hills rising about a quarter of a mile to the south 
of the castle, near the road between Maybole and 
Delrymple. The largest—that nearest to the house 
—sppears to be three hundred feet above the level of 
the Boon ; the second Is somewhat lower ; and one or 
two others are greatly less marked. They are covered 
with green sward, through which, in some places, the 
rock may be seen ; and hence Bums has described them 
in the note as “ rocky.” On the top of the highest 
there Is a circular mound, with a breach in it to the 
west, as if designed for a means of access. It Is pro
bable that this was an early fort, more particularly as 
the farm on the slope of the hill bears the name of 
Dunree—obviously Dun-righ, the king's castle. The 
peculiar forms of these hillocks, and their rising in 
the midst of a generally level country, are circum
stances which could not fail to excite superstitious 
idem in an unlettered people. They were, accord
ingly, down to Burns's time, regarded as the work of 
fairies, and a peculiar scene of their midnight revels. 
In reality, they are masses of trap.

i A noted cavern near Colean House, called The Cove 
of Colean; which, as Cassillis Downans, is famed in 
country story for being a favourite haunt of fairies.—
B. B.-----Colxean Castle (Burns's spelling corresponds
with the common pronunciation), the principal seat 
of the Marquises of Alisa (for that title waa bestowed 
In 1881 on the fourteenth Karl of Cassillis), is situated 
upon the verge of a great basaltic cliff, on the coast 
of Carsick, about two miles from the village of Kirk- 
Oswald. With marine sublimity on the one side, and 
the extreme of sylvan beauty on the other, It Is scarcely 
possible to Imagine, a situation more worthy of the 
chief of whose ancestors It was said—

Twixt Wigton and the town o' Ayr,
Portpatrick and the cruivea of Ciee,

Nae man need think for to bide there,
Unie» he court wi' Kennedie.

The lands of Colxean in the sixteenth century were 
the property of Sir Thomas Kennedy, second sou 
of Gilbert, third Earl of Cassillis. The former 
castle, connected with the lands, was built soon 
after by this Individual. Sir Archibald Kennedy 
of Colxean, great-grandson of Sir Thomas, is said to 
have acquired some notoriety as a persecutor (of the 
Covenantëft), and tradition states, that after the 
Bevolutlon, he was sometimes obliged for his safety 
to the cones (that Is cnees) beneath his mansion. By 
his wife, one of the daughters of General David Leslie, 
Lord Newark, he had four daughters, the second 
of whom, Susanna, distinguished for extraordinary 
beauty, became the wife of Alexander, ninth Earl of 
Eglinton. In her youth she patronized Ramsay, who 
dedicates the "Gentle Shepherd ' to her; and In her 
old age she received a visit from Dr. Johnson, at her 
dotarial seat of Auchans, near Dundonald. On the 
extinction of the main line of the Cassillis family, In 
the person of John, the eighth earl, in 1759, the title 
and family estates became the inheritance of Sir 
Thomas Kennedy of Colxean, who accordingly— 
though not without aopie litigation—became ninth 
Earl of Cassillis. It was now deemed necessary 
that the house of Colxean should be rebuilt ; and. 
this task was accordingly commencetTSn 1777 by 
David,, the tenth earl, brother of the preceding. 
The plan of the new mansion was by Robert Adam. 
It presents, along the verge of the precipice, a 
range of lofty castellated masses, and with Its out
buildings, splendid terraced garden, Ac., It covers an 
area of four acres. The impression conveyed by the 
mansion, on approaching it through the far-spreading 
glades of an ancient park, is that of baronial dignity, 
affluence, and taste ; surveyed from the sea, or from 
the beach, It suggests the idea of those eyrie-like 
fortresses of old, which took so much strength from 
nature as to appear to smile defiance at all the hostile 
efforts of mere human power. The interior of the 
castle Is remarkable for an extensive and valuable 
collection of arms and armour. The coves are situ
ated directly underneath the castle. They appear 
simply natural chinks left In the basalt In the process 
of Its volcanic formation. Bums, during his residence 
near Kirkoewald, must have often heard of their re
putation as haunts of the fairies. They are six In 
number, and are thus described in the Rev. Mr. 
Blggar's statistical account of the parish of Kirkoe
wald, written In the end of tile last century ; "Of the 
three towards the west, the largest has Its entry as 
low as high-water mark. The roof is about fifty feet 
high, and hes the appearance as if two large rocks 
had fallen together, forming a Gothic arch, though
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Where Bruce1 ance rul’d the martial ranks, once 
An’ §hook his Garrick spear,

Some merry, friendly, country-folks v 
Together did convene, (

To bum their nits, an’ pou their stocks, nnte pull oolewort plant» 
An’ baud their Halloween . hold

Fu’ blythe that night.

The lasses feat, an’ cleanly neat,
Mair braw than when they’re fine; 

Their faces blythe, fu’ sweetly kythe 
Hearts leal, an’ warm, and kin’ :

The lads sae trig, wi’ wooer-babs,
Weel knotted on their garten,

Some unco blate, an’ some wi’ gabs,
Gar lasses’ hearts gang startin’

Whiles fast at night

spruce
more well-dressed
show
loyal

so smart love-knots 
garter

extremely bashful chatter 
make 
sometimes

Then first and foremost thro’ the kail, oolewort»
Their stocks1 maun a’ be sought ance ; plant» muet

They steek their een, an’ graip, an’ wale, cioee their eye» grope choose 
For muckle an es an’ straught anes.

Poor hav’rel Will fell aff the drift,
An’ wander’d thro’ the bow-kail,

An’ pou’t, for want o’ better shift 
A runt was like a sow-tail,

Sae bow”! that night.

big ones and straight ones 
half-witted drove 

cabbage 
pulled 
stem
so crooked

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane, 
They roar and cry a’ throu’ther;

The vera wee things, todlin’, rin 
Wi’ stocks out-owre their shouther ; 

An’ gif the custoc’s sweet or sour,
Wi’ joctelegs they taste them;

earth or none 
through each other

shoulder
if inner stem
pocket-knives

very Irregular ; It extends Inwards about two hundred 
feet, and varies In breadth. It communicates with 
the other two, which are both considerably leas, but 
of much the same irregular form. Towards the east 
are the other three coves, which likewise communicate 
with each other. They are nearly of the same height 
and figure with the others ; but their dimensions have 
not been ascertained. To the largest of the three 
weetmost coves |those immediately under the castle] 
is a door or entry, built of freestone with a window 
three feet above the door, of the same kind of work ; 
above both of these la an apartment, from which might 
be sent down whatever could annoy the assailants of 
the door." We have seen reason to surmise, that this 
mason work la aa old ka the former mansion of Col- 
lean : It gives the place all the appearance of having 
been designed as a habitation, and one calculated to 
protect its inmates from hostile assault

*

* The famous family of that name, the ancestors of 
Robert, the great deliverer of his country, were Karls 
of Carrtck.—R. B.

> The first ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each 
a stock, or plant of kail. They must go out, hand in 
band, with eyes shut, and pull the first they meet 
with : its being big or little, straight or crooked, is 
prophetic of the sise and shape of the grand object 
of all their «pells—the husband or wife. If any yird,, 
or earth, stick to the root, that is todur, or fortune ; 
and the taste of the cusfoc, that is, the heart of the 
stem, is indicative of the natural temper and dis
position. Lastly, the stems, or to give them their 
ordinary appellation, the runts, are placed somewhere 
above the head of the door ; and the Christian names 

*Hf the people whom chance brings into the house, are, 
according to the priority of placing the runts, the 
names in question.—R. B.

»

«
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Syne coziely, a boon the door,
Wi’ cannie care they place them

To lie that night
The lasses a taw frae ’rnang them a’

To pou their stalks o’ corn ;1
But Rab slips out, an’ jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn :
He grippet Nelly hard and fast;

’ Loud skirl’d a’ the lasses ;
But her tap-pickle maist was lost,

When kiutlin’ in the fause-house 3
Wi’ him that night.

The auld gu id wife’s weel-hoordet nits3 
Are round an’ round divided,

An’ monie lads’ and lasses' fates,
Are there that night decided : ^ •»

Some kindle, couthie, side by side,
An’ bum thegither trimly ;

Some start awa wi’ saucie pride,
And jump out-owre the chimlie

Fu’ high that night
Jean slips in twa, wi’ tentie ee ;

Wha ’twas she wadna tell ;
But this is Jock, an’ this is me,

She says in to hersel’ :
He bleez’d owre her, an’ she owre him, 

As they wad never mair part ;
Till, fuff ! he started up the lum,

And Jean had e’en a sair heart
To see’t that night.

Poor Willie, wi’ his bow-kail runt,
Was brunt wi’ primsie Mallie ;

An’ Mary,4 nae doubt, took the drtint, 
To be compar’d to Willie :

Mall’s nit lap out wi’ pridefu’ fling,
An’ her ain fit it brunt it ;

While Willie lap, and swoor, by jing! 
Twas just the way he wanted

To be that night.

then snugly above 
gentle

stole from among
pull
dodges

screeched

cuddling

well-hoarded nuts

lovingly
together

chimney

heedftil eye 
would not

blazed
would
chimney
sore

cabbage-stem 
burnt prudish 
pet

leaped 
own foot

i They go to the barn-yard and pull each, at three 
several times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wanta 
the top-pickU, that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, 
the party in question will come to the marriage-bed 
anything but a maid.—R. R *

* When the corn is in a doubtful state, by being too 
green, or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old 
timber, Ac., makes a large apartment in his stack, 
with an opening in the side which is fairest exposed 
to the wind: this he calls a fauee-houee. —R. B.

* Burning the nut» is a famous charm. They name

the lad and lass to each particular nut, as they lay 
them in the (Ire, and accordingly as they burn quietly 
together, or start from beside one another, the course 
and issue of the courtship will be.—R. B.

4 Currie altered Mary here to Mallie in his edition 
of our poet’s works, to the great displeasure of one 
of Burns’s editors—the Rev. Hamilton Paul—who was 
at the trouble of entering into a pretty long disserta
tion to prove the propriety of here using the full name 
Mary, and in other parts of the verse its diminutives, 
Mallie and Mall.



But Merran sat behiut their backs,
Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ;

She lea’es them gashin’ at their cracks,
And slips out by hersel’ : X

She thro’ the yard the nearest taks,
An’ to the kiln she goes then,

An’ darklins grapit for the banks,
And in the blue-clue1 throws then,

Right fear1! that night

An’ aye she win’t, an’ aye she swat,
I wat she made nae jaukin’ ;

Till something held within the pat,
Guid L—d ! but she was quaukin’ !

But whether ’twas the deil liimsel’,
Or whether ’twas a bauk-eu’,

Or whether it was Andrew Bell,
She didna wait on talkin’,

To spier that night.

Wee Jenny to her granny says,
“ Will ye go wi’ me, grannie 1 

I’ll eat the apple1 at the glass,
I gat frae uncle Johuie : ”

She fuff’t her pipe wi’ sic a lunt,
In wrath she was sae vap’riu’,

She notic’t na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worset apron

Out thro’ that night.

“Ye little skelpie-limmer’s face !3 
I daur you try sic sportin’,

As seek the foul Thief ony place,
For him to spae your fortune :

POEMS AND SONGS.

Nell had the fause-house in her min, 
She pits hersel’ an’ Rob in;

In loving bleeze they sweetly join,
Till white in ase they’re sobbin’ : 

Nell’s heart was dancin’ at the view, 
She whisper’d Rob to leuk fort : 

Rob, stownlius, prie’d her bonnie mou’, 
Fu’ cozie in the neuk fort,

Unseen that night

look
stealthily tasted mouth

cou versing

cross-beamsgroped

frightened

winded sweated 
wot dallying 
pot

beam-end

inquire

got from 
volume of smoke

hot ember 
fine worsted

1 Whoever would, with success, try this spell, must 
strictly observe these directions : Steal out, all alone, 
to the kiln, and, darkling, throw into the pot a clue 
of blue yarn ; wind it in a new clue of the old one ; 
and, towards the latter end, something will hold the 
thread ; demand teha haudsf i.e. who holds? an answer 
will be returned from the kiln-pot, by naming the 
Christian and surname of your future spouse.—R. B.

3 Take a candle, and go alone to a looking-glass; eat 
an apple before it, and some traditions say, you should 
comb your hair all the time ; the face of your conjugal 
companion to bt, will be seen in the glass, as if peep
ing over your shoulder.—R. B.

3 A technical term in female scolding.— Burns's 
Glotmry----- A “skelpie limmer" is a hussy that de
serves slapping.
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Nae doubt but ye may get a sight ! 
Great cause ye hae to fear it ;

For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 
An’ liv’d an’ dee’d deleeret

On sic a night

“ Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor,1 
I mind’t as weel’s yestreen,

I was a gilpey then, I’m sure 
I was na past fyfteen :

The simmer had been cauld an’ wat, 
An’ stuff was unco green ;

An* aye a rantin’ kirn we gat,
An’ just on Halloween

It fell that night

“Our stibble-rig was Rab M’Graen,
A clever, sturdy fallow;

His sin gat Eppie Sim wi’ wean,
That liv’d in Achmacalla :3

He gat hemp-seed,41 mind it weel, 
An’ he made unco light o’t ;

But monie a day was by hirnsel’,
He was sae fairly frighted

That vera night"

many a ouo 
delirious

1
one harvest

remember it last night 
thoughtless girl

extremely
jovial harvest-home

leader of the rea|ierm-

son child

remember
very
beeide himself

Then up gat fechtin’ Jamie Fleck, got «ghtiug
An’ he swoor by his conscience, swore

That he could saw liemp-seed a peck ;
For it was a’ but nonsense.

The anld guidman raught down the pock, reached bag 
An’ out a handfu’ gied him ;

Syne bad him slip frae ’mang the folk then
Sometime when nae ane see’d him,

An’ try’t that night.

He marches thro’ amang the stacks, 
Tho’ he was something sturtin’ ; 

Ttys graip he for a harrow taka, 
f An’ haurls at his curpin’:
An’ ev’ry now an’ then, he says,

“ Hemp-seed, I saw thee,

frightened 
dung-ftirk 
drag» crupper

' Battle of SherllTmuIr, Nov. 1716, between the 
KoyalisU under the Duke of Argyll, and the Jacob
ite» under the Bari of Mar.

• Lit stubble-ridge ; hence, the reaper that took the 
ridge next to the part of the field already reaped.

» There I» no place so named in Kyle or Garrick. A 
name wee needed of a certain length, accent, and 
capacity for rhyme; hence the above coinage.

« Steal out un perceived, and sow a handful of hemp-

seed; harrowing It with anything you ran conveniently 
draw after you. Repeat now and then, “ Hemp-wed, 
I eaw thee, hemp-seed, I saw thee ; and him (or her) 
that ta to be my true-love, come after me and pou 
thee." look over your left shoulder, and you will see 
the appearance of the person Invoked, In the ettltude 
of pulling hemp. Some tradition» say, " Come after 
me, and shew thee," that to, show thyself: in which 
caw It simply appears. Others omit the harrowing, 
and say, " Come after me, and harrow thee."—IL B.
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An’ hér that is to be my lass,
Come after me, and draw thee,

As fast this night."

He whistl’d up “ Lord. Lenox’ march ”
To keep his courage cheerie;

Although his hair began to arch,
He was sae fley’d an’ eerie : eo frightened and nervous

Till presently he hears a squeak,
An’ then a grane an’ gnintle ; groan and gmnt

He by his shouther gae a keek, «boulder glance
An’ tumbl’d wi’ a wintle «tagger

Out-owre that night.

He roar’d a horrid murder shout,
In dreadfu’ desperation 1 

An’ young an’ auld came rinnin’ out, 
To hear the sad narration :

He swoor ’twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 
Or crouchie Merran Humphie,

Till, stop ! she trotted thro’ them a’;— 
And wha was it but grumphie

Asteer that night !

halting
crook-backed

the bow 
astir

Meg fain wad to the barn gaen 
To winn three wechts o’ naething;1

But for to meet the deil her lane,
She j>at but little faith in :

She gies the herd a pickle nits,
An’ twa red-cheekit apples,

To watch, while for the barn she sets, 
In hopes to see Tam Kipples

That vera night.

She turns the key wi’ cannie thraw,
An’ owre the threshold ventures;

But first on Sawnie gies a ca’,*
Syne bauldly in she enters:

A ration rattled up the wa’,
An’ she cried, L—d, preserve her!

An’ ran thro’ midden-hole an’ a’,
An’ pray’d wi’ zeal an’ fervour,

Fu’ fast that night.

would have gone 
winnow measure» 

herself alone 
put

herd-boy few nuta

gentle turn

give» a call 
then boldly 
rat wall

dung-pii

i

'This charm must likewise be performed unper- 
reived, and alone. You go to the ham, and open both 
doom, taking them off the hlngee. If poeeihle ; for there 
la danger that the bring, about to appear, may ahut 
the doom, and do you some mlecliief. Then take that 
Inetrument uaed In winnowing the com, which, In our 
country dialect, we call a trrcht ; and go through all 
the attitudes of letting down com agalnat the wind. 
Repeat It three times; and the third time an apparition

will peea through the bam, In at the windy door, and 
ont at the other, having Imth the figure In question, and 
the appearance or retinue, marking the employment
or station In life —R. B.---- The mckt Is an Implement
shaped like a sieve, being a round ahallow wooden 
vessel with a bottom made of hide or skin, used for 
lifting quantities of grain.

• She first calls out to the herd-boy, to.glve her a 
little courage from assurance of his proiRntty.
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They hoy’t out Will, wi’ eair advice :
They hecht him some fine braw ane ;

It chanc’d the stack he faddom’d thrice,1 
Was timmer-propt for thrawin’:

He taks a swirlie, auld moss-oak,
For some black, gruesome carlin ;

An’ loot a winze, an’ drew a stroke,
Till skin in blypes came haurlin’

Aff's nieves that night.

A wanton widow Leezie was,
As canty as a kittlen ;

But, och ! that night, amang the shaws,
She got a fearfu’ settlin’ !

She thro’ the whins, an’ by the cairn,
An’ owre the hill gaed scrievin’;

Whare three lairds’ lands met at a burn,1 
To dip her left sark-sleeve in,

Was bent that night,
Whyles owre a linn the burnie {days, sometime» oser * n*X streamlet 

As thro’ the glen it wimpl’t :
Whyles round a rocky scaur it strays ;

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ;
Whyles glitter’d to the nightly rays,

Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle ;
Whyles cookit underneath the braes,

Below the spreading hazel,
Unseen that night.’

Amang the brachens, on the brae, ferns
Between her and the moon,

The deil, or else an outler quey, outlying heifer
Gat up an' gae a croon : gave a moan

Poor Iveezie’s heart niaist lap the liool; almost leaped from ttscase(hull) 
Near lav’rock-height she jurnpit, lark

But mist a fit, an’ in the pool lost her footing
Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, ears

Wi’ a plunge that night

hurrying
popped sloping hunks

X

l Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a bear 
steak, and fathom It three times round. The last fathom 
of the last time, you wifi catch In your arma the ap
pearance of your future conjugal yokefellow—R. B.
-----The particular stack mentioned In the test was
propped up by pieces of timber, having settled or got 
twisted (1*nue») to one aide. One of the props was 
a moes-oak or bog-oak, such as are found embedded 
In peat-bogs.

• You go out, one or more, for this Is a social spell, 
to a south running spring or rivulet, where “ three 
lairds' lands meet," and dip your left shirt sleeve. Oo 
to bed In sight of a fire, and hang your wet sleeve be
fore It to dry. Lie awake ; and sometime near mid
night, an apparition, having the exact figure of the

grand object In queetlon, will come and tnm the
aleeve, as If to dry the other side of it__R. B.-----Bee
the song of “ Tam Olen " for an Interesting reference 
to this spell, which In the case oLvTam s sweetheart 
was used with the desired effect Ih 'calling up the 
llkenees of Tam.

» “ Those who understand the Scottish dialect will 
allow this to be one of the finest Instances of de
scription which the records of poetry afford. Though 
of a very different nature, It may he compared, In 
point of excellence, with Thomson's description of a 
river swollen by the rains of winter bursting through 
the straits that confine Its torrents, "—CüRKIg. The 
verb to cock iiged above means literally to appear and 

by turns.disappear I
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In order, on the clean hearth-stane,
The luggiea three1 * are ranged, hooped wooden dishee

And ev’ry time great care ia ta’en,
■To see them duly changed :

Auld uncle John, wha wedlock’s joys 
Sin’ Mar’s year8 did desire,

Because he gat the toom dish thrice, empty
- He heav’d them on the tire

In wrath that night.

Wi’ merry sangs, an’ friendly cracks,
1 wat they didna weary;

An’ unco tales, an’ funnie jokes,
Their sjiorts were cheap an’ cheery ;

Till butter’d so’ns,3 wi’ fragrant hint,
Set a’ their gabs a-steerin’;

Syne, wi’ a social glass o’ strunt,
They parted aff cjireerin’

Fu’ blythe that night.4 * * *

chat

strange

sow e na steam 
mouths a-moving 
then spirits

FRAGMENT-HEIt FLOWING LOCKS.
Of the date of the composition of this fragment, or of the «uhject of It, nothing certain eeema to 

be known.
Her flowing locks, the raven’s wing,
Adown her neck and bosom hing;
(How sweet unto that breast tocîing,)

And round that neck entwine her !
Her li|js are rosea wat wi’ dew, 
O, what a feast, her bounie mou’! 
Her cheeks a niair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner.
i Take three rushes ; put clean water In one, foul 

water In another, leave the thlnl empty ; blindfold a 
person, and lAd him to the hearth where the cllahea 
are ranged ; he (or ihe) dips the left hand : If by chance 
In the clean water, the future hualiand or wife will 
come to the bar of matrimony a maid ; If In the foul 
a widow; If In the empty dlah, It foretells, with equal 
certainty, no marriage at all. It la repeated three 
times, anil every time the arrangement of the dishes 
Is altered.—R. R.

*1716, the year In which the Earl of Mar raised an 
Insurrection. See note on SherilTinnir almw.

•Sowena, with butter instead of milk to them, la 
always the Halloween supper. — R. B. Soscans. flum
mery, made of the dust of oatmeal remaining among 
the seeds (husks), steeped and soured. JAMlKwm.

4 In Huddiman'i Weekly Magazine for Novemlier,
1780, appeared a poem of twelve stanaas, by John
Mayne, on the subject of Halloween. It Is very pro
bable that It fell under the notice of Bums and sug 
gested his poem. We append two or three stanzas of
Mayne s composition s—

Hanged round s hireling Ingle safe. 4 
Where nowther caold nor hunger bide. 
The farmer"! house, wi" secret pride.

Will s'convene.

Placed at their head the gudewlfe sits. 
Ami deals round apples, pears, and nits, 
8yne tells her guests how, at sic hits

W here she had been, 
Bogles hae gait folk tree their wits 

At Hallowpen.

But twere a langsome tale to tell,
The gatee o' ilka charm and spell;
Auce gaun to aw hemp-seed hlinsel"

Poor Jock M'Lean,
Plump in a filthy peat-pot fell

At Halloween.

Of Burns's poem Lockhart says:—‘"Halloween, a 
descriptive poem, perhaps even more exquisitely 
wrought than the1 Holy fair,' and containing nothing 
that chuld offend the feelings of anybody, waa pro
duced about the same period. Burns's art had now 
reached Its climax.''
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TO A MOUSE,
01 TURNING HER UP IN HU NIST WITH TH* PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1786.1

Wee, sleekit, cow’rin’, tim’rous beastie, «mooth-.kirmud
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie !
Thou need ua start awa sae hasty,

Wi’ bickering brattle ! hasty «camper
I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee, would he loath

Wi’ murdering pattle ! * plough-staff

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
Has broken Nature’s social union,
An’ justifies that ill opinion

Which make thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion,

An’ fellow-mortal !

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve; sometime.
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live ! mu»t
A daimen-icker in a tbrave3

'S a sma’ request :
Pli get a blessin’ wi’ the lave, remainder

And never miss’t !

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin !
Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ ! fragile wail»
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane, build

O’ foggage green ! herbage
An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’,

Baith snell and keen ! both biting

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,
An’ weary winter cornin’ fast,

^ An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell ; 

Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 
i Out thro’ thy cell

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble,
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble !
Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble, 

Bqt house or hald,
To thole the winter’s sAety dribble,

An’ craureuch cauld !

«tnbble

without holding
endure
hoar-ttuet

•John Blanc, a (arm-servant at Moasgiel in 1785, 
and who died at Kilmarnock almut the mlddje of this 
century, used to tell of his pursuing a iii.ntw across 
the field, with the pettle or plough-cleansing utensil, 
while Bums was ploughing. Bums told him to let 
the poor creature alone; and was observed to he very 
thoughtful all day. In the evening, he repeated to

him his poem on the mouse, the most tender-hearted, 
perhaps, of all his productions.

> The plough-staff, used to clear away the adhering 
earth from the plough—also written ptUU.

•An occasional ear of com In a thrave, that Is, 
twenty-four sheaves or two stocks.
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But, Momie, thou art no thy lane,
In proving foresight may be vain :
The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ men, 

Gang aft a-gley,1 *
An’ lea’e us nought but grief and pain, 

For promis’d joy.

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me ! 
The present only toucheth thee :
But, och ! I backward cast my ee,

On prospects drear ; 
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,

, I guess an’ featV

63

not alone

go often awry

eye

THE JOLLY BEGGARS.3
A CANTATA.

REC1TATIVO.

When lyart leaves bestrew the yird,
Or, wavering like the bauckie-bird,4 * 

Bedim cauId Boreas’ blnfct ;
When hailstaues drive wi’ bitter skyte, 
And infant frosts begin to bite,

In hoary cranreuch drest :
Ae night at e’en, a merry core 

O’ randie gnngrel bodies,
" In Poosie Naneie’s6 held the splore,

To drink their orra duddies :

withered 
bet •

stroke

hoar-ftuet

earth

loose-liviug vagrant persons 
frolic ,
superfluous i

i This phrase
The best laid schemes o' mice an' men 

Cans aft a-slejr.—

and e couplet In the “ Address to the Louse
O, wad some 1‘nwr the gift le sis us.
To see ourse is as others see nat

ure so often quoted as to have liecome proverbial.
« “ How bis heart flows out lu sympathy over uni

versel nature ; and In her bleakest provinces discerns 
a Iwauty and a meaning ! The ‘ Daisy ’ falls not un
heeded under his ploughshare ; nor the ruined nest 
of that "wee cowering timorous beastie," cast forth 
after all Its provident pains to “thole the sleety 
dribble, and cranreuch cauhl."—Thomas CARLYLE.

3 Composed apparently at Moasglel before the close 
of 1788, and regarded by Bums himself as of little 
value, prolmbly because his mot her and brother looked 
on It with suspicion on account of the looseness of 
some of Its sentiments. In Heptemlier, 1793, he wrote 
to George Thomson that he had kept no copy of It, 
and had in fact forgotten Its existence. On 3d
August, 1799, the “ Jolly Beggars " was published In
chap-book form by Stewart and Melkle, Glasgow,
with the exception of a portion which John Richmond

had taken with him to Edinburgh ; and twd years 
later It was republished by Stewart In a complete 
form, Richmond having In the meantime supplied 
the missing portion. Along with It Stewart also 
printed other Poems Ascribed to Robert Burns, 
the Ayrshire Bard, not contained In any edition of 
his works hitherto published. So popular were these 
additional poems, especially the “ Jolly Beggars," 
that another edition of a smaller else was Issued from 
the same press during the same year.

* The older writers call it merely fAe hak; thus In 
Oawaln Douglas's metrical translation of Virgil 1—

The snanya llcht Is nauer the were, trelit me, 
Althuchte the bdk his bricht bounce doth flee.

The comparison of the fluttering of the dry and 
withered leaves In the wintry blast, to the "wavering " 
flight of the liât Is peculiarly appropriate.

* Poosie Nanties, the scene of the “Jolly Beggars," 
Is still pointed out In Mauchllne. It was one of thoee 
places of resort In which the lowest of mankind— 
those ambiguous wretches who hang upon the skirts 
of society—the maimed beggar, the sturdy calrd, the 
wandering tinker, the travelling ballad-singer—found 
a resting-place after the fatigues of the day, and when
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Wi’ quaffing and laughing,
They ranted and they sang ;

Wi’ jumping and thumping 
The vera girdle1 rang.

First, niest the fire, in auld red rags,
1 Aue sat, weel brac’d wi’ mealy bags 

And knapsack a’ in order;
His doxy lay within his arm,
Wi’ usquebae and blankets warm,

She blinkct on her sodger ;
And aye he gies the tozie drab 

The tither skelpin’ kiss,
While she held up her greedy gab,

Just like an aumous dish ;11 
Ilk smack still, did crack still, 

just like a cadger’s whup,
Then staggering, an’ swaggering,

He roar’d this ditty up—

* *
AIR.

TUNS—“ Soldier't Joy."

I am a son of Mars, who have been in many wars,
And show my cuts and scars wherever I come ;
This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench, 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum.

Lai de daudle, &c.

My prenticeship I |«at where my leader breath'd his last, 
When the bloody die was cast on the heights of Abram;* 
I servèd out my trade when the gallant game was play’d, 
And the More low was laid at the sound of the drum.*

Lai de daudle, &c.

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating batt’ries,6 
And there I left for witness an arm and a limb :

pieo.

revelled

griddle

nearest

whisky

tipsy
other resounding

alms
each

hawker's whip

they lost In that “glory" which results from deep 
potations, the consciousness of their own degradation. 
John Richmond told Robert ('handier* when he 
visited Mauchline, thatonenight when Bums, “Smith, 
the sleeet pawkle thief," and Richmond were coming 
up the street In a stale of partial Intoxication, their 
attention was attracted by the nolee of revelry Issuing 
from this hostelry. At the instigation of Bums they 
went In, and entered eon ipirito Into the scene of 
drunken frolic which they found going forward. 
Such was the source of the poet’s Inspiration, and 
such the scene, which a few touches of his pen have 
rendered Immortal I .

1 The circular Iron plate on which cakes are baked 
In Scottish households.

* The aumous dish vu a wooden veeeel, half plattef, 
half howl, with which every profeaalonal mendicant 
was formerly provided aa part of hie accoutrement». 
It was used to receive the aumous or alms, which 
was usually made In kind.

•The battle-ground beforeQueltee, where Wolfe fell 
In the amis of victory, September 1760.

« El Morn, a strong castle that defended the entrance 
of the harlxiur of Ht. Iago, an Island near the southern 
shore of Cuba ; stormed and taken by the Britlah In 
1762.

•The destruction of the Spanish floating hatterlee, 
during the siege of Oihraltar, In 1782, Is here referred 
to. The services rendered by Captain Curtis on this 
occasion were of the higheet value.
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Yet let my country need me, with Elliot1 to head me,
I’d clatter on my stumps at the sound of the drum.

Lai de dandle, &c.

And now, tho’ I must beg, with a wooden arm and leg,
And many a tatter’d rag hanging over my bum,
I’m as happy with my wallet, my bottle, and my callet,3 

As when I us’d in scarlet to follow the drum.
Lai de daudle, &c.

What tho’ wi|tii hoary locks, I must stand the winter shocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks, oftentimes for a home ;
When the tother bag I sell, and the tother bottle tell,
I could meet a troop of h-U at the sound of the drum.

REC1TATIVO.

He ended ; and the kebars sheuk rafters
A boon the chorus roar; above

While frighted rations backward leuk, » rats
And seek the ben most bore : e. innermost hole

A fairy3 fiddler frae the neuk, corner
He skirl’d out encore ! screeched

But up arose the martial chuck, 
And laid the loud uproar.

AIR.

TUNK—" Soldier Laddie."

I once tyas a maid, tho’ I cannot tell when,
And still my delight is in proper young men ; 
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daddie, 
No wonder I’m fond of a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lai de lui, &c. )

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade, ( 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade;
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddy, 
Transported I was with my sodger laddie.

Sing, Lai de lal, &c.

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch, 
So the sword I forsook for the sake of the church, 
He ventur’d the soul, and I risked the body,
Twas then I prov’d false to my sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal de lal, &c.

z

i George Augustus Elliot (Lord ÏTestlifleld), ltom 
1717, died 1790, successfully defended Gibraltar against 
the Spaniards, during the famous siege of over three 
years and seven months, In 1779-43.

* “A beggar In his drink could not have laid such 
tenus upon bis callet.SllAKSPKARK—Othello.

» Tills epithet is ap(>arently used in the sense of 
little, puny.
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Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot,
The regiment at large for a husband I got;
From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready,
I asked no more but a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lai de lal, &c.

But the peace it reduc’d me to beg in despair,
Till I met my old boy at a Cunningham fair,
His rags regimental they flutter’d sae gaudy,
My heart it rejoic’d at a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal de lal, &c.

And now I have liv'd—I know not how long,
And still I can join in a cup or a song ;
But whilst with both hands I can hold the glass steady,
Here’s to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie.

Sing, Lil de lal, &c.

RBCITATIVO.

Poor Merry Andrew, in the neuk,
Sat guzzling wi’ a tinkler hizzie ; tinker wench

They mind’t na wha the chorus teuk,
Between themselves they were sae busy;

At length, wi’ drink and courting dizzy,
He stoiter’d up and made a face ; staggered

Then turn’d and laid a smack on Grizzy,
Syne tun’d his pipes wi’ grave grimace. then

AIR.

TüNE—" Auld Sir Symo»."

Sir Wisdom’s a fool when he’s fou, tipsy
Sir Knave is a fool in a session 

He’s there but a ’prentice I trow,
But I am a fool by profession.

My grannie she bought me a beuk, i»«*
And I held awa to the school ;

I fear I my talent misteuk ;
But what will ye hae of a fool ?

For drink I would venture my neck ;
A hizzie’s the half o’ my craft ; wench

But what could you other expect 
Of ane that’s avowedly daft ? cnuy

I ance was tied up like a stirk,1 huiiœk
For civilly swearing and quaffing,

• This seemi to mean when under a criminal Indict
ment, during the «eealon or sitting ol a court.

•Referring to the punlahment of the “Jougs," 
which was an Iron collar locked round an offender » 
neck so aa to keen standing In some exposed position.

Specimens of this Instrument of punishment may still 
be seen, one attached to the pillar of Ule gate of the 
churchyard of Duddlngston near Edinburgh, and an
other to the gable of the towuhouse at K llmagrs In 
Ayrshire. '



A*»*] POEMS AND SONGS. 67

\
I an ce was abus’d i’ the kirk,

For towsing a lass V my daffin. rumpling ftm
Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport,

Let naebody name wi’ a jeer ;
Tliere’s ev’n, I’m tauld, i’ the court,

A tumbler ca’d the Premier.
Observ’d ye you reverend lad 

Maks faces to tickle the mob ;
He rails at our mountebank squad,

It’s rivalship just i’ the job.
Ami now my conclusion I’ll tell,

For faith I’m confoundedly dry,
The chiel that’s a fool for himsel’,
*xîude L—d, is far dafter than I.

RKCITATIVO.

Then niest outspak a raucle carlin,
Wha kent fu’ weel to cleek the sterlin’,
For monie a pursie she had hooked,
And had in monie a well been douked ;
Her love had been a Highland laddie,
But weary fa’ the waefu’ woodie !1 
Wi’ sighs and sobs, she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman.

AIR.

Tmi*—"0 on" ye vert dead, giiidman."

A Highland lad my love was born,
The Lawland laws he held in scorn ;
But he still was faithfu’ to his clan,
My gallant, braw John Highlandman.

CHORUS.

Sing, hey, my bmw John Highlandman;
Sing, ho, my braw John Highlandman ;
There’s not a lad in a’ the lan’
Was match for my John Highlandman.

With his philibeg and tartan plaid, kilt
Ami gnid claymore down by his side,
The ladies’ hearts he did trepan,
My gallant, braw John Highlandman.

Sing, hey, &c.

We ranged a’ from Tweed to Spey,
And liv’d like lords ami ladies gay;

uext sturdy beldam 
kuew hook

ducked

Imiter

fine

i •* A curse befall the woeful halter." For a long i stealing or otherwise plundering the hated Lowlander, 
time the Highlanders were notoriously given to cattle- ) and many of them were hanged for such offences.
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For a Lawland face he fearèd nane,
My gallant, braw John Highlandman.

Sing, hey, &c.

They banish’d him beyond the sea,
But ere the bud was on the tree,
Adown my cheeks the pearls ran,
Embracing my John Highlandman.

Sing, hey, &c.

But och ! they catch’d him at the last,
And bound him in a dungeon fast;
My curse upon them every one,
They’ve bang’d my braw John Highlandman.

Sing, hey, &c.

And now a widow, I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne’er return ;
No comfort but a hearty can,
When I think ou John Highlandman.

Sing, hey, &c.

-* X

RBC1TAT1VO.

A pigmy scraper wi’ his fiddle,
Wha us’d at trysts and fairs to driddle, markets play wretchedly
Her strappin’ limb and gaucy middle hswkansna buxom

(He reach’d line higher),
Had hol’d his heartie like a riddle,

( And blawn’t on fire.

Wi’ hand on hainch, and upward ee, haunch
He croon’d his gamut, ane, twa, three, hummed
Then, in an Arioso key,

The wee Apollo 
Set a IT, wi’ Allegjetto glee,

His giga solo.

AIR.

TüNK—“ Whistle o'er the late o't."j

Let me ryke up to dight that tear, reach wipe
And go wi’ me and be my dear,
And then your every care and fear

May whistle o’er the lave o’t n*t /
CHORUS.

I am a fiddler to my trade,
And a’ the tunes that e’er I play’d,

1 This melody was composed shout the year 1740 
hy John Bruce, a musician in the town of Dumfries, 
and was published with variations In the last volume

of Oswald's Caledonian Pock ft Companion, 
wrote another song to It, vis. that lieglmilng- 

1*1 ct when Hassle was say care.

Bums
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The sweetest still to wife or maid,
Was whistle o’er the l&vtr&b

At kirns and weddings we’se be there, harvmt-homee we «hall 
And oh ! sae nicely's we will fare j 
We’ll bowse about, till Daddie Care 

Sings whistle o’er the lave o’t
I am, &c.

Sae merrily1» the banes we’ll pyke, pick
And sun oursells about the dyke,
And at our leisure, when ye like,

We’ll whistle o’er the lave o’t
I am, Ac.

But bless me wi’ your heav’u o’ charms 
And while I kittle hair on thairms tickle cat-gut
Hunger, cauld, and a’ sic harms,

May whistle o’er the Lave o’t.
z I am, &c.

RKCITATIVO.

Her charms had struck a sturily caird,
As weel as jsior gut-scraper;

He taka the fiddler by the lieartl,
And draws a roosty miner—

He swoor, by a’ was swearing worth,
To s|ieet him like a pliver,

Unless he wad from that time forth 
Heliuiptish her for ever.

Wi’ ghastly ee, |ioor tweedle-dee 
U|sm his hunkers bended,

!And pray’d for grace, wi’ ruefu’ face,
And site the quarrel ended.

But though his little heart did grieve 
When round the tinkler prest her,

He feign’d to snirtle in. his sleeve,
When thus the caird address’d her ;

V air.

Tv*I—“ Omit (A< Coudre».H 

My bonny lass, I wauç in brass,
A tinkler is my station ;*

I’ve traveil’d round all Christian ground 
In this my occultation. /

inker

ru*ty
«wore
H|»it plover

haine

laugh derisively

i Tinkler ami caird are here treated as synonymous 
tenue ; hut we have lteen Informed, on the authority 
of one of the fraternity of tinkers, that there la a dif
ference ; a tinker or tinkler le a workman, an artificer 

VOL II.

In hraas and tin-plate, Ac., a caird Is not, the latter 
Itelng merely a vagrant uaiially with rather, loose 
notion* aa to men in and tuum. Neither tinker nor 
caird la now ao common In Scotland as formerly.

21
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I’ve ta’en the gold, an’ been enroll’d 
In many a noble squadron ;

But vain they search’d, when off I march’d 
To go and clout the cauldron. i»tci>

I’ve ta’en the gold, &c.

Despise that shrimp, that wither’d imp,
Wi’ a’ his noise and cap’rin’,

And tak’ a share wi’ those that bear 
The budget and the apron.

And by that stoup, my faith and houp,
And by that dear Kilbagie,1 

If e’er ye want, or meet wi’ scant,
May I ne’er weet my craigie.

And by that stoup, &c.

I wig of took 
mug hope

wet my throat

*

RECITATIVO.

Thé caird prevail’d—th’ unblushing fair 
In his embraces sunk,

Partly wi’ love o’ercome sae sair,
And partly she was drunk.

Sir Violino, with an air 
That allow’d a man o’ spunk,

Wish’d unison between the pair,
And made the bottle clunk gm-gi.-

To their health that night.

But hurchin Cupid shot a shaft,
That play’d a dame a shavie,

The fiddler rak’d her fore and aft,
Behint the chicken cavie.

Her lord, a wight o’ Homer’f craft,
Tho’ limpin’ wi’ the s|wvie,

He hirpl'd up, and lap like daft,
And shor’d them Dainty Davie

O’ boot that night.

He was a care-defying blade 
As ever Bacchus listed,

Tho’ Fortune sair upon him laid,
His heart, she ever miss’d it.

He had nae wish, but—to be glad,
Nor want, but—when he thirsted ;

He hated nought but—to be sad :
And thus tW*Muee suggested

i His sang that night

trick

coop

limped leaiHxl like mail 
promised 
to lmot

sorely

1A peculiar sort of whisky; so called from Kll- I Hume's day sold so low as one penny per gill, the 
bogie distillery, In Clackmannanshire. It was In I revenue duty Iwing then small.
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AIR.

Tcne—11 For o' that, and o' that.”

I am a bar«l of no regard,
Wi’ gentlefolks, and a’ that :

But Homer-like, the glowran byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that. k

I

staring multitude 
from

l CHORUS.

For a’ that, and a’ that,
And twice as muckle’s a* that ;

I’ve lost but ane, I've twa bellin’,
I’ve wife eneugh, for a’ that.

I never drank the Muses’ stank,
Castalia’s burn, and a’ that;

But there it streams, and richly reams,
My Helicon I ca’ that

For a’ that, &c.
Great love I bear to a’ the fair, ,.

Their humble slave, and a’ that,
But lordly will, I hold it still 

A mortal sin to tliraw that.
For a’ that, &c,

In raptures sweet, this hour we meet,
Wi’ mutual love, and a’ that;

But for how long the flee may sting 
Let inclination law that.

For a’ that, &c.
Tlieir tricks and craft hae put me daft, 

They’ve ta’en me in, and a’ that ; .
But clear your decks, and “ Here’s the sex !”

I like the jads for a’ that.
For a’ that, and a’ that,

And twice as muckle’s a’ that ;
My dearest bluid, to do them guid, 

They’re welcome till’t, for a’ that.

RBCITATIVO.

So sung the bard—and Nansie’s wa’s 
Shook with a thunder of applause,

Re-echoM from each mouth ;
They loom'd their ]Kicks, and jiawn’d their duds, 
'Htiuy scarcely left to co’er their fuds, ^

To quench their lowin’ drouth.

pool (or ditch)

thwart

fly «ting

craiy

jade.

to it

emptied their baga 
oorer their rumps 
burning thirst

i Tile third, fourth, and fifth stall tes of Uiia aong 
form the second, third, and fourth of song 200 In 
•lohnson's Muteum ; yet we IIml the editor that 
work in a note asserting that the song was (IrAoMy 
written for that publication by Bums In 17W, that is,

alsint four years after the verses were composed. It Is 
almost needless to say that Bums wrote another song 
to this tune, that stirring lyric beginning "la there 
for honest poverty," which belongs to a period nearly 
ten years later than this.
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Then owre again, the jovial thrang, orer
The poet did request,

To lowse his pack, and wale a sang, unloose «elect
A ballad o’ the best ;

He, rising, rejoicing,
Between his twa Deborahs,

Looks round him, and found them ,,
Impatient for the chorus.

AIR.1

TVS*—"Jolly Mortals, Jill your (Harm»."

See the smoking bowl before us !
Mark our jovial ragged ring !

Round and round take up the chorus,
And in raptures let us sing :

- CHORUS.

.J A fig for those bylaw protected ! ,
Liberty's a glorious feast !

Courts for cowards were erected,
Churches built to please the priest.

What is title? What is treasure ?
What is reputation’s care?

If we lead a life of pleasure,
Tis no matter how or where !

A fig, Ac.

With the ready trick and fable, .
Round we wander all the day ; 

And at night, in barn or stable,
Hug our doxies on the nuy.

A tig, Ac.

Does the train-attended feyfringe 
Thro’ the country lighter rove? 

Does the sober lied of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of love?

A tig, Ac.

Life is all a variorum,
We regard not how it goes;

Let them cant about decorum 
Who have characters to lose.

A tig, Ac.

I Bums may have obtained a hint lor tills «on*, and 
even the Idea of the whole cantata, from a Wing called 
“The Merry Beggars, ' published In the Ckarmrr, two 
vola., London, 1751. We give two of the statua:—

1 wee wm » |«*| at Lumkm.
I keep uiy heart Sill lull of «lee;

Thrive no man ran lay that I'm uwhme. 
Fur begging a no near trade to me.

Whoe’er would la- merry «ml flee,
!«*•! him li*t, and from ue he may karo ; 

lu lalam who shall you are 
llalf eu happy as us in a ham?/
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Here’s to budgets, bags, and wallets !
Here’s to all the wandering train ! 

Here’s our ragged brats and callets !
One and all cry out, Amen !

A fig for those by law protected !
Liberty’s a glorious feast !

Courts for cowards were erected, 
Churches built to please the priest.1

TRAVELLING TINKER’S SONG.1
TUNK—“ Lord B irai I alba lie's March," or " The Bob o' Dunblane."

O merry line I been teethin’ a heckle,
And merry line I been shapin’ a spoon;

O merry line L been cloutin’ a kettle,
And kissin’ my Katie when a’ was done.

O a’ the lang day I ca’ at my hammer, drive
And a’ the lang day I whistle and sing,

A’ the lang night I cuddle my kimrner, fondle wench
Ami a’ the lang night am as happy’s a king.

* “ ‘The Jolly Beggars,’ for humorous description, 
and nice discrimination of character, is inferior to no 
poem of the same length in the whole range of English 
l>oetry. The scene, indeed, is laid in the very lowest 
defMirtment of low life, the actors being a set of 
strolling vagrants, met to carouse, and barter their 
rags and plunder for liquor in a hedge ale-house. 
Yet even in describing the movements of such a group 
the native taste of the poet has never suifered his 
pen to slide into anything coarse or disgusting. The 
extravagant glee, and but rageons frolic of the beggars, 
are ridiculously contrasted with their maimed limlw, 
rags, ami crutches—the sordid ami squalid circum
stances of their appearance are judiciously thrown 
into the shade. Nor is the art of the i>oet less con
spicuous in the individual ligures than in the general 
mass. The festive vagrants are distinguished from 
each other by personal appearance and character, as 
much as any fortuitous assembly in the higher orders 
<»f life. . . . The most prominent persons are a 
maimed soldier and his female companion, a hack
neyed follower of the camp, a stroller late the consort 
of a Highland ketteran or sturdy beggar, — ‘ but 
weary fa' the waefu' woodie ! ' Being now at lil>erty, 
she becomes an object of rivalry Iwtween ‘ a pigmy 
scraper with his fiddle ' and a strolling tinker. The 
latter, a desperate bandit, like most of his profession, 
terrifies the musician out of the field, and is preferred 
by the damsel of course. A wandering ballad-singer 
with a brace of doxies is last introduced upon the 
stage. Each of these mendicants sings a song In 
character, and such a collection of humorous lyrics, 
connected by vivid poetical description, is not, per
haps, to he paralleled in the English language. . . . 
We are at a loss to conceive any good reason why

Dr. Currie did not introduce this singular and humor
ous cantata Into his collection. It is true, that In one 
or two imssages the muse has trespassed slightly 
upon decorum, where, in the language of Scottish 
■ong,

High kilted waa ehe
Ah she gaed owre the lea.

Something, however, is to l>e allowed to the nature 
of the subject, and something to the education of the 
I>oet ; ami if from veneration to the names of Swift 
and Dryilen, we tolerate the grossness of the one, and 
the indelicacy of the Mother, the respect due to that 
of Burns may surely claim Indulgence for a few light 
stroke of broad humour. "—Sir Walter Scott.

For Carlyle's opinion of this Cantata see his essay 
In the present vol., p. 22.

“The whole of this admirable cantata has never 
been in print. Two different songs, connected by a 
few verses of recitative matter, and which exhibited 
the character of a chimney-sweep and a sailor, were 
omitted after the first copy by the author, and seem 
now to l)e past recovery.”—Robert Chambers.

zstenhouse, after stating that he has the original 
copy of this humorous song in the handwriting of 
Burns in his hands, adds: " It seems to be a whimsical 
allusion to his former occupation as a flax-dresser.'* 
This is no doubt a mistake. Teething heckles (fixing 
the flue long metallic teeth of the heckle, a flax- 
dresser’s instrument for combing the fibre to be spun, 
into their frame), horn-spoon making, and the mend
ing of kettles, Ac., were the occupations of the travel
ling tinker. Probably the verses were meant to form 
a part of the “Jolly Beggars," but on fecond thought» 
were suppressed in favour of others.
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Bitter in dool I lickit my winning1 
O’ marrying Bens, to gie her a slave :

Blest be the hour she cool'd in her linens,
And blithe be the bird that sin™ on her grave. 

Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie,
And come to my arms and kiss me again ! 

Drunken or sober, here’s to thee, Katie !
And blest be the day I did it again.

<x [l7«6.
Age

THE COTTER’S SATURDAY NIGHT.
msCKIBKU TO K. A1KKN, KSN-1

Let nut aiiiMUon murk their uerful lull,
Their humeljr Joys, Stui destiny ulmnrr j 

llur iron.tear hear, with s dhdsiuful smile.
The short I Hit si undo auttsls ol the iwur.-Uas».

My lov’d, my honour’d, much res|iecteil friend !
No mercenary bard his homage |uiysL 

With honest pride I scorn each selfish end ; • <»>
Mÿ dearest meed, a friend’s esteem anti praise :

To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays,
The lowly train in life’s sequester'd scene ;

The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ;
What Aiken in a cottage would hate been;

Ah ! tho’ his worth unknown, fiu- happier there, I ween.3

November chill blaws loud wi’ Angry sugli : sough
The short’uiug winter-day is near a close ;

The miry beasts retreuting fine tho pleugh ; from |.i.mgh
The black’uing trains o’ craws to their re|ioae ; «nnw (rooks) 

The toil-worn cotter frac his laliuur goes,
This night his weekly moil is at an end, toil

Collecta hie spndea, his mqttocks, and his hoes,
Hoping the morn in ease anil rest to sjiend,

And weary, o’er the moor, his course does homeward bend.

■This rosy be rendered, " Bitterly In sorrow I ate 
what I woe to marrytog Bess," Ac.

• Robert Aiken, writer to Ayr, one of the poet s" 
early friends end petrous.

• This noble poem wea written shout the end of 
ITfif; probably the first verse dedicating the |*iein to 
Mr. Aiken was added afterwards.

The “Cotter's Saturday Night " waa on doubt sug
gested by Verguaenn'a "Vanner» Ingle," a poem 
which la much aliorter and far Inferior in all respects, 
though not without merit of Its own.

••'That one single a tan sa la to Itself a picture, one 
may say a poem, of the poor man's life. It la ao 
Imaged on the eye that we aheolutely see It ; but then 
not an epithet but shows the condltlmi on wlikdi he 
holds, and the heart with which he endures.aud

enjoys It Work lie must In the lace of Novemlier; 
but Hod who made the year, shortens and lengthens 
Its days lor the sake of hie Hving creatures, and lias 
appointed lor them all tlielr hour ol reet. Tho 
' miry heasta 'will soon lie at supper In their clean- 
•trawod stalls- 'the blackning traîna o' crawe' In
visibly hualnul on tlielr na-klng trees ; anil he whom 
llnd made after Ids own Image, that ' toil-worn cotter,’ 
he too may lie down and sleep. There la nothing 
especial In hie lot wherefore he should lie pitied, imr 
are we aakrd to pity him, as he ' collects his spades, 
Ids mattocks, and hie hoee:' many of ue who have 
work to ilo, anil do It not, may envy hla iuntentmenl, 
and the religion that gladdens hla release -‘hoping 
the link* In cap- and reet to spend,' to audit as lie, In 
truth, a Sab bâtir.Tnurisaug Wagon.

« r
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At length hie lonely cot appears in view,
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ;

Th’ exjiectaut wee-thiugs, toddlin’, s tacher thro’ «tugger 
To meet their dad, wi’ tiichteriu’ noise au’ glee. fluttering 

llis wee Lit ingle, blinkin’ bonnily, fireplace
His clean hearth-stane, his thriftie witie’s smile,

The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 
lines a’ his weary, carking cares1 beguile,

Alt’ makes him cpiite forget his labour an’ his toil.

Belyve the elder bairns come drappiu’ in, by-and-by -
At service out, aiuaug the farmers rouu’;

Some ca’ the plough, some herd, some teutie rin drive attentively run 
A can nie errand to a neebor town : quiet neighbouring (arm

Their eldest ho|ie, their Jenny, woman grown,
In youthfu’ bloom, love sparkling in her ee, •

Comes haine, perlut|M, to show a braw ueyv gown, flue
Or de|ioeite her sair-won |ienny-fee, . hardly-earned wage»

To help her parent* dear, if they in hardship be.

Wi’ joy unfeign’d, brothers and sisters meet,
An’ each for other's weelfare kindly spiers : 

The social hours, swift-wing’d, unnotic’d fleet;
Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears ;

The parents, jiartial, eye their hopeful years ;
Anticipation forward |siiuts the view.

The mother, wi' her needle an’ her sheers,
Gars mild clues hsik amaist as weel’s the new ; 

The father mixes a’ wi’ admonition due.

inquires

«t range tilings

scissors
makes clothes alnnet

Their master’s an’ their mistress's ci^mand,
The youukers a' are w arned to obey ;

“ Au’ mind their lalsnirs wi’ an eydeiit hand, diligent
j^n' ne’er, tlni^out o’ sight, to jauk or play : dally

Ail’ <)! be sun pi fear the land ill way !
An’ mind your duty, duly, mom au’ night ! 

last in temptation’s (uitli ye gang astray, go
Implore his counsel and assisting might :

They never sought in vain that sought the Lord aright !”

But Imrk ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 4
Jenny, whq kens the meaning o’ the same, knows

Tells how a neebor lad earn o’er the moor, neighbour
To do some errairas, ami convoy her haine. ao»m|inuy

The wily mother sees the conscious flame 
Sjiarkle in Jenny’s ee, mid flush her cheek :

With heart-struck, anxious cam, inquires his name,
Wlyje Jenny haltlius is afraid to s|ieak ; half

Weel pleas’d the mother hears, it’s line wild, worthless rake.

1 “ k laugh I that Is, toll or travail) and care," original reading, altered lu 171K1 to "carking carea, ' as above.
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into the room

chat* kino

Wi’ kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben ;
A strappin’ youth ; he tiikn the mother’s eye ;

Blythe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill ta’en;
The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye ;

The youngster’s artless heart o’erilows wi’ joy,
But blate and laithfu’, scarce can weel behave; inahrui amt hesitating 

The mother, wi’ a woman’s wiles, can spy
What makes the eutli sae bashfu’ an’ sau grave;

Weel pleas’d to think her bairn’s resjwcted like the lave.1 other people

0 happy love !—where love like this is found !—
O heart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare !

I’ve pacèd much this weary mortal round, /
And sage ex|wrience bids me this declare—

“If heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure sjinre,
One cordial in this melancholy vale,

Tis when a youthful, loving, modest (stir,
In other’s arms breathe out the tender tale,

Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev’ning gale.’’2

Is there, in human form, that beats a heart—
A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth,

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art,
Betray sweet Jenny’s unsus|iecting youth Î 

Curse on his perjur’d arts ! dissembling smooth ;
Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil’d ?

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth,
Points to the |>arents fondling o’er their child !

Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distinction wild

wlmlowiiiii' 
dmp cow 

wnll

Hill ml l-lltXMO |!llllgullt

twelvemonth

But now the supper crowns their simple hoard,
The halesome (wriitch,1 chief o’ Scotia’s food,

The sou|w their only hawkie does afford,
That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood,

The dame brings forth in complimentai mood,
To grace the lad, her weel-haiu'd kebbuck fell, well 

An’ aft he’s prest, an’ aft he ca’s it guid ;
The frugal witie, garrulous, will tell,

How ’twas a towmond aulil, sin’ lint was i’ the bell.1

• “Where does the i|Ulet sml complacent warmth of 
parental allectlon amlle with a more gentle lienlguity 
than In the figure of the mother In the ‘Cotter's 
Saturday Nightt -PaornssnH Walkkk.

•The germ of tills e«i|Ulslte atania will he fistml In 
the poet'a Common-place “ Notwithstanding
all that haa been said against lore, respecting the 
folly and weakness It leads a young uneiperieni'ed 
mind Into, still 1 think It In a great measure deserves 
the encomiums that hare lieen |ieaeed ilpin It If 
any thing on earth deserves the name of rapture or 
transport, It la the feelings of green eighteen In the

company of the mistress of Ills heart, when she rc|iays 
him with an npial return of affection.'-Common- 
PL ant Roog, April, litet.

1 We fear It Is hardly to lie called "chief o' Scotia’s 
food " In these days.

« Tills Is a very natural touch. The characteristic 
method of reckoning employed liy those engaged In 
rural occupations Is here well eicmpllAed - a year 
old since liai was In hlowsoni (say about the end of 
July). Kiss was formerly a somewhat Important 
crop In Scotland though It la now hardly to lie seen 
there.
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The clieerfu’ sup(ier done, wi* w-rimi* face,
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide;

The sire turns o’er, wi’ patriarchal grace,
The big ha’-Bible,1 ance bis father’s pride:

His bouuet rev’rently is lai<l aside,
His lyart buffets wearing thin an’ Imre;

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide,
He wales a (no tion with judicious care ;

And “ Let us worship Uod!’’ he says, with solemn air.

fireplace

gray aide-locks t

They chant their artless notes in simplo guise;
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim;

I*erha|is Dundee'** wild warbling menâmes rise,
Or plaintive Martyr», worthy of the name;

Or noble Elgin lwets the heav’nwanl (lame, feed» with fuel
Tlie ijweetest far of Scotia’s holy lays :

Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tame;
The tickl’d ears no heart-felt raptures raise;

Nae unison line they with our Creator's praise.3

Tht“ priest-like father reads the sacred page,1 
How Abram was the friend of Uod on high; 

Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny;

Or how the royal bard did groaning lie
Belieath the stmke of Heaven's avenging ire ; 

Or, Job’s (mtlietic plaint, and wailing cry; 
oAapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic lire;

Or other holy seem that tune the sacred lyre.

I*erha|w the Christian volume is the theme,
How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; •

How He, who Iaire in heaven the second name,
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head :

How his first followers and servants sped;
The precepts sage they wrote to many a land :

How he, who lone in Patinos Imniskèd, «
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand,

And heard great Bab’lon’s doom pronounc’d by Heaven’s command.

i A large edition of the Hllile, such as lay In the hall 
or |irtnrl|ial room ol houses.

i /htaifec. .Viirfpr*, f-.’f.fiii. the names of |*alni limes 
then popular in Scotland.

• ••We do not tlnd fault srltli Hums for having 
written these |last'lhree| lines; for aesorlnttnn of 
feeling with feeling, liy contrast, Is |s'rlui|w most of 
all powerful In music, tlellrvliig that there was no 
devotional spirit In Italian music. It was natural for 
him todrnmince Its employment In rellgloni services; 
hut we all know that It cannot without most Ignorant 
violation ol the truth lie said of tlio hytniu of that

most musical of all |a-oplr, that1 Nae unison liac they 
with our Creator s praise.’"- I'KorKssoK WlLtuig.

•The prlcst-llke father was Burns's own father. 
Burns hail idtrn remarked to his brother tlllliert that 
he thought there was something peculiarly venerable 
In the phrase, “ lad us worship flod," used liy a 
decent solar head of a family Introducing family 
worship; anil to this sentiment of the author the 
world Is indelded for the "Cotter's Saturday Night." 
In Ills letter to Dr. Currie flllhrrt Bums says that the 
" cotter" was an «act ropy of his father In his man
ners, his family-devotion, and exhortations.
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Then kneeling down, to Heaven’s Eternal King,
The saint, the father,jand the husband prays:1 

Hojie “springs exulting on triumphant wing,”8 
That thus they all shall meet in future days :

There ever bask in uncreated rays,
No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear,

Together hymning their Creator's praise,
In such society, yet still more dear;

While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere.

