
THE WORKS

OF

ROBERT BURNS.







AYR.. THE MARKET CROSS,

■» ■ "...ISp: S



A
Y

R
—

 TH
E MA

R
K

U
P 

T 5.W
Û

B,



MARI



r

I
THE WORI^S

OF (
ROBERT BURNS.

WITH

A SERIES OF AUTHENTIC

PICTORIAL ILLUSTRATIONS

MARGINAL GLOSSARY, NUMEROUS NOTES, AND APPENDIXES:

ALSO

THE LIFE OF BURNS, BY J. G. LOCKHART; *

AND ESSAYS ON THE GENIUS, CHARACTER, AND WRITINGS OF BURNS,

BY THOMAS CARLYLE AND PROFESSOR WILSON.

EDITED BY

CHARLES ANNANDALE, m.a., ll.d„
EDITOR Of THE “IMPERIAL DICTION'ARY,” ETC.

VOL IV.

ram

TORONTO:
J. E. BRYANT & CO.

LONDON, GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN'
* BLACKIE & SON.

1889.



Portrait ol 
' Facsimile 
Portrait o: 
Portrait o 
Portrait o 
Friars’ Ca 
Alloway 1 
Portrait o

"f j

GENEI

To-------
■ w

To Ellisoi 
■I.

ii Ellisoi 
-I

n Elliso
‘I

To Elliso
-I

» Willii
‘I

h Sir Jt 
• V

To Mr. J



, .n

CONTENTS

AND LIST OF THE ENGRAVINGS

ENGRAVINGS. —
Page 

Front it. 
36

15-256

Ayr—The Market Cross,
§ Portrait of Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop,
S Portrait of John Moo?ej~M.D., author of “ Zeluco,”
Jf Portrait of the Rev. Dr. Lawrie, minister of Loudon,

' Facsimile of the MS. of “Verses intended to be written below a noble Earl’s ] 
Portrait of the Rev. John Skinner, author of “ Tullochgorum,"

. Portrait of James Cunningham, Earl of Glencaim, .
Portrait of Dr. Blacklock, the blind poet, . ... 4

" Friars’ Carse, Nithsdale, the residence of Captain Riddell,
Alloway Kirk,
Portrait of John Syme, distributor of stamps, Dumfries, .

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE,

■ What you may think of this,'

Year 1780 or 1781.
To Ellison (or Alison) Begbie,. „

‘I do not remember,'
11 Ellison (or Alison) Begbie,.

‘I verily believe, my dear E.,'
,11 Ellison (or Alison) Begbie,.

‘ I have often thought it,'
Year 1781. ■

To Ellison (or Alison) Begbie,.
11 ought, in good manners,'

11 William Bumess)
‘I have purposely delayed writing,'

Sir John Whitefoord of Ballochmyle,. 
‘ We who subscribe this,’

Ÿear 1783.
To Mr. John Murdoch, Lorn

1 Aa I have an opportunity of sending,
* 11 Mr. James Burness^vlontrose,

‘ My father received your favour,

To Mr. James Bumess, Montrose, .
‘ I ought in gratitude to have,*

Mr. Thomas Orr, Kirkoswald, .
41 am much obliged to you for,’

Year 1786.
To Mr. John Richmond, Edinburgh,

‘ I have not time at present,’
Mr. James Smith, Mauchline, .

‘ . . . Against two things I am,’
Mr. John Kennedy, ....

11 have done myself the pleasure,’
Mr. Robert Muir, Kilmarnock, .

‘ I am heartily sorry I had not,’
Mr. Aiken,.................................................

* I received your kind letter with double,'
[John Ballantine, of Ayr], .

‘ My proposals came to hand last night,’ 
Mr. M'Whinnie, Ayr,

‘ It is injuring some hearts,'
Mr. John Kennedy, .*

‘ By some neglect in Mr. Hamilton,
John Arnot, of Dalquhatswood, .

^ ‘ I have long wished for some kind,’
Mr. John Kennedy, ....

* I have sent you the above hasty,’
49

ft

ear 1784-
Jfo Mr. Jamprfnurness, Montrose, 

ould have returned you
VOL. IV.



VI
CONTENTS.

Page
To Mr. David Brice, . . • * 28

‘ I received your message by G. Paterson,’
,i Mr. James Burness, Montrose, . . 28

11 wrote you about three halt,’
„ John Richmond, Edinburgh, . . 29

• With the sincerest grief I rcajl,’
„ Mr. David Brice, Glasgow, f . .29

‘ I have been so throng printing,’
,i Mr. John Richmond................................ 29

« My hour is now come—you and I,’
„ Mr. John Kennedy, . . . .30

I Your truly facetious epistle,’
„ John Logan, Esq., of Laigÿt, . . 30

• I gratefully thank you for your kind,’
„ Mons. James Smith, Mauchline, . 30

• I went tovDr. Douglas yesterday,’
„ Mons. Thomas Campbell, Pencloe, . 31 

) • i have met with few men in my life,’
h William Niven, Maybole, . . . 31

II have been very throng ever since,’
ii Mr. John Richmond, Edinburgh, . 32

I Wish me luck, dear Richmond,’
„ Mr. Robert Muir, Kilmarnock, . . 32

‘ Warm recollection of an absent friend,’
,i Mr. Bumess, Montrose, . . .82

II this moment receive yours,’
,i Mrs. Stewart, of Stair, . . .33

• The hurry of my preparations,’
„ Mr. Robert Aiken.................................... 33

‘I was with Wilson, my printer,’
. „ Miss Kennedy........................................... 35

‘ Permit me to present you with,’
„ Dr. Mackenzie, Mauchline, . . 35

• I never spent an afternoon among,’
I, Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop, . . .36

‘1 am truly sorry I was not,’
ii Mr. Archd. Lawrie, . . . .37

‘I have, along with this, sent,’
I, Monsr. Archibald Lawrie, . . .37

‘If convenient, please return me,’ 
h Mr. Robert Muir, .... 37

I Inclosed you have “ Tam Samson," ’
,i Miss Wilhelmina Alexander, . . 37

‘ Poets are such outré beings,’ 
h John Ballantine, Esq., Ayr, . . 38

‘ Enclosed you have raÿ first attempt,’ 
h Wnm Chalmers and John M'Adam, . 38 

Wwe, Robert Bums, by virtue,’ 
h Mr. George Reid, Barquharie, . 39

‘John Samson begged your pownie,’
» James Dalrymple, Esq., Orange6eld, . 39

II suppose the devil Is so elated,’
» Sir John Whitefoord,. . . ' . 40

‘Mr. Mackenzie, in Mauchline,’

To Gavin Hamilton, Esq., Mauchline, .
11 have paid every attention to,’

„ John Ballantine, Esq., Ajyr,
‘I would not write you HU,’

„ Mr. Robert Muir, Kilmarnock, .
■ I delayed writing you till,’

„ Mr. Robert Aiken, Ayr, - .
‘I wrote Mr. Bahefitine at large,’

,, Mr. Robert Muir, ....
• I have just time for the carrier,’

„ Mr. William Chalmers, Ayr,
‘I confess I have sinned the sin,’

n Lord Monboddo, .... 
11 shall do myself the honour,’

Year 1787.
To Mr. James Sibbald, Bookseller, . 7

‘ So little am I acquainted with,’
ii Gavin Hamilton, Esq.............................................

1 To teU the truth among friends,’
,i Mr. Mackenzie, Surgeon, Mauchline, .

1 Yours gave me something like,’
» The Earl of Eglinton,

‘As I have but slender pretensions,’ 
ii John Ballantine, Esq.,

‘ It gives me a secret comfort,’ 
ii Mrs. Dunlop, ..... 

‘ Yours of the 9th current,’
h Dr. Moore,...................................................

‘ Mrs. Dunlop has been so kind,’
n Mr. Cleghom, Saughton Mills, .

‘ You will see by the above,’ 
h Rev. G. Lawrie, Newmills,. ...

‘ When I look at the date of your,’
h Miss............ .................................................

‘ I am so Impatient to show you,’
» The Honourable Bailies of Canongate,

Edinburgh,.........................................
‘I am sorry to be told that,’

» The Earl of Buchan, . . .
‘The honour your lordship has done,’

» Mr. Peter Stuart, London,.
‘ You may think, and too justly,’ 

n Dr. Moore,... . .
‘ Pardon my seeming neglect,’ 

ii John Ballantine, Esq.,
• I will soon be with you now,’ 

n The Hon. Henry Erskine, .
‘ I showed the enclosed political,’ 

ii The Earl of Glencaim,
‘ I wanted to purchase a profile,'

» Gavin Hamilton, Esq.,
‘Yours came safe, and I am,' 

ii Mr. JamedtCandlish, Glasgow College,
' I was equally surprised and pleased,’



r* CONTENTS.

Page
55To Mrs. Dunlop,

' I read your letter with watery
Mrs. Dunlop,....................................... 55

‘ There is an affectation of gratitude,’
John Ballantine, Esq., Ayr, . . 56

11 have taken the liberty to send,'
Mr. George Held, Barquharie, . . 56

* The fewer words I can tell my,'
Dr. Moore, . ... • • .56

11 received the books, and sent,’
Mrs. Dunlop, . . . . .57

‘ Your criticisms, Madam, I understand,’ 
Mr. William Dunbar, W.S., . . 58

‘^n justice to Spenser, I must,’
The Rev. Dr. Hugh Blair, . . .58

‘I leave Edinburgh to-morrow morning,’
James Johnson, Engraver, Edinburgh, 59 

‘ I have sent you a song never,’
The Earl of Glenmirn, . . .60

‘ I go away to-morrow morning early;' 
William Creech, Esq., Edinburgh, . 60 

‘ The enclosed I have just wrote,’
Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh, . . 60

‘ If Mr. Alexr. Pattison,’
Mr. Pattison, Bookseller, Paisley, . 60

‘ I am sorry I was out!of Edinburgh,'
Mr. W. Nicol, High School, Edinburgh, 61

I I’m sitten down here, after seven,’
Mr. James Smith, Linlithgow, . . 62

‘ I date this from Mauchline,'
Mr. William Nicol, Edinburgh, . . 62

* I am now arrived safe in,’
Robert Ainslie, Esq., . . . .63

‘ I write this on my tour through,'
Mr. James Smith, Linlithgow, . . 64

‘On our return, at a Highland gentleman’s,' 
Mr. John Richmond, . , . . .65

‘ I am all Impatience to hear,’
Robert Aiken, Esq., Ayr, . . .66

‘ The melancholy occasion of the foregoing,’ 
Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh, . . 66

II have just got a letter from Scot,’
Robert Ainslie,....................................... 66

‘ There Is one tiling for which,'
Mr. Archibald Lawrie, . . .67

‘ Here am I---- that is all I can,’
Mr. Robert Ainslie, Jun., Dunse, . 67

* From henceforth, my dear Sir,'
St. James’s Lodge, Tarbolton, . . 68

11 am truly sorry it is not,'
Mr. Robert Muir, . . . .68

‘I intended to have written,'
Gavin Hamilton, Esq., . . .69

' Here am I on my way to Inverness.’

Page
70To Mr. James Burness, Mbntrose, .

11 wrote you from Ecunburgh that,’ • 

n William Inglis, Esq., Inverness,. . 70
1 Mr. Bums presents his most,’ 

h Mr. Josiah Walker, Blair of Atfiole, . 70
‘I have just time to write,' 

n Mr. James Burness, Montrose, . > .71
I Mr. Nicol and Mr. Carnegie,’

n Mr. Gilbert Burns............................................ 71
* I arrived here safe yesterday evening,'

ii Mr. James Burness, Montrose, . . 72
II Send you along with this,'

ii Patrick Miller, Esq., Dalswinton, . 72
11 have been on a tour through,' 

n William Nicol, Edinburgh, . . 72
* I find myself very comfortable here,’

n William Cruikshank, Edinburgh, . 73
‘ I have nothing, my dear Sir,’ 

ii Patrick Miller, Esq., Dalswinton, . 73 
‘ I was spending a few days,' 

n James Hoy, Esq., Gordon Castle, . 74
* I will defend my conduct in giving,'

» Rev. John Skinner, . . . .74
‘ Accept, in plain dull prose,’ 

ii Miss Margaret Chalmers, . . .78
■ I send Charlotte the first number,’ 

h Mr. James Candlish, Glasgow, . . 78
I If once I were gone from this scene,’

n Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop, . . .79
‘ I will bear the reproaches of,’ 

ti James Hoy, Esq., Gordon Castle, . 80
‘ I would have wrote you immediately,’

n Miss Chalmers,.................................... 81
II just now have read yours.’

n Miss Margaret Chalm&s, . . .82
‘ I have been at Dumfries,’ 

h Miss Chalmers, . . a . . .82
‘ I have one vexatious fault,' 

h Robert Ainslie, Esq., Edinburgh, . 82
' I beg, my dear Sir, you would,' 

h Mr. Beugo, Engraver, Edinburgh, . 83
‘ A certain sourfaced acquaintance,' 

h Miss Mabane.......................................... ,.83
* Here have I sat, my dear Madam,’

h Miss Chalmers, Harvieston, . . 83
1 Here I am under the care of a surgeon,’ 

n Mr. Francis Howden, Edinburgh, . 84
‘ The bearer of this will deliver,' 

n Charles Hay, Esq..........................................84
* The inclosed poem was written,’

h Miss Chalmers, Harvieston, . . 84
’ I begin this letter in answer,’ 

n Mr. Richard Brown, Irvine, . . 85
‘ I have met with few things,’



CONTENTS.

O

Page
86

Till

Year 1788.

To Mrs. Dunlop..............................................
- After six weeks' confinement,1

i, Miss Chalmers..........................................
‘ Now for that wayward,’

„ The Earl of Glencaim,
‘1 know your Lordship will disapprove,'

„ Robert Gfiaham, Esq., of Fintry,
‘When I had the honour of being,'

ii Mrs. Dunlop, .
• Some things in your late letters

h The Rev. John Skinner, .
* I have been a cripple now,5.

n Richard Brown,.
11 received yours with the greatest,'

n Miss Chalmers, .
I To-morrow, my dear madam, I leave,'

h Mrs. Rose of Kilravock, .
‘ You are much Indebted to som

h Richard Brown, .
' I cannot get the proper direction,' 

h Mr. William Cruikshank, .
‘ Apologies for not writing are,'

ii Robert Ainslie, Esq.,.
‘I am just returned from Mr. Miller's,'

h Richard Brown, .
II have been out of the country

n Mrs. Dunlop,, .
1 The last paragraph in yours,'

h Mr. Robert Muir,
‘ I have partly changed my ideas 

n [Mr. William Nicol, Edinburgh
I My life, since I saw you last,'

ii Miss Chalmers,.
• I know, my ever dear friend,'

n Richard Brown,
' I am monstrously to blame,' 

ii Mr. Robert Cleghom,
‘Yesterday, my dear Sir,' 

n [Gavin Hamilton], .
"The language of refusal is,’

» Miss Chalmers,. . »
‘I am indebted to you and,’ 

n Mr. William Dunbar, W.S.,Edinburgh, 95
II have not delayed so long to write,’

n Mrs. Dunlop, . • , • • .96
‘ Your powers of reprehension must,' 

n Mr. James Smith, Linlithgow, . . 96
' Beware of your Strasburgh,' 

n Professor Dugald Stewart,. . .97
_ ' I inclose you one or two more,'

ii Mrs. Dunlop..............................................97
1 Dryden s Virgil has delighted me.' J

« Page
To Mr. Samuel Brown, . . . .98

‘ This, I hope, will find you,'
„ Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 98

* I am really uneasy about that,’
n Mr. Robert Ainslie, .... 98

‘ I am two kind letters in your debt-; '
h Mrs. Dunlop,..............................................99

■ I have been torturing my philosophy,'
,i Mrs. Dunlop,..............................................99

1 This is the second day,’
ii Mr. Robert Ainslie.....................................100

1 This is now the third day,'
n Mr. Robert Ainslie, . . . . 100

• This letter, my dear Sir, is only,'
ii Mr. Robert Ainslii, . . . .100

‘ I just now received your,'
n Mrs. Dunlop.................................................101

' Yours of the 24th June is before me.'
ii Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh, . .102

‘ You injured me, my dear Sir,' 
n Mr. George Lockhart, Glasgow,. .103

■1 am just going for Nithsdale,' 
h Mr. Alexander Cunningham, Edinburgh, 103 

‘ My spur-galled, spavined Pegasus,'
it Mrs. Dunlop,.......................................... 104

‘ Your kind letter welcomed me,’
n Mr. Robert MTndoe, Glasgow, . . 105

‘ I am vexed for nothing more,’ 
h Mrs. Dunlop, ..... 105 

‘ I am in a fine disposition,'
ii Mr. Robert Ainslie, Writer, . .106

' I received your last, my dear friend,'
ii Mr. Beugo, Engraver, Edinburgh, . 107 

‘ There is not in Edinburgh above,' 
ii Robert Graham, Esq., of Fintry, . 108 

‘ The scrapes and prpmunires into,' 
n Mrs. Robert Burns, Mauchline,. . 109

' I received your kind letter,' 
h Miss. Chalmers, Edinburgh, . . 109

‘ Where are you? and how are you?’ 
n Mr. Morison, Mauchline, . . . Ill

‘ Necessity obliges me to go into,'
» Robert Graham, Esq», of Fintry, . Ill 

‘ Though I am scarce able to hold,' 
h Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop, . . .112

‘ I have received twins, dear Madam,'
„ Mr. Peter Hill, . . . .112

‘ I have been here in this country,'
The Editor of “The Star,” . . 113

' Notwithstanding the opprobrious epithets,' 
g^Mrs. Dunlop, . . . .. . 115

' I had the pleasure of dining,' \ 
n Mr. James Johnson, Engraver, . V 116 

' I have sent you two more Songs,' 
ii

I



/

CONTENTS. IX

98

iy,‘

inburgh, 103
B8U8,'

friend,’ 
irgh, .

ry-
intu,

try,
hold,’

. 113 
mows epithets,'

v . 115

=r, . X 116

To Dr. Blacklock, . * . . • • H6
‘ As I hear nothing of your motions,

„ Mr. John M'Murdo, Esq., Drumlanrig, 117
* I write you this and the enclosed,’

„ Mrs. Dunlop............................................. 117
* Yours, dated Edinburgh, which,'

„ William Cruickshank, . . . 118
‘ I have not room, my dear friend,'

„ Mr. John Tennant, Auchenbay, . 118 
‘ I yesterday tried my cask,'

Year 1789.

To Mrs. Dunlop,........................................ 119
‘This, dear Madam, is a morning,'

„ Dr. Moore........................................ . 120
‘ As often as I think of writing to,’

„ Mr. Robert Ainslie, .... 121
* Many happy returns of the season,'

„ Mr. M'Murdo,........................................121
* A poet and a beggar are,’

„ Professor Dugald Stewart,. . . 122
' The inclosed sealed packet I sent,'

„ The Hon. Henry Erskine,. . . 123
‘ There are two things which,' 

h Robert Cleghorn, Farmer, . . . 123
‘ I must take shame and confusion,’

„ Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 124 
‘I shall be in Edinburgh,’

h Mr. David Blair, Birmingham, . . 124
* My honour has lien bleeding,'

h Alexander Cunningham, Esq., . .124
1 When I saw in my last newspaper,

» Robert Riddell, Esq., . . .125
‘ I wish from my inmost sold,'

h Bishop Geddes.......................................... 125
* As I am conscious that,’

h The Right Hon. William Pitt, . . 126
‘ While pursy burgesses crowd,' 

i, Mr. James Bumess, .... 127 
' Why I did not write to you,' 

h Mr. William Burns, Longtown,. . 128
“ I arrived from Edinburgh only,’

» Mrs. Dunlop, ..... 129 
‘ Here am I, my honoured friend,'

» The Rev. P. Carfrae, . . .130
* I do not recollect to have/

h Mr. William Burns, Longtown,. . 131
‘ In my last, I recommended,’

» Dr. Moore..................................................131
‘ The gentleman who will deliver,'

Mr. William Bums, .... 132 
‘ I have stolen from my,V

Mr. Peter Hill,....................................... 133
‘ I will make no excuse, my dear,’

Page
To Mr. William Burns, Saddler, . . 134

• I am extremely sorry at,
,i Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 134 

‘My trunk was unaccountably delayed,’
i, Mrs. M'Murdo, Drumlanrig, . . 134

‘I have finished the piece,'
h Mrs. Dunlop..............................................135

‘You see, Madam, that I am,’ » 
i, Mr. Alex. Cunningham, . . . 135

• Your duty free favour of the,'
,i Mr. William Bums, Newcastle-on-Tyne, 136 

‘ I am happy to hear by yours,'
„ Robert Graham, Esq., . . . 136

‘ Though I intend making a little,’ 
ii Richard Brown, Port Glasgow, . . 137

‘ I was in the country by accident,'
I, Mr. James Hamilton, . . .137

' I send you by John Glover,’
„ Gavin Hamilton, . . . .138

' It is indeed with the highest pleasure,’
ii Mr. John M'Auley, Writer, Dumbarton, 138 

‘ Though I am not without my fears,'
ii Mr. Robert Ainslie, . . . .139

‘ I am perfectly ashamed of,’
. h Mrs. Dunlop,........................................ 139

' Will you take the effusions,’
„ Helen Maria Williams, . . .140

‘ Of the many problems in,' 
h Robert Graham, Esq., of Fintry, . 1*42 

‘ The language of gratitude has been,' 
ii Mr. David Sillar, Irvine, . . . 144

‘ I was half in thoughts not,’ 
h Robert Aiken, Writer, . . 144

‘ Whether In the way of my trade,'
» Mr. John Logan, . . . . 144

‘I intended to have written you,’ 
h Mr. William Burns, Newcastle-on-Tyne, 145 

‘ I received your letter, and am,'
h Mrs. Dunlop,........................................ 145

‘ I have mentioned in my last,'
h Mr. Peter Stuart, London, . . 147

‘ The hurry of a farmer in this,’
h Captain Riddell, Friars’ Carse, . . 148

' Big with the idea of this important,’ 
h Mr. Robert Ainslie, . . . .148

• I had written you long ere now,’
i, Mr. Richard Brown................................. 149

‘ I have been so hurried,'
h Mr. William Bums, Morpeth, . . 150

‘ I would have written you sooner,’ 
i, R Graham, Esq., of Fintry, . . 150

‘ I have a good while had a wish,’
i, Mrs. Dunlop...............................................152

‘ Many thanks, dear Madam,’

■»



X .
CONTENTS.

To Lady Glencaim,.
‘The honour you have done,’

„ Lady W. M. Constable, . .
- In vain have I Irom day to day,'

„ Provost Maxwell, of Lochmaben,
< As my friend Mr. Graham goes,'

„ Mr. George Sutherland, Playwright, . 
‘Jogging home yesternight,'

Year 1790.

To Mr. Gilbert Bums, .
‘I mean to take advantage of,'

„ Mr. William Dunbar, W.S.,
• Since we are here creatures of a day,’

„ Mrs. Dunlop...........................................
‘ It has been owing to unremitting,'

ii Mr. G. S. Sutherland,
‘ I was much disappointed,’ 

i, Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh,
‘ No! I will not say one word about,'

„ Mr. W. Nicol, . .
‘ That damned mare of yours is dead,'

„ William Bums, Newcastle-on-Tyne, . 
‘I would have written you sooner,'

ii Dr. Mundell, Dumfries, . .' .
‘ The bearer, Janet Nievison,’

h Mr. Alex. Cunningham, .
11 beg your pardon, my dear and,"

„ Mr. Hill...................................................
‘ At a late meeting of the Monkland,’

» Mrs. Dunlop, . . . . .
‘ I have just now, my ever honoured,’

ii Mr. Alexander Findlater, Dumfries, . 
‘ Mrs. B., like a true goodwife,’

ii Dr. Moore.................................................................
1 Coming into town this morning,’

n Mr. Murdoch, London,
‘I received a letter from you,’ 

n Mr. Robert Cleghom, Saughton Mills, 
‘ Do not ask me, my dear Sir,’ 

ii John M'Murdo, Esq., Drumlanrig, . 
‘ Now that you are over with,’

ii Mrs. Dunlop,...................................................
‘After a long day’s toll, plague,' 

ii Mr. Alex. Cunningham,
‘ Forgive me, my once dear,’

n Dr. Anderson,.....................................
‘ I am much indebted to \ 

n Miss Craik, Kirkcudbrightshire,
'Some rather unlooked-for accidents,' 

ii Mr. David Newall, Writer, Dumfries,
‘ Enclosed is a state of the account,' 

n Robert Graham, Esq., of Fintry,
‘ The very kind letter you did me,'

Page
To Alex. Fergusson, Esq., J.P., . .170

‘ I have sought you all over the town,’
Answer to the Petition of Thomas Johnston, 170 

‘ 1. Whether the petitioner has been,'
To Collector Mitchell....................................171

'I shall not fail to wait on,'
„ Crauford Tait, Esq., Edinburgh, . 172 

‘ Allow me to introduce to your,'
„ Prof. Dugald Stewart, Edinburgh, . 173 

' I will be extremely happy if,'
h Francis Grose, Esq., F.S.A., . . 173

‘ I believe among all our,'
n Francis Grose, Esq., F.S.À., . . 173

‘Among the mhhy witch stories,'
n Mrs. Dunlop,..........................................175

‘ Fate has long owed me,’

Year 1791.

To William Dunbar, W.S., . . .176
‘ I am not gone to Elysium,'

ii Mr. Peter Hill,.........................................176
‘Take these three guineas,'

ii Mr. Alex. Cunningham, . . . 177
' Many happy returns of the season,'

ii Mrs. Dunlop,........................................................177
‘When I tell you, Madam,’

» Rev. Arch. Alison, . . . .178
‘ You must by this time have,' 

ii Rev. G. Baird, London, . . .179
‘ Why did you, my dear Sir,’

,i Mrs. Graham, of Fintry, . . .180
‘ Whether it is that the story,’

» Mr. Peter Hill,. . . .180
‘ I shall say nothing to your mad,’

h Dr. Moore,........................................181
• I do not know, Sir, whether,'

,i Mr. Alex. Cunningham, Edinburgh, . 183 
‘I received yourfint letter,’ 

n John BadUgfcyie, Esq., Ayr, . . 184
‘ While here I sit, sad and,’ 

n Mr. Alexander Dalziel, Findlayston, . 184 
‘I have taken the liberty to frank,’ 

n Lady E. Cunningham, . . .185
‘I would, as usual, have availed,’

n Mrs. Dunlop............................................. 185
‘ I am once more able,"

ii Alexander Fraser Tytler, Esq., . . 186
‘ Nothing less than the unfortunate,’ 

ii Charles Sharpe, Esq., of Hoddatn, . 187 
‘ It is true, Sir, you are,'

ii Lady W. M. Constable, . . . 188
‘Nothing less than the unlucky,' » 

n Sir John Sinclair, .... 188 
'The following circumstance has,’

Page
, 153

154

154

155

155

155

156

157

157

159

160

161

161

162

163

164

164

165

166

167

167

167

168

168

169

169



town,’
hnston,
been,’

gh, .

ason,’

ad,’

burgh,

ivston,
ank,’

ed, ’

unate,' 
lam,

cy, ’ » 

has,’

. «

-

CONTENTS. xi
Pago I'aso Page
170 To............ .................................... .........

‘I am exceedingly to blame,’
189 To J. Leven, Esq., Edinburgh,

41 have sealed and secured,
202

170
‘ Thou eunuch of language,'

190 " William Creech, Esq., Bookseller,
41 this moment have yours,’

202

171 ;> h Mr. John Somerville, Edinburgh,
‘ Allow me, my dear Sir, to,'

190 " Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh,
4 This will be presented to you,’

203

172 M Mr. Alex. Findlater,.
‘ I am both much surprised and,'

190 " Mr. Stephen Clarke, Edinburgh,
4 Mr. Burns begs leave to present,’

203

173 I n Mr. Alex. Cunningham, . v 
‘ Let me interest you, my dear,’

191 " Robert Riddell, Esq., of Glenriddell, .
4 On rummaging over some old papers,’

203

173 ! „ Rev. William Moodie, Edinburgh, .
‘ This will be presented to you,’

192 " The Duke of Queensberry,.
^Will your Grace pardon this,’

203

173 , Letter dictated for Clarke,
‘ It may be deemed presumption,’

192 " Mrs. Dunlop, .
4 Do not blame me for it, Madam,’

204

175 To John Mitchell, Esq., Dumfries, .
‘ A very pressing occasion,’

193 " Mr. Alex. Cunningham,
4 No! I will not attempt an apology.’

205

h Mr. Peter Hill, Bookseller# s
* I take Glenriddell’s kind offer,

193 " Mr. Corbet, Excise, . .
4 When I was honoured with,’

207

176 [ h Miss Davies,........................................
‘ I understand my very worthy,’

193 " Mrs. Dunlop,.......................................
11 have this moment, my dear Madam,

207 v

176 ! h Miss Davies,.......................................
‘ It is impossible, Madam, that,’

194 " Mrs. Dunlop,.......................................
41 had been from home,'

208

177 I h Mr. Thomas Sloan, Manchester, . 195
‘ Suspense is .worse than disappointment;’ " Captain Johnstone, Edinburgh, .

41 have just read your prospectus,’
208

177 l n The Earl of Buchan, ....
‘ Language sinks under the ardour,'

196 " Mrs. Walter Riddell, Woodley l\rk,.
41 return you my most sincere,’

209

17S A Letter for Mr. Clarke,.
‘ Most sincerely do I regret,’

196 " Mrs. Walter Riddell, Woodley Park,. 
‘I am thinking to send my “Address,’’

209

179 To James Gracie, Esq., Banker,
. ‘ I have yours anent Crombie’s bill,’

197 " Miss Fontenelle,.......................................
4 In such a bad world as ours,’

209

180 | h Colonel Fullarton, of Fullarton,.
‘ I have just this moment got,’

197 " Mrs. Dunlop, . . ...
‘ I shall be in Ayrshire, I think,'

210

180 I h Robert Graham, Esq., of Finfry,
‘ I ought to have written you,'

197 " Miss Mary Peacock, Edinburgh,
41 have written so often to ybju,’

211

181 ’:$j| n Mr. Corbet, Excise, ....
‘ I have in my time taken up,’

198 " R. Graham, Esq., Fintry, . j .
‘I have been surprised, confounded,'

211

183

184

§ h Mr. Peter Hill, Bookseller,
‘ I was never more unfit for writing.’

; it Robert Ainslie, Esq., Edinburgh,
‘ Can you minister to a mind diseased?'

198

199

" Mrs. Dunlop.....................................................
‘ A hurry of business, thrown in,’

IVar 1703.

211

184 . n Mrs. Dunlop, . ' .
‘ Many thanks to you, Madam,’

199 To Robert Graham, Esq., of Fintry,
41 am this moment favoured,’

213

185
Year 1702. " Mrs. Graham of Fintry,

‘To Mrs. Graham of Fintry,’
215

185 Â To Mr. James Clarke, Moffat,.
‘ I received yours this moment,’

200 " Mr. William Nicol, .
‘O^hou, wisest among the Wise,’

215

186 8 h Mr. William Smellie, Printer, .
‘ I sit down, my dear Sir,’

200 " Alex. Cunningham, Esq., Edinburgh,
4 What are you doing?’

216

187 1 h Alex. Cunningham, Esq., Edinburgh,.
4 To-morrow or some day soon,'

201 " Mrs. Walter Riddell, .
4 You were so very good as to,’

216

. 188 1 it Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh,
41 send you by the bearer,’

201 " William Creech, Esq., Bookseller,
41 understand that my book,’

217

. 188 ■ n Mr. James Clarke, Moffat,.
4 If this finds you at Moffat,’

202 " John M'Murdo, Esq., Drumlanrig,
4 Will Mr. M'Murdo do me,

217

V



CONTENTS.
Xll

Page
. 217

217

To The Earl of Glencaim,
• When you cast your eye on,’

„ Mrs. Graham of Fintry, .
« Jt is probable, Madam, that,

„ Robert Riddell, Esq., of Glenriddellf . 218
< When you and I, my dear Sir,'

t. Miss Benson, York, . ■ • 218
I Among many things for which,’

„ The Hon. the Provost, Bailies, and > 
Town Council of Dumfries, . . 218

< The literary taste and liberal,'
„ Mr. White, Teacher...................................219

- Mr. White will accept of this book,’ 
Patrick Miller, Esq:, "of Dalswinton, . 219

• My poems have just come out,’
„ John Francis Erskine, Esq., of Mar, . 219 

‘ Degenerate as human nature is,’
„ Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh, . . 221

‘I would have written you soonef,’
„ Mrs. Riddell, Woodley Park, . . 221

’Had Fate put it in my power,’
„ Mrs. Riddell, ..........................................222

‘ I have often told you, my dear friend,’
h Mr. Robert Ainslie....................................222

II am d—nably out of humour,
h Miss Lesley Baillie, of Mayfield, . 223 

11 have just put the last hand to,’ 
h Miss M’Murdo, Drumlanrig, . . 223

‘Amid the profusion of èompliments,’
,i John M’Murdo, Esq., of Drumlanrig,. 224 

‘ There is a beautiful, simple,’ 
h [Gavin\Hamilton, Esq., Mauchline], . 224 

11 understand that our friend,’ 
h [John M’Murdo, Esq., Drumlanrig], . 225 

’. . . This is a painful disagreeable letter,’ 
h Captain Miller, Dalswinton, . . 225

‘ The following ode is on a subject,’ 
h Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 225 

‘I [have not lately had an,’ 
ii Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 226 

‘ I was much obliged to you,’
» Mrs. Riddell, Woodley Park, . . 226

11 will wait on you, my ever,’ 
h Mrs. Riddell, Woodley Park, . . 226

‘ I meant to have called on you,’ 
ii Miss Fontanelle, Dumfries Theatre, , 227 

‘ Enclosed is the Addréts,’
h Captain............ ..........................................227

‘ Heated as I was with wine,’ 
h Alex. Fraser Tytler, Esq., Edinburgh, 227 

‘ A poor caitiff, driving as I am,’ 
ii John M’Murdo, Esq., . . . 228

• It is said that we take the,'
ii Mr. Robert Cleghom, Saughton Mills, 229 

‘ I have just bought a quire of post,’

Page
To Mr. Robert Cleghom, Saughton Mills, 229 

i My best compliments to Mrs. Cleghorn,’
„ Mrs. Dunlop,.........................................229

‘ As I am in a complete Decemberish,’
Year 1794.