Compar’d with this, how poor .Religion's pride,
In all the pouip of method, and of art,

When men display to congregations wide,
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the heart !

The Power, incens’d, the pageant will desert,
The [lompous strain, the sacerdotal stole j 

But haply, in some cottage far a|>art,
May hear, well pleas’d, the language of the soul ;

And in his book of life the inmates |wor enrol.

Then homeward all take off their sev’ral way ;
The youngling cottagers retire to rest;

The j*reut-pair their secret homage |my,
And proffer up to heaven the warm request,

That He who stills the raven’s clam’rous nest,
And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pride,

Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best,
For them and for their little ones provide ;

But, chiefly; in their hearts with grace divine preside.

From scenes like these old Scotia’s grandeur springs,
That makes her lov’d at home, rever’d abroad :

Princes and lords are but the breath of kings,1 
“ An honest man’s the noblest work of Uotl : ”

And certes, in fair virtue’s heavenly road,
The cottage leaves the |wince far behind ;

What is a lordling’s jsomp I— a cumbrous load,
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, •

Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness relin’d !*

1 "The affectionate reverence with which William 
Humes s children ever regarded him, la elicited hjr 
all who have deacrllsxl him as he appeared In Id» 
domestic circle ; but there needi no evidence lieilde 
that of the poet himself, who has painted In colour» 
that will never fade, ‘ the mint, the father, and the 
husband' of the 1 Cotter'» Saturday Night."'—hues- 
HAST.

I See t true, the twske the whirring pheasant springs.
And mount» exulting un triomphent wings.

Pof t “ K inder Fmtl. '

* Princes nml lord, mey Itonrleh. nr may lade t 
A iicwalli can make do.... as a Iweath has nuulc

(Minait* « " />eeerlcd 1'Winye.

•“Our moral nature revolts with a sense of In
justice from the comparison of the wlckmlniwsof one 
class with the gieelness of another; anil the effei-t 
Is the very opposite of that Intended, the rising up 
of a miserable conviction, that for a while hail I wen 
laid asleep, that vice ami crime aro not eiclndrd 
from cots, but often, alas ! are found there In I heir 
darkest colours and must portentous forms."— Prop. 
Wagon.
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0 Scotia ! my dear, my native soil !
For whom my warmest wish to heaven is sent !

Long may thy hardy sous of rustic toil,
Be bleee’d with health, and peace, and sweet content !

And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 
From luxury’s contagion, weak and vile!

Then, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent,
A virtuous populace may rise the while,

And stand a wall of tire around their much-lov’d isle.

O Thou ! who pour’d the |>atriotic tide 
That stream’d thro’ Wallace’s undaunted heart;1 

Who dar’d to nobly stem tyrannic pride,
Or nobly die, the second glorious |iart,

(The jiatriot’s God peculiarly Thou art,
His friend, inspirer, guardian, ami reward !)

() never, never, Scotia’s realm desert:
But still the (sitriot, ami the |sitriot Imnl,

In bright succession raise, her ornament and guard !*

< -----------------

- ADDRESS TO THE DEIL.

(illlhvrt Hum» give» the winter of 1784 a* the date of the compoeitlon of till» poem, but that hi» 
memory had deceived him may In? |»r«»vv«l liy « letter of the govt's to John Kivhmoml, then in 
Edinburgh, date<l Keh. 17th, 178tt, in which he says, “I lmw been very busy with the muses since I 
saw yon, ami have ooiii|nhmmI, among several others, ‘The Ordination,’ a poem on Mr. M'Kinlay’s 
being called to Kilmarnock ; ‘.Scotch I Mink,' a poem ; ‘The Cotter's Saturday Night,' ami ‘All 
Address to the Dell,' Ac." Richmond went to Edinburgh for the purpose of completing his 
legal studies in the latter part of tpic preceding year.

Age 20.]

O Prince! <> Odef of ntimy thnnivd |hmmts,
. That led th' emlwitled wruidiiia tw war.— Mn.rox.

O thou ! whatever title suit thee,
Aulil llornic, Satan, Nick, or Clootie,3 
Wha in yon cavern grim an’ so<ity,

IThat stream d thru' great, unhappy Wallace' heart— 
was the reading In the Kilmarnock edition, ami also 
In the first Edinburgh edition ; hut at the urgent 
request of Mrs. iHinlop altered, as given In our text, 
in 170S.

*“'Tl»e (’otter's Hat uni ay Night' Is a noble and 
pathetic picture of human manners, mingled with a 
tine religions awe. It comes over the mind like a 
slow and solemn strain «if music. Thu moiiI of the 
|mH't aspires from this scene of low-th«iugl»te<Pcare, 
ami re|N»ses on 'the bosom of its Father ami its 
Ood.‘H- il AZ.LITT.

“‘Tile Cotter's Hat tin lay Night' Is, |>crhap*. of all 
Iturns's pieces the one wlmse exclusion from the col
lection, were such things p«wsllde nowadays, would 
be the most injurious, If not to the genius, at least

Clos'd miller lintchen,

to the character of the man. In spite «if many feeble 
lines, ami some heavy stanzas, It ap|icars to me, that 
even ids genius would suffer more In estimation by 
living contemplated In the absence of this poem than 
of any other single performance he has left us. Loftier 
flights he certainly has made, hut In these he re
mained lint a slmrt while <m the wing, and effort is 
too often perceptible; here the motion is easy, gentle, 
plaelilly undulating. There Is more of the conscious 
security of ixiwer than In any other of his serious 
pieces of conslileralile length; the wlnile has the ap- 
iwaranve 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."- Lock HA KT.

* The reference Is to the efoots, or hoofs, with which 
the popular Imagination invested Satan.

>

r
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Sjtairges about the brunstane cootie, sprinkle» hnnutraw tub
To scaud jwor wretches !

Hear me, auld Hangie,1 for a wee, 1
All’ let poor daiuntxl bodies be ;
I’in sure sma’ pleasure it can gie,

. E’en to a deil,
To skelp an’ scaud poor dogs like me,

An’ hear us squeel !

a little

heat ami scald

Great is thy |s>wer, an’ great thy fame ;
Far kenn’d and noted is thy name ; klMmil

An’ tho’ yon lowin’ heugh’s thy hame, turning pit

Thou travels far;
An’, faith ! thou’s neither lag nor lame,

Nor blate nor scaur. Imahful frightened

Wliyles, ranging like a roarin’ lion,
For prey, a’ holes an’ corners tryiu’;
Wliyles on the strong-wing’d teni|)est fly in’

•omet i Him

Tirling the kirks; unroofing

Wliyles, in the human Isisoiu pryin’,
Unseen thou lurks.

I’ve heard my reverend grannie say,
In lanely glens ye like to straw ;
Or where auld-ruin’d castles, may,

N<sl to tile moon,
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer’s way,

Wi* eldritch croon. unearthly nuxen

When twilight did my grannie summon
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! —Hof

Aft yout the dyke she’s heard you bumiiiin’, »lid ill»* fclitx

Wi’ eerie drone ; [hnmtning
Or, rustlin’, thro’ the boortrieu coinin’, elder-tree*

Wi' heavy groan. 1

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, one
The stars shot down wi’ sklentin’ light,
Wi’ you, myseP, I gat a fright, %

slanting

Ayont the " ; U’>o|hI tlit* |HUhI
Ye,, like a rash-buss, stood in sight, null-bush

Wi’ waving sugli. k hollow Hound

The cudgel in my nieve did shake, 
Each bristl’d hair stood like a stake,

6.1

1 Eleewhere Burn» sililicMes hlm a»
Ifwelkr In yon «lunaeon ilark, 
//•my mu* of tnutlon.

5
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When wi’ an eldritch, stour “ qnaick, quaick ” hour™.
Amang the springs,

Awa ye aquatter’d, like a drake, «uttered
On whistling wings.

Let warlock* grim, an' wither’d hags,
Tell how wi' yon, on ragweed nag*,
They skim the muira, an’ dizzy crags,

Wi’ wicked speed ;
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues,

Owre how kit dead over dng-ii|i

Thence countra wives, wi’ toil an’ |«ain, i 
^ May plunge an’ plunge the kirn in vain ; churn

For, O ! the yellow treasure’s taen
By witching skill;

An’ dawtit, twal-pint hawkie’a gaen 
\ Aa yell’s the bill.

| A «taunt omitted. |

When thowea tlissolve the snawy hoord, thaw*
An’ float the jinglin’ icy-lioord, -board
Then water-kelpies haunt the foord,

By your direction,
All’ ’nightell trav’ller* are allur’d

To their destruction.

An’ aft your moss-traversing spunkies goi.Un»
llecoy the wight that late an’ drunk is:
The Ideeziu’, curst, mischievous monkies Waring

I Mode hi* eyes,
Till in some miry slough lie sunk is,

Ne’er niair to rise.

When masons’ mystic wortl an’ grip 
lit storms an’ tciiqiestH raise you up,
.Some cis-k or cat your rage maun stop, mint

Or, strange to tell !
The youngest brother ye wail whip would

Afl" stniught to li-ll !

Lang syne, in Kden’s Isinnie yard, garden
When youthfn’ lovers first were |stir'd,
An’ all the soul of love they shar’d,

The raptur'd hour,
Sweet on the fragrant, flow’ry swsird »w«nl

In shady bower:1
• Tld» verse originally «tond

l.ungsyue 1b KtU'e hawy me,
When Ilium • tUyn wrtw rrmi.
Amt Kte bus lik« my ImBiik* Jean,

My |ert. >
A dauriB', wwrrt, yotinc. hniwIwUM- qureu,

WI" gullelrM heart

81



82 POEMS AND SONGS.

Then you, ye auld, *neck-drawing dog!1 
Ye came to Paradise incog,
An’ i>lny’d on man a cursed brogue,

(Black lie your fa’ !) 
An’ gied the infant warld a sliog,

’Maint niin’d a’.1

D’ye mind that day, when in a bizz,
Wi’ reekit dud*, an’ reeatit gizz,
Ye did present your smoutie phiz

’Mang better folk, 
An’ sklented on the man of Uz

Your spitefu’ joke!

An’ how ye gat him i’ your thrall,
An’ brak him out o’ house an’ hal’,
While scabs an’ botches did him gall,

Wi’ bitter claw,
An’ lows’d his ill-tongued, wicked scawl, 

Was wamt aval

[lTM.

lslch-<t rawing 

trick

rough shake

rvmcmlwr boat le 
smoked cl» it lie* singed wig

l.l.uk vitt^l

cast obliquely

hokling

let loow scolding w ifv 
wont of nil

But a’ your doing* to rehearse,
Your wily snare* an’ feditin’ tierce, axiom*
Sin’ that day Michael3 did you iiierce,

Down to this time,
Wad ding a /Lallan tongue, or Erse, souki nwria»k Uwiewi

In prose or rhyme.

All’ now, nulil f'loots, I ken ye’re think in'
A certain Ikmlie’s rantin’, drinkin’,
Some luckless hour will send him linkin’ tripping

To your black pit ;
But, faith ! he’ll turn a corner jinkin’, dodging

An’ cheat you yet.

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-beu !
0 wail ye tak a thought an’ men’! Would
Ye aihlins might—I dinna ken - |*rlia|w

Still lise a stake— 
I’m wae to think upo’ yon den,

Ev’n for your sake !*

• Uke s ImrgUr, wHhilrswiii* the «1 «* or Islch 
stealthily, ao a* not to lie heard, ami no getting Into 
Haradiae Incog., <.*. his proper vliaracter not I wing 
discovered.

* “There are many touches of simple tenth-roes* 
of delineation In most of the popular and Iwatitlfiil 
poems In the collection, especially In the 'Winter 
Night’—'‘The Address to hie old Mare'—"The Ad
dress to the Dell,' Ac.; In all of which, though the 
greater part of the piece lie merely ludicrous and 
picturesque, there arc traits of .a delicate ami tender

*

feeling, Indhating that unaffected softness of heart 
which Is always so enchanting. In the humorous 
'Address to the Dell,' which we have just mentioned, 
every Scottish reader must have felt the effect of this 
relenting nature In the statut**, lieglnnlttg - 
ayne In Men s Imimle yard '—•Thee you, ye auld 
■neck-drawing dog, ami ' lint fare you weel, auld 
Xlckle-heu. JKKKKKV.

*8ee Milton, Imw* vL|- K. It.
4 " Hums indeed lives In nymimtliy ; 111* soul rushes 

forth Into all thé realms of Iwlng; nothing that lias

X
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SCOTCH DRINK.'

tile him strung ilrlnk, until he wink.
That's staking In «lve|wir ;

An' liquor total t«» flrv hie Muid,
That's | trust wl* grief mu' care ;

There let him tmww, an flssp nMuw,
Wl' humiwni tl-iwtug o'er.

Till he forgets mW or di-Us,
An roiude hie griefs no more.

HoMigog's 1'rovesms, xxxi 6,7.

Let other |ioeU raise a fmcn*
’Bout vine* an’ wine*, an’ ilmeken Bacchus, 
An’ crabbit name* an’ storie* wrack u*,

An’ grate our lug,
I wing the juice Scotch I a-re can mak us,

In gla** or jug.

tlnmken 
torment | 
eat
barley

O thou, my Mu*e! guid auhl Scotch Drink ! 
Whether thro’ wiiu|iliu’ worm* thou jink,1 
Or, richly brown, ream o’er the brink,

In gloriou* farm,
Inspire me, till I li*p an' wink,

To *ing thy name ! .

•leal (or dodge) 
cream

I

I#t hunky wheat the haugh* adorn,
An’ ait* net up their awnie horn,
An’ penne and bean*, at e’en or morn,

Perfume1 the plain,
Lceze me on thee, John Barleycorn,

Thou king o’ grain !

On thee aft Scotland chow* her rood,
In nouple nconee, the wale o’ fowl!*
Or tumblin’ in the Imiling flood

Wl’ kail an’ lieef : *
But when thou |Kiur* thy strong heart’* blood,6 

There thou nliilie* chief.

holm*

commend me to tin*

chew* nul 
Ilexihie cakes choice

existence can lw Indifferent to him. The very dexll 
lie cannot hate with right orthodoxy! lie did not 
know prolwldy that Mteme had lieen la-forehand with 
him. ' lie Is the father of curses and lies, aald Hr. 
Mlop; ‘and Is cursed and damned already. ‘I am 
sorry for !>,' quoth my unde Toby! A poet without 
love were a physical ami metaphysical lui|NiaalMlit).
— t'AKLVLS.-----It Is tolerably certain that Hums
did know that Mteme "had Iwen la-forehand with 
him," and that the sentiment so characteristic of 
the gentle and humane unde Tohy was consciously 
or unconsciously liorrowed by Hums. The pod s 
letters dearly enough evidence his familiarity with 
and admiration of Mteme, and In his autobiographical 
letter to Dr. Moore he expressly says that two or 
three years In-fore this time Tristram Skantly was a 
"huso* favourite ' with him.

I “ Notwithstanding the praise he has licstnwed on 
1 Scotch Drink'—which seem* to have misled his 
historians I do not recollect during these seven 
years |thc Tailadton period |, nor till towards the end 
of his commencing author when his growing eele- 
l»rlty occasioned his Iwlng often In company—to have 
ever seen him Intoxicated, nor was he at all given to 
drinking. <Jii.hkkt lit hsh to Uk. itkhik.

* Alluding to whisky, which has to come through 
the s|drally colled worm of the still.

■The |Mn-t hen* alludes to cakes made of lierlcy 
meal, which are Iwikcd so thin as to lie quite flexible.1

4 In Mcotlaml. hulled liarley Is uniformly used along 
with kail or colewort In making tiroth or soup.

* That la, when brewed or distilled.
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Food fills the wame, an’ keeps us livin’; 
Tho’ life’s a gift no worth receivin’,
When heavy-dragg’d1 wi’ June an’ grievin’;

But, oil’d by thee,
The wheels o’ life gae down-hill, scrievin’;

Wi’ rattlin’ glee.

stupefied learningThou clears the head4»’ doited Lear; 
Thou cheere the heart o’ drooping Care ; 
Thou strings the nerves o’ Labour sair 

At’s weary toil;
Thou even brightens dark Despair

Wi’ gloomy smile.

belly

gliding swiftly*

Aft, clad in massy siller weed, silver
Wi’ gentles thou erects thy head ;2 
Yet humbly kind in time o’ need,

The poor man’s wine,
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, drop porridge

Thou kitchens fine.3 giveat relish to

Thou art the life o’ public haunts :
But thee, what were our fail's and rants ! 
Even godly meetings o’ the sauuts,

By thee inspir’d, 
When gaping they besiege the tents,4 * 

( Are doubly fir’d.

That merry night we get the corn in,6 
O sweetly then thou reams the horn in ! 
Or reekin’ on a New-year morn in’

In cog or bicker,
An’ just a wee drap sp’ritual burn11 in, 

An’ gusty sucker !

without thee revels

creams

wooden drinking vessel*

toothsome mignr

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 
An’ ploughmen gather wi’ their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an’ freath

F th’ luggit caup !
Then Burnewin7 * comes on like death 

At every chaup.

implements
froth
eared bowl

1 That is, when pain and grief form a heavy drag
upon the wheels.

3 Ale in silver jugs at the tables of the rich.
* When milk is scarce, small beer or other malt

liquor is often used as a substitute for it in taking
porridge or eating bread. The word kitchen in Scot
land often means what gives a relish to the com
monest fare.

4The movable pulpits at celebrations of the com
munion. See note t<* the “ Holy Fair.”

8 Referring to the harvest-home, when the last of 
the corn-crop is brought home.

6 A small quantity of whisky burnt in a spoon, and 
mixed with the ale. • .

1 Burnewin bum-the-un)id—the Blacksmith —an 
appropriate title.—Currik.
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Nae mercy, then, for airn or steel ; iron
Tlie brawuie, baiuie, ploughman chiel, bony fellow
Brings hard owre hip, wi’ sturdy wheel,

The strong forehammer, sledge-hammer
Till block an’ studies, ring an’ reel stithy

Wi’ dinsome clamour.

When skirlin’ weanies see the light,
Thou maks the gossips clatter bright,
How fumblin’ cuifs their dearies slight ;

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae liowdie gets a social night,

Or pljjck frae them.

screaming infant* 
( chatter 

boobies

midwife 1 
copper from

When ueebours anger at a plea,
An’ just as win! as wud can be,
How easy can the barley-bree

• Cement the quarrel ! 
It’s aye the cheapest lawyer's fee

To taste the barrel.

neighbours get angry 
mad
barley-j nice

\

A lake ! that e’er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wi’ treason !
But moiiie. daily weet their weason 

Wi’ liquors nice,
An’ hardly, in a winter’s season,

E’er spier her price.

Wae worth that brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell source o’ monie a pain an’ brash 
’Twins monie a poor, doylt, drucken hash, 

O’half his days;
An’ sends, beside, auld Scotland’s cash 

• To her, warst faes.

blame
wet throat

sudden illness 
bereaves stupid drunken 

[simpleton

worst foes

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well, 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell,
Poor plackless devils like mysel’,

It sets you ill,
Wi’ bitter, dearthfu’ wines to mell,

Or foreign gill.

May gravels round his blether wrench, 
An’ gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his grutitle wi’ a glunch 

O’ sour disdain,
Out owre a glass o’ whisky punch

Wi’ honest men.
\ i

O Whisky ! saul o’ plays an’ pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie’s gratefu’ thanks !

penniless

high-priced meddle

bladder

face frown

over
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When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 
Are my poor verses!

Thou comes—they rattle i’ their ranks 
At ithePs a—s !

y
Thee, Ferintosh !1 0 sadly lost ! .
Scotland, lamept frae coast to coast ! from
Now colic grips an’ barkin’ hoast cough

May kill us a’;
For royal Forbes’ charter’d boast 

Is ta’en awa !

Thae curst horse-leeches o’ th’ Excise,
Wha mak the whisky stells their prize !
Haud up thy han’, Deil ! ance,- twice, thrice !

There, seize the blinkers !
An’ bake them up in brunstane pies

For poor d—n’d drinkers.

Fortune ! if thou’ll but gie me Still
Hale breeks, a scone, and whisky gill, whole breeches cake
An’ rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will, • abundance

Tak a* the rest,
An’ dealt about as thy blind skill

Directs thee best.2

bold

brimstone

THE AULD FARMER’S NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION TO HIS 
AULD MARE MAGGIE,

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED RIPP OF CORN TO HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAR [1780] 8

A guicl New-year I wish thee, Maggie !
ïftie, there’s a ripp to thy ailld baggie : handful uf com in the stalk l>ag (stomach) 
Tho’ thou’s howe-backit now, an’ knaggie, hollow-backed with bones protruding. 

/ I’ve seen the day,
Thou could hae gaen like ouy staggie stag

Out-owre the lay. away over lea

i Forbes of Culloden had the privilege of distilling 
whisky, free of duty, on his barony of Ferintosh in 
Cromarty, for public services done by the famHy. So 
much whisky was there distilled that Ferintosh be
came a name almost synonymous with whisky. By 
the act relating to Scotch distilleries In 1785, the 
privilege was abolished, but Mr. Forbes received in 
compensation, by a decision of a jury, the sum of 
£21,580.

* “ Of his pieces of humour, the tale of ‘Tam o' Shan ter ' 
Is probably the best : though there are traits of infinite 
merit in ‘Scotch Drink,* ‘The Holy Fair,' ‘Hallow
een,* and several of the songs, in all of which it is 
remarkable that he rises occasionally Into a strain of

beautiful description or lofty sentiment, far above the 
pitch of his original conception."—Jeffrey. “Scotch 
Drink " seems to have been suggested by Fergusson's 
“Cauler (that is fresh and cool) Water," and It Is In 
the same measure.

8 “ It was the token of a true knight in chivalry to 
be kind to his charger ; the Kyle farmer shares in the 
same feeling, for he is gentle both In word and deed 
to his 'Auld Mare.' He Recollects when she bore 
him triumphantly home when mellow from markets 
and other meetings; how she ploughed the stiffest 
land, and faced the steepest brae, and, moreover, 
brought home his bonni^ bride.”—Allan Cunning
ham.
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Tho’ now thou’s dowie, stiff, an’ crazy,
An’ thy auld hide’s as white’s a daisy,
I’ve seen thee dappl’t, sleek, and glaizie,

A bonnie gray;
He should been tight that daur’t to raize thee, 

Ance in a day.

dull

shining

Once on a time

Thou ance was i’ the foremost rank,
A filly buirdly, steeve, and swank,
An’ set weel down a shapely shank,

As e’er tread yird ; ~-
An’ could hae flown out-owre a stank,

Like ony bird.
1 *It’s now some nine an’ twenty year,

Sin’ thou was my guid-father’a mere ;
He gied m<3 thee, o’ tocher clear,

1 An’ fifty mark f '
Tho’ it waB sma’, ’twas weel-won gear,

An’ thou was stark.

large-sized strong active

ditch

father-in-law’s mare

wealth
strong

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny,
Ye then /was trottin’ wi’ your minuie:
Tho’ ye was trickie, slee, an’ funnie,

/ Ye ne’er was donsie ;
But hamely, tawie,' quiet, an’ cannie,

/ An’ unco sonsie.

mother

restive
manageable steady 
singularly engaging ;;

That day, ye pranc’d wi’ muckle pride,
' Wheiy ye bure hame my bonnie bride;

An’ sJweet, an’ gracefu’ she did ride,
Wi’ maiden air !

Kyle Stewart2 I could bragged wide,
For sic a pair.

bore
k

challenged

Tho’ now ye dow but hoyte an’ hobble,
An’ wiutle like a saumont-coble,
That day ye was a jinker noble,

For heels an’ win’ !
An’ ran them till they a’ did wauble,

Far, far behin’.

can but amble crazily 
reel,, salmon-boat
active beast

stagger

When thou an’ I were young an’ skeigh,
An’ stable-meals at fairs were dreigh,
How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an’ skreigh

An’ tak the road !
Town’s-bodies ran, and stood abeigh,

An’ ca’t thee mad.

high-mettled
lingering
neigh

townsfolk aloof

i That allows itselt peaceably to be handled, tpoken I 8 The district in Ayrshire situated between the Ayr 
of a Aorte, cow, Ac.— Burnt’t Glossary. I and the Doon. See note 3, p 89.
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When thou was corn’t, an’ I was mellow, 
We took the road aye like a swallow;
At brooses1 thou had ne’er a fellow,

For pith au’ speed ; 
But ev’ry tail thou pay’t them hollow,

Where’er thou gaed.

£l780.

fed with corn (oats)

races at weddings

boat

^The sma’, droop-rumpl’t, hunter cattle, 
Might aiblius waur’t thee for a brattle ;

drooping-rumped
perhaps have distanced tliee for ^spurt 

But sax Scotch miles2 thou try’t their mettle,
An’ gar’t them whaizle :

Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle
O’ sauch or hazel.

made them wheeze (pant)
switch
willow

Thou was a noble fittie-lan’,3 
As e’er in tug or tow was drawn !
Aft thee an’ I, in aught hours gaun,

In guid March weather, 
Hae turn’d sax rood beside our ban’,

For days thegither.

Thou never braindg’t, an’ fetch’t, an’ fliskit,4 
But thy au Id tail thou wad hae whiskit,
An’ spread abreed thy weel-fill’d brisket,

Wi’ pith an’ power,
Till spritty6 kuowes wad rair’t and risket,

An’ slypet owre.

When frosts lay lang, an’ snaws were deep,
An’ threaten’d labour back to keep,
I gied thy cog a wee bit heap

A boon the timmer ;
I kenn’d my Maggie wad na sleep

For that, or simmer.6

near hind horse at the plough
hide or rope
going

together

drew unsteadily and inter- 
[mittingly, and fretted 

broadly breast
[roared and cracked 

Till rushy hillocks would liave 
and fallen over

wooden dish
above timber (brim)
knew
ere

In cart or car thou never reestit;
The steyest brae thou wad hae fac’t it : 
Thou never lap, and aten’t, and breaatit,

Then stood to blaw ; 
But just thy Btep a wee thing hastit,

Thou anoov’t awa.

refused to move 
steepest slope

leaped, reared, and sprang forward 
recover hrealli

- I
went steadily on

1 Races at country weddings, the object being to see 
who shall first reach the bridegroom’s house on re
turning from church, or from the bride’s former 
residence after the ceremony.

1 Nearly seven English miles.
8 In Burns's time the plough was drawn usually by 

four horses (not as now by two), and the “ fittle-lan”’ 
(foot-on-land, that is on the soil not yet turned up), 
or “lan’-ahin ” (that is, land-behind) was the near or 
left-hand horse of the hinder pair. The others were 
the “fur-ahin (furrow-behind) and the “fur-aforc.”

Besides the ploughman, a gaudsman (goadsman) was 
required to drive the horses.

4 According to Burns’s own glossary, braindge, or 
brainge, is “to run rashly forward ; ” /etch, “to pull 
by fits ;" Jlisjc, “ to fret at the yoke.”

6 The sprit, sprat, or sprat is a variety of rush 
(Juncus articulatus). To risk, is to make a noise like 
the tearing of roots.

6 That is, she would not have much sleep, would 
have plenty of hard work, ere summer, In return for 
getting that extra quantity of oats now.

r
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My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a’:1 

Four gallant brutes as e’er did draw :
Forbye sax mae, I’ve sell’t awa,

That thou hast nurst : 
They drew me tliretteen pund an’ twa,

The vera warst.
•i *

Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought;
An’ wi’ the weary warl’ fought !
An’ monie an anxious day, I thought

We wad be beat !
Yet here to crazy age we’re brought,

Wi’ something yet.

plough (team) offspring 

besides six more 

thirteen pounds

sore day’s work

And think na, my auld trusty servan’,
That now perhaps thou’s less deservin’
Au’ thy auld days may end in starvin’,

For my last foil, measure
A heapit stirapart, I’ll reserve ane gallou measure

Laid by for you.

We’vè worn to crazy years tliegither ; 
We’ll toyte about wi’ ane anither;
AVi’ tentie%ye I’ll flit thy tether,

To some hain’d rig, 
AVhare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi’ Sma’ fatigue.2

togetlier

thoughtful shift 
reserved lidge 
stretch

THE TAVA DOGS. —A Tale.

The “Twa Dogs ” was completed in February, 1786, us appears from a letter of Burns to Richmond, 
dated the 17th of tluü month, in which he says : “I have likewise completed1 my poem on the 
‘ Dogs,’ but have ih^^kwii it to the world.” His brother gives us the following information: “The 
tale of ‘ Twa Dogs ’ Ws composed after the resolution of publishing Avas nearly taken. RobdK had 
a dog, which he called Luath, that was a great favourite. The dog had been killed by the wanton 
cruelty of some person the night before my father’s death. Robert said to me that he should 
like to confer-such immortality as he couhLkestow on his old friend Luath, and that he had a 
great mind to introduce something into the ty>ok [the first edition of his poems] under the title 
of Stanzas to the Memory of a Quadruped Frittid; but this plan was given up for the poem as it 
now stands. Cæsar was merely the creature of the poet’s imagination, created for the purpose of 
holding a chat with his favourite Luath.”—Gilbert Burns.

’Twas in tliat place o’ Scotland’s isle,
That bears the name o’ Auld King Coil,3 

Upon a bon nie day in June,
When wearing thro’ the afternoon,

1 My plough-team now consists entirely of thy off
spring. Bairn-time is the same as Old English barn- 
teme, A. Saxon bearn-téam, from beam, child, and 
tfiam, family, progeny.

* “ Towards the close of his Address he grows serious,

but not sad—as well he may; and at the close, as well 
he may, tender and grateful. . . . The Address has 
—we know—humanized the heart of a Gilmerton 
carter.”—Professor Wilson.

3 Kyle, the central district of Ayrshire, popularly
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Twa dogs, that were na tlirang at hame, 
Forgather’d auce upon a time.

The first I’ll name, they ca’d him Cresar,
Was keepit for his honour’s pleasure :
His hair, hi» size, his mouth, ,hiS lugs,
Show’d he was nane o’ Scotland’s dogs ; 
èut whalpit some place far abroad,
Whare sailors gang to fish for cod.

His lockèd, letter’d, braw brass collar 
Show’d him the gentleman and scholar;1 
But though he was o’ high degree,
The fient2 a pride, nae pride had he ; *
But wad liae spent an hour caressin’,
Ev’n wi’ a tinkler-gypsy’s messin.
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie,
Nae tawted tyke, tho’ e’er sae duddie,
But he wad stan’t, as glad to see him,
And stroan’t on stanes an’ hillocks wi’ him.

The tither was a ploughman’s collie,
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie,

: Wha for his friend an’ comrade had him.
And in his freaks had Luath ca’d him, b
After some dog in Highland sang,3
Was made lang syne—Lord knows how lang.

He was a gash an’ faithfu’ tyke,
Us ever lap a sheugh or dyke.

[1786.

met together

whelped

thence
would have 
tinker mongrel cur 
smithy •
matted cur ragged 
would have stood

rollicking fellow

sagacious
leaped a ditch or solid fence

His honest, sonsie, baws’nt4 face, comely striped
Aÿe gat him friends in ilka place. always got every
His breast was white, his towzie back
Weel clad wi’ coat o’ glossy black ;

shaggy

His gaweie tail, wi’ upward curl, large
Hung o’er his hurdies wi’ a swirl. hip.

Nae doubt but they were fain o’ ither, fond of each other
An’ unco pack an’ thick thegither ; extremely intimate
Wi’ social nose whyles snuff’d and snowkit, sometimes smelt
Whyles mice an’ moudieworts they howkit ; 
Whyles scour’d awa’ in lang excursion,

moles dug up

An’ worry’d ither in diversion ; each other

supposed to have derived its name from Coilus, said 
in legend to have been a king of the Piets. The por
tion of Kyle north of the Ayr is distinguished as 
King’s Kyle, or Kyle Stewart, having been at one 
time in the possession of that family.

1 “The burlesque panegyric of the first dog reminds 
one of Launce's account of his dog Crab, where he is

said, as an instance of fois being in the way of pro
motion, ‘to have got among three or four gentleman
like dogs under the duke's table.' Hazlitt.

* Corruption of JUnd: therefore, a petty oath = 
the devil a pride.

* Cuchullin’s dog in Ossian’s Fingal.—R. B.
4 Having a white stripe down the face.

X



91Ago 27.] POEMS AND SONGS. .<

Until wi’ daffin weary grown,
Upon a knowe they sat them down,
And there began a lang digression . 
About the lords o' the creatiolî.1 /

’ cæsar. /

Pve aften wonder^,^honest Luith,
What sort o’ life poor clogs likd you have; 
An’ when the gentry’s life I siw,
What way poor bodies liv’d ava.

sporting
knoll

at all

Our laird gets in his rackèd rents,
His coals, his kain,2 and a’ his stents :
He rises when he likes hitnsel’;
His flunkies answer at the bell ;
He ca’s his coach, he ca’s his horse ;
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang’s my tail, whare, thro’ the steeks, 
The yellow letter’d Geordie keeks.

proprietor « 
rent in kind assessments

calls for

meshes (lit. stitches) 
golden guinea peeps

Frae morn to e’en it’s nought but toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ;
An’ tlio’ the gentry first are stechin’,
Yet ev’n the ha’ folk fill their pechan 
Wi’ sauce, ragouts, and siclike trashtrie, 
That’s little short o’ downright wastrie. 
Our whipper-in, wee blastit wonner,3 

Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner,
Better than ony tenant man 
His honour has in a’ the lan’:
An’ what poor cot-folk pit their paincli in, 
I own it’s past my comprehension.

kitchen-people belly 
suchlike stuff

wonder

cottars put stomach

LÜATH.

Trowth, Cæsar, wliyles they’re fash’t eneugh ; In truth sometimes 
A cottar howkin’ in a slieugh, digging ill a ditch [perplexed
Wi’ dirty stanes biggin’ a dyke, building a fence
Baring a quarry, and sic like, such
Himsel’, a wife, he tlnis sustains,
A smy trie o’ wee duadie weans, swarm of ragged children
An’ nought but his ban’ darg, to keep day’s labour
Them right and tight iq thack an’ rape.4 tliatch and rope

• “In one ol life earlier poems his plan seems to be 
to inculcate a lesson of contentment on the lower 
classes of society, by showing that their superiors arc 
neither much better nor happier than themselves; and 
this he chooses to execute in the form of a dialogue 
between two dogs. . . . The dogs of Bums, excepting 
in their talents for moralizing, are downright dogs ; 
and not like the horses of Swift, or the hind and

panther of Dryden, men in the shape of brutes.”— 
Dr. Currik.

8 Fowls, Ac., paid as rent by a farmer.—Burns.
s Wonner or wonder is often used in Scotland as a 

term of great contempt for a small and insignificant 
person.

* In a comfortable home, the thatch properly secured 
with straw-rope.
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An’ vmen they meet wi’ sair disasters, 
Like Ions o’ health, or want o’ masters, _ 
Ye maisywad think, a wee touch langer, 
An’ theyylnaun starve o’ cauld an’ hunger : 
But, how it comes, I never kent yet, 
They’re maistly wonderfu’ contented ;
An’ buirdly chiels, an’ clever hizzies,
Are bred iu sic a way as this is.

[1786.

. "°” / 

almost would

mostly
stalwart fellows young women 

such

CÆSAR.

But’then to see how ye’re ne£leckit,
How huff’d, and cuff’d, and disrespeckit
L—d, man, our gentry care as little
For delvers, ditchers, an’ sic cattle ; «uch
They gang as saucy by poor folk,
As I wad by a stinking brock. - badger

I’ve notic’d on our laird’s court-day,
An’ mony a time my heart’s been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o’ cash,
How they mauu thole a factor’s snash; 
He’ll stamp, an’ threaten, curse an’ swear, 
He’ll apprehend them, poiud their gear; 
While they maun stall’, wi’ aspect humble, 
An’ hear it a’, an’ fear an’ tremble !1

landlord’s rent-day 
woeful

must endure abuse

distrain goods 
qust stand

I see how folk live that hae riches ;
But surely*poor folk maun be wretches?

LUATH. <

They’re no sae wretched’s ane wad think : 
Tho’ constantly on poortitli’s brink, 
They’re sae accustom’d wi’ the sight,
The view o’t gies them little fright.

Then chance an’ fortune are sae guided, 
They’re aye in less or mair provided,
An’ tho’ fatigu’d wi’ close employment,
A blink o’ rest’s a sweet enjoyment.y

The dearest comfort o’ their lives,
Their grushie weans an’ faithfu’ wives, 
The prattling things are just their pride, 
That sweetens a’ their fire-side.

An’ whyles twalpennie worth o’ nappy2 
Can mak’ the bodies unco happy;

one would 
l>overty’a

short period

thriving children

sometimes ale 
uncommonly

1 This description is from dire personal experience. 
“My indignation yet boils at the recollection of 
(what we suffered at Mount Oliphant, from) the 
scoundrel factor’s insolent letters, which used to

set us all in tears.”—Burns’S Autobiographical Letter 
to Dr. Moore.

2 Twalpennies Scots is equal to one penny sterling 
—the then price of a choppin (quart) of Scotch ale.
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They lay aside their private cares,
To mind tfie Kirk and State affairs :
They ’ll talk o’ patronage and priests,
Wi’ kindling fury in their breasts,
Or tell what new taxation’s cornin’,
An’ ferlie at the folk in Lon’on.
i
As bleak-fac’d Hallowmass returns,
They get the .jovial, ranting kirns,
When rural life, o’ eVry station,
Unite in common recreation ;
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an’ social Mirth 
Forgets there’s Care npo’ the earth.

That merry day the year begins,
They bar the door on frosty win’s ;
The nappy reeks wi’ mantling ream,
An’ sheds a heart-inspiring steam;
The luntin’ pipe, an’ sneeshin-mill,
Are handed round wi’ rieht guid will ;
The cantie auld folks crackin’ crouse,
The young anes rantin’ thro’ the house,— 
My heart has been sae fain to see them, 
That I for joy hae barkit wi’ them.1

Still it’s owre true that ye hae said,
Sic game is now owre àften play’d ;
There’s monie a creditable stock,
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk,
Are riven out baith root and branch,
Some rascal’s pridefu’ greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel’ the faster 
In favour wi’ some gentle master,
Wha, aiblins, tlirang a-parliamentin’,
For Britain’s guid his saul indentin’—

CÆSAR.

Haitli, lad, ye little ken about it ;
For Britain’s guid ! guid faith ! I doubt it ! 
Say rather, gaun as premiers lead him,
An’ saying ay or no’s they bid1 him :
At operas an’ plays parading, ;
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading;
Or maybe, in a frolic daft,
To Hague or Calais takes a waft,
To make a tour, an’ tak’ a whirl,
To learn bon ton, an’ see the worl’.

POEMS AND SONGS

marvel

rollicking harve«t-home8

smoking 8nuff-box

cheerful talking gleefully 
frolicking 

f , pleased

perhaps, busy

Faith know

going

foolish 
trip X

their passions and interests, and share our hearts 
with them as with brothers and sisters of the human 
species."— Thomas Campbell.

i “He carries us into the humble scenes of life, not 
to make us dole out our tribute of charitable com
passion to paupers and cottagers, but to make us feel 
with them on equal terms, to make us enter
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There, at Vienna or Versailles, ■
He rives his father’s auld entails ; tears

Or by Madrid he takes the rout, t
To thrum gtfitars, and,fecht wi’ nowt ;1 fight , cattle ’ /

, Or down Italian vista startles,
Wh-re-hunting among groves o’ myrtles: 
Then bowses drumly German water, turbid

To mak’ himsel’ look fair and fatter,
An’ clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of carnival signoras.

For Britain’s guid !—for her destruction ! 
Wi’ dissipation, feud, an’ faction.

i

, LUAVH.

Hech man ! dear Sirs ! is tlia 
They waste sae mouy a braw estate !
Are we sae foughten an' harass’d 
For gear to gang that gate at last !

a
0 would they stay aback frae courts,
An’ please themsels wi’ kintra sports,
It wad for ev’ry ane be better,
The laird, the tenant, an’ the cotter !
Foi* tliae frank, rantin’, ramblin’ billies, 
Fient haet2 o’ them’s ill-hearted fellows; 
Except for breakin’ o’ their timmer,
Or speakin’ lightly o’ their limmer,
Or ahootin’ o’ a hare or moor-cock,
The ne’er a bit they’re ill to poor folk.3

%
way
tine
troubled

r.j money way
y.:<*,

away from 
•> country

those rollicking fellows 
deuce a bit 
timber 
wench

But will ye tell me, Master Cæsar,
Sure great folk’s life’s a life o’ pleasure?
Nae can Id nor hunger e’er can steer them, annoy (stir)
The vera thought o’t need na fear them.

* , CÆSAR.

L—d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, sometimes 
? The gentles ye yid ne’er envÿ ’em.

It’s true they need na starve or sweat,
Thro’ winter’s cauld, or simmer’s heat;
They’ve nae sair walk to craze their banes, no hanW«»vk
An’ fill auld age wi’ grips an’ granes ; groans

1 An allusion to the bull-fights of Spain.
2 Fient haet here, and deil haet some lines farther 

on, are petty oaths expressing negation, and exactly 
equivalent to the English deuce or devil a bit.

* “When describing with satirical humour the char
acter of country squires, he remarks that they are in 
general disposed to treat their rustic dependants with

affable liberality and indulgence, and that there are 
but a few unpardonable offences which never fail to 
kindle their resentment, and call forth their powers 
of oppression. These he catches with penetrating ob
servation, and enumerates with happy brevity, in six 
lines, of which the descriptive truth will be recognized 
from Caithness to Cornwall."—Profkhsoii ^ alkkh.
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But human bodies are sic foots, creatures such
For a’ their colleges and schools,
That when nae real ills perplex-them, 
They make enow themselves to vex them; 
An’ aye the less they hae to sturt them,
In like proportion less will hurt them.

A country fellow at the pleugh,
"r His acres till’d, he’s right eneugh;

A country girl at her wheel,
dozens vfcry wollHer dizzeus done, she’s unco weel :A

But gentlemen, an’ ladies warst,
Wi’ ev’ndown want o’ wark are cursl 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an’ lazy;
Tho’ deil liaet ails them, yet uneasy; deuce a thing
Their days, insipid, dull, and tasteless ;y 
Their nights unquiet, lang and restless.

An’ e’en their sports, their balls an’ races, 
Their galloping thro’ public places,
There’s sic parade, sic pomp, an’ art, 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart.

The men cast out*in party matches, 
Then sowther a’ in deep debauches ;

quarrel

solder

Ae night they’re mad wi’ drink an’ wh-ring, one
Niest day their life is past enduring.

The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters,
As great and gracious a’ as sisters ;
But hear their absent thoughts o’ ither, 
They’re a’ run deils an’ jads thegither.1 

Wliyles o’er the weç bit cup an’ platie, 
They sip the scandal potion pretty;
Or lee-lang nights, wi’ crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil’s pictur’d beuks ;

each other

together

sometimes

live-loug looks 

books

Stake on a chance a farmer’s stackyard,
An’ cheat like onie unhang’d blackguard.

There’s some exception, man an’ woman ;
But this is gentry’s life in common.

By this the sun was out o’ sight,
An’ darker gloaming brought the night :

i All regular devils and jades together. >
---- They are the happiest who dissemble best
Their weariness, and they the most i>olitc 
Who squander time and treasure with a smile.
Even at their own destruction. She that asks 
Her dear five hundred friends, contemns them all,
And hates their coming. They—what can they less?— 
Make just reprisals, and with cringe and shrug.
With Itow ohsequiouk, hide their hate of her.—Cownca.

o
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The bum-clock humm’d wi’ lazy drone ; beetle

The kye stood rowtin’ i’ the loan ; kiue lowing , lane
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, got ears
Rejoic’d they were na men, but dogs;
An’ each took aff his several way,
Resolv’d to meet some ither day.1

THE AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER TO THE SCOTCH 

REPRESENTATIVES IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS.

This was written before the act anent the Scotch distilleries, of session 1786; for which Scotland 
and the Author return their most grateful thanks.—Burns.

>
Dearest of distillation ! last and best !
. . . Ilow art thou lost I Pa root os Miltox.2

Ye Irish lords,3 ye knights an’ squires,
Wha represent our brughs an’ shires, burghs
An’ doucely manage our affairs soberly

In parliament,
To you a simple Bardie’s prayers 

%/ - 7 Are humbly sent.

Alas ! my roopit muse is hearse Î rough-voiced hoarse
Your honours’ hearts wi’ grief ’t wad pierce, would
To see her sittiu’ on her------

Low i’ the dust,
An’ scriechin’ out prosaic verse, screeching

An’ like to bmst !

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an’ roe’s in great affliction, 
E’er sin’ they laid that curst restriction 

On aquavit»;4

1 “Though I am very far from meaning to compare 
our rustic bard to Shakespeare, yet whoever will read 
his lighter and more humorous poems, his Dialogue of 
the Dogs, his Dedication to Oavin Hamilton, Esq., his 
Epistles to a Young Friend, and to W. Simson, will 
perceive with what uncommon penetration and saga
city this heaven-taught ploughman, from his humble 
and unlettered station, has looked upon men and 
manners.”—Henry Mackenzie.

* The lines parodied (not very happily) are in Paradise 
Lost, book ix., the words being used by Adam in re
gard to Eve after she had eaten the forbidden fruit :

O fairest of creation, last and best 
Of all Ood e work*! . , r. «
How art thou lost!

3 The Almanacs of the period give the names of several 
Irish peers among the representatives of the “brughs 
an’ shires ” of Scotland, these peers being probably 
connected by blood or marriage with the great Scotch 
families who held the patronage of many of the seats 
in North Britain. It is somewhat anomalous that 
while “Irish lords" that have not a seat in the 
House of Peers are eligible for a seat in the House 
of Commons (for constituencies in Great Britain), the 
same privilege is not enjoyed by peers of Scotland. 
This disability Burns probably regarded as a natidfial 
insult

4 In the end of 1785 there was a great outcry among 
the distillers of Scotland against the laws to which 
their industry was subject, and they were supported



Does ony, great man glunch an’ gloom ? frown
S|wak out, an’ never fash your thumb ! trouble
Let posts an’ pensions sink or soom swim

Wi’ them wha grant ’em,
If honestly they canna come,

Far better want ’em.

In gath’rin’ votes you were ua slack ;
Now stand as tightly by your tack ;
Ne’er claw your lug, an’ fidge your back, 

An’ hum an’ haw,
But raise your arm, an’ tell your crack 

Before them a’.

Paint Scotland greeting owre her tlirissle ; 
Her mutchkiu-stoup as toom’s a whistle ; 
An’ damn’d excisemen in a bustle,

Seizin’ a stell, 
Triumphant crushin’t like a mussel 

Or lampit shell.

Then on the tither hand present her,
A blackguard smuggler right beliint her, 
An’ cheek-for-chow, a chuflie vilfter, 

Colleaguing join,

POEMS AND SONGS.

Ai/ rouse them up to strong conviction,
An’ move their pity. y

Stand forth, an’ tell you Premiei/vouth,1 

The honest, open, naked truth :
Tell him o’ mine an’ Scotland’s drouth,

His servants humbled"^ 
The muckle devil blaw ye south,

If ye dissemble!

scratch

weeping thistle 
pint-pot empty

cheek-by-jowl

Picking her pouch as bare as winter 
Of a’ kind coin.

Is there, that bears the name o’ Scot,
But feels his heart’s bluid rising hot,
To see his poor auld mither’s ]>ot

Tims dung in staves, 
An’ plunder’d u’ her hindmost groat

By gallows knaves 1

knocked

by the farmers and land-owners, these latter classes 
resting their case chiefly on the fact that the excise 
laws injuriously affected the sale of barley by reduc
ing its price. It was alleged that many distillers 
were, in consequence of the existing laws or the ex
cessively rigorous manner in which they were carried 
out, forced to give up their business; while illicit 
distillation and smuggling of spirits from abroad

were greatly on the increase, and had come to a pitch 
never known liefore. The agitation led to new excise 
regulations being introduced in 1786 (as Burns inti
mates in his note given above) which seem to have 
been considered quite satisfactory by the persons 
chiefly concerned.

1 Mr. Pitt. Thoqgtyittnly about twenty-seven years 
of age he was then premier,
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Alas ! I’m but a nameless wight,
Trod i’ the mire out o’ sight !
But could I like Montgom’ries1 * fight,

Or gab like Boswell,
There’s some sark-necks I wad draw tight, 

An’ tie some hose well.

God bless your honours, can ye see’t,
The kind, auld, caiitie carlin greet,
An’ no get warmly to your feet,

An’ gar them hear it,
An’ tell them, wi’ a patriot heat,

Ye winna bear it!

Some o’ you nicely ken the laws, o ^
To round the period an’ pause,
An’ wi’ rhetoric clause on clause

To mak harangues ;
Then echo thro’ Saint Stephen’s wa’s

Auld Scotland’s wrangs.

Dempster,5 a true blue Scot, I’se warran’; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran;3 
An’ that glib-gabbet Highland baron,

The Laird o’ Graham,4 
An’ ane, a chap that’s d-mn’d auldfarran’, 

Dundas his name.6

[1786.

cheerful old wife weep

oath-
ready-tongued

wily

, Erskine,” a spunkie Norland billie;
True Campbells, Frederick an’ Ilay;7 
An’ Livi’stone, the bauld Sir Willie;8

An’ monie ithers,
Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully

Might own for britliers.®

mettlesome fellow

many others

1 The Montgomeries of Coilsfleld. The “ Boswell “ 
mentioned along with the Montgomeries, was the 
well-known biographer of Johnson, who often spoke 
at Ayr county-meetings. It is singular that this 
enthusiastic literary gossip should have overlooked 
Burns.

* George Dempster of Dunnichen, in Forfarshire, a 
distinguished Whig representative. See note to the 
“ Epistle to James Smith.”

•Sir Adam Ferguson of Kilkerran, Bart., then 
member for the city of Edinburgh.

4 The Marquis of Graham, afterwards Duke of 
Montrose. He died in 1836.

•Henry Dundas, M.P. for Edinburghshire, after
wards Viscount Melville.

6 Probably Thomas Erskine, afterwards Lord High 
Chancellor of England, born 1750, died 1823. But he
was not then in parliament.

1 Lord Frÿerick Campbell, M.P. for Argyleshire,

second brother of the Duke of Argyle ; and Hay Camp
bell, M.P. for the Glasgow group of burghs. He was 
afterwards president of the Court of Session, and 
died in 1823.

•Sir William Augustus Cunningham, Bart, of 
Livingston, sometime M.P. for Linlithgowshire.

•In the original MS. the following stanza occurs 
here

See, sodger Hugh, my watchman stented,
_ If lianlies e'er are represented ;

I ken that if your iword was wanted,
s Ye'd lend your hand ;

But when there’s aught to say anent it,
Ye’re at a stand.

“ Sodjrer Hugh,” says Currie, “ is evidently the Earl 
of Eglinton, then Colonel Montgomery of Coilsfleld, 
representing in parliament the county of Ayr. VSfcy 
this was left out does not appear." The explanation 
given is that as there is here a reference to tne

r4
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Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle,
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ;
Or faith ! I’ll wad my new pleugh-pettle, pledge plough-staff

Ye’ll see’t, or lang, ere
She’ll teach you, wi’ a reekin’ whittle, knife ,

Anither sang.

This while she’s been in crankous mood, for some time irritable 
Her lost militia fir’d her bluid ;1 

(Deil na they never mair do guid,
Play’d her that pliskie !) trick

run stark madAn’ now she’s like to rin red-wud
About her whisky.

An’ L—d, if ance they pit her till’t,
Her tartan petticoat she’ll kilt,
An’ durk an’ pistol at her belt,

She’ll tak the streets, 
An’ rin her whittle to the hilt,

P th’ first she meets !

put her to it 
tmss up

run her knife

For G-d sake, sirs ! then speak her fair,
An’ straik her cannie wi’ the hair, stroke her gently
An’ to the muckle house repair,

Wi’ instant speed,
An’ strive, wi’ a’ your wit and lear, learning

To get remead.

Yon ill-tongued tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi’ his jeers an’ mocks ; 
But gie hirn’t het, my hearty cocks !

E’en cowe the cadie; 
An’ send him to his dicing box

An’ sportin’ lady.

hot
frighten the fellow

Tell yon guid bluid o’ auld Boconnock’s2
I’ll be hia debt twa uiaablum bannocks,3 cakes of mixed grain
An* drink hia health in auld Nanae Tinnock’a4 

Nine times a-week.

defective oratorical faculty of the gallant member, 
Burns suppressed it to avoid giving offence.

1 The Scots Militia Bill, introduced into parliament 
in 1782, had inserted in it on the third reading a 
clause for facilitating enlistment into the army from 
the force contemplated to be raised. Dempster and 
other Lil»eral members, objecting to tills condition, 
opposed the bill and it was lost.

8 Pitt’s father, the Earl of Chatham, was the second 
son of Robert Pitt of Boconnock, in Cornwall.

8 Mashlum = mixed. Mashlum bannocks, cakes 
made of a mixture of oats, peas, and beans, with 
wheat or barley ground flue.

* A worthy old hostess of Die author’s in Mauchline, 
where he sometimes studieX polities over a glass of 
guid auld Scotch drink.—R. Bk 

“ Nanse Tinnock is long deceased, am}, no one has 
caught up her mantle. She & described as having 
been a true’ale-wife in the proyerbiallsense of the 
word—close, discreet, civil, and no taltidleller. When 
any neighbouring wife came asking if her John was 
here, ‘Oh, no!' Nanse would reply, shaking money 
in her pocket as she spoke, ‘ he’s no here ; implying 
to the querist that her husband was not in the house, 
while she meant to herself that he was not among her 
halfpence—thus keeping the word of promise }p the
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windows

confusedly mixed

rough and fearless 
cudgel

If he some scheme, like tea an’ winnocks,1 
Wad kindly seek.

Could he some commutation broach,
I’ll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He needua fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition,
Yon nùxtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch,

The Coalition.®

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ;
She’s just a devil wi’ a rung;
An’ if she promise auld or young

To tak their part, 
Tho’ by the neck she should be strung, 

She’ll no desert.

An’ now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty,3 
May still your mither’s heart support ye; 
Then, tho’ a minister grow dorty,

An’ kick your place, 
Ye’ll snap your lingers, poor an’ hearty, 

Before his face.

God bless your honours a’ your days,
Wi’ sowps o’ kail and brats o’ claise, drops of broth rags of clothes 
In spite o’ a’ the thievish kaes, jackdaws

That haunt St. Jamie’s !4 
Your humble Bardie sings an’ prays

, While Bab his name is.

POSTSCRIPT.

Let half-starv’d slavyj, in wartnef skies,

saucy

VgL

icFeSee future wines, ricFclust’ring^rise ;
Their lot auld Scotland ne’er envies,

But, blythe and frisky, 
She eyes her freeborn, martial boyee^

Tak aff their whisky.

What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms,

ear, but breaking it to the hope. . . . It is re
membered, however, that Nanse never could under
stand how the poet should have talked of enjoying 
himself in her house ‘nine times a week.’ 1 The 
lad,’ she said, ‘hardly ever drank three half-mutch- 
kins in her house in his .life.’ Nanse, probably, had 
never heard of the poetical license." — Robert 
Chambers.

Nanse, in speaking thus, was perhaps only sup
porting the character here given her, of a discreet 
ale-wife and no “tale-teller,”

1 Alluding to a reduction of the duty on tea, and a 
tax on windows, introduced by Pitt in 1784.

• The short-lived coalition ministry under the Duke 
of Portland, in which it was attempted to effect the 
Utopian scheme of combining the leading men of 
both parties—materials the most discordant—into 
one vigorous and united administration;

•The number of Scottish representatives in the 
House of Commons previous to the passing; of the 
Reform Act of 1832.

4 The court of St. James’s,
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When wretches range, in famish’d swarms, 
The scented groves,

Or hounded forth, dishonour arms
In hungry droves.

Their gun’s a burden on their shouther;
They downa bide the stink o’ powther ;
Their bauldest thought’s a hank’ring swither 

To stan’ or rin,
Till skelp—a shot—they’re aff, a’ throw’ther, 

To save their skin.

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill,
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill,
Say, such is royal George’s will,

An’ there’s the foe,
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow.

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him; 
Death comes, wi’ fearless eye he sees him ;
Wi’ bluidy hand a welcome gies him :

An’ when he fa’s,
His latest draught o’ breathin’ lea’es him 

In faint huzzas.1

Sages their solemn een may steek,
An’ raise a philosophic reek,
And physically causes seek,

In clime and season ;
But tell me whisky’s name in Greek,

I’ll tell the reason. ,

Scotland, my auld, res]>ected millier !
Tho’ whiles ye moistify your leather,
Till whare ye sit, on craps o’ heather,

Ye tine your dam ;
Freedom and whisky gang thegither !

Tak aff your dram.
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shoulder 
cannot stand 
uncertainty 
run
bang!-pell-mell

from

shut
smoke

tope
lose
go together

i “ There are specimens of such vigour and emphasis 
scattered through his whole works, as are sure to 
make themselves and their author remembered ; for

instance, that noble description of a dying soldier, 
“ Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubting» tease him.”— 
Jeffrey.

VOL. II. 23
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THE ORDINATION.1

In a letter of the poet's to his intimate friend John Richmond, Edinburgh, dated 17th February, 
1788 he says : “I have been very busy with the Muses since I saw you, and have composed, among 
several others, the - Ordination,' a poem on Mr. M'Kinlay's being called to Kilmarnock. " •

For sense they little owe to frugal Heaven.—
To please the mob they hide the little given.

Kilmarnock wabsters fidge an’ claw, weavers shrug
An’ pour your creeshie nations ; greasy

An’ ye wlia leather rax an’ 4raw, stretch
Of a’ denominations,2

Swith ! to the Laigli Kirk, ane an’ a’, off!
An’ there tak up your stations :

‘ Then aff to Begbie’s in a raw,3 row
An’ pour divine libations

For joy this day.

scratch

Curst Common Sense, that imp o’ hell, 
Cam in wi’ Maggie Lauder;4 

But Oliphant aft made her yell,
An’ Russell sair misca’d her;5 

This day Mackinlay taks the flail,
An’ lie’s the boy will blaud her ! 

He’ll clap a shangan on her tail,
An’ set the bairns to daud her

Wi’ dirt this day.

sorely abused 

slap
cleft stick 
Ifespatter

Mak haste an’ turn king David owre, over
An’ lilt wi’ holy clangor ; sing

O’ double verse come gie us four, give
An’ skirl up the Bangor;6 screech

1 The “ Ordination,” as proved by Burns's own state
ment regarding its composition, must have been writ
ten about, or a little before, the beginning of February, 
1786, when it became known that the Rev. Mr. Mac
kinlay was to be ordained minister of the Laigh (that 
is Low) or parochial Church of Kilmarnock, which 
took place on the 6th of April, 1786. Mackinlay died 
so recently as the 10th of February, 1841, having held 
the church in Kilmarnock about fifty-five years, and 
survived the poet about forty-five. He lielonged to 
the high Orthodox or Old Light party, in opposition to 
the Moderates or New Lights, to which Bums attached 
himself : and as he succeeded a Moderate (the Rev. 
Mr. Mutrie) the severe irony of the satire may l>c 
accounted for. Other poems in which the severely 
orthodox party are ridiculed by Burns are the “ Twa 
Herds," the “Holy Fair," and the “Kirk's Alarm."

* The inhabitants of Kilmarnock were then chiefly 
employed in weaving carpets and other goods, and 
in the preparation of leather.

•A tavern in Kilmarnock, near the Laigh Kirk, 
kept by a person of this name.

4 Alluding to a scoffing ballad which was made on 
the admission of the late Reverend and worthy Mr.
Lindsay to the Laigh Kirk.]—R. B.-----This ballad,
which is mere doggerel, was written by an eccentric 
shoemaker nailed Hunter, and is given at p. 144 of 
the History of Kilmarnock, by Archibald M ‘Kay.

Mr. Lindsay was said to have obtained his appoint
ment through the influence of his wife, Margaret 
Lauder, who had been housekeeper to the Earl of 
Glencairn, the patron of the church. Lindsay was 
a Moderate, or adopted what was then called the 
Common Sense doctrines. His induction had to he 
effected by force. He died in 1774, and was succeeded 
by the Rev. John Mutrie, who died in June, 1786. 
Mackinlay obtained the presentation to the Low 
Church from the Earl of Glencairn in the same year, 
through the influence of Sir W. Cunningham of Auch- 
enskeith, in whose family he had for some time been 
tutor.

6 Oliphant and Russell were Kilmarnock ministers 
of the Old Light party.

6 A favourite psalm tune.
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This day the kirk kicks up a stoure,
Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her,

For Heresy is in her power,
An’ gloriously she’ll whang her

Wi’ pith this day.

Come, let a proper text be read,
An’ touch it aff wi’ vigour,

How graceless Ham1 leugh at his dad, 
Which made Canaan a nigger;

Or Phineas2 drove the murdering blade, 
Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour:

Or Zipporah,3 the scauldin’ jade,
Was like a bluidy tiger

F th’ inn that day.

There, try his mettle on the creed,
And bind him down wi’ caution,

That stipend is a carnal weed 
He taks but for the fashion ;

An’ gie him o’er the flofik, to feed,
And punish each transgression;

Especial, rams that cross the breed,
Gie them sufficient threshin’,

Spare them nae day.

Now, anld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail, 
And toss thy horns fu’ canty;

Nae mair thou’lt rowte out-owre the dale, 
Because thy pasture’s scanty;

For lapfu’s large o’ gospel kail 
Shall fill thy crib in plenty,

An’ runts o’ grace the pick an’ wale,
No gi’en by way o’ dainty,

But ilka day.4

Nae mair by Babel’s streams we’ll weep, 
To think upon our Zion;

And hing our fiddles up to sleep,
Like baby-clouts a-dryin’:

Come, screw the pegs wi’ tunefu’ cheep, 
And o’er the thairms be tryin’;
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no more

flog

laughed

sco^iqg

colewort stems choice

every

hang

catgut strings

i Genesis ix. ver. 22.—R. B. 
a Numbers xxv. ver. 8.—R. B.
8 Exodus Iv. ver. 26.—R. B.
«“The conceptions of Bums were no less remark

able for their clearness than their strength. This 
enabled him to sustain all the similes correctly, and

to avoid that incongruity in the progress of the par
allel to which less discriminating minds are exposed. 
We may refer, as examples, to the ludicrous com
parisons of Kilmarnock to a cow in the ‘Ordina
tion,’ and of the life of the ‘Unco Quid’ to a mill, 
in the ‘Address,’ and also to the whole allegorical 
song ‘John Barleycorn.’”—Professor Walker.
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Oh, rare ! to see our elbucks wheep, 
An’ a’ like lamb-tailMyin’

Fu’ fast this day !

Lang Patronage, wi’ rod o’ airn,
Has shor’d the Kirk’s undoin’,

As lately Fenwick,1 sair forfairn, 
Has proven to its ruin :

Our patron, honest man ! Glencairn, 
He saw mischief was brewin’; 

And like a godly elect bairn,

Now Robertson2 harangue nae mair, 
But steek your gab for ever :

Or try the wieked 'town o’ Ayr,
For there they’ll think you clever • 

Or, nae reflection on your lear,
Ye may commence a shaver ;

Or to the Netherton3 repair,
And turn a carpet-weaver

Mutrie and you were just a match,
We never had sic twa drones ;

Auld Horuie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 
Just like a winkin’ baudrons;

And aye he catch’d the tither wretch,
To fry them in his caudrons ;

But now his honour maun detach,
Wi’ a’ his brimstone squadrons,

See, see auld Orthodoxy’A faes 
She’s swingein’ thro’ the'city:

Hark, how the nine-tail’d cat she plays !
I vow it’s unco pretty; »

There, Learning, with his Greekish face, 
Grunts out some Latin ditty;

And Common Sense is gaun, she says, 
To mak to Jamie Beattie4

elbows jerk

iron
threatened 
sorely jaded

picked

shut your mouth

learning

such two

cauldrons

foes

extremely

going

Her ^plaint this day.

But there’s Morality himael’, 
Embracing all opinions ;

1A parish in Ayrshire. 4 Probably James Beattie, LL.D., the poet and
■The colleague of Mackinlay-a Moderate; died philosopher, author of an Euay on Truth, as it was

1798.
8 A suburb of Kilmarnock.

supposed he sided with the “Moderates” in church 
matters.



Come bouse about the porter !
Morality’s demure decoys 

Shall here uae mair fiud quarter :
Mackinlay, Russell, are the boys,

That Heresy can torture;
They’ll gie her on a rape a hoyse,

And cowe her measure shorter
By tlV head some day.

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in, 
And here’s for a conclusion,

To every New Light mother’s son,
From this time forth, Confusion :

If mair they deave us with their din,
Or Patronage intrusion,

We’ll lig^t a spunk, and, ev’ry skin, 
We’ll rin them aff in fusion

Like oil, some day.1

EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH.2

Friendship! mysterious cement of the soul! 
BweeVuer of life, and solder of society!
I owe thee much.—Blaik.

Dear Smitlï, the sleest, pawkie thief, 
That e’er attempted stealth or rief,
Ye surely liae some warlock-breef

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne’er a bosom yet was prief

Against your arts.

sliest, knowing 
robbery 
wizard's spell

i “ This poem on the clerical settlements at Kil
marnock, blends a good deal of ingenious metaphor 
with his accustomed humour. Even viewing him as 
a satirist, the last and humblest light on which he 
can be regarded as a f>oet, it may still be said of him,

His style was witty, though it had some gall ;
Something he might have mended—so may till.’*

POEMS SONGS.

Hear, how he gies the tither yell, 
Between his twa companions;

See, how she peels the skin an’ fell,
As aue were peelin’ onions !

Now there—they’re packèd aff to hell, 
And banish’d our dominions,

Henceforth this day.

the flesh under the skin

no moro

rope hoist

other pint

ili'.i fio

match
run

and who is therein described as of “scrimpit stature 
but of sterling manhood, was originally a shopkeeper 
in Mauchline. He removed to the banks of the Avon, 
in the neighbourhood of Linlithgow, where he estab
lished a calico-printing establishment. Becoming un
fortunate in his speculations, he afterwards went to 
the West Indies, and found an early grave. He is 
said to have been of rather rakish habits, as, indeed, 
is hinted in the “Epitaph” on p. 110. The epistle 
was written in the spring of 1786

The epistle to Smith is, perhaps, the very best of

THOMAS CAMPBELL.

1 James Smith, to whom this epistle is addressed
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For me, I swear by sun an’ moon,
And ev’ry star that blinks aboon,
Ye’ve cost me twenty pair o’ shoon

Just gaun to see you;
And ev’ry ither pair that’s done,

Mair ta’en I’m wi’ you.

That auld, capricious carlin, Nature,
To mak amends for scrimpit stature,
She’s turn’d you aif, a human creature 

On her first plan,
And in her freaks, on ev’ry feature,

She’s wrote, the Man.

Just now I’ve ta’en the fit o’ rhyme,
My barmie noddle’s working prime,
My fancy yerkit up sublime

Wi’ hasty summon:
Hae ye a leisure-moment’s time

To hear what’s cornin’?

Some rhyme, a neebor’s name to lash;
Some rhyme (vain thought !) for needfu’ cash ; 
Some rhyme to court the countra clash,

An’ raise a din ;
For me, an aÿn I never fash;—

I rhyme for fun.

The star that rules my luckless lot,
Has fated me the russet coat,
An’ damn’d my fortune to the groat;

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

O’ countra wit.

This while my notion’s ta’en a sklent,
To try my fate in guid black prent ;1 
But still the mair I’m that way bent,

Something cries, “ Hoolie ! 
I red you, honest man, tak tent !

Ye’ll sliaw your folly.

“ There’s ither poets, much your betters,
Far seeilsin Greek, deep men o’ letters,
Hae thought they had ensur’d their debtors 

A’ future ages ;

[l78fl.

twinkles above

going
other

beldame
defective

yeasty
lashed

neighbour’s

gossip

care for

for some time turn

warn
show

all these win positions [the epistles]: the singular ease 
of the verse—the moral dignity of one passage—the 
wit and humour of a second—the elegance of com
pliment in a third—and the life which animates the 
whole, must be felt by the most ordinary mind. The 
verse “ when ance life's day draws near the gloamln,"

was frequent on the lîps of Byron during the darken
ing frown of his own day.”—ALLAN Cunninghamk.

1 An allusion to the first edition oif his poems, which 
was passing through the press at the time this epistle 
was written, and was published in the end of July, 
1786.
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Now moths deform in shapeless tatters,
Their unknown pages.”

Then fareweel hopes o’ laurel-boughs,
To garland my poetic brows !
Henceforth I’ll rove where busy ploughs 

Are Whistling thraug,
Ati’ teach the lanely heights an’ howes 

it My rustic sang.

I’ll wander on with tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed,
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ;

Then, all unknown,
I’ll lay me with the inglorious dead,

Forgot and gone !

But why o’ death begin a tale ?
Just now we’re living, sound and hale;
Then top and maintop crowd the sail,

Heave care o’er side !
And large, before enjoyment’s gale,

Let’s tak the tide.

This life, sae far’s I understand,
Is a’ enchanted, fairy-land,
Where pleasure is the magic wand,

That, wielded right,
Maks hours, like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu’ light.

The magic-wand then let us wield ;
For, auce that five-an’-forty’s speel’d,
See crazy, weary, joyless eild,

Wi’ wrinkl’d face,
Comes hostin’, hirpliu’, owre the held,

Wi’ creepiu’ pace.

When ance life’s day draws near the gloamin’, 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin’ ;
An’ fareweel cheerfu’ tankards foamin’,

An’ social noise ;
An’ fareweel, dear, deluding woman,

The joy of joys !

O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning,
Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning, 
Cold-pausing Caution’s lesson scorning,

We frisk away,
Like school-boys, at tli’ expected warning,

To joy and play.

busily
hollows

careless

surmounted
age

coughing, limping

twilight
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We wander there, we wander here,
We eye the rose upon the brier,
Unmindful that the thorn is near,

Among the leaves;
And though the puny wound appear,

Short while it grieves.

Some, lucky, find a flowery spot,
For which they never toiled or swat ; sweated
They drink the sweet, and eat the fat,

But care or pain; without
And, haply, eye the barren hut

With high disdain.

With steady aim, some fortune chase; 
Keen hope does every sinew brace; 
Thro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race,

And seize the prey:
Then cannie, in some cozie place,

They close the day.
quietly snug

And others, like your humble servan’,
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin’;
To right or left, Menial swervin’,

..A They zig-zag on:
Till curst with age, obscure an’ starvin’

They aften groan.1

Alas ! what bitter toil an’ straining—
But truce with peevish, poor complaining !
Is fortune’s fickle Luna waning?

E’en let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she has remaining,

Let’s sing our sang.

My pen I here fling to the door,
And kneel, “ Ye Powers ! ” and warm implore, 

“ Tho’ I should wander Terra o’er,
In all her climes,

Grant me but this, I ask no more,
Aye rowth o’ rhymes. abundance

“ Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds, 
Till icicles hing frae their beards ;
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards,

dripping aquiree 
hang from 
showy clothes

And maids of honour; 
And yill an’ whisky gie to cairds,

Until they sconner.
ale tinkers 
are nauseated

1 “Where can we And a more exhilarating enumera- 1 successive extinction as age advances, than in the 
tion of the enjoyments of youth, contrasted with their | 1 Epistle to James Smith? ' Professor Walker.
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“ A title, Dempster1 merits it;
A garter gie to Willie Pitt ;
Gie wealth to some be-ledgePd cit,

In cent, per cent., 
But gie me real, sterling wit,

And I’m content.

«

“ While ye are pleas’d to keep me hale, 
I’ll sit down o’er my scanty meal,
Be’t water-brose, or muslin-kail,2 soup-maigre

Wi’ cheerfu’ face,
As lang’s the muses dinna fail do not

To say the grace.”

Au anxious ee I never throws /eye /
Behint my lug, or by my nose; ear J
I jouk beneath misfortune’s blows „duc/

v As weel’s I may: 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose,

z '
I rhyme away.

0 ye douce folk, that live by rule, sober
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool,
Compar’d wi’ you—O fool ! fool ! fool !

How much unlike !
Your hearts are just ^standing pool,

Your lives, a dyke ! «ai.

Nae hair-brain’d, sentimental traces3 
In your uuletter’d, nameless faces !
In arioso trills and graces

Ye never stray, 
But, gravissimo, solemn basses

Ye liuni away.

/
i

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye’re wise;
Nae ferly tho’ ye do despise no wonder
The harum-scarum, ram-stam boys, thoughtless

The rattlin’ squad :
I see you upwards cast your eyes—

i George Dempster of Dunnichen, Forfarshire, M.P., 
a distinguished parliamentary orator, and an intrepid 
defender of all Scottish patriotic institutions: died in 
1818, aged eighty-two : referred to in the “ Author’s 
Cry." *

* Water-brose is made by stirring boiling water and 
oat-meal together so as to form a thickish mess which 
is eaten with milk. It used to be a very common

—Ye ken the road.—

dish with the labouring classes of Scotland. Muslin- 
kail is a broth composed of water, hulled barley, and 
greens, without meat, and is so named probably from 
its thinness or want of substance.

9 This line is quoted by Burns himself in his poem 
of the “Vision:”

A “hair-brain'd, sentimental trace”
Was strongly marked in her face.
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Whilst I—but I shall baud me there— hold
Wi’ you I’ll scarce gang ony where—
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair,

But quat my sang, quit
Content wi’ you to mak a pair,

Whare’er I gang.1

EPITAPH ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE.2

Lament him, Mauchline husbands a’,
He aften did assist ye;

For had ye staid whole weeks awa’,
Your wives they ne’er had miss’d ye.

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye 
To school in bands thegither, i.

0 tread ye lightly on his grass,
Perhaps he was your father.

Î .

EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE,3

INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE.

Here lies Johny Pigeon; what was his religion 
Whae’er desires to ken,

To some other warl’ maun follow the carl,
For here J ohny Pigeon had nane.

Strong ale was ablution, small beer persecution, 
A dram was memento mari;

But a full flowing bowl was the saving his soul, 
And Port was celestial glory.

i “ The bounding sense of enjoyment expressed in 
this poem is in striking contrast to the sombre tones 
of “ Man was made to Mourn,” and the verses “To a 
Mouse." . . . There was, indeed, at this time a 
contention going on in Burns’s miiïft between the 
sad consideration of his position in )|fe, and those 
poetical tendencies which might be interpreted as 
partly the cause of that position being so low. . . . 
At length we have the final struggle between these 
two contending principles, and- the triumph of the 
muse, expressed in a poem of the highest strain of 
eloquence."—Robirt Chambers.

$This “wag” was James Smith, to whom Burns 
addressed the above poetical epistle. His claims to

distinction, as a village notoriety, might have i 
propriety been left unsung.

8 The landlord of the “ Whitefoord Arms," Mauch 
line, in the main street opposite the parish church, 
and closely adjoining the house in which Jean Armour s 
parents resided. It was Burns's “ howff " in the days 
preceding the publication of the Kilmarnock edition 
of his poems, and the headquarters of a bachelors’ 
club, of which the poet, John Richmond, James Smith, 
Slid William Hunter were “the bright particular 
stars.” Its object was to discuss and expiscate village 
scandals, and its proceedings were assimilated to 
those of a court of justice. Smith, the “ wag ” of the 
preceding epitaph, acted as “fiscal."
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THE VISION.

DOAN FIRST.1«
The sun had clos’d the winter day,
The curlers quat their roaring play,2 

An’ hunger’d maukin ta’en her way
To kail-yards green, 

While faiydess snaws ilk step betray
Wliare she has been.

quitted

cabbage-gardens

The thresher’s weary flingin’-tree fuu
The lee-la ag day had tired me ; live-long
And whe i the day had clos’d his ee, eye

Far i’ the west,
Ben i’ thi spence, right pensivelie, within the parlour

I gaed to rest. went

•
There, lai ely, by the ingle-cheek, fireeide
I sat and ;y*d the spewing reek, «moke
That filTdVwi’ hoast-provoking smeek, cough- smoke

The auld clay biggin;3 buUdlng 
An’ heard th\restless rations squeak rat*

About the riggin. roof

All in this mottie, misty clime, full of motes
I backward mus’d on waâtçd time,
How I had spent my youthht’ prime,

„ An’ done h^e-tliing,
But stringiu’ blethers up in rhj

For fools to'tiing.

Had I to guid advice but harket,
I might, by this, lute led a market,
Or strutted in a bank an’ clarket

My cash account :
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarket, 

Is a’ th’ amount.

written up (‘ clerked*) 

-shifted

1 Dvan, a term of Ossians for the different divisions 
of a digressive poem. tSee his “Cath-Loda,” voL ii. of 
M'Pherson's translation.—R. R

2 Curling, a winter amusement on the ice, in which
contending parties slide large smooth stones of a cir
cular form, with a handle on the upper side, from 
one mark to another, called the tee. The chief object 
of the player is to hurl his stone along the ice towards 
the tee with proper strength and precision ; and on 
the skill displayed by the players in plating their own 
stones in favourable positions, or ii> driving rival

/

stones out of favourable positions, depends the chief 
interest of the game. Curling is well called a roaring 
play (the “roaring game” indeed is its ordinary 
colloquial designation), both from the hilarity of the 
players and the roaring sound of the stones along the 
ice. It may be looked upon as a sort of game of bowls 
played on ice instead of a smooth sward of grass.

s The farmhouse of Mossgiel, where the poet was 
living when he wrote this poem, was not such a hovel 
as one might suppose from its being here called “ an 
auld clay biggin.”



POEMS AND SONGS.

I started, mutt’ring, “ Blockhead ! coof!
And heav’d on high my waukit loof,
To swear by a’ you starry roof,

Or some rash aith,
That I, hencefdrth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath—

fool
work-hardened palm

When, click ! the string the snick did draw;
And, jee ! the door gaed to the wa’;
An’ by my ingle-lowe I saw,

Now bleeziu’ bright,,
A tight, outlandish hizzie, braw,

Come full in sight.

Ye need na doubt, I held my whisht ;
The infant aith, half-form’d, was crusht;
I glowr’d as eerie’s I’d been dusht

In some wild glen;
When sweet, like modest worth, she blusht, 

And steppèd ben.

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs
Were twisted, gracefu’, round her brows;
I took her for some Scottish Muse,

By that same token ;
An’ come to stop those reckless vows,

Would soon been broken.

A “ hair-brain’d, sentimental trace,”1

Was strongly markfcd in her face;
A wildly-witty, rustic grace

Shone full upon her;
Her eye, ev’n turn’d on empty space,

Beam’d keen with honour.

Down flow’d her robe, a tartan sheen,
Till half a leg was scrimply seen ;
And such a leg ! my bontiie Jean2 

Could only peer it ;
Sae straught, sae taper, tight, and clean,

Nane else came near it.

flame of the fire 
blazing

young woman finely dressed

kept silent

stared scared prostrated

into the room

so straight

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew;

'Aquotation from himaelfr-from the "Epistle to 
James Smith,” the piece immediately preceding this, 

1 Kilmarnock (original) edition
And such a leg ! my Bess, I ween

In the original MS. the line was as in the text; but 
while his poems were at the press Burns’s irritation

at .Jean Armour’s conduct in connection with thi 
destruction of the marriage lines he had given her 
caused him to obliterate her name, and substitute 
for it that of “ the Cynthia of the minute." The in
dignant feeling having subsided, and Jean being once 
more in favour, her name was restored in the Edin
burgh edition.
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Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling threw 
A lustre grand;

And seem’d, to my astonish’d view,
A well known laud.

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ;
Phere, mountains to the skies were tost; 
Here, tumbling billows mark’d the coast, 

With surging foam ; 
There, distant shone art’s lofty boast, 

The lordly dome.

Here, Doon pour’d down his far-fetcli’d floods; 
There, well-fed Irwiue stately thuds:
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro’ his woods,

On to the shore;
And many a lesser torreut scuds,

With seeming roar.

Low, in a sandy valley spread,
An ancient borough rear’d her head;
Still, as in Scottish story read,

She boasts a race,
To ev’ry nobler virtue bred,

And polish’d grace.1

By stately tow’r or palace fair,
Or ruius pendent in the air,
Bold stems of heroes, here and there,

I could discern;
Some seem’d to muse, some seem’d to dare, 

With feature stern.

My heart did growing transport feel,
To see a race2 heroic wheel,
And brandish round the deep-dy’d steel 

In sturdy blows;
While back-recoiling seem’d to reel

Their Suthron foes.

His Country’s Saviour,3 mark him well ! 
Bold Bichardton’s4 heroic swell ;

i The remaining seven stanzas of Dnan First were 
added In the Edinburgh edition, from motives of policy, 
to please Mrs. Dunlop and other influential Ayrshire 
patrons. But they formed part of the first draft, to
gether with a good many more, descriptive of the 
mantle of Colla, which were entirely suppressed by 
the author. In fact the suppressed stanzas are weak, 
and conspicuously below the Bums level. Writing to 
Mrs. Dunlop on 15th January, 1787, in reference to 
the seven stanzas introduced in the Edinburgh edition,

he says:—“ I have not composed anything on the great 
XVallace, except what you have seen in print and the 
enclosed, which I will print in this edition. XVhen I 
composed my Vision long ago, I had attempted a de- 
scripthVot Kyle, of which these stanzas arc a part 
as it Ihwinally stood.”

«The Wallaces.—R. B.
• Sir William Wallace.—R. B.
* Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the im

mortal preserver of Scottish independence.—R. B.
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The chief on Sark1 who glorious fell,
In high command ; 

And he whom ruthless fates expel
His native land.

There, where a scepter’d Pictish shade,2 
Stalk’d round his ashes lowly laid,
I mark’ll a partial race, portray’d

In colours strong ; 
Bold, 8pl<)?er-featiir’d, undismay’d

They strode along.3

Thr//many a wild, romantic grove,
Near many a hermit-fancy’d cove,
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love)

In musing mood,
An aged judge, I saw him rove,

Dispensing good.4

With deep-struck reverential awe 
The learned sire and son6 I saw;
To nature’s God and nature’s law

They gave their lore; 
This] all its source and end to draw;

That, to adore.

[l786.

i Wallace, Laird of Craigie, wh/waa second In com 
mand, under Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famoi 
battle on the banks of Sark, foiteht anno 1448. Thai 
glorious victory was principallrowing to the judicious 
conduct and intrepid valour 8f the gallant Laird of 
Craigie, who died of his wounds after the action.— 
R. B.

8 Coilus, King of the Piets, from whom the district 
of Kyle is said to take its name, lies buried, as tradi
tion says, near the family-seat of the Montgomeries 
of Coilsfleld, where his burial-place is still shown. 
—R. B. The mound popularly understood to con
tain the remains of old King Coil was opened in May, 
1887, when it was satisfactorily ascertained to have 
been a place of sepulture of no ordinary description. 
—Paterson’8 History of the Counties of Ayr and Wig- 
ton, vol. i. p. 759.

8 The Montgomeries of Coilsfleld.
4 Barskimming, and its proprietor, Thomas Miller, 

lord justice clerk, were here in the poet’s eye, and 
the compliment was merited by both. The lands and 
mansion oi Barskimming occupy a more than usually 
romantic portion of the banks of the Ayr, between 
the villages of Tarbolton and Mauchline, and must 
have been much under the notice of Bums when he 
resided at Lochlea and Mossgiel. The river here steals 
its way through a long profound chasm in the New 
Red Sandstone of the district, the sides of which are 
In many places as perpendicular as walls, but, in 
every Spot where vegetation is possible, clothed with 
the most luxuriant wood. A bridge stretches from

the one bank to the other, at a dizzy height above the 
furtive and scarce seen stream, giving access to the 
mansion, which is situated on a height immediately 
above. In the precipices beneath the house there 
are some artificial caves (hence the expression “many 
a hermit-fancy’d cove ”), accessible in the course of 
the pleasure walks connected with the mansion. Lord 
Justice Clerk Miller was bom in 1717. Entering at 
the bar in 1742, he rose through a series of offices to 
that of supreme criminal judge, which he held from 
1766 till January, 1788; when he succeeded Sir Robert 
Dundas as president of the Court of Session, and 
attained the dignity of a baronet. His life was 
unexpectedly cut short, in the ensuing September, 
when he died, after an illness of two days, at his seat /, 
of Barskimming; “leaving," says his biographer, Mr. 
David (afterwards Baron) Hume, “no good man his 
enemy, and attended with that sincere and extensive 
regret which only those can hope for who have 
occupied the like important stations, and acquitted 
themselves as well."

6Çatrine, the seat of Professor Dugald Stewart.
—R. B.----Dr. Matthew Stewart, the mathematician
and professor in Edinburgh University, and his son 
Dugald Stewart, the metaphysician and professor in 
the same university, are here meant. Bums became 
acquainted with Professor Dugald Stewart in the 
latter part of 1786 after the publication of the Kil
marnock edition of his poems, and was a visitor at 
the mansion of Catrine, which was three or four miles 
from Mossgiel. See vol. 1. p. 156.
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Brydone’s brave ward1 I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia’s smiling eye;
Who call’d on Fame, low standing by, 

To hand him on, 
Where many a patriot name on high, 

And hero shone.

DUAN SECOND.

With musing-deep, astonish’d stare,
I view’d the heavenly-seeming fair;
A whispering throb did witness bear, 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister’s air

She did me greet.

“ All hail ! my own inspirèd bard !
In me thy native muse regard !
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard,

Thus poorly low ! 
I come to give thee such reward

As we bestow.

“ Know, the great genius of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band,
Who, all beneath his high command, 

Harmoniously,
As arts or arms they understand,

Their labours ply.

“They Scotia’s race among them share; 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ;
Some rouse the patriot up to bare

Corruption’s heart ;
Some teach the bard, a darling care,

The tuneful art.

“ ’Mong swelling floods of reeking gore, 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour;
Or, ’mid the venal senate’s roar,

They, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot-lore,

And grace the land.

“ And when the bard, or hoary sage,
Charm or instruct the future age,

1 Colonel Fullarton.—R. B.-----This gentleman had I a native of Berwickshire, author of A Tour through
travelled, having as his preceptor Patrick Brydone, | Sicily and Malta.
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They bind the wild poetic rage 
In energy,

Or point the inconclusive page
Full on the eye.

“ Hence Fullarton, the brave and young ; 
Hence Dempster’s1 zeal-inspirèd- tongue; 
Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sung

His ‘ Minstrel lays ; ’ 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung,

The sceptic’s bays.

“ To lower orders are assign’d 
The humbler ranks of human-kind,
The rustic bard, the lab’ring hind,

The artisan;
All choose, as various they’re inclin’d,

The various man.

“ When yellow waves the heavy grain,
The threat’ning storm some strongly rein; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain

With tillage-skill ;
And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

Blythe o’er the hill.

“ Some hint the lover’s harmless wile ;
Some grace the maiden’s artless smile; 
Some soothe the lab’rer’s weary toil,

For humble gains.
And make his cottage-scenes beguile

His cares and pains.

“ Some, bounded to a district-space,
Explore at large man’s infant race,
To mark the embryotic trace

Of rustic bard ;
And careful note each op’ning grace,

A guide and guard.

“Of these am I—Coila my name;
And this district as mine I claim,
Where once the Campbells,3 chiefs of fame, 

Held ruling pow’r :
I mark’d thy embryo tuneful flame,

Thy natal hour.

i George Dempster, of Dunnichen In Forfarshire, 
highly popular for his patriotic services to Ills country 
both as member of parliament and as landed proprietor 
and agriculturist.

1 “ Truth-prevailing " in the Kilmarnock edition. 
’The Loudon branch of the Campbells, to whom 

Mossgiel and much of the land in the neighbourhood 
then belonged.
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“ With future hope, I oft would gaze, 
Fond, on thy little early ways,
Thy rudely caroll’d chiming phrase,

In uncouth rhymes, 
Fir’d at the simple, artless lays

Of other times.

POEMS AND SONGS.

“ I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ;
Or when the north his fleecy store

Drove thro’ the sky,
I saw grim nature’s visage hoar

Struck thy young eye.

“ Or, when the deep green-mantl’d earth 
Warm cherish’d ev’ry flow’ret’s birth,
And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev’ry grove,
I saw thee eye the gen’ral mirth

With boundless love.

“ When ripen’d fields, and azure skies,
Call’d forth the reaper’s rustling noise,
I saw thee leave their evening joys,

And lonely stalk 
To vent thy bosom’s swelling rise

In pensive walk.

“ When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong, 
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along,
Those accents, grateful to thy tongue,

Th’ adored Name,
I taught thee how to pour in song,

To soothe thy flame.

“ I saw thy pulse s maddening 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.1

“ I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
The loves, the ways of simple swains,

“Of strains like the above, solemn anil sublime 
with that rapt and Inspired melancholy in which the 
poet lifta his eye ‘above this visible diurnal sphere,' 
the poems entitled ‘Despondency,’ ‘The Lament,' 
'Winter, a Dirge,' and the invocation ‘To Ruin, 

VOL. II.

afford no less striking examples."—Henrt Mac
kenzie.——It has been pointed out by more than one 
critic that light that led astray could hardly be 
light from heaven.
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Till now, o’er all my wide domains
Thy fame extends.

And some, the pride of Coila’s plains,
Become thy friends.

“ Thou canst not learn, nor can I show 
To paint with Thomson’s landscape-glow; 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe,

With Shenstone’s art ; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow

Warm on the heart.

“ Yet, all beneath tli’ unrivall’d rose,
The lowly daisy sweetly blows ;
Tho' large the forest’s monarch throws 

His arm)' shade,
Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows 

Adown the glade.

“ Then never murmur nor repine;
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine;
And trust me, not Potosi’s mine,

Nor king’s regard,
Can give a bliss o’ermatchiug thine,

A rustic bard.

“ To give my counsels all in one,
Thy tuneful flame still careful fan; 
Preserve the dignity of man,

With soul erect ;
And trust the Universal Plan

Will all protect.

“And wear thou this”—she solemn said, 
And bound the holly round my head ;
The polish’d leaves, and berries red,

Did rustling play;
A yd, like a passing thought, she fled 

I In light away.

i

SONG-HERE’S HIS HEALTH IN WATER.’
Tune—“ The Job of Journey-work."

Altho’ my back be at the wa’,
And though he be the fautor; wrong-doer

1 There is an old song, the burden of which is, 
“ Here's his health in water." Stenhouse says the 
song was thrown off by Burns in jocular allusion to

his own and Jean Armour's awkward predicament 
before their marriage. We put it here accordingly, 
though ite date is doubtful.
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Altho’ my back be at the wa’,
Yet here’s his health in water!

O ! wae gae by his wanton sides, 
Sae brawlie he could flatter; 

Till for his sake I’m slighted sair, 
And dree the kintra clatter.

But tho’ my back be at the wa’, 
And tho’ he be the fautor,

But tho’ my back be at the wa’, 
Yet here’s his health in water!

119

woe go

Buffer country gossip

wrong-doèr

ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID, OR THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS.1

My son, these maxims make a rule.
And lump them aye thegither;

The Rigid Righteous is a fool,
The Rigid Wise anither:

The cleanest com that e'er was dight 
May hae some pyles o' caff In ;

So ne'er a fellow-creature slight 
For random fits o’ daffin'.—Solomon.—Eccles. vii. 16.

O ye wha are sae guid yoursel’,
Sae pious and sae holy,

Ye’ve nought to do but mark and tell 
Your neebour’s fauts and folly!

Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill, 
Supplied wi’ store o’ water,

The heapèt happer’s ebbing still,
And still the clap plays clatter.

Hear me, ye venerable core,
As counsel for poor mortals,

That frequent pass douce Wisdom’s door, 
For glaikit Folly’s portals;

I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 
Would here propone defences,

Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 
Their failings and mischances.

Ye see your state wi’ theirs compar’d, 
And shudder at the niffer,

always together

winnowed 
pieces of chaff

frolicsomeness

well-going

thoughtless

exchange

i This poem appeared In the Edinburgh edition of 
1787, whence it may be concluded that It was written 
after the publication of Uie Kilmarnock edition In 
July, 1786. It springs s<( directly from the heart, 
embodies so much dear-bbttght experience, and en
forces charitable construction of the conduct of others 
with such calmness and good sense,—the outcome of

a full consciousness on the part of the poet of his 
own weaknesses and shortcomings,—that had it been 
written before that date it would most probably 
have been given to the world then. But the thoughts 
here embodied were familiar to him, and the germ of 
the poem may be found in his Common-place Book, 
under date March, 1784. \
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But cast a moment’s fair regard,
What maks the mighty differ? 

f Discount what scant occasion gave 
That purity ye pride in,

And (what’s aft nxair than a’ the lave) 
Your better art o’ hiding.

Think, when your castigatM^pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop.
What nigings must his veins convulse, 

That still eternal gallop :
Wi’ wind and tide fair i’ your tail, 

Right on ye scud your sea-way;
But in the teeth o’ baith to sail,

It maks an unco lee-way.

[l78«.

différencié

often more rest

/
See Social Life and Glee sit down,

All joyous and unthinking,
Till, quite transmugrified, they’re grown 

Debauchery and Drinking :
O, would they stay to calculate 

Th’ eternal consequences ;
Or your more dreaded hell to state, 

D-mnation of expenses !

nietnmorptMwd

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 
Tied up in godly laces,

Before ye gie poor Frailty names, 
Suppose a change o’ cases ;

A dear lov’d lad, convenience snug, 
A treacherous inclination—

But, let me whisper i’ your lug, 
Ye’re aiblins nae temptation.

i gently scan your brother man, 
Still gentler sister woman; 
b’ they may gang a keunin’1 wrang, 

T® step aside is human:
C ‘(point must still be greatly dark, 

Amoving Why they do it :
*t as lamely can ye mark,

How far |>erha|)s they rue it.

Who made the heart, ’tis He alone 
Decidedly can try us,

He knows each chord—its various tone 
Each spring—its various bias :

little

1 laterally, as much as enables one to ten or know.



Age 27.] POEMS AND SONUS. 121

Then at the balance let’s be mute,
We never can adjust it;

What’s done we partly may compute, 
But know not what’s resisted.1

TUE INVENTORY.

IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY TUE SURVEYOR OF TAJ

Sir, as your mandate did request,
I send you here a faithfu’ list •
O’ gudes an’ gear, an’ a’ my graitli, goods 
To which I’m clear to gie my aith.

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle,
I hae four brutes o’ gallant mettle,
As ever drew afore a pettle.
My lan’-afore’s3 a guid auld has-been,
An’ wight an’ wilfu’ a’ his days been;
My lan’-aliiu’s4 a weel-gaun lillijff'
That aft has borne me safe frae Killie,5 

An’ your auld burç*h mouy a time,
In days when riding was nae crime:—
But auce, when in my wooing pride,
I, like a blockhead, boost to ride,
The wilfu’ creature sae I pat to,
(L—d, pardon a’ my sins, and that too !)
I play’d my fillie sic a sliavie,
She’s a’ bedevil’d with the spavie.
My fur-aliiu’s® a wordy beast,
As e’er in tug or tow was trac’d.
The fourth’s a Highland Donald hastie,
A d-mn’d red-wud, Kilburnie7 blastie ! 
Forbye a cowt, o’ cowts the wale,
As ever ran afore a tail;

plough-staff

well-goiug

behoved
put

such a trick 
Bjtavin 
worthy 
hide or rope

stark mad
besides colt pick

1 “ The momentous truth of this passage could not 
possibly have J>een conveyed with such pathetic force 
by any poet that ever lived, speaking in his own 
voice ; unless i| were felt that  ̂like Bums, he was a 
man who preaclîet’Mcomtiié text ofTiis own errors ; 
and whose wisdom, beautiful as a flu jvr that might 
have risen from seed sown from aboi/, was in fact a 
scion from the root of personal suff Aing. Wori>s-

Xight " was inscribed, had sent to Bums the usual 
schedule to lie filled up, on receipt of which the poet 
sent his friend this poetical “ Inventory," which is 
valuable for tifc infonnation it gives us about the 
habits and surroundings of the poet at Mossgiel.

*The fore-horse on the left hand in the plough. 
See note to the “Auld Farmer’s New-Year Morning 
Salutat^m,” p. 88.

WORTH. 4 The hindmost horse on the left hand.
2 In 1785, in order to liquidate ten millions of un

funded debt, Mr. Pitt passed a new tax act, among the 
taxed articles specified in it being male and female 
servants, riding and carriage horses (ten shillings 
each), stage-coaches, <tc. As tax-surveyor for the 
district, Mr. Aiken, to whom the “ Cotter's Saturday

1 Kilbimie, in the district of Cunningham, is noted 
for its horse fairs, considered the largest in the west 
of Scotland, at one of which the poet had bought 
“Highland Donald.”

4 Kilmarnock.
6 The hindmost horse on the right hand.
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Gin he be spar’d to be a beast,
He’ll draw me fifteen pun’ at least.—

i
Wheel carnages I hae but few,
Three carts, an’ twa are fec^y new;
Ae auld wheel-barrow, mair for token 
Ae leg an’ baith the trams are broken;
I made a poker o’ the spin’le,
An’ my auld mither brunt the trin’le.—

For men, I’ve three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for rantin’ an’ for noise;
A gaudsman1 ane, a thrasher t’other, 
Wee Davock2 bauds the nowt in fother. 
I rule them, as I ought, discreetly,
And aften labour them completely: , 
An’ aye on Sundays duly, nightly .
I on the Questions3 targe them tightly; 
Till, faith, wee Davock’s turn’d sae gleg, 
Tho’ scarcely langer than your leg,
He’ll sctoed you aff Effectual Calling,4 
As fast as ony in the d walling.—

if

mostly

wheel

regular devils frolic 
goadsman
holds | cattle fodder

examine them rigidly 
sharp «

rattle off

I’ve nane in female servan’ station,
(L—d, keep me aye frae a’ temptation!) 
I hae nae wife, and that my bliss is,
An’ ye have laid nae tax on misses;
An’ then, if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the deevils dare na touch me.
Wi’ weans I’m mair than weel contented,
Heav’n sent me ane mair than I wanted,
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess,6 plump
She stares the daddy in her face,
Enough of ought ye like but grace;
But her, my bonie sweet wee lady,
I’ve paid enough for her1 already,
An’ gin ye tax her or her mither, *’ if
B’ the L—d ! ye’se get them a’ thegither ! ye «hail .

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken,
Nae kind of license out I’m takin’ :
Thro’ dirt and dub for life I’ll paidle, puddle trudge
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle;

tricts, used to be severely exercised on the Sunday 
evenings.

4 A prominent question ahd answer in the Shorter 
Catechism, considered rather difficult to get by heart.

6 An illegitimate child of the poet's, by a servant 
girl of his mother's, Elizabeth Paton. See note to 
poem commencing, “Thou’e welcome, wean," &c., 
vol. i. p. 221.

i Gaudsman, from gaud = goad, the boy that drives 
the plough team ; so called because when oxen used 
to be yoked to the plough, the driver carried a goad 
or prick. As explained elsewhere, the plough in 
Burns’s day was drawn by four horses.

8 A pet diminutive form of David.
8 The Shorter Catechism of the Westminster divines, 

on which Scottish youth, especially in the rural dis-
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My travel a’ on foot I’ll shank it,
I’ve sturdy bearers, Gude be thankit. 
The kirk an’ you may tak you that, 
It puts but little in your pat ;
So dinna put me in your buke,
Nor for my ten white shillings luke.

tramp

ilt) not

This list wi my am hand I wrote it,
Day an’ date as under notit ;
Then know all ye whom it concerns,
Subscript/' hide Robert Burns.

MoSSGIKL, Feb. 22,1786

TO JOHN KENNEPY,
DUMFRIES HOUSE.'

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse
E’er bring you in by Mauchline corse,
(Lord, man, there’s lassies there wad force

market-cross

A hermit’s fancy;
All’ down the gate in faith they’re worse, road

An’ mail' unchancy.) more dangerous

But, as I’m sayiu’, please step to Dow’s,2

And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews, such stuff
Till some bit callau bring the news hul

That ye are there;
An’ if we dinna hae a bouse, do not have

I’se ne’er drink mair. I shall

It’s no I like to sit an’ swallow,
Then like a swine to puke and wallow; 
But gie me just a true good fellow

Wi’ right ingiue, 
An’ spunkie ance to mak’ us mellow,

originality 
whisky ^

Now if ye’re ane o’ warl’a folk,
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak,
And sklent on poverty their joke,

Wi’ bitter sneer, 
Wi’ you nae friendship I will troke,

Nor cheap nor dear

world s

UXch.TIILIli

•The alnwe lines follow a short note written to 
Mr. Kennedy (factor or sub-factor to the Earl of 
Dumfries, Dumfries House, Ayrshire), in reply to a 
request to be favoured with a perusal of the “Cotter’s

Saturday Night." See the note in its place in the 
General Correspondence 

8 John Dove, landlord of the Wliitefoord Arms Inn, 
Mauchline, a favourite haunt of the poet’s. See p. 110.
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But if, as I’m informed weel,
Ye hate as ill’s the vera deil 
The flinty heart that canna feel—

Come, sir, here’s to you!
Hae, there’s my haun, I wiss you weel, Z hand

Au’ gude'be wi’ you.

MossoiKL, 3d March, 1786.
Robert Burn ess.

[1786.

TO A LOUSE.

ON SEEING,ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET AT CHURCH.

Ha! whare ye gaun, ye crowliu’ ferlie? where are you going cmwl- 
Your impudence protects you sairly : greatly [log wonder
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, etrut

Owre gauze and lace;
Tho’, faith, I fear ye dine but sparely

On sic a plaee. each

Ye ugly, creepin’, blastit wonner,
Detested, shuun’d by saunt and sinner,

wonder

How dare ye set your tit upon her,
Sae fine a lady !

foot

Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner
On some puir body.

S°

8 with ! in some beggar’s hatiet squattle; off! aide-locks hide
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi’ ither kindred, jumpin’ cattle,

In shoals and nations;

scramble

Whare horn nor bane ne’er daur unsettle
Your thick plantations.

small-toothed comb

Now baud ye there, ye’re out o’ sight, hold
Below the fatt’rils, snug an’ tight;
Na, faith ye yet! ye’ll no be right

Till ye’ve got on it,
The vera tapmost, tow’ring height

O’ Miss’s bonnet !

riblton-ends

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out, bold
As plump and gray as ony grozet ; gooseberry
0 for some rank, mercurial rozet, rosin

Or fell, red smeddum, powder
I’d gie you sic a hearty doze o’t, such ,

Wad dress your droddum ! breech
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I wad na been surpris d to spy 
You on au auld wife’s flannen toy;1 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy,

Ou’s wyliecoat; 
But Miss’s fine Lunardi !2 fie,

How dare ye do’t !

would not 
cap
perhaps ragged 
flannel vest

O Jenny, dinna toss your head,
An’ set your beauties a’ abread !
Ye little ken what cursèd speed

The blastie’s niakiu’! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin’ !

abroad

blasted creature

O wad some Pow’r the giftie gie us 
To see ourse Is as others see us !
It wad frae monie a blunder free us 

And foolisli notion:
What airs in dress an’ gait wad lea’e us, 

And ev’n devotion !3

would from

TO MR. M'ADAM,
OF CRAIGKN-GILLAN,

IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIGING LETTER UK SENT IN THE COMMENCEMENT OF MY POETIC CAREER.»

Sir, o’er a gill I gat your card,
I trow it made me proud;

“ See wha taks notice o’ the bard ! ”
I lap and cried fu’ loud.

Now deil-ma-care about their jaw,
The senseless, gawky million ;

I’ll cock my nose aboon them a’, .
I’m roos’d by Craigen-GiE/

’Twas noble, sir; ’twas like yoursel’,
To grant your high protection :

A great man’s smile ye ken fu’ well,
Is aye a blest infection.

praised

1A very old fashion of female head-dress.—Burks'8 
Glossary.

3 In 1786 Vincent Lunardi, the celebrated aeronaut, 
visited Scotland, and made several ascents in his 
balloon. In compliment to him the Scottish ladies 
wore what they called “ Lunardi bonnets," to whiclr 
Bums alludes in the above verse. They were made 
of gauze, or thin muslin, extended on wire, the upper 
part representing the balloon, and were for some 
time universally fashionable.

* With regard to this closing verse Motherwell has 
written “ If poetical merit were to be determined 
by frequency of quotation, it would stand very high 
in the scale."

4 Bums copied the above epistle into the Glenriddell 
collection, where he added the note that it was com
posed extempore in Nanse Tinnock’s, Mauchline.-----
Craigen-Gillan is a large estate in Garrick, the southern 
district of Ayrshire. In what way Mr. M'Adam had
noticed the met we do not know.
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Tho’, by his banes wha in a tub 
Match’d Macedonian Sandy !1 

On my ain l%m thro’ dirt an’ dub, 
I independent stand aye.—

And when those legs to guid, warm kail,
Wi’ welcoÿp canna bear me;

A lee dyke-Slde, a nybow-tail, the shelter of » fenoe young onion
And barley-scone shall cheer me. barley-enko

Heaven spare you lang to kiss the breath 
O’ mony flow’ry simmers !

And bless your bonnie lasses baith,
Pm tald they’re loosome kimmers !

both
winsome girls

And God bless young Dunaskin’s2 laird, 
The blossom of our gentry !

I may he wear an auld man’s beard, 
credit to his country.

INSCRIBED ON A WORK OF HANNAH MORE’S,

PRESENTED TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY.»

Thou flatt’ring mark of friendship kind, 
Still may thy pages call to mind

The dear, the beauteous donor; 
Tho’ sweetly female ev’ry. part,
Yet such a head, and more—the heart 

Does both the sexes honour:
She show’d her taste refined and just 

When she selected thee;
Yet deviating, own I must,

For sae approving me;
But kind still, I’ll mind still 

The giver in the gift;
I’ll bless her, an’ wiss her 

A Friend aboon the lift.

remember

above sky

/ 1 Diogenes of Sinope, the celebrated Cynic phi
losopher. The poet refera to hia memorable interview 
with Alexander the Great (for which probably there 
ia no historical basis). That monarch is said to have 
visited Diogenes at Corinth, and found him basking 
in the sun. Surprised at finding him apparently in 
such extreme poverty, Alexander, addressing him 
kindly, asked if he could do him any favour. “Yes,” 
replied the philosopher, “stand a little out of my

sunshine!"—“If I were not Alexander," remarked 
the conqueror as he turned slowly away, “I would 
wish to be Diogenes I "

*A place in Ayrshire, apparently belonging to Mr. 
M'Adam.

* Who this lady was has never been discovered. She 
was a certain Mrs. C., a friend of Robert Aiken’s, in 
a letter to whom, dated 3d April, 1786, the poet 
transcribes the above lines. I:

I
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THE HOLY FAIR.

There is some uncertainty about the date when this poem was written ; some editors assign it to 
the year 1785. We assign it to the early part of 1786 on the following grounds On the 17th Feb. 
1786, Burns wrote to his friend Richmond, in Edinburgh, to send him a copy of Fergusson’s poems. 
A poem in that volume, “ Leith Races,” seems to have served Burns as a model, or suggestion, for 
his satire. The Edinburgh bard is accompanied to the gathering by a personage of the fair sex 
named Mirth, who meets him and introduces herself on a July morning quite in the same way as 
his Ayrshire brother is met and accompanied to the Holy Fair by Fun, and the measure of the 
present poem is the same as that of “ Leith Races." The poem itself appeared In the Kilmarnock 
edition, published in July, 1786.

A robe of seeming truth and trust 
Hid crafty observation;

And secret hung, with poison'd crust,
The dirk of Defamation:

A mask that like the gorget show'd,
Dye-varying, on the pigeon ;

And for a mantle large and broad,
He wrapt him in Religion.—Hypocrisy a-la-modk.

Upon a simmer Sunday morn,
When Nature’s face is fair,

I walked forth to view the corn,
An’ snuff the caller air.

The rising sun owre Galston muirs,
Wi’ glorious light was glintin’;

The hares were liirplin’ down the furs, 
The lav’rocks they were chantin’

Fu’ sweet that day.

As lightsomely I glowr’d abroad,
To see a scene sae gay,

Three hizzies, early at the road,
Cam’ skelpin’ up the way;

Twa had mauteeles o’ dolefu’ black,
But ane wi’ lyart lining ;

The third, that gaed a wee a-back,
Was in the fashion shining

Fu’ gay that day.

fresh and cool 

glauciug
limping furrows

young women 
tripping 
mantles 
gray

walked a little behind

The twa appear’d like sisters twin,
In feature, form, an’ claes;

Their visage, wither’d, lang, an’ thin, 
An’ sour as ony slaes:

The third cam’ up, hap-step-an’-luwp, 
As light as ony lambie,

An’ wi’ a curchie low did stoop,
As soon as e’er she saw me,

Fu’ kind that day.

-jump

Wi’ bonnet aff, quoth I, “ Sweet lass, 
I think ye seem to ken me;

I’m sure I’ve seen that bon nie face, 
But yet I canna name ye.”

know
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Quo’ she, an’ laughin’ as she spak,
An’ taks me by the hauus, hands

“ Ye, for my sake, hae gien the feck have given the larger portion
Of a’ the ten commauns

A screed some day.
com mandments

“ My name is Fun—your cronie dear, ,
The nearest friend ye hae;

An’ this is Superstition here,
An’ that’s Hypocrisy.

I’m gaun to Mauchliue Holy Fair,1
To spend an hour in daffin’:

Gin ye’ll go there, yon runkl’d pair,
We will get famous laughin’

At them this day.”

going
merriment
if wrinkled

Quoth I, “ With a’ my heart, I’ll do’t:
I’ll get my Sunday’s sark on,

' Am’ meet you on the holy spot;
Faith, we’se hae fine remarkin’ ! ”

• Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time,
An’ soon I made me ready;

For roads were clad, frae side to side,
Wi’ monie a wearie body,

In droves that day.

shirt

we shall have ^ 
breakfast

from
/

Here, farmers gash, in ridin’ graith,
Gaed lioddin’ by their cotters;

There, swaukies young, in braw braid-claith, 
Are springin’ owre the gutters.

The lasses, skelpiu’ baretit, tlirang,
In silks an’ scarlets glitter;

Wi’ sweet-milk cheese, in monie a whang,
An’ farls, bak’d wi’ butter,

X Fu’ crump that day.

sagacious attire
went jogging
strapping fellows

tripping !>arefootod

large slice
cakes

When by the plate we set our nose,
Weel beap&d up wi’ ha’pence,

A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws,
An’ we maun draw our tippence.

Then in we go to see the show,
On ev’ry side they’re gath’rin’,

Some carrying dails, some chairs an’ stools,
An’ some are busy bleth’rin’

Eight loud that day.

deal boards
chattering

Here stands a shed to fend the showers,4
An’ screen our couutra gentry,

keep off

1 Holy Fair la a common phrase in the West of I i The whole of the proceedings described take place 
Scotland for a sacramental occasion.—B. B. | out of doors, as explained below ; hence the need for

' )
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/

There, racer Jess’ an’ twa-three wh-res,
Are blinkin’ at the entry.

Here sits a raw of tittlin’ jauds, row whispering jades
Wi’ heaving breast an’ bare neck,

An’ there a batch o’ wabster lads, weaver ,
Blackguardin’ frae Kilmarnock, from

For fun this day.

' Here, some are thinkin’ on their sins,
An’ some upo’ their claes; clothes

Ane curses feet that fyl’d his shins, soiled
Anither sighs an’ prays:

On this hand sits a chosen swatch, sample
Wi’ screw’d-up grace-proud faces;

On that, a set o’ chaps at watch,
Thraug winkin’ on the lasses busy

, To chairs that day.

O happy is that man, an’ blest!
Nae wonder that it pride him !

Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best, whose own
Comes clinkin’ down beside him ! plumping

Wi’ arm repos’d on the chair back,
He sweetly does compose him;

Which, by degrees, slips round her neck,
All’s loot upon her bosom, palm

Unkenn’d that day. unnoticed

Now a’ the congregation o’er,
Is silent expectation;

For Moodie2 speels the holy door,
Wi’ tidings o’ damnation.3 

Should Hornie, as in ancient days, 
’Mang sons o’ God present him,

The vera sight o’ Hoodie’s face,
To’s ain het hame had sent him

Wi’ fright that day.

climbs up to

the devil

own hot home

the shed, and for the boards, chairs, and stools to sit 
on. The “plate” for the alms of the congregation 
would probably stand at the entrance of the church
yard with Black Bonnet (a familiar title for one 
holding the office of elder) in charge.

1 Racer Jess had the honour of being related by 
immediate descent to the Poosie Nansie of the “Jolly 
Beggars.” She was, in short, her daughter, and re
ceived her nickname from her pedestrian powers, 
having sometimes ran long races for wagers. She 
died at Mauchline in 1813.

* Moodie, minister of Ricearton, who figures also 
in the “Twa Herds" and the “Kirk's Alarm.” See 
vol. i. p 231.

* ‘ ‘ When the second edition of his poems was passing 
through the press Burns was favoured with many 
critical suggestions and amendments, 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 this line, 
which originally stood, ‘wi* tidings o* salvation.’ 
Nay, said the doctor, read ‘damnation.’ Burns im
proved the wit of the verse, undoubtedly, by adopt
ing the emendation; but he gave another strange 
specimen of want of tact, when he insisted that Dr. 
Blair, one of the most scrupulous observers of clerical 
propriety, should permit him to acknowledge the 
obligation in a note.”—J. O. Lockhart.
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Hear how he clears the points o’ faith,
Wi’ rattlin’ an’ wi’ thumpin’ !

Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath,
He’s stampin’ an’ lie’s jumpin’ !

His lengthen’d chin, his turn’d-up snout,
His eldritch squeel and gestures, unearthly

Oh how they fire the heart devout,
Like cantharidian plasters,

On sic a day ! such

But, hark ! the tent1 has chang’d its voice;
There’s peace an’ rest nae langer; no longer

For a’ the real judges rise,
They canna sit for anger.

Smith2 opens out his cauld harangues, cold
On practice and on morals,

An’ aff the godly pour in tlirangs, throngs
To gie the jars an’ barrels

A lift that day.

What signifies his barren shine 
Of moral powers and reason?

His English style, an’ gesture fine,
Are a’ clean out o’ season.

Like Socrates or Antonine,
Or some auld pagan heathen,

The moral man he does define,
But ne’er a word o’ faith in

That’s right that day.

In guid time comes an antidote
Against sic poison’d nostrum; such

For Peebles,3 frae the Water-fit, . river-mouth
Ascends the holy^rostrum:

See, up he’s got the word o’ God,
An’ meek an’ mim has view’d it', primly

• What the “ tent " here means requires to be ex
plained. Dr. Jamieson in his Scottith Dictionary de
fines It as “ a square pulpit of wood, erected In the 
fields (In this case it would no doubt be in the 
churchyard], and supported by four posts, which rest 
on the ground, rising three or four feet from it, with 
a trap leading up to the door (‘the holy door’1 and 
a projection in front, which is meant to protect the 
speaker from the sun and rain, as well as to serve as 
a sounding-board." “ Tent-preaching," be adds, “has 
been long In use in Scotland, occasionally, at least, 
from the year 1630. ... It became customary in 
consequence of the multitudes who assembled from 
different, and often remote, places to attend the dis
pensation of the supper, all of whom it was impossible 
to accommodate within doors. . . . The practice is 
now, Indeed, almost entirely disused about cities and 
towns [he is writing about the year 1825] ; but it is

still retained in many country parishes on the Lord's 
day at least, where no church would suffice to accom
modate all who attend divine service." It will l>e 
observed that Bums does not touch upon the actual 
dis)iensation of the sacrament, which would no doubt 
take place in the church itself, the people going In in 
successive batches.

1 Oeorge Smith, minister of Oalston, who figures In 
the "Kirk's Alarm," by the nameof tyvlne-slde. Bums, 
it is said, here meant to be complimentary to Smith 
as a preacher of good sense, but Smith, it seems, re
sented the compliment, and hence he is spoken of In 
a different style in the “ Kirk’s Alarm.”—The “ real 
judges " did not approve of Smith’s style of preaching, 
and rose and went off for the purpose of refreshing 
themselves with the contents of the jars and barrels.

* Peebles, minister of Newton-upon-Ayr, noticed in 
the “Twa Herds.” See note, vol. I. p. 232.
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While Common-Sense1 has ta’en the road,
An’ aff, an’ up the Cowgate,2

Fast, fast, that day. I
Wee Miller,3 niest, the guard relieves, next

An’ orthodoxy raibles, rattles nonsensically
Tho’ in his heart he weel believes,

An’ thinks it auld wives’ fables : r
But, faith ! the birkie wants a manse, young fellow

« So, cannily he hums them;
Altlio’ his carnal wit an’ sense

Like liatHins-ways o’ercomes him half-way
At times that day. • I

Now butt an’ ben, the change-house fills, in kitchen and parlour inn I 1Wi’ yill-caup commentators; ale-bowl
Here’s crying out for bakes and gills, biscuits

An’ there the pint stowp clatters;
While thick an’ thrang, an’ loud an’ lang, busy

Wi’ logic an’ wi’ scripture,
They raise a din, that in the end, *

Is like to breed a rapture
O’ wrath that day.1

Leeze me on drink !8 it gies us mair drink’s the thing I
Than either school or college:

It kindles wit, it waukens lair, wakens learning
It paugÿ us fu’ o’ knowledge. crams

Be’t whisky gill, or penny wheep, small beer
Or ony stronger potion,

It never fails, on drinking deep,
To kittle up our notion to sharpen our perceptions

By night or day.

The lads an’ lasses, blythely bent
To mind baith saul an’ body, both sbuj

1 Rome commentators suppose that there is here a crowd each side of a long table, and the elements
local allusion to Dr. Mackenzie, then of Mauchline, who are rudely slioven from one to another, and in some
had conducted a controversy under the pseudonym of places, before the day is at an end, fights and other
Common Sense. But the poet seems rather to intend indecencies ensue. It is often made a season of de

J a personification of the class of doctrines then known bauchery."—Pennant's Tour in Scotland, 1769. ' i
by this title, also called the New Light doctrines. Sec We quote this passage to show that, in depicting
notes to the “ Ordination," p. 102. the celebration of the sacrament of the Lord’s Sup

* A street so called, which faces the tent in Mauch- per, accompanied by such scenes as are described in
line.-R. B. the “ Holy Fair," Burns did not so far overstrain pro

8 The Rev. Mr. Miller, afterwards minister of Kil- bability, as the modem reader is apt to believe. His
maurs. «• satiric exposure, on the other hand, had, doubtless, "

4“The devotion of the common people on the usual much effect in putting a stop to the abuses connected
days of worship is as much to be commended as their with these occasions.
conduct at the sacrament is to be censured. It is 8 Leeze me on, a phrase of congratulatory endear
celebrated but once in a year, when there are in some ment.—R. B.-----“ Leeze me on drink," I am happy
places three thousand communicants, and as many in drink ; pleased am I with drink ; or proud I am of
idle spectators. Of the first, as many as possible drink. 1

• 'II
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Sit round the table, weel content,
An’ steer about the toddy. • • stir

On this ane’s dress, an’ that ane’s leuk, look
They’re making observations ;

While some are cozie i’ the neuk, snug corner
An’ formin’ assignations

To meet some day.

But now the L—d’s ain trumpet touts, own
Till a’ the hills are rairin’, roaring

An’ echoes back return the shouts: /
Black Russell1 is na sparin’:

His piercing words, like Highlan’ swords,
Divide the joints an’ marrow;

His talk o’ hell, whare devils dwell,
Our vera sauls does harrow2 very soul»

Wi’ fright that day.

A vast, unbottom’d, boundless pit,
Fill’d fu’ o’ lowin’ brunstane, burning brimstone

Whase ragin’ flame, an’ scorchin’ heat,
Wad melt the hardest whun-stane! whinstone

The half asleep start up wi’ f*ir,
An’ think they hear it roarin’, ^

When presently it does appear,
Twas but some neebor snorin’ neighbour

Asleep that day.

’Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 
Howlnonie stories past,

An’ how-they crowded to the yill ale
When they were a’ dismist ;

How drink gaed round, in cogs an’ caupa, small tubs and wooden bowls 
Amang the furms an’ benches; form»

i The Rev. John Russell, of Kilmarnock, afterwards 
of Stirling. He was at one time a schoolmaster in 
Cromarty, and Hugh Miller thus speaks of him : “ Some 
traits of Russell have been preserved. Bums seems 
to have seized with the felicity of genius the distinc
tive features of his character. Ua was a large, robust, 
dark-coipplexioned man, imperturbably grave, tierce 
of temper, and had a stem expression of countenance. 
, , . He became popular as a preacher: his manner 
was strong and energetic : the severity of his temper 
was a sort of genius to him, while he described, as he 
loved to do, the tortures of the wicked in a future 
state. ... A native of Cromarty, who happened at 
that time to be in the west of Scotland, walked to 
Mauchline to hear his old schoolmaster preach;— 
this was about 1792. There was an excellent sermon 
to be heard from the tent, and excellent drink to be 
had from a neighbouring ale house, and between the 
two, the people seemed much divided. A young

clergyman was preaching, and Russell was nigh him. 
At every fresh movement of the people, or ungodly 
burst of sound from the ale-house, the latter would 
raise himself on tip-toe—look sternly towards the 
change-house, and then at his younger brother in the 
pulpit: at last his own turn to preach arrived—he 
sprang into the tent—closed his Bible—and without 
ysalm or prayer or other preliminary matter, burst 
/nit at once In a passionate and eloquent address upon 
the folly and sin which a portion of the people were 
committing. The sound in the ale-house ceased—the 
inmates came out and listened to the denunciation, 
which some of them remembered with a shudder In 
after-life. He lived to a great age, and was always a 
dauntless and Intrepid old man."

2 Shakespeare's Hamlet.—R. B.
The poet perhaps had in mind the lines—

Looks it not like the King? mark it, Horatio.
-------Most like : it harrows me with fear and wonder.
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An’ cheese an’ bread, frae women’s laps, 
Was dealt about in lunches,

An’ dawds that day

133

large pieces

In comes a gaucie gash guidwife, jolly sagacious matron
An’ sits down by the tire,

Syne draws her kebbuck an’ her knife; then cheese
The lasses they are shyer.

The auld guidmen about the grace, elderly married men
Frae side to side they bother,

Till some ane by his bonnet lays,
An’ gies them’t like a tether,

Fu’ lang that day.1

Waesucks! for him that gets nae lass. alasi
Or lasses that hae naething !

Sma’ need has he to say a grace,
Or melvie his braw claithing ! soil with meal

O wives ! be mindfu’, ance you reel’ ^
How bonnie lads ye wanted,

An’ dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, “ ainder piece of a cheese
Let lasses be affronted

On sic a day. such

Now Clinkumbell, wi’ rattlin’ tow,
Begins to jow an’ croon;

. Some swagger l.iame the best they dow, 
Some wait the afternoon.

At slaps the billies halt a blink, ga]»
Till lasses strip their shoon:2 

Wi’ faith an’ hope, an’ love an’ drink, 
They’re a’ in famous tune,

For crack that day.

the bell-ringer rope

young fellows moment

1

How monie hearts this day converts 
O’ sinners and o’ lasses !

Their hearts o’ stane, gin night, are gane 
As saft as ony flesh is.

There’s some are fu’ o’ love divine;
There’s some are fu’ o’ brandy;

An’ monie jobs that day begin, 
ay end in houghmagandie

Some ither day.3

by night

'“The farcical scene the ftoet here describes was 
often a favourite field for/is observation, and the 
most of thé incidents he mentions had actually passed 
before his eyes.*'—Gilbert Burns.

1 Formerly, perhaps in some places even yet, it was 
commonfor the “lasses " to walk barefooted(“ skelpin' 
bareflt") most of the way to and from church, their 
shoes being put on and off not far from the building.

vol. n.

• “The annual celebration of tiie sacrament of the 
Lord’s Supper in the rural parishes of Scotland has 
much in it of those old popish festivals in which 
superstition, traffic, and amusement are to be found 
so strangely intermingled. Burns saw and seized in 
it one of the happiest of all subjects to afford scope 
for the display of that strong and piercing sagacity 
by which he could almost intuitively distinguish the

25
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY,1 >
ON TURN [NO ONE DOWN WITH TUB PLOUGH IN AVRIL, 1786.

In a letter (written in April, 1786) to his friend John Kennedy, then sub-factor at Dumfries House, 
near Auchiuleck, the seat of the Earl of Dumfries, inclosing a copy of this poem, under the title 
of “ The Gowan,” Burns writes of it :—“ I am a goad deal pleased with some sentiments myself, as 
they are just the native querulous feelings of a liMirt, which, as the elegantly melting Gray says, 
• melancholy has marked for her own.’ " The acknowledgment of marriage between him and Jean 
Armour had just been destroyed, which, as he says himself, caused his heart to die within him.

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow’r, #
Thou’s met me in an evil hour;
For I maun crush arming the stoure

Thy slender stem;
To spare thee now is past my pow’r,

Thou bonnie gem!

Alas ! it’s no thy neibor sweet,
The bonnie lark, companion meet,
Bending thee ’mang the dewy weet,

Wi’ spreckled breast,
When upward-springing, blythe to greet 

The purpling east.3

neighbour

reasonable from the absurd, and the becoming from 
tlie ridiculous of that picturesque power of fancy 
which enabled him to represent sçenes and persons, 
and groupe and looks, attitude and gesture, in a 
manner almost as lively and impressive, 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 prejudices of the rustics around him;—of what
ever was ridiculous, no less than whatever was effec
tually beautiful, in rural life.”—Robert Heron.

Encouraged by the roar of applause which greeted 
these pieces [the ‘Twa Herds,' * Holy Willie’s 
Prayer,' Ac.), thus orally promulgated and recom
mended, he produced in succession various satires, 
wherein the same set of persons were lashed : as the 
‘Ordination,* the ‘Kirk's Alarm,' Ac., 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 Bums. 
This was indeed an extraordinary performance : no 
partisan of any sect could whisper that malice had 
formed its principal inspiration, or that its chief at
traction lay in the tMildness with which individuals, 
entitled and accustomed to respect, were held up to 
ridicule: it was agknowledged, amidst the sternest 
mutterings of wrath, that national manners were 
once more in the hands of a national poet, and 
hardly denied by those who shook their heads over 
the indiscretions of particular passages, or even by 
those who justly regretted a Uwi prevailing tone of 
levity in the treatment of a subject essentially solemn, 
that the muse of * Christ's Kirk on the Green ’ had 
awakened aftiu* the slumber of ages, with all the

vigour of her regal youth about her, in ‘the anld
clay biggin ' of MossgieL'-J. O. Luce HART.-----Mr.
Lockhart remarks also that it “ will ever continue to 
move wonder and regret " that the same man should 
have written this poem and the “ Cotter's Saturday 
Night." In regard to this Prof. Wilson says : “Of the 
‘ Holy Fair ’ few have spoken with any very serious 
reprehension. Dr. Blair was so much taken with it 
that he suggested a well-known emendation [see note 
3, p. 129)—and for our own part we have no hesitation 
in saying that we see no reason to ffjRient that it 
should lie written by the writer ortiie ' Cotter's 
•Saturday Night"*-----The professor's opinion will un
doubtedly find more supporters than Mr. Lockhart s.

1 “The address ‘To a Mountain Daisy ' is aypoem 
of the same nature with the address ‘To a ^Houae,' 
though somewhat inferior in point of originality, as 
well as in the interest pnaluced. To extract out of 
incidents so common, and seemingly so trivial as 
these, so fine a train of sentiment and imagery, is the 
surest proof, as well as the most brilliant triumph, 
of original genius.”—Currie.

“He invested the most common of all the wild 
flowers of the earth with immortal lieauty to all eyes, 
far beyond that of the rarest, till a tear as of giity 
might fall down manly cheeks on the dew-drop nature 
gathers on its ‘ snawy bosom sun-ward spread.' 
Prof. Wilson.
•“I have seldom met with an image more truly 

pastoral than that of the lark in the second stanza. 
Such strokes as these mark the pencil of the poet, 
which delineates nature with the precision of inti
macy, yet with the delicate colouring of beauty and 
of taste."—Henry Mackenzie.

\
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Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth,
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth peeped

Amid the storm,
Scarce rear’d above the parent earth 

Thy tender form.

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield,
High shelt’ring wood* and wa’s matin shield ; must 
But thou, beneath the random bield - shelter

O’ clod or stane,
Adorns the histie stibble-field, dry

. Unseen, alane.
a

There, in thy scanty mantle clad,
Thy snawy bosom sun-ward spread,
Thou lifts thy unassuming head

In humble guise; .
But now the share uptears thy bed

And low thou lies.

Such is the fate of artless maid,
Sweet flow’ret of the rural shade !
By love’s simplicity betray’d,

And guileless trust,
Till she, like thee, all soil’d is laid

Low i’ the dust

Such is the fate of simple bard,
.On life’s rough ocean luckless starr'd !

■*- I ■/ Unskilful he to note the card 
i Of pviolent lore,

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him o’er.

Such fate to suffering worth is giv’n,
Who long with wants and woes has striv’n,
By human pride or cunning driv’n

To mis’ry’s brink,
Till wrench’d of cv'ry stay but Heav’n,

He, ruin’d, sink !

Ev’n thou who mouro’at the Daisy’s fate,
• That fate is thine—no distant date;

Stem Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate,
Full on thy bloom,

Till mish’d beneath the furrow’s weight,
Shall be thy doom !

X
f*
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SONG—AGAIN REJOICING NATURE SEES.
Tunk—“Johnny's Oray Breeks.

The gloom that pervade» this song points it out as probably a composition of that dreary period 
(the spring of 1786) to which the pieces immediately following belong. See notes to these.

» Again rejoicing nature sees
Her robe assume its vernal hues,

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze,
All freshly steep’d in morning dews.

And maun I still on Menie1 doat,
And bear the scorn that’s in her eel 

For it’s jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a hawk,
An’ it winna let a body be!2

In vain to me the cowslips blaw,
In vain to me the vi’lets spring ;

In vain to me, in glen or shaw,
The mavis and the lintwhite sing.

And maun I still, &c.

The merry ploughboy cheers his team,
Wi’ joy the ten tie seedsman stalks,

But life to me’s a weary dream,
A dream of ane that never wanks.

And maun I still, &c.

The wanton coot the water skims,
Among the reeds the ducklings cry,

The stately swan majestic swims,
And every thing is blest but I.

And maun I still, &c.

The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap, shuts fold-gate
And owre the moorlands whistles shill, shrill

Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’ring step,
I meet him on the dewy hill.

And maun I still, &c.

And when the lark, ’tween light and dark, «
Blythe waukens by the daisy’s side, wakens

And mounts and sings on fluttering wings,
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. ghost
^ And maun I still, &c.

i " Meule Is the common abbreviation of Mariamne. "
—R. B.---- It is more correctly the popular pet name
for Marion.

• This chorus, Burns tells us, was “part of a song 
the composition of a gentleman in Edinburgh, a par
ticular friend of the author's." The "gentleman " Mr.
Scott Douglas would Identify with the poet himself;

and “Menie" he regards as a transparent substitute 
for “ Jeanie," Jean Armour to wit. The poet admits 
his obvious obligations to dray's “Elegy "in this piece. 
Currie has objected to the chorus, as perpetually in
terfering with the sentiment of the song Itself ; every 
one will proliahly feel the force of Dr. Currie's objec. 
tion.

attentive

wakes

will not

linnet
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Come, Winter, with thine angry howl, 
And raging bend the naked tree;

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 
When nature all is sad like me!

And maun I still, &c.

• 6

m ^ THE LAMENT.
OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE OF A FRIEND'S AMOUR.

Alas! how oft does goodness wound itself.
And sweet affection prove the spring of woe.—Home.

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 1 nightly vigils keep,
Beneath thy wan un warming beam;

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

I joyless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly-markixl distant hilf:

I joyless view thy trembling horn,
Reflected in the gurgling rill :

My fondly-fluttering heart, be still !
Thou busy pow’r, Remembrance, cease!

Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning jieace !

No idly-feign’d poetic pains 
My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim;

No shepherd’s pipe—Arcadian strains ;
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame:

The plighted faith ; the mutual flame;
The oft-attested pow’rs above ;

The promis’d Father’s tender name :
These were the pledges of my love !

Encircled in her clasping arms,
How have the raptur’d moments flown!

How have I wish’d for fortune’s charms,
For her dear sake, and hers alone !

And must I think it?—is she gone,
My secret heart’s exulting boast ?

And does she heedless hear my groan ?
And is she ever, ever lost?
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Oh ! can she bear so base a heart,
So lost tif honour, lost to truth,

As from the fondest lover part,
The plighted husband of her youth !

Alas ! life’s path may be un smooth,
Her way may lie thro’ rough distress !

Then who her pangs and pains will soothe, 
Her sorrows share, and make them less I

Ye wiiigèd hours that o’er us pass’d, 
Enraptur’d more, the more enjoy’d,

Your dear remembrance in my breast,
My fondly-treasur’d thoughts employ’d.

That breast how dreary now, and void,
For her too scanty once of room !

Ev’n ev’ry ray of hope destroy’d,
And not a wish to gild the gloom !

The morn, that warns th’ approaching day, 
Awakes me up to toil and woe:

I see the hours ifldong array,
That I must suffer, lingering, slow.

Full many a pang, and many a throe,
Keen recollection’s direful train,

Must wring my soul, ere Phrebys, low,
Shall kiss the distant, western main.

Arty when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-harass’d out with care and grief,

My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye,
Keep watchings with the nightly thief :

Or if I slumber, fancy, chief,
Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright :

Ev’n day, all-bitter, brings relief,
From such a horror-breathing night.

O ! thou bright queen, who o’er th’ expanse,
„ Now highest reign’st, with boundless sway ! 
£ Oft has thy silent-marking glance

Observ’d us, fondly-wand’ring, stray !
The time, unheeded, sped away,

While love’s luxurious pulse beat high,
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray,

To mark the mutual-kindling eye.

Oh ! scenes in strong remembrance set ! 
Scenes, "never, never, to return !

Scenes, if in stupor I forget,
Again I feel, again I burn !

i
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From ev’ry joy and pleasure torn, 
Life’s weary vale I wander thro’ : 

And hopeless, comfortless, I’ll mourn 
** A faithless woman’s broken vow.1

TO RUIN.

All hail! inexorable lord!
At whose destruction-breathing word, 

The mightiest empires fall !
Thy cruel woe-delighted train,
The ministers of grief and pain,

A sullen welcome, all !
With stern-resolv’d, despairing eye,

I see each aimèd dart;
For one has cut my dearest tie,

And quivers in my heart.2

i This poem, though said to he written on the un
fortunate issue of a friend's amour, was in reality 
the result of the poet’s own personal feelings during 
that most unhappy passage of his life, in the early 
part of 1786, when Jean Armour was forced by her 

) parents to discard him, and to destroy the private 
nuptial engagement or marriage agreement that had 
passed l>etween them. The misery into which this 
plunged the poet and the pangs which he seems to 
have suffered from wounded affection and injured 
pride may he seen from his poems and letters. In 
his autobiographical letter to Dr. Moot» he writes :— 
“The unfortunate story that gave rise to the printed 
poem, the ‘Lament,* was ^ most melancholy affair, 
which I cannot yet bear to reflect on, and had very 
nearly given me one or two of the principal quali
fications for a place among those who have lost the 
chart, and mistaken the reckoning of rationality.” 
The poem first appeared in the Kilmarnock edition 
of his works which were passing through the press at 
this very time, in the midst of his affliction, with the 
view of raising a small sum of money to carry him to 
the West Indies. In one of his letters to Mr. David 
Brice of Glasgow, dated June 12th, 1780, he says:— 
“I just write to let you know .that there is such a 
worthless, rhyming reprobate as your humble servant 
still in tlie land of the living, though I can scarcely 
say in the place of hope. . . . Poor ill-advised un
grateful Armour came home [from Paisleyl on Friday 
last. . . . What she thinks of her conduct now, I 
don’t know; one thing I do know—she has made me 
completely miserable. Never man loved, or rather 
adored, a woman more than I did her ; and to confess 
n truth lietween you and me, I do still love her to dis
traction after all. . . . May Almighty God forgive her 
ingratitude and perjury to me, as I from my very soul

forgive her; and may his grace lie with her and bless 
her in all her future life ! I can have no nearer idea 
of the place of eternal punishment than what I have 
felt in my own breast on her account. . . . And 
now for a grand cure : the ship is on her way home 
that is to take me out to Jamaica : and then, farewell, 
dear old Scotland! and farewell, dear ungrateful 
Jean! for never, never will I see you more!” The 
reader must not suppose, however, that the poet's 
misery was entirely unbroken. He found consolation 
in a new love in place of the old ; and strange as it 
may seem, the letter just quoted was written about 
a month after the poet’s farewell meeting with High
land Mary, while the poem al>ove would probably be 
written some little time before that tender episode. 
In the letter he represents himself as all the time 
loving Jean to distraction, though in fact he had 
already pledged himSclf to Mary, and had even (in a 
letter to John Amot) treated Jean Armour s desertion 
of him in quite a burlesque vein. See also note to 
the “ Farewell."

* The “ dart " that
Cut my dearest tie.

And quivers in my heart,

is an allusion to Jean Armour’s enforced desertion of 
him, which, though “Hungry Ruin had him in the 
wind ’’ he felt to be, of all his ills, that which he could 
least easily liear. See note to preceding poem.

The jingle of the last four lines of each stanza of 
this poem, and of the ode to “Despondency” which 
directly follows, is, we think, even were the rhymes 
absolutely faultless, inappropriate to the sentiments 
of tlqydeees. It is admirably adapted, however, to 
lighter themes, such as form the staple of the first 
“ Epistle to Davie."
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Then low’ring, and pouring,
The storm no more I dread;

Tho’ thick’ning and black’niug,
Round my devoted head.

And, thou grim pow’r, by life abhorr’d,
While life a pleasure can afford,

Oh ! hear a wretch’s pray’r !
No more I shrink appall’d, afraid;
I court, I beg thy friendly aid,

To close this scene of care !
When shall my soul, in silent peace,

Resign life’s joyless day ;
My weary heart its throbbings cease,

Cold mould’ring in the clay!
No fear more, no tear more,

To stain my lifeless face;
Enclaspèd, and graspbd 

Within thy cold embrace?

-/

DESPONDENCY—AN ODE.

•• I think it is one ot the greatest pleasures attending a poetic genius, thpt we can give our woes, 
cares, joys, and loves an embodied form in verse, which to me is ever immediate ease."—K. B.

Oppress’d with grief, oppress’d with care,
A burden more than I can bear,

I set me down and sigh :
O life ! thou art a galling load,
Along a rough, a weary road,

To wretches such as I !
Dim backward as I cast my view,

What sick’ning scenes appear !
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro’,

Too justly I may fear !
Still caring, despairing,

Must be my bitter doom ;
My woes here shall close ne’er,

But with the closing tomb!

Happy, ye sons of busy life,
Who, equal to the bustling strife,

No other view regard !
Ev’n when the wished end’s denied,
Yet while the busy means are plied,

They bring their own reward :
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Whilst I, a hope-abandon’d wight,
Unfitted with an aim,

Meet ev’ry sad returning night,
And joyless morn the same;

You, bustling, and justling,
Forget each grief and pain ;

I, listless, yet restless,
Find every prospect vain.

How blest the Solitary’s lot,
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot,

Within his humble cell,
The cavern wild with tangling roots,
Sits o’er his newly-gatlier’d fruits,

Beside his crystal well !1 
Or, haply, to his ev’niug thought,

By unfrequented stream,
The ways of men are distant brought,

A faint collected dream :
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to heav’n on high,
As waud’ring, meand’ring,

He views the solemn sky.

Than I, no lonely hermit plac’d 
Where never human footstep trac’d,

Less fit to play the part ;
The lucky moment to improve,
And just to stop, and just to move,

With self-respecting art :
But ah! those pleasures, loves, and joys, 

Which I too keeidy taste,
The Solitary can despise,

Can want, and yet be blest !
He needs not, he heeds not,

Or human love or hate,
Whilst I here must cry here,

At perfidy ingrate !

Oh! enviable, early days,
When dancing thoughtless pleasure’s maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown !
How ill exchang’d for riper times,
To feel the follies, or the crimes 

Of others, or my own !

1 Par in a wild, unknown to public view,
From youth to age a reverend hermit grew ;
The mow his bed, the cave his humble cell.
His food the fruit, his drink the crystal well.

—Pabukll s Hermit.z
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Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport 
Like linnets in the bush,

Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wish ! 

The losses, the crosses,
That active man engage! 

The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim-declining age !‘

POETICAL REPLY TO AN INVITATION.1

Sir,
Yours this moment I unseal,

And faith, I am gay and hearty ! 
To tell the truth, an’ shame the deil, 

I am as fou as Bartie :3
But Foorsday, sir, my promise leal, Thursday

Expect me o' your party,
If on a beastie I can speel,

Or hurl in a cartie.—Robert Burns.
v

Machlin, Monday Night, 10 o'clock.

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.,
MAUCHLINE.»

RECOMMENDING A BOY.

Mosgavile,* Hay 3, 1780.
I hold it, sir, my bounden duty 
To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M'Gaun,6 
Was here to hire yon lad away
’Bout whom ye spak the tither day.

would at onceAn’ wad hae don’t aff ban’:

i The darkening views of his lot, expressed in this 
poem, point with sufjj^nt distinctness to the period 
of it* composition as lwing tout to which the three 
immediately preceding pieces twlong.W

2 To whom this “ Reply "%'as sent is not known.

6 The village of Maucldine is situated nine miles to 
the south of Kilmarnock, on the road from Glasgow 
to Dumfries, and is intimately conhected with the 
personal and literary history of Bums. The years of 
his life between the twenty-fifth and twenty-eighth 
were spent at Mossgiel, a mile from Mauchlinc, -the 
years during which he wrote his principal poems, and 
when, to use the language of Mr. Lockhart, “his 
character came out in all its brightest lights, and in 
all hut its darkest shadows." As the chief seat of an 
assembled population in his neighlxmrhood, this vil
lage appropriated a large share of the notice of the

3 One of the many humorou^ designations given by 
the peasantry of Ayrshire to the devil. *

designations givlen by
the devil. *

• “ Master Tootie was a dealer in dipws. It was his 
common practice to cut the nicks ory markings from 
the horns of cattle, to disguise their ake."—Çromkk.

4 The proper appellation, oof which Mossgiel is a 
contraction.

dlpWB. It wi 
or\ markings
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But lest he learn the callan tricks,
As, faith, I muckle doubt him, 

Like scrapin’ out auld Crummie’s nicks,
An’ tellin’ lies about them;

As lieve, then, I’d have then,
« Your clerkship he should sair,

If sue be, ye may be >■-- 
• Not lilted otherwhere.

Altho’ I say’t, he’s gleg enough,
, An’ 'bout a house that’s rude an’ rough,

The boy might learn to swear;

143

willingly
serve

sharp

poet during this important era. To it he resorted, 
after labour, for the pleasures of society. There lie 
presided in the debating club, or shone over the 
i»owl. It"was the scene of the “ Holy Fair,” and of the 
“ Jolly Beggars.” Here dwelt John Dow or Dove and 
Name Tinnock, both of whom catered for the delec
tation—perchance also the obfuscation—of the public. 
His mistress, Jean Armour, was one of the “six 
proper young belles” of Mauchline whom he cele
brates. He proposes to meet Lapraik at “ Mauchline 
race," or “ Mauchline fair." Its minister was that j 
Daddie Auld, whom he has characterized so ungently; i 
and one of its elders was that Holy Willie Into whose 
mouth he has put so remarkable an exposition of ; 
rigid Calvinism. And here was the residence of his 
friend Gavin Hamilton, whose friendship was un
questionably one of the most important circumstances 
of his early life.

Mauchline is a neatly-built village situated on a 
slope, alxiut a mile from the river Ayr. The church 
which existed in Burns's day was a low ungainly build
ing, since supplanted by a handsome inodern Gothic 
edifice. (See the accompanying plate.) The burial- 
ground surrounding the old edifice was more particu
larly the scene of the “ Holy Fair." On the right of the 
church stood a plain, but not uncomfortable inn, de
nominated the Whitçfoord, Arms. It was a favourite 
resort of Burns, who, on the back window of one of 
the upper rooms, scribbled an amusing epitaph on the 
host, John Dow (“Johnny Pigeon "), in which he made 
out tlie religion of that worthy to be a mere compara
tive appreciation of his various liquors. From the 
same back window he could converse in the language 
of the eyes with his Jean, whose father's house was 
immediately behind, in the lane denominated the 
Cowgate. The reader will recollect an allusion to 
this lane in the “ Holy Fair." The house of Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton was in Bums's time the most conspicuous 
object in the village. The taller part of the edifice 
(as seen in the plate) was a portion of what was called 
the castle formerly connected with the Priory of 
Mauchline: the rest of the house was comparatively 
modem.

Mr. Gavin Hamilton was a writer, or legal prac
titioner, of highly resectable character—a man of 
spirit and intelligence, generous, affable, and enlight
ened. Unfortunately, his religious practice did not 
square with the notions of the then minister of

Mauchline, the “Daddie Auld” already alluded to, 
who, in 1785, is found in the session records to have 
summoned him for rebuke, on the four following 
charges:—!. Unnecessary absence from church for 
five consecutive Sundays (apparently the result of 
some dispute about a poor’s-rate); 2. Setting out on 
a journey to Garrick on a Sunday; 3. Habitual, if not 
total neglect of family worship; 4. Writing an abusive 
letter to the session in reference to some of their 
former proceedings respecting him. Strange though 
this prosecution may seem, it was strictly accordant 
with the right assumed by clergymen at that period 
to inquire into the private habits of parishioners. It 
was fortunately, however, mixed up with some per
sonal motives in the members of the session, which 
were so apparent to the presbytery, to which Mr. 
Hamilton appealed, that that reverend body ordered 
the proceedings to lie stopped, and all notice of them 
expunged from the records. Prepossessions of more 
kinds than one induced Burns to let loose his irrev
erent muse in satire against the persecutors of Mr. 
Hamilton; and the result was several poems, in 
which, as many are inclined to think, religion itself 
suffers in common with those whom he holds up as 
abusing it. About two years after, when Burns had 
commenced the Edinburgh chapter of his life, a new 
offence was committed by Mr. Hamilton. He had, 
on a Sunday morning, ordered a servant to take in 
some potatoes which happened to have been left out 
in the garden after being dug. This came to the ears 
of the minister, and Mr. Hamilton was summoned to 
answer for the offence. Some ludicrous details occur 
in the session records. It is there alleged that two 
and a half rows of potatoes were dug on the morning 
in question, by Mr. Hamilton's express order, and 
carried home by his daughter : nay, so keen had the 
spirit of persecution been, that the rows had been 
formally measured, and found to be each eleven feet 
long ; so that twenty-seven feet and a half altogether 
had been dug ! The presbytery or synod treated tjiis 
prosecution in the same way as the former, and 
Bums did not overlook it in his poems. He alludes 
to it in “Holy Willie’s Prayer," when he makes that 
individual implore a curse upon Mr. Hamilton’s

y — basket and hie store.
Kail and txttatoes—

ami on several other oecasiuns.

l
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But then wi’ you, he’ll be sat* taught,
An’ get sic fair example straught, such straight

I hae na ony fear.
Ye’ll catechize him every quirk, |

An’ shore him weel wi’ hell ; thus ten
An’ gar him follow to the kirk-----  ^ make

—Aye when ye gang yoursel’.
If ye then, maun be then most

Frae liame this coinin’ Friday, from home
Then please, sir, to lea’e, sir,

The orders wi’ your lady.

My woitl of honour I line gi’en,
In Paisley John’s,1 that night at e’en,

To meet the witrld’s worm;
To try to get the twa to gree,
An’ name the airles an’ the fee,

In legal mode an’ form :
I ken he weel a snick can draw,1

When simple bodies let him;
An’ if a devil be at a’,

In faith, he’s sure to get him.
To phrase you, an’ praise you,

Ye ken your Lauréat scorns:
The prayer still, you share still,

Of grateful Minstrel Bums.

wurldly mptile 
«tree

take fraudulent advantage

SONG- MY HIGHLAND LASSIE, O.

Till» song. In the *nnU of Hums himself, " was * composition of mine In vrry early life, before I 
was at all known In Uie world. My Highland Lassie was a warm hearted, charming young rreMUw 
aa ever blessed a man with generous love." See Humas statement complete In vuL L p. 174. 
where the origin of this and the next song Is discussed, the herviue of both being Highland lliq 
(Mary Campbell).

Nae gentle dames, tho’ e’er sue fair, high hum
Shall ever be my muse’s care;
Their titles a’ are empty show;
Gie me my Highlaud Lassie, O.

Within the glen site bushy, O, T
Aboon the plain site rushy, O, above
I sit me down wi’ right good will,

To sing my Highland latssie, O.r
Oh, were yon hills ami valleys mine,
Yon palace and you gardens fine !

1 John Dow n Inn.
* Similarly Satan la called a “ sncck-drawiny dog "

In the " Address to the Dell. " See note to that poem 
(liage 82), explaining the term.



Jt■ f
Age 37.] i\ POEMS A?y) SONGS. 145^.

The world then the lore should know 
I bear my highland Lassie, O.

Within the glen, &c.

But fickle fortune frowns on me,1
And 1 maun cross the raging sea; mint
But while my crimson currents flow
I’ll love my Highland Lassie, O.

, Within the glen, &c. ,

Altho’ thro’ foreign climes I range,
I know her heart will never change,
For her Imsom hums with honour's glow,
My faithful Highland Luetic, O.

Within the glen, &c.

For her I'll dare the billows’ roar,
For her I’ll trace a distant shore, •
That Indian wealth may lustre throw 
Around my Highland Ltssie, O.

Within the glen, &c.

She has my heart, she has my hand,
By sacred troth and honour’s band!
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low,
I’in thine, my Highland Lassie, O.

Farewell the glen sae bushy, O !
Farewell the (ilain sae rushy, O!
To other lands I now must go,

To sing my Highland Lassie. O !

SONG-WILL YE GO THE INDIES, MY MARY?

Tr»E— "Bar-Bughlt, Marion."
1

“ In my very esrly yean, when I was thinking of going to the West Indies, I took the following 
farewell of a dear girl. . . . Yon must know tlist all my earlier love-songs were the breathings 
of ardent passion, and though it might have lieeii easy in sfter times to have given them a polish, 
yet that polish, to roe wiser they were, end who perilspe alone eared for them, would hate defaced 
the legend of the heart which was so faithfully InacrilieU on them. Their uncouth simplicity was, 
as they say of wines, their race."—Brass To THomeis, 20th Oct 1792. See introductory note to 
preceding song.

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,
And leave auld Scotia’* shore !

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,
A cnee til’ Atlantic’s roar I

i This refers to the poet's project of going to | song was written-the spring or early summer of 
Jamaica, which occupied his mind at the time the | 17s*
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O sweet grows the lime and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine;

But a’ the charms o’ the Indies 
Can never equal thine.

I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow!

O plight me your faith, my Mary,
And plight me your lily-white hand ;

O plight me your faith, my Mary;
Before I leave Scotia’s strand.

We hae plighted our troth) my Mary,
In mutual affection to join :

And curst be the cause that shall part ns ! 
The hour and the moment o’ time!

k

/

EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND.1

May, 1786.

I lang hae thought, my youthfu’ friend,
A something to have sent you,

Tho’ it should serve nae other end 
Than just a kind memento;

But how the subject-theme maÿ gang,
Let time and chance determine ;

Perhaps it may turn out a sang,
Perhajis turn out a sermon.

Ye’ll try the world soon, my lad,
And, Andrew dear, believe me,

Ye’ll find mankind an unco squad, stntngo ■*
And muckle they may grieve ye:'

For care and trouble set your thought, „ \
Ev’n when your end’s attained ;

And a’ your views may come to nought,
Where ev’ry nerve is strained.

• This epistle was addressed to Andrew Aiken, son 
of Robert Aiken, writer In Ayr, to whom the "Cotter's 
Saturday Night " la Inscrllicd. Andrew Aiken was suc
cessful In life as a merchant In Liverpool, and after, 
wards held tho appointment of English consul at Riga, 
where he died In 1881. His son V. K. Aiken published

Memnrialt of Robert Burnt,with Selretinmn/kit Poem»,
Inj 1870..-----"The epistle displays much shrewdnuss,
ant Intimate acquaintance with human nature, and 
grgat kind-heartedness. When Hums employed Ills 
mind In giving rules for moral and prudential conduct, 
no man was a sounder philosopher."—Moril*RWKl.u.
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poverty

olf-hand

I’ll no say, men are villains a’;
The real, harden’d wicked,

Wha hae uae check but human law,
Are to a few restricked :

But, och ! mankind, are unco weak, \ strangely
An’ little to be trusted ;

If self the wavering balance shake,
It’s rarely right adjusted !

Yet they wha fa’ in fortune’s strife,
Their fate we should na censure,

For still tlV important end of life,
They equally may answer ;

Â man may hae an honest heart,
Tho’ poortith hourly stare him;

A man may tak’ a neibor’s part,
. Yet hae nae cash to spare him.

Aye free, aff han’ your story tell,
When wi’ a bosom crony;

But still keep something to yoursel’,
Ye scarcely tell to ony.

Conceal yoursel’ as weel’s ye can 
Frae critical dissection ; »

But keek thro’ ev’ry other man, peep
Wi’ shar|wil’d, slee inspection.1 sly

The sacred lowe o’ weel-plnc’d love. flame
Luxuriantly indulge it ;

But never tempt th’ illicit rove,
Tho’ naething should divulge it:

I waive the quantum o’ the sin,
The hazard of concealing ; \

But, och ! it hardens a’ within, ^
And isitrifies the feeling!1

To catch dame Fortune’s golden smile,
Assiduous wait upon her;

And gather gear by ev’ry wile wealth
That’s justified by honour; - >

I ThU Stan*a has often been objected to as advising 
a degree of cunning unworthy of an Ingenuous mind. 
The spirit <if It Is certainly very unlike Burns's usual 
sentiments; yet In regard to the Highland Mary 
episode !n his life he seems to have practised a 
secrecy, If not made use of misleading statementa, 
quite In accordance with the advice here given. \ 

i In a holograph copy of this poem, dated Moaagicl, 
May tilth, 17*1, the billowing additional stanaa la in
serted at this point.

1 f ye hae made a Men aside. I 
Some hap mistake o'erta'en you;

Yet still keep up a decent pride,
And ne'er o'er far demean you :

Time comes wi’ kind oblivious shade,
Ami dally darker seta it.

Ami if uae male miMakee are made.
The world soon forgets it

This stanza Bums doubtless felt to lie wanting In 
the terseness and point of the rest, and, therefore, 
omitted It In the MS. sent for publication. But, as 
VhamlHys justly oluterves, “It throws so valuable a 
light on the state of Ills own mind at tills crisis, that 
It ccrtuinly ought not to lie suppressed, though we 
should not desire to see It replaced In the poem.''
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Not for to hide it in a hedge,
Nor for a train-attendant,

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent.

The fear o’ hell’s a hangman’s whip 
To baud the wretch in order ;

But where ye feel your honour grip,
Let that aye be your border ;

Its slightest touches, instant pause—
Debar a’ side pretences ;

And resolutely keep its laws,
Uncaring consequences. ,

The great Creator to revere
Must sure become the creature;

But still the preaching cant forbear,
And ev’n the rigid feature ;

Yet ne’er with wits profane to range,
Be complaisance extended ;

An atheist’s laugh’s a poor exchange 
For Deity offended !

When ranting round in pleasure’s ring, 
Iteligion may be blinded ;

Or if she gie a random sting,
It may be little minded ;

But when on life we’re tempest-driv’n,
A conscience but a canker—

A correspondence fix’d wi’ heav’n,
Is sure a noble anchor !

Adieu, dear, amiable youth !
Your heart can ne’er be wanting :

May prudence, fortitude, and truth 
Erect your brow undaunting!

In ploughman’s phrase, “God send you speed,” 
Still daij^ to grow wiser ;

And may you better reck the rede,
Than ever did th’ adviser !1

hold

always

revelling

without

advice

* William Niven of Kilbride, Maybrile, the “ Willie " 
who waa Burns's schoolfellow and crony during the 
short period he attended the school at Klrkoswald,

always asserted that this epistle was originally ad
dressed to him, hut afterwards transferred to Andrew 
Aiken from motives of policy.
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB

TO THE PRESIDENT OF THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY.

To the Right Honourable the Earl of Breadalbane, President of the Right Honourable and 
Honourable the Highland Society, which met on the 23d of May last, at the Shakspeare, Covent 
Garden, to concert ways and means to frustrate the designs of five hundred Highlanders, who, as 
the society were informed by Mr. M'Kenzie, of Applecross, were so audacious as to attempt to 
escape from their lawful lords and masters, whose property they were, by emigrating from the 
lands of Mr. M‘Donald, of Glengarry, to the wilds of Canada, in search of that fantastic thing— ** 
Liberty. , v

Long life, my lord, an* health be yours,
Unscath’d by hunger’d Highland boors;
Lord grant nae duddie desperate beggar,
Wi' dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger,
May twin auld Scotland o’ a life 
She likes—as lambkins like a knife.

ragged

Faith, you ami Applecross were right 
To keep the Highland |iouuds in sight;
I doubt na! they wad bid nae better 
Than let them ance out owre the water;
Then up atnnng the lakes and seas 
They’ll mak what rules and laws they please;
Some daring Hancock, or a Franklin,
May set their Highland bluid a-ranklin’;
Some Washington again may head them,
Or some Montgomery, fearless, lead them,
Till God knows what may be effected 
When by si^/h heads and hearts directed—
Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire 
May to Patrician rights aspire !
Nae sage North, now, nor sager Sackville,
To watch and premier o’er the pack vile,
An’ whare will ye get Howes and Clintons 
To bring them to a right repentance,
To cowe the rebel generation, quell
An’ save the honour o’ the nation?
They, an’ be damn’d ! what right line they 
To meat or sleep, or light o’ day ?
Far less to riches, pow’r, or freedom,
But what your lordship likes to gie them?

would desire 
once (get) across

But hear, my lord ! Glengarry, hear !
Your hand’s owre light on them, I fear! 
Your factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies, 
I canna’ say but they do gaylies;
They lay aside a’ tender mercies,
An’ tirl the hallions to the birues;

rarm o

•trip clown» hide»

k 86VOL. 11.
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Yet while they’re only poind’t and herriet, 
They’ll keep their stubborn Highland spirit;

distrained robbed

But smash them ! crush them a’ to spails ! chips
An’ rot the dyvors i’ the jails !
The young dogs, swinge them to the labour; 
Let wark an’ hunger mak them sober !

bankrupts

The- Lizzies, if they’re aughtiine fawsont, young women anyway
Let them in Drury-lane be lesson’d !
An’ if the wives an’ dirty brats

[comely

Come thigging at your doors and yetts, lagging gates
Flaffan wi’ duds and gray wi’ beas’, fluttering vermin
Frighten awa your deucks an’ geese,
Get out a horse whip or a jowler,
The langest thong, the fiercest growler,
And gar the tatter’d gypsies pack make
Wi’ a’ their bastards on their back !
Go on, my lord ! I lang to meet you, ,
An’ in my house at hame to greet you;
Wi’ common lords ye shanua mingle, shall not
The benmost neuk beside the ingle,
At my right han’ assign’d your seat 
’Tween Herod’s hip an’ Polycrate,—

innermost corner fireside

Or if you on your station tarrow,
Between Almagro and Pizarro,
A seat, I’m sure ye’re weel deserviu’t;
An’ till ye come—Your humble servant,

murmur

Beelzebub.1
June Ut, Anno Mundi 5700 [A. D. 1786.)

i The “ Address of Beelzebub " was first published 
In the Edinburgh Magazine of Feb. 1818. The person 
who sent it had got the MS. of it in Burns's hand
writing from a friend, who again had got it from 
the poet's intimate and crony, Rankine, of Adamhtll. 
Burns must have misapprehended the scope of the 
meeting of the Highland Society he refers to in the 
dedication or superscription. A notice of it ap
peared In the Edinburgh Advertiser of May 80th, 
1786:—“On Tuesday (May 28) there was a meeting 
of the Highland Society at London for the encourage
ment of the fisheries in th^ Highlands, Ac. Three 
thousand pounds were immediately subscribed by 
eleven gentlemen present for this particular pur
pose. The Earl of Breadal liane informed the meet
ing that 600 persons had agreed to emigrate from the 
estates of Mr. M‘Donald of Glengarry; that they had 
subscribed money, purchased ships, Ac., to carry 
their design into effect. The noblemen and gentle

men agreed to co-operate with government to frus
trate their design; and to recommend to the principal 
noblemen and gentlemen in the Highlands to en
deavour to prevent emigration, by improving the 
fisheries, agriculture, and manufactures, and par
ticularly to enter into a subscription for that pur
pose." What is the dread of one generation Incomes 
the desire of another. Highland proprietors, Instead 
of subscribing now to prevent the people on their 
estates from emigrating, would gladly sutwerilw to 
assist suitable itersons to seek “fresh woods and 
pastures new" in emigration districts. Mr. M'Kenzie 
of Applecross, in Ross-shire, who is here reprehended 
along with the Earl of Breadalliane, was in his time 
regarded, and is still rememtiered, as a liberal-minded 
and excellent landlord, so anxious for the welfare of 
his tenantry that he s]>oiitancously relinquished his 
feudal claims upon their lalxmr.
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A DREAM.1

Thoughts, words, and deeds, the statute blames with reason ;
But surely Dreamt were ne’er indicted Trtaton

On reading, in the public papers, the Laureate’s* Ode, with the other parade of June 4, 1786, the 
author was no sooner dropt asleep than he Imagined himself transported to the birthday levee: 
and in his dreaming fancy made the following Address.

Guid-momin’ to your Majesty !
May Heaven augment your blisses,

On every new birth-day ye see,
A humble bardie wishes !

My hardship here, at your levee,
On sic a day as this is, «ucU

Is sure an uncouth sight to see,
Amaug the birth-day dresses

Sae tine this day.

I see ye’re complimented thrang, '
By monie a lord and lady;

“ God save the king ! ” ’a a cuckoo sang 
That’s unco easy said aye; /

The poets, too, a venal gang,
Wi’ rhymes weel-turn’d and ready,! 

Wad gar ye trow ye ne’er do wrang, 1 
But aye unerring steady,

On sic a day.

/
busily

very

would make believe

For me ! before a monarch's face,
Ev’n there I winna flatter; will not

For neither pension, post, nor place,
Am I your humble debtor:

* It is said that this poem injured Bums at court— 
at least, prevented the then existing administration 
from recommending him to the patronage of royalty. 
Some of his friends, fearing this, endeavoured to per
suade him to keep it out of the Edinburgh edition ; 
but in vain. We cannot see why the poem should 
have given offence to any but fools. It displays 
throughout an affectionate loyalty, mingled up with 
the soundest olwervation ; and this should have gone 
far to excuse the homeliness of its address. On 80th 
April, 1787, he wrote to Mrs. Dunlop, one of those 
friends:—uI set as little by princes, lords, clergy, 
critics, Ac., as all these respective gentry do by my 
hardship." And in the same letter he says, “ poets, 
much my superiors, have so flattered those who 
possessed the adventitious qualities of wealth and 
power, that I am determined to flatter no created 
being, either in prose or verse."

* Thomas Warton was then poet-laureate. Ills ode 
for June 4,1786, begins thus: —

When Freedom mi rued her native Are 
lu ancient Greece, and ruled the lyre,

Her bards disdainful, from the tyrant's brow 
The tinsel gifts of flattery tdre.

But iwid to guiltless power theis willing vow.
And to the throne of virtuoub kings, Ac.

In his first “ Epistle to iohn Lapfaik,' Bums had 
said- V )

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's Are,
That's a' the learn£guAesire ;

And this as a set-off against some learned rhymers 
who

Confuse their brains in college classes.

An* syne they think to climb Parnassus 
By dint o' Greek l

Bums is immeasurably superior, both in ease, 
strength, and freshness, to the laureate, and Oxford 
professor of poetry. But Warton was better than 
his ode would lead us to picture him, and the author 
of The II it tory of English Poetry deserves well of 
students. Besides, Bums was too sensible and modest 
a man to siwak lightly of learning otherwise than by 
way of joke, and was himself throughout life a learner 
to the limit of his opportunities.
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So, nae reflection on your grace,
Your kingship to bespatter;

There’s monie waur been o’ the race, worn
And aiblius ane been better perhaps one

Than you this day.

Tis very true, my sov’reign king,
My skill may weel be doubted :

But facts are chiels that winna ding, 
An’ downs be disputed :

Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 
Is e’en right reft an’ clouted,

And now the third part of the string, 
An’ less, will gang about it

Than did ae day.1

will not be wonted 
cahuot

riven patched

Far be’t frae me that I aspire from
To blame your legislation,

Or say, ye.wisdom want, or fire,
To rule this mighty nation:

But, faith! I muck le doubt, my Sire, much
Ye’ve trusted ministration

To cliaps, wha, in a barn or byre, oow-houae
Wad better till’d their station would (have)

Than courts yon day.

And now ye’ve gi’en auld Britain peace,
Her broken shins to plaster;

Your sair taxation does her fleece, «ore
Till she has scarde a tester;

For me, thank God, my life’s a lease,
Nae bargain wearing faster,

Or, faith! I fear, that wi’ the geese,
I shortly boost to pasture behoved

I’ the craft some dny. imddock

I’m no mistrusting Willie Pitt,
When taxes he enlarges,

(An’ Will’s a true guid fallow’s get,2 child
A name not envy spairges,) asperses

That he intends to pay your debt,
An’ lessen a’ your charges;

But, Gr-d-sake! let nae saving-fit 
Abridge your bonuie barges

An’ boats this day.3

• Alluding to the low of the American colonies, 
formally given up at the close of the American war, 
by the treaties of 1788.

* William Pitt being the son of the celebrated Earl 
of Chatham.

* In the spring of 1786 a great deal of dlscuwlon 
took place In the House of Commons about reducing 
the naval force, and particularly the giving up of 64- 
gun ships. Hence the allusion here to abridging the 
“ bonnle barges an' boats."
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Adieu, iny Liege! may freedom geek 
Beneath your high protection;

An’ may ye rax Corruption’s neck,
An’ gie her for dissection !

But since I’m here, I’ll no neglect,
In loyal, true affection,

To pay your Queen, with due respect, 
My fealty and subjection

This great birth-day.

disport herself 

stretch

IIA ! Majesty Most Excellent !
While nobles strive to please ye,

Will ye accept a compliment 
A simple bardie gies ye?

Thae bonnie bairn-time,' Heav’n has lent, those children 
Still higher may they heeze ye raise

In bliss, till fate some day is sent 
For ever to release ye

Frae care that day. from

For you, young potentate of Wales,8 
I tell your Highness fairly,

Down pleasure’s stream, wi’ swelling sails,
I’m tauld ye’re driving rarely; told

But some day ye may gnaw your nails,
An’ curse your folly sairly, «orely

That e’er ye brak Diana’s pales,
Or rattl’d dice wi’ Charlie,3

By night or day.

Yet aft a ragged cowt’s been known colt
To make a noble aiver ; cart-horse

Sae, ye may doucely fill a throne, soberly
For a’ their clish-ma-claver : tattle

There, him 4 at Agincourt wha shone,
Few better were or braver ;

And yet, wi’ funny, queer Sir John,5
He was an unco shaver sad madcap

For monie a day.

For you, right rev’rend Osnaburg,"
Nane sets the lawn-sleeve sweeter,

Although a ribbon at your lug ear
Wad been a dress completer : would (hase)

• See note p. 89 for explanation and origin of this 
term.

« George IV., then Prince of Wales, already notorious 
for his dissolute and extravagant habita.

•Charles James Fox, almost equally celebrated as 
a gamester and as a statesman, and with whom and

other distinguished Whigs the Prince of Wales then 
associated.

• King Henry V.—R. B.
• Sir John Falstalf : mie Shakspeare.—R. B.
« The Duke of York, son of George III., and titular 

bishop of Osnaburg.
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As ye disown yon paughty dog haughty
That bears the keys of Peter, * \

Then, swith! an’ get a wife to hug, haste!
Or, troth! ye’ll stain the mitre

Some luckless day.

Young, royal Tarry Breeks,1 I learn,
Ye’ve lately come athwart her;

A glorious galley,8 stem an’ stem,
Weel rigg’d for Venus’ barter ;

But first hang out, that she’ll discern 
Your hymeneal charter,

Then heave aboard your grapple aim, iron
An’, large upon her quarter,

Come full that day.

Ye, lastly, bonnie blossoms a’,
Ye royal lasses dainty,

Heav’n mak’ you guid its weel as braw, 
An’ gie you lads a-plenty:

But sneer na British boys awa’,
For kings are unco scant aye;

An’ German gentles are but sma’, 
They’re better just than want aye,

•- On onie day.

fiuely dressed 
sweethearts

very

God bless you a’! consider now,
Ye’re unco muckle dautet;

But, ere the course o’ life be thro’,
It may be bitter sautet :

,■> An’ I liae seen their coggie fou,
That yet hae tarrow’t at it ;

But or the day was done, I trow,
The laggen3 they hae clautet

Fu’ clean that day.4

very much careened
I

salted

wooden dish Ml 
lingered through loathing

* William IV., then post-captain in the royal navy.
* Alluding to the newspaper account of a certain

royal sailor's amour.—R. B.-----The Duke of Clarence's
connection with the celebrated Mrs. Jordan did not 
take place till 1791, so the poet cannot be referring to 
It William IV. was bom In 1766.

■The angle between the side and bottom of a 
wooden dish.—Bum#'» Glosmry.

4 “ Few of the commentators have ventured to 
discuss the merits of ‘The Dream.' They are of a 
high order—the gaiety as well as the keenness of the 
satire, and the vehement rapidity of the verse, are 
not the only attractions. Even the prose introduction 
is sarcastic: the poet, on reading the laureate’s Ode, 
fell asleep—a likely consequence, for the birthday 
strains of those times were something of the dullest. ”
—Alla* Cunningham.-----“‘The Dresm,’ if not s
high, is a very characteristic effort : there never waschara^eris

an easier hand-gallop of verse.”- Alkx andkr Smith.
---- Dr. Hately Waddell quotes, as an “unconscious
commentary”on this stanza, “the well-known verses 
attributed to the Princess Amelia—herself one, and 
the fairest, of these very blossqpis and ‘royal lasses 
dainty

►lossyni

Unthinking, Idle, wild, and young,
I laughed, and danced, and talked, and sung 
And proud of health, of freedom rain, 
breamed not of sorrow, care, or i«ain,— 
Concluding, in those hours of glee.
That all the world was made for me.

Hut when the hour of trial came.
When sickness shook this trembling frame 
When folly’s gay pursuits were o'er,
And I could sing and dance no more,- 
It then occurred how sail t would be 
Were this world only made for me.

v.

*
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A DEDICATION

TO OAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.1

Expect na, sir, ill this narration,
A fleechin, fleth’rin dedication, «îpplicatmg, Battering
To roo.se you up, an’ ca’ you guid, praise
An’ sprung o’ great an’ noble bluid,
Because ye’re surnam’d like His Grace,2 
Perhaps related to the race;
Then when I’m tir’d—and sae are ye,
Wi’ mony a fulsome, sinfu’ lie,

- Set up a face, how I stop short, make a pretence
For fear your modesty be hurt

This may do -^maun do, sir, wi’ them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou;
For me ! sae laigh I needna bow,
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough;
And when I downa yoke a naig,
Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg;3 
Sae 1 shall say, an’ that’s nae flatt’rin,
It’s just sic poet, an’ sic patron.

The Poet, some guid angel help him !
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp him. stop
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet,
But only lie’s no just begun yet.

The Patron, (sir, ye maun forgie me, mu»t
I winna lie, come what will o’ me) will not
On ev’ry hand it will allow’d be,

" , He’s just—nae better than he should be.

must 
bellyful 
eo low

cannot nag

I readily and freely grant,
He downa see a poor man want; cannot
What’s no his ane he winna tak it, own
What ànce he says he winna break it; once

* See a previous note (p. 143), in which an account 
of this early friend of Bums is given. Ï

i Hie Duke of Hamilton.
* “ The old-rememlieretl beggar, even In my own 

time . . . was expected to merit his quarters by 
something beyond an exp<ieition of his distresses. 
He was often a talkative, facetious fellow, prompt at 
repartee, and not withheld from exercising Ills power 
that way hy any respect of persons, his patched cloak 
giving him the privilege of the ancient jester. To be 
a guid crack—that is, to possess talents for conversa
tion—was essential to the trade of a ‘pnlr body ' of 
the more esteemed claas ; and Hums, who delighted 
in the amusement their discourses afforded, seems 
to have looked forward with gloomy firmness to the

possibility of himself becoming, one day or other, a 
member of their itinerant society. In Ids poetical 
works It Is alluded to so often, as (terhaps to indicate 
that he considered the consummation as not utterly 
improbable. Thus in the fine dedication of his works 
to Gavin Hamiltop, he says:

Ami when I downa yoke a naig.
Then, Lord be thankit, 1 can lwg.

Again, In his 'Epistle to Davie, a Brother Poet,’ he 
states that, In their closing career,

The last ot, the warst ot,
Is only hut to beg.*

sir Walter soott.
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Ought he can lend he’ll no refus’t, '
Till aft his guidneaa ia abua’d;
And rascals whylea that do him wrang, sometime»
Ev’n that, he doea na mind it lang:
Aa master, landlord, husband, father,
He doea na fail hia part in either.

But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that;
Nae godly symptom ye can ca’ that;
It’s naething but a milder feature,
Of our poor, ainfu’, corrupt nature;
Ye’ll get the best o’ moral works,
’Mang black Gentooa and pagan Turks,
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi,
Wha never heard of orthodoxy.
That he’s the poor man’s friend in need,
The gentleman in word and deed,1 
It’s no thro’ terror of d-mn-tion;
It’s just a carnal inclination. »

Morality, thou deadly bane,
Thy tens o’ thousands thou hast slain !
Vain is hia hope, whose stay and trust 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice !

No—stretch a point to catch a plack;
Abuse a brother to hia back;
Steal thro’ a win nock frae a wh-ore,
But point the rake that taks the door;
Be to the poor like ony whunstane,
And baud their nosea to the gruustane;
Ply ev’ry art o’ legal thieving;
No matter—stick to sound believing!

Learn three-mile pray’rs, and half-mile graces,8 
Wi’ weel-spread looves, an’ lang wry faces; palm»
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen’d groan,
And damn a’ parties but your own ;
I’ll warrant then, ye’re nae deceiver,
A steady, sturdy, staunch believer.

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin,
For gumlie dubs o’ your ain delvin’ ! muddy puddle»
Ye sons of Heresy and Error,
Ye’ll some day squeel in quaking terror !
When Vengeance draws the sword in wrath,
And in the tire throws the sheath;

third of a penny

window

whinetone 
hold grindstone

l See him the poor man’s friend in need.
The gentleman in word an* deed—

-Epistle to if Math

1 “ Three-mile prayers, and haufmile gram " Is also

an expression used in the4‘ Epistle to M'Math," which, 
we need scarcely remind the reader, describee the 
not very cordial relations that existed between Gavin 
Hamilton and some of the neighbouring clergy.
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When Ruin, with his sweeping besom,
Just frets till Heaven commission gies him: 
While o’er the harp pale Mis’ry moanè, 
Ami strikes the ever-deep’ning tones,
Still IcAder shrieks, and heavier groans !

Your pardon, sir, for this digression, 
I maist forgat my dedication;
But when divinity comes ’cross me, 
My readers still are sure to lose me.

almost forgot

no foolish

almost

both extremely averse 
I shall

4howling

r L

So, sir, ye see ’twas nae daft vapour,
But I maturely thought it proper,
When a’ my works I did review,
To dedicate them, sir, to you:
Because (ye need 11a tak it ill)
I thought them something like yoursel’.

Then patronise them wi’ your favour, « ‘ 
And your petitioner shall ever—
I had amaist said, ever pray,
But that’s a word I need na say :
For prayin’ I hae little skill o’t;
I’m baith dead-swper, an’ wretched ill o’t; 
But I’se repeat each poor man’s' pray’r, 
That kens or hears about you, Sir—

“ May ne’er Misfortune’s gowling bark, 
Howl thro’ the dwelling o’ the Clerk !l 
May ne’er his gen’rous, honest heart,
For that same gen’rous spirft“smart !
May Kennedy’s far honour’d name2 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame,
Till Hamiltons, at least a dizen,
Are frae their nuptial laboura risen:
Five bonnie hisses round their table,
And seven braw fellows, stout an’ able 
To serve their king and country weel,
By word, or pen, or pointed steel !
May health and peace, with mutual rays. 
Shine on the evening o’ his days;
Till his wee curlie John’s ier-oe, ^ 
When ebbing life nae mail1 shall flow.
The lnajf, sad, mournful rites bestow !”

I will not wind a lang conclusion,
Wi’ complimentary effusion:

feed with feel

handsome

great-grandchild

1 Mr. Hamilton waa popularly known by this name, 
because he was a writer, as an attorney or solicitor 
1» called In Scotland, and, perhaps, because he may

have acted In the capacity of clerk to some of the 
county courts.

» Mr. Hamilton's wife was a Kennedy.
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But whil*t your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with fortune’» smiles and favours,
I am, dear Sir, with zeal moet fervent,
Your much indebted, humble servant.

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent!)
That iron-hearted carl, Want,
Attended in his grim advance»,
By sad mistakes, and black miscliauces,
While jjrvpea, and joys, and pleasures fly him. 
Make you as |>oor a dog a* 1 am,—
Your humble servant then no more;
For who would humbly serve the poor!
But, by a |ioor man’s hojs-s in heaven !
While recollection’s power is given,
If, in the vale of humble life,
The victim sad of fortune’s strife,
I, thro' the tender gushing tear,
Should recognize my master dear,
If friendless, low, we meet together,
Then, sir, your liaud- my friend and brother !1

STANZAS ON NAETHING.»

EXTKaroKB BPISTLK to OAVIX IIA * ILTOB. 

To you, sir, this summons I’ve sent,
Pray, whip till the pownie is fraethiug; toshing

But if you demand what I want,
I'll honestly answer naething.

Ne’er acorn a poor Poe me.
For hlly just living i -entiling,

While |>eo|ile of every dj
Are busy employed about naething. 

Poor < >ntum-|H'r-centtim may fast,
» Ami grumble his hunlies their chiithing, hi|» rWhin*
He'll tind » Ill'll tile balance is cast,

He’s gane to the devïîTne^ naething.

■ It might here licen eipctrd lliat thU poem wihiIiI « The aimer rvtrmporr ereara weer Brat puldMird 
hare opened the enlunie |*il.llahrd at Kilmarnock. In klarnilllaii a rdltlon of Ihnna, edited bj Ak-unie 
list It does pot. though It la Imlmlrd In the wist. Smith (Umiton, two. amt ware nlrslnl tr.sn a
lu free,Icon ot arntlmrnt and its Irreverent handllhg ........nmnpUer the* which the |»sd prohwM) irai to
ut orthodoK) may hare aer-meit even to Its rccklraa Mr». |lunlo|i, and whkh. now In a liagne-nlar. on 
writer, unknown aa hr then was Is-vond hla own 'lltl'III, waa then In the |».aaraat..n ,d Mr. •nmitllan 
dietrtrt, too mm-h like a i hall.-t.ei nose rigid pm- In the MS. no dale ol i-owip.slll.si la gtvew. Isal H la 
leeanra, awl ear.siring U», much <d aclfcnmplncrmy rvld.nl Insn the arced last alanaa that the ant lew a 
lor the piece to take an prun.li.rnt a pmitloii ripected departure lor Jamsh-a waa appr.m. hlng
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The courtier cringe* au<i Ikiwh,
Afabitiou lias likewise its plaything; 

A coronet beams on his brows;
And what is a coronet I—naething.

Some <|iiarrel the Presbyter gown.
Some quarrel e|>iiioo|wl graitliing; vntmenu

But every good fellow will own 
Tlie quarrel is a’ about— naething.

The lover may sjarkle anil glow,
Approaching his bonnie bit gay thing;

But marriage will soon let him know 
He's gotten—a busk it up uaetliing.

The Poet may jingle and rhyme,
In ho|ie* of a laureate wreathing,

Anil when he has wasted hi* time,
He’s kindly rewarded wi’- naething.

The thundering I Hilly may rage,
And swagger ami swear like a heathen ;

But collar him fast. I'll engage,
Ye’ll lind that hi* courage is—naething.