To Robert Graham, Escp, of Fintry, . 230 
‘ I am going to venture on,’

„ The Earl of Buchan.................................. 231
‘ Will your Lordship allow me,’

„ Mr.wSamuel Clark, Jun., Dumfries, . 232 
‘ I was, I know, drunk last night,’

„ Mr. Samuel Clark, Junior, Dumfries,. 232 
’ I recollect something of a,’

\„ Mrs. Riddell, Woodley Park, . . 232
‘ I dare say that this is the first,’ 

ii Mrs. Riddell, Woodley Park, . . 233
‘ I return your common-place book.’

fidell, Woodley Park, . . 233
[ve this moment got the song,’

Cunningham, . . . 234
t thou minister,’

1er Hill, Edinburgh, . . 235
i half angry with you,’ 

nes Johnson, .... 235 
knd you by my friend Mr. Wallace,’
1er Findlater, Dumfries, . ■ . 235 
dosed are the two schemes.’

Mr. Alex. Cunningham, . . . 236
fSincey wrote to you the last,’
r y • ~-x • 237
’Nothing\short oLa kind of,’ \

David M’CulWh, Sjsq., Gatehouse, . 238 
‘ My long protected journey through,’

Mrs. Dunlop, A .... 238 
‘Here in a si>1 limy inn,"

Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh, . 239 
‘I thank you for ypur kind present,’

Captain John Hamilton, Dumfries, . 239 
‘ It is even so— youlare the only,’

Mr. Peter 9411, EdinBqrgh, . . 239
’By a

Patrick Miller, Jun., Esq., otoalswinton, 240 
‘ Your offer is indeed trulv/feenerous,’

Mrs. Dunlop, in London./. . . 240
‘ I have been prodigiously disappointed,’

To Captain Johirtiatfnlton, . . . 241
‘ I enclose you three guineas,’ 

h Captain John Hamilton, . . . 242
‘ I was from home, and had not,’ 

n Mrs. Walter Riddell, .... 242 
’ Mr. Bums’ compliments to,’ 

n Mr. Heron, of Heron, . . . 242
‘ I enclose you some copies,’



CONTENTS. Xlll

Page
i Mills, 229 
Cleghorn,'

. 229
berieh,’

\
îousc,
hrougli,'

■esent,'
nfries,
ily,'

236

237

238

238

239

239

239

alawinton, 240 
mérous,'

. 240
«appointed,'

not,'

To The Editor of the MorjtxS^ Chronicle, 
‘ You will see by your subscribers’ list,'

Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh,
‘ For Hyslop’s plate, many thanks,'

243

244

y. 230 1 "
Richard A. Oswald, Esq., of Auehin- 

cruive, . 244
h Mrs. Walter Riddell, ....

‘ Par accident, meeting with Mrs. Scott,
250

231

1 You see the danger of patronising,’
Mr. John Edgar, Edinburgh,

' I understand that I sura incur,1
John Syme, Esq.,

244
h Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh,.

‘ How are you, my dear Friend,’
250

fries, . 232
X
245

h Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh,
1 You should have had this,’

251

ht,’
mfries,. 232

‘ You know that among other,’ 
William Creech, Esq., 246

it Mrs. Walter Riddell,....
‘ I am in such miserable health/

251

232
‘ I had intended to have troubled,’

Mr. Wm. Lorimer, Senior,. 246
h Mr. Clarke, Forfar, ....

‘Still, still the victim of affliction!’
251

V
233

‘I called for you yester night,'
Mr. Robert Cleghom, Saughton, 247

h Mr. Alex. Cunningham,
‘ I received yours here this moment,’

252

book.'
233

‘Enclosed you have Clarke’s “Gaffer Gray,'" 
David Staig, Esq., Dumfries, . . 247

h Mr. Gilbert Burns, .
* It will be no very pleasing news,’

253

ong,’
234

‘ I know, Sir, that anything which,’ 
Mrs. Walter Riddell, Halleaths,. 248

n Mr. James Armour, Mauchline,.
‘For Heaven’s sake, and,’

253

. . 235
‘ I have perused with great,’

Mrs. Walter Riddell, Halleaths,. 248
h Mrs. Dunlop,.......................................

‘ I have written you so often,’
253

Wallace,'
. * •

235
‘ I think there is little doubt,’

Mrs. Walter Riddell, Halleaths,. 248
h Mr. James Burn ess, Montrose, .

‘ When you offered me money,’
254

235
‘ A severe domestic misfortune,’

Year 1796.
h James Gracie, Esq., Dumfries, .

1 It would [bel doing high injustice,*
255

To Mr. Robert Cleghom, Saughton Mills, 249 
‘ The foregoing had been sent,' 

n Mr. James Johnson, Edinburgh,
‘ Mr. Clarke will have acquainted,’

n Mrs. Walter Riddell, Halleaths,
11 cannot express my gratitude,

249

249

To Mr. Peter Hill, Edinburgh,
* By the chaise, the driver of,’

Mrs. Dunlop, ....
* These many months you have been,'

250

250

Mrs. Bums, ....
11 delayed writing until,'

Mr. John Clark, Esq., Locherwoods, 
' My hours of bathing have,’

James Armour, Mauchline,
1 Do, for heaven’s sake, send,’

256

CORRESPONDENCE WITH CLARINDA,

Introduction, . 257

Year 1787.
L Dec. 6th.......................................................... 258

‘ Must ever regret that I so lately got an ac
quaintance I shall ever highly esteem.'

n. Dec. 8th........................................................259
‘An unlucky fall from a coach.’

m. Dec. 12th, . / . . . 259
‘Your friendship, Madam! By heavens I 

was never proud before.'
IV. Dec. 20th,.......................................... 259

' Pay my addresses to a married woman ! '
V. Dec. 28th,.....................................................260

'Do not think I flatter you or have a design
upon you.'

Year 1788.
tl. Jan. 3rd,........................................

‘My limb is vastly better.'
261

................................................ 257-288

vu. Jan. 3rd, ............................................... 262
‘You have, my Clarinda, much misconstrued 

your friend.'
VIII. Jan. 5th.....................................................263

‘ One of these hours my dear Clarinda blest
me with yesternight ’

IX. Jan. 8th................................. . . 264
‘ I am delighted, charming Clarinda, with

your honest enthusiasm for religion.'
x. Jan. 10th,.................................................  265

'What I said in my last, the powers of 
fuddling sociality only know.

XI. Jan. 12th, . . . .266
‘Your thoughts on religion, Clarinda.'

XII. Jan. 12th,...........................................266
‘Offend me, my dearest angel ! You can

not offend me.’
xm. Jan. 14th, . • . . . 266

‘ Ashamed of thus scrawling whole sheets 
of Incoherence.’



CONTENTS.
\

t Page
xiv. Jan. loth,........................................."267

‘O Clarinda! why will you wound my soul?’
XV. Jan. 19th,.........................................268

1 What luxury of bliss I was enjoying this 
time yesternight ! '

XH. Jan. 20th-21st, •• . . .'269
‘ qiarinda, may I reckon on your friendship 

' for life?"
xvil. Jan. 21st................................................ 270

‘ 0, what a fool I am in love!’
xviii. Jan. 24th, . . . , . • 270

Why, or how, she should fall to the blessed 
lot of a poor harum-scarum poet.’

Xix. Jan. 25th, . . . . . 271
1 Be reconciled, my angel, to your God, 

yourself, and me.’
xx. Jan. 26th.................................................. 272

'I was on the way, my Love, to meet you.'
xxi. Jan. 27th-2Sth, . , . . . 272

‘ I have almost given up the excise idea.'
XXII. Jan. 29th, . .„ . . 272

1 Could you think that I intended to hurt 
you by anything I said yesternight^’

xxill. Feb. 1st,............................................273
‘1 am miserably stupid this morning. Yes

terday I dined with a Baronet.'
xxiv. Feb. 3rd, . . . . 273

■ Yesternight I was happy. . . . You are 
an angel, Clarinda'

xxv. Feb. 7th,............................................274
1 Never woman more entirely possessed my

soul.’
XXVI. Feb. 13th.............................................   275

1 Name the terms on which you wish to see 
me, to correspond with me.’

xxvii. Feb. 13th, . . v . . 275
1 You are only answerable to God in such a 

matter.'
xxvm. Feb. 14th,. . . . . 276

* If I have robbed you of a friend, God for
give me. But, Clarinda, be comforted.'

xxix. Feb. 14th, . . . . .276
' Clarinda, matters are grown very serious

with us.'
xxx. Feb. 15th............................................... 277

1 Never be discouraged at all this. . . .
Be comforted, my love!'

XXXI. Feb. 18th,........................................ 277

Page
xxxiil. Feb. 23rd,........................................278

* I set off to-morrow for Dumfriesshire.’
xxxiv. March 2nd, .... 279 •

‘I have been tossed about through the 
country ever since I wrote you.’

xxxv. March 6th, ..... 280 
‘I own myself guilty, Clarinda ; I should 

have written you.'
xxxvi. March 7th............................................ 280

‘ I have been stung with your reproach for 
unkindness.'

xxxvii. March 17th, .... 282
* I will meet you to-morrow, Clarinda, as you

appoint.’
Xxxviil. March 18th, .... 282

i ‘ I thank you for all the happiness bestowed 
V on me yesterday.'
xxxix. March 19th..........................................282

‘ Clarinda, will that envious night-cap hinder 
you from appearing at the window?'

XL. March 21st,............................................. 283
‘ Clarinda and I will make our pilgrimage 

together.’

Year 1789.
xli. March 9th, . . . . . 283

* You will pardon me, Madam, if I do not
carry my complaisance so far.'

* Every mile-stone that marked my progress 
<•' from Clarinda.'

XXXII. Feb." 22nd, . . . . .278
‘ I wrote you, my dear Madam, the moment 

I alighted in Glasgow.'

Year 1790.
xlii. February,........................................ 284

' I have indeed been ill, Madam, the whole 
winter.'

Year 1791.
xliii. August, . . . . . 284

‘ I have received both your letters, Madam.' 
xliv. November 23rd, • . . . . 285

\It is extremely difficult for me to deny a 
^ l lady anything.'

xlv. Dec. 15th,...........................................286
‘I have some merit, my ever dearest of 

women.' ,
XLvi. Dec. 27th.................................................286

1 Ac fond kiss and then we sever.'

Year 1798.
xlvii. March.....................................................287

1 The recollection of joys that are no more.'

Year 1794-
xlvin. June 25th............................................. 288

‘ First let me be informed of you how I shall 
write you !’

. r 1

I



THE

WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

.TO --------- 1

What you may think of this letter when 
you see the name that subscribes it I cannot 
know ; and perhaps I ought to make a long 
preface of apologies for the freedom 1 am 
going to take ; but as my heart means no 

voffcnce, but on the contrary is rather too 
warmly interested in your favour, for that 
reason I hope you will forgive me when I tell 
you that I most sincerely and affectionately 
love you. I am a stranger in these matters, 
A—, as I assure you that you are the first 
woman to whom I ever made such a declara
tion, so I declare I am at a loss how to pro
ceed.—I have more than once come into your 
company with an intention to tell you what 
1 have just now told you, but my resolution2 
always failed me, and even now my heart 
trembles for the consequence of what I have 
said. I hope, my dear A—, you will not 
despise me because I,am ignorant of the flat
tering arts of courtship ; I ' hope my inexperi
ence of the world will plead for me.—I can 
only say I sincerely love you, and there is 
nothing on earth I so ardently wish for, or

1 The original MS. of this letter (apparently a draft 
or scroll) hears no date, address, or signature, but as 
Mr. W. Scott Douglas points out, “ the style of pen
manship betokens its early date." It may have been 
written by the poet merely for practice and not to 
any real correspondent, or perhaps it was composed 
for some friend less skilled in letter-writing. Or it 
may have been the first of the short series of letters 

Wkhlressed to Ellison Begble which next follow.
This letter was first published, with a facsimile of 

the MS., in the Library Edition of Burns (W. 
Paterson, Edin. 1877-79), edited by Mr. Douglas.

1 Above this word “ intention " is interlined in the 
MS. *

could possibly give me so much happiness, as 
one day to see you mine.—I think you cannot 
doubt my sincerity, as I am sure that when
ever I see you my very looks betray me, and 
when once you are convinced I am sincere, I 
am pretty certain you have too much goodness 
and humanity to allow an honest mân to lan
guish in suspencc only because he loves you 
too well, but I am certain that in such a state 
of anxiety as I myself at present feel an 
absolute denial would be a much preferable 
state.—

TO ELLISON (or ALISON) BEGBIE.3

[Lochlea, 1780 or 1781.)
MY DEAR E.,

I do notVemcmber in the course of your 
acquaintance and mine, ever to have heard 
your opinion on the ordinary way of falling in 
love, amongst people in our station in life ; I 
do not mean^the persons who proceed in the 
way of bargain, but those whose affection is 
really placed on the person.

Though I be, as you know very well, but a 
very awkward lover myself, yet as I have some 
opportunities of observing the conduct of others 
who are much better skilled in the affair of 
courtship than I am, I often think it is owing 
to lucky chance more than to good manage
ment, that there are not more unhappy mar
riages than usually are.

It is natural for a young fellow to like the

8 The daughter of a small farmer in the parish of 
Qalston. She was about 1780-81 a servant with a 
family on the banks of the Cessnock about two miles 
from the farm of the Burnses. See note to song “ On 
Cessnock Banks," vol. i. p. 196.
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acquaintance of the females, and customary for 
him to keep them company when occasion 
serves; some one of them is more agreeable 
to him than the rest; there is something, he 
knows not what, pleases him, he knows not 
how, in her company. This I take to be what 
is called love with the greater part of us ; and 
I must own, my dear E., it is a hard game 
such a one as you have to play when you meet 
with such a lover. You cannot admit but he 
is sincere, and yet though you use him ever 
so favourably, perhaps in a few months, or at 
farthest in a year or two, the same unaccount
able fancy may make him as distractedly fond 
of another, whilst you are quite forgot. I am 
aware that perhaps the next time I have the 
pleasure of seeing you, you may bid me take 
my own lesson home, and tell me that the 
passion I have professed for you is perhaps one 
of those transient flashes I have been describ
ing; but I hope, my dear E., you will do 
me the justice to believe me, when I assure 
you, that the love I have for you is founded 
on the sacred principles of virtue and honour/ 
and by consequence so long as you continue 
possessed of those amiable qualities which 
first inspired my passion for you, so long must 
I continue to love you. Believe me, my dear, 
it is love like this alone which can render the 
marriage state happy. People may talk of 
flames and raptures as long as they please, and 
a warm fancy, with a flow of youthful spirits, 
may make them feel somewhat like what they 
describe ; but sure I am the nobler faculties 
of the mind, with kindred feelings of the 
heart, can only be the foundation of friendship, 
and it has always been my opinion, that the 
married life was only friendship in a more 
exalted degree. If you will be so good as to 
grant my wishes, and it should please Provi
dence to spare us to the latest period of life, 
I can look forward and see that even,.then, 
though bent down with wrinkled age;'even 
then, when all other worldly circumstances 
will be indifferent to me, I will regard my 
E. with the tenderest affection, and for this 
plain reason, because she is still possessed of 
those noble qualities, improved to a much 
higher degree, which first inspired my affec
tion for her.

01 happy state when souls each other draw,
Where love is liberty, and nature law.

general correspondence.

I know were I to speak in such a style to 
many a girl, who thinks herself possessed of 
no small share of sense, she would think it 
ridiculous; but the language of the heart is, 
my dear E., the only courtship I shall ever
use to you. __

When I look over what X have written, I 
am sensible it is vastly different from the 
ordinary style of courtship,! but I shall make 
no apology—I know your1 good nature will 
excuse what your good sense may see amiss. 
—R. B.

TO THE SAME.

LOCHLEA, [1780-1781).

I verily believe, my dear E., that the pure 
genuine feelings of love are as rare in the 
world as the pure genuine principles of virtue 
and piety. This, I hope, will account for the 
uncommon style of all my letters V» you. By 
uncommon, I mean their being written in such 
a hasty manner, which, to tell you the truth, 
has made me often afraid lest you should take 
me for some zealous bigot, who conversed with 
his mistress as he would converse with his 
minister. I don’t know how it is, my dear, 
for though, except your company, there is 
nothing on earth gives me so much pleasure 
as writing to you, yet it never gives me those 
giddy raptures so much talked of among lovers.
I have often thought, that if a well-grounded 
affection be not really a part of virtue, ’tis 
something extremely akin to it. Whenever 
the thought of my E. warms my heart, every 
feeling of humanity, every principle of gener
osity kindles in my breast. It extinguishes 
every dirty spark of malice and envy which 
are but too apt to infest me. I grasp every 
creature in the arms of universal benevolence, 
and equally participate in the pleasures of the 
happy, and sympathize with the miseries of 
the unfortunate. I assure you, my dear, I 
often look up to the Divine Disposer of events 
with an eye of gratitude for the blessing which 
I hope he intends to bestow on me in bestow
ing you. I sincerely wish that He may bless 
my endeavours to make your life as com
fortable and happy as possible, both in sweet
ening the rougher parts of my natural temper, 
and bettering the unkindly circumstances of
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jny fortune. This, my dear, is a passion, at 
least in my view, worthy of a man, and I will 
add worthy of a Christian. The sordid earth
worm may profess love to a woman’s person, 
while in reality his affection is centred in her 
pocket; and the slavish drudge may go a- 
wooing as he goes to the horse-market to 
choose one who is stout and firm, and, as we 
may say of an old horse, one who will be a 
good drudge and draw kindly. I disdain 
their dirty, puny ideas. I would be heartily 
out of humour with myself, if I thought 1 
were capable of having so poor a notion of the 
sex which was designed to crown the pleasures 
of society. Poor devils ! I don’t envy them 
their happiness who have such notions. For 
my part I propose quite other pleasures with 
my dear partner.—R. B.

TO THE SAME.

[Lochlea, 1780-81.]

I have often thought it a peculiarly un
lucky circumstance in love, that though, in 
every other situation in life, telling the truth 
is not only the safest, but actually by far the 
easiest way of proceeding, a lover is never 
under greater difficulty in acting, or more 
puzzled for expression, than when his passion 
is sincere, and his intentions are honourable. 
1 do not think that it is very difficult for a 
person of ordinary capacity to talk of love and 
fondness, which are not felt, and to make 
vows of constancy and fidelity, which are never 
intended to be performed, if he be villain 
enough to practise such detestable conduct: 
but to a man whose heart glows with the 
principles of integrity and truth, and who 
sincerely loves a woman of amiable person, 
uncommon refinement of sentiment and purity 
of manners—to such a one, in such circum
stances, I can assure you, my dear, from my 
own feelings at this present moment, courtship 
is a task indeed. There is such a number 
of foreboding fears, and distrustful anxieties 
crowd into my mind when I am in your 
company, or whet^[;8it down to write to you, 
that what to speak or what to write, I am 
altogether at a loss.

There is one rule which' I have hitherto 
practised, and which I shall invariably keep

with you, and that is, honestly to tell you the 
plain truth. There is something so mean and 
unmanly in the arts of dissimulation and 
falsehood, that I am surprised they can be 
acted by any one in so noble, so generous a 
passion, as virtuous love. No, my dear E., 
I shall never endeavour to gain your favour by 
such detestable practices. If you will be so 
good and so generous as to admit me for your 
partner, your companion, your bosom friend 
through life, there is nothing on this side of 
eternity shall give me greater transport ; but 
I shall never think of purchasing your hand 
by any arts unworthy of a man, and I will 
add, of a Christian. There is one thing, my 
dear, which I earnestly request of you, and it 
is this ; that you would soon either put an end 
to my hopes by a peremptory refusal, or cure 
me of my fears by a generous consent.

It would oblige me much if you would send 
me a line or two when convenient. I shall 
only add further, that, if a behaviour regulated 
(though perhaps but very imperfectly) by the 
rules of honour and virtue, if a heart devoted 
to love and esteem you, and an earnest en
deavour to promote your happiness ; if these 
are qualities you would wish in a friend, in a 
husband, I hope you shall ever find them in 
your real friend and sincere lover,

R B.

TO THE SAME.

[Lochlea, 1781.]
I ought, in good manners, to have acknow

ledged the receipt of your letter before this 
time, but my heart was so shocked with the 
contents of it, that I can scarcely yet collect 
my thoûghts so as to write you on the subject. 
I will not attempt to describe what I felt on 
receiving your letter. I read it over and over, 
again and again, and though it was in the 
politest language of refusal, still it was per
emptory; “you were sorry you could not 
make me a return, but you wish me,” what, 
without you, I never can obtain, “you wish 
me all kind of happiness.” It would be weak 
and unmanly to say that without you I never 
can be happy ; but sure I am, that sharing life 
with you would have given it a relish, that, 
wanting you, I can never taste.

Your uncommon personal advantages, and
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your superior good sense, do not so much 
strike me; these, possibly, may be met with 
in a few instances in others ; but that amiable 
goodness, that tender feminine softness, that 
endearing sweetness' of disposition, with all 
the charming offspring of a warm feeling heart 
—these I never again expect to meet with, in 
such a degree, in this world. All these charm
ing qualities, heightened by an education 
much beyond any thing I have ever met in 
any woman I ever dared to approach, have 
made an impression on my heart that I do 
not think the world can ever efface. My 

-imagination has fondly flattered myself with 
a wish, I dare not say it ever reached a hope, 
that possibly I might one day call you mine.
I had formed the most delightful images, and 
my fancy fondly brooded over them; but now 
I am wretched for the loss of what I really 
had no right to expect. I must now think no 
more of you as a mistress ; still I presume to 
ask to be admitted as a friend. As siicfli I wish 
to be allowed to wait on you, and as I expect 
to remove in a few days a little further off, and 
you, I suppose, will soon leave this place, I 
wish to see or hear from you soon ; and if an 
expression should perhaps escape me, rather 
too warm for friendship, I hope you wilj pardon 
it in, my dear Miss—(pardon me the dear 
expression for once) * * * *

R B.*

TO WILLIAM BURN ESS.2

IRVINK, Dec. 27,1781.
honoured Sir,

I have purposely delayed writing in the 
hope that I should have the pleasure of seeing 
you on New Year’s-day; but work comes so 
hard upon us, that I do not choose to be absent 
on that account, as well as for some other little 
reasons, which I shall tell you at meeting.

1 Lockhart and Motherwell both express a favour
able opinion of the letters to Ellison Begbie, yet Dr. 
Hately Waddell, one of the warmest eulogists of the 
poet, says of them pithily and, as we think, Justly 
14 After such sermonizing the result was by no means 
wonderful." They look as if copied from a 44 Com
plete Letter Writer," or a novel of the Richardson 
type.

a44 One of the most striking letters in the Collection 
(Cromek s Reliques qf Bums), and, to us, one of the

| My health is nearly the same as when you 
were here, only my sleep is a little sounder, 
and on the whole I am rather better than 
otherwise, though I mend by very slow de
grees. The weakness of my nerves has so 
debilitated my mind, that I dare neither re
view past wants, nor look forward into futurity; 
for the least anxiety or perturbation in my 
breast produces most unhappy effects on my 
whole frame. Sometimes, indeed, when for an 
hour or two my spirits arc a little lightened, 
I glimmer a little into futurity ; but my prin
cipal, and indeed my only pleasurable, em
ployment is looking backwards and forwards 
in a moral and religious way. I am quite 
transported at the thought, that ere long, 
perhaps very soon, I shall bid an eternal adieu 
to all the pains, and uneasiness, and dis
quietudes of this weary life ; for I assure you 
I am heartily tired of it ; and if I do not very 
much deceive myself, I could contentedly and 
gladly resign it
most interesting, is the earliest of the whole series ; 
being addressed to his father in 1781, six or seven 
years before his name had been heard out of his own 
family. The author was then a common ilax-dresser, 
and his father a poor peasant;—yet there is not one 
trait of vulgarity either in the thought or expression; 
but, on the contrary, a dignity and elevation of senti
ment which must have been considered as of good 
omen in a youth of much higher condition."— 
Jeffrey,

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

1
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The soul, uneasy, and confined at home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.1

It is for this reason I am more pleased with 
the 15th, 16th, and 17th verses of the 7th 
chapter of Revelations, than with any ten times 
as many verses in the whole Bible, and vkpuld 
not exchange the noble enthusiasm withwjeh 
they inspire me for STl that this worktJpKff to 
offer. As for this world, I despair of ever 
making a figure in it. \ am not formed for 
the bustle of the busy, no"h the flutter of the 
gay. I shall never again be capable of enter
ing into such scenes. Indeed, I am altogether 
unconcerned at the thoughts of Ihis life. 1 
foresee that poverty and obscurtty probably 
await me, and 1 am, in some measure, prepared, 
and daily preparing to meet them. I have 
but just time and paper to return you my 
grateful thanks for the lessons of virtue and 
piety you have given mik which were too much 
neglected at the time orvgiving them, but 
which I hope have been remembered ere it is 
yet too late. Present rmdtlutiful respects to 
my mother, and my compliments to Mr. and 
Mrs. Muir; and with wishing you a merry 
New-Year’s-day, I shall conclude. I am, 
honoured Sir, your dutiful Son,

Robert Burners.

P. S. My meal is nearly ouf, but I am going 
to borrow till 1 get more.

TO SIR JOHN WH1TEFOORD, Bart.,

0F BALLOCIIMYLE.

SIR,
We who subscribe this are both members of 

St. James's Lodge, Tarbolton, and one of us 
in the office of Warden, and as we have the 
honour of having you for master of our Lodge, 
we hope you will excuse this freedom, as you 
are the proper person to whom we ought to 
apply. We look on our mason lodge to be a 
serious matter, both with respect to the char
acter of masonry itself, and likewise as it is 
a charitable society. This last indeed does 
not interest you farther than a benevolent

1 Hope springe eternal in the human hreaet :
Man never is, but always to be, blest :
The soul, uneasy and confined from home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.—Pope.

heart is interested in the welfare of its fellow- 
creatures ; but to us, Sir, who are of the lower 
orders of mankind, to have a fund in view, on 
which we mfiy with certainty depend to be 
kept from want should we be in circumstances 
of distress or old age, this is a matter of im
portance,

We are sorry to observe that our Lodge’s 
affairs with respect to its finances, have for a 
good while been in a wretched situation. We 
have considerable sums in bills which lie by 
without being paid or put in execution, and 
many of our members never mind their yearly 
dues or anything else belonging to the Lodge. 
And since the separation from St. David’s, we 
are not sure even of our existence as a Lodge. 
There has been a dispute before the Grand 
Lodge, but how decided, or if decided at all,, 
we know not. *

For these and other reasons we humbly be; ' 
the favour of you, as soon as convenient, t 
call a meeting, and let us consider on som 
means to retrieve our wretched affairs. We 
are, &c.a

TO MR. JOHN MURDOCH,

SCHOOLMASTER,

STAPLES INN BUILDINGS, LONDON.3

Dear Sir,
Lochlea, 15th Jan. 1783.

As I have an opportunity of sending you 
a letter without putting you to that expense 
which any production of mine would but ill 
repay, I embrace it with pleasure, to tell you 
that I have not forgotten, nor ever wit) forget, 
the many obligations I lie under to your kind
ness and friendship.

s separation of the St. David’s and St. James's 
Fn jfcason Lodges of Tarbolton, referred to above, 
took place in June, 1782, and the above letter was 
probably written shortly after that event. It exists 
as a scroll on the back of the draft of the letter 
which we print as the first of his correspondence. 
It was, like it, first published in the Library Edition 
of Burns (Edin. 1877-79).

Respecting Sir J. Whitefoord, see note to a letter 
afterwards addressed to him by Burns;

3 Mr. John Murdoch, as narrated in the Life, was 
the poet’s early teacher. He died in London, where 
he had been long resident, in 1824. He was author 
of several books connected with his profession of a 
schoolmaster. See Life.

1
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I doubt not, Sir, but you will wish to know 
what has been the result of all the pains of an 
indulgent father and a masterly teacher; and 
I wish I could gratify your curiosity with such 
a recital as you- would be pleased with: but 
that is what I dm afraid will not be the case. 
1 have, indeed, kept nretty clear of vicious 
habits; and in this respfct, I hope, my con
duct will not disgrace the education I have 
gotten; but, as a man of the world, I am most 
miserably deficient. One would have thought 
that, bred, as I have been, under a father wtid 
has figured pretty well as tin homme ties 
affaires, I might have been, what the world 
calls, a pushing, active fellow; but to tell you 
the truth, Sir, there is hardly any thing more 
my reverse. I seem to be one sent into the 
world to see and observe; and I very easily 
compound with the knave who tricks me of 
my money, if there be any thing original 
about him, which shows me human nature in 
a different light from any thing I have seen 
before. In short, the joy of my heart is to 
“study men, their manners, and their ways;” 
and for this darling subject, I cheerfully sac
rifice every other consideration. I am quite 
indolent about those great concerns that set 
the bustling, busy sons of care agog; and if I 
have to answer for the present hour, I am 

* very easy with regard to any thing further. 
Even the last, worst shift of the unfortunate 
and the wretched does not much terrify me: 
I know that, even then, my talent for what 
country folks call “a sensible crack," when 
once it is sanctified by a hoary head, would 
procure me so much esteem, that even then—
I would learn to be happy.1 However, I am 
under no apprehensions about that; for though 
indolent, yet so far as an cxpemcly delicate 
constitution permits, I am &>t lazy; and in 
many things, especially in tavern matters, I 
am a strict economist; not, indeed, for the 
sake of the money; but one of the principal 
parts in my*Mmiosition is a kind cf pride of 
stomach, amHrscorn to fear the face of any 
man living: above every thing, I abhor as hell, 
the idea of sneaking in a corner to avoid a dun

1 The last shift alluded to here must be the condi- 
tion of an itinerant beggar.

The last o't, the warst o’t,
Is only but to beg.

See stanza third, “ Epistle to Davie," vol. I. p. 240.

—possibly some pitiful, sordid wretch, who in 
my heart I despise and detest. ’Tis this, and 
this alone, that endears economy to me.2 In 
the matter of books, indeed, I am very pro
fuse. My favourite authors are of the senti
mental kind, such as Shenstone, particularly 
his Elegies; Thomson; Man of Feeling3—a 
book I prize neit to the Bible; Man of the 
World; Sterne, especially his Sentimental 
Journey; Macpherson’s Onion, &c. ; these 
are the glorious models after which I endea- 
-rourtp form my conduct, and 'tis incongruous, 
’tis absurd to suppose that the man .whose 
mind glows with sentiments lighted up at 
their sacred flame—the man whose heart dis
tends with benevolence to all the human race 
—he “wno can^joarabot^this little sccne^of, 
things ”—can he descend t<bmind the paltry 
concerns about which the terra-filial jace fret, 
and fume, and vex themselves ! O tow the 
glorious triumph swells my heart ! I forget 
that am a poor, insignificant dbvil, up- 
noticed and unknown, stalking up and down 
fairs and markets, when I happen to be in 
them, reading a page or two of Mankind, and 
“catching the manners living as they rise,” 
whilst the men of business jostle me on every 
side, as an idle incumbrance in their way.— 
But I dare say I have by this time tired your 
patience; so I shall conclude with begging 
you to give Mrs. Murdoch—not my compli
ments, for that is a mere commonplace story; 
but my warmest, kindest wishes for her wel
fare; and accept of the same for yourself, 
from, dear Sir, yours.—R. B.