Last night wi’ a feminine Whig—1 
A poet she couldna put faith in;

But soon we grew lovingly big,
I taught her her terrors were—naething.

Her Whigsliip was wonderful pleased,
But charmingly tickled wi’ ae thing;

Her linger* I lovingly squeezed,
And kiwed her, and promised her—naething.

The priest anathemas may threat—
Predicament, sir, that we’re liaith in;

But when honour* reveille is lieat 
The holy aitilk-ry's naething.

Ami now I must mount on the wave—
\^Iy voyage |s*rlia|ia then- is death in;

But what is a watery gravel 
The drowning a Poet is naething.

Ami now as grim death's in my thought,
To yiMi, sir, I make this liequeathing;

My service as long as ye've aught, *
And my friendship, by <•«!, when ye've naething

I The ward U not need hrrr In lie fedlUcal 
but In Dint a< one *4 the rigidly urtbudos. Mo the

hrt^mdox John tJaudie Is called by 
"Ünt# o the W'litgs. '

/

x

the poet the
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TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN
ti i

(DK. MACKENZIE, MAUCHUNB)

INVITING HIM TO ATTEND A MASONIC ANNIVERSARY MEETING ON ST. JOHN'S DAY, 24TH JUNE, 1786.

\

Friday first’s the day appointed,
By our Right Worshipful anointed,

To hold our grand proçessiou ;
To get a blad o’ Jphny’s morals,
And taste a swatch o’ Malison’s* barrels, 

I’ the way of our profession.
Our Master and the Brotherhood 

Wad a’ be glad to see you:
; For me, I would be mair than proud,

To share the mercies wi’ you.
If death, then, wi’ scaith, then;

Some mortal heart is hechtin, 
Inform him, and storto him,

That Saturday ye’ll fecht him.
Robert Burns.

Mossoiel, an. m. 6790.

quantity
sample

would
more
refreshment»

threatening
bully
fight

FAREWELL TO THE BRETHREN OF ST. JAMES’S LODGE,
TARBOLTON.1

TUNE—" Good night ami joy bt tn" you a'!"

Adieu ! a heart-warm, fond adieu !
Dear brothers of the mystic tie! 

ÿ Ye favour’d, ye enlighten'd few.
Companions of my social joy!

Tho’ I to foreign lands must hie,
Pursuing Fortune’s slidd’ry ba’, , slippery bail

With melting heart, and brimful eye,
I’ll mind you still, tho’ far awa’.

Oft have I met your social liand,
And spent the cheerful, festive night;

Oft, honour’d with supreme command,
Presided o’er the sons of light:

1 The keeper of the Tarbolton ale-hniue In which 
the brethren used to aeeemhle. The reference to 
" Johny i morale " Is not understood.

* Tarbolton Is a village In Ayrshire, shout 7 miles 
to the north-east of Ayr, In the parish of the same 
name—a plain country village without any feature of 
particular note. Tarbolton parish contains the farm 
of Lochlea, at which Burns lived from 1777 to 1784, and 
the whole locality has many reminiscences of the poet. 
In regard to his residence In the TarlKiltWjielgh-

hourhood see Lockhart's Ufe In vol. I. of this work. 
Wilson—the famous Dr. Hornbook — was parish 
schoolmaster of Tarbolton. The St. James's Lodge 
held their meetings In the hack room of the humble 
cottage-like village Inn. Of this lodge Hums was 
elected depute-maater In July, 1784, and re-elected 
the following year : this esplalns the allusion to 
" supreme command, ' 4% In the second atanaa. In 
all probability the verses were recited or sung atout 
the 23d June, 17W.
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And by that hieroglyphic bright,
Which none but Craftsmen ever saw !

Strong Mem’ry on my heart shall write 
Those happy scenes when far awa’.

May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 
Unite you in the (Jraiul Design,

Beneath th’ Omniscient Eye above,
The glorious Architect divine !

That you may keep th' unerring line, 
Still rising by the plummet's law,

Till Order bright completely shine,
Shall be my pray’r when far awa’.

And you,1 farewell ! whose merits claim, 
Justly, that highest badge to wear !

Heav’u bless your honour’d, noble name, 
To Masonry and Scotia dear !

A last request permit me here,
When yearly ye assemble a’,

One round, I ask it with a tear,
To him, the Bard that’s far awa’.

ON A SCOTCH BARD,1
(ION* TO THK WKST IMIlIKS.

A’ ye yha live by sowps o’ drink, «up*
A’ ye wha live by crambo-clink, rhyming
A’ ye wha live and never think,

Come mourn wi’ me !
Our billie’s gi’en us a’ a jink, brother dodge

An’ owre the sea.

Lament him a’ ye rantin’ core,
Wha dearly like a random splore,
Nae niair he’ll join the merry roar,

Iu social key;
For now he’s ta’en anither shore,

All’ owre the sea
The bonnie lasses weel may wiss him,
And in their dear petitions place him:
The widows, wives, an’ a’ may bless him,

Wi* tearfu’ ee; eye
For weel I wnt they’ll sairly miss him wot «orely

yiiat’s owre the sea.

rollicking corps 
frolic

1 The reference here le probably to Captain Janie* 
Montgomery, Grandmaster of Ht James* Unlge at 
tills time, as stated by Chamber*.

* Tills was written on himself in 17H0, in anticipation 
of his departure for the West Indies. In one MH. copy

in the author's handwriting, the line in the first 
verse,

Our Mllie'a gVvn ua a* a jink,
stand* thus :

Our Mille, Rub, hue tu rn a jink.
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0 Fortune, they hae room to grumble!
, Iladst thou ta’en aff some drowsy burnmle,

Wha can do nought but fyke an’ fumble, 
Twad been nae plea;

But he waa gleg as ony wunible,
That’s owre the sea.

bungler
fuse

sharp wimble

Auld cantie Kyle may weepers wear,
An’ stain them wi’ the saut, saut tear;
Twill mak’ her poor auld heart, I fear,

In flinders flee;
He was her laureate monie a year,

That’s owre the sen.

hearty
Wilt

•pi inter*

• He saw misfortune’s cauld nor’-wast
Lang mustering up a bitter blast ;
A jiUet brak his heart at last,1

Ill may she be!
So, took a berth afore the mast,

An’ owre the sea.

r

jilt

To tremble under Fortune’s eummock,
On scarce a bellyfu’ o’ druminock,
Wi’ his proud, inde|>emient stomach,

, Could ill agree;
So, row't his Inmlies in a hammock,

An’ owrexhc sea.

roil
meal and water

rolled hie thigh*

He ne’er was gi’en to great misguiding,
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in;
Wi’ him it ne’er was under hiding;

He dealt it free:
The muse w:is a’ that he took pride in,

That's owre the sea.

jiockeU would not

Jamaica bodies, use him weel,
An’ hap him in a cozie hie!:
Ye'll find him aye a dainty chiel,

And fu' o’ glee;
He wad na wrang’d the vera deil,

That’s owre the sea.

folk*
rover enug ebel
likable fellow

would not (have)

, Fare weel, my rhyme-compos ipg billie!
Your native soil was right ill-willie;
But may you flourish like a lily,

Now bonnilie!
I’ll toast ye in my hindmost gillie,

Tho’ owre the sea.

brother

giU (of whiaky)

1 This of count rtfen to Jean Armour i deiertlon of him, which did not quite break hia heart however.
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SONG-ELIZA.»
TV’**—" GiUleroy"

From thee, Eliza, I must go,
Aud from my native shore;

The cruel fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean’s roar :

But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 
Between my lore and me,

They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from thee!

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
The maid that I adore! 1 

A boding voice is in mine ear,
We part to meet no more!

But the last throb that leaves my heart, 
While'death stands victor by,

That throb, Eliza, is thy part,
And thine that hi test sigh !

A BARDS EPITAPH.1

Is there a whim-inspirèd fool,
Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre Mate to seek, owre proud to snool, 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool, 

And drap a tear.

Is there a hard of rustic song,
Who, noteless, steal* the crowds among,

over
iMuhfiil cringe abjectly 

lament y

1 Discarded by Jean Armour, and driven from lier 
father s door with contumely, Burns's affections turned 
towards the heroine of this song, and, in a far more 
Intense degree towards his Highland Lassie (Mary 
Campbell), to whom lie writes farewell strains fully 
as Impassioned. Ullliert Burns, ('handlers, and others 
Identify Miss Betty (Miller), who figures as one of the 
Mauchline Indies, as the inspirer of these evIMmding 
verses. From the following obituary notice, however, 
which appeared in the newspa|wrs about the year 
1827, It would appear that there is another claimant 
for this honour. “ At Alva, on the 28th ult., in the 
74th year of her age, Mrs. Ellzalieth Black, relict of the 
late Mr. James Htewart, vintner there. . . . She was 
Burns s Eu*A. Hhc was horn and brought up In Ayr
shire, and in the hloom of youth was iiossesaed of no 
ordinary share of |iersoual charms. Hhe early liecaiue

acquainted with Burns, and made no small impression 
oil Ids heart. She iMisscsscd several love-epistles he had 
addressed to her. It w as when Scotia's hard intended 
emigrating from his own to a foreign shore that he 
wrote the stanzas beginning, ‘ I>om thee, Eliza, I must 
go' —the subject being of course Ellzalieth Black." Tills 
claim Is, however, rather weak ; Ellzalieth Black was 
acquainted with the Burns family before they came 
to Mossgiel, but by this time she had left that part of 
the country, and they appear to have lost sight of her. 
Moreover, if site died in 1827, aged 74, she must have 
been six years older than Burns, and therefore hardly 
likely to have lieen a sweetheart of his.

* This beautiful and affecting poem was composed 
as a fitting conclusion tft the volume published at 
Kilmarnock in 1786. The analysis of his own char
acter here Is perfect so far as it goes.
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That weekly this area throng.
O, pass not by!

But, with a frater-feeling strong,
Here, heave a sigh.

Is there a man, whose judgment, dear,
Can others teach the course to steer,
Yet runs, himself, life’s mad career,

Wild as the wave;
Here pause- and, thro’ the starting tear 

Survey this grave.

The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn, and wise to know,
And keenly felt the friendly glow, X.

And softer flame ;
But thoughtless follies laid him low,

And stain’d his name.

Reader, attend—whether thy soul
Soars fancy’s flights beyond the pole, .
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, l

In low pursuit;
Know, prudent, cautious self-control 

Is wisdom’s root.1

I — .
EPITAPH FOR ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ.*

Know thou, O Ht ranger to the fame 
Of this much lov’d, much honour’d name!
(For none that knew him need be told)
A warmer In-art death ne’er made cold.

l " Whom did tke poet Intend should Iw thought of 
as occupying that grave over which, after modestly 
setting forth the moral discernment ami wann affec
tions of the ‘ poor inhabitant,' it is supposed to lie 
Inscribed that—

Thoughtlre Mile laid him low.
And stain'd his name—

Whom but himself- himself anticipating the too pro
bable termination of his own course? Here is a sincere 
and solemn avowal—a public declaration from Ida 
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 have put 
his seal to the writing, testifying that the forclnnling 
had been realised, and the record wo* authentic?"—
WoBMWOML-----“Wordsworth owed niuchtoUiims,
and a style of perfect plainness, relying for effect 
solely on the weight and force of that which with 
entire fidelity it utters, Hums could show him.

The poor inhabitant below 
Was quick to learn, ami wise to know,
And keenly felt the friendly glow,

And softer flame ;
llut thoughtless follies laid him low.

And staiud hb name.

" Every one r ill lw conscious of a likeness here to 
Wordsworth; ami If Wordsworth did great things 
with this nobly plain manner, we must rememlier, 
what indeed he hlmaelf would always hare been „■ 

forward to acknowledge, that Hums used It before 
him. '—Matthew Arnold.

1 Koliert Aiken, writer or solicitor in Ayr, was one 
of Hunts's earliest friends and Imtrous. He spoke in 
high terms of Hurns's poetry wherever he went, and 
contributed materially to the spread of the poet's 
fame. Hy wav of marking his sense of Aiken's friendly 
attentions, Hums inscrtlied to him “The «’otter's 
Mat unlay Nlgld. and indited the altove kindly and »
graceful epitaph.



\

■





BLTOER AYR AHD HOWFORD BRIDGE

Blackie !t Son. London. Glasgow Sc Edinburgh

X ^

IHHH



/

Age 27.']

EPIT

1

1

X

SO

“My two songs on M 
(‘ Young Peggy blooms " 
libels against the fastid 
under pain of forfeiture 
songs that had cost me i 
Gavin Hamilton, Mar.

1 Gavin Hamilton was an. 
friends. In this case also, I 
in song. The “ Dedication 
received the praise of th< 
“ talcin' arts wi' grit and 
mentioned; and in the “I 
M'Math,” his virtues are ex

2 Wee Johny was long sup 
the printer of the first edit! 
considered to be a great j< 
printed his own “Aie jacet, 
plication. But Burns had 
of his printer, nor was Wila 
be a ready or likely butt, 
was a miserly, ill-conditione 
bourhood of Mauchline, who 
sheer ignorance, impertinei 
to have been frequently i 
See p. 439, vol. 1. of Hately ’ 
of Bums, and letter in Kilt
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EPITAPH FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.1

The poor man wee]»—here Gavin sleeps,
Whom canting wretches blam’d ;

But with such as he, where’er he be,
May I be sav’d or damn’d !

EPITAPH ON WEE JOIINY.2

HIC JACK! WEE JOHNY.

Whoe’er thou art, O reader, know, 
That death has murder’d Johny!

An’ here his body lies fu’ low-----
For said lie ne’er had ony. ,

SONG—THE LASS O’ BALLOCHMYLE.4

TUNE—“ J/wa Forbe*’ Farewell to Banff."

“My two songs on Miss W. Alexander (‘The Lass o’ Ballochmyle’) and Miss Peggy Kennedy 
(‘ Young Peggy blooms’) were likewise tried yesterday by a jury of literati, and found defamatory 
libels against the fastidious powers of Poesy and Taste, and the author forbidden to print them 
under pain of forfeiture of character. I cannot help almost shedding a tear to the memory of two 
songs that had cost me some pains, and that I valued a good deal, but I must submit."—Burns to 
Gavin Hamilton, March 8, 1787.

’Twas even—the dewy fields were green, ^
On ev’ry blade the pearls hang;3

The zephyr wanton’d round the bean,
And bore its fragrant sweets alang:

1 Gavin Hamilton was another of the poet's early 
friends. In this case also, Bums repaid his kindness 
in song. The “ Dedication to Gavin Hamiltcm,” has 
received the praise of the critics; elsewhere his 
“ takin’ arts wi’ grit and sma'," are prominently 
mentioned ; and in the “ Epistle to the Rev. John 
M'Mdth," Ilia virtues are expatiated upon at length.

2 Wee Johny was long supposed to be John Wilson,
the printer of the first edition of the poems. It was 
considered to be a great joke that he should have 
printed his own “ hie jacet," unsuspecting of its ap
plication. But Burns had no cause to think meanly 
of his printer, nor was Wilson such a simpleton as to 
be a ready or likely butt. The real “Wee Johny” 
was a miserly, ill-conditioned cow-feeder in the neigh
bourhood of Mauchline, who was occasionally, through 
sheer ignorance, impertinent to the poet. He is said 
to have been frequently styled “Saulless Johny.” 
See p. 439, vol. i. of Hately Waddell’s Life and Workn 
of Bums, and letter in Kilmarnock Standard of Nov.

VOL. II.

29th, 1884, the statements in which were corroborated 
by Miss Begg (Burns's niece) at the date of writing.

3 Hang is not the present but the past tense ; the
conjugation of the verb in Scotland being king, hang, 
hung. u

4 The “ Braes of Ballochmyle ” extend along thë right 
or north bank of the Ayr, between the village of 
Catrine and Howford Bridge, and are situated at the 
distance of about two miles from Burns’s farm of 
Mossgiel. They form the most important part of the 
pleasure-grounds connected with Ballochmyle House, 
the scat of a family named Alexander, one of the 
members of which, Miss Wilhelmina Alexander, was 
the subject of the poem. Presenting a mixture of 
steep bank and precipice, clothed with the most 
luxuriant natural wood, while a fine river sweeps 
round beneath them, they form a scene of bewilder
ing beauty, exactly such as a poet would love to 
dream in, during a July eve. A short while before 
the incident which gave rise to the song, Balloch-
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In ev’ry glen the mavis sang,
All nature listening seem’d the while, 

Except where green-wood echoes rang, 
Amaug the braes o’ Balloclimyle.

J
With careless step I onward stray’d, 

My heart rejoic’d in nature’s joy, 
When musing in a lonely glade,

A maiden fair I chanc’d to spy. 
Her look was like the morning’s eye, 

Her air like nature’s vernal smile,

myle, its broad lands, and lovely braes had been 
parted with, in consequence of declining circum
stances, by the representative of an old and once 
powerful Ayrshire family, Sir John Whitefoord. This 
led to the composition by Burns of a song “The Braes 
o’ Balloclimyle,” already given (sec p. 52).

Currie’s account of the circumstances attending the 
composition of the present song is as follows “ The 
whole course of the Ayr is fine ; but the banks of that 
river, as it bends to the eastward above Mauchline, 
are singularly beautiful, and they were frequented, 
as may be imagined, by our poet in his solitary walks. 
Here the muse often visited him. In one of these 
wanderings he met among the woods a celebrated 
beauty of the west ofkScotland-^a lady of whom it is 
said, that the charms of her person correspond with 
the character of her mind. This incident gave rise, as 
might be expected, to a poem, of which an account 
will be found in the following letter, in which he in
closed it to the object of his inspiration.” The letter 

„v is dated 18th November, 1780, some months after the 
veong must have been written. After apologizing for 

tiie. liberty of taking the lady whom he is addressing 
for the subject of his lyric, he proceeds—“I had 
roved out as chance directed, in the favourite haunts 
of my muse—the banks of the Ayr, to view nature 
in all the gaiety of the vernal year. The sun was 
flaming over the distant western hills : not a breath 
stirred thé crimson opening blossom, or the verdant 
spreading leaf. It was a golden moment for a poetic 
heart. I listened to the feathered warblers, pouring 
their harmony on every hand, with a congenial 
kindred regard, and frequently turned out of my 
path, lest I should disturb their little son£b, or 
frighten them tft another station. Surely, said I to 
myself, he must be a wretch indeed, who, regardless 
of your harmonious endeavour to please him, can 
eye your elusive flights to discover your secret re
cesses, and to rob you of all the property nature gives 
you, your dearest comforts, your helpless nestlings. 
Even the hoary hawthorn twig that shot across the 
way, what heart but at such a time must have been 
interested in its welfare, and wished it preserved 
from the rudely-browsing cattle, or the withering 
eastern blast? Such was the scene—and such the 
hour, when, in a corner of my prospect, I spied one 
of the finest pieces of Nature’s workmanship that 
ever crowned a poetic landscape, or blest a poet’s eye: 
those visionary bards excepted who hold commerce

with aerial beings ! Had Calumny and Villainy taken 
my walk, they had at that moment sworn eternal 
peace with such an object. What an hour of inspi
ration for a poet! It would have raised plain, dull, 
historic prose into metaphor and measure ! The in
closed song was the work of my return home ; and 
perhaps but poorly answers what might have been 
expected from such a scene." Burns closed the letter 
with a request for the lady’s consent to the publica
tion of the song, in the second edition of his poems, 
but (a good deal to his chagrin) received no reply.

Miss Alexander has been blamed by various writers 
for her reserve ; and certainly it is now to be regretted 
that she was not so fortunate as to cultivate the friend
ship of the poet. But when the plain fact is known, 
all such commentaries appear vain. Burns, though he 
wrote poetry which no contemporary, gentle or simple, 
approached, was, at this time at least, locally known 
chiefly for an unusual share of some of the failings of 
humanity. His character had been reported to Miss 
Alexander in terms which caused her to shrink from 
his correspondence; and while she did not fail to ap
preciate the beauty of his poetry, and the value of 
the compliment he had paid to her, she deemed it 
best, both for her own sake and for the feelings of 
her poetical admirer, to allow the affair to rest at the 
point which it had already reached.

She afterwards displayed no imperfect sense of the 
honour which the genius of Burns has conferred upon 
her. She preserved the original manuscript of the 
poem and letter with the greatest care; and these are 
now preserved in separate frames, and are to be seen 
hung up on the walls of the back parlour of the farm
house of Mossgiel, having been placed there by the 
late Boyd Alexander, for the hisAction of visitors.

Miss Alexander died on "the f*h June, 1843. She 
was aged eighty-eight at the time of her decease, and 
must therefore have been Burns’s senior by three or 
four years.

“ When I first read that song it made the hairs of 
my head creep, I thought it so beautiful. Bums 
took it heinously amiss that Miss Alexander never 
made any reply to the flaming letter which he sent 
her along with the song. I think it would have been 
very unnatural if she had ; for how could she think 
with patience of a great black curly ploughman, with 
brawny limbs and broad shoulders, straining her 
nightly to his bosom. It was really too much of a 
good thing this!"—JAMK8 Hooa.

a
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Perfection whisper’d, passing by,
“ Behold the lass o’ Ballochmyle!”

Fair is the morn in flowery May,
And sweet is night in autumn mild,

When roving thro’ the gardpn gay,
Or wandering in the lonely wild.

But Woman, Nature’s darling child !
There all her charms she does compile; *

Ev’n there her other works are foil’d
By the bonnie lass o’ Ballochnfÿle.

V

O had she been a country maid,
And I the happy country swain,

Tho’ sheltered in the lowest shed
That ever rose on Scotland’s plain:

Thro’ weary winter’s wind and rain,
With joy, with rapture, I would toil;

.And nightly to my bosom strain
The bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle!

Then pride might climb the slipp’ry steep, »
Where fame and honours lofty shine; {

And tli^ÿ; of gold might tempt the deep, J
Or downward seek the Indian mine; *

Give me the cot below the pine,
To tend the flocks or till the soil,

And every day have joys divine, 
i ' With the bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle.

® A FAREWELL.1
* /

Farewell, dear friend ! may guid luck hit you,
. And, ’mang her favourites admit you !

If e’er Detraction shore to smit you, threaten infect
May nane believe him !

And ony deil that thinks to get you,
. , Good Lord deceive him.

1 These lines were addressed by the poet to his Jamaica as immediate, and he mentions the recent 
friend Mr. John Kennedy, in an undated letter from publication of bis poems thus “I have at last made 
Kilmarnock, which, from internal evidence, may be my public appearance, and am solemnly inaugurated 
assigned to some day between .‘id and 16th August, into the numerous class [of authors].” Another piece 
1786. Burns was then contemplating his voyage to addressed to Kennedy will be found on p. 123.
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LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK NOTE.1

Wae worth thy power, thou cursed leaf,
Fell source o’ a’ my woe and grief !
For lack o’ thee I’ve lost my lass,
For lack ok thee I scrimp my glass.
I see the children of affliction 
Unaided, through thy curs’d restriction.
Pve seen thé oppressor’s cruel smile 
Amid his hapless victim’s spoil,
And, for thy potence, vainly wish’d 
To crush the villain in the dust.
For lack o’ thee I leave this much loved shore, 
Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more.

THE FAREWELL.2

The valiant in himself, what can he suffer ?
Or what does he regard his single woes?
But when, alas! he multiplies himself.
To dearer selves, to the lov’d tender fair,
To those whose lilies, whose beings hang upon him,
To helpless children! then, O then ! he feels 
The point of misery fest'ring in his heart,
And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward.
Such, such am I ! undone !—Thomson's Edward and Eleonora

)

«%

Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plains 

Where rich ananas blow !
Farewell, a mother’s blessing dear !
A brother’s sigh ! a sister’s tear!

My Jean’s heart-rending throe!3 

Farewell, my Bess!4 tho’ thou’rt bereft 
Of my parental care;

A faithful brother I have left,
My part in him thou’lt share !

1 This note of the Bank of Scotland for one pound, 
dated 1st March, 1780, was probably part of the 
proceeds of the Kilmarnock edition of the poems, 
and the “Lines,” therefore, were written in August, 
1786; the last two lines give the strongest internal 
evidence for this. The piece appeared first in the 
Morning Chronicle of 27th May, 1814. The first edi
tion of the poems with which they were incorporated 
was that of Gilbert Burns, 1820.

* “ The Farewell ” seems to bear internal evidence 
of the period of its composition, namely, the end of 
August, 1786, when the poet was looking forward to 
his voyage to the West Indies as in the immediate 
future ; and when the event mentioned in next note

was close at hand. This latter would seem to have 
stirred up kinder feelings in the poet’s mind towards 
Jean than he had recently entertained.
'-«This no doubt refers to Jean Armour's approach
ing confinement. On the 3d September, 1786, Jean 
was delivered of twins, a boy and a girl.

«The poet's illegitimate daughter, the “sonsie, 
smirking, dear-bought Bess " of the “ Inventory." In 
a deed of assignment, dated 22d July, 1786, Burns 
made over all his goods, with the prospective profits 
of his poems, to his brother Gilbert, who In return 
“ binds and oblidges himself to aliment, clothe and 
educate my said natural child in a suitable manner, 
ns if she was his own.”
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Adieu too, to you too,
My Smith,1 my bosom frien’; 

When kindly you mind me,
0 then befriend my Jean !

/ . V

What bursting anguish tears my heart ! 
From thee, my Jeannie, mus/1 part!

Thou, weeping, answ’rest,/1 No !” 
Alas! misfortune stares mylface,
And points to ruin and disgrace,

I, for thy sake, must go ÎF 
Thee, Hamilton and Aiken3 dear,

A grateful, warm adieu !
[, with a much-indebted tear,

Shall Itill remember you !
All-hail then, the gale then,

Wafts me from thee, dear shore ! 
It rustles, and whistles—

I’ll never see thee more !

VERSES TO AN OLD SXVÈETHEART

AFTER HER MARRIAGE.

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OK A COPY OF HIS POEMS, PRESENTED TO THE LADY. *

Once fondly lov’d, and still remember’d dear;
Sweet early object of my youthful vows ! 

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere,— 
Friendship ! ’tis all cold duty now allows.

And when you read the simple, art' rhymes,
One friendly sigh for him—he askk no more,—

Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes, 
Or haply lies beneath th’ Atlantic roar.

> James Smith, merchant in Mauchline—the same 
person to whom one of the poet's beat epistles is 
addressed. 1 //

3 Gavin Hamilton and Robert Aiken. These gentle
men were at this period the chief advisers and patrons 
of the poet. They have already been repeatedly men
tioned in our pages.2 When thus taking an anguished farewell of hid 

Jean did no recollection rise up in the mind of 
Burns, we wonder, of the Highland Mary, with whom 
a few short months fore he had “ lived one day of 
parting love ” on tli( inks of the Ayr, vowing eternal 
constancy, and excl ging Bibles in pledge thereof? 
Mary was at this time with her own people in the 
Highlands, preparing, to use the poet’s own words, 
“for our projected change of life;” yet, from this 
poem orte would think that no rival to Jean had ever 
engaged his affections.

4 In the Glenriddell MS. there is ilijs note:— 
“Written on the blank leaf of a copy of the first 
edition of my poems, which I presented to an old 
sweetheart, then married. ’Twas the girl I mentioned 
in my letter to Dr. Moore, where I speak of taking 
the sun’s altitude." This was Peggy Thomson, of 
Kirkoswald, who became the wife of a Mr. Neilson, 
of that place, whom Burns describes as an “old 
acquaintance and a most worthy fellow." See also 
vol. i. i>. 215.

) x
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TÔE CALF.

[1786.

\
’ \ TO THE REV. JAMES STEVEN,

On his text, Mnlaclii ch. iv\s: “And ye shall go forth, and grow up, like calves of the stall.”

” Right, Sir! your text .I’ll prove it true, 
Tlio’ heretics may laugh;

For instance,*there’s yoursel’ just now, 
God knows, an unco calf!

And should some patron be so kind,
. As bless yotpwfa kirk,
I doubt nafSir, but then we’ll find, 

Yeire straits great a stick.

But, if tneTover’s raptur’d hour 
Shall ever be your lot,

Forbid it, ev’ry heavenly power,
You e’er should be a stot!

Tho’ when some kind, connubial dear, 
Your but-and-ben adorns,

The like has been that you may wear 
A noble head of horns. \

And in your lug, most reverend James, 
To hear you roar and rowte,

Few men o’ sense will doubt your claims 
To rink amang the noicte.

remarkable

young bullock

bullock

parlour and kitchen

eaïç
bellow

cattle

And when ye’re number’d wi’ the d$ad, 
Below ix grassy hillock,

WV justice they may mark your head— 
“ Here lies a famous bullock!”1

1 Gilbert Burns tells us, that, on Sunday, 3d Sep
tember, 1786, “the poet had been with Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton in the morning, who said jocularly to him, 
when he was going to church, in allusion to the in
junction of some parents to their children, that he 
must be sure to bring him a note of the sermon at 
mid-day : this address to the reverend gentlemen on 
his text was accordingly produced.” The poet’s own 
account is somewhat different. In a letter to his 
friend Robert Muir, Kilmarnock, written a few days 
after the piece was composed, he says: “The poem 
was nearly an extemporaneous production on a wager 
with Mr. Hamilton, that 1 would not produce a poem 
on the subject in a given time.” The preacher was 
assistant to the minister of Ardrossan, but on this 
occasion occupied Mr. Auld'spulpitat Mauchline. He 
was afterwards minister of the Scots Church, Crown 
Court,Covent Garden,London ; and ultimately minister

of Kilwinning in Ayrshire. The name of “ The Calf ” 
stuck to him through life. In a letter to Burns from 
his younger brother, who died in London, we find 
this passage, dated 21st March, 1790:—“ We were at 
Covent Garden chapel this forenoon to hear the 
Calf preach : /ie is grown very fat, and is as boister
ous as ever.”—Towards the evening of the Sunday on 
which this memorable sermon was preached, and this 
vigorous jeu d'entprit written, Jean was delivered of 
twins. In the same letter to Mr. Muir, the poet says, 
“ You will have heard that poor Armour has repaid 
me double. A very fine boy and a girl have awakened 
a thought and feelings that thrill, some with tender 
pressure, and some with foreboding anghisb, through 
my soul. ” An arrangement was made between the 
Burns and Armour families, that the boy should be 
taken care of at Mossgiel, the girl (who did not live 
long) kept at her mother’s.
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NATURE’S LAW,1
A POEM HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Great Nature spoke; observant man obey’d.—Pope.

Let other heroes boast their scars,
The marks of sturt and strife;

And other poets sing of wars,
Thë plagues of human life;

Shame fa’ the fun ; wi’ sword and gun 
To slap mankind like lumber !

I sing his name, and nobler fame 
Wha multiplies our number.

Great Nature spoke with air benign,
“Go on, ye human race;

This lower world I you resign;
Be fruitful and increase. *

The liquid fire of strong desire,
I’ve pour’d it in each bosom;

Here, on this hand, does Mankind stand,
And there, is Beauty’s blossom.”

The Hero of these artless strains,
A lowly bard was he,

Who sung his rhymes in Coila’s plains,
With meikle mirth and glee;

Kind Nature’s care had given his share 
Large, of the flaming current ;

And all devout he never sought 
To stem the sacred torrent.

He felt the powerful high behest 
Thrill vital thro’ and tliro’;

And sought a correspondent breast 
To give obedience due:

Propitious Powers screen’d the young flow’rs, 
From mildews of abortion;

And lo ! the bard—a great reward—
Has got a double portion.

Auld canty Coil may count the day 
As annual it returns,

The third of Libra’s equal sway 
That gave another Burns,2

171
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cheery

1 These verses were published for the first time in 
Pickering's Aldine edition, 1839.

2 Robert Burns, junr., one of the twins or “double 
portion ” born to the poet on the 3d of .SeptemberI

1786; he died at Dumfries, 14th May, 1857 (see note 
to preceding poem). He scerhs to have had all his 
sire’s warm passions and imprudence, but wanted liis 

‘ poetic tire. "

/
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With future rhymes, an’ other times, 6To emulate his sire; „
To sing auld Coil in nobler style, ,,

With more poetic fire. ' V-»

Ye Powers of Peace and peaceful song,
Look down with gracious eyes;

And bless auld Coila,' large and long,
With multiplying joys;

• Long may she stand to prop the land,
The flow’r of ancient nations;

And Burnses spring, her fame to sing /
V To endless generations !

ADDRESS TO THE, TOOTH

From a letter addressed to Creech, the publtaher, dated aÉnply “ May 30th,” and commencing:— 
“ I ha* intended to have troubled you with a long letter, but at present the delightful sensations of 
an omnipotent toothache so engross all my inner man, as to put it out of my power even to write 
nonsense,” it has l>een generally inferred that the following “Address" was penned about the same 
time. Seeing there is no other evidence td support it, this is a risky inference, to start with ; and 
when it can be shown that Cromek, who first published the letter, supplemented conjecturally, 
“ Ellisland, 1789," to the date, and also that the contents of the letter do not justify the assigning 
of this date, the period formerly set down for thé composition of the poem must be wrong. Mr. W. 
Scott Douglas shows that the true date of the letter is 30th May, 1795, and gives fair reasons for 
assigning this piece to a period prior to the publication of the Edinburgh edition of the poet’s 
works, in April, 1787. The date may then be hypothetically given as 1786

My curse upon your venom’d stang, 
That shoots my tortur’d gums alang ; 
And thro’ my lugs gies mony a twang,

sting

earn twinge
Wi’ gnawing vengeance;

Tearing my nerves wi’ bitter pang,
Like racking engines !

When fevers burn, or ague freezes,
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes;
Our neighbours’ sympathy may ease us,

Wi’ pitying moan;
But thee—thou hell o’ a’ diseases—

They mock our groan !

Adown my best'd the slavers trickle !
I throw1 the wee stools o’er the mickle,
As round the fire the giglets keckle, giddy creature» laugh

To see me loup; 
While raving mad, I wish a heckle

Were in their doup. posteriors

1 Hie variation “ kick " for “ throw " seems due to the ingenuity of critics, and cannot be 
traced to Burns.
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O’ a’ the mun’rous human dools,
Ill hafsts, daft bargains, cutty-stools,
Or worthy friends rak’d i’ th§ mods,

Sad sight to see !
The tricks o’ knaves, or fash o’ fools,

Thou bear’st'the gree.

Where’er that place be priests ca’ hell, 
yrtience a’ the tones o’ mis’ry yell,
And ranked plagues their numbers tell,

In dreadfu’ raw,
Thou, Tooth-ache, surely beaPst the bell 

Amaug them a’!

O thou grim, mischief-making chiel,
That gars the notes of discord squeel,
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel

In gore a shoe-thick;— ^ 
Gie a’ the faes o’ Scotland's weal

A towmond’s Tooth-ache !
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WILLIE CljALMERS.1

" W. Clmlmcrs, a gentleman in Ayrshire, a^particular friend of mine, asked me to write a poetic 
epistle to a young lady, his dulcinea. I had seen her, but was scarcely acquainted with her, and 
wrote as follows."—R. B.

Madam,

Wi’ braw new branks in mickle pride, flue bridle
And eke a braw new brechan, horse-collar

My Pegasus I’m got astride,
And up Parnassus pechin’; panting

Whiles owre a bush wi’ downward crush sometimes over
The doited beastie stammers; stupid

. Then up he gets, and off he sets,
For sake o’ Willie Chalmers.

* I doubt na, lass, that weel-kenn’d name well-known

May cost a pair o’ blushes;
I am nae stranger to your fame,

Nor his warm-urgèd wishes.
Your bon nie face sae mild and sweet 

His honest heart enamours,

i Chalmers was a writer or solicitor in Ayr. How far 
the poem tended to the success of his suit has nowhere 
been mentioned. Lockhart obtained this piece from 
Lady Harriet Don, the sister of the poet's early patron, 
Lord Glencairn, and it was first published by him in

the second edition of the Life of Robert Burns in 1829 
— that which is printed in the first volume of this work. 
The versification may have been suggested by an old 
Scottish lyric in the Tea-Table Miscellany with the 
title “Omnia vincit Amor.”

/



174 POEMS AND SONGS. [me.

And, faith, ye’ll no be lost a whit, 
Tho’ waired on Willie Chalmers. expended

Auld Truth hersel’ might swear ye’re fair,
And Honour safely back her,

And Modesty assume your air,
And ne’er a aue mistak her:

And sic twa love-inspiring cen such two ey«
Might'fire even holy Palmers; ^

Nae wonder then they’ve fatal been 
To honest Willie Chalmers.

I doubt na Fortune may you shore offer
Some mim-mou’d pouther’d priestie, prim i>owdered

Fu’ lifted up wi’ Hebrew lore,
And band upon his breastie:

But oh ! what signifies to you 
His lexicons and grammars:

The feeling heart’s the royal blue,
And that’s wi’ Willie Chalmers.

Some gapin’, glowrin’, countra laird, 
May warele for your favour ;

staring land-owner 

scratch car strokeMay claw his lug, and straik his beard, 
And boast up some palaver.

My bonnie maid, before ye wed 
Sic clumsy-witted hamlners,

Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp 
Awa’ wi’ Willie Chalmers.

barefooted trip

Forgive the Bard ! my fond regard
For ane that shares my bosom 

Inspires my muse to gie’m his dues,
For deil a hair I roose him.

May powers aboon unite you soon,
flatter

And fructify your amours,—
- And every year come in mair dear 

To you and Willie Chalmers.

ANSWER TO A POETICAL EPISTLE FROM A TAILOR.1

What ails you now, ye lousie b—h,
To thresh my back at sic a pitch? 
Losh man ! hae mercy wi’ your natch, grip (!)

Your bodkin’s bauld,

i Thomas Walker, a tailor, residing at Poole, near his alleged misdemeanours, particularly In regard to 
Ochiltree, and one of a pious turn of mind, sent a the fair sex. The epistle shows good Intention on the 
rhyming epistle to Burns, remonstrating with him on part of the poor tailor, but nothing more, being alike

/
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I did na suffer half sae much
Frae Daddie Auld.1

(A stanza omitted.] J

King David, o’ poetic brief,
Wrought ’mang the lasses sic mischief,
As fill’d his after life wi’ grief

Au’ bloody rants,
An’ yet lie’s rank’d aman g the chief

O’ lang-syue saunts.

And maybe, Tam, for a’ my cants,
My wicked rhymes, an’ drucken rants,
I’ll gie auld cloven Clootie’s haunts 

An unco slip? yet,
An’f pugly sit a mang the saunts

At Davie’s hip yet.

But, fegs, the Session says I maun 
Gae fa’ upo’ anither plan,
Than garrin’ lasses cowp the cran

Clean heels owre body, 
And sairly thole their mithers’ ban,

Afore the howdy.

This leads me on to tell for sport,
How I did with the Session sort—
Auld Clinkum at the Inner port

Cried three times, “Robin! 
Come hither, lad, an’ answer fort,

Ye’re blam’d for jobbin’.”

175
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clever

faith must 

turn topey-turvy

midwife

the bell-ringer

deficient in tact and talent, whether considered as a 
piece of advice or as a poem. A single verse may 
suffice as a specimen

O Hj|b 1 lay by thy foolish tricks,
Àffsteer nae main the female sex,
Or some day ye'll come through the pricks 

*■ An‘ that ye’ll see;
You’ll find hard living wi’ Auld Nicks^

I’m woe for time.

In another verse he says—
Fu* weel ye ken ye’ll gang to hell,—

And he adds, rather ungallantly,—
There walth o’ women ye’ll get near;—

But poor Burns is not to hold this as any consolation 
for him in the nether world ; for,

Ye’ll never say, my bonnie dear,
Come, gie’x a kiss

Nae kissing there—ye ll giro and sneer.
An* ither hiss.

The answer of Burns to this ludicrous doggrel, was 
the productioihgiven above. In tjie Ayrshire Contem
poraries of Bums it is stated that this answer was not 
really written by Burns, but by William Simson, the 
schoolmaster of Ochiltree, to whom Burns addresses 
one of his epistles. Simson, according to this authority, 
was in Walker s secret with regard to the letter he had 
sent to Burns, and as Bums returned no answer, 
Simson, as a joke, wrote the above with the signature 
of Robert Burns, and despatched it to the tailor. We 
have no evidence to gainsay this, beyond the internal 
evidence of the piece itself, which, according to our 
judgment, displays more of Burns's vigour and hum
our, though in its coarsest mood, than any other pro
duction of William Simeon’s which we have seen. 
Besides, the poem was printed in Stewart and Meikle’s 
Tracts, in 1799, and ascribed to Burns. Both Simson 
and Walker, who long survived this date, could not 
but have seen these Tracts, and they never challenged 
the Burns authorship.

1 See vol. i. p. 31.
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Wi’ pinch I put a Sunday’s face on,
An’ snoov’d awa’ before the Session—
I made an open, fair confession,

I scorn’d to lie;
An’ syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

Fell foul o’ me.

A fornicator loun he call’d me,
An’ said my faut frae bliss expell’d me;
I own’d the tide was true he toll'd me,

“ But what the (matter?”

(Three stanzas and two lines omitted here.)

But, Sir, this pleas’d them warst ava,
An’ therefore, Tam, when that I saw,
I said, “Guid night,” and cam awa’,

And left the Session;
I saw they were resolved a’

On my oppression.

went sheepishly

THE BRIGS OF AYR,1

-V INSCRIBED TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ., AYR.

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough,
Learning his tuneful trade from every bough—
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush,

.Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn bush; 
^Flie soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill,
Or deep-ton’d plovers, gray, wild-whistling o’er the hill— 
Shall he, nurs’d in the peasant’s lowly shed,
To hardy independence bravely bred,

1 The two bridges of Ayr, crossing the river of the 
same name, and connecting Ayr proper with Wallace- 
town and Newton-upon-Ayr, are respectively known 
as the Auld Brig and the New Brig. The Auld Brig 
is the upper of the two, being about 150 yards from 
the New Brig. It seems to have been erected some
time between 1470 and 1525, though it is commonly' 
held, but without any proof, to have been erected at 
a much earlier date. It consists of four lofty arches 
of solid architecture, but being steep and narrow, a 
new bridge was raised in 1786-88 to give additional 
accommodation for traffic. For any public advantages 
derived from this latter structure the community was 
chiefly Indebted to Mr. Ballantine, who was provost 
during the time of its erection, and who died in 1812. 
To this gentleman, a banker by profession, Burns 
had been introduced by Mr. Robert Aiken, his earliest 
Ayr patron ; and Mr. Ballantine proved his sense of

the poet's personal and poetical merits by generously 
offering to advance the sum necessary for printing the 
second edition of his poems, but at the same time 
advised him to publish in Edinburgh instead of in 
Kilmarnock, which he shortly afterwards did, and 
with so much success. It was therefore for more 
than one reason that Bums Inscribed to him the 
present poem. The new bridge was designed by 
Robert Adam, and was a neat structure of five arches 
(see plate). It was so much injured by the floods of 
1877 that it had to 1» taken down and rebuilt (1878- 
79), thus fulfilling the prophecy of the Auld Brig—

pll lie a brig when ye're a shapeless calm.

The Auld Brig is still serviceable.—The poem of 
the “ Brigs of Ayr" was one of those added In the 
first Edinburgh edition of the poet's works (1787). \

■■■■■■■■■■
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By early poverty to hardship steel’d,
And train’d to arms in stern misfortune’s field— 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes,
The servile mercenary Swiss of rhymes!
Or labour hard the panegyric close,
With all the venal soul of dedicating prose?
No! though his artless strains he rudely sings, 
And throws his hand uncouthly o’er the strings, 
He g^jws with all the spirit of the bard,
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward ! 
Still, if some patron’s gen’rous care he trace, 
Skill’d in the secret to bestow with grace;
When Ballautyne befriends his humble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame,
With heartfelt throes his grateful bosom swells; 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels.

Twas when the stacks get on their winter-hap, -covering
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap; thatch and straw-rope
Potatoe-bings are snuggèd up frae scaith -heaps
Of coming winter’s biting, frosty breath;
The bees, rejoicing o’er their summer toils,
Unnumber’d buds’ an’ flow’rs’ delicious spoils,
Seal’d up with frugal care in massive waxen piles,
Are doom’d by man, that tyrant o’er the weak,
The death o’devils smoor’d wi’brimstone reek: smothered smoke
The thundering guns are heard on every side,
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide;
The feather’d field-mates, bound by Nature’s tie,
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie:
(What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds,
And execrates man’s savage, ruthless deeds!)
Nae mair the flower in field or meadow springs; no more
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings,
Except perhaps the robin’s whistling glee,
Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half-lung tree: small half-grown
The hoary morns precede (lie sunny days,
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tide blaze, •
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in the rays.

Twas in that season, when a simple Bard, 
Unknown and poor, simplicity’s reward,
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr,
By whim inspir’d, or haply press’d wi’ care,
He left his bed, and took his wayward route,
And down by Simpson’s1 wheel’d the left about—

one borough

i A noted tavern at the Auld Brig end.—R. B.
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Whether impell’d by all-directing Fate,
To witness what I after shall narrate;
Or whether, rapt in meditation high,
He wander’d out he knew not where or why.
The drowsy Dungeon-clock had number’d two,
And Wallace Tower1 had sworn the fact was true:
The tide-swoln firth, with sullen-sounding roar,
Through the still night dash’d hoarse along the shore:
All else was hush’d as Nature’s closôd ee: eye
The silent moon shone high o’er tower and tree:
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam,
Crept, gently-crusting, o’er the glittering stream.—

When, lo ! on either hand the list’uing Bard,
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is heard;
Two dusky forms dart thro’ the midnight air,
Swift as the gos2 drives ôn the wheeling hare:
Ane on tli’ Auld Brig his airy shape uprears,
The ither flutters o’er the rising p'iers:
Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry’d 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside 
(That bards are second-sighted is nae joke,
And ken the lingo of the sp’ritual folk;
Fays, spunkies, kelpies, a’, they can explain them,
And ev’n the very deils they brawly ken them.)
Auld Brig appear’d of ancient Pictish race,
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face:3 
He seem’d as he wi’ Time had warstl’d lang,
Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang, toughly obdurate stood u mighty stroke 
New Brig was busk it in a braw new coat, dressed flue
That he, at Lon’on, frae ane Adam4 got; from
In’s hand five taper staves as smooth’s a bead,
Wi’ virls and whirlygigums at the head. rings twisted ornaments

know
«prîtes, water-goblins 
very well know

wrestled

1 The two steeples.—R B.----The Dungeon-clock
alluded to above, was placed at the top of an old 
steeple which stood till the year 1825, in the Sand- 
gate, the street which is seen in the accompanying 
plate opening from the farther end of the new bridge. 
Its conhection with an ancient jail of the burgh, re
moved at an earlier period, was what conferred upon 
the clock and tower this ominous appellation—

The drowsy Dungeon-clock had numlwr'd two.
And Wallace Tower had sworn the fact was true.

The Wallace Tower was an anomalous piece of gld 
masonry which stood in the eastern part of the High 
Street of Ayr, at the head of a lane named the Mill 
Vennel, which leads to the ford known as the Ducat 
Stream. The lower part was in reality one of those 
towers or peels which formerly stood at the entrances 
of many Scottish towns for defence ; and the wooden 
steeple above, containing a clock and surmounted by 
a vane, had been, as appeared from indubitable cir
cumstances, the addition of a comparatively recent

era. Tradition represented this tower as the place in 
which William Wallace was confined, as stated by 
Blind Harry; but it is possible that the name, derived 
from some other circumstance, may be the sole origin 
of this dubious statement. Having become ruinous, 
an attempt was made in 1830 to repair it, which 
ended in the complete demolition of the ancient 
structure, and the erection of a new one on the same 
site, the top of which is seen immediately over the 
end of the old bridge. The new Wallace Tower is a 
Gothic building, 113 feet high, containing at the top 
the clock and bells of the Dungeon steeple, and 
ornamented in front with a statue of William Wallace, 
executed by Mr. Thom, the well-known self-taught 
sculptor.

2 The gos hawk, or falcon.—R B.
3 This would no doubt have been highly gratifying 

to Pinkerton to learn : that the Piets were a Gothic 
people was part of his religion.

4 Robert Adam, the well-known architect, born 
1728, died 1702.
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The Goth was stalking round with anxious search,
Spying the time-worn flaws in ev’ry arch;
It chanc’d his new-come neebor took his ee, neighbour eye
And e’en a vex’d and angry heart had he !
Wi’ thieveless sneer to see his modish mien, spited
He, down the water, gies him this guid-e’en:—-

AULD BRIO.

I doubt na, frien’, ye’ll think ye’re nae sheep-shank1 
Ance ye were streekit o’er frae bank to bank !
But gin ye be a brig as auld as me,
Tlio’, faith, that date, I doubt ye’ll never see, 
There’ll be, if that day come, I’ll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmaleeries in your noddle.

stretched
by the time you are

wager third of a penny 
fanciful notions

NEW BRIG.

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, manners
Just much about it wi’ your scanty sense; s 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a street, /
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet,
Your ruin’d, formless bulk o’ stane and lime,
Compare wi’ bonnie brigs o’ modern time?
There’s men o’ taste would tak the Ducat Stream,2
Tho’ they should cast the very sark an’ swim, shirt
Ere they would grate their feelings wi’ the view
Of sic an ugly Gothii hulk as you. such

AULD BRIO.

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi’ windy pride !
This monie a year I’ve stood the flood air1 tide;
And tho’ wi’ crazy eild I’m sair forfairn,
I'll be a brig when ye’re a shapeless cairn!
As yet ye little ken about the matter,
But twa-three winters will inform you better.
When heavy, dark, continued, a’-day rains,
Wi’ deepening deluges o’erflow the plains;
When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil, 
Or stately Lugar’s mossy fountains boil,
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course,
Or haunted Garpal3 draws his feeble source,
Arous’d by blust’ring winds an’ spotting thowes,
In mony a torrent down his snaw-broo rowes;
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring spent, 
Sweeps dams, an’ mills, an’ brigs, a’ to the gate;

fool

age sorely worn out

two or three

snow-water rolls 
flood
out of the way

1 Think yourself no unimportant personage—a pro
verbial expression.

1A noted ford, just above the Auld Brig.—R. B.—- 
It was at times very dangerous.

11 The hanks of Oarpal Water Is one of the few 
places In the West of Scotland, where those fancy
searing beings, known by the name of Ghaùtt, still 
continue pertinaciously to Inhabit. —R. B.

V
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And from Glenbuck,1 down to the Ratton-key,2 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen’d, tumbling sea;
Then down ye’ll hurl, deil nor ye never rise!
And dasli the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies:
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost,
That Architecture’s noble art is lost !

NEW BRIO.

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say o’t !
The L—d be thankit that we’ve tint the gate o’t ! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices,
Hanging with threat’niug jut, like precipices; 
O’er-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves, 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves:
Windows and doors, in nameless sculptures dvest, 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest:
Forms like some bedlam statuary’s dream,
The craz’d creations of misguided whim;
Forms might be worsliipp’d on the bended knee,
And still the second dread command be free,
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea; 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird, or beast;
Fit only for a doited monkish race, f 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace,
Or cuifs of later times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion;
Fancies that our guid brugh denies protection,
And soon may they expire, uublest with resurrection !

[1786.

tumble
muddy splashes

in truth 
lost way 
ghost-

muddle-headed

blockheads

borough

AULD BRIO.

O ye, my dear-remember’d, ancient yealings, coevals
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings !
Ye worthy proveses,3 an’ monie a bailie,
Wha in the paths o’ righteousness did toil aye;
Ye dainty deacons, and ye douce conveeners,
To whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners;
Ye godly councils wha hae blest this town;
Ye godly brethren of the sacred gown,
Wha meekly gae your hurdies to the smiters;
And (what would now be strange) ye godly writers:4 
A’ ye douce folk I’ve borne aboon the broo, «ober
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do?
How would your spirits groan in deep vexation,
To see each melancholy alteration;

provosts

worthy grave (or staid)

gave thighs

above the flood

1 The source of the river Ayr.—R. B.
8 A small landing place above the large quay. - R. B. 
8 The provost in a Scotch town is equivalent to a 

mayor in an English ; the bailie to an alderman ; a

deacon is the president of an incorporated trade, the 
convener having the function of calling the meetings.

4 This is as much as to say that the Ayr writers or 
solicitors were by no means godlyrin Burns’s time.
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And, agonizitig, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base, degen’rate race!
Nae langer rev’rend men, their country’s glory,
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story: broad
Nae langer thrifty citizens, an’ douce, staid
Meet owre a pint, or in the council-house;
But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless gentry, half-witted
The herryment and ruin of the country ; spoliation
Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barbers,
Wha waste your weel-liain’d gear on d—d new brigs and harbours !

[carefully saved wealth

NEW BRIO.

Now baud you there ! for, faith, ye’ve said enough, 
And muckle mair than ye can mak’ to through:
As for your priesthood, I shall say but little,
Corbies and clergy are a shot right kittle:
But under favour o’ your langer beard,
Abuse o’ magistrates might weel be spar’d:
To liken them to your auld-warld squad,
I must needs say, comparisons are odd.
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth “ a citizen,” a term o’ scandal:
Nae mair the council waddles down the street,v 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit;
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an’ raisins,
Or gather’d lib’ral views in bonds and seisins.
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp,
Had shor’d them with a glimmer of his lamp,
And would to Common-sense, for once betray’d them. 
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them.

hold
pass current 

crows ticklish

higgling

threatened

What farther clishmaclaver might been said, palaver
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed,
No man can tell ; but all before their sight,
A fairy train appear’d in order bright:
Adown the glittering stream they featly danc’d;
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc’d:
They footed o’er the wat’ry glass so neat,
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet:
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung,
And soul-ennobling bards heroic ditties sung.
0 had M'Lauchlan,1 thairm-inspiring Sage, catgut-
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage,
When thro’ his dear Strathspeys they bore with Highland rage;

1A well-known performer of Scottishvmjsic on the
violin.—R- B.---- He was a Highlander^who came to

VOL. n.
reside in Ayrshire, and was patronized by the Eglinton
family.

28
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Or wlieu they struck old Scotia’s melting airs,
The lover’s raptur’d joys or bleeding cares;
How would his Highland lug been nobler fir’d, ear
And ev’n his matchless hand with finer touch inspir’d !
No guess could tell what instrument appear’d,
But all the soul of Music’s self was heard;
Harmonious concert rung in every part,

• While simple melody pour’d moving on the heart.

The Genius of the Stream in front appears,
A venerable chief advanc’d in years;
His hoary head with water-lilies crown’d,
His manly leg with garter tangle bound.
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring,
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring;
Then, crown’d with flow’ry hay, came rural Joy,
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye;
All-cheering plenty, with her flowing horn,
Led yellow Autumn wreath’d with nodding corn;
Then Winter’s time-bleach’d locks did hoary show,
By Hospitality with cloudless brow.
Next follow’d Courage with his martial stride,
From where the Feal1 wild-woody coverts hide; 
Benevolence,1 with mild, benignant air,
A female form, came from the tow’rs of Stair;2 
Learning and Worth in measures trode 
From simple Catrine,3 theirlong-lov’d abode;
Last, white-rob’d Peace, crown’d with a hazel wreath,
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken iron instruments of death;
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindling wrath.4

[1786.

i “Feal is a small stream which runs near Coilsfleld, 
then the seat of Colonel Montgomery. ’’—Gilbert 
Burns.—-More commonly written Fail. Colonel 
Hugh Montgomery, latterly twelfth Earl of Eglinton, 

a a soldier and a patriotic landed proprietor.
8 “ The poet alludes here to Mrs. Stewart of Stair. 

Stair was then in her possession. She removed to 
Afton Lodge, on the banks of the Afton, a stream 
which he afterwards celebrated in a song entitled
‘Afton Water.’”—Currie.---- She was among the
first of the wealthier classes to take notice of Burns, 
some of his poems having been brought under her eye.

8“A sweet little place on the banks of the Ayr, 
belonging to Professor Dugald Stewart, where he used 
to reside during the interval of his labours in the 
university (as his father had done before him), till 
banished from it by the erection of a cotton-mill 
village immediately adjoining."—Gilbert Burns.

4 “ Fergusson wrote a dialogue between the ‘ Cause
way and the Plainstones ’ of Edinburgh. This pro
bably suggested to Bums his dialogue between the 
Old and New Bridge over the river Ayr. The nature 
of such subjects requires that they shall be treated

humorously, and Fergusson has attempted-nothing be
yond this. Though the Causeway and the Plainstones 
talk together, no attempt is made to personify the 
speakers. A cadie heard the conversation, and re
ported it to the poet. In the dialogue between the 
‘ Brigs of Ayr,’ Burns himself is the auditor, and the 
time and occasion in which it occurred are related 
with great circumstantiality. The poet, ‘ pressed by 
care,’ or ‘ inspired by whim,’ had left his bed in the 
town of Ayr, and wandered out alone in the darkness 
and solitude of a winter night, to the mouth of the 
river, where the stillness was interrupted on\y by the 
rushing sound of the conflux of the tide.- It was after 
midnight. The Dungeon-clock had struck two, and 
the sound had been repeated by the Wallace Tpwer. 
All else was hushed. The moon shone brightly and

The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam,
Crept, gently-crusting, o’er the glittering strea

In this situation, the listening bard hears the “clang
ing sugh ” of wings moving through the air, and 
speedily he perceives two beings reared the one on 
the Old. the other on the New bridge, whose form
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A PRAYER.

LYING AT A REVEREND FRIEND’S HOUSE ONE NIGHT THE AUTHOR LEFT THE FOLLOWING VERSES 

IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. •

Thou dread Pow’r, who reign’st above ! 
I know thou wilt me hear,

When, for this scene of peace and love,
I make my pray’r sincere.

The hoary sire—the mortal stroke,
Long, long, be pleas’d to spare!

To bless his little filial flock,
And show what good men are.

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears,

O, bless her with a mother’s joys,
But spare a mother’s tears !

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 
In manhood’s dawning blush;

and attire he describes, and whose conversation with 
each ottor he rehearses. These genii enter into a 
compan&m of the respective edifices over which they 
preside, and afterwards, as is usual between the old 
and the young, compare modern characters and man
ners with those of past times. They differ, as may be 
expected, and taunt, and scold each other in broad 
Scotch. This conversation, which is certainly hu
morous, may be considered as the proper business of 
the poem. As the debate runs high and threatens 
serious consequences, all at once it is interrupted by 
a new scene of wonders :

A fairy train appear’d in order bright. . .

Next follow a number of other allegorical beings, 
among whom are the four Seasons, Rural Joy, Plenty, 
Hospitality, Courage, <tc.

“This poem, irregular and imperfect as it is, dis
plays various and powerful talents, and may serve'to 
illustrate the genius of Burns. In particular it affords 
a striking instance of his being carried beyond his 
original purpose by the powers of imagination.”—
Currie.-----Robert Fergusson’s poem, “The Ghaists,
a Klrkyard Eclogue," in which a dialogue is maintained 
between Watson's and Heriot's Hospitals, was also 
plainly in Burns’s eye when composing “The Brigs 
of Ayr.”

1 The “reverend friend" here meant was Dr. George 
Lawrie, parish minister of Loudoun in Xyrshire. He 
was bom in 1720, was ordained ministers Loudoun in 
1764, and died in 1799. He was an intimate friend of 
Principal Robertson, Dr. Hugh Blair,,l)r. James Mac- 
knight, Dr. Blacklock, and several other eminent mem
bers of the republic of letters in his own day. He 
married a daughter of Dr. Archibald Campbell, pro

fessor of church history, New College, St Andrews. 
He had a large family, and the manse at St. Margaret’s 
H ill was the home of one of the happiest of households. 
Gilbert Bums says—“The first time Robert heard the 
spinet played was at the house of Dr. Lawrie, minister 
of Loudoun. . . . Dr. Lawrie has several accomplished 
daughters; one of them played the spinet; the father 
and mother led down the dance; the rest of the sisters, 
the brother, the poet, and the other guests, mixed in 
it. It was a delightful family scene for our poet, then 
lately introduced to the world. His mind was roused 
to af>oetic enthusiasm, and the stanzas were left in the 
room where he slept." Dri. Archibald Lawrie, son of 
Dr. Lawrie, and his successor as minister of Loudoun, 
remembered that next morning the family were wait
ing breakfast, as Burns had tiot come down. Young 
Mr. Lawrie was sent upstairs to see what had detained 
him. He met him coming down. “ Well, Mr. Burns, 
how did you sleep last night?" “Sleep, my young 
friend ! I have scarcely slept at all—I have been 
praying all night. If you go up to the room, you will 
find my prayers on the table." Mr. Lawrie did so, and 
found the above verses. Dr. Lawrie had read, and 
greatly admired the unpretentious Kilmarnock edition 
of Burns’s poems, and had sent the book to his friend 
Dr. Blacklock, in Edinburgh, who returned an answer 
expressing high admiration of the poems. Dr. Lawrie 
had this letter placed in the hands of Bums through 
the medium of Gavin Hamilton. The letter will be 
found quoted in Lockhart's Life (vol. i. p. 62), and the 
effect which it produced on Bums may be read there, 
and In the poet's letter to Dr. Moore (voL i. p. 147). 
Portraits of Dr. Lawrie and Dr. Blacklock will be 
found in vol. iv. of this work in connection with 
letters of the poet to them.
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BlesaXmi, thou God of love and truth,
Up to a parent’s wish!