TO MR. JAMES BERNESS,
WRITER, MONTROSE.*

Lochlea, 21st June, 1783.
Dear Sir,

My father received your favour of the 10th 
current, and as lie has been for some months

1 Not for to hide it in a hedge.
Nor for a train-attendant.

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent.

- Eputt It to a Young Friend.
3 Of this sickly, sentimental work, Burns tells us he 

wore out two copies by carrying in his pocket !
4 “The gentleman to whom this letter is addressed 

(the son of an elder brother of my father's), when he 
was very young, lost his father, and having discovered
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very poorly in health, and is in his own opinion 
(and, indeed, in almost every body's else) in 
a dying condition, he has only, with great 
difficulty, wrote a few farewell lines to each 
of his brothers-in-law. For this melancholy 
reason, I now hold the pen for him to thank 
you for your kind letter, and to assure you, 
Sir, that it shall not he my fault if my father’s 
correspondence in the north die with him. 
My brother writes to'John Caird,1 and to him
1 must refer you for the news of our family.

I shall only trouble you with a few particu
lars relative to the present wretched state of this 
country. Our markets arc exceedingly high; 
oatmeal, 17<Z. and 18(Z. per peek, and not to 
he got even at that price. We have indeed 
been pretty well supplied with quantities of 
white peas from England and elsewhere, but 

( that resource is likely to fail us, and what will 
'become of us then, particularly the very poor
est sort, Heaven only knows. This country, 
till of late, was flourishing incredibly in the 
manufacture of silk, lawn, and carpet-weaving; 
and we are still carrying on a good deal in that 
way, but much reduced from what it was. 
We had also a fine trade in the shoe way, but 
now entirely ruined, and hundreds driven to 
a starving condition on account of it. Farm
ing is also at a very low ebb with us. Our 

, lands, generally speaking, arc mountainous 
and barren ; and our landholders, full of ideas 
of farming gathered6 from the English and the 
Lothian», and other rich soils in Scotland, 
make no allowance for the odds of the quality 
of land, and consequently stretch us much 

. beyond what in the event we will be found 
able to pay.2 We arc also much at a loss for

want of proper methods in our improvements 
of farming. Necessity compels us to leave our 
old schemes, and few of us have opportunities 
of being well informed in new ones. In short, 
my dear Sir, since the unfortunate beginning 
of this American war, and its as unfortunate 
conclusion1, this country has been, and still is, 
decaying very fast. Even in higher life, a 
couple of our Ayrshire noblemen, and the 
major part of our knights and squires, are all 
insolvent. A miserable job of a Douglas, 
Heron, and Co.’s bank, which no doubt you 
have heard of, has undone numbers of them ; 
and imitating English and French, and other 
foreign luxuries and fopperies, has ruined as 
many more. There is a great trade of smug
gling carried on along our coasts, which, how
ever destructive to the interests of the kingdom 
at large, certainly enriches this corner of it, 
but too often at the expense of our morals. 
However, it enables individuals to make, at 
least for a time, a splendid appearance: but 
Fortune, as is usual with her when she is un
commonly lavish of her favours, is generally 
even with them at the last ; and happy were 
it for numbers of them if she would leave 
them no worse than when she found them.

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

I shall conclude this long letter with assur
ing you that I shall he very happy to hear

|t'.' in his father’s repositories some of my father’s letters, 
pLjw requested that the correspondence might be 

’>*tenewed. My fattier continued till the last year of 
Ms life to corrApond witli ids nephew, and it was 
afterwards kept up by my brother. Extracts from 
some of my brother's letters to his cousin, are intro
duced in tills edition for tile purpose of exhibiting 
tliu I'oet before liu had attracted the notice of the 
public, and in litf domestic family relations after
wards."—Gilbert Burns.

1 Jo(m Caird, husband of Els pet, a sister of tile poet's 
father.

* Tile poet here figures as the farmer. That bis 
opinions, as an agriculturist, were valued, may tie 
gathered from the following note attached to a 
General View of the Agriculture of the County of 
Ayr, by Colone Fullerton, of Fullarton, drawn up 
for the consideration of the Board of Agriculture and 

VOL. IV,

from you, or any of our friends in your coun
try, when opportunity serves.

My father sends you, probably for the last 
time in this world, his warmest wishes for 
your welfare and happiness; and my mother 
and the rest of the family desire to enclose

Internal 1 mprovement, and published at Edinburgh, 
1793: In order to prevent the danger arising from
horned cattle in studs and straw yards, the best 
mode is to cut out the budding knob, or root of the 
horn, while the call is very young. This was sug
gested to me by Mr. Robert Burns, whose general 
talents are no less conspicuous, than the poetic 
powers which have done so much honour to the 
county where he was born." We rather think this 
suggestion has never found much favour.

60
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their kind compliments to you, Mrs. Burn ess, 
and the rest of your family, along with,

Dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin,
Robt. Burners.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

TO MR. JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE.

LoCHLBA, 17th Feb. 1784.
Dear Cousin,

I would ^iave returned you my thanks for 
your kind favour of the 13th of December 
sooner, had it not been that I waited to give 
you an account of that melancholy event, 
which, for some time past, we have from day 
to day expected.

On the 13th current I lost the best of fathers. 
Though, to be sure, we have had long warning 
of the impending stroke; still the feelings of 
nature claim their part, and I cannot recollect 
the tender endearments and parental lessons 
of the best of friends and ablest Of instructors, 
without feeling what perhaps the calmer dic
tates of reason would partly condemn.

1 I hope my father’s friends in your country 
‘will not let their connection in this place die 
with him. For my part I shall ever with 
pleasure—with pride, acknowledge my con
nection with those who were allied by the 
ties of blood and friendship to a man whose 
memory I shall ever honour and revere.

I expect, therefore, my dear Sir, you will 
not neglect any opportunity of letting me hear 
from you, which will very much oblige,

My dear Cousin, yours sincerely,
Robert Burn ess.

TO.MR. JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE.

J MoSSQIKlVi August, 1784.
THY DEAR Sir,

I ought in gratitude to have acknowledged 
the receipt of your last kind letter before this 
time; but, without troubling you with any 
apology, I shall proceed to inform you that 
our family are all in good health at present, 
and we were very happy with the unexpected 
favour of John Caird’s company for nearly two 
weeks, and I must say it of him, that he is 
one of the most agreeable, facetious, warm
hearted lads I was ever acquainted with.

We have been surprised with one of the 
most extraordinary phenomena in the moral 
world which, I daresay, lilts happened in the 
course of this last century. We have had a 
party of Presbytery Relief,1 as they call them
selves, for some time in this country. A 
pretty thriving society of them has been in the 
burgh of Irvine for some years past, till about 
two years ago a Mrs. Buchan from Glasgow 
came among them, and began to spread some 
fanatical notions of religion among them, and, 
in a short time, made many converts among 
them: and, among others, their preacher, Mr. 
Whyt&who, upon that account, has been sus
pended and formally deposed by his brethren.2 
Re continued, however, to preach in private 
to his party, and was supported, both he, and 
their spiritual mother, as they affect to call 
old Buchan, by the contributions of the rest, 
several of whom were in good circumstances ; 
till, in spring last, the populace rose and 
mobbed the old leader, Buchan, and put her 
out of the town; on which, all her followers 
voluntarily quitted the place likewise, and 
with such precipitation, that many of them 
never shut their doors behind them ; one left 
a washing on the green, another a cow bellow
ing at the crib without food, or any body to 
mind her, and after several stages, they are 
fixed at present in the neighbourhood of Dum
fries. Their tenets are a strange jumble of 
enthusiastic jargon ; among others, she pre
tends to give them the Holy Ghost by breath
ing on them, which she docs with postures 
and practices that are scandalously indecent; 
they have likewise disposed of all their effects, 
and hold a community of goods, and live nearly 
an idle life, carrying on a great farce of pre
tended devotion in bams and woods, where 
they lodge and lie all together, and hold likc-

1 The Relief Church w*as a body of Presbyterian 
dissenters from the Established Church of Scotland 
that formed themselves into a separate sect about 
the middle of last century. In 1847 they combined 
with other bodies to form the United Presbyterian 
Church.

« Mrs. liuchan was a native of Banffshire, and the 
wife of a tradesman employed at a Glasgow pottery. 
The nature of her fanaticism much resembled that of 
the more modern prophetess, Joanna Southcote. The 
poor Insane creature believed she was to bring forth 
a Messiah ; and after her death, her followers, like 
the Southcotians, cherished for years the notion that 
she would appear again.
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wise a community of women, as it is another 
of their tenets that they can commit no moral 
sin. 1 am personally acquainted with most 
of them, and I can assure you the above men
tioned are facts.

This, my dear Sir, is one of the many 
instances of the folly of leaving the guidance 
of sound reason and common sense in matters 
of religion. Whenever we neglect or despise 
these sacred monitors, the whimsical notions 
of a perturba ted brain arc taken for the 
immediate influences of the Deity, and the 
wildest fanaticism, and the most inconsistent 
absurdities, will meet with abettors and con
verts. Nay, I have often thought, that the 
more out-of-the-way and ridiculous the fancies' 
are, if once they are sanctified under the sacred 
name of religion, the unhappy mistaken vota
ries are the more firmly glued to them.

1 expect to hear from you soon,' and 1 beg 
you will remember me to all friends, and be
lieve me to be,

My dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin,
Robert Burn ess.

Direct to me at Mossgiel, parish of Mauch- 
line, near Kilmarnock.

TO MR. THOMAS ORR,*
1*ARK, NEAR KIRK08WALD.

Mosoavii.,1 11th November, 1784.
Dear Thomas,

1 am iipidi obliged tq you for your last 
letter, though 1 assure you the contents of 
it gave me no manner of concern. I am pre
sently so cursedly taken in with an affair of 
gallantry, that 1 am very glad 1’cggy3 is off my 
hand, as 1 am at present embarrassed enough 
without her.4 I don’t choose to enter into

1 Thomas Orr was an ohl companion of the poet's, 
the friendship dating from ids KirJkofcWald school
days in the autumn of 1776. He occasionally visited 
the Burnses at Lochlea in the harvest time to assist 
them iu shearing.

* Mossgiel, Mossgavil, Mossgaville are all different 
spellings (the last the most correct) of the farm now 
occupied by Hums.

a l’eggy Thomson, the fair fillette whose charms put 
an end to the poet's studies at Kirkoswald. See Life.

4 Tills embarrassment was caused by the birth of 
an illegitimate child by Elizabeth Patou, formerly a 
servant with his father at Lochlea.
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particulars in writing, but never was a poor 
rakish rascal in a more pitiful taking. I should 
be glad to see you to tell you the affair, mean
while I am your friend,

Robert Burness.

TO MR. JOHN RICHMOND,
EDINBURGH.5

Mossgiel, Feb. 17,1786.
Mv dear Sir,

1 have not time at present to upbraid you 
for your silence and neglect ; 1 shall only say 
I received yours with great pleasure. I have 
inclosed you a piece of rhyming ware for your 
perusal. I have been very busy with the 
Muses since 1 saw you, and have composed, 
among several others, the “Ordination,” a 
poem on Mr. M‘ Kinlay’s being called to1 Kil
marnock ; “Scotch Drink,” a poem ; the 
“Cotter's Saturday Night;” an “Address to 
the Devil,” &c. I have likewise completed 
my poem on the “Dogs,” but have not shown 
it to the world. My chief patron now is Mr. 
Aiken in Ayr, who is pleased to express great 
approbation of my works. Be so good as send 
me Fergusson, by Conned,0 and I will remit 
you thie money. 1 have no news to acquaint 
you with about Mauchline ; they arc just going 
on in the old way. I have some very impor
tant news with respect to myself, not the most 
agreeable—news that I am sure you cannot 
guess, but I shall give you the particulars 
another time.7 1 am extremely happy with 
Smith,8 lie is the only friend I have now in 
Mauchline. I can scarcely forgive your long 
neglect of me, and I beg you will let me hear 
from you regularly by Connel. If you would 
act your part as a friend, f am sure neither 
good nor bad fortune should estrange or alter 
me. Excuse haste, as 1 got yours but yester
day. I am, my dear Sir, yours,

Robert Burness.

5 An early fricml of Hums, fiwmeriy a lawyer's ap
prentice in the office of Gavin Hamilton, and at this 
time pursuing his legal studies in Edinburgh. Tile 
poet lodged with him on his first visit to the capital.

6 Tile Mauchline carrier.
7 About tills time the result of the intercourse be

tween Hums and Jean Armour became public.
8 James Smith, shopkeeper iu Mauchline See next 

letter with note.
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TO MR. JAMES SMITH,1
MAUCHLINE.

. Against two things I am as fixed 
as fate—staying at home; and owning her con
jugally. The first, by Heaven, I will not do! 
—the last, by Hell, I will never do ! A good 
God bless you and make you happy, up to the 
warmest weepingwish of parting friendship....

If you sec Jean tell her I will meet her, so 
help me God, in my hour of need.2

R. 1$.

TO MR JOHN KENNEDY.3

MOSSOIEL, 3d March, 1780.
SIR,' ,

I have done myself the pleasure of comply
ing with your request in sending you my Cot
tager. If you have a leisure minute, I should 
be glad you would copy it and return me 
either the original or the transcript, as I have 
not a copy of it by me, and 1 have a friend 
who wishes to see it.

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse
E’er bring you in by Mauchline corse, Ac.—

[See the complete poetical part of the 
epistle among the Poems, vol. ii. p.123.]

TO MR ROBERT MUIR,
KILMARNOCK.4

Mossoikl, 2Uth March, 1788.
Dear sir,

I am heartily sorry I had not the pleasure 
of seeing you as you returned through Mauch
line; but as I was engaged, I could not be in 
town before the evening.

i This is the same James Smith, shopkeeper In 
Mauchline, to whom one of the poet's tlnest poetical 
epistles is addressed. See vol. ii. p. 106.

* This painful episode In the hard's history is suffi- 
ciently treated of in the Life. Lockhart is the only 
authority for this fragment.

8 John Kennedy, a friend of Gavin Hamilton, and 
through him of the poet. He was at this time factor 
or agent for the Earl of Dumfries at Dumfries House,, 
in Burns's neighbourhood. He was Burns's senior 
by two years. He had requested a perusal of the 
“Cotter's Saturday Night."
‘Robert Muir, wine merchant, Kilmarnock, ÊK1 

proprietor of a small encumbered estate called Loan- 
foot, was one of the poet's acquaintances, who exerted

I here inclose you my “Scotch Drink,”and
“may the--------  follow with a blessing for
your edification." I hope, sometime before 
we hear the gowk,6 to have tfie pleasure of 
seeing you at Kilmarnock, when I intend we 
shall have a gill between us, in a mutchkin- 
stoup; which will be a great comfort and 
consolation to, dear Sir, your humble servant, 

Robert Buuness.

TO MR. AIKEN.”

Mossoikl, 3d April, 1780.
I DEAR SIR,

I received your kind letter with double 
pleasure, on account of the second flattering 
ihstance of Mrs. C'.’s7 notice and approbation. 
1 assure you 1

Turn out the brunt side o’ my shin,

as the famous Ramsay, of jingling memory, 
says, at such a patroness. Present her my 
most grateful acknowledgments in your very 
best manner of telling truth. 1 have inscribed 
the following stanza on the blank leaf of Miss 
[Hannah] More’s work.

Thou ll.i t f ring mark of friendship kind, etc.

[Sec Poems, vol. ii. p. 126.]
My proposals for publishing I am just going 

to send to the press. I expect to hear from 
you by the first opportunity.

I am, ever dear Sir, yours,
Robert Burners.®

himself in obtaining subscriptions for his works. 
He stands as subscriber for forty copies in the Edin
burgh edition. “ He was one of those friends Robert’s 
poetry hud procured him, and one who was dear to 
Ills heart. This gentleman had no very great fortune, 
or long line of dignified ancestry; but what Robert 
says of Captain Matthew Henderson might be said of 
him with great propriety:—* He held the patent of 
his honours from Almighty God.’ Nature bad indeed 
marked him a gentleman in the most legible charac
ters. "—Gilbert Burns.

6 The cuckoo.
6 Mr. Robert Aiken, the gentleman to whom the 

“Cotter’s Saturday Night" is addressed, an early 
friend and patron of the poet. See Life, vol. i. p. 64.

1 Probably Mrs. Cunningham, wife of Sir William 
Cunningham, of Robertlaiul, who, in the words of 
Gilliert Burns, “ paid a very flattering attention, and 
showed a great deal of friendship for the poet."

8 Tills is tile latest letter extant, with tile exception 
of one to his cousin, James Burncss, in which the 
poet signs his name us aboye.
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TO [JOHN BALLANTINK, OF AYR.1]

[April, 1786.] ,
Honoured Sir,

My proposals 2 came to hand last night, and, 
knowing that you would wish to have it in 
vour power to do me a service as early as any 
body, I inclose you a half sheet of them. I 
must consult you, first opportunity, on the 
propriety of sending my quondam friend, Mr. 
Aiken, a copy. If he is now reconciled to my 
character as an honest man, I will do it with 
all my soul ; but I would not be beholden to 
the noblest being ever God created, if he 
imagined me to be a rascal. Apropos, old 
Mr. Armour prevailed with him to mutilate 
that unlucky paper yesterday. Would you 
believe it? though 1 had not a hope, nor even 
a wish, to make her mine after her conduct; 
yet, when he told me the names were all out 
of the paper, my heart died within me, and 
he cut my veins with the news. Perdition 
seize her falsehood !

IIoiit. Burns.

TO MR. M'WHINNIE, WRITER, AYR.
)

Mossoikl, 17th April, 1786.
It is injuring some hearts, those hearts that 

elegantly bear the impression of the good 
Creator, to say to them you give them the 
trouble of obliging a friend; for this reason,

i This letter, which has neither name nor date, and 
which seems to have been a mere scroll written in 
the irritation of the moment, and probably under 
a misapprehension as regards Mr. Aiken's feelings, 
was first given to the world by Allan Cunningham, 
who. without known authority, names Ballantine as 
tlie addressee. As to this gentleman see Life, p. 64. 
The “her" referred to in the letter is, of course, 
Jean Armour.

- This intimation to the public rail as follows : 
“ Proposals for publishing by Subscription, Scottish 
Poems by Robert Burns. The work to be elegantly 
printed in one volume octavo. Price, stitched, Three 
Shillings. As the Author has not the most distant 
mercenary view in publishing, as soon as so many 
Subscribers appear as will defray the necessary ex
pense, tlie work will be sent to the press.

Set out the brunt "fill1 of your "hill
For pride in poets is one .ill ;
Glory’s the prize for which they rin, '

And Fame's their joe ;
And wha Maws best his horn shall win,

And wherefore no?
Ali.an Ramsay.'

•a
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I only tell you that I gratify my own feeling 
in requesting your friendly offices with respect 
to the inclosed,3 because 1 know it will gratify 
yours to assist me in it to the utmost of your 
power. •

1 have sent you four copies, as I have no 
less than eight dozen, which is a great deal 
more than I shall ever need.

Be sure to remember a poor poet militant 
in your prayers. He looks forward with fear 
and trembling to that, to him, important 
moment which stamps the die with—with— 
with, perhaps, the eternal disgrace of,

My dear Sir, your humble,
afflicted, tormented,

Robt. Burns.

Tj) MR. JOHN KENNElMFt

Mossgiel, 20tli April, 1786.
Sir,

By some neglect in Mr. Hamilton, I did 
not hear of your kind request for a subscription 
paper till this day. I will not attempt any 
acknowledgment for this, nor the manner in 
which I see your name in Mr. Hamilton’s 
subscription list. Allow me only to say, Sir, 
1 feel the weight of the debt.

I have here, likewise, inclosed a small piece, 
the very latest of my productions.4 I am a 
good deal pleased with some sentiments myself 
as they arc just the native querulous feelings 
of a heart, which, as the elegantly melting 
Gray says, “melancholy has marked for her 
own."

Our race comes on apace—that much ex
pected scene of revelry and mirth—hut to me 
it brings no joy cqiial to that meeting with 
which your last flattered the expectation of, 

Sir, your indebted humble servant,
Robt. Burns.

, A
3 A prospectus of his poems. Mr. M'tVhinnie sub

scribed himself, and induced others to do so.
4 This was the “ Mountain Daisy;" in the original 

MS. it is entitled the “Cowan.’

\
y



\

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

TO JOHN ARNOT,
OF DALQUHATSWO^D, ESQ.1

INCLOSING A SUBSCRIPTION-BILL FOR MY FIRST 
EDITION, WHICH WAS PRINTED AT KILMARNOCK.

[MOSSGIKL, April, 1780.] 
Sir,

I have long wished for some kind of claim 
to the honour of your acquaintance, and since 
it is out of my power to make that claim by 
the least service of mine to you, 1 shall do it 
by asking a friendly office of you to me.—I 
should be much hurt, Sir, if any one should 
view my poor Parnassian Pegasus in the light 
of a spur-galled hack, and think that I wish 
to make a shilling or two by him.

It may do—maun do, Sir, wi’ them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wame-fou 
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.*

i It seems to us strange that Bums should have 
written a letter of such questionable taste to a 
stranger, and still more strange that he preserved a 
copy of it, and was at the trouble, several years after
wards, of copying it into the collection of letters he 
transcribed for Captain Riddell of Glenriddell. He 
superscribed the copy with the following note:— 
“ This was addressed to one of the most accomplished 
of the sons of men that I ever met with—John A mot 
of Dalquhatswood, in Ayrshire. Alas ! had he been 
equally prudent. It is a damning circumstance in 
human life, that prudence, insular and alone, without 
another virtue will conduct a man to the most envied 
eminence in life, while having every other quality 
and wanting that one, which at best is itself but a 
half virtue, will not save a man from the world's 
contempt and real misery—perhaps perdition.

“ The story of the letter was this. I had got deeply 
in love with a young fair one, of which proofs were 
every day arising more and more to view. I would 
gladly have covered my Inamorata from the darts of 
calumny with the conjugal shield—nay, I had actually 
made up some sort of wedlock ; but I was at that 
time deep in the guilt of being unfortunate, for which 
good and lawful objection the lady's friends broke all 
our measures and drove me au désespoirIt need 
hardly be stated that the Inamorata mentioned 
above was Jean Armour. Towards the end of this 
strange production he speaks of being in the position 
of a widower on the outlook for a second wife. By 
this time Highland Mary had taken the place of Jean 
in his affections, at least temporarily. This letter 
was first published in 1878 in Mr. W. Scott Douglas’s 
Edinburgh edition. The piece bears traces of Burns's 
study of Sterne.

•From the “Dedication to Gavin Hamilton," vol. 
ii. p. 155.

You will then, I hope Sir, forgive my troubling 
you with the inclosed, and spare a poor heart- 
crushed devil a world of apologies—a business 
he is unfit for at any time; but at present, 
widowed as he is of every woman-giving com
fort, he is utterly incapable of. Sad and 
grievous of late, Sir, has been my tribulation, 
and many afid piercing my sorrows ; and had 
it not been for the loss the world would have 
sustained in losing so great a poet, I had, ere 
now, done as a much wiser man, the famous 
Aehitophel of long-headed memory did before 
me, when “he went home and set his house 
in order.” 1 have lost, Sir, that dearest earthly 
treasure, that greatest blessing here below, 
that last, best gift which completed Adam’s 
happiness in the garden of bliss, I have lost— 
I have lost—my trembling hand refuses its 
office, the frighted ink recoils up the quill— 
Tell it not in Gath—I have lost—a—a—a wife !

fairest of God's creation, last and best !
iVouj art thou lost.

You have doubtless, Sir, heard my story, 
heard it with all its exaggerations; but as my 
actions and my motives for action are peculiarly 
like myself, and that is peculiarly like nobody 
else, 1 shall just beg a leisure moment and a 
spare tear of you, until 1 tell my own story my 
own way.

I have been all my life, Sir, one of the rue
ful-looking, long-visaged sons of Disappoint
ment. A damned star has always kept my 
zenith, and shed its baleful influence in that 
emphatic curse of the prophet—“And behold 
whatsoever lie doth, it shall not prosper!” I 
rarely hit where I aim; and if I want anything,
I am almost sure never to find it where I seek 
it. For instance, if my penknife is needed, I 
pull out twenty things—a plough-wedta, a 
horse-nail, an old letter, or a tattered rlnine, 
in short everything but my penknife, anq that, 
at last, after a painful, fruitless search, will be 
found in the unsuspected comer of an un
suspected pocket, as if on purpose thrust out 
of the way. Still, Sir, 1 flail long had a wish
ing eye to that inestimable blessing, a wife. 
My mouth watnecd/deliciously to see a young 
fellow, after a few idle common-place stories 
from a gentleman in black, strip and go to 
bed with a young girl, and no one durst say 
black was his eye; while I, for just doing

r
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the same thing, only wanting that ceremony, 
am made a Sunday’s laughing-stock and abused 
like a pick-pocket. 1 was well aware though, 
that if my ill-starred fortune got the least hint 
of my connubial wish, my schemes would go 
to nothing. To prevent this I determined to 
take my measures with such thought and fore
thought, such a caution and precaution, that 
all the malignant planets in the Hemisphere 
should be unable to blight my designs. Not 
content with, to use the words of the cele
brated Westminster divines, “The outward 
and ordinary means," 1 left no stone unturned, 
sounded every unfathomed depth, stopped up 
every hole and bore of an objection ; but, how 
shall I tell it? notwithstanding all this turn
ing of stones, stopping of bores, &c.—whilst 
1, with secret pleasure, marked my project 
swelling to the proper crisis, and was singing 
Te Drum in my own fancy ; or, to change the 
metaphor, whilst 1 was vigorously pressing 
on the siege ; had carried the counterscarp 
and made a practicable breach; nay, having 
mastered the covered way, I had found means 
to slip a choice detachment into the very 
citadel ; while I had nothing less in view than 
displaying my victorious banners on the top 
of the walls—Heaven and Earth, must I 
“remember?” my damned star wheeled about 
to the zenith, by whose baleful rays Fortune 
took the alarm, and pouring in her forces on 
all quarters, front, flank and rear, I was 
utterly routed, my baggage lost, my military 
chest in the hands of the enemy ; and your 
poor devil of a humble servant, commander- 
in-chief forsooth, was obliged to scamper 
away, without cither arms or honours of war, 
except his bare bayonet and cartridge-pouch ; 
nor in all probability had he escaped even 
with them had he not made a shift to hide 
them under the lap of his military cloak.

In short, 1‘haraoh at the Red Sea, Darius 
at Arbcla, l’ompcy at l’harsalia,/Edward at 
Bannockburn, Charles at Pultaway, Burgoyne 
at Saratoga, no prince, potentate or com
mander of ancient or modern unfortunate 
memory ever got a more shameful or more 
total defeat—

O horrible ! O horrible ! most horrible !

How I bore this can only be conceived. 
All powers of recital labour far, far behind.

There is a pretty large portion of Bedlam in 
the composition of a poet at any time ; but on 
this occasion I was nine parts and nine-tenths, 
out of ten, stark, staring mad. At first I was 
fixed in stuporific insensibility, silent, sullen, 
staring like Lot’s wife besaltificd in the plains 
of Gomorha- But my second paroxysm chiefly 
beggars description. The rifted northern ocean 
when returning suns dissolve the chains of 
winter, and loosening precipices of long ac
cumulated ice tempest with hideous crash the 
foaming deep—images like these may give 
some faint shadow of what was the situation 
of my bosom. My chained faculties broke 
loose, my maddening passions, roused to ten
fold fury, bore over their banks with impetu
ous, resistless force, carrying every check and 
principle before them. Council was an un
heeded call to the passing hurricane, Reason, a 
screaming elk in the vortex of Moskoestrom; 
and Religion, a feebly struggling beaver down 
the roarings of Niagara. I reprobated the 
first momentof my existence; execrated Adam’s 
folly-infatuated wish for that goodly looking, 
but poison-byeathing gift which had ruined 
him and undone me; and called on the womb 
of uncreated night to close over me and all 
my sorrows.

A storm naturally overblows itself. My 
spent passions gradually sank into a lurid 
calm ; and by degrees I have subsided into the 
time-settled sorrow of the sable widower, who, 
wiping away the decent tear, lifts up his grief- 
worn eye to look—for another wife.—

Such is the state of man ; to-day he buds
His tender leaves of hope; to-morrow blossoms,
And bears his blushing honour» thick upon him ;
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost,
And nips his root, and then he falls as I do.1

Such, sir, has been the fatal era of my life— 
“And it came to pass that when I looked for 
sweet, behold bitter; and for light, behold 
darkness. ’’

But this is not all.—Already the holy beagles, 
the houghmagandie pack, begin to snuff the 
scent, and I expect every moment to see them 
cast off, and hear them after me in full cry; 
but as 1 am an old fox 1 shall give them 
dodging and doubling for it, and by and by,

1 The bard quotes Shakespeare a little at random 
here, which may be pardoned under the circum
stances. See Henry VIII. iii. 2.
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I intend to earth among the mountains of 
Jamaica.

I am so struck, on a review, with the im
pertinent length of .this letter, that I shall not 
increase it with one word of apology ; but 
abruptly conclude with assuring you, that I 
am, Sir, Your and Misery’s most humble
servant, „

Kobt. Burns.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY.

MOSSOIEL,'17th May, 1786.
DEAR Sir,

I have sent you the above hasty copy as I 
promised.1 In about three or four weeks I 
shall probably set the press agoing. I am 
much hurried at present, otherwise your dili
gence, so very friendly in my subscription 
should have a more lengthened acknowledg
ment from, dear Sir, your obliged servant, 

Robt. Burns.

TO MR. DAVID BRICE.2

Mossoiel, June 12, 1786.
Dear Brice,

I received your message by G. Paterson, and 
as I am not very throng at present, I just 
write to let you know that there is such a 
worthless, rhyming reprobate, as your humble 
servant, still in the land of the living, though 
I can scarcely say, in the place of hope. I 
have no news to tell you that will give me any 
pleasure to mention, or you to hear.

Poor ill-advised, ungrateful Armour came 
home on Friday last.3 You have heard all 
the particulars of that affair, and a black affair 
it is. 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 the truth between 
you and me, I do still love her to distraction

1 The “Epistle to John Eankine' (vol. I. p. 224), it 
is believed, was the poem alluded to in this hurried 
note.

2 Shoemaker in Glasgow.
* In May, 1786, Jean Armour went to reside with a 

relation af her mother's in Paisley. See the note to 
the poem, “O thou, pale orb," vol. ii. p. 137.

after all, although I won’t tell her so if I were 
to see her, which I don't want to do. My 
poor dear unfortunate Jean ! how happy have 
-I been in thy arms ! It is not the losing her 
that makes me so unhappy, but for her sake 
l feel most severely : 1 foresee she is in the 
road to, I am afraid, eternal ruin.

May Almighty God forgive her ingratitude 
and perjury to me, as I from my very soul 
forgive her; and may his grace be with her 
and bless her in all her future life! 1 can 
have no nearer idea of the place of eternal 
punishment than what I have felt in my own 
breast on her account. I have tried often to 
forget her; I have run into all kinds of dissi
pation and riots, mason-meetings, drinking- 
matches, and other mischief, to drive her out 
of my head, but all in vain. And now for 
a grand cure ; the ship is on her way liomt 
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.

You will have heard that I am going to 
commence poet in print; and to-morrow my 
works go to the press. 1 expect it will be a 
volume of about two hundred pages—it is just 
the last foolish action I intend to do; and 
then turn a wise man as fast as possible.
\ Believe me to be, dear Brice,
* Your friend and well-wisher,

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES BURN ESS, WRITER,

Mossoiel, near Macohlink, July 6th, 1786.
My bear sir,

I wrote you about three half twelvemonths 
ago by post, and I wrote you about a year ago 
by a private hand, and I have not had the least 
return from you. I have just half a minute 
to write you by an Aberdeen gentleman of my 
acquaintance who promises to wait upon you 
with this on his arrival or soon after. I in
tend to send you a letter accompanied with a 
singular curiosity in about five or six weeks 
hence.4 I shall then write you more at large; 
meanwhile you arc just to look on this as a

4 A copy of the first edition of the poems, then 
passing through tile press.
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memento me. I hope all friends are well.—I am 
ever, my dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin, 

Robt. Burners.1

TO JOHN RICHMOND, EDINBURGH.

Mossoikl, 9th July, 1786.
With the sinccrest grief I read your letter. 

You are truly a son of misfortune. I shall be 
extremely anxious to hear from you how your 
health goes on ; if it is any way re-establishing, 
or if Leith promises well : in short, how you 
feel in the inner man.

No news worth any thing; only godly Bryan 
was in the inquisition yesterday, and half the 
countryside as witnesses against him. He 
still stands out steady and denying : but proof 
was led yesternight of circumstances highly 
suspicious ; almost de facto; one of the servant 
girls made faith that she upon a time rashly 
entered into the house, to speak, in your cant, 
“in the hour of cause.”