The beauteous, seraph sister-band,
Witli earnest tears I pray,

Thou know’st the snares on ev’ry hand,
Guide thou their steps alway !

When soon or late they reach that coast,
O’er life’s rough bceau driven,

May they rejoice, no waud’rer lost,
A family in Heaven !

-V'

SONG-THE GLOOMY NIGHT IS «ATH’RING FAST.
Tunb—“/totlin Cattle."

“ I had for aome time been skulking from covert to covert, under all the terrors of a jail ; as some 
Ill-advised, ungrateful people had uncoupled the merciless legal pack at my heels. I had taken the 
last farewell of my few friends ; my chest was on the road to Greenock ; I had composed a song, 
‘The gloomy night is gathering fast,' wliict was to he the last effort of my muse in Caledonia, 
when a letter from Dr. Blacklock to a friend of mine, overthrew all my srhtmiea, by rousing my 
poetic ambition." So wrote Bums in the celebrated letter to Dr. Moore. (See vol 1»* 147.) Ii/Z 
the Glenriddell copy of Johnson's Museum he wrote : “1 composed this song as I convoyed *iy chore 
so far on the road to Greenock, where I was to embark in a few days for Jamaica—I meant It »s 
a farewell dirge to my native land."i

The gloomy night is gath’ring fast,
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast,
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain,
I see it driving o’er the plain.
The hup ter now has left the moor,
The scatter’d coveys meet secure,
While here I wander, prest with care,
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. . *

Tlie Autumn mourns her rip’ning corn 
By early Winter’s ravage torn;

• Professor Walker gives a somewhat different ac
count of the origin of this fine poem, the facts being 
communicated by the poet himself when the pro
fessor met him at Dr. Blacklock's In Edinburgh. “He 
had left Dr. Lawrle's family after V visit (see note to 
the verses Immediately preceding), Which he expected 
to be the last, and on his way home had to cross a wide 
stretch of solitary moor. His mind was strongly affec
ted by parting for ever with ascene where he had tasted 
so much elegant and social pleasure, and depressed by 
the contrasted gloom of his prospects. The aspect of 
nature harmonised with his feelings. I t was a lowering 
and heavy evening In the end of autumn. The wind 
was up and whistled through the rushes and long 
spear-grass which bent before It. The clouds were

BSEdriving across the sky ; and cold pelting showers at 
intervals added discomfort of body to cheerlesaneas 
of mind. Under these circumstances, and in this 
frame, Hums composed his poem." It remains to 
be added here that Professor Walker s chronology is 
somewhat faulty. The vessel in which Bums had 
taken his passage was timed to sail abqut the 1st 
Heptcmlwr, 1786, and the letter from Dr.^Blacklock 
was dated 4th September. Now according to Burns 
it w^^>cfore this that the poem was composed. The 

was one of a set sent to Mrs. Stéwart of 
StaiWjer on in that month. Instead, therefore, of 
“ the etui otm^mn," as Walker puts it, the beginning 
seems the corrert^late of the composition of the 
song.
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Across her placid, azure sky,
She sees the scowling tempest fly:
(Jhill runs my blood to hear it rave,—
I think upon *e stormy wave,
Where many a danger I must dare,
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr.

’Tis not the surging billow’s roar,
’Tis not that fatal deadly shore;
Tho’death ‘ ’ '---------- ar,
The wretch fear !
But round re bound,
That heart lany a wound ;
These bleec i tear,
To leave th lyr.

Farewell, o dales,
Her heath) g vales;
The scenes icy roves,
Pursuing p
Farewell, n 11, my foes !
My peace \ ; with those —
The burstii eclare,
Farewell tl Ayr !

LINES ON MEETING LORD DAÈR1

This wot ye all whom it concerns,
I, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns,iff 

October twenty-third,
A ne’er-to-be forgotten day,
Sae far I sprachled up the brae, clambered elope

I dinner’d wi’ a Lord.

I’ve been at drucken writers’ feasts, 
Nay, been bitch-fou ’mang godly priests,

drunken lawyers* 
«lead-drunk

Wi’ rev’rence be it s|>oken;

1 The meeting celebrated In this poem took place at 
Catrine, the seat of Professor Dugald Stewart, October 
23d, 1786—and the impression made on the poet’s mind 
by the kindness and frankness of Lord Daer, was never 
effaced. His lordship was eldest son to Dunbar, fourth 
earl of Selkirk, and had been a pupil of the professor’s. 
Of an ardent and enterprising disposition, he entered 
with enthusiasm into the views of the reformers of 
the time. He was a member of the society of the 
Friends of the People, and the friend and corres
pondent of Lavofsier, Condorcet, and Rochefoucault. 
He was also a skilful and extensive agricultural im

prover. In the “ mid-time of his days," and too soon 
for his country, he was cut off by consumption, Nov. 
6th, 1794. Bums had been taken to Professor Stewart s 
house by Dr. Mackenzie of Mauchline. His natural 
embarrassment at being brought face to face with the 
famous Edinburgh literary magnate, was increased by 
the accidental arrival of Lord Daer. The professor, 
in a communication to Dr. Currie, gives a very interest
ing account of the poet’s deportment on this trying oc
casion. It will be found at p. 156, voL i. of ttys work. 
In a letter to Dr. Mackenzie Burns says the verses 
were “really extempore, but a little corrected since."

f
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I’ve even join’d the honour’d jorum,
When mighty Squireships of the quorqm,

Their hydra drouth did aloken. slake

over six feet

X
bewildered stare

And how he star’d and atammer’d,
When goavin’, aa if led wi’ branka, walking stupidly bridle
An’ stumpin’ on hia ploughman ahanka,

He in the parlour hammer’d.

I sidling shelter’d in a nook,
An* at hia Lordship ateal’t a look, stole

Like some portentous omen :
Except good-sense and social glee,
An’ (what surprised me) modesty,

I marked nought uncommon.

pride of rank 

the deuce

Then from hia Lordship I shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank aa weel’s another ; 
Nae honest worthy man need care,
To meet with noble, youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother.

I watch’d the symptoms o’ the great,
The gentle pride, the lordly state,

The arrogant assuming ;
The tient a pride, nae pride had he,2 

Nor sauce, nor state that I could see,
Mail- than an honest ploughman.

But wi’ a Lord !—stand out, my shin! 
A Lord—a peer1—an Earl’s son!

Up higher yet my bonnet ! 
An’ sic a Lord !—lang Scotch ells twa, 
Our Peerage he o’erlooks them a’,

As I look o’er my sonnet

But, oh L for Hogarth’s magic pow’r ! 
To show Sir Bardie’s willyart glow’r,

SONG-THE SONS OF OLD KILLIE.3

TCN*—" Shavmboy."

Ye sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie, *
To follow the noble vocation ; |

1 He was not properly «peaking a peer, since his 
father was still alive and he had no seat In the 
House of Lords.

2 But though lie was o’ high degree,
The fient a pride, nae pride had he.

— The Twa Dog*.

X

8 A Mr. William Parker, a Kilmarnock gentleman, 
was the “Willie” of the first line of this song. He 
was master of the Kilmarnock Kilwinning Lodge on 
the occasion of the port’s being made an honorary 
member of the lodge, 26th October, 1786. He was a 
banker by profession.
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Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another 
To sit in that honoured station.

I’ve little to say, but only to pray,
As praying’s the ton of your fashion;

A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse,
’Tis seldom her favourite passion.

Ye powers who preside o’er the wind and the tide, 
Who marked each element’s border ;

Who formed this frame with beneficent aim,
Whose sovereign statute is order;

Within this dear mansion, may wayward contention 
Or withered Envy ne’er enter ;

May secrecy round be the mystical bound.
And brotherly Love be the centre !

TAM SARSON’S ELEGY.1

When this worthy old sport*man went out, Ihst muirfowl season, he supposed it was to be, in 
Osslan's phrase, " the last of his fields," and expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried in the 
muirs. On this hint the author composed his elegy and epitaph. —R. B., 1787.

An honest man’s the noblest work of God.—Pope.

Has auld Kilmarnock4 seen the deil?
Or great Mackinlay2 thrawn his heel? twisted

Or Robertson3 again grown weel,
To preach an’ read ?

“ Na, waur than a’!” cries ilka chiel, woi«e every person

“Tam Samson’s dead !”

i Mr. Thomas Samson, one of the early friends of 
Buryis, was a nurseryman and seedsman in Kilmar
nock, much addicted to shooting, fishing, and curling, 
and was at the same time an enthusiastic and genial 
freemason. The origin of the elegy is explained by 
Burns himself. Mr. Samson died in reality on the 
12th December, 1796, aged seventy-two—nearly ten 
years after his elegy was written. On his gravestone 
at the west end of the church at Kilmarnock, is In
scribed, iwr&atim, the epitaph which Burns had pre
pared for him so long before. “It may be worth 
while to add, as a curious coincidence, that the re
mains of the Rev. Dr. Mackinlay and the Rev. John 
Robertson, who are mentioned with Mr. Samson in 
the first verse of the elegy, are buried so near to the 
' weel-wom clay ’ of the worthy sportsman, that they 
all occupy one spot In the churchyard, as they do one 
stanza in the poem—the dust of the two former being 
separated from that of the latter by only a few Inches 
of ground.”—M‘Kay'8 History of Kilmarnock, p. 189.

1A certain preacher, a great favourite with the 
million. Vide the " Ordination," stanza il.)—R. B.

• Another preacher, an equal favourite with the 
few, who was at that time ailing. For him, see also

the “Ordination,” stanza ix.]—R. B. Notices of these 
preachers will be found in previous notes.

4 Kilmarnock is the principal seat of population in 
the county of Ayr, and one of the most active and 
successful of the, manufacturing towns of Scotland. 
It is connected *ith the history of Burns—from whose 
residence at Mossgiel It is about nine miles distant— 
by its being the place where his poems were first 
printed in 1786, while some of the leading men In 
and about the town were among the earliest of his 
patrons. Kilmarnock and its citizens are repeatedly 
mentioned or referred to in Burns's writings. Erected 
in 1691 into a burgh of barony, under the family of 
Boyd, subsequently Earls of Kilmarnock — whose 
chief residence, named Dean Castle, is in the neigh
bourhood—this town was distinguished early in the 
seventeenth century for efforts of a humble kind 
in the woollen manufacture. In the days of Burns 
the making of blue bonnets for the peasantry, of 
carpets, and of boots and shoes, was practised in It 
to a considerable extent, which will enable the reader 
to comprehend the more obscure than elegant distich 
with which the poem of the “ Ordination " commences. 
The town then consisted chiefly of a cluster of mean
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Kilmarnock lang may grunt an’ grane, 
An’ sigh, an’ sab, an’ greet her lane,
An’ deed her bairns, man, wife an’ wean, 

In mourning weed ;
To Death, she’s dearly paid the kane:

Tam Samson’s dead !

weep alone 
clothe child

rent in kind

The brethren of the mystic level 
May liing their head in woefu’ bevel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ;
Death’s gien the lodge an unco devel :

Tam Samson’s dead !
terrible bio*

t When winter muffles up his cloak,
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the loughs the curlers flock, 

Wi’ gleesome speed, 
Wha will they station at the cock ?

Tam Samson’s dead !

He was the king o a the core,
To guard, or draw, or wick1 a tore,
Or up the rink2 like Jehu roaf 

In time of need ;
But now he lags on Death’s hog-score:3

Tam Samson’s dead !

Now safe the stately sawmont sail 
And trouts bedropp’d wi’ crimson hail, 
And eels weel kend for souple tail,

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in Death’s fish-creel we wail 

Tam Samson dead !

salmon

well known supple

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a’;
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw;

streets and lanes, the houses of which were small, and 
mostly covered with thatch; the population was not 
much above 3000, and the carpet-weaving brought 
about £20,000 annually into the place. Now, Kilmar
nock is a well-built town of about 25,000 inhabitants, 
carrying on the carpet manufacture, according to 
calculations made in 1885, to the amount of about 
£120,000 annually, and the manufacture of shawls 
(which has now, however, greatly declined); while the 
trade in leather and its manufactured pnxlucts has 
also made a steady advance, and there are extensive 
foundries and engineering works. Kilmarnock is the 
centre of a rich mineral field. The accompanying 
plate gives a view of the market-cross and its sur
roundings. The spectator looks southward along a 
handsome street, through which proceeds the road 
to Ayr. A conspicuous shop on the left-hand side of 
the opening of this street, now (1885) occupied by

whirring partridges 
feathery-legged boldly

Mr. M'Kie, bookseller, was formerly in the possession 
of John Wilson, the printer and publisher of the 
first edition of Burns’s poems. The office in which 
the poems were printed is in a lane to the left. In 
a narrow street to the right appear the church and 
steeple of the Ixiigh Kirk (low church), mentioned in 
the poem entitled the “Ordination." To the right 
of the opening of this street we have what was the 
shop of the famous “ Tam Samson."

1 These, as well as cock, above, are technical terms 
in the game of curling. Wick is defined by Burns 
himself as “ to strike a stone in an oblique direction."

2 Rink, the course of the curling-stones, or the area 
set apart for the game on the ice.

8 Ilogscore, akind of distance line, in curling, drawn 
across the rink. The game itself, which is still a great 
favourite in Scotland, is briefly described in a note to 
the “ Vision," see p. 111.
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Ye maukina, cock your fud fu’ braw,
Withouten dread;

Your mortal fae ia now awa’: foe
Tam Samson’s dead !

That woefu’ morn be ever mourn’d,
Saw him in shootin’ graith adorn’d, accoutrements
While pointera round impatient burn’d

Frae couples freed; from
But, och! he gaed and ne’er return’d! went

Tam Samson’s dead !

In vain auld age hia body batters;
In vain the gout his ancles fetters;
In vain the burns cam down like waters,

An acre braid !
Now ev’ry auld wife, greetin’, clatters,

“ Tam Samson’s dead !”

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit,
An’ aye the tither shot he thumpit,
Till coward death behind him jumpit,

Wi’ deadly feide; feud
Now he proclaims, wi’ tout o’ trumpet,

Tam Samson’s dead.

When at his heart he felt the dagger,
He reel’d his wonted bottle-swagger,
But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi’ weel aim’d heed;
“ L—d, five ! ” he cried, an’ owre did stagger : over

Tam Samson’s dead !

Ilk hoary hunter mourn’d a brither; each
Ilk sportsman youth bemoan’d a father;
Yon auld gray stane, amang the heather,

Marks out his head,
Whare Burns has wrote, in rhyming blether, nonsense 

“ Tam Samson’s dead ! ”

There low he lies, in lasting rest;
Perhaps upon his mould’ring breast 
Some spitefu’ moorfowl bigs her nest, builds

To hatch an’ breed;
Alas! nae mair he’ll them molest! no more

Tam Samson’s dead !

When August winds the heather wave,
And sportsmen wander by yon grave,
Three volleys let his mem’ry crave,

O’ pouther an’ lead, powder

j.
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Till Echo answer frae her cave, from
“ Tam Samson’s dead !”

Heav’n rest his saul, whare’er he be !
Is th’ wish o’ mony mae than me: many more
He had twa faute, or may be three;

Yet what remead ?
Ae social, honest man want we: one

Tam Samson’s dead !

THE EPITAPH.

Tam Samson’s weel-worn clay here lies,
Ye canting zealots, spare him! 

if honest worth in heaven rise,
Ye’ll mend or ye win near him. ere get

PER CONTRA.

Go, fame, an’ canter like a filly 
Thro’ a’ the streets an’ neuks o’ Killie,1 
Tell ev’ry social, honest billie

To cease his grievin’,
For yet, unscath’d by Death’s gleg gullie,

Tam Samson’s livin’.2

fellow 

■harp knife

EPISTLE TO MAJOR W. LOGAN.3

Hail, thairm-inspirin’, rattlin’ Willie! cat-gut-
Though fortune’s road be rough an’ hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming billie, fellow

We never heed,
But tak it like the unback’d filly,

Proud o’ her speed.

When idly goavin whyles we saunter; staring aimlessly sometimes
Yirr ! fancy barks, awa’ we canter,
Up hill, down brae, till some mishanter, mischance

Some black bog-hole,
Arrests us, then the scathe an’ banter,

W e’re forc’d to thole. bear

1 Killie is a phrase the country-folks sometimes use 
for the name of a certain town in the west [Kilmar
nock. 1—E. B.

1 Burns, it is said, recited the elegy to the worthy 
old sportsman whose name it bears. He exclaimed 
vigorously against being thus prematurely conveyed 
to the tomb. The poet, willing to gratify the veteran 
old sportsman, retired to the window and added the 
per contra.

8 Major Logan was a retired military officer, who 
resided at Parkhouse, near Ayr, with his mother and 
sister, both of whom are alluded to in the last verse 
but one of the epistle. The major was a distinguished 
player on the Addle, and also noted for his wit and 
humour. The poet had l>een a visitor at Parkhouse. 
The above epistle was discovered in 1828, in an old 
cabinet among the major's papers.
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Hale be your heart ! hale be your fiddle!
Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle, elbow jerk and ehake
To cheer you through the "Weary widdle straggle

O’ this wild warl’,
Until you on a crummock driddle crook-headed stick walk feebly

A grey-hair’d carle.1

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon,
Heav’u send your heart-strings aye in tune,
And screw your temper-pins aboon,

A fifth or mair,
The melancholious, lazy croon

O’ cankrie care!

poverty

May still your life from day to day
Nae ‘ lente largo ’ in the play,
But ‘allegretto forte’ gay

Harmonious flow:
A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey— 

Encore! Bravo!
bold

A blessing on the cheery gang,
Wha dearly like a jig or sang,
An’ never think o’ right an’ wrang

By square an’ rule,
But as the clegs o’ feeling stang

Are wise or fool !
gad-flies sting

My hand-wal’d curse keep hard in chase
The harpy, lioodock, purse-proud race,
Wha count on poortith as disgrace—

Their tuneless hearts!
May fireside discords jar a bass

To a’ their parts!

hand-picked
miserly
poverty

But come—your hand, my careless brither—- 
I’ th’ ither warl’, if there’s anither—
An’ that there is, I’ve little swither

About the matter,
We cheek for cliow shall jog thegither,

I’se ne’er bid better.

other world
hesitation

jowl together
I shall ask for

We’ve faults and failings—granted clearly, 
We’re frail backsliding mortals merely,
Eve’s bonnie squad, priests wyte them sheerly, 

For our grand fa’;
But still—but still—I like them dearly—

God bless them a’!

blame

Ochon! for poor Castalian drinkers,
When they fa’ foul o’ earthly jinkers, deceivers

' This stanza is almost identical with one In the “Second Epistle to Davie, a Brother Poet" See p. 80.
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The witching, curs’d, delicious blinkers
Hae put me byte, mad

And gart me weet my waukrife winkers, made wet aleeplees
Wi’ girnin’ spite. grinning

But by yon moon !—and that’s high swearin’—
An’ every star within my bearin’!
An’ by her eeh wha was a dear ane!1 eyes

I’ll ne’er forget ;
I hope to gie the jads a clearin’ jades

In fair play yet.

My loss I mourn, but not repent it,
I’ll seek my puvsie whare I tint'it, lost
Ance to the Indies I were wonted,

Some cantrip hour, witching
By some sweet elf I’ll yet be dinted,

Then, vive l’amour!

Faites mes baisemains respectueuses,
To sentimental sister Susie,
An’ honest Lucky; no to roose ye, praise

Ye may be proud,
That sic a couple fate allows ye such

To grace your blood.

Nae mair at present can I measure,
An’, trowth, my rhymin’ ware’s nae treasure; ‘n truth 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour’s leisure,

Be’t light, be’t dark,
Sir Bard will do himsel’ the pleasure 

To call at Park.
Robert Burns.

MOSSOIKL, Oct. SOtA, 1786.

FRAGMENT ON SENSIBILITY.1

Rusticity’s ungainly form 
May cloud the highest mind ; 

But when the heart is nobly warm 
The good excuse will find.

i“It is quite impossible to say if, at this time, 
the poet had been made acquainted with the fate of 
his poor Highland. Mary, who within a few days liefore 
or after the date of this lively production, must have 
been laid beneath the clods in the West Churchyard at 
Greenock. If he forgets her in this interval of glee, 
he does not fail to remember the twa pawky een of 
Jean Armour, and other

---- curs'd, delicious blinkers, that put him byte,
And gart him weet his waukrife winkers wi’ girnin" spite."

—W. Scott Douglas.
2 It is said that on the occasion of a visit by Burns 

to the Rev. George Lawrie (see note to “A Prayer— 
O Thou dread Pow'r"), the subject of Miss Margaret 
Kennedy’s intimacy with Mac Douai of Logan had been 
started, and that Mrs. Lawrie, rightly regarding the
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/

Propriety’s cold, cautious rules 
Warm fervour may o’erlook; 

But spare poor Sensibility 
Th’ ungentle, harsh rebuke.

a.

A WINTER NIGHT.

In a letter to John Ballantine inclosing this piece, and dated 20th Nov. 1786, Bums writes: 
'• Enclosed you have my first attempt in that irregular kind of me*|ure in which many of our finest 
odes are wrote. How far I have succeeded I don’t know, but I shall be happy to have your 
opinion."

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are.
That bide the pelting of the pitiless storm 1 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides.
Your loop’d and window'd raggedness, defend you 
Yjrvm seasons euch aa these ?---------

Shakespeare.

/

When biting Boreas, fell and doure, sullen
Sharp shivers thro’ the leafless bower;
When Phoebus gies a ahort-liv’d glower glance

. Far south the lift, sky
Dim-dark’uing thro’ the flakysh

Or whirling drift

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked,
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked,
While-burns, wi’ snawy wreaths up-choked, 

Wild-eddying swirl,
Or thro’ the mining outlet bocked,

Down headlong hurl.2

List’ning the doors an* winnocks rattle,
1 thought me on the ourie cattle,
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O’ winter war,
And thro’ the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, sinking 

Beneath a scaur. a cliff

brooks

vomited

windows 
shivering 
short contest

scramble

topic as unfit for discussion in the family circle, firmly 
refused to listen lb the poet's remarks. On the 13th 
November, 1786, Burns sent a letter addressed to the 
eldest son of the house, accompanied by Ossian’s 
poems and a volume of songs. On opening the latter 
volume, the above fragment in the bard’s handwrit
ing was discovered. Mrs. Lawrie is said to have 
looked on the lines as a mild expostulation for her 
putting a rather peremptory close to this conversa
tion,

i “ Who can read these lines without beholding the 
dun and labouring gloom with all its adjuncts t>efore 
his eyes? The few circumstances exhibited are marked 
with a strength, and preferred with a judgment which

rouse the activity of the mind, and introduce what
ever association can supply.”—Professor Walker.

2 Wide o’er the brim with many a torrent swell'd 
And the mix’d ruin of its banka oerspread 
At laat the houaed-up river poura along :
Resistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes 
From the rude mountain and the money wild 
Tumbling o'er roclca abrupt and Bounding far;
Then o'er the aanded valley floating apreada
Calm, aluggiah, silent : till again constrained
Between two meeting hills jt burata away
Where rocks and woods o’erhang the turbid stream ;
There gathering triple force, rapid and deep
It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders through.

—1Thomson's Winter.
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Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing, each hopping
That, in the merry months o’ spring,
Delighted me to hear thee sing,

What comes o’ thee?
Whare wilt thou cower thy cluttering wing, shivering 

An’ close thy ee?1 eye

Ev’n you on murd’ring errants toll’d, errands

Lone from your savage homes exil’d,
The blood-stain’d roost, and sheep-cote spoil’d 

My heart forgets,
While pitiless the tempest wild

Sore on you beats.

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign,
Dark muffl’d, view’d the dreary plain;
StiUcrowding thoughts, a pensive train,

\ Rose in my soul,
Whenlon my ear this plaintive strain,

/ Slow, solemn, stole:—

“ Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust !
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost !
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows!
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 

More hard uukindness, unrelenting,
Vengeful malice unrepenting,

Than heav’n-illumin’d man on brother man bestows!

See stem Oppression’s iron gripe,
Or mad Ambition’s gory hand,

Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip,
Woe, want, and murder o’er a laud'!

Ev’n in the peaceful rural vale,
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale,

How pamper’d Luxury, Flatt’ry by her side,
' <£he parasite empoisoning her ear,

11 the servile wretches in the rear,
Xer proud property, extended wide; 

yes the simple rustic hind,
Whose toil upholds the glittering show,

A creature of another kind,
Some coarser substance unrefin’d,

Plac’d for her lordly use thus far, thus vile below.

*

• " Not man only, bat all that environ» man in the 
material and moral universe, Is lovely In his eight: 
‘ the hoary hawthorn,’ the 1 troop of gray plover,' the 
' solitary curlew, all are dear to him ; all live In this 
Earth along with him, and to all he I» knit aa in mys
terious brotherhood. How touching I» It, for Instance, 
that, amidst the gloom of personal misery, brooding

over the wintry desolation without him and within 
him, he thinks of the ‘ourle cattle,' and ‘silly sheep,' 
and their sufferings in the pitiless storm. . . . The 
tenant of the mean hut, with its ‘ragged roof ami 
chinky wall,' lias a heart to pity even these I This is 
worth several homilies on Mercy: for It Is the voice 
of Mercy herself."—Thomas Caklvlu.
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Where, where ia Love’a fond, tender throe,
With lordly Honour’s lofty brow,

The powers you proudly own!
Ia there, beneath Love’a noble name,
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim,

To bless himself alone?
Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares,
This boasted Honour turns away,
Shunning soft pity’s rising sway,

Regardless of the tears, arid unavailing pray’rs!
Perhaps, this hour, in mis’ry’s squalid nest,
She strains your infant to her joyless breast,

And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking blast !

“Oh ye! who sunk in beds of down,
Feel not a want but what yourselves create,
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate,

Whom friends and fortun^quite disown!
Ill-satisfy’d keen nature’s clam’rous call,
Stretch’d on his straw he lays himself to sleep,

While thro’ the ragged roof and chinky wall,
Chill o’er his slumbers piles the drifty heap;
Think on the dungeon’s grim confine,
Where guilt and poor misfortune pine!
Guilt, erring man, relenting view !
But shall thy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already cmshèd low 
By cruel fortune’s undeserved blow?

Affliction’s sons are brothers in distress,
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss!”

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer
Shook off the pouthery snaw, powdery

And hail’d the morning with a cheer, 
ttage-rousiug craw.

But Jeep this truth impress’d my
Two’ all his works abroad,

The heart, benevolent and kind,
The most resembles God.1

•“The 'Winter Night,' like the ‘Brigs, seta out similar inequalities ; butin Bums they were greater, 
with deacription very powerfully executed, and in from the superior vehemence and proportional re- 
language decidedly Scotch, but it passes abruptly to mission of feeling, under the pressure of which he 
English, and in ml" apprehension, to a tone more was urged to composition. When a subject ceased 
nearly within the compass of an ordinary poet. ... to interest him strongly, it was abandoned for a new 
It has always appeared to me that we might conceive one which possessed this power ; and when he did 
the two different portions of this poem to tie the work not write with all the vivida vù animi, he was apt to 
of different authors, or of the same author at hours let the vigour of his conceptions relax with the viva- 
when the tide of inspiration had risen to very un- city of Ids emotions."—Professor Walker.-^See 
equal heights. Other writers are no doubt liable to also Prof. Wilson's Essay in voL v.
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' y
SONG—YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS.1

Tune—“ Yon wild mossy mountains

“This tune,” says Burns, “is Oswald's. [It appears under the name of “ Phebe” in Oswald's fourth 
volume.] “The song alludes to a part of my private history, which is of no consequence to the 
world to know.”

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, j so
That nurse in their bosom the youth o’ the Clyde,
Where the grouse lead their coveys thro’ the heather to feed,
And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed.

Not Gowrie’s rich valley, nor Forth’s sunny shores, '
To me hae the charms o’ yon wild mossy moors;
For there, by a lonely, sequester’d clear stream,
Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream.
Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path,
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath; 
For there, wi’ my lassie, the day lang I rove,
While o’er us unheeded fly the swift hours o’ love.

She is not the fairest, altho’ she is fair;
O’ nice éducation but sma’ is her share:
Her parentage humble as humble can be;
But I lo’e the dear lassie because she lo’es me.
To beauty what man but maun yield him a prize,
Jn her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs?
And when wit and refinement hae polished her darts, 
They dazzle our een, as they flee to our hearts.
But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling ee, 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me;
And the heart-beating love, as I’m clasp’d in Her arms, 
O, these are my lassie’s all-conquering charms!

every valley

eye

ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH.

This beautiful address was composed on the poet's first visit to Edinburgh, and must have been 
written shortly after his arrival, as it is alluded to in a letter (dated Deer. 27, 1786) to William 
Chalmers within a month after that event.—See General Correspondence.

Edina! Scotia’s darling seat !
All haif thy palaces and ton 

Where once beneath a monarch's feet 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign powers!

1 Stenhouse leads us to inferential Highland Mary 
is the theme of the song ; but it has been suggested 
by Allan Cunningham that the heroine is probably 
“ Nannie.” From the locality assigned to the subject 
of the song (the upland region where the Clyde has

its early coursé), and the mystery of the note, we are 
inclined to think that the heroine was a different 
personage altogether from any whom he has else
where celebrated. It is really, however, “ of no con
sequence to the world to know."
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From marking wildly-scatter’d flowers,
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d,

And singing, lone, the lingTing hours,
I shelter in thy honour’d shade.

Here Wehlth still swells the golden tide,
As busy Trade his labours plies;

There Architecture’s noble pride 
\ Bids elegance and splendour rise;

\ Here Justice, from her native skies,
! High wields her balance and lier rod ;
/ There Learning, with his eagle eyes,

Seeks Science in her coy abode.

Thy sons, Edina! social, kind, /
With open arms the strailgyr hail ;

Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind, 
Above the narrow, rural vale;

Attentive still to Sorrow’s wail,
Or modest Merit’s silent claim;

And never may their sources fail !
And never envy blot their name !

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn !
Gay as the gilded summer sky,

Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn,
Dear as the raptur’d thrill of joy!

Fair Burnett1 strikes th’ adoring eye, 
Heav’n’s beauties on my fancy shine,

I see the Sire of Love on high,
And own His work indeed divine!

There, watching high the least alarms,
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar;

Like some bold veteran, gray in arms,
And mark’d with many a seamy scar:

1'he pond’rous wall and massy bar, 
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock;

Have oft withstood assailing war, 
jfc And oft repell’d the invader’s shock.

With awe-s^uck thought, and pitying tears, 
I view that rabble, stately dome,2

197

1 Allusion is here made to Elizabeth Burnett, datigli- 
ter of Lord Monboddo, a young lady of surpassing 
beauty, who at this time formed the charm and orna
ment of Edinburgh society. Mrs. Alison Cockbunf/ 
authoress of “I’ve seen the smiling of Fortune beguil
ing," and who died in 1794, wrote about the time this 
address was composed:—“The town is at present all 
agog with the ‘ Ploughman Poét*who receives adula
tion with native dignity, and is the very figure of his 

VOL. 1L w

profession, strong, but coarse ; yet he has a most en
thusiastic heart of love. He has seen Duchess Gordon 
and all the gay world. His favourite, for looks and 
manners, is Bess Burnett—no bad judge, indeed! " We 
shall have occasion to speak farther of her when we 
come to the elegy which the poet wrote on her death, 
in 1790.

2 This refers to Holyrood Palace, dome being here 
used (as by Pope) in the general sense of edifice.

29

t



198 POEMS AND SONGS.

Where Scotia’s kings olf other years, 
Fam’d heroes! had their royal home: 

Alas! how chang’d the times to come y 
Their royal name low in the dust! 

Tlrnir hapless race wild-wand’ring roam,

[1786.

I|t‘l

Tho’ rigid law cries out, ’twas just!

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore,

Thro’ hostile ranks and ruin’d gaps 
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bore:

Ev’n I who sing in rustic lore,
Haply my sires have left their shed, 

And fac’d grim danger’s loudest roar, 
Bold-following where your fathers led !

Edina! Scotia’s darling seat!
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs,

Where once beneath a monarch’s feet 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs !

From marking wildly-scatter’d flow’rs,
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d,

And singing, lone, the ling’ring hours 
[ shelter in thy honour’d shade.

TO A HAGGIS.1

Fair fa’ your honest, sonsie face, befell comely
Great chieftain o’ the puddin’-race!
A boon them a’ ye tak your place, above

Painch, tripe, or thairm: paunch email intestine 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace worthy

As lang’s my arm.

i A haggis is a pudding, supposed to be peculiar to 
Scotland, composed of the minced heart, liver, Ac., of 
a sheep, mixed with oatmeal and suet, seasoned with 
salt, pepper, Ac., and boiled in the carefully cleaned 
stomach of the animal. The poet’s description of this 
phenomenon in cookery is faithful as it is graphic. Its 
appearance is very apt to startle an Englishman, how
ever bold he may t>e as a trencher-man: but by a Scots
man, who knows its intrinsic worth, and honours the 
country to which it l>elong8, it is always welcomed at 
table with hearty applause. Formerly, in Hums's time, 
and before it, when the style of living in Scotland was 
simpler and humbler than it now is, the Haggis was 
one of the principal luxuries of the farmer and labour
ing man, and the poet’s description of the enthusiasm 
with which it was devoured is not overcharged. At 
the present day, however, it forms a much less pro
minent figure in rustic dietetics, though it has still

its patrons in town as well as in country. There arc 
different accounts as to the composition of the poem, 
but it first appeared in the Caledonian Mercury on 
the 20til December, 1780, subsequently in the Scots 
Magazine for January, 1787, and was reprinted in that 
year s edition of the poet's works. The concluding 
verse originally stood thus :—

Ye powers, wha gie us a* that's gude,
Still hlene aul«l Caledonia's brood,
Wi' great John barleycorn's heartVldudu 

In stoups or luggics,
And on our iioard, that king o’ food,

A glorious llaggis!

Bums, it is said, repeated something like this when 
asked to say grace at a table where a haggis formed 
a prominent part of the entertainment, and so well 
was his externporaneous address received, that helkvas 
induced to extend it as alxive.
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The groaning trencher there ye fill, >

Your hurdies like a distant hill, thighs
Your piu1 wad help to mend a mill would

In time o’ need,
While thro’ your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead.

His knife see rustic labour dight, , wipe
An’ cut you up with ready slight, skm
Trenching your gushing entrails bright 

Like ony ditch;
And then, O what a glorious sight,

Warm-reekin’, rich!

Then horn2 for horn they stretch an’ strive,
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive,
Till a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve swelled bellies by and by

Are bent like drums;
Then auld guidman, ’maist like to ryve, paterfamilias burst

1 Bethankit’hums. the grace

Is there that o’er his French ragout,
Or olio that wad staw a sow, would surfeit
Or fricassee wad mak her spew

Wi’ perfect scunner, disgust
Looks down wi’ sneerin’, scornfu’ view

On sic a dinner ! such

Poor devil ! see him owre his trash,
As feckless as a wither’d rash, pithless rush
His spindle shank a guid whip-lasli,

His nieve a nit; fist nut
Thro’ bloody flood or field to dash,

O how unfit!

But mark the rustic, haggis-fed,
The trembling earth çêsounds his tread, 
C'lap in his walie nieve a blade,

He’ll mak it whistle; 
An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will sned, 

Like taps o’ thrissle.

mighty fist

thistle

Ye pow’rs, w]ia mak mankind your care,
And dish them out their bill o’ fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae skiuking ware watery stuff

That jaups in luggies;3 splashes -wooden dishes
But, if ye wish her gratefu’ pray’r,

Gie her a Haggis!

1 A wooden skewer by means of which the opening 
in the bag is firmly closed up.

2 The spoons formerly used at the tables of the
farmers and farm-labourers, and others in a similar

station of life, were made of horn; and indeedIJQch 
spoons may be met with yet.

2 Wooden dishes resembling small tubs, being made 
of staves and hoops with ear-shaped handles.
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TO MISS LOGAN,1

WITH BEATTIE'S POEMS AS A NEW YEAR S GIFT, JANUARY 1, 178Ï

Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driven, 

And won, tfeo’ scarce in maiden prime, 
Are so much nearer Heaven.

No jfifts have I from Indian coasts 
The infant year to hail ;

I send you more than India boasts,
In Edwin’s simple tale.

Our sex with guile and faithless love 
Is charg’d, perhaps, too true;

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
yAn Edwin still to you!

EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION.2

TUNE—“ Killiecrankie'

THE LORD ADVOCATE.

He clench’d his pamphlets in his fist,
He quoted and he hinted,

Till in a declamation-mist,
His argument he tint it :

He gaptxl fort, he grapcd fort,
He land it was awa, man;

But what his common sense came short,
He ekèd out wi’ law, man.

MR. ERSKINB.

Collected, Harry stood a wee,
Then open’d out his arm, man;

His lordship sat wi’ ruefu’ ée,
And ey’d the gathering storm, man:

Like wiud-driv’n hail it did assail,
Or torrents owre a linn, man;

The Bench sae wise lift up their eyes,
Half-waliken’d wi’ the din, man.

lost
grojied
found

a short time

over a rock

2 Mr. Ilay Campbell, afterwards Lord President, was 
then Lord Advocate. Mr. Ersklne (Harry Erakine) 
was Dean of Faculty.

Logan was the “sentimental sister Susie, 
Logan, to whom the epistle in a preceding 
dressed

of Maj 
page is
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ON WILLIAM SMELLIE.1

AUTHOR OF “THE PHILOSOPHY OF NATURAL HISTORY.**

Shrewd Willie Smellie2 to Crochallan came,
The old cock’d hat, the gray surtout, the same;
His bristling beard just rising in its might,
Twas four long nights and days to shaving-night— 
His uncombed grizzly locks wild scaring, thatch’d 
A head for thought profound and clear unmatch’d ; 
Vet tho’ his caustic wit was biting, rude,
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good.

INSCRIPTION ON THE TOMBSTONE OF FERGUSSON.
HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET,

BORN, SEPTEMBER 5TH, 1751. DIED, 1CTH OCTOBER, 1774

No sculptur’d marble here, nor pompous lay,
“No storied urn nor animated bust,”3 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia’s way 
To pour her sorrows o’er her poet’s dust.

ADDITIONAL STANZAS.4

She mourns, sweet tuneful youth, thy hapless fate 
Tho’ all the powers of song thy fancy fir’d,

Yet Luxury and Wealth lay by in state,
And thankless starv’d what they so much admir’d.

This humble tribute with a tear lie gives, 
A brother Bard, he can no more bestow: 

But dear to fame thy Song immortal lives. 
A nobler monument than Art can^kow.

1 This, with some trifling variations, was introduced 
into an uncompleted poem “ The Poet’s Progress.”

* William Smellie was one of the printer Creech’s 
partners at the time of Burns’s residence in Edin
burgh. He was bom in 1740 and originally bred a 
printer, and his sterling integrity and habits of in
vincible application raised him to a distinguished 
rank in his profession, and in the republic of letters. 
To give some idea of his perseverance, it may be men
tioned that he studied Hebrew, in order to qualify 

■- himself to correct the proof-sheets of a grammar of 
that language which was about to be printed by his 
employers ! Smellie died in June, 1705. The “Croch
allan Fencibles,” alluded to in the first line, was a 
club of literary wits which met weekly in a tavern 
in Edinburgh. They assumed the name front the 
burden of a Gaelic song which the landlord used to 
sing. Smellie was a fellow of the Royal Society, and

secretary to the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland. 
He translated Buff on’s Natural Uistory into English, 
and planned, compiled, and superintended the first 
edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica (1771,3 vols.).

8Gray’s “Elegy."
4 The two additional stanzas were first published 

in the Globe edition of Burns’s Works (Macmillan 
<fc Co.), edited by Alexander Smith. They appear in
the Edinburgh Common-place Book.-----On the 6th
February, 1787, Bums petitioned the Managers of 
the Kirk and Kirkyard Funds of the Parish of Canon- 
gate as follows: “To the honourable Bailies of Canon- 
gate, Edinburgh.—Gentlemen, I am sorry to be told 
that the remains of Robert Fergusson, the so justly 
celebrated poet, a man whose talents for ages to come 
will do honour to our Caledonian name, lie in your 
churchyard among the ignoble dead, unnoticed and 
unknown. Some memorial to direct the steps of
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VERSES

WRITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT OP ROBERT FEROUSSON, IN A COPY OF HIS WORKS 

PRESENTED TO A YOUNG LADY, JIARCH 19, 1787.1

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleas’d, 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure! 
O thou my elder brother in misfortune,
By far my elder brother in the muses,
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate!
Why is the bard unpitied by the world,
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures?

TO MRS. SCOTT OF WAUCHOPE.

Guidwife,

I mind it weel, in early date,
When I was beard less, young, and blate, 

An’ first could thrash the barn;
Or baud a yokin’ at the pleugh,
An’ tho’ forfoughten sair eneugli,

Yet unco proud to learn;
When first amang the yellow corn 

A man I reckon’d was,
An’ wi’ the lave ilk merry mom 

Could rank my rig and lass,
Still shearing, and clearing 

The tither stookbd raw,
Wi’ claivers, an’ haivers,

Wearing the day awa,—

remember 
basil fui

hold
exhausted
extremely

post every 
ridge

row
idle talk nonsense

the lovers of Scottish song when they wish to shed 
a tear over the ‘ narrow house ’ of the bard who 
is no more is surely a tribute due to Fergusson's 
memory—a tribute I wish to have the honour of pay
ing. I petition you then, gentlemen, to permit me 
to lay a simple stone over his revered ashes, to remain 
an unalienable property to his deathless fame." On 
the 22d of February at a meeting of the managers the 
petition was read and unanimously granted, and on 
the reverse side of the stone the following words were 
engraved: “By special grant of the managers to 
Robert Bums, who erected this stone, this burial- 
place is to remain for ever sacred to the memory of 
Robert Fergusson." Referring to 'this last clause 
Chambers remarks, “ If this order of the managers 
was designed to set aside the ground from all future 
use as a part of the general place of sepulture, I am 
sorry to remark that it has been, through inadver

tence in some quarter, violated, as I was present some 
years ago, when the remains of Mr. John Inverarity, 
a nephew of Fergusson, were deposited in the grave 
of the poet."

1 This was written immediately after the poet had 
obtained permission from the Managers of the Kirk 
and Kirkyard Funds of Canongate “to erect a head
stone at the grave of Fergusson." The “ curse " had 
been previously more forcibly and pointedly launched 
in the epistle to William Simson, vol. i. p. 266:

My cum upon your whunstane hearts,
Ye E'nbrugh gentry !

The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes,
Wad stow'd his pantry!

But Fergusson was more the victim of misfortune 
than of the hard-heartedness and callousness of man
kind. ■■

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

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

Or king a sang at least.1
The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide 

Amang the bearded bear, barley
I turn’d the weeder-clips aside,

An’ spar’d the symbol dear;2 * * * * * 8
No nation, no station,

My envy e’er could raise,
A Scot still, but blot still, without

I knew nae higher praise.

But still the elements o’ sang
In formless jumble, right an’ wrang, 

Wild floated in my brain:
Till on that har’st I said before, harvest
My partner in the merry corps,

She rous’d the forming strain:
I see her yet, the sonsie quean, comely lass

That lighted up my jingle,
Her witching smile, her pauky een roguish eyes

That gart my heart-strings tingle; made
I firèd, inspirèd,

At ev’ry kindling keek, stolen glance
But bashing, and dashing,

I fearèd aye to speak.3

Health to the sex! ilk guid cliiel says, 
Wi’ merry dance in winter-days,

An’ we to share in common:
The gust o’ joy, the balm of woe,
The saul o’ life, the heav’n below,

Is rapture-giving woman.
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name, 

Be mindfu’ o’ your millier:

bashful and easily dashed

every good fellow

dolts

i The reader will notice that this long sentence is
incomplete, a verb, or expression containing a verb, 
being wanted to give full sense.

8 “ He is hardly to be envied who can contemplate
without emotion this exquisite picture of young
nature and young genius. It was amidst such scenes
that this extraordinary being felt those first indefinite 
stirrings of 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.’ J. G. Lockhart.

8 “ 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, 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 was a bannie, sweet, sonsie lass. ... In 
short, she, altogether unwittingly to herself, initiated 
me into a certain delicious passion. . . . How she 
caught the contagion I can’t say, . . . but I never 
expressly told her that I loved her.’’—Burns’s Auto
biographical Letter to Dr. Moore.-----The girl’s name
was Nellie Kilpatrick; she was the heroine of the song 
“Handsome Nell,’ the first known composition of the 
poet. See vol. i. p. 18V.
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She, honest woman, may think shame 
That ye’re connected with her. 

Ye’re wae men, ye’re nae men, 
That slight the lovely dears;

To shame ye, disclaim ye,
Ilk honest birkie swears. each gallant

For you, no bred to barn and byre,
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre, 

Thanks to you for your line.
The marled plaid ye kindly spare,
By me should gratefully be ware;

’Twad please me to the nine.
I’d be mair vauntie o’ my hap,

Douce hingin’ o’er my curple,
Than ony ermine ever lap,

Or proud imperial purple.
Fareweel then, lang heal then,

An’ plenty be your fa’:
May losses and crosses 

Ne’er at your Indian ca’.1
Robert Burns.

cow-house

checkered (or mottled)

proud wrap 
modestly crupper 
leaped

health
lot

i Mrs. Scott of Wauchope, near Jedburgh, in Rox
burghshire, a painter and a poetess, addressed a 
rhyming epistle to Burns, entitled, “The Guidwife 
of Wauehope-house to Robert Burns," expressing her 
admiration of his poems, and her doubts as to the 
correctness of the report, that they were the produc
tion of a ploughman. But it may be as well to let 
her tell her own tale, and thus afford a specimen of 
her poetic powers

My canty, witty, rhyming ploughman, *.H*d hmnoiimi 
I hafflins doubt it i§ na true, man, half
That ye lietween the stilts were bred, |.iough-*haft»
Wi' ploughmen school'd, wi' ploughmen foil. ^
I doubt it sair, ye've drawn your knowledge greatly ■
Either frae grammar-school or college.
fluid troth, your saul and body baith
War better fed, I'd gie my aith, oath
Than theirs, who sup sour-milk and parritch,
An' bummil thro* the Single Carritch. bungle Shorter Catechiem 
Wha ever heard the ploughman »i>eak.
Could tell gif Homer wae a (.reek?
He'd flee as soon upon a cudgel,
Aa get a single line of Virgil.
An' then sae slee ye crack your jokes »ly
O’ Willie Pitt, and Charlie Fox,
Our great men a’ eae weel descrive, describe
An' how to gar the nation thrive, make
Aue maist wad swear ye dwalt amang them,
An' aa ye saw them, sae ye sang them.
But be ye ploughman, be ye i>eer.
Ye are a funny blade, I awear;
An* though the cauld I ill can bide.
Yet twenty miles, an’ mair. I’d ride.
O’er moss, an’ muir, an' never grumble,
Tho’ my auld yad shou'd gie a stumble, jade 
To crack a winter-night wi' thee, chat '
And hear thy sangs and sonnets slee.

creaming ale

wonder

checkered

A guid saut herring, an' a cake,
Wi’ sic a chiel, a feast wad make ;
I'il rather scour your reaming y ill.
Or eat o’ cheese and bread my fill.
Than wi' dull lairds on turtle dine.
An' ferlie at their wit and wine.
O, gif I kenn’d but wliare ye haide,
I'd send to you a marled plaid ;
Twad baud your shoulders warm and braw, 
An' douce at kirk or market sliaw.
For south, aa weel aa north, my lad,
A" honest Scotchmen lo'e the maud,
Right wae that we're sae far fme ither:
Yet proud I am to ca' ye brither.

Burns immediately answered her epistle by address
ing to her the above poem. In his Border tour lie 
visited Wauchope : regarding its inmates we find the 
following entry in his journal—" Wauchope—Mr. 
Scott exactly the figure and face commonly given to 
Sancho Panza—very shrewd in his farming matters, 
and not unfrequently stumbles on what may lie 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." Of a certain Mrs. Fall, also encountered 
on his Border tour, he remarks—“ Fully more clever 
in the fine arts and sciences than my friend Lady 
Wauchope, without her consummate assurance of 
her own abilities." (See vol. i. pp. 177 and 179.) Mrs. 
Scott's maiden name was Elizabeth Rutherford, and 
she was niece to Mrs. Cockburn (quoted in reference 
to Burns on p. 197 above), authoress of the favourite 
song, “I’ve seen the smiling of Fortune beguiling," 
also known as the “Flowers of the Forest."
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PROLOGUE
SPOKEN BY MR. WOODS ON HIS BENEFIT NIGHT,• MONDAY, APRIL 16TH, 1787.

When by a generous Public’s kind acclaim,
That dearest need is granted—honest fame:
When here your favour is the actor’s lot,
Nor even the man in private life forgot;
What breast so dead to heav’uly virtue’s glow,
But heaves impassion’d with the grateful throe?

Poor is the task to please a barb’rous throng,
It needs no Siddons’ powers in Southern’s song ;
But here an ancient nation fam’d afar,
For genius, learning high, as great in war—
Hail! Caledonia! name for ever dear,
Before whose sons I’m honour’d to appear!
Where every science—every nobler art—
That can inform the mind, or mend the heart,
Is known; as grateful nations oft have found,
Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy,2 no idle, pedant dream,
Here holds her search by heaven-taught Reason’s beapi; 
Here History3 paints with elegance and force,
The tide of Empire’s fluctuating course;
Here Douglas4 forms wild Shakespeare into plan,
And Harley5 rouses all the God in man.
When well-form’d taste, and sparkling wit, ur ite 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright,
(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and grace,
Can only charm us in the second place,)
]Vitness my heart, how oft with panting fear,
As on this night, I’ve met these judges here!
But still the hope Experience taught to live,
Equal to judge—you’re candid to forgive.
No hundred-headed Riot here we meet,
With Decency and Law beneath his feet;
Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom’s name;
Like Caledonians, you applaud or blame.

O Thou, dread Power! whose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stretch’d to shield the honour’d land !

I Mr. Woods was known to Fergusson the poet, as 
well as to Burns. He was long a popular actor In 
Edinburgh, and was styled the Seuttuh llonciu«. He 
was bom in 1761, retired from the stage In April, 1802, 
and died in December of the same year.

1 Thomas Reid at Glasgow, and Dugald Stewart at 
Edinburgh.

1 The historians Hume and Robertson.

4 Home's tragedy of Douglat.-----“In April in
course of a prologue for the benefit of the veteran 
Scotch Roscius (Mr. Woods) Burns, after referring to 
Hume, Robertson, and Reid, as glories of Caledonia, 
perpetrated his worst criticism—

Here Douglas forms wild Shakespeare into plan."
—Professor Nichol. 

s Henry Mackenzie in The Han of Feeling.
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Strong may she glow with all her ancient fire!
May every son be worthy of his sire!
Firm may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny’s, or direr Pleasure’s chain !
Still Self-dependent in her native shore,
Bold may she brave grim Danger’s loudest roar,
Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more.

VERSES

INTENDED TO BE WRITTEN BENEATH A NOBLE KARL’S PICTURE.*

Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ?
And whose that eye of fire?

And whose that generous princely mien 
E’en rooted foes admire?

Stranger! to justly show that brow,
And mark that eye of fire,

Would take His hand whose vernal tints 
His other works admire.

Bright as a cloudless yimmer sun 
With stately port he movel;

His guardian Seraph eyes with awe 
The noble Ward he loves.

Among the illustrious Scottish sous 
That Chief thou mayst discern ;

Mark Scotia’s fond returning eye,
It dwells upon Glencairn.

SONG-MY LADY’S GOWN THERE’S GAIRS UPON’T.2

TUNE—" Oreggt ripa."

My lady’s gown there’s gairs upon’t, 
And gowden flowers sae rare upon’t ;

inserted pieces 
golden

1 The “ noble earl ” is the Earl of Glencairn, on ' ' 
the poet’s most serviceable patrons. (See note to 
“ Lament for James, Earl of Glencairn,” also letters 
in vol. iv., in which is given a portrait of this noble
man.) The above verses are more inspired by grati
tude than by the Muse. The earl refused the poet’s 
request for liberty to print them, and they first ap
peared in Cunningham's edition of 1831). Cunningham 
suggests that the word “ admire " closing the second 
stanza is a slip of the pen for “ inspire. "

2“ This song," says Stenhouse, “was written for the 
Museum in 1788. . . . Johnson long hesitated to admit 
it, . . . but being blamed for such fastidiousness he 
at length gave it a place." It appears in the sixth 
volume, adapted to a reel tune composed by James 
Gregg, a dancing master and musical composer of 
some local eminence in his day in Ayrshire, who died
at a good old age in 1817.-----The stanza which serves
as a chorus seems older than Burns’s time; perhaps 
the whole is after an old model.
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But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet, stays bodice

My lord thinks meikle mair upon’t.

My lord a-liunting he is gane,
But hounds or hawks wi’ him are naue, 
By Colin’s cottage lies his game,
If Colin’s Jenny be at hame.

My lady’s gown, &c.

My lady’s white, my lady’s red, 
And kith and kin o’ Cassillis’ blude,
But her ten-pund lands o’ tocher guid,
Were a’ the charms his lordship lo’ed.

My lady’s gown, &c.

Out o’er yon moor, out o’er yon moss,
grouse i 
dwells

Whare gor-cocks thro’ the heather pass, 
There wons auld Colin’s bounie lass,
A lily in a wilderness!

My lady’s gown, &c.

Sae sweetly move her genty limbs, _ elegant
Like music-notes o’ lovers’ hymns:
The diamond dew in her een sae blue,
Where laughing love sae wanton swims.

My lady’s gown, &c.

My lady’s dink, my lady’s drest,
The flower and fancy o’ the west; 
But the lassie that a man lo’es best, 
0, that’s the lass to make him blest

My lady’s gown, &c.

HUNTING SONG-THE BONNIE MOOR-HEN.1
TUNE—"/rede you beware at the hunting."

The heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn,
Our lads gaed a-liunting ae day at the dawn, went one
O’er moors and o’er mossefe, and mony a glen,
)\t length they discover’d a bonuie moor-hen.

I rede ye beware at the hunting, young men;

I rede ye beware at the hunting, young men; 
Tak some on the wing, and some as they spting,
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen. quietly

>
1 The date of this song is uncertain. Bums sent a not publish the ‘ Moor-hen do not, for your sake 

copy of it early in 1788 to Clarinda, who expresses her and for mine." It was found among the loose MSS. 
opinion of it in a letter of 6th February, thus : “ Do handed by Mrs. Burns to Cromek.

<
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Sweet brushing the dew from thfl'brown heather hells,
Her colours betray’d her on yon mossy fells;
Her plumage outlustr’d the pride o’ the spring, v
And 0! as she wanton’d sae gay on the wing.

I rede ye, &c.
Auld Phoebus himsel’, as he peep’d o’er the hill,
In spite, at her plumage, he tried his skill;
He levell’d his rays where she bastifd on the brae— «lope
His rays were outshone, and hut mark’d where she lay.

I rede ye, &c.

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill,
The best o’ our lads, wi’ the best o’ our skill ;
Hut still as the fairest she sat in their sight,
Then, whirr! she was over a mile at a flight.

I rede ye, &â.

EPIGRAM ON AN ARTIST.'

Dear----- , I’ll gie ye some advice,
You’ll tak it no uncivil :

You shouldna paint at angels tnair, 
But try and paint the devil.

To paint an angel’s kittle wal k,
Wi’ Nick there’s little danger : 

You’ll easy draw a lang-kent face, 
But no sae weel a ttrauger.

ticklis^i

VERSES
APUBKSSKli TO TilK LANDLADY OK THK INN AT ROSSLYN.2

My blessings on you, sonsy wife; comely
I ne’er was here before; a

You’ve gi’en us walth for horn and knife, pleuty »poon 
Nae heart could wish for more.

Heav’n keep you free frae care and strife,
Till far ayont fourscore; beyond

And while I toddle on through life,
I’ll ne’er gang by your door.

• According to Robert Chambers, Bum» wa« on one 
occaalon Introduced to a celebrated Edinburgh artist 
In hi» studio; the painter was at the time engaged on 
a picture, the subject of which was Jacob s Dream. 
After a minute Inspection of the painting the poet 
wrote the above lines on the hack of a little sketch 
which Is still preserved In the painter » family. Cham-

liers refrains from satisfying our curiosity as to the 
name of the artist.

2 Where Bums is said, after a walk to the Pentland 
Hills, with Alexander Nasmyth, portrait-painter, to 
have breakfasted so much to his satisfaction that he 
presented his hostess with these lines, scratched on 
the hack of a wooden platter



Age 28.] POEMS AND SONGS. 209

EPIGRAM ON ELPHINSTONE’S TRANSLATION
OF MARTIALS EPIGRAMS.

To Clarinda in 1787 Huma wrote:—“ Did I ever repeat to you an epigram I made on a Mr. 
Elphinstone, who has given a translation of Martial, a famous Latin poet? The poetry of Elphin- 
stone can only equal Ills prose-notes. I was sitting in a merchant s shop of my acquaintance,

id, aidid, ami asaed my opinion of it: I beggedwaiting for somebody : he put Elphinstone into
leave to write it on a blank leaf, which I did.

O thou whom Poetry abhors,
Whom Prose has turuèd out of doors,
Heard’st thou that groan—proceed no further,
Twas laurell’d Martial roaring murtheh

EPIGRAM—TflE BOOKWORMS.1

Through and through the inspired leaves, 
Ye maggots, make your windings;

But, Oh! respect his lordship’s taste,
And spare his golden bindings.

EPIGRAM Oÿ MISS BURNS.8

Cease, ye prudes, your envious railing;
Lovely Burns has charms—confess! 

True it is, she has one failing—
Had a woman ever less?

EPITAPH ON THE SCHOOLMASTER OF CLEISH PARISH,
F1FE8HIRE.»

Here lie Willie Michie’s banes,
O Satan! when ye tak him,

Gie him the schoolin’ o’ your weans; children
For clever Deils he’ll mak them!

1 Bums, It is said, calling one day on a nobleman, 
was shown into the library. Being kept waiting, he 
had time to Inspect his lordship's collection. Among 
the rest was a splendidly-bound copy of Hhakspeare, 
little used and much worm-eaten. Burns rashly wrote 
on the blank leaf of one of the volumes the above 
epigram, which was found long after the poet's death, 
by some one accidentally attracted, JKThajis, to the 
same neglected volume.

» Bums pmliahly crossed the Forth occasionally dur
ing Ids first stay In Edinburgh, and may have met and 
admired the < 'Irish schoolmaster whose cleverness he 
here celebrates.

’ M iss Bums was a well-known frail one in Edin
burgh during the poet's residence there. She was 
noted for her jiersonal attractions We shall have to 
apeak of her further when we come to the Correspon
dence.
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POETICAL ADDRESS TO MR. WILLIAM TYTLER,*

AUTHOR OF “ AN INQUIRY, HISTORICAL AND CRITICAL, INTO THK EVIDENCE AGAINST MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS."

WITH A PRESENT OF THE BARD'S PICTURE.

. RevjyM defender of beauteous Stuart,
Of Stuart, a name once respected,

A name, which to love was the mark of a true heart,
But now ’tis despised and neglected.

Tho’ something like moisture conglobes in my eye,2 
Let no one misdeem roe disloyal ;

A poor friendless wand’rer may well claim a sigh,
Still more, if that wand’rer were royal.

My fathers that name have rever’d on a throne;
My fathers have fallen to right it;

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son,v 
That name should he scoffingly slight it.3

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily join,
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry;

Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine;
Their title’s avow’d by my country.