1 have waited on Armour since her return 
home; not from the least view of reconciliation, 
but merely to ask for her health, and to you 
I will confess it, from a foolish hankering 
fondness, very ill placed indeed. The mother 
forbade me the house, nor did Jean show that 
penitence that might have been expected. 
However, the priest, 1 am informed, will give 
me a certificate as a single man, if I comply 
with the rules of the church, which for that 
very reason I intend to do.

I am gbing to put on sackcloth and ashes 
this day; I am indulged so far as to appear in 
my own seat. Peccavi, pater, miserere mei. 
My book will be ready in a fortnight. If you 
have any subscribers, return them by Connell. 
The Lord stand with the righteous; amen,amen.

R. B.

TO MR. DAVID BRICE, SHOEMAKER,
GLASGOW.

Mossoiel, 17th July, 1786.

I have been so throng printing my Poems, 
that 1 could scarcely find as much time as to

1 This seems to have been the last occasion on 
which the poet spelt his name so.
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write to you. Poor Armour is come back 
again to Mauchlinc, and I went to call for lifcr, 
and her mother forbade me the house, nor did 
she herself express much sorrow for what she 
has done. I have already appeared publicly 
in church, and was indulged in the liberty of 
standing in my own scat. I do this to get a 
certificate as a bachelor, which Mr. Auld has 
promised me. 1 am now fixed to go for the 
West Indies in October. Jean and her friends 
insisted much that she should stand along 
with me in the kirk, but the minister would 
not allow it, which bred a great trouble I 
assure you, and I am blamed as the cause of 
it, though I am sure I am innocent ; but I am 
very much pleased, for all that, not to have 
had her company.2 1 have no news to tell you 
that I remember. I am really happy to hear 
of your welfare, and that you arc so well in 
Glasgow. I must certainly see you before I 
leave the country. I shall expect to hear from 
you soon, and am, dear Brice, yours,—

R. B

TO MR. JOHN RICHMOND.

Old Rome Forest,8 30th July, 1786.
My dear Richmond,

My hour is now come—you and I will never 
meet in Britain more. I have orders, within 
three weeks at farthest, to repair aboard the 
Nancy, Captain Smith, from Clyde, to Jamaica, 
and to call at Antigua. This, except to our 
friend Smith, whom God long preserve, is a 
secret about Mauchlinc. Would you believe 
it? Armour has got a warrant to throw me 
in jail till I find security for an enormous 
sum.4 This they keep an entire secret, but I 
got it by a channel they little dream of ; and 
I am wandering from one friend’s house to 
another, and, like a true son of the gospel,

2 As to Burns's and Jean's penitential appearances 
in church, see note, vol. i. p. 40. Why her friends 
should have insisted on her “standing along" with 
him is not to us clear.

8 This is a place near Kilmarnock, where resided 
Mrs. Allan, an aunt of the poet, to wlidSe house ills 
travelling chest had been transferred on its way to 
Greenock.

4 Armour's object in obtaining the warrant was not 
to throw the distracted poet into jail, hut to frighten 
him out of tlie country.

;
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“have no where to lay my head.” I know 
you will pour an execration on her head, but 
spare the poor, ill-advised girl, for my sake; 
though may all the furies that rend the in
jured, enraged lover’s bosom, await her mother 
until her latest hour! I write in a moment 
of rage, reflecting on my miserable situation 
.—exiled, abandoned, forlorn. I can write no 
more—lyt me hear from you by the return of 
coach. I will write you ere I go. I am, dear 
Sir, yours, here and hereafter,

r. n.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY.

Kilmarnock, August, 1786.
Mv dear Sir,

Your truly facetious epistle of the 3rd 
instant gave me much entertainment. I was 
only sorry I had not the pleasure of seeing 
you as I passed your way, but we shall bring 
up all our lee-way on Wednesday, the 16th 
current, when I hope to have it in my power 
to call on you, and take a kind, very probably 
a last adieu, before 1 go for Jamaica, and I 
expect orders to repair to Greenock every 
day.—I have at last made my public appear
ance, and am solemnly inaugurated into the 
numerous class. Could I have got a carrier, 
you should have had a score of vouchers for 
my authorship; but now you have them, let 
them speak for themselves,—

Farewell, dear friend 1 may guid luck lilt you,
And, 'niang her favourites admit you !
If e’er Detraction shore to emit you,

May nane believe him 1
And ony dcil that thinks to get you,

Good Lord deceive him.
R. B.

V TO JOHN LOGAN, ESQ.,
OR LAIGHT.

Kilmarnock, loth Aug. 1786.
Sir,

I gratefully thank you for your kind offices 
in promoting my subscription, and still more 
for your very friendly letter.—The first was 
doing me a favour, but the last was doing me 
an honour.—1 am in such a bustle at present 
preparing for my West-India voyage, as I

expect a letter every day from the master of 
the vessel, to repair immediately to Greenock; 
that I am under a necessity to return you the 
subscription bills, and trouble you with the 
quantum of copies till called for, or otherwise 
transmitted to tie gentlemen who have sub
scribed. Mr. Br\e Campbell is already sup
plied with two copies, and I here send you 
twenty copies more. If any of the gentlemen 
are supplied from any other quarter, 'tis no 
matter; the copies can be returned.

If orders from Greenock do not hinder, I 
intend doing myself the honour of waiting on 
you, Wednesday, the 16th inst.

I am much hurt, Sir, that I must trouble 
you with the copies; but circumstanced as 1 
am, I know no other way your friends can he 
supplied.—I have the honour to be, Sir, your 
much indebted humble servant,

R. B.

TU il UNS. JAMES SMITH,

MAUCIILINK.

Mossqiel, Monday Morning, 14th Aug. 1786.
My dear Sir,

I went to l)r. Douglas yesterday, fully 
resolved to take the opportunity of Captain 
Smith ; but I found* the Doctor with a Mr. and 
Mrs. White, both Jamaicans, and they have 
deranged my plans altogether. • They assure 
him, that to send me from Savannah la Mar 
to Vort Antonio will cost my master, Charles 
Douglas, upwards of fifty pounds;1 besides 

1 Respecting this Jamaican engagement Dr. Currie 
published the following letter addressed to the poet 
by John Hutchinson, an early acquaintance, then 
residing in the West Indies

"Jamaica, St. Ann's, 14th June, 1787.
I received yours wherein you acquaint me you 

were engaged with Mr. Douglas, Port Antonio, for 
three years at thirty pounds stg. a year; and am happy 
that some unexpected accident intervened to prevent 
your sailing with the vessel, as I have great reason 
to think Mr. Douglas’s employ would by no means 
have answered your expectations. I received a copy 
of your publication, for which I return you my 
thanks, and it is my own opinion, as well as that of 
such of my friends as have seen the poems, that they 
are most excellent in their kind. ... I can by 
no means advise you now to think of coming to the 
West Indies, as, I assure you, there is no encourage
ment for a man of learning and genius here ; and am 
very confident you can do far better in Great Britain 
than in Jamaica. . .
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running the risk of throwing myself into a 
pleuritic fever in consequence of hard travel
ling in the sun. On these accounts, he refuses 
sending me with Smith ; but a vessel sails 
from Greenock the lirst of September, right 
for the place of my destination. The captain 
of her is an intimate friend of Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton’s, and as good a fellow as heart 
could wish : with him I am destined to go. 
Where I shall shelter, I know not, but I hope 
to weather the storm. Perish the drop of 
blood of mine that fears them ! 1 know their
worst, and ant prepared to meet it :—

riliaugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg,
As lang's 1 dow.

On Thursday morning, if you can muster as 
much self-denial as to be out of bed about 
seven o’clock, 1 shall see yon as I ride through 
to Cumnock. After all, Heaven bless the sex! 
I feci there is still happiness for me among 
them :—
O woman, lovelj^-woman ! Heaven designed you 
To temper man !—we had been brutes without you !>

11. R

TO MONS. THOMAS CAMPBELL,
FKNCLOK.

[NEW CUMNOCK, 10th Aug. 1786.)
My dear Sir,

1 have met with few men in my life whom 
1 more wished to see again than you, and 
Chance seems industrious to disappoint me of 
that pleasure. 1 came here yesterday fully 
resolved to see you and Mr. Logan at New 
Cumnock ; but a conjuncture of circumstances 
conspired against me. Having an opportunity 
of sending you a line, I joyfully embrace it. 
It is perhaps the last mark of our friendship 
you can receive from me on this side of the 
Atlantic.

Farewell! May you be happy up to the 
wishes of parting friendship !

R. B.
Mr. J. Merry's, Saturday Mom.

1 (> woman, lovely woman ! nature made thee
To temper man ! we hud been brutes without you.

Otway, Venice Preterved, i. 1.

TO WILLIAif NIVEN,
MERCHANT, MAYBOLE.

CARE OF THOMAS PIPER, SURGEON. TO BE LEFT 
AT DR. CHARLES’S SHOP, AYR.

\

MossoiEL, 30th August, 1786.
My dear Friend,

I have been very throng ever since I saw 
you, and have not got the whole of my pro
mise performed to you ; but you know the old 
proverb, “The break o’ a day’s no the break 
o’ a bargain.” Have patience and I will pay 
you all.

I thank you with the most heartfelt sincerity 
for the worthy knot of lads you introduced me 
to. Never did I meet with so many congenial 
souls together, without one dissonant jar in the 
concert. To all and each of them make my 
friendly compliments, particularly “Spunkie 
youth, Tammie.”2 Remember me in the most 
respectful manner to the Bailie and Mrs. 
Niven,3 to Mr. Dun,4 and the two truly worthy 
old gentlemen I had the honour of being 
introduced to on Friday; though 1 am afraid 
the conduct you forced me on may make them 
sec me in a light I would fondly think I do 
not deserve.

I will perform the next of my promise soon; 
in the meantime remember this : never blaze 
my songs among the million, as I would abhor 
to hear every prentice mouthing my poor per
formances in the streets. Every one of my 
Maybole friends is welcome to a copy if they 
choose ; but 1 don’t wish them to go farther. 
I mean it as a small token of my respect for 
them—a respect as sincere as the love of dying 
saints.—I am ever, my dear William, your 
obliged,

R. B.s

8 Thomas Piper, assistant to Hugh Logan, M.D., 
Maybole.

8 The parents of his correspondent.
4 Teacher of the parish school, Maybole.
5 Niven's acquaintance with the poet dated from 

his school-days at Ktrkoswald in 1775. The “ mer
chant " by steady application to business eventually 
made a considerable amount of money, and became 
a landowner, and somewhat ridiculously pompous 
magistrate. He used to assert, we are told, that 
when he first inspected Burns's Kilmarnock edition, 
he was greatly mortified to find in the “ Epistle to a 
Young Friend, ’ inscribed to Andrew Aiken, merely a 
slightly altered version of one addressed to himself

V
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TO MR. JOHN RICHMOND,
EDINBURGH.

MOSSOIKL, Sunday, 3d Sept. 1786. 
Wish me luck, dear Richmond! Armour has 

just brought me a fine boy and girl at one 
throw. God bless the little dears!1

Green grow the rashes, 0,
Green grow the rashes, 0,

A leather bed is no sae sàft 
As the bosoms o’ the lasses, O.

11. 1$.

* TO MR. ROBERT MUIR,
* KILMARNOCK.

MOSSGIEL, Friday Morning [Sept. 1786].
. My Friend, mv Brother,

Warm recollection of an absent friend presses 
so hard upon my heart, that I send him the 
prefixed bagatelle [the “Calf"2], pleased with 
the thought that it will greet the man of my 
bosom, and be a kind of distant language of 
friendship.

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 anguish, through my soul.

The poem was nearly an extemporaneous 
production, on a wager with Mr. Hamilton, 
that I would not produce a poem on the 
subject in a given time.
a year or two previously ! As to the merry meeting 
referred to in the letter, Robert Chambers writes as 
follows :—

“ During August the poet seems to have been 
busied chiefly in collecting the money due for his 
poems. ... In the course of his rounds Burns 
came to Mayboie, where Ilia Kirkoswald friend Willie 
had been doing what he could for the sale of the 
book. The bard was in the highest spirits, for, as 
he acknowledged, he had never before been in the 
possession of so much ready cash. Willie assembled 
a few choice spirits at the King’s Arms to do honour 
to tile hard ; and they spent a happy night together, 
Burns being as usual the life and soul of the party. 
He had, as we know, heavy griefs hanging at his 
heart ; but amongst genial men over a glass of Scotch 
drink no pain could long molest him. Comic verses 
flashed from his moutli at improwitio, to the astonish
ment of tile company, all of whom felt that a paragon 
of mirthful genius had come among them." 

i See note, p. 170, vol. II 
s See vol. ii. p. 170.

If you think it worth while, read it to 
Charles [Samson] and Mr. W. 1‘arker, and if 
they choose a copy of it, it is at their service, 
as they arc men whose friendship I shall be 
proud to claim, both in this world and that 
which is to come.

I believe all hopes of staying at home will 
be abortive; but more of this when, in the 
latter part of next week, you shall be troubled 
with a visit from, my dear Sir, your most 
devoted,

R. B.

TO MR. BURNESS, MONTROSE.

Mossoiel, Tuesday noon, Sept. 26, 1786.
Mv dear SIR,

I this moment receive yours—receive it 
with the honest hospitable warmth of a friend’s 
welcome. Whatever comes from you wakens 
always up the better blood about my heart, 
which your kind little recollections of my 
parental friend carries as far as ii will go. 
’Tis there that man is blest! 'Tisjtliyw, my 
friend, man feels a consciousness of something 
within him above the trodden clod ! The grate
ful reverence to the hoary (earthly) author of 
his being—the burning glow w hen he clasps 
the woman of his soul to his bosom—the tender 
yearnings of heart for the little angels to whom 
he has given ex istence—these nat ure has poured 
in milky streams about the human heart; and 
the man who never rouses them to action, by 
the inspiring influences of their proper objects, 
loses by far the most pleasurable part of his 
existence.

My departure is uncertain, but I do not 
think it will be till after harvest. I will be 
on very short allowance of time indeed, if I 
do not comply with your friendly invitation. 
When it will be, 1 don’t know, but if I can 
make my wish good, I- will endeavour to drop 
you a line some time timbre. My best com
pliments to Mrs. Burnessa 1 should be equally 
mortified should I drop inVhcn she is abroad; 
but of that I suppose there m little chance.

What I have wrote, Heaven knows; I have 
not time to review it : so accept of it in the 
beaten way of friendship. With the ordinary 
phrase—perhaps rather more than the ordinary 
sincerity—I am, dear Sir, ever yours,

R. B.
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TO MRS. STEWART, OF STAIR.1

[Sept, or Oct.], 1786.
Madam,

The hurry of my preparations for going 
abroad has hindered me from performing my 
promises so soon as I intended. I have here 
sent you a parcel of songs, &c. which never 
made their appearance except to a friend or 
two at most. Perhaps some of them may he 
no great entertainment to you, but of that I 
am far from being an adequate judge. The 
song to the tune of “ Ettrick Banks, "* you 
will easily see the impropriety of exposing 
much, even in manuscript. I think, myself, 
it has some merit ; both as a tolerable descrip
tion of one of nature’s sweetest scenes, a July 
evening, and one of the finest pieces of nature’s 
workmanship, the finest indeed we know any
thing of—an amiable, beautiful young woman; 
but I have no common friend to procure me 
that permission, without which 1 would not 
dare to spread the copy.

1 am quite aware, Madam, what task the 
world would assign me in this letter. The 
obscure bard, when any of the great condescend 
to take notice of him, should heap the altar 
with the incense of flattery. Their high an
cestry, their own great and god-like qualities 
and actions, should be recounted, with the 
most exaggerated description. This, Madam, 
is a task for which 1 am altogether unfit. 
Besides a certain disqualifying pride of heart, 
I know nothing of your connections in life, 
and have no access to where your real character 
is to be found—the company of your compeers : 
and more, I am afraid that even the most 
refined adulation is by no iqeans the road to 
your good opinion.

One feature of your character 1 shall ever 
with grateful pleasure remember ;—the recep
tion I got when 1 had the honour of waiting 
on you at Stair. I am little acquainted with 
politeness, but I know a good deal of benevo
lence of temper and goodness of heart. Surely 
did those in exalted stations know how happy 
they could make some classes of their inferiors

Vv,
1 See the note to the song “ Flow gently, sweet 

Afton."
2The song addressed to Miss Alexander, “The 

LaRs o’ Ballochmyle." See letter to Miss Alexander 
of 18th Nov.

X
J

by condescension and affability, they would 
never stand so high, measuring out with every 
look the height of their elevation, but con
descend as sweetly as did Mrs. Stewart of Stair. 
—R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AIKEN.

Ayrsuire (8th October ?], 1786.
Sir,

I was with Wilson, my printer, t’other day, 
and settled all our by-gone matters between 
us. After I had paid him all demands, I 
made him the offer of the second edition, on 
the hazard of being paid out of the first and 
readiest, which he declines. By his account, 
the paper of a thousand copies would cost 
about twenty-seven pounds, and the printing 
about fifteen or sixteen ; lie oilers to agree to 
this for the printing, if I will advance for the 
paper, but this, you know, is out of my power; 
so farewell hopes of a second edition ’till I 
grow richer ! an epocha which, I think, will 
arrive at the payment of the British national 
debt.3

s John WÎTBuwppKü^cr of the first edition of Burns's 
poems, and long supposed to be the subject of the 
poet’s epitaph on “ Wee Johny” (see vol. ii. p. 105), 
was a much-esteemed and respectable citizen of Kil
marnock. The poet himself, iu a letter to Robert 
Muir, calls him “ honest John my quondam printer.’’ 
“ Burns was at the time on the eve of leaving Scot
land, and his circumstances wepe altogether such as 
to inspire no great fajlltdlîllls pecuniary resources : 
while the odium attached to his works, as immoral 
and heterodox, wete reasons sufficiently weighty to 
influence any business man of common prudence. 
We therefore see/no reason why Wilson should be 
blamed, as he hak frequently been, for his conduct 
toward Burns. Wih*u] was a native of Kilmarnock, 
where his father kept a small shop, though it might 
lie considered large at that time, for the disposal 
of general merchandise, in the Fore Street, then the 
principal thoroughfare. There were two brothers in 
the bookselling trade, John and Peter. The latter 
was established in business in Ayr, and the former in 
Kilmarnock. Though careful and generally secure 
in their dealings, they were nevertheless active and 
enterprising in disposition ; and to their united efforts 
the county is indebted for the first newspaper it pos
sessed. The Ayr Advertiaer, of which they were the 
original publishers, was begun in 1803. Though the 
only newspaper in a populous and extensive district, 
it was but indifferently patronized for some time, 
and, it is said, the projectors were more than once 
on the eve of abandoning it altogether. The specula
tion, however, ultimately became a paying one, inso
much that the Wilsons realized a handsome fortune.

X
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There is scarcely any thing hurts me so 
much in being disappointcil of my second 
edition as not having it in my power to show 
my gratitude to Mr. Ballantinc by publishing 

" my poem of “The llrigs o’ Ayr.” I would 
detest myself as a wretch if I thought I were 
capable in a very long life of forgetting the 
honest, warm, and tender delicacy with which 
he enters into my interests. I am sometimes 
pleased with myself in my grateful sensations; 
but 1 believe, on the whole, I have very little 
merit in it, as my gratitude is not a virtue, 
the consequence of reflection ; but shecrly the 
instinctive emotion of a heart too inattentive 
to allow worldly maxims and views to settle 
into selfish habits.

I have been feeling all the various rotations 
and movements within, respecting the excise. 
There are many things plead strongly against 
it; the uncertainty of getting soon into busi
ness; the consequences of my follies, which 
may perhaps make it impracticable for me to 
stay at home; and besides, I have for some 
time been pining under secret wretehodness, 
from causes which you pretty well know—the 
pang of disappointment, the sting of pride, with 
some wandering stabs of remorse, which never 
fail to settle on my vitals like vultures, when 
attention is not called away by the calls of 
society, or the vagaries of the muse. Even 
in the hour of social mirth, my gaiety is the 
madness of an intoxicated criminal under the 
hands of the executioner. All these reasons 
urge me to go abroad, and to all these reasons 
I have only one answer—the feelings of a 
father. This, in the present mood 1 am in, 
overbalances every thing that can be laid in 
the scale against it.

You may perhaps think it an extravagant 
fancy, but it is a sentiment which strikes 
home to my very soul : though sceptical in 
some points of our current belief; ygt. I think;
I have every evidence for the reality iXjYlife 
beyond the stinted bourne .w our praent

On the death ot his brother Peter, John Wilson re
moved trom Kilmarnock to Ayr, wlten the newspaper 
firm waa changed to ‘Wilson & Paul;' the Rev. 
Hamilton Paul having entered into partnership, and 
conducted the Journal for some time. John Wilson 
died on the 6th May, 18*21, leaving a widow hut no 
children. He was of very small stature, hut active 
and genteel in appearance."—Ayrthirt ConUmito- 
variea oj Burnt

existence: if so, then, how should 1, in the 
presence of that tremendous Being, the Author 
of existence, how should I meet the reproaches , 
of those who stand to me in the dear relation 
of children, whom 1 deserted in the smiling 
innocency of helpless infancy? O, thou great 
unknown Power!—thou almighty God ! who 
hast lighted up reason in my breast, am! 
blessed me with immortality!—I have fre
quently wandered front Unit order and regu
larity necessary for the perfection of thy works, 
yet thou hast never left me nor forsaken me !

Since I wrote the foregoing sheet, I have 
seen something of the storm of mischief thick
ening over my folly-devoted head. Should 
you, my friends, my benefactors, be successful 
in your applications for me, perhaps it may 
not be in my power in that way, to reap the 
fruit of your friendly efforts. What I have 
written in the preceding pages, is the settled 
tenor of my present resolution ; but should 
inimical circumstances forbid me closing with 
your kind offer, or enjoying it only threaten \ 
to entail farther misery--------- .

To tell the truth, 1 have little reason for 
complaint; as the world, in general, has been 
kind to me fully up to my deserts. I was, 
for some time past, fast getting into the pining 
distrustful snarl of the misanthrope. 1 saw 
myself alone, unlit for the struggle of life, 
shrinking at every rising cloud in the clâincc- 
directed atmosphere of fortune, while, all 
defenceless, I looked about in vain fora cover.
It never occurred to me, at least never with 
the force it deserved, that this world is a busy 
scene, and man, a creature destined for a pro
gressive struggle : and that, however I might 
possess a warm heart and inoffensive manners 
(which last, by the bye, was rather more than 
1 could well boast); still, more than these 
passive qualities, there was something to be 
done. When all my school-fellows and youth
ful compeers (those misguided few excepted 
who joined, to use a Gcntoo phrase, the “ halla- 
cliores”1 2 of the human race) were striking off

1 So early as this period some of the poet's friends 
were endeavouring to obtain for him an appointment 
in the excise.

2 llalâlkhur. A name given in India to sweepers 
or scavengers, who are considered so vile that they 
cannot be further defiled. Whitworths Anglo Indian 
Dictionary, tientoo was formerly used as equivalent 
to Hindoo.
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with eager hope and earnest intent, in some 
one or other of the many paths of busy life, 
j was “standing idle in the market-place,{fe 
or only left the chase of the butterfly from 
flower to flower, to hunt fancy from whim to 
whim---------.

Y'ou sec, Sir, that if to know one’s errors 
were a probability of mending them, I stand 
a fair chance ; but, according to the reverend 
Westminster divines, though conviction must 
precede conversion, it is very far from always 
implying it.

11. 11

TO MISS KENNEDY.1

MOSSOIKL, 14th October, 1786.2
Madam,

other things, indebted to Mr. Hamilton’s kind
ness in introducing me to you. Your lovers 
may view you with a wish, 1 look on you with 
pleasure ; their hearts in your presence, may 
glow with desire, mine rises with admiration.

Should you think this an odd epistle, please 
recollect the writer is a poet, and you know 
there is always something outré to be allowed 
for in that character.

That the arrows of misfortune, however they 
should, as incident to humanity, glance a 
slight wound, may never reach your heart— 
that the snares of villany never beset you in 
the road of life—that innocence may hand 
you by the path of* honour to the-dwelling of 
peace, is the sincere wish of him who has the 
honour to be, &c.

11. 13.

Permit me to present you with the inclosed 
song as a small though grateful tribute for the. 
honour of your acquaintance. I have, in these 
verses, attempted some faint sketches of your 
portrait in the unembellished simple manner 
of descriptive truth.—Flattery 1 leave to 
your lovers, whose exaggerating fancies may 
make them imagine you still nearer perfection 
than you really arc.

Poets, madam, of all mankind, feel most 
forcibly the powers of beauty ; as, if they are 
really poets of nature’s making, their feelings 
must be finer, and their taste more delicate 
than most of the world. In the cheerful 
bloom of spring, or the pensive mildness of 
autumn; the grandeur of summer, or the 
hoary nnyesty of winter ; the poet feels a 
charm unknown to the rest of his species. 
Even the si§ht of a fine flower, or the company 
of a lino woman (by far the finest part of Hod’s 
works below), have sensations for the poetic

TO Dll. MACKENZIE,
'mauchuni;4?“

* Wednesday morning [1st Nov. 178C], 
Dear Sir,

I never spent an afternoon among great 
folks with half that pleasure as when, in com
pany with you, 1 had the honour of paying 
my devoirs to that plain, honest, worthy man, 
the professor [Dugald Stewart], I would 
be delighted to sec him perform acts of kind
ness and friendship, though I were not the 
object ; he does it with such a grace. I think 
his character, divided into ten parts, stands 
thus,.—four parts Socrates—four parts Nathan
iel—and two parts Shakspeare’s Brutus.

The foregoing verses were really extempore, 
but a little corrected since.4 They may enter
tain you a little, with the help of that partial
ity with which you arc so good as to fa^bur the

heart that the herd of man arc strangers to.— 
On this last account, madam, I am, as in many

performances of, Dear Sir, Your very humble 
servant,

11. II.
i Miss Margaret Kennedy, the Inspirer of the song 

alluded to in the letter, and beginning, “ Young 
Deggy blooms our bonniest lass." Some hints as to 
tills unfortpnate young lady’s career are given in a 

61, vol. 11.). The song was putnote to tjznt song (p. 
whertT'n stands in i
should follow the “ Brigs of Ayr.” X

•Thisletter has been hitherto puhlished(without 
a date, or wjtli a hypothetical one. The dale'Tterw- *Xjd\ 
given, together with the third paragraph, was supplied 
through the publication of a copy said to have been 
carefully token from the original in 1787.

• Dr. Mackenzie was a surgeon in Mauchline ami 
early friend of the poet’s. He was married to one of 
the Mauchline ladles (see noteat page 227, vol. i.), and 
afterwards practised for many years at Irvine. In Ills 
latter days he retired to Edinburgh, where he died, 
January 11th, 1887.

JÏTIe~vbMes alluded to were those “On meeting 
rd Daer.’J See vol. ii. p. 186.
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TO MRS. DUNLOP OF DUNLOP.1

[November], 1786.
MADAM

[ am truly sorry I was not at home yester- 
day, when I was so much honoured with your

i Speaking of his letters, Jeffrey says (see Edin
burgh Review for Jan. ISO ): “Of his other letters, 
those addressed to Mrs. Dunlop are, in our opinion, 
by far the best. He appears, from first to last,, to 
have stood somewhat in awe of this excellent lady, 
and to have lteen no less sensible of her sound judg
ment and strict sense of propriety, than of her steady 
and generous partiality."

Gilbert Burns, in a letter to Dr. Currie, written 
near the close of the last century, has given an 
account of the acquaintance which subsisted for 
several years between this lady and the bard of Coila. 
“Of all the friendships," he says, “which Robert 
acquired in Ayrshire and elsewhere, none seemed more 
agreeable to him than that of Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop.
. . . Robert was on the point of setting out for Edin
burgh, before Mrs. Dunlop had heard of him. About 
the time of my brother’s publishing in Kilmarnock she 
had been afflicted with a long and severe illness, which 
had reduced her mind to the most distressing state 
of depression. In this situation a copy of the printed 
poems was laid on her table by a friend, and, happening 
to open on the ‘Cotter’s Saturday Night,’ she read it 
over with the greatest pleasure and surprise : the 
poet’s description of the simple cottagers operating 
on her mind like the charm of a powerful exorcist, 
expelling the demon ennui, and^restoring her to 
her wonted inward harmony and satisfaction. Mrs 
Dunlop sent off an express to Mossgiel, distant fifteen 
or sixteen miles, with a very obliging letter to my 
brother, desiring him to send half a dozen copies of 
his poems, if he had them to spare, and begging he 
would do her the pleasure of calling at Dunlop House 
as soon as convenient. This was the beginning of 
a correspondence which ended only with the poet’s 
life."

Dr. Currie adds : “ The friendship of Mrs. Dunlop 
was of particular value to Burns. . . . Preserving, in 
the decline of life, the generous affections of youth, 
Jier admiration of the poet was now converted into a 
sincere admiration of the man ; which pursued him 
in after life through good and evil report ; in poverty, 
in sickness, and in sorrow ; and which is continued 
to his infant family, now deprived of their parent.”

These paragraphs, together with the numerous let
ters of the poet to Mrs. Dunlop, place the relation 
which subsisted between them In a sufficiently clear 
light. Some particulars more expressly referring to 
her own personal history may here, however, be 
added.

Frances Wallace, the only daughter and ultimately 
the heiress of Sir Thomas Wallace, Baronet, of 
Craigie, in Ayrshire, was born about the year 1731, 
and at the age of seventeen beeame the wife of John 
Dunlop, Esquire, of Dunlop, in the same county. 
The family of Craigie is said to have been desbended 
from the father of the immortal defender of Scottish

order for my copies, and incomparably more 
by the handsome compliments you arc pleased 
to pay my poetic abilities. 1 am fully per
suaded that there is not any class of mankind 
so feelingly alive to the titillations of applause

independence. The family of Dunlop is traced back 
to the year 1200, as the i>ossessors of the estate in 
Cunningham from which they take their name. Al
though Mrs. Dunlop brought into her husband’s family 
a very large fortune, together with the mansion of 
Craigie, beautiiully situated on the Ayr, she was con
tent to spend the whole of her married and dowager 
life, with the exception of occasional visits, in retire
ment at Dunlop. She there became the mother of 
five sons and five daughters, all of whom, except one^ 
survived her. Mrs. Dunlop died, May 24, l8l$>^t the 
ripe age of eighty-four.

Without the least tincture of the pretension and 
parade which too often distinguish literary ladies, 
Mrs. Dunlop was a woman of highly cultivated 

^understanding,—fond of books and extensively ac
quainted with them, and also disposed to be the 
kind and zealous friend of their authors. The fact 
that Burns’s letters to her are decidedly more 
natural and every way pleasing than those addressed 
to other correspondents, is strikingly indicative of 
something much above all that is common in Mrs. 
Dunlop. While she treated him w ith uniform affa
bility and kindness, there was an unaffected dignity 
in her whole character, which seems to have at once 
exercised a salutary restraint over him, and raised 
his mind, when in communication with hers, to the 
exercise of its best powers. At the same time, there 
can be no doubt that the basis of their friendship 
wa# laid in their common possession of the generous 
affections to which Dr. Currie alludes. The mind of 
Mrs. Dunlop, overflowing with benevolent feelings, 
delighted in those tine emotions of the Ayrshire poet 
which found expression in the verses “To a Mouse," 
the stanzas on a “ Winter Night," and the noble poem 
which first attracted her attention to him. Burns, on 
the other hand, glowed at finding, in the heiress of 
ancient family and historic honours, a heart as warm 
and philanthropic as his own.

After the death of Burns, according to Chambers, 
Mrs. Dunlop paid a visit to Dr. Currie, in order to. 
consult with him respecting the publication of the 
poet’s works. Dr. Currie had already perused a 
parcel of her letters to Burns, which he had found 
amongst the poet's palters; and he was anxious that 
she would allow of their publication, in connection 
with those of Burns to herself. But M re. Dunlop was 
extremely averse to all public appearances, and not
withstanding Dr. Currie’s assurance of the value of 
her letters, both on their own account,ftnd as render
ing Burns’s the more intelligible, she refused to 
allow them to see the light. She concluded her in
terview with Dr. Currie, we are told, by half jestingly 
purchasing back her letters from him one by one, 
laying down a letter of Burns for each of her own, 
tBl she had obtained the whole. But this account is 
contradicted by Gilbert Burns See note to letter 
to Mrs. Dunlop, p. 263/

/
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us the sons of Parnassus : nor is it easy to 
conceive how the heart of the poor bard dances 
with rapture, when those, whose character in 
life gives them a right to be polite judges, 
honour him with their approbation. Had you 
been thoroughly acquainted with me, Madam, 
you could not have touched my darling heart- 
chord more sweetly than by noticing my 
attempts to celebrate your illustrious ancestor, 
the Savibur of his country.

Great patriot hero ! ill-requited chief!