But why of that epocha make such a fuss,
That gave us the Hanover stem ;

•If bringing them over was lucky for us,
I’m sure ’twas as lucky for them!4

But, loyalty, truce! we’re on dangerous ground,
Who knows how the fashions may alter ?

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound,
To-morrow may bring us a halter.

i William Tytler,Esq., of Woodhouselee, was a mem
ber of the society of Writers to the Signet, ami l>eslilcs 
being author of the above-mentioned work in favour 
of Queen Mary, wrote various other dissertations and 
essays, and edited the Poetical Remain» of Jamet /. 
of Scotland. He was born in 1711, and died 12th Sept. 
1762. His son wn the well-known Lord Woodhouse
lee,and his grandsdh, Patrick FraserTytier, was author 
of the well-known and excellent history of Scotland, 
published In 1828-43.

* “ In May, writing to Mr. Tytler of Woodhouselee 
on the Vindication of Mary Stuart, [Burns perpe
trated) his worst lines,—

The’ somethin* like manure ramalobee In my eye.
Let no one misdeem lift disloyal."

—Professor Nichol.

« The question îik to whether any of Burns's fathers 
had lievn concerned In the Stuart cause it discussed In 
a note on ‘' The Paternal Ancestry of Bums " appended 
to Lockhart's Life. That any of them tell In the cause 
seems to be mere speculation on Burns’s part.

4 It strongly marks the cautious spirit of the times, 
that Dr. Currie omitted the three last lines of this 
stanxa from Ills edition of the poet's works. Bums 
felt when he wrote it that he was treading on danger
ous ground. A jest on royalty was then regarded as 
an unerring proof of disaffection to government, and 
the peccant author as s legitimate mark for the bolts 
of authority. These prejudices were strengthened by 
the progress of events ere the piece jiaased under the 
editorial hands of Currie. He paused—and deemed 
It lietter to expunge the verse than to subject himself, 
as well as the author, to the witliering charge of dis
loyalty.
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I send you a trifle, a head of a bard,
A trifle scarce worthy your care;

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 
Sincere as a saint’s dying prayer.'

Now life’s chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 
And ushers the long dreary night ;

But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky, 
Your course to the latest is bright.

<"

EPIGRAM TO MISS AINSLIE2 IN CHURCH.

Fair maid, you need not take the hint,
Nor idle texts pursue:

Twits guilty sinners that he meant,
Not Angel» such as you.

EPISTLE TO WILLIAM CREECH, BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

SKLKIRK, 13th May, 1787.
Auld chuckie Reekie’s3 sair distrest, sorely
Down droops her ance weel-buruish’d crest,
Nae joy her bonnie buAkit nest decorated

Can yield ava, u ail
Her darling bird that she lo’es best,

Willie’s awa!

O Willie was a witty wight,
And had o’ things an unco slight; remarkable skill
Auld Reekie aye he keepit tight,

An’ trig an’ braw: neat and fine
But now they’ll busk her like a fright—

Willie’s awa!

iThe “Bard’s Picture" mentioned In the title is 
generally understood to have I men a silhouette por
trait by an artist named Miers, then practising bis ait 
In Edinburgh; but Mr. William Scott Douglas says it 
was a presentation copy of Beugo's engraving, which 
was, at the time of his writing, in the possession of 
Dr. David Lalng.

3 Miss Ainslle was the sister of one of Burns's Edin
burgh friends, Kobert Ainslie. Tile two friends made 
a trip to the south of Scotland in the summer of 1787, 
in the course of which the poet was Introduced to 
Alnslle’s parents, and brothers and sisters. (See vol. 
I. p. 178.) On Sunday, May 8, Burns attended the 
church at Ihinae along with the family, and the clergy
man (Dr. Bowmaker) gave out a text containing special

threatenings against hardened sinners. Observing 
Miss Ainslie searching for It, Bums asked for her 
Bible, and immediately wrote the above lines on the 
inner side of one of the Imards.

9 Edinburgh is commonly known in familiarly affec
tionate language by the appellation “Auld Reekie,'' 
being called “Reekie " from the smoke (Scotticé reek) 
hanging over the town from its many chimneys. The 
epithet is said to have Irnen first applied to It by 
James VI., on looking at the town early In the morn
ing from the Fife coast, while the citizens were kind
ling their Ores for the day. ChucJne, literally a hen, 
represents the city in her maternal relation, as griev
ing for the alwence from the nest of her "darling 
bird," William Creech.
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The stiffest o’ them a’ he bow’d,
The bauldest o’ them a’ he cow’d ;
They durst nae mair than he allow’d, 

That was a law:
We’ve lost a birkie weel-worth gowd—

[1787.

fellow gold

uilly girls simpletons 

toad-stools

the dust

Wifye

JNow gawkies, tawpies, gowks and fools,
/Frae colleges and boarding schools,

May sprout like simmer puddock-stools,
In glen or shaw;

He wha could brush them down to mods,
Willie’s awa!

The brethren o’ the Commerce-Chaumer1 

May mourn their loss wi’ doolfu’ clamour; mournful 
He was a dictionar and grammar 

Among them a’;
I fear they’ll now make mony a stammer- 

Willie’s awa!

Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour,2 

And toothy critics by the score,
In bloody raw! row

The adjutant o’ a’ the cored corps
Williq/s awn!

Now worthy Gregory’s Latin face,
TytlePs and Greenfield’s modest grace;
Mackenzie, Stewart, such a brace

As Rome ne’er saw;3

They a’ maun meet some ither place, must other
Willie’s awa!

Poor Burns e’en Scotch drink canna quicken,
He cheeps like some bewilder’d chicken, chirps
Scar’d frae its ininnie and the deckin’ mother bn««l

By hoodie-craw;
Grief’s gi’en his heart an unco kickin’, severe

Willie’s awa!

Now ev’ry sour-mou’d girnin’ blellum, fretting noisy talker
And Calvin’s folk are fit to fell him;

> The Chamber of Commerce of Edinburgh, of which 
Mr. Creech was secretary.—R. B.

1 Many literary gentlemen were accustomed to meet 
at Mr. Creech's house at breakfast.—R. B.

* Tlie gentlemen receiving friendly mention ill this 
stanza were:—Dr. James Gregory, author of the Con-

epectm Mctlieijlœ; Tytler of Woodhouselee, author 
of the Defence <f Mary Queen of Scots; Dr. William 
Greenfield, professor of rhetoric in the Edinburgh 
University ; Henry Mackenzie, author of The Man 
if Feeling; and Dugald Stewart, professor of moral 
philosophy.
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And self-conceited critic skellum
His quill may draw;

He wha could brawlie ward their helium, 
Willie’s awa!

Up wimpliug stately Tweed I’ve sped, 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed,
And Ettrick banka now roaring red,

While tempests blaw; 
But every joy and pleasure’s tied— 

Willie’s awa!

May I be slander’s common speech;
A text for infamy to preach;
And lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw;
When I forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Though far awa!

May never wicked fortune touzle him ! 
May never wicked men bamboozle him! 
Until a pow as auld's Methusalem 

He canty claw!
Then to the blessed New Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa!1

nobody

finely

stretched

rumple

head (poll) 
" cheerful

EPIGRAM WRITTEN AT INVER ARY.2

Whoe’er he be that sojourns here, 
I pity much his case,

Unless he come to wait upon 
The Lord their God, his Grace.

There’s naething here but Highland pride, 
And Highland scab and hunger;

If Providence has sent me here,
Twaa surely in his anger.

1 This epistle addressed to his publisher, then on a 
visit to London, was written by Burns during his Bonier 
tour. See letter to Creech of 13th May, 1787, inclosing 
this piece. It may be here stated, that Burns afterwards 
found reason to change his opinion of his publisher. 
Creech's great falling was an indisposition to part 
with money. Burns could hardly wring the profits 
of his poems out of his hands after months spent in 
eager and unremitting solicitation. In other respects, 
however, Creech was a man above the common run— 
told a good story with unfailing effect—wrote, without 
much vigour, it is true, but with considerable power

of irony, a volume since reprinted—and delighted in 
the society and conversation of men of letters. His 
shop was the lounge for all the men of talent in the 
Scottish capital, and his morning eunvtrtazionei were 
long remembered as “Creech's levees." Mr. Creech 
died 14th January, 1815, aged 70.

8 Tills refers to some unpleasant incident of his West 
Highland tour in the summer of 1787. Perhaps some 
of tfik numerous visitors at the castle had to seek 
accommodation at the inn, and more attention might 
be paid to them than to the Irascible, and then com
paratively unknown, poet. See vol. I p. 73.
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EPIGRAM ON MISS JEAN SCOTT.1

Oli! had each Scot of ancient times,
Been Jeanie Scott, as thou art;
The bravest heart on English ground,
Had yielded like a coward.

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR.2

To a copy of this piece presented to Capt Riddell of Glenriddell Burns appended the following 
note: “This performance is but mediocre, but my grief was sincere. The last time I saw the worthy, 
public-spirited man—a man he was ! how few of the two-legged breed that pass for such, deserve the 
designation !—he pressed my hand and asked me with the most friendly warmth if it was in his 
power to serve me ; and if so, that I would oblige him by telling him how. I had nothing to ask of 
him ; but if ever a child of his should be so unfortunate as to lie under the necessity of asking any
thing of so poor a man as I am, it may not be in my power to grant it, but by G— 1 shall try.'- 
8ee also letter of the poet to Robert Aiken, July, 1787.

The lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare,
Dim, cloudy, auuk beneath tlje western wave;

Th’ inconstant blast howl’d thro’ the darkening air,
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave.

Lone as I wander’d by each cliff and dell,
Once the lov’d haunts of Scotia’s royal train ;3

Or mus’d where limpid streams, once hallow’d, well,4 

Or mould’riug ruins mark the sacred fane;5

Th’ increasing blast roar’d round the beetling rocks,
The clouds swift-wing’d flew o’er the starry sky,

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks,
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye.

The paly moon rose in the livid east,
And ’mong the cliffs disclos’d a stately form,

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast,
And mix’d her wailings with the raving storm.

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow,
’Twas Caledonia’s trophied shield I view’d :

Her form majestic droop’d in pensive woe,
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued.

1 All that is known of Jeanie Scott Is that she was 
a native of Ayr.

• This gentleman Was a native of Ayr, ami partner 
In the banking-house of Sir William Fortes and Com
pany. He died 1st July, 1787, in the forty-seventh 
year of his age. He was Lord-provost of Edinburgh 
from October 1784 to October 1786. To a ci lyijjscn t to Ids

friend, Robert Aiken, writer In Ayr, Burns appended 
these words:—“The melancholy occasion of the fore
going poem affects not only individuals but a coun
try."

s The King's Park, at Holyrood-house.—R. B.
« St. Anthony's Well.—R. B.
4 St. Anthony's Chapel.—R. B.

1



Age 28.] POEMS AND SONGS. 216

Bevers’d that spear, redoubtable in war ;
Reclin’d that banner, erst in fields unfurl’d,

That like a deathful meteor gleam’d afar,
And brav’d the mighty monarchs of the world.—

“My patriot son fills an untimely grave!”
With accents wild and lifted arms—she cried;

“ Low lies the hand that oft was stretch’d to save, 
Low lies the heart that swell’d with honest pride!

“ A weeping country joins a widow’s tear,
The helpless poor mix with the orphan’s cry;

The drooping A*ts surround their patron’s bier, 
And grateful Science heaves the heartfelt sigh.—

“ I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ;
I saw fair Freedom’s blossoms richly blow;

But ah! how hope is born but to expire!
Relentless fate has laid this guardian low.—

“ My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung,
While empty greatness saves a worthless name! 

No; every muse shall join her tuneful tongue,
And future ages hear his growing fame.

“ And I will join a mother’s tender cares,
Thro’ future times to make his virtues last,

That distant years may boast of other Blairs”— 
She said, and vanish’d with the sweeping blast.

ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER THE DEATH OF 
JOHN M'LEOD, ESQ.,

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY,' A PARTICULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR.

Sad thy tale, thou idle page,
And rueful thy alarms:

Death tears the brother of her love 
From Isabella’s arms.

i Miss Isabella M'Leod, a daughter of the Laird of 
Raasay, that laird who was visited at Kaaaay by Dr. 
Johnson and Boswell. Her elder sister, Miss Mora 
M'Leod, had married Colonel James Mure-Campliell 
of Rowallan, who succeeded to the earldom of Lou
doun. She died immediately after giving birth to a 
daughter, Flora, who became Countess of Loudoun at 
her father's death in 1786. Miss Isaliella M'li-od was, 
therefore, the aunt of the young countess, and to her

and the M'Leod family Bums had been introduced by 
his friend Gavin Hamilton, factor for the Loudoun 
estate. John M'Leod died on July 20th, 1787, while 
Bums was residing at Mossgiel for a short time after 
Ills sojourn in Edinburgh. Bums was on an intimate 
halting with the M'Leods during his winter campaign 
In the capital, and had been much taken with Isa
bella. She is the subject of the song “ Raving winds 
around her blowing."
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Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 
The morning rose may blow;

But colj successive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low.

Fair on Isabella’s morn 
The sun propitious smil’d ;

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil’d.

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
That nature finest strung :

So Isabella’s heart was form’d,
And so that heart was wrung.1

Dread Omnipotence, alone,
Can heal the wound he gave;

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave.

Virtue’s blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast;

There Isabella’s spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last.

TO MISS FERMER,*

ENCLOSING THE ELEGY ON SIH J. H. BLAIlt

Nae heathen name/shall I prefix 
Frae Piudus or Parnassus;

Auld Reekie dings them a’ to sticks 
For rhyme-inspiring lasses.

Jove's tunefu’ dochters three times three 
Made Homer deep their debtor;

But, gi’en the body half an ee,
Nine Ferriers wad done better!

daughter*

eye
would

i In the original MS. after the fourth verse occurs 
the following linçs

Were it ju the poet s power,
” Strong is he shares the grief 
. That pierces Isabella’s heart 
v * To$ive that heart relief.

In Cunninghanfs edition of Burns these lines have 
been restored; the propriety of this may be ques- 
tiohed, as they form only part of a proposition, which 
would require to be completed ip a new stanza. Evi
dently Burns delilieratfly sacrificed them, the poem 
being perfect without them. >

- The Miss Ferrier here addressed was a daughter 
of Mr. Janies Ferrier, W.8., afterwards, with Sir 
Walter Scott, one of the principal clerks of the Court 
of Session. He resided in George Street, as may be 
inferred from the above verses. A younger sister of 
Miss Ferrier was Miss Susan Edmonston Ferrier, some
times called “ the Scottish Miss Edgeworth,” author
ess of Marriage, The Inheritance, and Dettiny. Miss 
Ferrier was aunt of the subtle and brilliant meta
physician James Frederick Ferrier, professor of moral 
philosophy in the University of St. Andrews, and editor 
of the collected works of Professor John Wilson, one 
of whose daughters he had married.
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Last day my mind was in a bog,
Down George’s Street I stoited; walked stupidly

A creeping cauld prosaic fog
My very senses doited. benumbed

Do what I dought to set her free, could
My saul lay in the mire;

Ye turned a neuk—I saw your ee— comer
She took the wing like fire!

The mourufu’ sang I here enclose,
In gratitude I send you;

And pray, in rhyme as weel as prose,
A’ giule things may attend you !

EPIGRAMMATIC VERSES.1

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OE TIIE INN AT CARBON.

We cam na here to view your warks,
In hopes to be raair wise,

But only, lest we gang to hell,
It may be line surprise;

But whan we til led at your door,
Your porter dought na hear us;

Sae may, should we to hell’s yetts come, 
Your billy Satan air us

tapped
did not choose to

brother serve

LINES WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS AT STIRLING.2

Here Stuarts oncé in glory reign’d,
And laws fur Scotia’s weal ordain’d ;

1 The day Burns and his travelling companion, Mr. 
William Nieol, teacher, sought admission to Carron 
Iron-works was Sunday, and so their exclusion was 
nothing remarkable. Burns expressed his disappoint
ment by writing the above lines, in a very question
able taste and temper, with a diamond on the window- 
pane.

a Burns paid a visit to Stirling in his Highland tour, 
in August 1787. The sight of its castle, celebrated 
as in former^imes the favourite residence of royalty, 
roused his half-slumbering Jacobitism. He vented 
his feelings in the above lines, which he scratched on* 
the window of the inn. The concluding couplet, how
ever, contains some, grossly unjust expressions. A 
friend is said to have pointed out to the poet the 
impropriety of the verses. He defended them, as
serting that they were true. The other retorted, that

this might be looked on in the light of an aggrava
tion. “Stay,” said Burns, “I will reprove myself;" 
and immediately wrote the “Reproof," on the same 
pane which contained the offending verses. Some one 
—it has been charged on the Rev. Mr. Hamilton, the 
minister of Uladsmuir—expostulated with the poet for 
his attack on royalty in a set-of verses more distin
guished by their loyalty than their point or judgment 
The “Reply," was written in answer to this “ex
postulation." In the Olenriddell MSS. a slightly 
different version is fofcnd with an introductory state
ment as follows: “ My imprudent lines were answered, 
very petulantly, by Somebody, I believe a Rev. Mr. 
Hamilton. I In a MS. where I met the answer, I 
wrote belojr

With Bmp's lion, Rums says, sore I feel
Each other blow, but d-mu that ass's heel."
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But now unroof’d their palace stands,
Their sceptre’s sway’d by foreign hands; 
Fallen indeed, and to the earth,
Whence grovelling reptiles take their birth. 
The injured Stuart line is gone!
A race outlandish fills their throne;
An idiot race, to honour lost;
Who know them best despise them most.

A REPROOF BY THE WRITER OF THE LINES.

Rash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy name 
Shall no longer appear in the records of fame;
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes like the Bible, 
Says the more ’tis a truth, sir, the more ’tis a libel !

REPLY TO A HOSTILE CRITIC OF THE LINES.

Like Esop’s lion, Bums says, “ sore I feel 
Ail others’ scorn—but damn that ass’s heel ! ”

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL OVER THE CIIIMNEY-PIE&E
IN THE PARLOUR OK THE INN AT KKNMORK, TAYMOUTH.*

Burns visited Taymouth on 29th August, 1787, when on Ids Highland tour in company with his 
friend W, Nicol of the High School, Edinburgh. His brief note of the visit in his journal runs: 
“ Taymouth—described in rhyme—meet the Hon. Charles Townshend.”

Admiring Nature in her wildest grace,
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace;
O’er many a winding dale and painful steep,
Th’ abodes of covey’d grouse and timid sheep,

i Taymouth Castle, the seat of the Marquis of Bread- 
albane, is situated in a beautiful valley in Perthshire, 
at the eastern extremity of Loch Tay, the waters of 
which here begin to fonn the river of the same name. 
In the accompanying engraving, besides the house and 
its splendid park, the eye catches sight of the little 
village of Kenmore and its bridge over the young 
Tay—the lake, and the range of hills bounding it to 
the north-west, including the grand hill of Ben La were. 
Taymouth Castle consists of a large modern quadran
gular pile, with round towers at the corners, ami a 
square central tower terminating in an airy pavilion. 
To the west projects the remnant of the former man
sion, a strong tower built in the reign of James VI. ; 
while to the east extends a range of outhouses and 
offices. The Tay passes behind the house, towards

Aberfeldy and Dunkeld, skirted on each side by mag
nificent woods. Among these there is an avenue of 
limes extending to a mile, which is said to convey to 
most minds the impression of some more than usually 
august Gothic cathedral.

The Breadalhane family is descended from Sir Colin 
Campbell of Glenorchy, a younger son of the first en
nobled person of the house of Campbell: he was one 
of the knights of Rhodes, subsequently designated of 
Malta. The fourth in descent from this warrior, also 
named Sir Colin Campbell of Glenorchy, built Un
original house just alluded to, the name of which 
was till a comparatively recent period Balloch, that 
is bealoeh, a mouth or gap, expressive of the situa
tion of the mansion at the opening of the valley of 
the Tay.
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My savage jourpey, curious, I pursue,
Till fam’d tireiulalbane ojiens to my view.
Tlie meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides,
The woods, wild scatter'd, clothe their ample sides;
Th’ outstretching lake, embosom'd ’uiong the hills,
The eye with .wonder and amazement fills;
The Tay, meand’ring sweet in infant pride,
The palace, rising on its verdant side;
The lawns, wood-fring’d in Nature’s native taste;
The hillocks, dropt in Nature’s careless haste;
The arches, striding o’er the new-born stream;
The village, glittering in the noontide beam -

Poetic ardours in my bosom swell,
Lone wand’ring by the hermit’s mossy cell :
The sweeping theatre of hanging woods;
Th’ incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods—

Here Poesy might wake her heav’n-taught lyre,
And look through Nature with creative fire;
Here to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil’d,
Misfortune’s lighten’d steps might wander wild ;
Ami I)isap|Kiintment, in these lonely bounds,
Find balm to soothe her bitter, rankling wounds;
Here heart-struck tlrief might heav’n-ward stretch her scan, 
And injur’d Worth forget ami pardon man.
I Left unfinished. |

SONG—THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY.1

Tune “ The IUrk* of Abergeldie

ItuniK My* “ 1 composed these stanza* standing tinder the Kail* of Monos*, near Aberfeldy." 
The chorus belong* to an old song, called “The Kirk* of Abergeldie,” of which there are several 

"£> versions. One of them i* given, along with this song, in Johnson s Museum.
y

Bonnie lassie, will ye go,
Will ye go, will ye go,

Bonnie lassie, will ye go, 1
To the birks of Aberfeldy I birch™

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes,
And o’er the crystal streamlets plays,
Come let us sjiend the lightsome days 

In the birks of Aberfeldy.
Bonnie lassie, &c.

• It wm in the mine of hi» IIigiilnml tour, August 
September 17S7, that Burns visited the celebrated 

waterfalls of Moness, In the neighliourhnod of the 
villugc of Aberfeldy In Hlrath Tay. These falls, which

occur In a deep anil narrow chasm behind Moness 
House, are described by Pennant In language suffici
ently complimentary “an epitnme(he calls tliem)of 
everything that can be admired in the curiosity of
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The little birdies blithely sing,
While o’er their heads the hazels liing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 

In the birks of Aberfeldy.
Bonnie lassie, &c.

The braes ascend like lofty wa’s,
The foamy stream deep-roaring fa’s, 
O’er-lmng wi’ fragrant spreading shaws, 

The birks of Aberfeldy.
Bonnie lassie, &c.

The hoary cliffs are crown’d wi’ flowers, 
White o’er the linns the burnie pours, 
And rising, weets wi’ misty showers 

The birks of Aberfeldy.
Bonnie lassie, &c.

hang

hill-sides

steep rocks brooklet 
wets

Let Fortune’s gifts at random flee, 
They ne’er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Supremely blest wi’ love and thee,

In the birks of Aberfeldy.
Bonnie lassie, &c.

THE HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAIt WATER,1

TO TIIK NOBI.K lll'ItK OK ATHOL*.

In his letter to Mr. Walker, tutor to the «hike's family, from Inverness, f»th Septemlier, in which 
this poem was inclosed, Burns writes: —“I have just time to write the foregoing, ami to tell you 
that it was, at least the most part of It, the effusion of a half hour I spent at Bruar. I <lo not 
mean it was extemjtore, for I have cmicavoured to brush it up as well as Mr. Nicol's chat ami the 
jogging «if the chaise wouM allow."

My Lorn, I know your noble ear 
Woe ne’er aasailH in vain; 

KniboldenM thus, I l>eg you’ll hear 
Your humble alave complain,

waterfalls." They compreheml not only the usual 
phenomenon of a rivulet dashing down a rock# recess 
In the side of a range of hills, hut several accessory 
cascades, which pour «!«>wn the precipitous shies of 
that recess, ami unite their waters with those «if the 
principal stream lielow. The visitor of this lieautlful 
scene first enters a glen, calleil the Den of Moncss, 
chitheil with hazel ami mountain-ash In great luxuri
ance. As he a«!vances, the shies «if this g1*n liecome 
sheer precipices, of almut two humfted feet in height, 
so near each other that the trees snooting out from 
the respective shies almost intcrmingle>ludr branches. 
When visited by Burns, the lieautlful domain of Mo- 
ness was the property of a gentleman nametl Fleming. 
It now belongs to the Breadalhane family.

The introduction of the birks into this ph‘tures<|ue

locality by Burns Is a poetic license, *uggeetc«l by the 
'almost identical « horns of the old s«ing the “ Birks 
of AliergekMe." We quote in reference to this from 
the Onttihlice Gazetteer of Seotlawt (FaIIii. 1882): — 
".Strange that . . . Alierfeldy should most lie fame«l 
for what it has mit, and seemingly never bail, the 
‘ birks’ «if Burnss lyric. Rowans there are In alum- 
«lance, ami a myth has of course arisen that these have 
sii|ierse<le«l the birks; but thealwenceof the latter from 
Alierfehly ill IhOtt I» as certain as their presence at 
Alicrgehlle years liefore Burns's day." The alwen<*e 
of the birches in 1803 was noted by Dorothy Wonls- 
w«irth. Aliergeldie t'astle Is on Dccshle, near Bal- 
moral.

1 Bruar Falls In Athole are exceedingly picturesque 
and tieautiful ; but their effect Is much impaired by
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How saucy Phoebus’ scorching beams,
Iu flaming summer-pride,

Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams,
And drink my crystal tide. '

The lightly-jumpin’ glowrin’ trouts, «taring
That thro’ my waters play,

If, in their random, wanton spouts, dart*
They near the margin stray;

If, hapless chance! they linger lang,
I’m scorching up so shallow,

They're left the whitening stanes amang, «tone» 
111 gasping death to wallow.

Last day I grat wi’ spite and teen, 
As Poet Hums came by,

That to a Bard I should be seen 
Wi’ half my channel dry: \

A |Kincgyric rhyme, l ween, \ 
Even as 1 was he shor’d me;

Hut had I in my glory been,
He, kneeling, wad ador’d me.

wept vexation

|'ii.ini- ■!

would have

tin- want of live# and shrub#. K. II. Tliv lirtiar, » 
htrcani of northern Perth#liire, a tributary of the 
Harry, I* poured through a vhasm in the hill# which 
hound tlie vale of the Harry on the north, two or three 
mile# to the west of Itlair-Athole, and near the line of 
the road la-tween Perth and Inverties*. In it# descent 
it make# two falls, or rather set# of falls, of which 
that delineated in the engraving i* the upper. The 
whole icene, a# it existed in the day# of Hums, is 
tlm# described by Dr. Harnett: “Before we reached 
lllair we jiasscd the small village of Bruar which 
take# its name from a turbulent stream, called Bruar 
Water, that roll* along it# rocky l»ed under abridge. 
We went up the left hank of this l iver, whose channel 
i# the moat rugged that can lie conceived ; the n*ck# 
which form It have lievn worn into the most grotesque 
shape# by the fury of the water. A foot|mth has lately 
lieen made by the Duke of Athole, which conducts the 
stranger In safety along the side of the chasm, where 
he ha# an opportunity of seeing, in a very short time, 
several very tine cascades; one over which a bridge is 
thrown, forme a very picturesque object, lid* is called 
the lower fall of Bruar. The water here rushes under 
a bridge, anti fall# In a full broad sheet over the 
rocky steep, and descend# imiietuously through a 
natural arch into a dark black pool, a# if to take 
breath Indore it resume# Its course, ami rushes down 
to the Harry.

“ Proceeding up the same side of the river, along 
the footpath, we came in sight of another rustic 
bridge, and a noble cascade, consisting of three falls 
or breaks, one Immediately above another; but the 
lowest is equal in height to Imtti the other# taken to
gether. This is called the upia-r fall of the Bruar.

Crossing the bridge over this tremendous cataract, 
with trembling stei», we walked down the other bank 
of the river, to a point from whence we enjoyed the 
view of this tine fall to great advantage. The shelv
ing rocks on each side of the bridge, with the water 
precipitating itself from rock to rock, and at last 
shooting headlong, filling with its spray the deep 
chasm, form a scene truly sublime."

Burns visited the Falls of the Bruar during his 
northern tour. ITofessor Walker (whom he had met, 
in the spring of this year, at the house of Dr. Black- 
lock), at that time living In the family of the Duke of 
Athole in the capacity of tutor, has leht us a sketch 
of the poet's visit to the scenery of^Dfair-Athole, in 
which he says:—“ I hud often, like ofhers, experienced 
the pleasures which arise fromtthe sublime or elegant 
landscn|K.1 ; hut I never saw thlse feelings so intense 
as in Burns. When we reachell a rustic hut on the 
river Tilt, where it is overhuire with a woody preci
pice, from which there i^a nolle waterfall, he threw 
himself on the heathy senti iÿfd gave himself up to a 
tender, abstracted, nud<vjniflirous enthusiasm of im
agination. ... It was with much difficulty I pre
vailed on him to quit this spot, and to lie introduced 
in proper time to supi^er. . . . 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." See also Lockhart's Life, 
pp. 77, 78, where additional particulars of his visit to 
Blair are given. Bruar Water no loqger mourns the 
absence of “lofty firs ami ashes cool." The duke 
complied with the Jioet's suggestion, and caused a 
great number of trees to l>e planted, which have 
added greatly to the charms of the scene.
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Here, foaming down the shelvy rocks,
In twisting strength I riu;

There, high my boiling torrent smokes, 
Wild-roaring o’er a linn:

Enjoying large each spring and well,
As nature gave them me,

1 am, altho’ 1 say’t mysel’,
Worth gaun a mile to see.

precipice

going

Would then my noble master please
To grant my highest wishes,

He’ll shade my banks wi’ tow’ring trees, 
And bonnie spreading bushes.

Delighted doubly then, my Lord,
You’ll wander on my banks,

And listen mony a grateful bird
Return you tuneful thanks.

The sober laverock, warbling wild,
Shall to the skies aspire;

The gowdspink, music’s gayest child,
Shall sweetly join the choir:

The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear, 
The mavis mild and mellow;

The robin pensive Autumn cheer,
In all her locks of yellow:

lark

goldfinch

linnet
thrueh

This too, a covert shall ensure,
To shield them from the storm;

And coward maukiu sleep secure,
Low in her grassy form :

Here shall the shepherd make his seat,
To weave his crown of flow’rs;

Or find a sheltering safe retreat
From prone-descending show’rs.

z

hare

And here, by sweet endearing stealth, 
Shall meet the loving pnir,

Despising worlds, with all their wealth,
As empty idle care:

The flow’rs shall vie in all their charms 
The hour of lieav’n to grace,

And birks extend their fragrant arms
To screen the dear embrace.

Here, haply too, at vernal dawn,
Some musing bard may stray,

And eye the smoking, dewy lawn,
And misty mountain gray;

»

>
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Or, by the rea|>ei’a liiglftly beam, 
Mild-chequeriug thro’ tlie trees, 

Rave to my darkly-dashing stream, 
Hoarse-swelling on tlm'breeze. I '

Let lofty tirs, and ashes cool, V 
My lowly bunks o’erspread,

* And view, deep-bending in the pool, 
Their shadows’ wat’ry lied. , *

Let fragrant hirks, in wo<slbines drest, 
My craggy cliffs adorn;

And, for the little songster’s nest,
The close-embow’ring thorn.

So may, old Scotia’s darling hope,
Your little angel hand,1 

Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 
Their honour’d native land !

So may, thro’ Albion’s farthest ken,
To social flowing glasses,

The giace be—‘^Athole’s honest men, 
And Athole’s bouuic lasses?”

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL,
STANDING BT T1IK FALL OF F VERS, NEAR LOCH- N ESS.*

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods,
The roaring Fyers | win is his mossy floods;
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds,
Where, thro’ a shapeless breach, his stream resounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow,
As deep recoiling surges foam below,
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends, 
And viewless echo’s ear, astonish’d, rends.

1 The three daughters of the duke, the eldest twelve 
years of age, the next seven, the third an infant.

1 From Burns's journal we learn that this visit to 
the Fall of Fyers (or Foyers) was on Wednesday, 6th 
September, 1787. In the evening he dined with Mr. 
William Inglis, afterwards Provost of Inverness, and 
it was observed that he was rather thoughtful and 
silent, t>eing probably under strong emotion produced- 
by the majesty and sublimity of the scene which he 
had just visited.

“The Fyers Is not a very large stream, except In 
ralnytpreather; consequently there are great variation* 
In the aspect of the cascade- In its medium fulness 
It pours through a narrow guBet In the rock in a round 
unbroken stream, which gradually whitens as it de
scends, like an old .lew’s beard, till it falls into a half-

seen profound, two hundred and forty feet below the 
point of descent. A dense mist is constantly seen 
rising from the broken water, like the heavenward 
aspirations of an afflicted and tortured spirit. The 
noise is usually very loud. About a quarter of a mile 
further up the ravine there is another cascade, usually 
called the Vpper Fall; a fearful gulf, down which the 
w ater deseeds by three leaps, and over which a bridge 
has been thrown, by way of station, for a sight of the 
cataract. All .this stupendous ravine is covered by 
birches, on whose every leaf a vapoury dew continu
ally hangs. Ur. Clarke, on visiting Fyers. declared it 
to lié a liner cascade than that of Tivoli, and of all 
he had ever seen inferior only to Terni."-- Rohkrt
CHAMBERS.-----Ur. Johnson visited the fall in his tour
in Scotland, but the stream waa then very small.



I

224 POEMS AND SON(iS.

Dim-neon, thro’ rising mints and ceaseless show’rs, 
Tlie hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, low’rs.
Still thro’ the gap the struggling river toils, < j 
And still lielow the horrid caldron boils—

| Loft unfinished]

EPIGRAM—THE HIGHLAND WELCOME. .

COIIIHSKII AXU HKPKATKP MV IIVKNS, To TIIK MAHTKIt or TIIK llolISK OX TAKINO LKAVK AT A I'LAC K 

IX TIIK IIIIIIII.AXHS, WIIKHK IIK IIAIi MKKX Hosl'ITAHLV KKTKKTAINKU.1

When death’s dark stream I ferry o’er, 
A time that surely shall come—

In Heaven itself I’ll ask no more,
Than just a Highland welcome.

STRATI IA LLA N’S LA M ENT.3

TO** “ Slralhallan'i iMinrnt

" This air, says Burn» In tliv lllcurlddcll copy of Johnson • Muueuui already referred to, *' I» the 
composition of one of the worthiest itml lu-st-hearted nivn llvihu- Allan Masterful), schoolmaster 
In Eillnliiirgh. A» lie ami I .were Iwitli »prout« of JaeoMtUm, we aitreed to dedicate the words ami 
air to that cause. To tell the matter of feet, except when my panions were heateil liy some aeel- 
dental cause, my Jacohltlsni was merely liy way of emr In hngaltUe."

Thickest night, o’erhang my dwelling! 
teni|iesta, o!er me rave!

Turbid tolmits, wintry swelling. 
Still unwound my lonely cave!

( 'rysiftTst ream lets, gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes, softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted miinl.

I n the cause of right engaged. 
Wrongs injurious to ns I less, 

Honour’s war we waged,
lint the heavens denied success.

Ruin's wheel has driven o’er ns, 
Not a lio|s* that dare attend, 

The wide world is all Indore us 
lint a world without a friend !

• Several l< * ni It les have lieen ment hmed hi Mint llled 
with this production. a* Dslnarardoch, Kllravoclt, At. 
There would Iw many sspertenres of the warmest hos
pitality «luring the Highland tour.

I Viscount Strathallan commanded a w|iiailr"ii of

horse at the Iwtth^f ('iilloden, where he fell. The 
words of the song are »iip|N*e«l to lie utteml hy his 
mm James hriiniinoml, after the events of that fatal 
«lay hail for ever Masted the hopes of the ailhereiits 
of the unfortunate house of Stuart.

‘ #
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SONG—CASTLE GORDON.1

TV**—“ Moray " I But see the cud of the note to the word».]

Stream* that glide in orient plain*,
Never bound by winter’* chain*!

(•lowing here on golden wind*,
There1 commix’d(l) with foulest stain*,

Front tyranny'* empurpled baud*:(H 
Them*, their richly-gleaming wave*,
I leave to(:i) tyrant* and their slave*;
Give me the stream that *weetly lave*

The banka by Castle Gordon.

Spicy(t) forest*, ever gay,
Shading from the burning ray,

Haples* wretches sold to toil,
Or the rutldes* native’s way,

Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil :

• In the F.dlnhiirgh Common-place Hook lire the 
following variations: (l) Imiuixed, (2) hands, (:t) the, 
(4) Torrid.

a Cordon fastlv, one of the finest mansions north of 
the Firth of Forth, Is situated In the |»ari*li of Itellle 
ami county of Moray, on the right Iwnk of the Hpey, 
and at the distance of al»out live miles from the efflux 
of that river Into the'Moray Klrth. Hie house Ilea In a 
lieaut If nil) wooded park, generally of level ground, 
and covering a veryajarge area. The grand entry Is 
hy an arched hulhling close Itealdc the village of 
Kochalicrs; from which a road winds alsuit a mile to 
the front of the castle. The front of the lailldlng, faia 
feet III length, broken Into strong light and shade by 
the recession of some of Its |nm1s, and gaining dignity 
from a lofty tower surmounting the centre, Is of that 
grandeur which suits toalmoat princely rank and Influ
ence. From the house the view outward Is equally 
flue. The site of the castle, 111 the Hog of flight, was 
selected as a defensible |N*llion for the erection of a 
feudal tower by lleorge, second F*arl of linntly, who 
died In l.Ull. lids house was accessible by a narrow 
causeway through a morass, and by a drawbridge 
across a moat. It was called the House of the Hog, 
or the Hog, the name constantly given to It by Mpal- 
ding In Ids many references to It In connection with 
the troublous affair* of the civil war. Fan h of the 
noble line wlm lived In It, successively carl* of 
lluntly, niari|iilses of lluntly, and duke* of iJordon, 
was also popularly distinguished by the familiar up- 
pcllatlve of Tkt (» i«/e»min » Ihr Bu§. Additions and 
altérai Ions ti Nik place at different time*, until III the 
latter |iart of the eighteenth cent wry, ilnorgv, fourth 
duke of t Jordon, erected the |Wi«wiit magnificent limn 
•Ion - retaining, however, the original fort a I ice of the 
fifteenth century, towering high and proud over all 
the rest. With the fifth duke of (lordon, May SK, 
Km. expired the main line of thi* great historical

family, the title of duke becoming extinct, while 
(Jordon Castle, with the connected territory, to the 
value of c:#l,uun per annum, then liecaiue the pro|wrty 
of the Duke of Kichinond, son of the eldest sister of 
the deceased duke. The representation of the family 
and the title of Marquis of lluntly devolved at the 
*anie time upon (leorgc, Karl of Ahoyne, descended 
from a younger son of the second marquis, who was 
Itchcadcd In 1040 The dukedom of (Jordon lias latterly 
Iwen conferred ou the Duke of Richmond, who is now 
Ihikv of Richmond and (Jordon (as also of heniiox).

(Jeorge, fourth duke of (Jordon himself a clever 
w rIter of verses and Ills lieautffii! and witty duchess, 
.lane Maxwell, were, It Is well known, foiid of the 
society of literary men. Hcattic was their frequent 
guest at this noble mansion, and an intimate corres- 
poll.lent of the duchess. Hums, duNng the first 
winter that he resided In Edinburgh, was introduced 
to her grace, whose name ap|»eais In tli^ list of the 
•ulMcrihcrs to hi* first inetro|Ndltan edition, for 
twenty-one copies. In the course of Ids Highland 
tour with Mr. Xlcol (Mepteiulier. 17*7), coming to 
KiM-haliers, and presuming, says hr. I'urrle, on Ids 
acquaintance with the duchess, he proceeded to 
(Jordon Castle, leaving Mr. Nlcol at the Inn In the 
village. At the castle our poet was received with 
the utmost hospitality and kindness, and the family 
la-lng about to sit down to dinner, he was Invited to 
take Ids place at the table as a matter of course. 
This Invitation he accepted, and after drinking a few 
glasses of w Inc lie rose up and promised to w Ithdraw 
(hi Mug pressed to stay, he mentioned for the first 
time Id* engagement with his fellow-traveller; and 
Id* noble host offering to send a servant to conduct 
Mr. Xicol to the castle, Hums Insisted on undertak
ing that otttce himself. He was^however, accompanied 
by a gentleman, a particular acquaintance of the duke, 
hy whom the Invitation was delivered In all the fonns
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XV oou* that ever verdant xvave,
I leave the tyrant and the slave; 
Give me the grove* that lofty brave 

The storms by < ’astle Gordon.

XX'ildly here, without control,
Nature reign* ami rules the whole;

In that Holier, )>etiHive mood,
Dearest to the feeling *oul,

She plant* the forent, pour* the flood: 
Life* |HK>r day VII musing rave,
Ami find at night a sheltering cave, 
XX’here waters flow ami wild woods wave, 

Bv lionnie Castle Gordon.

SONG LADY ON LIE.1

TVM Thr IliijKitH M Haul

goudwife

A’ the lad* o’ Thornie-bank,
When they gae to tile shore o’ Buck}’, 

They’ll stap in anti tnk’ a pint 
Wi’ Lajy Onlie, honest lucky!

Duly Onlie, honest lucky,
Brews glide ale at shore o’ Bucky, 

1 wish her wale for her glide ale,
The best on a’ the shore o’ Bucky.

of politeness. The Invitation came too late; the pride 
of Nlcol was liihainvd Into a high degree of passion 
hy the neglect which he had already wnlfered. He 
ha<l ordered the homes to lie put to the carriage, lav 
ing determined to proceed on Ids journey alone, and 
they found him |iaradlng the streets of Kochals-rs, 
liefore the door of the Inn, venting his anger on the 
imstllion for the slowness with which lie olieycd Ids 
commands. As no explanation nor entreaty could 
change the purpose of his fellow-traveller, our |*at 
was reduced to the necessity of séparai lug from him 
entirely, or of Instantly proceeding w ith him on their 
Journey. He chose the last of these alternatives; ami 
seating himself lieslde Nlcol In the post-chaise with 
mortification and regret, he turned Ids hack on 
Uordon fustic. where he had promised Idmsclf soyfe 
happy days. Sensible, however, of the great ktfid 
ness of the nohle family, he made tin last return in 
Ills power, ;hy composing the alaive song, which hr 
sent to Jand>* llov, librarian at t Jordon f«*tle. How 
much the poet felt the abruptness of Ids departure 
may lie gathered from a passage In one of Id* letter* 
to Mr. lloy : - "1 shall certainly, among my legacies, 
leave my latest curse to that unlucky predicament 
which hurried tore me away from faille Uordon.

May that obstinate son of Latin prose lie cunt to 
Scotch mile periods, and dumned to seven league para 
graphs; while declension and conjugation, gender, 
numlier, ami tense, under the rugged banner* of dis
sonance and disarrangement, eternally rank aguiust 
him In hostile array. Mr. lloy a reply runs: *• Your 
song I showed without producing the author, and It 
was judged by. the duchess to lie the production of 
hr. IW attic. I sent a copy of It, hy her grace s desire, 
to a Mrs. MTliemon In Itadcnoch, who sings ' Morag 
ami all other facile songs In great perfection. When 
the duchess wiih InforTucd that you were the author, 
she wished you had written the verses In Scotch.”—
“ Morag, the tunc alaive alluded to, cannot la? sung 
to the uImivc |nk'Iii, a* may lai seen by comparing it* 
measure with that of the song (a few pages farther mil 
beginning “ haul bhtw the frosty breer.es," to which 
the air is suitable.

1 This ditty was coni post'd In the autumn of 17h7 
ami ap|wared in the second volume of the Muueuw. 
It is probably founded on some snatches of a song 
Hum* had heard during hi* northern tour, Hinkle 
being a tiwbing town on the Itaiiffshirc «oast. Tim 
air formerly named as alaive is yuw la tter known us 
" Hoy * Wile of Aldlvallm h "
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Her Imimt- *ae bien, lier ciifcli une clean, 
I wat «lie i* u dainty clmftkv;

And clieerlie blinka the inglèv-leed 
Of Lady Onlie, Imncst lucky!

Duly Onlie, honest lucky, &c.

comfortable cap 
amiable matron (lit. hen) 

gleam» blazing fire

*
SONO—TH EN! KL MEXZIKS’ HONNIE MARY.

TV**-“ The IliiJIaiTt Haul "I

In coining by the brig o’ Dye,*
At Darlet we n blink did tarry;

Ah day wan dawin in the sky,
We drank a health to bounie Mary. 

Theniel Menzie*' bounie Mary, 
Theniel Menzie*’ bounie Mary; 

Charlie (iregor tint hi* plnidic, 
Kissin' Theniel'* bounie Mary.

I
moment
dawning

lost

o

Her een *ae bright, her bmw aae white, 
Her haflet li*;k* a* brown’s a lierry; 

Ami aye they dini|d’t wi' a smile,
The rosy cheek* o’ Imunie Mary.

Theniel Menzie*’, &c.
i )

We lap and danced the lee-Ling day, 
Till piper lads were wae and weary; 

Hut Charlie gat the spring to |my,
For ki**in’ Theniel’* bounie Mary.

Theniel Menzie*’, Ac.

ry«
tclll|lll*

li,;t|K'il live-long 

■ad
got tnnu

1

ON SCARING HOME WATER FOWL IN UM/II-TIIUT,

A W1LU W'KNK A*»*0 TIIK IIILUl or «N'MTEKTVHK.8

•This was tin* production of a (Military fnmiooit s walk from ihiglitertyrc House. I lived there, 
the gîtent of Mir William Murray, for two or throe weeks, and was nint h fluttered by my hospituhle 
reception. - III KKH, ÜLRNHIhPKM* MMH.

Why, yv tenantm of tho lake,
Kor mv yotir watYy haunt («unnkef 
Tell me, fvllow-vwiluren, why 
At my prémuni1 thus you tlyf

* See note to preceding song.
8 Hie Dye Is a Klm anlltivslilrv stream, a tributary 

of the Vouch, which falls Into the flee m ar llativhor) 
III# “brig" Is on the line of the main road connect 
mu Forfarshire ami Itocsidc.

8<k litertyro, or Auehtertyre, I* a place of famed 
licatit) In Vertlislilre, sttiiated about two miles from 
Crieff, on what may In* descrllwd ns the last ami 
lowest terrace of the Highlitml», with a view towards 
the mon1 fertile south. Ity the readers of Hums It
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Wliy disturb your social joys,
Parent, filial, kindred ties I— 
Contmon friend to you ami me, 
Nature’s gifts to all are free:
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 
Busy feed, or wanton lave;
Or beneath the sheltering rock,
Bide the surging billow’s shock.

J^onscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too-soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping foe, 
Would be lord of all below w 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride 
Tyrant stern to all beside/

Tlie eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below,
In his breast no pity dwells,
Strong necessity compels:
But man, to whom alone is giv’n 
A ray direct from pitying Heav’n, . 
Glories in his heart humane-—
And creatures for his pleasure slain.

i
In these savage, liquid plains,
Only known to wand’ring swains, 
Where the mossy riv’let strays,
Far from human haunts and ways;. 
All on Nature you depend,
And life’s poor season peaceful spend

Or, if man’s superior might 
Dare invade your native right,
On the lofty ether borne,
Man with all his pow’rs you scorn; 
Swifty seek on clanging wings,
Other lakes and other springs;
And the foe you cannot brave,
Scorn at least to be his slave.

[1787.

is to be carefully distinguished from another place of 
the same name, on the Teith, near the southern border 
of Perthshire, and not far from Stirling, which the 
poet also visited, it being then the residence of his 
friend Mr. Ramsay. Ha visited the former Ochter- 
tyre in October, 1787. 1The proprietor Sir William 
Murray, and his wife Lady Augusta, did all that lay 
within their enlightened audliheral natures to render 
the poet’s stay in thçir/house agreeable to him.* In a 
letter ,to his friend*Nifcol, written from the house on 
the 16th of that iinjikn, He says, “ I find myself very

comfortable here, neither oppressed by ceremony nor 
mortiüed bÿ neglect. Lady Augusta is a most en
gaging woman, and very happy in her family, which 
makes one’s outgoings and incomings very agreeable. " 
The lieautiful Euphenria Murray of Untrose, the 
“Flower of Strathmore," was present to add to the 
chariAs of one of the loveliest spots in Scotland. The 
young lady was a cousin of Sir William, and frequently 
an inmate of his house. (See notes to song “ Blythe 
was she," on next page.) Ochtertyre is still in the 
liandaM Sir William Murray's descendants.

I



ppressed by ceremony nor 
ly Augusta is a most en* 
appy In her family, which 
ncomings very agreeable. " 
Murray of Lintrose, the 

► as present to add to the 
tst spots in Scotland. The 
ir William, and frequently 
Hee notes to song “ Blythe 
Ochtertyre is still in the 

ay's descendants.



NWMi■i



'lï.

Engraved by U Robinson

foRBAxT
•THlv'Kir'WEk OF fTRÇyUOKF'

itkwàht .n yFROM A MiNATUKk HY A

WUJJAM JMYTOV, V.



1 Glc 
Turret 
into tl 

* In 1 
of the 
dicate 
of Stri 
able t<



4

)
Age 28.] POEMS AND SONGS. 229

•* )

SONG-BLYTHE WAS SHE.
Tune—“ Andro and hia cutty gun,"

“ This song was composed,” says Burns, “ on Miss Euphemia Murray of Lintrose [a cousin of Sir 
William Murray of Ochertyre], commonly and deservedly called the Flower of Strathmore." The 
verses were produced during his residence at Ochtertyre (near Crieff). (See note to preceding poem.)

Blythe, blythe, and merry was she, 
Blythe was she but and ben:

Blÿthe by the banks of Earn,
And blythe in Gleuturit glen.1

By Auehtertyre grows the aik,
On Yarrow banks the birken sliaw;

But Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Tlian braes o’ Yarrow ever saw.

Blythe, blythe, &c:
Her looks were like a flow’r in May, 

Her smile was like a simifier morn;
She trippèd by the banks of Earn,

As light’s a bird upon a thorn.
Blythe, blythe, &c.

Her bonnie face it was as meek 
As ony lamb upon a lea;2

The^evening sun was ne’er sae sweet 
As was the blink o’ Phemie’s ee, 

Blythe, blythe, &c.

The Highland hills I’ve wander’d wide, 
And o’er the Lowlands I line been;

But Phemie was the blythest lkss 
That ever trod the dewy green.

Blythe, blythe, &c.

in all parts of the house

oak
birch wood

V

EPITAPH FOR WILLIAM NICOL,3 h/gH SCHOOL, EDINBURGH.

Ye maggots, feed on Nicol’s brain, 
For few such feasts you’ve gotten; 

And fix your claws in Nicol’s heart, 
For deil a bit o’t’s rotten.

1 Glenturret, a glen of Perthshire through which 
Turret, Bum runs a course of 8$ miles, when it falls 
into the Earn, half a mile west of the town of Crieff.

* In thesè two lines, according to the general opinion 
of the young lady’s friends, Burns had felicitously in
dicated the peculiar style of beauty of the “Flower 
of Strathmore." The reader will to some extent be 
able to judge for himself by means of the accompany
ing portrait. The affability and beauty of Miss 

VOL. II.

Murray, then about eighteen years of age, charmed 
the heart of the poet. This lady was married in 
1794, to David Smythe, Esq., of Methven, a judge in 
the Court of Session, with the title of Lord Methven, 
by whom she had several children.

3 The# above epitaph is of course a compliment to 
the poet’s cross-grained friend Nicol, who accom
panied him on his northern tour in the autumn of 
1787.

31



230 POEMS AND SONGS.
z

[1787. ,

EPITAPH ON MR W. CRUICKSl

Honest Will to heaven’s gane,
And mony shall lament him,

His faults they a’ in Latin lay,
In English nane e’er keut them!

SONG—A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY

3'UNK-“T/ie Rose-bud."z

A rose-bud by my early walk,
Adown a corn-inclosed bawk,4 

Sae gently bent its thorny stalk,
All on a dewv morning.

Ere twice the shades o’ dawn are fled, 
In a’ its crimson glory spread,
And droopiijg rich the dewy head,
) It scents the early morning. 

Within the buA, her covert nest
A little linnet fomfljy, prest,
The dew sat chilly odt her breast 

Sae early in the morning.
She soon shall gee her tender brood, 
The pride, the pleasure o’ the wootj, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew’d 

Awake the early morning.

So thou, dear bird, young Jennie fair! 
On trembling string or vocal air,
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 

That tends thy early morning.

; -

Yê

i Professor Walker In writing of meeting Burns at 
Mr. Cruickshank's (see preceding note) says: “At the 
end of October I called for him at the house of a 
friend, whdse daughter, though not more than twelve, 
was a considerable proffbient in music. I found him 
seated by the harpsichord of this young lady, listen
ing with the keenest interest to his own verses, which 
she sang and accompanied, and adjusting them to the

1 Cruickshank was one of the classical masters of 
Edinburgh High School, and consequently a colleague 
of William Nicol. In his house in St. James’s Square 
Burns resided for some time during his stay in Edin
burgh. Jenny Cruickshank, his daughter, is $he sub
ject of the two following poems.

music by repeated trials of the effect." Miss Cruick
shank, the young lady referred to, was married in 
1804 to James Henderson, writer, Jedburgh. Robert 
Chambers speaks of a beautiful oil-painting in the 
possession of Mr. Henderson's only surviving son, 
which justifies the appellation of “Rosebud,” as, 
judging from tl ” 
trait, she must!
H 8 This air is a 
friend and brot
little sign of its composer being possessed of mu$h 
musical genius.

1

t

4 A path (usually a ridge left untilled) in a corn
field.
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So tliou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay^ 
Shallj^eauteous blaze upon the day,
And bless the parent's evening ray 

That watch’d thy early morning.

£>
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;0 MISS CEUICKSHANK,
A VERY YOUNG LADY.

WRITTEN ON tMe BLANK LEAR OF A BOOK, PRESENTED TO HER BY THE AUTHOR.

Beauteous rose-bud, young -and gay,
Blooming on thy early May, .
Never may’st thou, lovely flow’r,
Chilly shrink in sleety show’r !
Nfever Boreas’ hoary path,
Never Eurus’ pois’notis breath,
Never baleful stellar lights,
TAint thee with untimely blights! j 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf !
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom, blushing still with dew!

May’st thou long, g^eet crimsofi gem!
" Richly deck thy native stem;

Till some ev’ning, sober, calm, - "
Dropping dews, and breathing balm,
While all around the woodland rings,
And ev’ry bird thy requiem sings;
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound,
Shed thy dying honours round,
And resign to parent Earth 
Thg loveliest form she e’er gave birth.

ê

SONG—THE BANKS OF TIIE DEVON.1
Tune—“ Bhannerach dhon na chri

“ Theseyverees were composed on a charming girl, Miss Charlotte Hamilton, who is now (1793) 
married to James M‘Kitrick Adair, Esq., physician. She is sister to my worthy friend Gavin 
Hamilton'of Mauchline, and was born on the banks of Ayr; but was at the time I wrote those lines 
(1787), residing at Harvieston in Clackmannanshire on the romantic banks of the little river 
Devon."—Burns, Glknridpkll MSS.

How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon,
With green-spreading bushes, and flowers blooming fair!

1 Charlotte Hamilton was a half-sister of the poet’s 
friend Gavin Hamilton, their common father being

twice married. Her mother was a sister of Margaret 
Chalmers's mother (see next note). Burns seems to

)
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But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon, 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr.

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower,
In the gay rosy morn as it bathes in the dew!

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower,
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew.

O, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes,
With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn Î-

And far be thou distant, thou reptile, that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn!

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, •
And England triumphant display her proud rose;

A fairer than either adorns the green valleys 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows.

I

X

SONG—WHERE, BRAVING ANGRY WINTER’S STORMS.1

Tune—“ Neil Gow’s Lamentation for Abercaimey"*

“This song I composai on one of the most accomplished of women, Miss Peggy Chalmers that 
was, now Mrs. Lewis Hiy of Forbes and Co.'s bank, Edinburgh."—R. ti.

'Where, braving angry winter’s storms,
Tl^e lofty Ochils rise,

Far in'their shade my Peggy’s charms 
First blest my wondering eyes ;

have imbibed a feeling of high admiration and respect 
for her. Immediately after their first interview he 
thus speaks of herein a letter to Gavin Hamilton 
(28th August, 1787): “Of Charlotte I cannot speak in 
common terms of admiration; she is not only beauti
ful but lovely. Her form is elegant; her features not 
regular, but they have the smile of sweetness, and 
the settled complacency of good nature in the highest 
degree; and her complexion, now that she has happily 
recovered her wonted health, is equal to Miss Burnet's. 
. . . Her eyes are fascinating; at once expressive of 
good sense, tenderness, and a noble mind.” In a letter 
written somewhat later to Margaret Chalmers, he 
says: “Talking of Charlotte, I must tell her I have, to 
the best of my j^wer, paid her a poetic compliment 
now completed. The air is admirable, true old High
land. It was the tune of a Gaelic song, which an In
verness lady sung to me when I was there. I with so 
charmed with it that I begged her to write me a set 
of it from her singing-; for it never had been set be
fore. . . . I won’t say the poetry is first-rate; though 
I am convinced it is very well; and what h; not always 
the case with compliments to ladies, it is not only 
sincere, but just." The poetic compliment was the 
above song. On a second vislt'to Harvieston Burns 
was accompanied by I)r. Adair of Harrogate, whom 
he introduced to Miss Hamilton, and who afterwards

made her his wife. See in appendix to Life, Dr. Adair's 
account of the Clackmannan tour. “ I was Indebted 
to Burns," says the doctor, “for a connection, from 
which I have derived, and expect further to derive, 
much happiness.”

1 Margaret (or “ Peggy ") Chalmers was the youngest 
daughter of Janies Chalmers, Esq., of Fingland. By 
her mother, Euphemia Murdoch, daughter of the last 
laird of Cumlodden in the Stewartry of Kirkcud
bright, she was connected with the family of Burns's 
friend, Gavin, Hamilton of Mauchline, her mother be
ing sister to Gavin Hamilton’s stepmother, and aunt 
to Charlotte Hamilton celebrated in the preceding 
poem. The poet became acquainted with Miss Chal
mers at Dr. Blacklock’s in Edinburgh, and he re
newed his acquaintance a little later when she was 
staying at the house of her uncle by marriage, Mr. 
Tait of Harvieston, at the foot of the Ochil Hills, the 
place referred to in the song. Her personal elegance 
and accomplished mind appear to have made a deep 
impression on him. She was then the bosom friend 
of her cousin Charlotte Hamilton, and frequently re
sided at Harvieston. The poet in his letters usually 
speaks of the two ladies together. Eleven or twelve 
letters addressed to her will be found among the 
]K)ct's correspondence.

- The musical editor of Johnson's Museum says of



Age 28.] t POEMS AND SONGS. 233

As one who, by some savage steam, 
A lonely gem surveys,

Astonish’d doubly, marks it beam /
tï mi an s most poiian a maze.

Blest be the wild, sequester’dSshade, 
And blest the day and hour,\ 

Where Peggy’s charms I first stirvej
When first I felt their pow’r!

The tyrant death, with grim control, 
May seize my fleeting breath;

But tearing Peggy from my soul 
Must be a stronger death.

SONG- MY PEGGY’S FACE.'

TUSK—“ My l'eyijy's face."

Referring to this song, aftcl the one immediately preceding it, Bums writing in the end of 1787 to 
Miss Margaret Chalmers, the heroine of lioth, remarks : “ I have complimented you chiefly, almost 
solely, on your mental charms. Shall I he plain with you? I will ; so look to it. Personal attrac
tions, madam, you have much above pal—wit, understanding, and worth you possess in the first 
class. ... 1 wish to show to the world the odds between a poet's friends and those of simple 
prosemen." <1>
class.

My Peggy’s face, my Peggy’s form, 
The frost of hermit age might warm; 
My Peggy’s worth, my Peggy’s mind, 
Might charm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy’s angel air,
Her face so truly, heavenly fair,
Her native grace, so void of art,— 
But I adore my Peggy’s heart.

The lily’s hue, the rose’s dye,
The kindling lustre of un eye;
Who but owps their magic sway! 
Who but knows they all decay!
The tender thrill, the pitying tear, 
The generous purpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look, that rage disarms,— 
These are all immortal charms.

this tune: “The air which old N^il Gow composed on 
the death of Mr. Moray of Abercalrney is an excel
lent slow strathspey, and is well adapted to the violin, 
pianoforte, and other musical instruments; but'the 
melody is not at all suitable for the voice, the leaps 
of eleven notes from E to A in alt. are entirely for
bidden in voc^fomposltion, such sudden skips from 
the natural [chest notes) to the falsetto being utterly

destructive pf every good effect." We may add that 
not many non-professional vocalists could sing it, its 
compass being two octaves.