The first book I met with in my early years, 
which I perused with pleasure, was, “ The 
life of Hannibal;” the next was, “The History 
of Sir William Wallace:" for several of my 
earlier years 1 had few other authors; and 
many a solitary hour have I stole out, after the 
laborious vocations of the day, to shed a tear 
over their glorious, but unfdHunate stories. 
In those boyish days I remember, in particular, 
being struck with that part of Wallace’s story 
where these lines occur—

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

I chose a fine summer Sunday, the only day 
my line of life allowed, and walked half a 
dozen of miles to pay my respects to the 
l.eglcn wood, with as much devout enthusiasm 
as ever pilgrim did to Lorctto; and as I ex
plored every den and dell where I could sup
pose my heroic countryman to have lodged, 1. 
recollect (for even then 1 was a rhymer) that 
my heart glowed with a- wish to be able to 
make a song on him in some measure equal to 
his merits.

11. 1$.

TO Mil. ARCH I). LAWRIE.1

MossaiEL, Nov. 13, 1786.
Dear sir,

I have, along with this, sent the two volumes 
of Ossian, with the remaining volume of the 
songs. Ossian I am not in such a hurry about, 
but 1 wish the songs, with the volume of the 
Scotch poets, returned, as soon as they can be 
conveniently dispatched. If they arc left at

1 Son of thajfewGeorge Lawrie, minister of Loudoun 
parish. Stgp Life, and note to poem beginning “ 0 
Thou dreadVuwer," vol. ii. p. 183.

VOL. IV.

Mr. Wilson’s, the bookseller, Kilmarnock, 
they w ill easily reach me. My most respectable 
compliments to Mr. and Mrs. laiwrie, and a 
poet’s warm wishes for their happiness;—to 
the young ladies, particularly the fair mu
sician, whom 1 think much better qualified 
than ever David was, or could be, to charm an 
evil spirit out of Saul. Indeed, it needs not 
the feelings of a poet to be interested in one 
of the sw eetest scenes of domestic peace and 
kindred love that ever I saw, as I think the 
peaceful unity of St. Margaret’s Hill can only 
be excelled by the harmonious concord of the 
Apocalypse. 1 am, dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R. B.

TO MONSR. ARCHIBALD LAWRJE,
COLLINE DE ST. MARGARETS.

MAVCHLINK, Nov. 16, E86. 
Dear Sir, ff

If convenient, please return me by Connell, 
the bearer, the two volumes of songes 1 left 
last time I was at St. Margaret’s Hill.

My best compliments to all the gefod family. 
A Dieu je vous commende.

R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR.ç^

MossGIKL, 18th Nov. 1786.
My dear Sir,

Inclosed you have “Tam Samson,”2 as I 
intend to print him. I am thinking for my 
Edinburgh expedition on Monday or Tuesday, 
come se’en-night, for pos. I will see you on 
Tuesday first.

I am ever, Your much indebted,
B. B.

TO MISS WILHELMINA ALEXANDER2

MossaiEL, 18th Nov. 1786.
Madam,

Poets are such outré beings, so much the 
children of wayward fancy and capricious

3 “Tam Samson's Elegy."
3 See the note to the song of the “Lass o' Balloch- 

myle," vol. ii. pp. 165, 166, where a full account is 
given of the occasion and result of this letter.
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whim, that I believe the world generally 
allows them a larger latitude in the laws of 
propriety, than the sober sons of judgment 
and prudence. 1 mention this as an apology 
for the liberties that a nameless stranger has 
taken with you in the enclosed poem, which 
he'fcegs leave to present to you. Whether it 
has poetical merit any way worthy of the 
theme, I am not the proper judge : but it is 
the best my abilities can produce : and what 
to a good heart will, perhaps, be a superior 
grace, it is equally sincere as fervent.

The scenery was nearly taken from real life, 
though I dare say, Madam, you do not recollect 
it, as I believe you scarcely noticed the poetic 
rêveur as he wandered by you. 1 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 the 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 songs, 
or frighten them to 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 recesses, 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 Vil- 
lany taken my walk, they had at that moment 
sworn eternal peace with such an object.

What an hour of inspiration for a poet ! It 
would have raised plain dull historic prose into 
metaphor and measure.

The enclosed song was the work of my ret urn 
hornet and perhaps but poqrly answers what

might have been expected from such a scene. 
1 am going to print a second edition of my 
poems, but cannot insert these verses without 
your permission.

1 have the honour to 8b, Madam, Your most 
obedient, and very humble servant,

It. B.1

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ.,
BANKER, AYR.

Mossoiel, 20tli November, 1786.
Sir,

Enclosed you have my first attempt in that 
irregular kind of measure in which many of 
our finest Odes are wrote.2 How far I have 
succeeded I don’t know', but I shall be happy 
to haveyouropinion on Friday first (24 th Nov.), 
when I intend being in Ayr.

I hear of no returns from Edinburgh to Mr. 
Aiken respecting my second edition business, 
so I am thinking to set out beginning of next 
week for thc City myself. If my first poetic 
patron, Mr. Aiken, is in town, I want to get 
his advice, both in my procedure and some 
little criticism affairs much, if business will 
permit you to honour me with a few minutes 
when I come down on Friday. I have the 
honour to be, Sir, Your much indebted humble 
servant, »

R„ B.

IN THE NAME OF THE NINE. AMEX.

We, Robert Burns, by virtue of a warrant 
from Nature, bearing date the twenty-fifth 
day of January, Anno Domini, one thousand 
seven hundred and fifty-nine,3 I’oct Lauréat

1 To the Qlenriddéll copy of this letter Kurils added 
the following note " Well, Mr. Burns, did the lady 
give you the desired permission? No! She was too 
flue a lady to notice so plain a compliment. As to 
her great brothels, whom I have since met ill life on 
more equal terms of respectability—Why should 1 
quarrel their want of attention to me? When Fate 
swore that their purses should he full, Nature was 
equally positive that their heads should be empty. 
Men of their fashion were surely incapable of being 
impolite. ‘Ye canna mak’ a silk-purse o’ a sow’s 
lug.'"—R. B., 1702.

i The poem entitled “ A Winter Night.'
1 The poet’s birthday.
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and liard-in-Chief, in and over the districts 
and countries of Kyle, Cunningham, and 
Carrick, of old extent, to our trusty and well- 
beloved \\jjjliam Chalmers and John M‘Adam, 
students hnd practitioners in the ancient and 
mysterious science of confounding right and 
wrong.

Right Trusty,

lie it known unto you, That whereas in the 
course of our care and watching over the order 
and police of all and sundry the manufacturers, 
retainers, and venders of poesy ; bards, poets, 
poetasters, rhymers, jinglers, songsters, ballad- 
singers, &c. &c. &c. &e., male and female— 
We have discovered'$ certain nefarious, abom
inable, and wicked song or ballad, a copy 
whereof We have here enclosed ; Cur Will 
therefore is, that Ye pitch upon and appoint 
the most execrable individual of that execrable 
species, known by the appellation, phrase, 
and nickname of The Deil’s Yell Nowtc 
and after having caused him to kindle a fire 
at the Cross of Ayr,, ye shall, at noon tide of 
day, put into the said wretch’s merciless hands 
the said copy of the said nefarious and wicked 
song, to be consumed by fire in presence of 
all beholders, in abhorrence of, and terrorem 
to, all such compositions and composers. And 
this in nowise leave ye undone, but have it 
executed in every point as this our mandate 
bears, before the twenty-fourth current, when 
in person We hope to applaud your faithfulness 
and zeal.

Given at Mauchline this twentieth day of 
November, Anno Domini one thousand seven 
hundred and eighty-six.

God save the Hard !

TO MR. GEORGE REID,
BARQUHARIE.8

'[Edinburgh, 29th Nov. 1786.]
IIV liRAR SIR,

John Samson begged your pownie in such 
a manner, seconded by Mr. Dalrymple of

1 Old bachelorsso says Dr. Currie; but Gilbert 
Burns alleges it is a scoffing appellation sometimes 
given to sheriff's officers, and other executors of the 
law, and that it is in that sense bis brother has used 
it. Hie poem inclosed was “ Holy Willie's Prayer.'

2 Mr. George Reid, Barquharic, near Ochiltree,

Orangeficld, that I hope you will forgive my 
not returning it by the carrier.

I left Mr. l’rentiee’s on Monday night. 
There was a most agreeable little party in 
the evening ; a Mr. Lang, a dainty body of a 
clergyman; Mr. and Mrs. Stodart—a glorious 
fellow with a~Btill more glorious wife, with 
whom I breakfasted along with Mr. Prentice 
next morning. For Mr. Prentice, no words 
can do him justice. Sound sterling sense, and 
plain warm hospitality arc truly his.

R. 11.

TO JAMES DALRYMPLE, ESQ.,3
ORANOEFIELI).

(Edinburgh, Nov. or Dec. 1786.)
Dear Sir,

1 suppose the devil is so elated with his suc
cess with you, that he is determined by a coup 
tie main to complete his purposes on you all 
at once, in making you a poet. I broke open 
the letter you sent, me; hummed over the 
rhymes ; and, as 1 saw they were extempore, 
said to myself, they were very well ; but when 
I saw at the bottom a name that I shall ever 
value with grateful respect, “I gapit wide, 
but naething spak.” 1 was nearly as much 
struck as the friends of Job, of affliction-bear
ing memory, when they sat down with him 
seven days and seven nights, and spake not a 
word.

1 am naturally of a superstitious cast, and 
as soon as my wonder-scared imagination 
regained its consciousness, art* resumed its 
functions, I east about what this mania of 
yours might portend. My foreboding ideas

Ayrshire, lent the poet a pony, on which he performed 
bis first and memorable journey to Edinburgh. Mr. 
Prentice, mentioned in the letter, was a farmer at 
Covington, in Upper Lanarkshire, and a friend of 
Reid's. It was arranged that the poet should break 
his journey at Covington and pass a night there. 
John Samson was a brother of the more renowned 
“Tam" of the “Elegy."

8 Mr. Dalrymple, a relative of Robert Aiken of 
Ayr, and cousin of the Earl of Glcncairn, was a 
gentleman who interested himself in the fortunes of 
Burns. He was a warm-hearted man, enthusiastically 
given to Freemasonry, and, as the above letter indi
cates, occasionally tried his own hand at verse mak
ing. To this gentleman is due the poet's introduction 
to Ills noble patron, to the Earl of Buchan, Henry 
Erskine, and other notabilities of Edinburgh.
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had the wide stretch of possibility ; and several 
events, great in their magnitude, and impor
tant in their consequences, occurred to my 
fancy. The downfall of the conclave, or the 
crushing of the Cork rumps ; a ducal coronet 
to Lord George Gordon, and the protestant 
interest; or St. Peter's keys to.

You want to know how I come on. 1 am 
just in statu quo, or, pot to insult a gentleman 
with my Latin, in “auld use and wont." 
The noble Earl of Glencairn took me by the^ 
hand to-day, and interested himself in my 
concerns, with a goodness like that benevolent 
Being whose image he so richly bears. He is 
a stronger proof of the immortality of the soul 
than any that philosophy ever produced. A 
mind like his can never die. Let the worship
ful squire H. L., or the reverend Mass ,L M. 
go into their primitive nothing. At litst, 
they are hut ill-digested lumps of chaos, only 
one of them strongly tinged with bituminous 
particles and sulphureous effluvia. But my 
noble patron, eternal as the heroic swell of 
magnanimity, and the generous throb of 
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye 
at “the war of elements, the wreck of matter, 
and the crash of worlds."1

. TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD.2

Edinburgh, 1st Dec. [178C|.
Sir,

Mr. Mackenzie,3 in Mauchlinc, my very 
warm and worthy friend, has informed me 
how much you are pleased to interest yourself 
in my fate as a man, and (what to me is in
comparably dearer) my fame as a poet. 1

1 Addison’s Cato, v. 1.
8 Sir John Whitefoord was proprietor of the estates 

of Whitefoord and Ballochmyle in Ayrshire, but, 
through the mismanagement of his predecessor (who 
is said to have furnished Scott with the groundwork 
of his character of Sir Arthur Wardour in the Anti- 
guary)and the failure of the Ayr bank, he whs obliged 
to dispose of these, and take up his residence at 
Whitefoord House in the Canongate of Edinburgh. 
(See tile song entitled “The Braes of Ballochmyle" 
atvol. ii. p. 52, written on occasion of Miss Whitefoord 
leaving her family inheritance.) Sir John was one 
of the early patrons of Burns, and, what was better, 
a generous defender of his character, as the above 
letter shows. He died at Edinburgh in 1803.

8 Dr. Mackenzie, the friend and medical attendant 
of the family of Sir John Whitefoord.

have, Sir, in one or two instances, been 
patronized by those of your character in life, 
when 1 was introduced to their notice by social 
friends to them, and honoured acquaintances 
to me; but you arc the first gentleman in the 
country whose benevolence and goodness of 
heart has interested himself for me, unsolicited 
and unknown. 1 am not master enough of the 
etiquette of these matters to know, nor did I 
stay to inquire, whether formal duty bade, or 
cohl propriety disallowed, my thanking you 
in this manner, as I am convinced, from I lie- 
light in wtiieh you kindly view me, that you 
will do me the justice to believe this letter is 
not the manœuvre of the needy, slumping 
author, fastening on those in upper life, who 
honour him with a little notice of him or his 
works. Indeed, the situation of poets is gen
erally such, to a proverb, as may, in some 
measure, palliate that prostitution of heart 
and talents they have at times been guilty of.
I do not think prodigality is, by any means, 
a necessary concomitant of a poetic turn, but 
1 believe a careless, indolent attention to 
economy, is almost inseparable from it; then 
there must be in the heart of every bard of 
Nature’s making, a certain modest sensibility, 
mixed with a kindrof pride, that will ever 
keep him out of the way of those windfalls of 
fortune which frequently light on hardy im
pudence and foot-licking servility. It is not 
easy to imagine a more helpless state than his 
whose poetic fancy Unfits him for the world, 
and-whose character as a scholar gives him 
some/pretensions to the politesse of life—yet 
is tm poor as I am.

fW my part, I thank Heaven, my star has 
been kinder; learning never elevated my ideas 
above the peasant’s shed, and I have an inde
pendent fortune at the plough-tail.

I was surprised to hear that any one who 
pretended in the least to the manners of the 
gentleman, should be so foolish, or worse, to 
stoop to traduce the morals of such a one as I 
am, and so unhumanly cruel, too, as to meddle 
with that late most unfortunate, unhappy part 
of my story. With a tear of gratitude, I 
thank you, Sir, for the warmth with which 
you interposed in behalf of my conduct. I 
am, I acknowledge, too frequently the sport 
of whim, caprice, and passion, but reverence 
to God, and integrity to my fellow-creatures,
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1 liopc I shall ever preserve. I have no re
turn, Sir, to make you for your goodness but 
one—a return which, I am persuaded, will 
not be unacceptable—the honest, warm wishes 
of a grateful heart for your happiness, and 
every one of that lovely flock, who stand -to 
you in a filial relation. If ever Calumny aim 
the poisoned shaft at them, may Friendship 
lie by to ward the blow !

It. 13.1

TO.GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.. 

mauchline.*

Edinburgh, Dec. 7tli, i7so.
Honoured Sir,

1 have paid every attention to your com
mands, but can only say what perhaps you 
will have heard before this reach you, that 
Muirkirktands were bought by a John Gordon, 
W.S., but for whom I know not; Mauchlands, 
1 laugh Miln, &c., by a Fredrick Fothcring- 
ham, supposed to be for llalloehmyle Laird, 
and Adamhill and Shawwood were bought 
for Oswald’s folks.—This is so imperfect an 
account, and will be so late ere it reach you, 
that were it not to discharge mv conscience 
1 would not trouble you with it ; but after all 
my diligence I could make it no sooner nor 
better.3

i To this letter Sir John sent the following rejily 
^ Emsüunoil, 4th Dec. 1786.

I received your letter a few days ago. I do not 
pretend to much interest, but what I have I shall lie 
ready to exert in procuring the attainment of any 
object you have in view. Your character as a man 
(forgive my reversing your order), as well as a poet, 
entitles you, I think, to the assistance of every inhabi
tant of Ayrshire. I have been told you wish to lie a 
gauger; I submit it to your consideration whether it 
would not be more desirable, if a sum could lie raised 
by subscription for a second edition of your poems, 
to lay it out in the stocking of a small farm. I am 
persuaded it would lie a line of life much more agree
able to your feelings, and in the end more satisfactory. 
When you have considered this, let me know, and 
whatever you determine upon I will endeavour to 
promote as far as my abilities will permit. With 
compliments to my friend the doctor, I am your
friend and wellwisher, ,__ ( ............. ..John l\ hitefoohd.

1 Mr. Hamilton's connection with Hums has been 
already described in previous notes.

3 Tlie lands of Mauchline Mains, East, West, and 
South Mossgavil, Hangli-Mill, Ac., in Ayrshire, which 
the Loudoun family was at this date compelled to 
dispose of, were sold inutile Exchange Coffee-House,

For my ow n affairs, 1 am in a fair way of 
becoming as eminent as Thomas à Rompis or 
John Hunyan; and you may expect henceforth 
to sec my birth-day inserted among the won
derful events, in the poor Robins and Aberdeen 
Almanacks, along with the black Monday, 
and the battle of I3othw ell-bridge.—My Lord 
Gléncairn and the Dean of Faculty, Mr. It. 
Erskinc, have taken me under their wing; 
and in all probability I shall soon be the tenth 
worthy, and the eighth wise man of the world. 
Through my lord’s influence it is inserted in 
the records of the Caledonian Hunt, that they 
universally, one and all, subscribe for the 
second edition.4—My subscription bills come 
out to-morrow, and you shall have some of 
them next post.—I have met in Mr. Dal- 
rymplc of Orangcfield, what Solomon em
phatically calls “a friend that stickcth closer 
than a brother.’’—The warmth with which lie 
interests himself in my affairs is of the same 
enthusiastic kind which you, Mr. Aiken, and 
the few patrons that took notice of my earlier 
poetic days, showed for the poor unlucky devil 
of a poet.

1 always remember Mrs. Hamilton and Miss 
Kennedy in my poetic prayers, but you both 
in prose and verse.

May canid ne'er catch you but a Imp,6 
Nor hunger but in plenty's lap !

Amen !
R. 13.

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, Esq.,

Banker, Ayr.

Edinburgh, isth Dec. 1786. / 
Mv honoured Friend,

1 would not write you till I could have it 
in my power to give you some account of my
self and my matters, which by the bye is often 
no easy task.—I arrived here on Tuesday was 
sc’nnight,0 and have suffered ever since 1 came

Edinburgh, on the 5th Dec. 1786. Burns seems to 
lia\e been commissioned by Gavin Hamilton (factor 
of the Earl of Loudoun in Mauchline parish) to send 
him early intelligence of the result of the sale.

i Burns seems to have been under a misapprehension 
with respect to this transaction. See note to follow
ing letter.

6 “ But a hap "=without a covering.
6 The poet here makes a strange misstatement. 

He had now been over a fortnight in Edinburgh.
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to town with a miserable head-ache and 
stomach complaint, but am now a good deal 
better.—I have found a worthy warm friend 
in Mr. Dalryinple of Orangeficld, who intro
duced me to Lord Glencairn, a man whose 
worth and brotherly kindness to me, 1 shall 
remember when time shall be no more.—By 
his interest it is passed in the “Caledonian 
Hunt,” and entered in their books, that they 
are to take each a copy of the second edition, 
for which they arc to pay one guinea.1—1 
have been introduced to a good many of the 
noblesse, but my avowed patrons and patron
esses are, the Duchess of Gordon—the Countess 
of Glencairn, with my Lord, and Lady Betty2 
—the Dean of Faculty—Sir John Whitcfoord. 
—I have likewise warm friends among the 

* literati; Professors Stewart, Blair, and Mr. 
Mackenzie—the Man of Feeling.—An un
known hand left ten guineas for the Ayrshire 
bard-with Mr. Sibbald, which I got. I since 
have discovered my generous unknown friend 
to be Patrick Miller, Esq., brother to the 
Justice Clerk ; and drank a glass of claret 
with him by invitation at his own house 
yesternight. I am nearly agreed with Creech 
to print my book, and 1 suppose I will begin 
on Monday. I will send a subscription bill 
or two, next post; when 1 intend writing my 
first kind patron, Mr. Aiken. I saw his son 
to-day, and he is very well.

Dugald Stewart, and some of my learned 
friends, put me in the periodical paper called 
the Lounyer, a copy of which I here inclose

i It would appear , that Burns bad mistaken for an 
accomplished fact a promise by Lord Glencairn that 
he would make such a motion before his assembled 
brethren of the Caledonian Hunt. The entry was 
made in the books about a month after this date, and 
from the following copy of the minute it will be seen, 
too, that the bard was much in error as to the price 
to be given for each copy:—

, 10th Jan. 1787.
“ A motion being made by the Earl of Glencairn, 

and seconded by Sir John Whitcfoord, in favour of 
Mr. Burns, Ayrshire, who had dedicated the new 
edition of his poems to the Caledonian Hunt, the 
meeting were of opinion that, in consideration of his 
superior merit, as well as of the compliment to them, 
Mr. Hagart should be directed to subscribe for one 
hundred copies, in their name, for which he would 
pay to Mr. Burns twenty five pounds, upon the pub
lication of his book."

* Lady Betty Cunningham, an unmarried sister of 
Lord Glencairn.

you.3—I was, Sir, when 1 was first honoured 
with your notice, too obscure; now 1 tremble 
lest I should be ruined, by being dragged too 
suddenly into the glare of polite and learned 
observation.

1 shall certainly, my ever honoured patron, 
write you an account of my every step; and 
better health and more spirits may enable me 
to make it something better than this stupid 
matter-of-fact epistle.

1 have the honour to be, good Sir, your ever 
grateful humble servant,

K. B.
If any of my friends write me, my direction 

is, care of Mr. Creech, bookseller.

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR,
Kilmaunock.

Emnuuiioh, I5tli Dec. 17S6.
My hear Sir,

1 delayed writing you till 1 [was] able to give 
you some rational account of [myself] and my 
affairs. I am got under the patronage] of the 
Duchess of Gordon, (^ountess Dowager of 
Glencairn, Sir John Whitcfoord, the Dean of 
Faculty, Professors Blair, Stewart, Gre[gory?], 
and several others of the noblesse and literati. 
1 believe 1 shall begin at Mr. Creech’s as 
[publisher], 1 am still more undetermined 
as to the future ; and, as usual, [ne]ver think 
of it. 1 have now neither house nor home 
that I can call my own, and live on the world 
at large. I am just a poor wayfaring Pilgrim 
on the road to Parnassus, a thoughtless wan
derer and sojourner in a strange land. [1] re
ceived a very kind letter from Mr. A. Dalziel, 
for which please return my thanks; and [tell] 
him I will write him in a day or two. Mr. 
Parker, Charles [Samson], Dr. Corsan, and hon
est John my <iuoiutam printer, 1 remember in 
my prayers when/I pray in rhyme. To all., of 
whom till I liavo/an opportunity. . . .

P.S. I forgot to tell you how honest-hearted 
[Andrew Bruce?] and [his wife?] Matty . . . 
She is [no]blcst of the Creator’s . . . ,4

3 An appreciative criticism of Burns s poems, written 
by Henry Mackenzie, the celebrated author of The 
Man of Feeling, appeared in the Lounger of Dec. 9.

4 Dr. Hately Waddell, who was the first to publiait 
the above letter, says it is in a fragmentary condition
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TO HR ROBERT AIKEN, AYR

Edinburgh, 16th Dec. 1786.
DEAR 1’ATltUN OF MY VIRGIN MllSK,

1 wrote Mr. Ballantine at large all my 
operations and, “eventful story,’’since 1 came 
to town,—1 have fount! in Mr. Creech, who is 
my agent forsooth, and Mr. Smcllie, who is 
to be my printer, that honour and goodness 
of heart which 1 always expect in Mr. Aiken’s 
friends. Mr. Dalrymple of Orangeficld 1 shall 
ever remember; my Lord Glcncairn 1 shall ever 
pray for. The Maker of man has great honour 
in the workmanship of his Lordship’s heart. 
May he find that patronage and protection in 
his guardian angel that 1 have found in him! 
His Lordship has>cnt a parcel of subscription 
bills to the Marquis of Graham, with down
right orders to get them filled up with all 
the first Scottish names about Court.—lie has 
likewise wrote to the Duke of Montague, and 
is about to write to the Duke of Portland for 
their Graces’ interest in behalf of the Scotch 
Bard’s subscription.

You will very probably think, my honoured 
friend, that a hint about the mischievous na
ture of intoxicated vanity may not be unseason
able; but, alas! you arc wide of the mark. 
Various concurring circumstances have raised 
my fame as a Poet to a height which 1 am 
absolutely certain I have no merits to support; 
and I look down on the future as 1 would into 
the bottomless pit.

You shall have one or two more bills when 
1 have an opportunity of a carrier. 1 am ever, 
with the sincerest gratitude, Honoured Sir, 
your most devoted humble servant,

* R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR

Edinburgh, Dec. 20th, 1786. 
Mr dear Friend,

1 have just time for the carrier, to tell you 
that 1 received your letter; of which I shall

anil lias no address; but from the names and refer
ences occurring in It, It is manifestly written to Mr. 
Muir. Tile above, together with numerous other 
items of the poet’s correspondence with Muir, came 
into the hands of William Reid, bookseller, Glasgow, 
shortly before whose death many of them were 
hopelessly damaged by water through an inundation 
of the Clyde.

say no more but what a lass of my acquaintance 
said of her bastard wean; she said she “didna 
ken wha was the father exactly, but she sus
pected it was some o’ time bonnie blackguard 
smugglers, for it was like them." So 1 only 
say, your obliging epistle was like you. 1 in
close you a parcel .of subscription bills. Your 
affair of sixty copies is also like you; but it 
would not be like me to comply.

Your friend’s notion of my life has put a 
crotchet in my head of sketching it in some 
future epistle to you. My compliments to 
Charles and Mr. Parker.

R. B.

TU MR. WILLIAM CHALMERS,
WRITER, AYR.

' Edinburgh, Dec. 27tli, 1786.
Mr dear Friend,

1 confess I have sinned the sin for fChieh 
there is hardly any forgiveness—ingratitude 
to friendship—in not writing you sooner; 
but of all men living, I had intended to have 
sent you an entertaining letter; and by all the 
plodding, stupid powers, that, in nodding 
conceited majesty, preside over the dull routine 
of business—a lieavily-solemn oath this!— . 
1 am and have been, ever since 1 came to 
Edinburgh, as unfit to write a letter of humour, 
as to write a commentary on the Revelation 
of SC John the Divine, who was banished to 
the Isle of Patmos, by the cruel and bloody 
Domitian, son to Vespasian and brother to 
Titus, both emperors of Rome, and w ho was 
himself an emperor, and raised the second or 
third persecution, I forget which, against the 
Christians, and after throwing the said Apostle 
John, brother to the Apostle James, com
monly called James the Greater, to distinguish 
him from another James, who was, on some 
account or other, known by the name of 
James the Less—after throwing him into a 
cauldron of boiling oil, from which he was 
miraculously preserved, he banished the poor 
son of Zcbcdec to a desert island in the Archi
pelago, where he was gifted with the second 
sight, and saw as many wild beasts as 1 have 
seen since 1 came to Edinburgh; which, a 
circumstance not very uncommon in story
telling, brings me back to where I set out.

To make you some amends for what, before
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you reach this paragraph, you will have suf
fered, I inclose you two poems 1 have carded 
and spun since 1 passed Glenbuck.1 One 
blank in the address to Edinburgh—“ Fair
B-------- ,” is heavenly Miss Burnet, daughter
to Lord Monboddo, at whose house 1 have had 
the honour to be more than once.2 There has 
not been anything nearly like her in all the 
combinations of beauty, grace, and goodness, 
the great Creator has formed, since Milton’s 
Eve on the first day of her existence.

I have sent you a parcel of subscription 
bills, and have written to Mr. Ballantine and 
Mr. Aiken to call cut you for some of them if 
they want them.

My direction is—care of Andrew Bruce, 
merchant, Bridge Street.

R. H.

TO LORD MONBODDO,
8t. John street

Saturday Eve [soth Dec. 17*H 
I shall do myself the honour, Sir, to dine 

with you to-morrow, as you obligingly request 
My conscience twitting me with having 

neglected to send Miss Eliza3 a song she once 
mentioned to me as a song she wished to have 
—I inclose it for her, with one or two more, 
by way of a peace-offering.—I have the honour 
to be, my Lord, your very humble servt.,

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES SIBBALD, 
Bookseller.*

Lawxmarket [3rd Jan. 1787).
Sir,

So little am I acquainted with the modes 
and manners of the more public and polished 
walks of life, that I often feel myself embar
rassed how to express the feelings of my heart, 
particularly gratitude.

1 One certainly the “ Address tfc Edinburgh," the 
other probably his " Address to a Haggis." Glenbuck 
is in Ayrshire, Just on the border of Lanarkshire.

* See note to the “ Address to Edinburgh ; "" also 
next letter, with note.

* Miss Burnett, daughter of Lord Monboddo. See 
note to poem " On the Deatli of the late Miss Burnet."

* Mr. James Sibhald was the publisher of a monthly

------- Rude am I in speech,
And little blest in the set, polish d phrase;
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith, 
Till now, some nine imams wasteiCthey have used 
Their dearest efforts in the rural field;
And therefore, little can 1 grace my cause 
In speaking for myself.1

The warmth with which you have befriended 
an obscure man and young author in your 
three last Magazines—I can only say, Sir, 1 
feel the weight of the obligation, and wish 1 
could express my sense of it. if» the mean
time accept of this conscious acknowledg
ment from, Sir, Your obliged servant,

R. It.

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, Esq.

Edinbi Roil, 7th Jan. 1787.

. . . To tell the truth among friends, 1
feel a miserable blank in my heart, and I 
don’t think I shall ever meet with so delicious 
an armful again. She [Jean Armour] has her 
faults; and so have you and 1 ; and so has every- 
body:

Their tricks ami craft liae put me daft ;
They've ta eu me in amt a that ;

But clear your decks, and here a “ The Sex,"
I like tile jads for a that ;

For a" that and a that.
And twice as mucklc's a that. Ac.

. . . I have met with a very pretty girl,
a Lothian fanner s daughter, whom I have 
almost persuaded to accmn|>aiiv me to the 
West country, should I ever return to settle 
there. By the by, a l.otlnan fanner is about 
an Ayrshire squire of the lower kind; and I 
had a most delicious ride fmm Leith to her 
house yesternight in a hackney coach, with 
her brother, two sisters and brother’s wife. 
We had dined all together at a common friend’s 
house in Leith, and danced, drank, and sang 
till late enough. The night was dark, the 
claret had lieen good, and I thirsty . . .

R. II.

periodical, the Edinburgh Jfa<pigi'nr. The three num
bers spoken of were those of October, November, ami 
December, published respectively In the lieglnnlngof 
the month following. Each numla-r gave extracts 
from the Kilmarnock edition, accompanied with 
appreciative comments by the editor.

1 Othello. 1. 3. [Slightly misquoted to suit the cir
cumstances.)
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TO MR. MACKENZIE, SURGEON, 
Mavciiline.

Edinburgh, 11th Jan. 1787.
Mv dear Sir,

Yours gave me something like the pleasure 
of an old friend’s fare. I saw your friend ami 
my honoured patron, Sir John Whitefoord, 
just after 1 read your letter, and gave him 
your respcvtful cornpts. He was pleased to 
say many handsome things of you, which I 
heard with the more satisfaction as I knew 
them to he just.

His son John, who calls very frcqucntlyon 
me, is in a fuss to-day like a coronation. 
This is the great day—the Assembly and Hull 
of the Caledonian Hunt; and John has had 
the good luck to pre-engage the hand of the 
beauty-famed anil wealth-celebrated Miss 
M ‘Adam, our countrywoman. Between friends, 
John is desperately in for it there, and I am 
afraid will be desperate indeed.

I am sorry to send you the last speech and 
living wools of the Lounyer.

A gentleman waited on me yesterday, and 
gave me by laird Eglintoun's order, ten guineas 
by way of subscription for a brace of copies of 
my second edition.

I met with laird Maitland 1 and a brother 
of his to-day at breakfast. They arc exceed
ingly easy, accessible, agreeable fellows, and 
seemingly pretty clever. — I am ever, my dear 
Sir, Yours, |

II. B.

Tti THE EARL OF EGLIN'T"*.- 

Edinburgh, lltli January, 1787.
My Lord,

As 1 have but slender pretensions to phil
osophy, I cannot rise to the exalted ideas of 
a citizen of the world at large; but have all 
those niitional prejudices, w hich 1 believe glow 
peculiarly strong in the breast of a Seotch-

1 Afterwards the eighth Earl of Lauderdale. He 
was at this time a conspicuous mciiiticr of the House 
of Commons on the opposition side.

i Arclilliuld, eleventh Earl of Eglinton, who died t 
in 171X1. As lie bad no male issue the title and nlmut 
one half the lands went to his cousin, Colonel Hugh 
Montgomery of Cuilstleld, alluded to in the “ Brigs 
of Ayr."