‘^Composition, 
illcBt notes) to t

1 The song was written in 1787 for the second volume 
of the Museum, Bums saying that he had a very strong 
private reason for wishing It in that volume. It 
would seem, however, to have been mislaid, as it did 
not make its appearance until the sixth volume.
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SONG—THE YOUNG HIGHLAND TtOVER.

TuNK—“ Moray. '
' *

{ Jjoml blaw the frosty breezes,
'fhe snaws,the mountains cover;

Like winter on me seizes,
Since my young Highland Rover 
Far wanders nation^ over.

Where’er be go, where’er he^tray,
' May Heaven be his warden:
Return him safe to fair Strathspey,

And bqnnie Oastle-Gordou!

The trees, now naked groaning,
Shall soon wi’ leaves be hinging,

* \ The birdies, dowie moaning,
Shall a’ be blythely singing,
And every flower be springing.

Sae I’ll rejoice the lee-laug day,
When by his mighty warden

My youth’s return’d to fair Strathspey,
And bonnie Castle-Gordou.

[1787.

hanging
sorrowfully

live-long

ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT DUNDAS, ESQ., OF ARNISTON,1 2

LATE LORD PRESIDENT OF THE COURT OF SESSION. f

“ I have two or three times in my life composed from the wish rather than from the impulse, but 
I never succeeded to any purpose. One of these times I shall evi£ remember with gnashing of teeth.
’Twas on the death of the late Lord President Dundas.’’—Burns.

Lone on the bleaky hills the straying flocks 
Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks;
Down foam the rivulets, red with dashing rains;
The gathering floods burst o’er the distant plains;
Beneath the blast the leafless forests groan; .. >-
The hollow caves return a sullen moan. v

1 The Highland rover alluded to was, according to 
Stenhouse.the Young Chevalier, Prince Charles Stuart, 
who had been once received as a welcome guest at 
Gordon Castle before the disastrous day of Culloden.

2 Robert Dundas of Arniston, elder brother of Lord 
Melville, was born in 1713, appointed president of the 
Court of Session in 1760, and died on 13th Decern her, 
1787. His eldest son, who was for many years lord 
advocate of Scotland, and afterwards lord chief- 
baron, died in 1819. Burns sent a cqpy of the, rapm 
to him, but received no answer. In a letter i6r*l)r. 
Geddes he says : “ I sent a copy of it, with my best

prose letter, to the son of the great man, the theme 
of the piece, by the hand, too, of one of the noblest 
men in God’s world, Alexander Wood, surgeon, when, 
behold ! his Solicitorsldp took no more notice of my 
poem or me than I had been a strolling fiddler, who 
had made free with his lady’s name over a silly new 
reel 1 Did the gentleman imaging that I looked for 
any dirty gratuity?” The poem was written at the 
suggestion of Alexander Wood, surgeon, Edinburgh, 
and Charles Hay, advocate, afterwards Lord Newton. 
But Bums felt the task an ungrateful one, and said 
that his muse’s fire was damped by the suspicions

i
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Ye hills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves,
Ye howling winds, and wintry-swelling waves! 
Uyheard, unseen, by human ear or eye,
Sad, to your sympathetic scenes I fly;
Where, to the whistling blast and waters’ roar, 
Pale'Scotia’s recent wound J may deplore.

O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear!
A loss these evil days can ne’er repair!
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God,
Her doubtful balance ey’d, and sway’d her rod; 
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow,
She sunk, abandon’d to the wildest woe.

Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksome den, 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of men:
See, from his cavern, grim Oppression rise,
And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes;
Keen on the helpless victim see him fly,
And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting 'cry.

Mark .ruffian Violence, distainod with crimes, 
Housing elate in these degenerate times;
View unsuspecting Innocente a prey, l 
As guileful Fraud points out the erring wfcv: 
While subtle Litigation’s pliant tongue \
The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong: 
Hark! injur’d Want recounts th’ uulisten’d tale, 
And much-wrong’d Mis’ry pours th’ unpitied wail

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly plains 
To yon I sing my grief-inspirèd strains:
Ye tempests, rage! ye turbid torrents, roll!
Ye suit the joyless tenor of my soul.
Life’s social haunts and pleasures I resign,
Re nameless wilds and lonely wanderings mine, 
To mourn the woes my country must endure, 
That wound degenerate ages cannot cure.

always created by the wailings of the rhyming tribe 
over the ashes of (he great. He never forgot, and 
resented keenly till the close of his life, the silence 
of the lord advocate. In a letter to Alexander Cun
ningham, lltli March, 1701, he writes:—“Highly as r 
respect tile talents of their family, 1 never see the 
name Duntlas in the column of a newspaper, hut my 
heart seems straitened for room in my liosom: and if 
1 am obliged to read aloud a paragraph relating to

)
one of them, I feel my forehead flush, and my nether 
lip quiver.\ In January, 1790, wiien a Tory majority 
ousted the Honourable Henry Erskine from the post 
of Dean of the Faculty of Advocates, and elected in 
his place the lord advocate, Robert Dundas, Burns 
soothed his injured amour propre of eight years' 
standing by giving “ pious Bob a sample of his art 
in a set of vigorous verses. Sec the “ I)eau of Faculty, 
a Ballad," in vol. iii. ,
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BIRTHDAY ODE

•’ FOB 31SJ DECEMBER, 1787.1

Afar the illustrious exile roi<pis,
Whom kingdoms on tiiis day should hail ;

An inmate in the casual shed,
On transient pity’s bounty fçd,

Haunted by busy memory’s bitter tale!
Beasts of the forest have their savage homes, 

r But .Hy, who should imperial purple wear,
Owns not the lap of earth where rests his royal head !

His wretched refuge, dark despair,
While ravening wrongs and woes pursue,
And distant far the faithful few 

Who would his sorrows share.

False flatterer, Hope, away!
Nor think to lure us as in days of yore.

We solemnize this sorrowing natal day,
To prove our loyal truth—we can no more,

And owning Heaven’s mysterious sway,
Submissive, low adore.

Ye honoured mighty Dead,
Who nobly perished in the glorious cause,
Your King, your Country, and her laws,

From great Dundee, who smiling Victory led,
And fell a Martyr in her arms,
(What breast of northern ice but warms!)
To bold Balmerino’s undying name,
Whose 8°ul df fire, lighted at Heaven’s high flame,

Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim:
Not unrevenged your fate shall lie,

It only lags, the fatal hour,
Your blood shall, with incessant cry,

Awake at last th’ unsparing Power;
As from the cliff, with thundering course,

The snowy ruin smokes along 
With doubling speed and gathering force,

i It appears that a select club of Jacobites were In 
the practice of meeting to celebrate the anniversary 
of the birthday of Prince Charles, the Young Pretender 
(bom at Rome, 81st December, 1720), and that Burns 
had been requested to write a birthday ode for the 
year 1787. In reply the bard sent them the above 
spasmodic effusion. Dr. Currie published only the 
second of the three sections of the ode, breaking off 
abruptly at the word “Vengeance " in the fourth last 
line, excusing himself from giving the whole produc

tion on account of its want of originality, a consider
able part of it, he considered, being rant. The poem 
was transcribed by its author into the Glenriddell 
Collection, now in the library of the Liverpool Athen- 
aium. Bums's Jacobitlsm, It is well known, was of a 
merely sentimental romantic kind. It may be men
tioned that Robert Chambers assigns 1786 as the date 
of the composition of this poem ; Currie is the authority 
for the year later. The prince died at Florence exactly 
a month after the birthday thus celebrated.
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Till deep it, crushing, whelms the cottage in the vale; '

So Vengeance’ arm ensanguined, strong,
Shall with resistless might assail,
Usurping Brunswick’s pride shall lay,

And Stewart’s wrongs and yours, with tenfold weight, repay.

Perdition, baleful child of night!
Rise lnd revenge the injured right 

Of’Stewart’s royal race: ,
Lead on the unmuzzled hounds of hell,
Till all the flighted echoes tell 

The l)lood-no],es of the chase!
Full on the quarry point their view,
Full on the base usurping crew 

The tools of faction, and the nation’s curse!
Hark how tlie cry grows on the wind;
They leave the lagging gale behind,
Their savage fury, pitiless, they pour;
With murdering eyes already they devour;
See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey, 1 
His life one poor despairing day 

Where each avenging hour still ushers in a worse!
Such havock, howling all abroad 

Their utter ruin bring;
The base apostates to their God,

Or rebels to their Kino.

SONG-THE BONNIE LASS OF ALBANIE.1

TUNE—“ Mary weep n^morefor me,"

My heart is wae, and unco wae, 
To think upon the raging sea

sad very

That roars between her gardens green 
And the Lonnie lass of A litanie.

i The above song is entered in Bums’s Common
place Book (flrkt published complete in 1879) on pp. 28, 
29 immediately following the song “ Castle Gordon.” 
It was originally published by Robert Chambers in 
1852 from a “portion of a manuscript book in Burns’s 
handwriting, which is now in the possession of Mr. 
B. Nightingale, London.” Chambers’s version differs 
in no essential respect from the above except that 
in stanza second “ royal ’’ is substituted for V noble.” 
There is nothing to show exactly when the song was 
written, bût from the date in the Common-place Book 
it must have been by 1789. We put it along with the 
above as being connected in subject.

place Book
ove song is entered in 
(flrkt published complet

and of Clementina Walkinshaw, with whom the prince 
had lived for many years, and to whom some believed 
he was married. The daughter was legitimized by the 
title of Duchess of Albany in 1784. The duchess lived 
in almost constant attention on her father, and died 
14th November, 178P, less than two years after the 
grave had closed over the ruined prince. The “ isle 
of high degree" (3rd stanza) is Bute ; the “town of 
fame ” is Rothesay (the county town), which gave the 
title of Duke of Rothesay to the eldest sons of the 
kings of Scotland, which title is still borne by the 
eldest son of the British sovereign. The “witless 
youth”(4th stanza) was the Prince of Wales, after
wards George IV., whose reputation even at the date 
this song was written was far from being spotless.

“The honnie lass of Albanie” was Charlotte Stuart, 
daughter of Prince Charles (the Young Pretender).
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This lovely maid’s of noble blood,
That ruled Albion’s kingdoms three;

But oh, alas! for her bonnie face!
They hae wrang’d the lass of Albanie.

In the rolling tide of smiling Clyde,
There sits an isle of high degree;

And a town of fame whose princely name 
Should grace the lass of Albanie.

But there’s a youth, a witless youth,
That fills the place where she should be;

We’ll send him o’er to his native shore,
And bring our ain sweet Albanie.

Alas the day, and woe the day,
A false usurper wan the1 gree, gainai superiority

That now commands the towers and lauds 
The royal right of Albanie.

We’ll daily pray, we’ll nightly pray,
On bended knee most ferventlie,

That the time may come, with pipe and drum,
We’ll welcome home fair Albanie.

SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA.

EXTEMPORE REPLY TO VERSES ADDRESSED TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY 

UNDER TUB SIGNATURE OF CLARINDA.1

27th December, 1787.
When dear Clarinda, matchless fair,

First struck Sylvander’s raptured view,
He gazed, he listened to despair,

Alas! 'twas all he dared to do.
Love, from Oarinda’s heavenly eyes, 

Transfixed his bosom thro’ and thro’; 
But still in Friendship’s guarded guise, 

For more the demon feared to do., f
That heart already more than lost,

The imp beleaguered all perdue;
For frowning Honour kept his post— 

To melt that frown he shrunk to do.

1 For a notice of the poet’a heroine (Mm. M'Lehosc) 
whom he ha« celebrated under the name of Clarinda 
»ee our introduction to the Clarinda Correspondence, 
vol. Iv. In a letter" dated 20th December, 1787, to 
this lady, with whom he had but recently become 
acquainted! Burns says: "I ÿave written you this 
scrawl because I have nothing else to do." .Fastening

on this phrase the witty lady dashed oil and sent him 
some verses commencing :

When first you saw Clarinda's charms, /
What rapture in your bosom grew ! 1

Her heart was shut to Lore's alarms,
Rut then—you'd nothing else to do, Ac.

His reply was the extempore effusion In the text.
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His pangs the Bard refused to own,
Tho’ half lie wished Clarinda knew;

But Anguish wrung th’ unweeting groan— 
Who blames what frantic J*ain must do!

That heart, where motley follies blend,
Was sternly still to Honour true

To prove L'larinda’s fondest fiietyl,
Was y hat a lover sure migl/t do.

The Muse his ready quill employed,
No nearer bliss he could pursue;

That bliss Clarinda cold deny’d—-
“ Send word by Charles how you do!”

The chill behest disarmed his muse,
Till passion all impatient grew :

He wrote, and hinted for excuse,
’Twas ’cause “he’d nothing else to do.”

But by those hopes I have above !
And by those faults I dearly rue!

The deed, the boldest mark of love,
For thee, that deed I dare to do!

0 could the Fates but name the price
Would bless me with your charms and you!

With frantic joy I’d pay it. thrice,
If human art and power could do!

Then take, Clarinda, friendship’s hand, 
(Friendship, at least, I may avow;)

And lay no more your chill command,—
I’ll write whatever I’ve to do.

TO CLARINDA.

ON TIIK POET'S LEAVING EDINBURGH.

These verses, written before the end of January, 1788, appeared in the second volume of Johnson a 
A/umuin, published the same year, along with music set to them by Mr. J. G. C. Sehetki, a German 
violoncellist of some note, with whom Burns had formed an acquaintance. In a note to Clarinda 
he writes:—“I have l>een with Mr. Sehetki, the musician, and he has set the song finely." In 
another note to the same lady he says: “ I have called the song ‘ Clarinda.’ I have carried it about 
in my pocket and hummed it over all day." Despite, however, the lreauty of the words, and Burns's 
satisfaction with the setting, the melody never becam^ popular.

Clarinda, mistress of my soul,
The measur’d time is run!

The wretch beneath the dreary pole,
So marks his latest sun.
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To what dark cave of frozen night 
Shall poor Sylvander hie;

Depriv’d of thee, his life and light, 
The sun of all his joy.

We part—but by these precious drops 
That fill thy lovely eyes!

No other light shall guide my steps 
Till thy bright beams arise.

She, the fair sun of all her sex,
Has blest my glorious day:

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray i1

SONG—1 AM MY MAMMIE’S AE BAIRN.

Teak—“ I'm o'er young to marry yet."

Of this song, the 107th In Johnson's Museum, Burns says: “The chorus of this song is old, the rest 
of it, such as it is, is mine "

I am my mammy’s ae bairn,
Wi’ unco folk I weary, Sir;

And lying in a man’s bed,
I’m fley’d it mak me eerie, Sir.

I’m o’er young, I’m o’er young,
I’m o’er young to marry yet;

I’m o’er young—’twad be a sin 
To tak’ me frae my mammy yet.

one l

étrange

afraid timorous

from

«fc

Hallowmas is come and gane,
The nights are lang in winter, Sir; 

And you and I in ae bed,
In trowth, I darena venture, Sir.

I’m o’er young, &c.

Fu’ loud and shill the frosty wind 
Blaws thro’ the leafless timmer, Sir; 

•^itiut if ye come this gate again,
I’ll aulder be gin simmer, Sir.

I’m o’er young, &c.

shrill
timberr (or trees)

1 The poet did not leave Edinburgh for a short time 
after this poem was written, his departure taking 
place on the 18th February. In April following he

made Jean Armour his wife, “glimmering planet" 
as at this time no doubt she appeared to him in com
parison with his sun Clarinda.

I
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SONG—TO THE WEAVER’S GIN YE GO.

Tune—“ To the weaver's gin ye go."

“ The chorus of this song," writes Bums to Johnson, “ is old. Here let me once for all apologize 
for many silly compositions of mine in this work. Many of the beautiful airs wanted words. In 
the hurry of other avocations, if I could string a parcel of rhymes together anything near tolerable,
I was fain to let them pass. He must be an excellent poet whose every performance is excellent"

My heart was ance as blythe and free 
As simmer days were lang,

But a bounie, westlin weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang.

To the weaver’s gin ye go, fair maids, 
To the weaver’s gin ye go;

I rede ^ou right, gang ne’er at night, 
To the weaver’s gin ye go.

My mitlier sent me to the town,
To warp a plaide n wab;

But the weary, weary warpin’ o’t 
Has gart me sigh and sab.

To the weaver’s, &c.

A bonnie westlin weaver lad, i 
Sat working at his loom ;

He took my heart as wi’ a net,
In every knot and thrum.

To the weaver’s, &c.

I sat beside my warpin’-wheel,
And aye I ca’d it roun’;

But every^hot and every knock,
My heart it gae a stoun.

-To the weaver’s, &c.
/ ’

• i

The moori was sinking in the west 
Wi’ viqhge pale and wan,

As my bonnie westlin weaver lad 
Convoy’d me thro’ the glen.

To the weaver’s, &c.

But what was said, or what was done, 
Shame fa’ me gin I tell ;

But, oh! I fear the kiutrasoon 
Will ken as weed’s mysel’.1

To the weaver’s, &c.

west-country
made
if

advise

twilled flannel

made

west-country

gave painful throb

west-country

befall if
country
know

i The fancied singer of the above verses has been 
identified with Jean Armour, who, to avoid the pres
sure of her father’s displeasure, went in March, 1786, 
to Paisley, where she resumed acquaintanceship with

a townsman of here, Robert Wilson, a handsome young 
weaver. Wilson’s frequent visits to Jean formed the 
subject of some scandalous reports which reached the 
poet's ears.
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SONG—M ACPHERSON’S FAREWELL,.1

Tune—“ Macphcrson’s Rant. "

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong,
The wretch’s destinie!

M&cpherson’s time will not be long,
On yonder gallows-tree.

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, swaggeringiy Cs
Sae dauntingly gaed he;

He play’d a spring, and danc’d it round, lively tune 
Below the gallows-tree.

O what is death but parting breath ?—
On mony a bloody plain 

I’ve daFd his face, and in this place 
I scorn him yet again!

Sae rantingly, &c.

i Macphereon’s Lament,'" saya>Sir Walter «Scott, 
“ was a well-known song many years before the Ayr
shire bard wrote those additional verses which con
stitute its principal merit [see below]. This noted 
freebooter was executed at Inverness al>out the be
ginning of the last century. When he came to the 
fatal tree, he played the tune, to which he has be
queathed his name, upon a favourite violin, and hold
ing up the instrument, offered it to any one of his 
clan who would undertake to play the tune over his 
l)ody, at his lyke-wake; as none answered, he dashed 
it to pieces on the executioners head, and flung him
self from the ladder.” .Scott has erred, however, in 
naming Inverness a& the place of Macpherson's exe
cution. The records of his trial are still extant, and 
have been published. lie was tried at Banff, along 
with three others, and convicted of being “repute an 
Egyptian and vagabond, and oppressor of his majesty ’s 
free lieges, in a bangstrie [violent] manner, and going 
up and down the country armed, and keeping markets 
in a hostile manner," and was sentenced to be exe
cuted at the cross of Banff, November 16, 1700, eight 
days after his conviction. Tradition asserts that the 
magistrates hurried on the execution early in the 
morning, and that Macpherson suffered several hours 
before the specified time. The motive for this indecent 
haste is said to have lieen a desire to defeat a reprieve, 
then on the way. An anonymous article in the first 
volume of the New Monthly Magazine supplies some 
particulars of his lineage ami explmâs. “James Mac
pherson was I»om of a beautiful gy^y who, at a great 
wedding, attracted the notice of a half-intoxicated 
Highland gentleman. He acknowledged the child, 
and had him reared in his house,.until he lost his 
life in bravely pursuing a hostile clan, to recover a 
epreath of cattle taken from Radenoch. The gypey 
woman hearing of this disaster in her rambles, the 
following summer came and took away her boy, but

she often returned with him, to wait upon his relations 
and clansmen, who never failed to clothe him well, 
besides giving money to his mother. He grew up in 
beauty, strength, and stature rarely equalled. His 
sword is still preserved at Duff House, a residence of 
the Earl of Fife, and few men of our day could car/y, 
far less wield it as a weapon of war; and if it must be 
owned that his prowess was debased by the exploits 
of a freebooter, it is certain no act of cruelty, no 
robbery of the widow, the fatherless, or the distressed, 
and no murder, was ever perpetrated under his com
mand. He often gave the spoils of the rich to relieve 
the poor; and all his tribe were restrained from many 
atrocities of rapine by the awe of his mighty arm. 
Indeed it is said that a dispute with an aspiring and 
savage man of his tribe, who wished to rob a gentle
man's house while his wife and two children lay on 
the bier for iutenflfent, was the cause of his being 
betrayed to the vengeance of the law. ... He was 
betrayed by a man of his own tribe, and was the last 
person executed at Banff previous to the abolition of 
heritable jurisdiction."

The words of the first stanza and the chorus of the 
“Lament" alluded to by Sir. W. Scott, and composed 
by the freebooter in prison while he was under sen
tence of death, to the stirring air ( = rant) which bears 
his name, are as follows

I’ve spent my time in rioting,
Delttiuched my health and strength;

1 squandered fast as pillage came.
And fell to shame at length.

But dauntonly, and wantonly,
And rantonly I'll gae;

Ill ploy a tune, and-dance it roun',
Beneath the gallows-tree.

For Carlyle's remarks on this song see his Essay on 
Burns in the present volume.
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Untie these bands from off my hands,
And bring to me my sword;

And there’s no a man,>n all Scotland,
But I’ll brave him at a word.

Sae rantingly, &c.
6

I’ve liv’d a life of sturt and strife;
I die by treacherie:

It burns my heart I must depart 
And not avenged be.

Sae rantingly, &c.
t s

Now farewell, light,—thou sunshine bright, 
And all beneath the sky!

May coward shame distain his name,
The wretch that dares not die!

• Sae rantingly, &c.

turbulence

/

SONG-STAY, MY CHARMEE, CAN YOU LEAVE ME.'

TUNE -“An Gille dubh ciar-dhubh."

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me?
Cruel, cruel to deceive me!
Well you know how much you grieve me;

Cruel charmer, can you go?
Cruel charmer, can you go?

By my love so ill requited;
By tlie faith you fondly plighted;
By the pangs of lovers slighted:

Do iiot, do not leave me so!
Do not, do not leave me so!

SONG-MY IIOGGIE.3

TUNE—“ 0 what will I do gin my Hoggie die.”

What will I do gin my Hoggie die?
My joy, my pri^e, my Hoggie!

My only beast, I had nae mae,
And vow but21 was vogie!

if little iheep

no more

i This song was written to be sung to the simple and 
pathetic air kpown to the Sassenach as “The Black 
Haired Lad." It was a favourite melody of Burns's, 
who had a set of it transmitted to him from the 
Highlands.

i Vow bu t has here the meaning of indeed, in truth, 
let im> tell you.

a This song is perhaps but an improved version of 
an old ditty. Steuhouse, however, espressly asserts 
that it was composed by Burns “as appears from the
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The lee-lang night we watch’d the fauld, 
Me and my faithfu’ doggie;

We heard nought but the roaring linn, 
Amang the braes sae scroggie;

live-long fold

cataract 
slopes bushy

But the houlet crie^l frae the castle wa’, 
The blitter frae the boggie,

The tod replied upon the hill,
I trembled for my Hoggie.

When day did daw, and cock's did craw, 
• The morning it was foggy;

An unco tyke lap o’er the dyke,
And maist has kill’d my Hoggie.

owl from 
snipe (or bittern) bog 

f.»x

strange dog leaped wall 
almost

RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING.
' Tune—“ Macgregor of Ruara's Lament."

Bums says of this song: “I composed these verses on Miss Isabella M'Leodi of Raza [Rasay or 
RaasayJ, alluding to her feelings on the death of her sister, and the still more melancholy death of 
her sister's husband, the Earl of Loudoun, who shot himself out of sheer heartbreak at some morti- 
fleatyns he suffered owing to the deranged state of his finances.”

Raving wijiûa around her blowing,
Yellow lejtvea the woodlands strowing,
By a river hoarsely roaring,
Isabella stray’d deploring—
“ Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure;
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow,
Cheerless night that knows no morrow!

MS. in his own handwriting now before me. ” Cromek 
in introducing this effusion into his Select Scottish 
Songs (1810) criticises it thus:—“It is a silly subject 
treated sublimely. It has much of the fervour of the 
‘Vision.’ " (!) Hog, of which hoggie is the diminutive, 
means a young sheep before it is.first shorn. Burns 
says of the tune: “Dr. Walker, wlio was minister at 
Moffat in 1772, and is now [1791] Professor of Natural 
History in the University of Edinburgh, told Mr. Rid
dell the following anecdote concerning this air. He 
said, that some gentlemen, riding a few years ago 
through Liddesdale, stopped at a hamlet, consisting 
of a few houses, called Mosspaul ; they were struck 
with this tune, which an old woman, spinning on a 
rock at the door, was singing. All she could tell con
cerning it whs, that she was taught it when a child, 
ahd it was called * What will I do gin my Hoggie die.’ 
No person except a few females at Mosspaul knew this 
fine old tune, which in all probability would have been 
lost, had not one of the gentlemen [Stephen Clarke, 
organist, Edinburgh] who happened to have a flute 
with him, taken it down.”

1 We have already spoken of this lady and her 
family. See note p. 215. We extract the follow
ing from a letter of the poet’s to Mrs. Dunlop under 
date 16th August, 1788. “I was yesterday at Mr. 
Miller's [of Dalswinton House] to dinner for the first 
time. My reception was quite to my mind ; from the 
lady of the house quite flattering. ... In the 
course of conversation Johnson’s Musical Museum, a 
collection of Scottish songs with the music, was talked 
of. We got a song on the harpsichord, beginning 
‘ Raving Winds around her blowing.’ The air was 
much admired: the lady of the house asked me whose 
were the words. ‘ Mine, madam—they are indeed my 
very best verses:’ she took not the smallest notice of 
them ! The Scottish proverb says well, ‘ King’s caff 
is better than ither folks’ corn.’ I was going to make 
a New Testament quotation about ‘casting pearls,’ 
but that would be too virulent, for the lady is actu
ally a woman of sense and taste.”---- Something may
be said in the lady's defence. The song is not one of 
the poet’s liest, and the air to which it was set is 
rhythmically unsuitable.
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“ O’er the past too fondly wandering, 
On the hopeless future pondering;,. 
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes^ 
Fell desfiair my fancy seizes.
Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
Load to rais’ry most distressing,
O how gladly I’d resign thee,
And to dark oblivion join thee ! ”

SONG—UP IN THE MORNING EARLY.1

Tune—“ Cold blows the wind."

“The chorus of this song,” says Burns, “is old; the two stanzas are mine."

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west, 
The drift is driving sairly;

Sae loud and shrill I hear the blast,
I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

Up in the morning’s no for me,
^ Up in the morning early:

When a’ the hills are covered wi’ snaw 
I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

The birds sit cluttering in the thorn, . • shivering
A’ day they fare but sparely;

And lung’s the night frae e’en to morn,—
I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

Up in the morning, &c.

SONG—HOW LONG AND DREARY IS THE NIGHT.2

FIRST SET.

How long and dreary is the night,

♦

When I am frae ray dearie!
I sleepless lie frae e’en to morn,

away from ^

Tho’ I were ne'er sae weary.
I sleepless lie frae e’en to morn,,

Tho’ I were ne’er sae weary.

i The air is one of the finest and oldest of Scottish 
melodies. From an anecdote given in Sir John Haw
kins' History of Music, it appears to have been a fa
vourite of Queen Mary's, the consort of William III., 
and Purcell the distinguished musician composed a 
birthday ode to the queen in which this tune, almost 
note for note, was made to serve as the bass part. 
Before this, however, John Hilton in 1625 published 
the tune as the third-voict to what is called a 
Northern Catch for three v beginning “ I'se gae 
with thee, sweet Peggy." me is also united to

one of the songs of Gay’s Beggar's Opera. There is an 
excellent song of five double verses on the same sub
ject and to the same air, by John Hamilton, a music- 
seller in Edinburgh (who died in 1814), which is popu
lar over Scotland.

2 This song was written by Burns in 1788 to a Gaelic 
melody which he picked up in the Highlands and sent 
to Johnson’s Museum. In October, 1794, he altered 
it slightly and added a chorus to suit the air of 
“ Cauld kail in Aberdeen ” for Thomson’s Melodies of 
Scotland.

VOL. II. 32
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When I think on the happy days 
I spent wi’ you, my dearie,

And now what lauds between us lie,
How can I be but eerie!1 timorous

And now what lands between us lie,
How can I be but eerie!

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours,
As ye were wae and weary ! woeful

It was na sae ye glinted by flashed
When I was wi’ my dearie.

It was na sae ye glinted by 
When I was wi’ my dearie.

SONC-TIIERE WAS A LASS, THEY CA’D HER MEG.2

NE—"Duncan Davinon "

There was a lass, they ca’d her Meg,
And she held o’er the moors to spin;

There was a lad that follow’d her,
They ca’d him Duncan Davison. 

t The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh, 
Her favour Duncan couldna win;

For wi’ the rock she wad him knock,
And aye she shook the temper-pin.3

As o’er the moor they lightly foor,
A burn was clear, a glen was green,

Upon the banks they eas’d their shanks 
And aye she set the wheel between;

But Duncan swore a haly aith,
That Meg should be a bride the morn;

Then Meg took up her spinniu’ graith,
And Hang them a’ out o’er the burn.

We’ll big a house—a wee, wee house,
And we will live like king and queen,

Sae blythe and merry we will be 
When ye set by the wheel at e’en.

called

wearisome disdainful

distaff would 
always

proceeded

holy oath 

utensils

build

i Nervous, or lonely and ill-at-ease, would perhaps 
best suit the context.

• The note by Stenhouse accompanying this lyric 
runs:—“This very humorous song was composed by 
Bums, although he did not openly choose to avow it. 
I have recovered his original manuscript copy of 
this song, which is the same as that inserted in the 
Museum.” The tune (“Duncan Davison ”) to which 
the words are set is an old and still popular strath
spey. The last four lines have no connection with the

rest, and are probably borrowed from an old song. 
The present writer has heard one in which occur 
similar lines :

I can drink and no be drunk;
I can fight and no be slain;

An’ I can kiss my neibor's wife,
An" aye come welcome to my ain.

* The wooden pin used for tempering or regulating 
the motion of the spinning-wheel.
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A man may drink and no be drunk;
A man may tight and no be slain ; 

A man may kiss a bonnie lass,
And aye be welcome back again.

SONG—MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN.

Tune—11 Druimion dubh."

“ I composed these verses," says Bums, “out of compliment to a Mrs. M‘Lachlan, whose husband 
is an officer in the East Indies."

Musing on the roaring ocean,
Which divides my love and me; 

Wearying heaven, in warm devotion, 
For his weal, where’er he be.

Hope and fear’s alternate billow 
Yielding late to nature’s law; 

Whisp’ring spirits round my pillow 
Talk of him that’s far awa.

Ye whom sorrow never wounded^ 
Ye who never shed a tear, 

Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy day to you is dear.ear. £ 

Mena me;Gentle'night, do thou befri
Downy sleep, the curtain draw; 

Spirits kind, again attend me, 
Talk of him that’s far awa! \

;

SONG-TO DAUNTON ME.

TUNE—11 To daunton me ” (otherwise known as “ Thee, Johnie Lad" ).

The blude-red rose at Yule may blaw,
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw,
The frost may freeze the deepest sea;
But an auld man shall never daunton me. subdue 

To daunton me, and me so young,
Wi’ his fause heart and flattering tongue,
That is the thing you ne’er shall see;
For an auld man shall never daunton me.

- For a’ bis meal and a’ his maut, malt
For a’ his fresh beef and his saut, salt

For a’ his gold and white monie,
An auld man shall never daunton me.

To daunton me, &c.

t

* \

r
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His gear may buy him kye and yowes, 
His gear may buy him glens and knowes; 
But me he shall not buy nor fee,

wealth cow a ewes

For an auld man shall never dauntou me.
To daunton me, &c.

0 He hirples twa-fauld as he dow,
Wi’ his teethless gab and his auld held pow, 
An’ the rain rains down frae his red blear’d ee

limps bent double 
mouth if)ah

That aul(^ man shall never daunton me.
To daunton me, &c.‘

TO CLARINDA.

WITH A PRESENT OF A PAIR OF DRINKING GLASSES.

Fair Empress of the Poet’s soul, /
And Queen of Poetesses;

Clarinda, take this little boon,
This humble pair of glasses,—-

And fill them high with generous juice,
As generous as your mind ; a

And pledge me in the generous toast— 
“The whole of human kind!”

“To those who love us!”—second fill;
But not to those whom we love;

Lest we love those who love not us!
A third—“to thee and me, love!”

SONG-THE BONNIE LAD THAT’S FAR A WAV

Tune—“The bannie lad Chain far awa'.”

O how can I be blytlie and glad,
Or how can I gang brisk and braw, finely dressed

When the bonnie lad that I lo’e best, 
Is o’er the Kills and far awa’l

» “ This little lamentation of a desolate damsel," 
says Jeffrey,,“ Is tender and pretty." Herd's Collec
tion supplies the germ of this song, in which It is 
supposed the poet has contrived to speak the feelings 
of Jean Armour, when the sternness of her father

• The old songs sung to the air “Todaunton me" 
are Jacobitical. The air is found in Oswald's collec
tion, 1740.

obliged her to leave home for the second time, and 
seek shelter umlqr the roof of William Muir, the 
honest miller of ïarbolton, owing to the result of her 
renewed intimacy with Burns. This, according to 
Chambers, was “ In the middle of winter" (1787-88). 
1b the month of March following she gave birth to 
fVin daughters, who died in a few days. See letter 
of Bums to Robert Ainslie, 3rd March, 1788.
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I

It’s no the. frosty winter wind,
It’s no the driving drift and snaw;

But aye the tear comes in my ee,
To think on him that’s far awa’.

My father pat me frae his door, put
My friends they hae disown’d me a’, have

But I hae ane will tak my part,
The bonnie lad that’s far awa’.

one

A pair o’ gloves lie gave to me,
And silken snoods lie gave nie twa; hair-bands

And I will wear them for his sake,
The bon nie lad that’s far awa’.

The weary winter soon will ]iasa>
And spring will cle#tl the birken shaw; 

And my sweet babienvill be born,
And he’ll come hdine that’s far awa’.

clothe birch wood

% SONG-THE CHEVALIER’S LAMENT.1

Tusk—“ Captain O'Kean." .

“Yesterday," says Burns in a letter to Robert Cleghom, dated 31st March, 1788, “as I was riding 
through a tract of melancholy, joyless niuirs, between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being Sunday, I 
turned my thoughts to psalms, and hymns, and spiritual songs ; and your favourite air, * Captain. 
O'Kean,' coming at length into my head, I tried these words to it. ... I am tolerably pleased 
with these verses, but as I have only a sketch of the tune, I leave it with you to try if they suit ^he 
measure of the music.'"

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves returning,
The murmuring streamlet winds clear through the vale; 

The hawthorn trees(i) blow in the dews of the morning, 
And wild scattered cowslips bedeck the green vale;

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem fair, 
While© the lingering moments are number’d by Care?

No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly singing,(3) 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair.

The deed that I dar’d, could it merit their malice,
A KING anil a FATHER to place on his throne?

His right are these hills, and his right are these valleys, 
Where the (4) wild beasts figd shelter, but I can find none.

/ 1 The letter quoted in the head-note inclosed the 
/ first eight lines of the “Chevalier's Lament" Cleg- 

1 horn replied that he was delighted with the words, 
and that they suited the tune to a hah- ; adding that 
he would like a verse or two more, and sngjfesting 
that they should lie in the Jacobite style. “Suppose,"

says he, “ it should be sung after the fatal Held of 
Cullodcn, by the unfortunate Charles." Burns took 
the hint ; he added a second stanza, infusing into 
the lines the strong Jacobitical spirit which his 
friends desiderated, Qulloden was fought April 16th, 
1746; Prince Charles escaped to Prance in September.
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But ’tis not my sufferings, thus wretched, forlorn, 
My brave gallant friends, ’tis your ruin I mourn :

Your deeds(5) prov’d so loyal, in hot bloody trial,- 
Alas! can I make vou(o) no sweeter return!1

SONG-OE A’ THE AI RTS THE WIND CAN BLAW.2

TUNE—“Miss Admiral (Jordon's Strathspey.”

“ The air is by Marshall. The song I composed out of compliment to Mrs. Bums. N.B.—It was 
during the honeymoon. "—Burns.

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw,
I dearly like the west,

For there t|ie bonnie lassie lives,
The lassie I lo’e best:

There’s3 wild woods grow, and rivers row, 
And mony a hill betV^en;

, But day and night my fancy’s flight 
' Is ever wi’ my Jean.
I see her in the dewy floweis,

I see her sweet and fair:

di ructions

i The Edinburgh Common-place Book has the fol
lowing diffaltsttf" readings: (1) primroses tor hawthorn 
trees; when for while; (8) JVo birds sweetly sitting, 
nor flowers gaily springing—a transposition meréîÿ> 
(4) the is struck out; (5) faith for deeds; (6) it for you. 
The song was first published in Thomson’s Collection, 
vol. ii. (July 1799).

* “ As precious a love-offering, as genius in the pas
sion of hope ever laid in a virgin's bosom. "—Professor 
Wilson.

The “honeymoon” (June, 1788) alluded to in the 
head-note was mostly passed by Bums In a miserable 
hovel at Ellisland, while he was occupied In building 
his new farmhouse. He found time, however, to 
spend 4few days now and again with his “Jean ” at 
Mossgiel.Nirhere she had gone to reside for a while 
with the poet’s family.

We have given the song as it appears in Johnson’s 
Museum. In Wood’s Songs of Scotland and other col
lections the last four lines of the first stanza read :

Though wild wood* grow and rivers row 
And mony a hill between ;

Baith day and night, A<\

Stanza second is made to run thus :
1 see her in the dewy flower 

Kae lovely, sweet and fair ;
I hear her voice in ilka bird 

Wi' music charm the air.

We are not aware that there is any authority for the 
altered readings. In many collections of Scottish 
songs the following stanzas are appended to this 
beautiful lyric.

O blaw, ye westlin winds, blaw saft 
Amaug the trees ;L>Mtr

Wi’ gentle gale, fr»e muir and dale, from 
Bring hume the laden ltees;

And bring the lamie back to me 
Thut's aye *ae neat and clean :

Ac Miùtv o' her wad banish care, one would
H^lovely is my Jean.

Whht sighs and vows, amans the knowes, knoll* 
llao |Kiht atweeu us twa!

How fain to meet, how wae to jmrt, sorry 
That day she gaetl awa ! wen|

The {towers at toon can only ken, nborr know
To whom the heart i* seen,

That nane can lie so dear to me none
A* my sweet lovely Jean.

Their author was John Hamilton, a music-seller in 
Edinburgh about the livginiUmr^tt the century. They 
by no means disgrace their coni pan ion verses and 
are often sung along with them ; but they do not 
exactly suit the facts of the case. Burns’s song hçing 
written at Eljlisland, he could hardly have spoken of 
Jean going ftway and coming back to that place, since 
she had never yet seen it. Two additional stanzas 
written Jjy. William Reid, Itookseller, Glasgow, in 
the aaafjSÉMurc and in praise of a “ ltonnie Jean ’’ 
are printed iff Scottish song-l»ooks in
connection this lyric, but they arc much in
ferior to the foregoing.---- Tl/c air was partly com-
Iwised by William Marshall, butler to the Duke of 
Gordon, by adding a second strain to an old melody 
called the “ Lowlands of Holland."

8 Tbit is “ there are wild woods that grow, and 
riversj that roll, and also many a hill between us." 
TheXnse of the singular form in “ there's ” is quite 
In accordance with the «Scotch and Northern English 
dialect.
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I hear her in the tunefu’ birds,
I hear hêiy;harm the air:

There’s not a bonnie flower that springs, 
By fountain, shaw, or green,

There’s not a bonnie bird that sings,
But minds me o’ my Jean.
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EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER, MERCHANT, KILMARNOCK.1

June, 1788.
I In this strange land, this uncouth clime,
I A land unknown to prose or rhyme;

Where words ne’er crost the Muse’s heckles,2 
Nor limpet in poetic shackles;
A land that Prose did never view it,
Except when drunk he stacher’t thro’ it; «Uggmxl 
Here, ambush’d by the chimla cheek, chimney-corner
Hid in an atmosphere of reek, «moke
I hear a wheel thrum i’ the neuk, whirr oomei
I hear it—for in vain I leuk.—
The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel,
Enhuskfcd by a fog infernal:
Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures,
I sit and count my sins by chapters;
For life and spunk like ither Christians, spirit other
Km dwindled down to mere existence;
WKnae converse but Gallowa’ bodies,3 folks
Wi’ ikge kenn’d face but Jenny Geddes.4 known
Jenny, my Pegasean pride! >.
IJowie she situnters down Nithmde, sad
And aye a westlin’ leuk6 she throws, westward look
While tears hap o’er her au Id brown nose! hop 
Was it for this, wi’ canny care, provident
Thou bure the Bard through many a shire? bore i 
At liowes or hillocks never stumbled, hollows
And late or early never grumbled 1—

1 Hugh Parker was a brother of William Parker, 
banker, Kilmarnock, an old friend of the poet, to 
whom the song—

Ye none of old Killie, assembled by Willie, 

refers. Hygh Parker is referred to only once in the 
Correspondence. In a letter to Mr. Robert Muir, 
Kilmarnock, written from Stirling on 26th August, 
1787, Burns says, “ I hope ITughoc is going on and 
prospering with Ood and Miss M'Causlin.” The 
epistle In the text was found among Parker's papers 
at his death.

* Heckles. An apparatus consisting of a series of 
long metallic teeth, through which hemp, flax, Ac., 
are drawn, so as to comb the fibres out straight, and

fit them for the subsequent operations. The propriety 
of the use of the term here is obvious.

» Elllsland is close to the eastern border of the 
stcwartry (or county) of Kirkcudbright, one of the 
divisions of the district called Galloway, Wigtown
shire being the other.

4 His old mare.
» A look westward, that is Ayrshire-ward, Ayrshire 

being north-tmd of Elllsland. Jean, now Mrs. Burns, 
was still at Mauchline, since he had not as yet a house 
to put her into. This epistle was written in June, 
1788, from the hovel in which he was temporarily 
residing, and it was the end of November before he 
had accommodation for his wife and household.

>
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O, had I power like inclination,
I’d heeze thee up a constellation, hoist
To canter with the Sagitarre,
Or loup the ecliptic like a bar; leap
Or turn the pole like any arrow;
Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow,
Down the zodiac urge the race,
And cast dirt on his godship’s face;
For I could lay my bread and kail broth
He’d ne’er cast saut upo’ thy tail.— salt
Wi’ a* this care and a’ this grief,
And sma’, sma’ prospect of relief, .
And nought but peat-reek i’ my head,
How eau I write what ye can read ?—
Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o’ June,
Ye’ll find nie irt a better tune;
But till we meet and weet our whistle, wet
Tak this excuse for nae epistle.

f . Robert Burns.

SONG—0, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL.1
Tune—“ Jfy love is lost to me."

to

0, were I on Parnassus’ hill ! ' ,
Or had of Helicon my fill,
That I might catch poetic skill,

To sing how dear I love thee.
But Nith maun be my muse’s well,
My muse maun be thy bonnie sel’;
On Corsincon2 I’ll gloy’r, and spell „Ur„

And write how dear I love thee.
Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay!
For a’ the lee-lang simmer’s day, live-long
I could 11a sing, I couldya say,

How much, how dear I love thee.
I see thee dancing o’er the green,
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean, •lira
Thy tempting lips—thy roguish een— eyes

By heaven and earth, I love thee!

By night, by day, a-field, at hame,
The thoughts 0’ thee my breast inflame;
And aye I muse and sing thy name,

I only live to love thee.
1 This song was composed in honour of Mrs. Burns 

during the poet’s first weeks’ residence at Ellisland.
-----The plaintive melody “ My love is lost to me ” is
a composition of Oswald’s and was published in his 
Caledonian Pocket Companion.

2 Corsincon or Oorsancone is a lofty conical hill 
(height 1547 feet) in New Cumnock parish, Ayrshire, 
about 2Sl miles from Burns’s farm, Ellisland. Near
the foot of it 
into Dumfriesshire.

^r Nith crosses from Ayrshire

t
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> Tho’ I were doom’d to wander on,
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun,

, Till my last weary sand was run;
Till then—and then I love thee.

SONG—NAEBODY.1
Tune—“JVaefrody. "

I hae a wife o’ ipy ain—
I’ll partake Wi’ naebody;

I’ll tak cuckold^ frae nane,
I’ll gie cuckold toi naebody.

I hae a penny to spend,
There—thanks to naebody;

I hae naething to lend, >, 
I’ll borrow frae naebody.

I am uaebody’s lord—
I’ll be slave to naebody;

I hae a guid braid sword,
I’ll tak dunts frae naebody.

I’ll be merry and free,
I’ll be sad for naebody;

If naebody care for me,
I’ll care for naebody.

from none

*T

broad
blows

SONG—LOUIS, WIIAT RECK I BY THEE.2
Tunk—“LomX what reck 1 by theet”

Louis, what reck I by thee,
Or Geordie on his ocean?

Dyvor, beggar louns to me,— . bankrupt fellows
I reign in Jeanie’s bosom.

Let her crown my love her law,
And in her breast enthrone me:

Kings and nations,—swith awa’! quickly
Keif randies, I disown ye! thieving vagabond»

i The above verses were written shortly after the 
poet’s marriage, and are characterized by Lockhart as 
a welcome to his wife under her roof-tree at Ellis- 
land. “ At this period," says Dr. Currie, “sentiments 
of independence buoyed up his mind, pictures of 
domestic content and peace rose on )iis imagination, 
and a few days passed away, as he himself informs 
us, the most tranquil, ifaiot'the haprtiest, he had 
ever experienced." Xji the situation lie^ex pressed his 
feelings in the qbovc vigorous verses. They are formed 
on the model of an old lyric beginning

. p * *

I hae a wife o’ my ain,
1*11 lie hatlden to naebody ; beholden

I hue a ryt and a pan, pot
I’ll liorrow frae naebody.

They were sent to Johnson's Museum, where they 
appeared set to a sprightly air taken from Oswalds 
Pocket Companion.

« This song, rather bald and abrupt in style, was 
written probably about the date of the poet's marriage, 
and appeared first in the fifth volume of the Museum. 
“ Jeanie," of course, is Mrs. Burns.

1 Z

!
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TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ., WRITER, EDINBURGH.

Ellisland, Nithsdale, July 27th, 1788.
My god-like friend—nay, do not stare,

You think the phrase is odd-like;
But “ God is'Love ” the saints declare,

Then surely thou art god-like.

And is thy ardour still the same ?
And kindled still at Anna?

Others may boast a partial flame,
But thou art a volcano!

Ev’n Wedlock asks not love beyond 
Death’s tie-dissolving portal;

But thou omnipotently fond,
May’st promise love immortal.

Thy wounds such healing powers defy,
Such symptoms dire attend them,

That last great antihectic try—
Marriage perhaps may mend them.

Sweet Anna has an air—a grace 
Divine, magnetic, touching ;

She talks, she charms—but who can trace 
The process of bewitching?1

SONG—“ANNA, THY CHARMS.

#TUNB—“ Bonnie ilari/.”

Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, 
And waste my soul with care ;

But ah ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair !

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fair,
To hope may be fÿgiv’n;

For sure ’twere impious to despair, 
So much in sight of Heav’uÆ

a cave,” and “Now Spring has clad," in reference to 
this incident. See note to last-mentioned song.

- Mr. Scott Douglas in Ilia Edinburgh Edition of 
Burns suggests that this brief epigrammatic song is 
"simply a vicarious effusion, intended to proceed 
from the lips of the author's forlorn friend [Alex
ander) Cunningham." In support of this he quotes 
from a hitherto unpublished letter the preceding 
stanzas, in which the poet banters his friend on his 
consuming love for Anna. See previous note.

i The above lines form part of an epistle which 
will be found under the above date in the General
Correspondence.-----The Anna (a celebrated beauty,
daughter of John Stewart, Esq., of East Craigs) al
luded to i)p Cunningham’s adored one, jilted him and 
became the wife of Mr. Forrest Dewar, surgeon, and 
subsequently a town-councillor of Edinburgh. Cun
ningham felt the lady’s deceit very deeply, and was 
greatly sympathized witWby his friend the poet, who 
composed the songs “She's fair and fause," “Had I
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EPISTLE TO E. GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRY,1

REQUESTING A FAVOUR.

In a letter to Mr. Graham, written from Ellislnnd on 10th September, 1788, the following eplatle 
was enclosed. Burns in his letter states that having got his excise commission, which he regarded 
as his sheet-anchor In life, and his farm being certain to prove a ruinous concern by itself, he 
wished to be enabled to meet the responsibilities of his married life, and to extricate himself 
from Ills embarrassments by getting an appointment as officer in the district in which Ellisland 
was situated. Through Mr. Graham's influence he had obtained his commission to the excise in 
February of tills year, and next year the favour now asked was granted, the poet being made officer 
in tire district of his residence.

When Nature hér great master-piece design’d,
And fram’d her last, best work, the human mind,
Her eye intent on all the mazy plan,
She form’d of various parts the various man.

Then first she calls the useful many forth ;s 
Plain plodding industry, and sober worth :
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth,
And merchandise’ whole genus take tluf birth,
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds.
And all mechanics’ many-apron’d kinds.
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet,
The lead and buoy are needful to the net ;
The caput mortuum of gross desires
Makes a material for mere knights and squires ;
The martial phosphorus is taught to flow;
She kneads the lumpish philosophic dough,
Then marks th’ unyielding mass with grave designs— 
law, physics, politics, and deep divines:
Last, she sublimes th’ Aurora of the poles,
The flashing elements of female souls.

The order’d system fair before her stood,
Nature, well pleas’d, pronounced it very good ; 
But e’er she gave creating labour o’er,
Half-jest, she tried one curioug labour more. 
Some spumy, fiery, ignis fatuus matter ;
Such as the slightest breath of air might scatter ; 
With arch-alacrity and conscious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we,
Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it—a Poet:

1 /
• “The first epistle to Graham of Flntry," says 

Currie, “ is not equal to the second, hut it contains 
too much of the characteristic vigour of itstiuthor to
lie suppressed."-----It was an attempt to comply with
the advice of many of his literary friends, viz.: to 
write in English so ns to increase the circle of his 
readers and admirers. It is an imitation, or rather, 
as Burns himself says (in letter to Miss Chalmers of 
16th September, 1788),*“in the manner of" Pope's

Moral EpMe», and “was," says Alexander Smith, 
“ the poet's earliest attempt in the manner of Pope. 
It has its merits of course; but it lacks the fire, ease, 
and sweetness of his earlier epistles to Lapraik, Smith, 
and others."

» Variation in the holograph copy in the British 
Museum

The useful many, first she calls them forth.
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Creature, tho’ oft the prejf of care and sorrow, 
When blest to-day unmindful of to-morrow.
A being form’d t' amuse his graver friends, 
Admir’d and prais’d—and there the homage1 ends: 
A mortal quite unfit for Fortune’s strife,
Yet oft the s|>ort of all the ills of life ;
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give,
Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live :
I singing to Wipe each tear, to heal each groan,
Yet frequent all unheeded in his own.

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk,
She laugh’d at first, then felt for her |x>or work. 
Pitying* the propless climber of mankind,
She cast about a standard tree to find;
And, to support3 his helpless woodbine state, 
Attach’d him to the generous truly great,# ~
A title, and the only one I claim,
To lay strong hold for help on bounteous6 Graham.»

Pity the tuneful Muses’ hapless” train,
Weak, timid landsmen on life’s stormy main !
Tb«Sr hearts no selfish stern absorbent stuff,
That never gives—tho’ humbly takes enough ;
The little fate allows, they share as soon,
Unlike sage, proverb’d Wisdom’s hard-wrung boon. 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend,
Ah, that * the friendly e’er should want a friend !’
Let Prudence number o’er each sturdy sou,
Who life and wisdom at one race begun,
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule,
(Instinct’s a brute, and sentiment a fool!)
Who make poor will do wait upon I should—
We own they’re prudent, but who feels they’re good? 
Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye !
God’s image rudely etch’d on base alloy !
But come ye who the godlike pleasure know,

Whose arms of love would grasp the li race
(kune thou who giv’st with all a courtiers grace ; 
Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future times.
Why shrinks my soul half blushing, half afraid, 
Backward, abash’d to ask thy friendly aid?
I know my need, I know thy giving hand,
I crave7 thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
But there are such who court the tunefill Nine— 
Heavens ! should the branded character be mine !

1 In BritishMuaeunvMS."wages.” «MS.“viewing." I round the truly great.” 6 MS. “Ocneroua." 6MS. 
8 MS. “In pity for." *ïts. “She clasp’d his tendrils I “ Helpless." 7 MS. “ Tax."
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Whose verse in manhood’s pride sublimely flows,
Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose.
Mark, how their lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur’d riierit !
Seek not the proofs in private life to find ;
Pity the best of words should be but wind !
So, to heaven’s gates the lark’s shrill song ascends,
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends.
Ill all the clam’rous cry of starving want,
They dun Benevolence with shameless front ;
Oblige them, patronise their tinsel lays—
They persecute you all your future days !
Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain,
My horny fist assume the plough again ;
The piebald jacket let me patch once more;
On eighteen-pence a week I’ve liv’d bêfore.
Though, thanks to Heaven,'I dare even that last shift, 
I trust meantime my boon is in thy gift:
That, plac’d by thee upon the wish’d-for height, 
Where, man and nature fairer in her sight,
My Muse may imp her wing for some sublimer flight.

257

) SONG-THE FETE CHAMPETRE.

TUNE—“ KUliecrankie." "

“The occasion of this ballad was as follows : —When Mr. Cunninghame of Enterkin came to his 
estate, two mansion-houses upon it, Enterkin and Annbank, were both in a ruinous state. Wishing 
to introduce himself with some éclat to the county, in the autumn of 1788, he got temporary erec
tions made on the banks of Ayr, tastefully decorated with shrubs and flowers, for a supper and 
ball, to which most of the respectable families in the county were invited. It was a novelty in the 
county, and attracted much notice. A dissolution of parliament was soon expected, and this festivity 
was thought to be an introduction to a canvass for representing the county. Several other candidates 
were spoken of, particularly Sir John Whitefoord, then residing at Cloncaird, commonly pronounced 
Glencaird, and Mr. Boswell, the well-known biographer of Dr. Johnson (‘the meikle Ursa-Major*). 
The political views of this festive assemblage, which are alluded to in the ballad, if they ever existed, 
were laid aside, as Mr. Cunninghame did not canvass the county."—Gilbert Burns.

O wha will to Saint Stephen’s House,
-to do our errands there, man ?

O wha will to Saint Stephen’s House,
O’ th’ merry lads o’ Ayr, man ?

Or will we send a man o’ law?
Or will we send a sodger?

Or him wha led o’er Scotland a’
The meikle Ursa-Major?

Come, will ye court a noble lord, v
Or buy a score o’ lairds, man ? squire.

For worth and honour pawn their word,
Their vote shall be Glencaird’s, man.
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Ane giro them coin, ane gies them wine, 
Anither gies them clatter ;

Atm bank, wha guess’d the ladies’ taste,
He gies a Fête Champêtre.

When Love and Beauty heard the news,
The gay green-woods amang, man ;

Where gathering flowers and busking bowers 
They heard the blackbird’s sang, man :

A vow, they seal’d it with a kiss,
Sir Politics to fetter,

As theirs alone, the patent-bliss,
To hold a Fête Champêtre.

Then mounted Mirth, on gleroome wing,
O’er hill and dale she flew, man ;

Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring,
Ilk glen and shaw she knew,(nan ;

She summon’d every social sprite,
That sports by wood or water,

On th’ bonnie banks o’ Ayr to meet,
And keep this Fête Champêtre.

* Cauld Boreas, wi' his boisterous crew,
* Were bound to stakes like kye, man ;

And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fu’,
Clamb up the starry sky, man ;

* Beflected beams dwell in the streams,
Or down the current shatter : /

The western breeze steals thro’ the trees,
To view this Fête Champêtre.

How many a robe sae gaily floats !
What sparkling jewels glance, man !

To harmony’s enchanting notes,
As moves the mazy dance, man.

The echoing wood, the winding flood,
Like Paradise did glitter,

When angels met, at Adam’s yett,
To hold their Fête Champêtre.

When Politics came there, to mix 
And make his ether-stane, man !*

He circled round the magic ground,
But entrance found he nane, man :

He blush’d for shame, he quat his name, 
Forswore it, every letter,

Wi’ hpmble prayer to join and share 
This festive Fête Champêtre.

one gives 
talk

I

dressing

climbed

gate

adder-stone

renounced (quitted)

i Certain small annular stones with streaked colour- I superstitious to l»e produced by adders and to have 
ing are called adder-stones, and were supposed by the I magical jiowers.
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SONG-THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BURNS.1

Tune—“Seventh ofNovember." *

“I composed this song out of compliment to one of the happiest and worthiest married couples 
in the world, Robert Riddell, Esq., of Qlenrtddell, and his lady. At their fireside I have enjoyed 
more pleasant evenings than at all the houses of fashionable people in the country put together • 
and to their kindness and hospitality I am indebted for many of the happiest hours in my life.' — 
Bums' notes to Johnson's Museum.

The day returns, my bosom burns,
The blissful day we twa did meet,

Tho’ winter wild in tempest toil’d,
Ne’er summer-sun was half sae sweet.

Than a’ the pride that loads the tide,
And crosses o’er the sultry line; '

Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes,
Heaven gave me more,—it made thee mine!

While day and night can bring delight,
Or nature aught of pleasure give;

While joys above my mind can move,
For thee, and thee alone, I live!

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part;

The iron baud that breaks our band,
It breaks my bliss,—it breaks my heart.

A MOTHER’S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH OF <J|ER SON.*

As to the origin of these lines see letter of Bums to Mrs. Dunlop, September 27th, 1788.

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped, 
And pierc’d my darling’s heart: 

And with him all the joys are fled 
Life can to me impart 

By cruel hands the sapling drops,
In dust dishonour’d laid :

So fell the pride of all my hopes,
My age’s future shade.

i The song is transcribed into a letter to Miss Chal
mers, dated 16th September, 1788. The air, which 
displays very little musical talent, is the composition 
of Mr. Riddell himself, who named it from the day 
of his marriage, The Seventh of November.

s Burns says himself :—“ The 1 Mother's Lament ’ 
was composed partly with a view to Mrs. Fergusson 
of Craigdarroch, and partly to the worthy patroness 
of my early unknown muse, Mrs. Stewart of Afton." 
Mit. Fergusson's son died November 19,1787, at the

age of eighteen, after leaving college. Mrs. Stewart 
of Stair, the early patroness whom Bums had com
plimented in the “ Brigs of Ayr," lost her only son, 
Alexander Gordon Stewart, only some days later 
(at Strassburg, 5th December, 1787) ; and the circum
stances of the two mothers resembling each other so 
closely it is not to be wondered at that Bums inclosed 
a copy of tills lament to Mrs. Stewart also, without 
subjecting himself to the charge oF’cheap sympathy 
and idly-feigned poetic pains.
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The mother-linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ravish’d young;

So I, for my lost darling’s sake, 
Lament the live-day long.

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond I bare my breast,

O, do thou kindly lay me low 
With him I love, at rest!

SONG—THE LAZY MIST.

Tune—“ The Lazy Mist:'

This song, along with the preceding, was inclosed in a letter to Dr. Blacklock, dated 15th No
vember, 1788, and containing the remark concerning them : “ I have only sent you two melancholy 
things, and I tremble lest they should too well suit the tone of your present feelings."

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill,
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill ;
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear,
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year!

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown,
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown:

« Apart let me wander, apart let me muse,
How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues!

How long I have liv’d—but how much liv’d in vain!
How little of life’s scanty span may remain!
What aspects, old Time, in his progress, has worn!
What ties, cruel fate in my bosom has torn!

How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain’d!
And downward, how weaken’d, how darken’d, how pain’d!
This life’s not worth having with all it can give,
For something beyond it poor man sure must live.

END OF VOL. II.