■45

man. There is scarcely any thing to which 
I am so feelingly alive as the honour and 
welfare of old ,Scotia: and as a poet, 1 have 
no higher enjoyment than singing her sons 
ami daughters. Fate had cast my station 
in the veriest shades of life; but never did a 
heart pant more ardently than mine to be dis
tinguished; though till very lately 1 looked 
on every side for a ray of light in vain. It is 
easy then to gmxTimv supremely I was gra
tified to be honoured witlk the countenance 
ami approiitftiim of one of my dCtlr loved coun
try's most illustrious sons, when )lr. Wauchope 
called on me yesterday on the part of,your 
lordship. Your munificence, my lord, cer
tainly deserves my very grateful acknowledg
ments; but your patronage is a bounty pecu
liarly suited to my feelings.3 1 am not master 
enough of. the etiquette of life to know, 
whether there be not some impropriety in 
troubling your lordship with my thanks in 
this manner, but,my heart whispered me to 
do it. From the emotions of. my inmost soul 
1 do it. ^Selfish ingratitude 1 hope I am 
incapable of*and mercenary senility, 1 trust, 
1 shall ever have so much honest pride as to 
detest,

R. B.

To JOHN BA LEANT I NE, ESQ.

Edinburgh, Jan. nth, 1787.
My honoured Friend,

It gives me a secret comfort to observe in 
myself that I am not yet so far gone as Willie 
(law’s Skate, “ past redemption;”4 for I have 
still this favourable symptom of grace, that 
when my conscience, as in the case of this 
letter, tells me I am leaving something undone 
that I ought to do, it teazes me eternally till 

I 1 do it.
I am still “dark as was-Chaos’’ in respect • 

to futurity. My generous friend, Mr. Vatrick 
Miller, brother to the Justice Clerk, bus been 
talking with me about a lease of some farm or

3 As mentioned in preceding letter, tile earl suh- 
scrilied ten guineas for two copies of the [met a works, 
and otherwise gave him his patronage.

4 “ This is one ot man)' sueh old saws, picked up by 
the poet from the lips of his own mother, who pos
sessed a rich store of traditionary humour and
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other in an estate called Dalswinton, which he 
has lately bought near Dumfries. Some life- 
rented embittering recollections whisper me 
that I will be happier any where than in my 
old neighbourhood, but Mr. Miller is no judge 
of land; and though 1 dare say he means to 
favour me, yet he may give me, in his opinion, 
an advantageous bargain that may ruin me.
I am to take a tour by Dumfries as 1 return, 
and have pqpmiscd to meet Mr. Miller on his 
lands some time in May.

1 went to a mason-lodge yesternight, where 
the most Worshipful Grand Master Charteris, 
and all the Grand Lodge of Scotland visited. 
The meeting was numerous ami elegant; all 
the different lodges about towtj were present, 
in all their pomp. The Grand Master, who 
presided with great solemnity and honour to 
himself as a gentleman and mason, among 
other general toasts, gave “Caledonia, and 
Caledonia's Hard, Brother Burns," which rung 
through the whole assembly with multiplied 
honours and repeated acclamations. As I had 
no idea such a thing would happen, 1 was 
downright thunderstruck, and, trembling in 
every nerve, made the best return in Ay 
power. Just as 1 Iffid finished, some of the 
grand officers said so loud that 1 could hear, 
with a most comforting accent, “ Very well 
indeed!" which set me something to rights 
again.

1 have just now had a visit from my land
lady,1 who is a staid, sober, piously-disposed 
sculdudry-abhorring widow, coming on her cli
macteric. She is at present in great Inflation 
respecting some “Daughters of Belial" who 
are on the floor immediately above. My land
lady, who, as I have said, is a flesh-disciplining, 
godly matron, firmly believes her husliaml is 
in heaven; and having been very happy with 
him on earth, she vigorously and pcrscvcringly 
practises some of the most distinguished Chris
tian virtues, such as attending church, railing 
against vice, Ac., that she might be qualified 
to meet her quondam Bed-fellow in that happy 
place where the unclean and the ungodly shall

1 Hie landlady was, says < 'handier* on the authority 
of the poet's friend John KicImioisWWrrs. t'arfrae, 
Baxter » Clow, Lawnmarket. ThiWÿraphic and Ini- 
morons, albeit slightly coarse, paragraph was llr»t 
published in W. Scott Douglas's ^ulinlmrgh Edition. 
As giving us a glinqiee of the poet’» everyday sur
roundings In Edinburgh it is worth having.

never enter. This no doubt requires some 
strong exertions in a hale well-kept widow of 
forty-five; and as our floors are low and ill- 
plastered, weean easily distinguish our laughter- 
loving, night-rejoicing neighbours when they 
are eating, when they are drinking, when they 
are Ac., Ac. My- worthy landlady tosses 
sleepless and unquiet—“looking for rest and 
finding none"—the whole night. Just now 
she told me—though by the by, she is some
times dubious that 1 am, in her phrase, “but 
a rough and roun’ Christian"—that “we 
should not be uneasy and envious because 
the wicked enjoy the good things of this life," 
for these liasc jades who, in her own words, 
“lie up gandy-going with their filthy fellows, 
drinking the best of wines, and singing abom
inable songs, they shall one day lie in hell, 
weeping and wailing, ami gnashing titcir 
teeth over a eup of God's wrath."

1 have to-day corrected my 152d page. My 
lies! good wishes to Mr. Aiken.

I am ever, Dear Sir, Your much indebted 
humble servant,

U. B.

TO MRS. DVNLOI*.

Eiuxbvbgh, 16th January, 1787.
Madam,

Yours of the 9th current, which I am this 
moment honoured with, is a deep reproach to 
me for ungrateful neglect. I w ill tell you the 
real truth, for I am miserably awkwanl at a 
fib—I wished fo have written to Dr. Mcwirc2 
before I wrote to you;, but, though every day 
since I received yours of December noth, the 
idea, the wish to w rite to him has constantly 
pressed on my thoughts, yet I could not for 
my soul set about it. 1 know his fame and 
character, and I am one of “the sons of little 
men." To write him af mere nmttcr-of-faet 
affair, like a merchant! onler, would be dis
gracing the little character I have; and to 
write the author of “ The View of Society and 
Manners" 4 letter of sentiment—I declare 
every artery runs cold at the thought. 1 shall 
try, however, to write to him to-morrow or 
next, day. Ilis kind interposition in my 
behalf 1 have already experienced, as a gcutle- 

3 See note to next letter.
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man waited ou me the other day, on the jiart 
of Lord Eglinton, with ten guineas, by way of 
subscription for two copies of my next edition.

The word you object to in the mention 1 
have made of my glorious countryman and 
your immortal ancestor, is indeed borrowed 
from Thomson; but it does not strike me as 
an improper epithet. I distrusted my own 
judgment on your finding fault with it, and 
applied for I lie opinion of some of the literati 
here, who honour me with their critical stric
tures, and they all allow it to be proper.1 The 
song you ask 1 cannot recollect, and I have 
not a copy of it. 1 have not composed any
thing on the great Wallace, except what you 
have seen in print; and the inclosed, which 
l will print in this edition.2 You will see 
I have mentioned some others of the name. 
When 1 composed my “Vision” long ago, I 
had attempted a description of Kyle, of w hich 
the additional stanzas are a part as it originally- 
stood. My heart glows with a wish to lie able 
to do justice to the merits of the “Saviour of 
his Country," which sooner or later I shall at 
least attempt.

You arc afraid I shall grow; intoxicated with 
my prosperity as a poet: alas ! Madam, I know 
myself and the world too w ell. I do not mean 
any airs of a fleeted modesty; I am willing to 
believe that my abilities deserve some notice; 
hut in a most enlightened, informed age and 
nation, when poetry is and has been the study 
of men of the first natural genius, aided with 
all tljc powers of polite learning, books,

w and radilc company—to lie dragged forth to 
the ftp! glare of learned and polite observation, 
with all my imperfections of awkward rusticity- 
ami mule unpolished ideas on my head—I 
assure you, Madam, I do not dissemble w hen 
I tell you I tremble for the consequences. 
The novelty of a poet in mv obscure situation, 
without any of those ail vantages which arc 
reckoned necessary for that character, at least 
at this time of day, has raised a partial tide of 
public notice which has borne me to a height, 
where I am absolutely, feelingly certain, my

1 Tin1 phrase which Mr#. Iiimlop objected to oc
curred in tile second line of “The l'otter's Saturday 
Night," whivli ran originally thus:

That 'trou tin I through groat, unhappy Wallace heart.

2 Ntnnziut in the “ Vision,” beginning “ Hy Mutely 
tow r or palace fair, ' and ending with the ttrM duan.

abilities are inadequate to support me; and 
too surely do I sec that time when the same 
tide will leave me, and recede, perhaps as far 
below the mark of truth. I do not say this 
in the ridiculous affectation of self-abasement 
and modesty. I have studied myself, and 
know what ground 1 occupy;,and however a 
friend or the world may dill'er from me in that 
particular, 1 stand for my own opinion, in 
silent resolve, with all the tenaciousness of 
property. I mention thus to you once for all 
to disburthen my mind, and l do not wish to 
hear or say more about it.—But,

When proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes,

you will bear me witness, that when my 
bubble of fame was at the highest 1 stood 
unintoxicatcd, with the inebriating cup in 
my hand, looking forward with rueful resolve 
to the hastening time, when the blow of 
Calumny should dash it to the ground, with 
all tlic eagerness of vengeful triumph.

Your patronizing me and interesting your
self in my fame and character as a poet, 1 
rejoice in; it exalts me in my own idea; and 
whether you can or cannot aid me in my sub
scription is a trifle. Has a paltry subscription- 
bill any charms to the lycart of a liard, com
pared with flic patronage of the descendant of 
the immortal Wallace?

Il B.

TO DR. MOORE3

Edixbvrgh, Jan. 1787.
Sir,

Mrs. Dunlop has been so kind as to send 
me extracts of letters she has had from you,

3 John M<sire, M.l)., the author of Zrhtcn, was 
the son of the Jtcv. Vliarle# Moore, Stirling, ami was 
Imii-ii there in 173U. Ills father died while hr. Moire 
was yet a child, when Ilia mother .removed with him 
to Glasgow. At Glasgow hr. Moore received lw>th 
his elementary and academical education. So pre
cocious were his talents, that in 1747, when only 
seventeen years of age, lie was honoured with the 
especial patronage id ('olonel Vnmphvll, afterwards 
the fifth huke of Argyle, hy whom lie was introduced 
to tile hospitals connected with the British army in 
Handers, and brought under the notice of various 
distinguished officers, ns a young man likely to lie an 
ornament to the medical profession. At the eon- 
elusion of the war he was for some time nn attaché 
to Hie British embassy of Lord Albemarle in l’aris.

7
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where you do the rustic ban! the honour of 
noticing him and his works. Those who ha\e 
felt the anxieties and solicitudes of authorship,
He afterwards settled in practice in Hlasgow as the 
partner of Mr. Hamilton, the university professor of 
anatomy. A certain dislike, however, to the drudgery 
of medical practice prevented him front enjoying 
that amount of public patronage to which lie was 
entitled by his talents. (It wits therefore witli no j 
unwilling mind that, early In 1709, though for some | 
years married and the father of several children, he 
agreed to take the charge of the young Duke of 
Hamilton, stepson of his first patron, a youth of 
fourteen, whose health was such as to require the 
constant attendance of a physician. W 1th this young 
nobleman Dr. Moore made one short excursion on 
the Continent, llut the connection was abruptly 
dissolved in July by the deatli of the Duke. In the 
following year Dr. Moore was selected to attend the 
next brother and heir of the deceased duke, and with 
hint be spent five years In continental travel, finally 
returning ill 1778, when his grace had attained Ids 
majority. In that year Dr. Moore removed his family 
to London, with the design of prosecuting his pro
fession there. As yet he hail given tile world 'no 
decided proof of Ills literary talents ; hut this he now 
did (1779) by the publication of his I'irir qf Society 
a nd Manner* in Fra nee, Stritzcrla nil, and Germany, — 
a work of so much vivacity and Intelligence that it 
Instantly attained a great popularity in the author's 
own country, and was translated into French, Herman, 
and Italian. Encouraged by the success of his first 
literary venture, he soon after published a similar 
work on Italy, which was, however, lesaJavourably 
received. \

In 1785 he produced a volume entitled Medical 
Sketch*», which treats, rather in a popular than a 
scientific manner, on several important topics relative 
to health and disease, not without an Intermixture 
of pleasant stories and humorous sarcasm. It was 
at the close of the ensuing year that Ids attention 
was drawn to the poetry of Bums. .Some expressions 
of admiration which he had employed regarding it in 
a letter to Mrs. Dunlop, and which that lady trans
mitted to Burns, led to a correspondence between the 
learned physician and the comparatively unlettered 
bard, in which the one party appears kind without 
the least affectation of superiority, and the other 
respectful with as little display of servility. To Dr. 
Mojire, the poet, in the ensuing August (1787), ad
dressed a sketch of ids own life, which w as published

Jti tile front of Dr. Currie's memoir, and w ill lie found 
n vol. i. of tills work immediately after Lockhart s 
Life.

Dr. Moore, when on the verge of sixty (1789), ap
peared for the first time as a writer of fiction. Ills 
novel of Zelucii, which was then published, took a 
very respectable place amongst works of that class, 
mainly on account of the powerful mofal painting 
which forms the most conspicuous feature of its com- 
jiosltlon. His subsequent novels, entitled Edward 
and Mordaunt, respectively published In 1796 and 
1800, were less esteemed. The Interest he felt in the 
affairs of France, and probably some design of making

can only know what pleasure it gives to be no
ticed in such a manner, by judges of the first 
character. Your criticisms, Sir, 1 receive with 
reverence: only 1 am sorry they mostly came 
too late: a peccant passage or two that 1 would 
certainly have allered, were gone to the press.

The hope to be admired for ages is, in by far 
the greater part of those even who are authors 
of repute, an unsubstantial dream. For my 
part, my first ambition was, and still my 
strongest wish is, to please my compeers, the 
rustic inmates of the hamlet, while ever- 
changing language and manners shall allow me 
to be relished and understood. 1 am very 
willing to admit that 1 have some poetical 
abilities; and as few, if any, writers, either 
moral or poetical, arc intimately acquainted 
with Ihc classes of mankind among whom 1 
have chiefly mingled, I may have seen men 
and manners in a different phasis from what 
is common, which may assist originality of 
thotfôht. Still 1 know very well the novelty 
of my character has by far the greatest share 
in the learning and polite notice I have lately 
had: and in a language where l’opc and 
Churchill have raised a laugh, and Shcnstonc 
and (Iray drawn the tear; where Thomson 
and Beattie have painted the landscape, and 
Lyttelton anil Collins described the heart, I am 
not vain enough to hope for distinguished 
poetic fame.

R. IV
them the subject of a book, induced him lo proceed, 
late in the summer of 171KZ, to Paris. He there 
witnessed the insurrection of the 10th of August, the 
dethronement of the king, the* terrific massacres of 
September, and the tremendous party struggles which 
marked the remainder of the year. He was conse
quently enabled to gratify the curiosity of the British 
piddle by a work under tin* title of .1 Joui nal duriny 
a lleeidence in France, Zte. A - subsequent work, 
under Hie title of A Fair qf the Gauge» and I'rnyre*» 
of the French llcrolution, doses the list of llr. Mo,ire s 
publications. After several years spent in case and 
retirement at Richmond, he died at bis house in 
Clifford Street, London, February 29th, 1802. He 
left five sons, tile eldest of whom was the gallant ami 
lamented Oeneral Kir John Moore.

The portrait from which our engraving Is taken 
w as painted about 1770, by William Cochrane (known 
as Cochrane of Rome).

1 Dr. Moore's answer to the above letter was as 
follows :—

“Cl-lrroBD Stri ct, January, 23, 1787.

I find I 
Dunlop,

“ I have just received your letter, by whi| 
have reason to complain of my friend MM D

yf
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TO MR. CLEGHORN,1
HAVGHTON MILLS, NEAR EDINBURGH.

Dear clkghorn,

You will sec by the above that 1 have added 
a stanza to “ Honnie Dundee.” If Vou think 
it will do, you may set it agoing— \

Upon a ten stringed instrument, 
And on the psaltery.

Mr. Clighorn, Farmer.

Clod bless the trade.

R. D.

for transmitting to you extracts of my letters to her, 
by much too freely and too carelessly written for your 
perusal. I must forgive her, however, in consideration 
of her good intention^ as you will forgive ipe, I hope, 
for the freedom I use with certain expressions, in 
consideration of my admiration of the poems in 
general. If I may judge of the author’s disposition 
from his works, with all the other good qualities of 
a poet he has not the irritable temper ascribed to 
that race of men by one of their own number, whom 
you have the happiness to resemble in ease and 
curious felicity of expression. Indeed the poetical 
beauties, however original and brilliant, and lavishly 
scattered, are not all I admire in your works; the 
love of your native country, that feeling sensibility 
to all the objects of humanity, and the independent 
spirit which breathes through the whole, give me a 
most favourable impression of the I'oet, and have 
made me of^en regret that I «lid not see the ]>oems, 

‘‘ei’tain effect «if which would have been my see- 
fug the author, last summer, when I was longer in 

Scotland than I have been for many years.
“ I rejoice very sincerely at the encouragement you 

- receive at Edinburgh, and I think you peculiarly 
fortunate in the patronage of I)r. Blair, who, 1 am 
informed, interests himself very much for you. I 
lieg to be remembered to him ; nobody can have a 
warmer regard for that gentleman than I have, which, 
independent of the worth of his character, would be 
kept alive by the memory of our common friend, the 
late Mr. Oeorge Blannatyn|e.

“ Before I receive«i your letter, I sent inclosed in 
a letter to Mrs. Dunlop a sonnet by Miss Williams, a 
youilg poetical lady, which she wrote on rea«ling your 
‘ Mountain-daisy;’ perhaps it may not displease you: 

While soon, * the gnnlvn'n flaunting flowers' decay,
Anil ucattvr'il on the earth neglectedjle.

The ‘ Mountain-daisy,* cherish'd 
A fxiet «Irew from heaven, hIi^

Ah, like that lonely tiower the i 
'Mid îwnury's hure soil and mtfl 

He felt each storm that on the mol 
Nor ever knew the nhelter of the vnl 

lly genius in her native vigour iiurnt,
<»n nature with impassion'd look he gased^

Then through the cloud of adverse fortune hurst 
Indignant, ami in light uiiIkutowM Mated.

Scotia! from rude affliction shield thy Mini;
llis hcaveigtaught numM-m Fame herself will guard.

“ I have been trying to a«l«l to the number of your 
subscribers, but Mini many of my acquaintance are

TO THE REV. U. LAWRIE,2
N EWMILLS, NEAR KILMARNOCK.

Edin., Feb. 5th, 1787.
Reverend and dear Hir,

When I look at the date of your kind letter, 
my heart reproache* me severely with ingrati
tude in neglecting so long to answer it. 1 
will not trouble you with any account, by way 
of apology, of my hurried life and distracted 
attention : do me the justice to believe that 
my delay by no means proceeded from want 
of respect. I feel, and ever shall feel for you, 
the mingled sentiments of esteem fur a friend 
and reverence for a father.

I thank you, Sir, with all my soul for your 
friendly hints, though I do not need them so 
much as my friends arc apt to imagine. You 
arc dazzled with newspaper accounts and dis
tant reports; but, in reality, 1 have no great 
temptation to be intoxicated w ith the cup of 
prosperity. Novelty may attract the attention 
of mankind awhile; to it 1 owe my present 
éclat; but I see the time not far distant when 
the popular tide which has borne me to a 
height of .which 1 am, perhaps, unworthy, 
shall recede with silent celerity, and leave me 
a barren waste of sand, to descend at my 
leisure to my former station, i do not say 
this in the affectation of modesty; I see the- 
consequence is unavoidable, and am prepared 
for it. 1 had been at a good deal of pains to 
form a just, impartial estimate of my intel
lectual powers before I came here: 1 have not 
added, since I came to Edinburgh, anything 
to the account; and I trust 1 shall take every 
atom of it hack to my shades, the coverts of 
my uimoticcil early years.

already among them. I have only to add, that, witli 
every sentimeut of esteem, ami the most cordial good 
wishes,

“ I am your obedient humble servant,
“J. Moure."

i (leghorn was one of the genial fellows who com
posed the Crochallan Feneibles, of which Burns 
became a member on his first visit to Edinburgh. 
The version of “ Bonnie Dundee," as sent in the letter, 
will lie found in the section containing Songs altered 
by Bums.

'- See our notice of the Rev. Dr Lawrie, and of his 
instrumentality in bridging Burns before the Edin-1 
burgh public, through drawing Dr. Blaeklock’s at
tention to his poems, in vol. ii. of this work, p. 183. 
See als«i Lockhart s Life, p. 62.
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In Dr Blaekloek, whom I nee very often, I 
have found what I would have expected in our 
friend, a clear head and an excellent heart.

By far the most agreeable hours I sjiend in 
E<linburgh must be placcil to the account of 
Miss 1-awric and her pianoforte. 1 cannot 
help repeating to you and Mrs. l-uwrie a com
pliment that Mr. Mackenzie, the celebrated 
“Man of Keeling,” paid to Miss l-awrie, the 
other night, at the concert. I had come in at 
the interlude, and sat down by him till I saw 
Miss I-awrie in a seat not very distant, and 
went up to pay my respects to her. On my 
return to Mr. Mackenzie he asked me who she 
was; 1 told him 'twas the daughter of a rev- 

• crend friend of mine in the west country. 
He returned, there was something very strik
ing, to his idea, in her appearance. On my 
desiring to know what it was, he was pleased 
to say, “She has a great deal of the elegance 
of a well-bred lady about her, with all the 
sweet simplicity of a country girl.”

My compliments to all the happy inmates 
of St. Margaret's.

I am, my dear Sir, Yours, most gratefully, 
liolIKItT Bl'KXS.

TO MISS -------- .'

MV IlKAK I'Of NTH Y Wo SI AX,

I am so iin|«ilivnt to show you that I am 
once more at peace with you, that I send you 
the book I mentioned directly, rather than 
wait the uncertain time of my seeing you. I 
am afraid I have mislaid or lost Collins' Poems, 
which I promised to Miss Irvin. If I can find 
them, I will forward them by you : if not, you 
must a|*dogize for me.

I know you will laugh at it when I tell you 
that your piano and you together have played 
the deuce somehow almut my heart. My

1 Tlic recipient of this letter is not known. We put 
It in Its present place Is-canse we think that, not 
linpmliahly, It was sent to the Miss l-uwrie of the 
preeeillng letter, who, liions with her |ilunoforte, 
enable,I the very wiiaee|>tllilefNK-t tospcml some " most 
agreeable hours." No safe conjecture, however, can 
Is* formed as to the [1er*on meant, la-yond that of her 
Is'lng an Ayrshire lady, which the term " country
woman’ implies, and which of course Miss Ijiwrtc 
was. Another conjecture Is, that It w as aihlressisl to 
Miss Margaret (or “ I'eggy ') Chalmers, to whom a 
liumlair of letters by Hums will lie found III our pages.

breast has fieeti widowed these many months, 
and I thought myself proof against the fasci
nating witchcraft ; but I am afraid you will 
“ feelingly convince me w hatTJam. " 1 1 say, 
I am afraid, liecause I am not sure what is the 
matter with me. I have one miserable bad 
synijitom ; when you whisper, or look kindly 
to another, it gives me a draught of damna
tion. I have a kind of wayward wish to lie 
with you ten minutes by yourself, though 
what I would say, Heaven above knows, for 
I am sure I know not. I have no formed 
design in all this; but just, in the nakedness 
of my heart, write you down a mere matter- 
of-fact story. You may jierhajis give yourself 
airs of distance on this, and that will completely 
cure me; but I wish you would not ; just let 
us meet, if you please, in the old “beaten 
way of friendship.”5

I will not siiliscrilie myself your humble 
servant, for that is a phrase, I think, at least 
fifty miles off from the heart ; but I will eon- 
clinic with sincerely wishing that the firent 
Protector of innocence may shield you from 
the liarlssl dart of Calumny, and hand you by 
the covert snare of deceit.

It. If.

TO THE HONOI RABI.K BAILIES OK 
CANoXHATE, LDIXIII KOII.1

tali Kelirnar) , I7s7.
«KXTLKMKX,

I am sorry to Is* told that the remains of 
Itolicrt Fcrgusson, the sojuslly celebrated poet,

3 Ftrlingly pereeade mr what 1 am
.la l »e /.tl, /Ml. I

3 In tin* Iraltn way • f
— IlimUt, II. 2.

A freinent «|ii«»t;iti**u of tin- tianl*.
<The lvltfr tlm* vmnivoiiftly ailtlrt'KM'tUnolillYi-rtil 

t«* the |»r«t|#cr «nthoritlvw, the manager* t.f tin- Kiik 
•tioI Kirkyanl Kuml* of t'aiNHigate, who, at n meeting 
held mi the --inI Ki'lmiary, had the limiter brought 
oihi lully In foiv them •*> their trniMin r.who prod need 
the mIniw |m tit ion After living n ad nml eomidered 
the ihM'ilinelit wm* onleml to lie elignward ill their 
Heilvnilit iMH.k, along with the wliieli runs a*
follows

“Therefore the »aid Manager?*, in eoniddirntion of 
the laudable ami dhdnti n »»t«-«| motion of Mr. Bunt».. 
ami the propriety of hi* re»|iie*t. did, ami hereby do, 
iinniiinioiiiily grant |*>wer «ml Mlierty to the *aid 
Hubert Burn* toerevt a headMoiie at the grave of the
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B man whose talents for ages to come will <lo 
honour to our Caledonian name, lie in your 
churehyanl among the ignolile dead, uiiiiotieed 
ami unknown.

Some memorial to <lircet the steps of the 
lovers of Seottisli song, when they wish to shed 
a tear over the “narrow house" of the laird 
who is no more, is surely a tribute due to 
Kergusson's memory—a tribute 1 w ish to have 
the honour of paying.

I petition you then, Ucntlemeh, to ] verm it 
me to lay a simple stone over his revered 
ashes, to remain an unalienable property to 
his deathless fame. I have the honour to Ik1, 
Gentlemen, your very humble servant,

liolIKKT lil HNS.

Til THE KARL OK 111 CHAN.1

Eiuniii roh, I’tli Kell. 17X7.1
MV I.0KI1,

The honour your lordship has done me, by 
your notiee and advice in yours of the 1st 
instant, I shall ever gratefully remember!

Praise from thy lips Its mine with Joy to Imaat,
They best ran give It who deserve it most.

Your lordship touches the darliiig chord of 
my heart, when you advise me to lire my 
muse at Scottish story, awl Scottish scenes.
I wish/for nothing more than to make a 
leisurely pilgrimage through my native voulu 
try; to sit ami (mise on those once hard-con-

■uhl Rnlicrt Kcrgiissoii. and to keep up and preserve 
the same to Ids memory in all time isiming. Ex
tracted forth of the records of the Manager*, try

William spaotr, CUrlr.
Hums * isM'tical inscription for the tonilistope will 

Is* found In vol. II. p. _‘ol. See also letter1 to Mr. 
Peter Stuart on next page.

1 Hie Fairl of ltuclian, who w as a patron of literature 
so far as |inrsfmoiiiou* habits would permit him. and 
a dabbler In literature himself, seem* to him* been 
giving the |awt what lie no doubt deemed gi””l advice.
He was the elder brother of the witty Henry F.rskii..... .
the Scotch lair, and of Thomas F.rskine of the English 
liar, who Is'came lord-chancellor. He was vain and 
silly, and a gissl deal of a butt in the society of his
eoni|*-or*. He died in 1**11, at an advanced age.-----■
This letter with the alsive date lirst ap|w-nred In the 
llrr of April 77tli, 1701. The text as It Is printed In 
that is-riodicai differs In some slight res|s*-ts from 
that given alsive, which follows the hohigraph copy 
preserved In the llritlsh Museum.

tended fields, where Caledonia, rejoicing, saw 
hcr bloody lion liorne through broken ranks 
to victory and fame; ami, catching the inspir
ation, to pour the deathless names in song. 
But, my Lord, in the midst ofthese enthusiastic 
reveries, a long-visaged, dry moral-looking 
phantom strides across my imagination, and 
pronounces these emphatic words :

“I, Wisdom, dwell with I’rudencc. Friend,
I do not come to open the ill-dosed wounds 
of your follies and misfortunes, merely to give 
you pain; I wish through these wounds to 
imprint a lasting lesson on your heart. I will 
not mention how many of my salutary advices 
you have despised : I have given you line upon 
line, and precept upon precept; and while I 
was chalking out to you the straight way to 
wealth and godly character, with audacious 
effrontery you have zigzagged across the path, 
contemning me to my face : you know the 
consequences. It is not yet three months 
since home was so hot for your stay that you 
were on the wing for the western side of the 
Atlantic, not to make a fortune, but to hide 
your disgrace.

“Now that your dear-loved Scotia, about 
whom you make such a racket, puts it in your 
power to return to the situation of your fore
fathers, will you follow these will-o'-wisp 
meteors of fancy and whim, till they bring you 
once more to the brink of ruin? I grant that 
the inmost ground you can occupy is but half 
a step from Want; but still it is half a step 
from fi. If all that I can sav is ineffectual, 
let her who seldom calls to you in vain, let 
the call of Pride prevail with you. You know 
how you feel at the iron gripe of ruthless op
pression; you know how you bear the galling 
sneer of contumelious greatness. I hold you 
out the conveniences, the comfort* of life, in
dependence and character, on the one hand; 
I tender yon servility, dependence, and wretch
edness, on the other. I will not insult your 
common sense by bidding you make a choice."

This, my laird, is an unanswerable harangue. 
I must return to my humble station, anil woo 
my rustic muse in my wonted way at the 
plough-tail. Still, my Lord, while the drops 
of life warm my heart, gratitude to that dear- 
loved country in which I boast my birth, ami 
gratitude to those of her distinguished sons, 
who have honoured me so much with their
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patronage ami approbation, shall, while steal
ing through my humble shades, ever distend 
my bosom, and at times, as now, draw forth 
the swelling tear.

i
TO MR. PETER ST I’ART,

KIOTO* or TIIK “STAIl " NEWSPAPER, LUNIKIS.

ElilNui'Run, February, 17S7.
MV PEAK SIR,

You may think, and too justly, that I am a 
selfish, ungrateful fellow, having received so 
many repeated instances of kindness from you, 
and yftdlMti'er putting pen to paper to say 
thank yofKbut if you knew what a devil of a 
life my conscience lias led me on that account, 
your goisl heart would think yourself too 
much avenged. By the bye, there is nothing 
in the whole frame of man which seems to lie 
so unaccountable as that thing called Con
science. Had the troublesome yelping cur 
powers efficient to prevent a mischief, he 
might bcofush; but at the beginning of the 
business, hi* feeble efforts arc to the workings 
of passion, as the infant frosts of an autumnal 
morning to the uncloudi d fervour of the rising 
sun : and no sooner are the tumultuous doings 
of the wicked deed over, than, amidst the 
hitter native consequences of folly in the very 
vortex of our horrors, up starts Conscience, 
and harrows us w ith the feelings of the damned.

I have Inclosed you, by way of expiation, 
some verse and prose, that, if they merit a 
place in your truly entertaining miscellany, 
you are welcome to. The prose extract is 
literally as Mr. Sprott sent it me.

The inscription on th<; stone is as follows:—

“HERE LIE* ROBERT FF.Rlit SSOX, POET,

11 Horn, September Mil, 17M—Died, tilth 
October, 1774.

No sculptur'd marble here, nor pompons lay,
‘ No storied urn nor animated bust,"

This simple stone directs |*ile Scotia's way
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's dust."

On the other side of the stone is as follows:—
"By special grant of the managers to Ridait 

Burns, who erected this stone, this burial-place is to 
remain for ever sacred to the memory of Rots-rt 
Kergusson."

TO I HI. MOORE.

EPINHI'RUII, Kith Fell. 17*7.
SIR,

Pardon my seeming neglect in delaying so 
long to acknowledge the honour you have 
done me, in your kind notice of me, January 
23rd. Not many months ago I knew no other 
employment than following the plough, nor 
could boast any thing higher than a distant 
acquaintance with a country clergyman. Merc 
greatness never cm barrasses me; I have nothing 
to ask from the great, and I do not fear their 
judgment: but genius, polished by learning, 
and at its proper point of elevation in the eye 
of the world, this of late I frequently meet 
with, and tremble at its approach. 1 scorn 
the affectation of seeming modesty to cover 
self-conceit. That I have some merit I do 
not deny; but I see with frequent wringings 
of heart, that the novelty of my character, 
and the holiest national prejudice of my coun
trymen, have borne me to a height altogether 
untenable to my abilities.

For the honour Miss Williams has done me, 
please. Sir, return her in my name my most 
grateful thanks. I have more than once 
thought of |«lying her in kind, but have 
hitherto quitted the idea in hopeless des|*m- 
dency. I had never la-fore heard of her; but 
the other day I got her |meins, which, for 
several reasons, some belonging to the head, 
and others the offspring of the heart, gave me 
a great deal of pleasure. I have little preten
sions to critic lore; there are, I think, two 
characteristic features in her jmotry—the un
fettered wild flight of native genius, and the 
querulous, sombre tenderness of “ tiuie-scttled 
sorrow."

I only know what pleases me, often without 
being able to tell why.

' i 11. 11.1

1 The following was Hr. Moore s nïîswt-r to this 
letter: -

'Turroao Pint it, ssth Fri». 17*7.
“ l»l Alt hlK,

“Your letter of tin* lfttii gave nie a great deal of 
plcasimx It iiyliot surprising that you Improve in 
correctnea» uni taste, eonsideriug wjiere you have 
lieen for s\nu^4 iine pn»t. And I dare sa ear there is 
iio danger of your admitting any |s»liidi which might 
weaken the vigour of your native powers.

“ Kam glad to perceive that you disdain the nan- 
hcoiin affectation of decrying your own merit a# aIt. It.
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1

I .

TO JOHN BALLANTINE,» ESQ.

Edinburgh, Feb. 24th, 1787.
Il V HUNOURKD FRIEND,

I will noon ho with you now, in guid black 
prciit;—in a week or ten day* at fart lient. I 
am obliged, agaiunt my own winli, to print 
HulwcribcnV names; ho if any of my Ayr 
friend* have *ub*cription bills, they must be 
sent in to Creech directly. 1 am getting my 
phiz done by an eminent engraver,1 and if it 
can be ready in time, 1 will appear in my 
book, looking like all other fodl* to my title- 
l»agc. I have the honour to lie cvcf your 
grateful

^ R B.

poet, an affectation which la «liaplayeU with nioet 
uetentatlon by thoae who have the greatest share of 
self-conceit, ami which only aihls undeceiving false- 
hot si tv disgusting vanity. For you to deny the 
merit of your (meins, would lie arraigning the fixed 
opinion of the public.

“As the new edition of my View of Society is 
not yet ready, I have sent you the former edition, 
which I beg you will accept as a small mark of my 
esteem. It is sent by the sea to the care of Mr. 
Creech, ami, along with these four volumes for your
self, I have also sent my Medical Sketch ft in one 
volume, for my friend Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop: this 
you will tw so obliging as to transmit, or, if you 
chance to jams soon by Ihinlop, to give to her.

“ I am happy to hear that your sulwcription is so 
ample, and shall rejoice at every piece of good fortune 
that Itefalls you. For you are a very great favourite 
in my family ; and this is a higher compliment than 
|n*rlia|is you are aware of. It includes almost all the 
professions, and of course, is a proof that your 
writings are adapted b» various tastes and situations. 
My youngest son, who is at Winchester school, 
writes to me, that he is translating some stanzas of 
your ' Hallowe'en ' Into Latin verse, for the Iwneflt 
of his comrades. Tills union of taste partly pna ewls, 
no doubt, from the cement of Scottish partiality, 
with which they are all somewhat tinctured. Even 
your translator, who left Scotland Uni early in life 
for reflection, is not without it 

“ £ remain, with great sincerity, your obedient 
servant,

“J. Moor*."
1 Tills was Iteugo, who engraved the first portrait 

of hums, from the original painting by Nasmyth. 
Hciigo did not keep strictly to the painting, but got 
the poet to sit to him while he was engraving, so that 
the plate differs somewhat from Nasmyth's portrait, 
displaying a swarthier and more melancholy coun
tenance than the («inter gave it. It was considered 
to lie a I letter likeness.

TO THE HON. HENRY ERSKINE.*

Sir,
Edinburgh, February 1787.

I showed the enclosed political ballad to 
my I*onl Glcncairn, to have bis opinion 
whether I should publish it; as I suspect my 
political tenets, such as they arc, may be 
rather heretical in the opinion of some o( my 
best friends. I have a few first principles 
in Religion and Politics, which I believe I 
would not easily part with; but for all the eti
quette of, by whom, in what manner, Ac., I 
would not have a dissocial word with any 
of God’s creatures, particularly an honoured 
patron or a respected friend. His lordship 
seems to think the piece may appear in print, 
but desired me to send you a copy foç your 
suffrage. I am, with the sincercst gratitude 
for the notice with which you have liccn 
pleased to honour the rustic bat’d, Sir, your 
most devoted, humble servant,

R B.

AI Rif.TO THE EARL OF GLENC

Epinhvkou, Feb. 1787.
My Lord,

I wanted to purchase a profile of your lord- 
ship, which 1 was told waa to be got in town; 
but 1 am truly sorry to nee that a blundering 
painter ha* «polled a “human face divine." 
The enclosed stanza* 1 intended to have 
written below a picture or profile of your 
lordahip, could I have been *o happy\a* to 
procure one with any thing of a likcnca*.

A* I will noon return to my shade*, I 
wanted to have something like a material 
object for my gratitude; I wanted to have it 
in my power to *ay to a friend, there i* my 
noble )iatron, my gencrou* liencfactor. Allow 
me, my lord, to publish these verses.5 I con-

* To Harry Ersklne, the learned and witty Dean of 
Faculty, Minis waa introduced by the Earl of fllen- 
calm, a «main of the eminent lawyer. The political 
ballad referred to In the letter la that l>eglnnlng

When Oulllord good our pilot stood.
—Vol. I. p. Ml.

* The verses beginning “ Whose is that nidde, 
dauntless brow." It does not appear that Ills lord- 
ship granted the poet's m|Ucst, as the verses did not 
see the light till long after the pis-t and patron’s

VOL. IV.
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jure your lordship, by the honest throe of 
gratitude, by the generous wish of bene
volence, by all the powers and feelings which 
compose the magnanimous mind, do not deny 
me this petition. I owe much to your lord
ship: and, what has not in some other in
stances always been the cSc with me, the 
weight of the obligation is a pleasing load.
I trust 1 have a heart as independent as your 
lordship’s, than which I can say nothing more; 
and I would not be beholden to favours that 
would crucify my feelings. Your dignified 
character in life, and manner of supporting 
that character, arc flattering to my pride; ami 
I would be jealous of the purity of my grate
ful attachment, where I was under the patron
age of one of the much-favoured sons of fortune.

Almost every poet has celebrated his patrons, 
particularly when they were names dear to 
fame, and illustrious in their country; allow 
me, then, my lord, if yon think the verses 
have intrinsic merit, to tell the whrld how 
much I have the honour to lie,

Your lordship’s highly indebted, ami ever 
grateful humble servant,

R. B.

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.

Enraavaon, March sth, 1787.
Dkah Sir,

Yours came safe, and I am, as usual, much 
indebted to your goodness.—Poor Captain 
Montgomery is cast. Yesterday it was tried 
whether the husband could proceed against 
the unfortunate lover without first divorcing 
his wife, and their Gravities on the Bench 
were unanimously of opinion that Maxwell 
may prosecute for damages directly, and need 
not divorce his wife at all if lie pleases; ami 
Maxwell is immediately, before the I-on I 
Ordinary, to prove, what I dare say will not 
lie denied, the Crim. Con.—then their l/ird- 
ahips will modify the damages, which I sup
pose will be pretty heavy, as their Wisdoms 
have expressed great abhorrence of my pillant 
Right Worshipful Brother’s conduct.1 '*

0, all ye |Kiwcrs of love unfortunate, and 
friendless woe, pour the Imlm of sym|iathi7.ing

1 Respecting tills case see note to the fragment 
I «‘ginning “ By all I loved neglected anil forgot."

pity on the grief-torn, tender heart of the 
hapless Fair One!

My two songs on Miss W. Alexander ami 
Miss Peggy Kennedy were likewise tried yes- 
tcnlay by a jury of literati, and fourni defama
tory litiels against the fastidious powers of 
Poetry and Taste; and the author forbidden to 
print them under pain of forfeiture of character. 
1 cannot help almost shedding a tear to the 
memory of two songs that hail cost me some 
pains, and that I valued a good deal, but I 
must submit.2

My most respectful compliments to Mrs. 
Hamilton and Miss Kennedy.—

My poor unfortunate Songs comcagain across 
my memory. I)—n the pedant, frigid soul of 
Criticism for ever ami ever! I am ever, dear 
■Sir, your obliged

TO Mil. JAMES CANDL18H,*
STUHKNT IN PHYSIC, nl.ASOOW COLLROK.

r.niNiU'ROH, March Mat, 1787.
Mr KVKIl HKAR, 01.11 Arvl'AINTANCK,

I was equally surprised and pleased at your 
letter, though I (lari' say you will think by my 
delaying so long t.n write to you that I am so 
drowned in the intoxication of goisl fortune as 
to lie indifferent to old, and once dear con
nexions.’" The truth is, I was determined to 
write a goisl letter, full of argument, ampli
fication, erudition, and, as Bayes says, nil lliiil. 
I thought of it, and thought of it, and. by my 
soul, 1 could not; and, lest you should mistake 
the cause of my silence, I just sit down to tell 
you so. Don’t give yourself credit, though, 
thjit the strength of your logic scares me: the 
truth is, 1 never mean to meet you on I hal. 
ground at all. You have shown me one tiling 
which was to lie demonstrated: that strong 
pride of reasoning, with a little all’cclalipn of

1 Tile two songs alluded to arc the “ Urns o' liai 
hadimyle," and “Young I'cggy lihsimaoiir bonniest 
lass;" and If Hums was lint exaggerating,here, wo 
cannot help thinking that the verdict nt tile “ Jury of 
literati " errs on the aide of severity.

• James t'audllsh was, like Ills correspondent, the 
son of olweure parrels In Ayrshire, and ap|a«ur* to 
have la-come aci|iialntcd with the |satt at the isiriah 
schiMil of Ihtlryinple, and renewed their rnui|>aiiioii- 
ship for a short time at the Ayr grammar-schisd. 
Her note to the “ Belles of Maiichllnc," vol. I. p. *“27.





»

Fac-Similé of Burns' Hand-Writing.
From the original formerly in possession of Major James Glencairn Burns.
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And $\oJ~0^7
y/WaJÂ^ JfcafÿiMisfJuJf ^l/YVAudj ^v\a^\t

'(osV'n srJjtlA {Jtot/YYUA<- !

to/HatV/ AoJAmaa) ^4/ Jyüja)f

A/y\d /maAA\ ffiaJ'e^c  ̂j^yc
ÙlAl hoL*u/y aa)/AjJ^ Vi^vvtY/vnfy'

Aj)y) oZAe/d Zd/rAiU .

(rthiaAAvu a cmu/Ùj Q/i//ryi/rnvf-A{/nf 
^AxAl/ai AmfA A /yvu/tfcd ; 

jAAtvfdiasyi utrtoÿd ididtfZUOt

vJÏ\<l w-oA& wft/fA Vk /(pjtu?.

umzt\ vawys) \y<r
^Jr\(Atdo/\a^$uma /m<uj^

Wth Qfcjfay A/ ^tZLv/yuA^g egt 
^fc&Ax£ uft** ^Â7\ Müm\
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singularity, may mislead the best of hearts.
1 likewise, since you and I were firstncquaintcd, 
in the pride of despising old women's stories, 
ventured in “the daring path Spinoza trod;" 
hut experience of the weakness, not the 
strength, of human powers, made me glad to 
gras)) at revealed religion.

I must stop, but don’t impute mj ^brevity 
to a wrong cause. 1 am still, in the t postlc 
Paul’s phrase, “The old imt^Xith his « ceds," 
as when we were sporting almut the Lady 
Thom." I shall l>e four weeks here yet at 
least; and so I shall expect to hear from you; 
welcome sense, welcom) nonsense.

1 am, with the wannest sincerity, my dear 
old friend, yours &e.,

II. It.

To MRS. DUNLOP.

BDIHBDROH, March 22il, 1787.
Maham,

I read your letter with watery eyes. A 
little, very little, while ago, I had scarce a 
friend but the atublmm pride of my own 
Imsom; now I am distinguished, patronized, 
liefrieinlod by you. Your friendly advices, I 
will not give them the cold name of criticisms,
I receive with reverence. I have made some 
small alterations in what I before luul printed.
I have the advice of some very judicious friends 
among the literati here, but with them I some
times tind it necessary to claim the privilege 
of thinking for myself. The noble Karl of 
(ilencaira, to whom I owe more than to any 
man, does me the honour of giving me his 
strictures: his hints, with respect to impro
priety or indelicacy, I follow implicitly.

You kindly interest yourself in my future 
views ami prospects; there 1 can give you no 
light. It is all

business, for which heaven knows I am unfit 
enough, to make leisurely pilgrimages through 
Caledonia; to sit on the fields of her battles; 
to wander on the romantic banks of her rivers; 
and to muse by the stately towers or venerable 
ruins, once the honoured abodes of her heroes.

Hut these are all I'topian thoughts: 1 have 
dallied long enough with life; 'tis time to be 
in earnest. I have a fond, an aged mother to 
care for: and some other bosom tics perhaps 
equally tender. Where the individual only 
sutlers by the consequences of his own thought
lessness, indolence, or folly, he may be excus
able; nay, shining abilities, anil some of the 
nobler virtues, may half sanctify a heedless 
character; but where (lod and nature have 
intrusted the welfare of others to his care; 
where the trust is sacred, anil the tics are dear, 
that man must lie far gone in selfishness, or 
strangely lost to reflection, whom these con
nexions will not rouse to exertion.

I guess that I shall dear between two and 
throe hundred pounds bf my authorship; with 
that sum 1 intend, so far as 1 may lie said to 
have any intention, to return to my old ac
quaintance, the plough, and, if I can meet 
with a lease by which 1 can live, to commence 
farmer. I do not intend to give up poetry; 
lieing bred to labour, secures me lnde|iendencc, 
and the Muses are my chief, sometimes have 
been my only enjoyment. If my practice 
second my resolution, 1 shall have principally 
at heart the serious business of life; but while 
following my plough, or building up my 
shocks, I shall cpst a leisure glance to that 
dear, that only feature of my character, which 
gave me the notice of my country, and the 
|ialronagc of a Wallace.

Thus, honoured Madam, I have given yon 
the lianl, his situation, and his views, native 
as they are in his own lioaom.

It. 11.

Park as was Onion ere the Infant sun 
Was roll'd together, or liai! trlisl Ids Imams 
Athwart the gloom profound.

The appellation of a Scottish hnnl is by far 
my highest pride; to continue to deserve it is 
my most exalted ambition. Scottish scones 
and Scottish story arc the themes I could wish 
to sing. I have no dearer aim than to have it 
in my power, unplagued with the routine of

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

EiitNBVRon, 15th April, 1787.
Madam,

There is an affectation of gratitude which 
I dislike. The periods of Johnson and the 
pauses of Sterne may hide a selfish heart. 
Knr my part, Madam, I trust 1 have too much 
pride for servility, and ton little prudence for
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selfishness. I have this moment broken open 
yoûFictter, but

Kudu aiu I in speech,
And therefore little can I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself—

so I shall not trouble you with any fine 
speeches and hunted figures. 1 shall just lay 
my hand on my heart and say, I hope I shall 
ever have the truest, the warmest sense of 
your goodness.

I come abroad, in print, for certain on Wed
nesday. Your orders I shall punctually attend 
to; only, by the way, 1 must tell you that I 
was paid before for Dr. Moore's and Miss 
Williams’ copies, through the medium of 
Commissioner Cochrane in this place, but 
that we can settle when 1 have the honour of 
waiting on you.

Dr. Smith1 was just gone to London the 
morning before I received your letter to him.

H. B.

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ„
AYR.

Epin ill’Ron, 18th April, 1787.
Sir,

I have taken the liberty to send a hundred 
copies of my book to your care.8 ... 1
trouble you then, Sir, to find a proper person 
(of the mercantile folks I suppose will be best) 
that, for a moderate consideration, will retail 
the books to subscribers as they are called for. 
Several of the subscription bills have been 
mislaid, so all who say they have subscribed 
must be served at subscription price; other
wise, those who have not sultscrilicd must pay 
six shillings. Should more copies be needed, 
an onler by post will be immediately answered.

My respectful compliments to Mr. Aiken.

1 Adam Smith, LI.. IX, the author of the WealUi of
Motion*, Ac. \

* Though, as we see from the above, the new edi
tion of the pleins was ready for delivery on the 18tli 
April, it was not formally published until the 21st. 
It tisik the form of a handsome octavo volume, and 
was sold to the euliecrilicrs at five shillings; non-sub- 
scriliers had to pay a shilling extra. The first edition, 
consisting of 281X1 copies, was speedily exhausted, and 
a second Impression was thrown off. Within the year, 
the demand not lielng supplied, a third edition was 
produced In London by arrangement with Mr. Oeecll.

I wrote him by David Shaw, which 1 hope he 
received. ■* x

I have the honour to be, with the most 
grateful sincerity, Sir, your obliged and very 
humble servant,

It It.

TO MR. GEORGE REID, BARQUHARIE,
WITH A PARCEL, CARR OK WM. RONALD, TOBACCONIST, 

MAl'CHLIN*.

Edinburgh, loth April, 1787.
Mv dear sir, £

The fewer words I can tell my story in so 
much the better, as 1 am in an unco tirryfyke3 
of a hurry.

I have sent two copies of my book to you; 
one of them as a present to yourself, or rather, 
to your wife, the other present in my name to 
Miss Jenny. It goes to my heart that time 
docs not allow me to make some Very fine 
turned periods on the occasion, as I generally 
like pretty well to hear myself speak; at least, 
fully as well as anybody else.

Tell Miss Jenny that I had wrote her a long 
letter, wherein 1 had taken to pieces Rt. Hon- 
ourabies, Honourablcs, and Reverends not a 
few; but it, with many more of my written 
things were stolen ffom my room, which 
terrified me from “ scauding my lips in ithcr 
folk’s kail ’’ again. By good luck, the fellow 
is gone to Gibraltar, and 1 trust in heaven he 
will go to the bottom for his pains. 1 will 
write you by post when 1 leave Auld Reekie, 
which will be in about ten davs.

R. B.

TO DR. MOORE.

Edinburgh, 23d April, 1787.
I received the I rooks, and sent the one you 

mentioned to Mrs. Dunlop. I am ill stilled 
in beating the coverts of imagination for 
metaphors of gratitude. I thank you, Sir, for 
the honour you have done me; and to my 
latest hour will warmly rcmc*bcr it. To be 
highly pleased with your hook, is what I have 
in common with the world ; but to regard 
these volumes as a mark of the author’s friendly 
esteem, is a still more supreme gratification.

* Unco tirryjyke - extraordinary bustle.
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I leave Edinburgh in the couine of ten day* 
or a fortnight, and, after a few pilgrimage* 
over aome of the classic ground of Caledonia, 
Cowden Knowc*, Bank* of Yarrow, Tweed, 
&e., I shall return to my rural shades, in all 
likelihood never more to quit them. I have 
formed many intimacies and friendships here, 
but 1 am afraid they arc all of too tender a 
construction to bear carriage a hundred and 
fifty miles. To the rich, the great, the 
fashionable, the polite, 1 have no equivalent 
to oiler; and I am afraid my meteor appear
ance will by no means entitle me to a settled 
correspondence with any of you, who arc the 
permanent light* of genius and literature.

My moat respectful compliment* to Miss 
Williams. If once this tangent flight of mine 
were over, and I were returned to my wonted 
leisurely motion in my old circle, I may pro- 
bably endeavour to return her poetic compli
ment in kind.

U. B.1
• I)r. M.sire's answer to the above was In the fol

lowing terms
“ Clifford Street, May 23,1787.

Hear Sir,
“I hud the pleasure of your letter by Mr. Creech, 

am! mimiii after he sent me the new edition of your 
poems. You aeem to think it incumbent on you to 
send to each subscrila-r a number of copies propor
tionate to Ilia subscription money, but you may 
dc]»end upon it, few subscribers expect more than 
one copy, whatever they suhscrMted ; I must inform 
you, however, that I took twelve copies for those 
sulmcriliers, for whose money you were so accurate 
us to send me a receipt, ami Lord Eglinton told me 
he had sent for six copies for himself, as he wished 
to give live of them as présenta.

“Some of the poems you have added in this last 
edition are very beautiful,particularly the 'Winter 
Night,’ the ‘ Address to Edinburgh,’ ‘Green grow the 
rashes,’ and the two songs immediately following; 
the latter of which is exquisite. By the way^-I 
imagine you have a peculiar talent for such compo
sitions, which you ought to indulge. No kind of 
p<K*try demanda more delicacy or higher ]>olishlng. 
Horace la more admired on account of his odes than 
all his other writings. Hut nothing now added is 
equal to your ‘ Vision,' and '('fitter’s Saturday Night.’ 
In these are united line imagery, natural and pathetic 
description, with sublimity of language and thought. 
It is evident that you ulready possess a great variety 
of expression ami command of the English language; 
you ought therefore to ileal more sparingly, for the 
future, in the provincial dialect—why should you, 
by using that, limit the numlier of your admirers to 
those who understand the Scottish, when you can 
extend it to all persons of taste who understand the 
English language? In my opinion you should plan

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Eiunbukuii, .'tilth April, 1787.

----- Your criticisms, Madam, 1 understand
very well, and could have wished to have 
pleased you better. You are right in your 
guess that I am not very amenable to counsel. 
Poets, much my superiors, have so flattered 
those who possessed the adventitious qualities 
of wealth and power, that 1 am determined

some larger work than any you have ns yet attempted. 
I mean, reflect upon some propar subject, and arrange 
the plan in your mind, without Iwginning to eaecute 
any part of it till you have studied most of the liest 
English poets, and read a little more of history.— 
The Greek and Roman stories you can read in some 
abridgment, and soon twcomc master of the most 
brilliant facts, which must highly delight a poetical 
mind. You should also, ami very soon may, liecome 
master of the heathen mythoh>gy, to which there are 
everlasting allusions in all the poets, and which in 
itself is charmingly fanciful. What will require to 
lie studied with more attention, Is modern history ; 
that Is, the history of France and Great Britain, from 
the beginning of Henry the Seventh's reign. I know 
very well you have a mind capable of attaining know
ledge by a shorter process than is commonly used, 
ami I am certain you are capable of making a better 
use of It when attained than Is generally done.

"I beg you will not give yourself the trouble of 
writing to me when It is inconvenient, ami make no 
apology when you do write for having postponed It 
—be assured of tills, however, that I shall always ln>
happy to hear from you. I think my friend Mr.-----
told me that you had some poems in manuscript by 
yoti of a satirical and humorous nature (in which, by 
the way, I think you very strong), which your pru
dent friends prevailed on you to omit; particularly 
one called ‘Somebody’s Confession’ [probably ‘Holy 
Willie’s Prayer’]; If you will intrust me with a sight 
of any of these, I will pawn my word to give no 
copies, and will be obliged to you for a perusal of 
them.

“I understand you Intend to take a farm, and 
make the useful and respectable business of husbandry

S
ir chief occupation ; this I hope will not prevent 
ir making occasional addresses to the nine bulles 
o have shown you such favour, one of whom visited 
you In the ‘ auld clay biggin'.' Virgil, before you, 

proved to the world that there is nothing in the 
business of husbandry inimical to poetry: and I sin
cerely hope that you may afford an example of a good 
poet lieing a successful fanner. I fear it will not lie 
In my power to visit Scotland this season; when I do 
I'll endeavour to And you out, for I heartily wish tq 
see and converse with you. If ever your occasions 
call you to this place, I make no doubt of your pay
ing me a visit, and you may depend on a very cordial 
welcome from this family. 1 am, dear Sir, your friend 
and obedient servant,

J. Mookli.
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to flatter no created being, either in prone or 
vente.

1 net aw little by princes, lords, clergy, critics, 
&e. as all these respective gentry do by my 
burdship. VI know what I may expect from 
the world,|by and bye—illiberal abuse, and 
perhaps contemptuous neglect

1 am happy, Madam, that some of my own 
favourite piece* are distinguished by your 
particulàr approbation. For my “Dream," 
which has unfortunately incurred your loyal 
displeasure,1 I hope In four wricks, or less, to 
have the liAnour of appearing, at Dunlop, in 
its defence in persou.

TO MIL WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.8.*

Lawnmakkkt, Monday Morning, 
130th April, 1787.)

Dkaii Hill,
In justice to Spenser, I must acknowledge 

v that there is scarcely a poet in the language 
could have been a more agreeable present to 
mci MM in justice to you, allow me to say, 
Nirjifl^W have not met with a man in Edin
burgh to whom I would so willingly have liccu 
indebted for the gift The tattered rhymes 1 
herewith present you, and the handsome 
volumcs of Siienser for which I am so much 
indebted to your goodness, may perhaps lie 
not in proportion to one another; but lie that 
as it may, my gift, though far less valuable, 
is as sincere a mark of esteem as yours.

The time is approaching when I shall return 
to my shades; and I am afraid my numerous 
Edinburgh friendships arc of so tender a con
struction that they will not I war carriage with 
me. Yours is one of the few that I could wish 
of a more robust constitution. It is indeed 
very probable that when 1 leave this city, we 
|«rt never more to meet in this sublunary 
sphere; but I have a strong fancy that in some 
future eccentric planet, the edmet of happier 
systems than any with which astronomy is yet

1 Mrs. Dunlop had written the poet a letter con
taining comments on the new edition, and dwelling 
with particular emphasis on Ills reprinting “The 
Dream," which she thought would very probably 
damage the hard's future prospect.

* The colonel of the convivial dull humorously 
yclept the Crochallan Fenclbles. See note to song 
" ltattlin' ltoariii Willie."

acquainted, you and I, among the harum 
scarum sons of imagination and whim, with 
a hearty shake of a hand, a metaphor, and a

, nil till ivvujjiiinv Dit^uvi j uttiii wsiivv

where Wit may sparkle all Its rays, 
llncurst'wiMi faution s feu^s;

That Pleasure, basking In the blaze, 
Hejoict: for endless years.

I have the honour to be, with the warmest 
sincerity, dear Sir, &c.,

II. It.

TO THE REV. DU. IILull BLAIR.

Lawnmakkkt,
Bl>tMbutton, 3d May, 1787.

Kkvkkknp anp much-hkspkctkp hik,
I leave Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but, 

could not go without troubling you with half 
a line, sincerely to thunk you fori the kindness, 
patronage, and friendship you have shown me.
I often felt the embarrassment of my singular 
situation; drawn forth from the veriest shades 
of life to the glare of remark; and honoured 
by the notice of those illustrious names of my 
country, whose works, while they arc applauded 
to the end of time, will ever instruct and mend 
the heart, However the meteor-like novelty 
of my appearance in the world might attract 
notice, and honour me with the acquaintance 
of the permanent lights of genius amt liter
ature, those who are truly benefactors of the 
immortal nature of man, I knew very well 
that my utmost merit was far unequal to the 
task of preserving that character when once 
the novelty was over: I have made up my 
mind that abuse, or almost even neglect, w ill 
not surprise me in my quarters.

I have sen! you a pnsif impression of Bcugo’s 
work forme, done on Indian paper, as a trifling 
but sincere testimony with what heart-warm 
gratitude 1 am, &c.3

R. B.
3 Dr. ltlair responded to tile above epistle In these 

terms:—
“Ahuile-suczhe, El, I mu son, ah May, 17S7.

“ I w as favoured this forenoon with your very ifldlg- 
Ing letter, together with an impression of your por
trait, for which I return you my best thanks. The 
success you have met with I do not think was beyond 
your merits; and If I have had any small hand In 
coutributlug to It, It gives me great pleasure. 1
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TO JAMES JOHNSON,
MUSIC KNUUAVKK, K1UN1SUKUH.1

Lawnmaukkt,
Friday noon, 4th May, 1787.

DKAK Hilt,
I have sent you a aoug never before known, 

for your collection; the air by Mr. Vlibbon, 
but I know not the author of the words, as 1 
got it from Dr. Black lock.

Farewell, my dear Sir! I wished to have 
seen you, but I have been dreadfully throng, 
as l march to-morrow.—Had my acquaintance

know no way in which literary lierions who are 
advanced in years can do more service to the world, 
than in forwarding the efforts of rising genius, or 
bringing forth unknown merit from obscurity. 1 
was the first person who brought out to the notice 
of the world the iioenis of Osslan; first, by the Fray- 
menU of Ancient Poetry, which I published, and 
afterwards, by my setting on foot the undertaking 
for collecting and Mldishlng the Works of Ossian; 
and I have always considered this as a meritorious 
action of my life.

“ Your situation, as you say, was indeed very sin
gular; and in Ixdng brought out, all at once, from 
tile shades of deepest privacy to so great a share of 
public notice and observation, you had to stand a 
severe trial. 1 am happy that you have stood it so 
well; and as far as 1 have known or heard, though 
in tlie midst of many temptations, without reproach 
to your character and tiehaviour.

“ You are now, 1 presume, to retire to a more 
private walk of life; and 1 trust will conduct your
self there with industry, prudence, and honour. You 
have laid the foundation for just public esteem. In 
the midst of those employments which your situation 
will render pmi>er, you will not, 1 hope, neglect to 
promote that esteem, by cultivating your genius, and 
attending to such productions of it as may raise your 
character still higher. At the same time, l»e not in 
too great a haste to come forward. Take time and 
leisure to improve and mature your talents. For on 
any second production you give the world, yoilr fate 
as a jMK*t will very much de;>end. There is no doubt 
a gloss of novelty which time wears off. As you 
very properly hint yourself, you are not to lie sur
prised, if in your rural retreat you do not find your
self surrounded with that glare of notice and applause 
which here shone upon you. No man can lie a good 
Inict without lielng somewhat of a philosopher. He 
must lay his account, that any one, who exposes 
himself to public observation, will occasionally meet 
with the attacks of illilieral censure, which It is al
ways liest to overlook and despise. He will lie in
clined sometimes to court retreat, and to disap]iear 
from public view. He will not affect to shine always; 
that he may at proper seasons come forth with more 
advantage and energy. He will not think himself 
neglected If he lie not always praised. I have taken 
the liberty, you see, of an old man to give advice and

59

with you been a little older, 1 would have 
asked the favour of your correspondence; an 1 
have met with few people w hose company and 
conversation gave me ho much pleasure, because 
I have met with few whose sentiments arc so 
congenial to my own.

When Dunbar and you meet, tell him that 
I left Edinburgh with the idea of him hanging 
somew'here about my heart

Keep the original of tiiis song till we meet 
again, whenever that may be.

It B.

make reflections, which your own good-sense will, I 
dare say, render unnecessary.

“As you mention your being just alxmt to leave 
town, you are going, I should suppose, to Dumfries
shire, to look at some of Mr. Miller's farms. I 
heartily wish the offers to lie made you there may 
answer; as I am jiersuaded you will not easily find a 
more generous and lietter hearted proprietor to live 
under than Mr. Miller. When you return, if you 
come this way, 1 will be happy to see you, and to 
know concerning your future plans of life. You will 
And me by the 22d of this month, not in my house in 
Argyle-square, but at a country house at Restalrig, 
about a mile east from Edinburgh, near the Mussel
burgh road. Wishing you alj success and prosperity, 
1 am, with real regard and esteem, dear Sir, yours 
sincerely,

“Hugh Blair."
1 Shortly before the close of his first visit to Edin

burgh, Bums made the acquaintance of Johnson. 
The engraver had commenced the prcqiargtion of the 
Scots Musical Museum, a large collection of national 
songs, with their airs harmonized for the pianoforte 
by Stephen Clarke, an Edinburgh organist, lietween 
whom and Bums afterwards sprang up a warm friend
ship. When Johnson s undertaking was brought under 
the jioct's notice, he readily consented to assist in it 
When the first volume appeared in May, 1787, it was 
found to contain two songs aejyiowledged by Bums— 
“Ureen grow the rashes,” and “ Young Peggy blooms 
our iNinniest lass betides other two afterwards 
without much authority ass<iciated with his name— 
“ The Joyful Widower," and “ Ü w haur did ye get that 
Ilauvermeal Bannock." David Laing In the preface 
to a new edition of the Museum superintended by him, 
and published by Blackwood and Sons in 1839, says: — 
“The Musical Museum was a work so congenial to 
the poet's mind, that it evidently had a decided 
effect in directing Ids efforts more exclusively to 
song writing. Burns, from the period of his acquaint
ance with Johnson, ought to lie considered not merely 
as a contributor, but as the proper and efficient 
editor of the work. He not only contributed a large 
numlier of original songs, expressly written for It, 
but he applied to every jiersoii likely to render assis
tance, and whilst visiting different parts of the coun
try, diligently gleaned fragments of old songs hitherto 
unpublished, which he completed with additional 
lines or stanzas as might be required. ”



IN UENEIIAL tX)llUESl\)N UENUE.

To THE EAU I. OK ULKNCAIItN.

(I.AW»»AKKKT, «til Mil), 17*7.)
MV UlKli,

I gii «way to-morrow moriiing early ; ami 
allow me to wilt the fulne»* of my heart in 
thanking your Ixmbdtip for all that |ietr»na#e. 
that liviievolenee, anil that frienilshlp, with 

, which you have honoured me. With hrimful 
eye* I jinty, tlint yon may find in I hat tirent 
Iking, whine image you *o nobly wear, that 

-friend which I have found in you. My gra
titude i< not,eolli»h deaign—that I diwlain—it 
i* not dodging after the heel* of gr&itne»* 
that i* an offering you diwlain. 11 i* a feeling 
of the name hind with my devotion.

. H. a

To WILLIAM CHKBCH, EHtj., 
Buiauuauu.

mklkikK, 13th Nay, 17*7.
Mr noKoi'KMi Kkiknp,

The endowed I have ju»t wrote, nearly ex- 
tem|*ire, In a military inn in Selkirk, after a 
miacralde wet day'* riding. I have been over 
mo»t of Ea*t Lothian, llerwiek, Hoxhurgh, 
and Selkirk»hirc*i and next week I begin a 
tour through the north of England. Ycsler- 
day l dined with lady Harriet, *ialcr to my 
noldc patron,1 y mm Urtu co*trrvri! I would 
write till I would tire you a* ntficli with dull 
prow, a* I darena)' by thi* time you are with 
wretched vcrac, hut I am jailigl to death; wi, 
with a grateful farewell,

I have the honour to lie, good Kir, your*
sincerely,

R. li.
A ni,I chuckle-Reekie'» • «air distrust,
Itown dmipa her ance wfcl lmrnlih ,1 crest.
Nee Joy lier bouille liusklt nut

Can yield ava,
Her darling bird that «lie lu e» lieat,

Willie» awa!«

I Janie», Karl ol lllencalni.
■ Kdlnliurgh.
• Hee the re»t ol tld» |*iem, and a notice ol Creerh, 

the puct'i Edinburgh l«»ikaeller, at |iagee <11X13 
Vol, II.

To MR. VETER 1IILI*«
cakx or ns. eakierii, i»*'K*kllkk, *01» Bl Roll 

| ItKKMV WKLL.I May 17th, 17*7.
1IKAK SIK,

If Mr. Alexr. Valtiwin, or Mr. Cowan, from 
l‘ai»ley, or in gvmr.il, any oilier of tho*e to 
whom I have went copie* on credit licfotv, apply 
to you, you will give them what numlicr they 
demand, when they require it, provided alway* 
lliat lhone who are non-»ubwrilicr* «hall |my 
one «lulling more than Miliwrilierw. Thi» I 
write to you when I am miserably “fou,"con
sequently it mu»t be the acutiuicut* of my 
heart.

U. li

TO MR. VATTIStlX, UOOKHKLLKR,
I'AlaLKl.»

IIKKKV WKLI, a*AK 111 ***, May 17, 17*7.
IIKAK HIK,

I am wirry I wa* out of Edinburgh, making 
a «light pilgrimage to the claanic nee no* of Ihi* 
Country, when I wa* favoured with your* of 
the lllli iimtant, cMcbming an order of the 
I ‘aide) Hanking t'oni|iaiiy on the Royal Hank, 
for twenty-two |*iund* «even «hilling* «lerling, 
pay ment in full, after carriage deducted, for 
ninety copie* of my l*mk I wot you. Accor- 
ding to your motion*, I we you will have left 
Scotland liefoCe thi* rfarhc* you, otherwiw I 
would «end you “Holy Wiljjc" with all my 
heart I wa* *o hurried that I ahwdutcly 
forgot «cveral thing* I ought to have minded, 
among the rc«t «ending l«*ik« to Mr. Cowan, 
but any onler of your* will lie an»wered at 
Creech'» shop. You will plcnw renumber 
that nou-*uli«eriliei* [•*»>' »ix «hilling*, thi* i*

• lllli wa» at tld» date! reel'll'» prim i|,al assistant, 
and a» he wa* of a cheerful **„ ial nature the |»*-t 
and lie am were on term» of intlmac). Al*,iit 
a year later lllli etarted In hiudne»* Id» own ac- 
■■■«lilt, having *» apiwvntbe one win, wa» to attain a 
wide fame In lit» |w,ife*»lon An till,aid «'unstable. 
Mill hail a am ccaaful career, and dud at an advam-ed 
agi" In I Hint

» Mr. rettlaon was a nsnn/srfwrrr; Hum* play
fully dut* llllll #lu«dartier la-cauw of Id» »Ulve*a III »o 
rapidly disposing », many copies of II»- new nil 
th>n of the puems, Hit" t'larlmla Correapomtcm-c, 
fell. H, 17*», fur a racy sketch of a day pawed with
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Creech'■ profit; hut tlioac who have eebecribed, 
though their name* have liecn neglected in 
the printcil lint, which i* very incorrect, they 
are supplied at the sulwcription price. I wan 
not at (Ihtagow, nor do I intend for London; 
and I think Mr*. Fame i* very idle to tell ho 

many lie* on a poor |>oct. When you or Mr. 
Cowan write for copie*, if you *hould want 
any, direct to Mr. Hill at Mr. Creech’* ahop, 
and I write to Mr. Hill li.v I hi* |*i»t, to answer 
cither of your order*. Hill i* Mr. Creech’» 
first clerk, and Creech himself is presently in 
Isindon. I suppose I shall have the pleasure 
against your return to Paisley, of assuring 
you how miieli I. am, dear Sir, your obliged 
humlilc servant, y

' k. a

Tt> MH. W. NICOL,1
MASTKH Of TDK IIIUII M'UOOL, KHNIH ln.ll

paklislk, June 1, 1787.
KlNIi lluNKST IIKAKTKP WILLI*,

—■‘Tin sitten down here, after seven and forty 
miles ridln', e’en as forjesket and fominw'd as 
a forfoughleii cock, to gle you some notion o' 
my land-lowper-likcstrovaguin sin’ the sorrow, 
fu' hour that I slicuk hands and |*trtcd wi" 
Auld lleekic.

My auld. ga'il gleyde o’ a meere lut» liuch- 
y ail'd up hill and down lirue, in Scotland and 
Kngland, as tcucli and liiniie as a vera devil 
w i' me.1 It's true, she's as |asir's a salig-maker, 
ami as hard's a kirk, and tippcr-Uipeni when 
she Ink* the gate, just like a lady's gentle- 
woman in a uiimiwac, or a hen on a lu t girdle; 
hut she's a yauld, pmithcric girran for a' that, 
and has a stomack like Willie Stalker's meere 
that wad lia'e disgeeeted tumhler-wheels, for 
she'll whip me a If her five stimpart* o' the 
last ails at a down-wiltin' and ne'er fash her

Yl Home account of tilt* crony of the poet’* will be 
found lu the l-lfe and elsewhere, lie died in 1707.

* ThU mare was the poets favourite. Jenny tied des, 
named after the woman memorable In Scottish tra
dition as the first who displayed a physical /ores 
«pposirbin |<> the Intnslwrtlon of Kplsmpacy Into 
Scotland, Ity flinging her stisd at the I lean of Edin
burgh'» head. In St. lilies stlum-h, July *1.1(137, when 
he commenced to read the liturgy, «claiming at the 
same time, “ Villain 1 dust thou say the mass at my 
lug?"

thumb. When nnee her ringbanca and apaviea, 
her erueka and erani|is, arc fairly aoupl'd, she 
lieets to, beets to, and aye the hindmost hour 
the tightest. I eouhl wager lier priée to a 
thretty |iennics, that for twa or three trunks 
ridiu’ at fifty mile a-day, the dcil-atiekct o’ 
five gallopers acquccsh Clyde and Whithorn 
eould east saut ou her tail.

I line dander'll ow re a' the kintm fine Hum- 
bar to Seleraig, and line forgather'd wi' mony 
a guid fallow, and mony a weelfar'd Lizzie. I 
met wi’ twa dink ipiines in jiartielnr, une o’ 
them a aonsie, fine, fislgcl lass, Isuith liniw and 
Ismnic; the titlicrwnsaclean-sliankit, strauglit, 
tight, weelfar'd winch, a* Idyllic'* a lintwhitc 
on a flowerie thorn, and as sweet and mode»!’* 
a new blawn plumrosc in a liazlc aliaw. They 
were liaith bred to mainers by the lieuk, and 
onie anc o’ them hail as muck le amedduni and 
niinblegumtion as the half o’ some presby tries 
that you and I Imith ken. They play'd me 
aik a deevil o’ a slinvic that I ilaur any if my 
harigal* were turn’d out, ye wad sec twa nicks 
i' the heart o' me like the mark o' a kail- 
whittle in a eaatoek.

I was gnun to write you a lung pyatle, but, 
(iude forgic me, I gat inyacl' sac notouriously 
bitebify'd the day after kail-time tliat I can 
hardly » toi 1er but and lien.

My I mat respecks to the go |d wife and a' our 
common friens, especiall Mr. and Mrs. Cruik- 
shank, and the honest guidman o' Jock's 
Isslgc.

I'll lie in Dumfries the mom, gif the beast 
be to the fore, and the branks bide hale.

Uude be wi’ you, Willie! Amen.
R. H.1.

• “Ho man hail ever more command of this ancient 
Hurle dialect than Hums, lie has left a curious testi
mony of Ills skill In a letter to Mr. Nlcol, an attempt 
Pi read a sentence of which would break the teeth of
most nnslem Scotchmen." —SIB Waltkk Scott.------
All the versions of this amusing letter that we have 
seen differ from each other In various small pointa, 
ilur version Is MilwUuitlally l'rollick's, who was the 
first to |irtut the letter. Tile following may be given 
as a translation of It In English : —

“ I've sat down here, after seven-aml-forty mills' 
riding, e'en as fatigued and tired out as a ruck spent 
with lighting, Pi give you some notion of my vega- 
bind like wanderings since the sorrowful hour that 
I «hook hands and parted with Auld Reekie | Edin
burgh!.

•' My old, galled screw of a mare has hobbled up 
hill and down hill, In Scotland and England, as tough
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TU Mit JAMES SMITH,
AT MILLAU AML SMITH S omCK, L1NLITHOOW.

MAL'CIIUNK, llth June, I7s7. _
Mr DMA II KIK,

I date this from Mauchlihe, where 1 arrived 
on Friday evening last. I slept at John Dow’s, 
and called for inv daughter; Mr. Hamilton 
and family; your mother, sister, and brother; 
my <|uomlam Eliza, Ac., all—all well. If 
anything had been wanting to disgust me 
completely at Armour’s family, their mean 
servile compliance would liave done it. (live 
me a spirit like, my favourite hero, Milton's
Satan: , ,\ t '

Hall, horrors 1 hail,
Internal world ! and thou, profoundest hell,

anil lively as a very devil with me. It's true she's as 
A»ir u a tong-maker, and as hauls a church, and 
We;» along gingerly when the takes the road, Just 

■atpkn a lady g gentlewoman In a minuet or a hen on a 
hot gridiron ; hut she's a vigorous, spirited nag for all 
that, and lias a stomach like Willie Mtalker s mare, 
that would have digested cart-wheels, for she lf whip 
Uie off her live-eighths of a bushel of the beat oats at 

1 a single feed anil never put herself about In the least. 
When once her rlng-lames and spavins, her stiff Joints 
ami cramps are fairly suppled the gets I letter and 
Iwttcr, Xml Is always the last hour the smartest. 1 
mnlil wager her firlce to twu|wnce half|«mny that for 
two or three weeks' riding at Itftf miles a day devil a 
one of any five gallo|*irs laitween Clyde anil Whithorn 
««lid ras Audi mi her tall.

“ I have gone leisurely over all the omiitry from 
lumbar to Selkirk, ami have come ai-ruae many a good 
fellow and many a well-favoured lass. I met with 
two mat girls In particular, one of them a Jolly, flue, 
plump lass, Isitli well dressed and pretty, the other 
was a clean • llmlieil, straight, tight, gissl-looking 
wench, as h(ltlie’s a linnet oil a flowery thorn, ami as 
sweet ami modest's a new-blown primrose In a hazel 
grove. They were Imth bred to manners by the Imok, 
ami any one of them hail as much shrewdness and 
Intelligence as the half of some presbyteries that you 
ami I Imtli know. They played me such a devil of a 
trick that I daresay If my pluck were turned mit you 
would see two nicks In the heart of me like the mark 
of a kitchen-knife on a cabbage stalk.

"I Was going to write you a long epistle, but, (bid 
forgive me, I got myself so notoriously drunk to-day 
after dinner-time that I ran hardly stagger from one 
end of the house to the other.
/ My last respects to your gissl lady and all our 

opinion friends, r*;ieclally Mr. and Mrs. C'rulksliank 
anV the honest gisslman of Jocks lodge.

. “ I’ll be In Dumfries to-morrow If the Is-aat la- alive 
and the bridle keep whole. Uod be with you, Willie ! 
Amen. "

Receive thy new poeaesaor ! one who brings 
A tulud not to be chang'd by pfuee or lime !

I eaunofsettle to my mind.— Fanning—I lie 
only tiling of which I know any thing, and 
Heaven above knows but little do I understand 
even of Unit, I cannot, dare not risk on fanna 
as they arc. If 1 do not fix, I will go for 
Jamaica. Should I stay, in an unsettled statu 
at home, I would only dinsi|iutc my little for
tune, and ruin what I intend shall com|H-naato 
my little ones for the stigma I have brought 
on their names.

I shall write you more at large soon; as this 
letter costs you no postage, if it be worth 
reading you cannot complain of your |>cuny- 
worth.

I am ever, my dear Sir, yours,
K. II.

os
1\N. The eloot1 has unfortunately broke, 

but I have provided a fine Ini Halo horn, on 
which I am going to a (fix I he same cipher 
which you will remember was on the eloot.

TO Mil. WILLIAM NICOL,
KPIMIt 11011.

MAt'CHLINK, Julie IN, I7s7.
Mr PKAK KUIKNP,

I am now arrived safe in my native country, 
after a very agreeable jaunt, and have the 
pleasure to find all my friends well. I break
fasted with your grey-headed, reverend friend, 
Mr. Smith; and was highly pleased Isilli with 
the cordial welcome he gave Ini', and bis most 
excellent apjieaninee and sterling gissl sense.

I have been with Mr. Miller at Ihilswinton, 
and am to meet him again in August. From 
my view of the lands, and his reception T&my 
Imrdship, my Iio|k.-s in that business arc ml her 
mended; but still they are but slender.

I am i|uite charmed with Dumfries folks— 
Mr. Ikimslde, the clergyman, in particular, 
is a man whom I shall ever gratefully remem
ber! and litfr wife, Huile forgie me! I hud 
almost lirolfe the tenth commandment on her 
account. Simplicity, elegance, gissl ip'iisc, 
sweetness of dis|yisition, gissl humour, kind 
hospitality, are I he ennstituunts of her manner

I ffcof ■ hisif; of |* dished slieep-elooU snuff "mulls" 
(boxes) were frcipiently made.

I

\

/
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nml heart ; in abort—Imt if I nay one won) 
more ulmut lier, I shall lie directly in love with 
her.

I never, my friend, thought mankind very 
ca|ial>lc of anything gcneniu*; Mit the stateli
ness of the iwtricians in Edinburgh, and the 
servility of my |ilcbcinn lircthren (who |ierlia|is 
formerly eyed mo askance) Since I returned 
liome, have nearly put me out of conceit alto
gether with my species, I have Isiught a 
|us-kct Milton, which I carry perpetually alsiut 
with file, in onler to study the sentiments— 
the dauntless magnanimity, the intrepid, un
yielding independence, the desperate daring, 
uiul noble defimice/of hardship, in that great 
|icrsonagc, Hat mu 'Tis true, I have just now 
a little easli ; but I am afraid the star tluit 
hitherto lias shed Its malignant, piiqsise-lilast- 
ing rays full iu my zenith: that noxious planet 
so Iwneful In its inllneuecs to the rhyming 
trilm; I miii'h dread it Is not yet iK-neath 
the horizon.—Misfortune ihslgvs the palli of 
human life; the |sjetie mind finds itself miser
ably derangeil in, and unfit for the walks of 
business; add to all, that thoughtless follies 
and hure-bniineil whims, like so many ij/ms 
/«lui, eternally diverging frjÿy the right line 
of wilier discretion, sparkle with step liewiteh- 
ing blaze in the idly-gazing eyes of the |ssir 
heedless I«inI, till, |sip, “ho falls like Lucifer, 
never to ho|w again." (Iisl grant that this 
may lie an unreal picture with respect to me ! 
but should it not, I have very little dependence 
on mankind. I w ill close my letter with this 
tribute my heart bids me |wy you—the many 
ties of acquaintance, and friendship which I 
have, or think I have, in life, I have fell along 
the lines, anil, damn I hem, they are almost all 
of them of such frail contexture, that I am 
sure they would not stand the breath of the 
least adverse breeze of fortune; but from you, 
my ever dear Sir, I look with confidence for 
the Ajsialolic love that shall wait on me 
“ through gissl rc|sirt and laid report"—the 
love which Solomon emphatically says “is 
strong as death.'I My com inla to Mrs. 
N nul, and all the circle of our common friends.

It. II.
r.K. I shall Iw4n Edinburgh about the lat

ter end of July. \

»

«13

TO UOBKBT AINSI,IE, IV

Akrocuah, ry 1/>cii Lomu 
anti June, 1787.

MV MUM HIM, '

I write thin on my tour through a country 
where savage streams tumble over savage

1 The numerous luttera written liy Hums to this 
gentleman (of which the alsive la the Unit), entitle 
him to isirtlcular notice here. U is a circumstance 
which a|ieuks loudly In lielialt of Mr. Alnstle, that 
though lie hwl Just completed Ills twentieth year, lie 
recommended himself loan intimate friendship with 
such a man as Hums, who was also seven or eight 
years Ills senior. Tills friendship was formed iu 
Edinburgh, iu the spring of 1787, and seems to have 
shot up with that tropical rapidity of growth which 
1 «longs to generous natures.

Kolicrt Alnsliu was! the eldest soli of a gentleman 
who resided at IterrywelL-ncar I Ml use, In Uie cajiarlly 
of land-agent for Lord Douglas over Ills lordships 
llcrwickahlru estates. Tim poet has deacrllied the 
Alnsliu family In the memoranda of Ills southern 
tour. (Hee vol. I. p. 176.) Kolicrt AlnJlte served Ills 
npiirentlceeldp, as a writer to the signet, with Mr. 
Hamikl Mite he Ison, In Vamihlwr s Vlose, Kdiuluirgh, 
the gentleman at win we house Hmollett In Ills Hum- 
I>Arry Clinker represents the llramlde household as 
lulling Drat tasted a haggis. Uls aci|Ualntauce with 
lliirus was formed while still an apprentice. In the 
course of the same yciflB||787) and In the I «•ginning 
of 1788, while Hums continued to reside at Billii 
burgh, lie had fre,incut meetings with Mr Alnslle; and 
after Ills de|iarture from the ca|dtal, lie wrote many 
eoiihdlug letters to Ids young friend only some of 
which have In-vii preserved. They also met once 
at Ellisland, where the |s*'t gave him a written 
copy of Ids "Tam o' Hlianter, " wldcli Mr. Alnslle 
afterwards |Mi'«rnted to Htr Walter Hcott. Ilefore 
this visit Mr. Alnslle had in I7M) I «•conic a luemiwr 
of the Hoclcty of Writers to the Hlgnet, and Com
menced business In Kdlnliurgh, pnsmeutliig this call
ing with success. Ity a lady named I'uiitiliighum, 
the daughter of a colonel of the Hcota brigade III 
the I Intel i service, he I «came the father of a nu
merous family, lie died In I*.•!*, In the seventy- 
second year of Ids age. Mr.xAlnslle hail at all times 
of Ids life a taste for HtiratuiV and could write well, 
whether to a humorous or a imite purpise. tlf the 
former class of Ids mm |s sut IniV some |w|«-ra In the 
Kdiubuiyh M«[taiine for 1824, ,\p the reform of tlm 
Scottish Judicatories, may lai cltXl. Two little vol
umes, respectively entitled ,1 Mather’m (»’<<( to A is 
Children and /feuseiis /or the //--ni that is in f's, I - 'til 
emlKHlylng the evidences for ylirtsttanlty, are the 
|irlncl|ial examples of Ills grave style. These l«'long 
to Ids later years, when no doubt he would hsdt 
back with regret on such youthful errors as that 
referred to In the letter of Shi August following. 
There Is some evldenee to show that latterly Ills 
altitude towards Hums was somewhat colder than 
In the early |iert,Ml of tlielr friendship. Hee letter 
In Ulartuda Correspondence, pp. 287-8.
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mounlain», thinly overspread with eavago 
flock*, which etarvingly *upi*>rt a* eavago in- 
haliitant*. My la»t etagc wa* Invorary—to
morrow night'* etagc Dumbarton. I ought 
eooncr to have anewcred your kind letter, but 
you know I am a man of many sins. «

TO Mil JAMES SMITH,
LIWUTIIOOW.

[MuasutlLTl, June 30tli, 1787.
MV liKAK KlIlKSli,

. . . On our return, at a Highland gen
tleman'* hieipitaldc maneion, we fell in with a 
merry party, and danced till the lad ice left ue, 
at three In the morning. Our dancing wa* 
none of the French or Englieh ineipid formal 
movement*; the ladic* eung Scotch wing* fike 
angel*, at intervale; then we flew at Itah at 
the Howetcr, Tullochgoruro, laich Erroeh Side,1 
Ac., like midge* *[iorting in the moitié eun, 
or craw* prognosticating a storm in a hairst 
[harvest] day.—When the dear lasses left ua, w;e 
ranged muml the bowl till the good-fellow hour 
of six ; except a few minute* that we went out 
to |>ay our devotions to the glorious lamp of day 
peering over the towering top of Honlomond. 
We all kneeled; our worthy landlord's son held 
the howl; each man a full glass in Ida hand; 
anil I, a* priest, rejicatetl some rhyming non- 
Hcnec, like Thoma*-a-Rhymer's prophecies I 
suppose. — After a small refreshment of the 
gift* of Homnua, we proceeded to «pend the 
day on Eochlomond,* and reach IJumlatrton in

* Scotch danre-tunra.
• Hit» Queen of the Scotttill lake* I» sltuateil 

chiefly In tile enunty of iMunliartnn, * «niait |s,rtlon 
only la-longing to Htirllngahlrc, which form* the 
greater part of It* eastern Is,unitary. I'laeed at the 
southern extremity of the flramplan range, It la In
closed everywhere except towarila the aoiilli liy lofty 
hills, the chief of which, .llenlomonil, rises lisald* Its 
east shore to the height of sing feet almve the ordl* 
nary level of Its waters. The lake Is alsait twenty-two 
miles long, sml about eight In breadth towanls the 
south: hut the northern moiety, eonflned la-tween 
opposing lillla, Is for the most part only one mile In 
breadth, fed at the north extremity hy a small 
river flowing through fllenfalharh, It receives several 
mountain streams from the west, and on the east the 
Stirlingshire river Kndrick. At the south |s,lnt IU 
waters form the river Istven. so celebrated by means 
of the beautiful ode of Smollett, s native of It* banks.

the evening. We dined at another good fellow'* 
liounc, and, con*ci|uently, pushed the bottle; 
when we went out to mountour homes, we found 
ournclvc* “ Novcra fou but gaylio'yet." [Not 
very tijisy but pretty well.] My two friend* 
mid 1 rode soberly down the Loch side, till by 
came a llighlandman at a gallop, on a tolerably 
good horse, but which hail never known the 
ornament* of iron or leather. We scorned to 
be out galloped by a llighlandman, so oil' we 
started, whipand spur. My companions, though 
seemingly gaily mounted, fell sadly astern; but 
myoldnuire, Jennylieddcs, oncofthc lliwinante 
family, she strained [ui*t the Highlandman in 
spite of all hi* effort* with the hair halter: 
ju*t a* I wa* |ia**ing him, Donald wheeled hi* 
borne, a* if to cron* before me to mar my pro
grès*, when down came hi* liorae, and threw 
hi* rider'* breekleaaa—e in a dipt hedge: and 
down came Jenny (leddes over all, and my 
hardship between her and the Highlandman’*

Tills natural drain of the lake has a channel of only 
alsiut six miles, during which It descends alsiut 
twenty feet: It Joins the I'lyde hcnestli the walls of 
liumbartoii Vaatle. Lochlomoud contains ten Islands 
of considerable else, and more than that numltcr of 
lesser Isles, the gn-ster numlier of Isith kinds la-lng 
situated In the southern and noire s|au lous part of 
the expanse. The depth of the lake Is very various. 
In the southern |uirt It seldom exceeds twenty 
fathoms; In the northern, where It Is narrow and 
Is,united closely hy steep mountains, It la much 
greater, reaching over a hundred. In |wdnt of pic- 
turcwiue la-auty Isa-hlomond Is probably eur|>aaai-d 
by few lakes In Rurop*. It comprehends almost 
every variety of land«ca|">, from the softest to the 
no wt savage and magnificent. In the southern anil 
broader part the wisaled shores and Islands, In 
assia latlon with the snositli expanse of water, alford 
a prospect of the richest la-auty; while more to the 
north, the lofty mountains, precipitous and In some 
plaies naked of soli and vegetation, convey Impres
sions of the utmost grandeur. Its various charms 
have la-on the admiral Ion of travellers since ever line 
landscape hi-gnn to la- admired In flcotland ; and 
small steamers dally, during the summer months, 
convey tourists from the lower to the up|s-r extremity. 
Tile n»d from (llnsgow to Inverary, |«mslng along the 
west shore affords oilier means of lna|a-rtlng the 
la-aulles of bta-hlomond. It was by Ibis road that 
Hums came down to Ihimlairtoii. When the preced
ing letter was writ ten lie was al Arrm-hnr al the head 
of laa-h long, distant alsmt a mile and a half from 
Tarlwrt on L«hlomomI Itcnlnmoml Is the most 
prominent mountain In misit views of the lake. The 
lake alsiumls In delicious trout. Nothing more Is 
known of this tour of Hums than what he tells In Ills 
letters here, A memento of hie visit to Inverary 
exists III tile epigram ou p. kill of vol. II.
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horse. Jenny decide* trode over me with *uch 
eautiou* reverence, that matters were not no 
had a* might well have been expected; *o I 
came oil- with a few cut* and hniinea, and a 
thorough rcHolution to lie a pattern of nohricty 
for the future.

I have yet fixed on nothing with respect to 
the Hcriou* business of life. I am, ju»t a* 
usual, a rhyming, mawm-nmking, raking, aim- 
leas, idle fellow. However, I shall somewhere 
have a farm scum. I was going to say, a wife 
too; but that must never lie my blessed lot.
I am but a younger son of the house of Par
nassus, and like other younger sons of great 
families, I may intrigue, if I choose to run all 
risks, but must not marry.

I am afraid I have almost ruined one source, 
the priucijml one indeed, of my former happi
ness—that eternal propensity I always had to 
fall In love. My heart no more glows with 
feverish rapture. I have no paradisaical excit
ing Interviewa, stolen from the restless cares 
and prying inhabitants of this weary world.
I have only .... This last is one of 
your distant acquaintances, ha* a fine figure, 
ami elegant manners; and in the train of 
some great folks whom you know, has seen 
the |si|itc*t quarters in Europe. I do like her 
a deal; but what piques me is her conduct at 
the commencement of our acquaintance. I 
frequently visited her when I was In [Edin
burgh?!, and after passing regularly the inter
mediate degrees lietwccn the distant formal 
how and the familiar grasp round the waist, I 
ventured, in my careless way, to talk of friend
ship in rather ambiguous terms; and after her 
return to [llarvieston?),1 I wrote to her in the 
same style. Miss, construing my word* farther 
I suppose than even I intended, flew off In a 
tangent of female dignity and, reserve, like a 
mounting lark in an April morning; and wrote 
me an answer which measured me out very 
completely what an Immense way I hail to 
travel liefore I could reach the climate of her 
favour. Hut I am an old hawk at the sport, 
and wrote her such a cool, deliberate, prudent 
reply,* a* brought my bird from her aerial

1 The lilank» have been tilled upon the supposition 
that the lady referred to may have Isien Peggy 
I'lialnu r* ; but tide Is far from certain.

••hi this letter Mr. K. L. Stevenson, In an article 
on " Some As|sicla of Uoliert Hums, ' originally con-

towering*, pop down at my foot, like Corporal , 
Trim’s hat.

As for the rest of my acts, ami my wars, 
anil all my wise sayings, and why my mare 
wa* called Jenny Ucihlcs, they shall lie re
corded in a few week* hence at Linlithgow, in 
the chronicles of your memory, by

It. II.

To MR. JOHN RICHMOND.

MosaotKL, 7th July, 1787.
MV VKAIt Richmond,

I am all impatience to hear of your fate 
since the old confoundcr of right and wrong 
ha* turned you out of place, by his journey to 
answer his Indictment at the luir of the other 
world.* He will find the practice of the court 
so different from the practice in which he ha* 
for so many year* been thoroughly hackneyed, 
that his friends, if he hail any connection* 
truly of that kind, which I rallier doubt, may 
well tremble for his *ukc. Hi* chicane, hi* 
left-handed wisdom, which stood so firmly by 
him, to such good purpose, here, like other

trilsitcd to the CornhM thujaiinr, lias the following 
commenta 11 In June wu Ibid him tan k In Mancli- 
line, * famous mall. There the Armour family greeted 
him with a ' mean servile compliance, which increased 
Ills former disgust, Jean was not less compliant ; a 
second time the |asir girl submitted to the fascin
ation of the man whom she did not love, ami whom 
she had so cruelly Insulted little more than a year 
ago; and though Hum* took advantage of her weak
ness, It was In the ugliest and most cynical spirit, 
ami with a heart alssdutely Indifferent. Judge of 
this hy a letter, written sonic twenty days after Ills 
return ; a letter, to my mind, among the nnsit degrad
ing of the collection ; a letter which seems to have 
lieen Inspired by a Isiastful libertine bagman. ‘ I am 
afraid, It goes, • I have almost ruined one source, the 
priiicl|ial one indeed, of my former happiness that 
eternal propensity I have to fall In love. My heart 
no more glows with feverish rapture. I have no I«ara 
disaient evening Interviews.' Even the process of 
•luittering' | Hums elsewhere speaks of ' battering 
himself Into a passion ‘| has failed him, you perceive. 
Htill he had some one In Ills eye ; a Indy. If you please, 
with ‘a fine ligure ami elegant milliners,' mol who 
had ‘seen the politest quarters 111 Europe.After 
giving the rest of this paragraph Mr. Stevenson adds : 
—"I avow a carnal longing after this transcription 
to buffet the tllil llawk alsiut the ears. There Is 
little question that to this lady he must have repeated 
hla addresses, and that he was hy her (Miss tlialmers) 
eventually, though not at all unkindly, rejected.

• An allusion to the recent death of the lawyer In 
whose ufltce Richmond hail lss.-n employed as a clerk.
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accomplice# in robbery and plunder, will, now 
the piratical bu#inc## i# blown, in all probabil
ity turn king'» evidence, and then the devil’# 
Itagpipcr will touch him off “ Bundle and go I " 

if he ha# left you any legacy, I beg your 
[lardon for all thi#; if not, I know you will 
#wcar I» every word I *aid about him.

1 have lately been rambling over by Dum
barton and Inverary, and running a drunken 
race on the »ido of Loch Lomond with a wild 
Highlandnian;1 hi# home, which had never 
known the ornament# of iron or leather, zig
zagged aero»# liefnrc my old zpavin'd hunter, 
who#e name i# Jenny tiedde», and down came 
the Highlandman, hor#e and all, and down 
came Jenny ami my hnrd#hip; #o I have got 
»uch a Hkinful of brui*c* anil wound», that 1 
»hall lie at leant four week# before I dare 
venture on my journey to Kdinburgh.

Not line new thing under the #un ha* hap
pened in Maufhlinc eince you left it I hope 
thi* will find you a* comfortably »ituatcd a* 
formerly, or, if heaven plca#e«, more *o; but 
at all event*, I truwt you will let me know of 
coumc how matter# «land with you, well or ill. 
’Ti* but |Hmr consolation to tell the world 
when matter* go wrong! but you know very 
well your connection and mine #tand* on a 
different footing.

I am ever, mv dear friend, your#,
il. II

TO ROBERT AIKEN, E8Q., AYR.

MACCIII.INIIUthJuly, 17*71.
Mv iioaoeaen Fmknh,

The melancholy occasion of the foregoing 
poem1 affect* not only individual* but a 
country. That I have lo#t a friend, i* but 
repeating after Caledonia. Thi* copy, rather 
an incorrect one, I lieg you will accept till | 
have an opportunity In penmn, which I expect 
to have on Tuesday fir*t, of nssuring you how 
aincerely I ever am, honoured Kir, your oft 
obliged,

II. II.
Mu. Hamilton's omen, Saturday Burning,

1 Tilt# frolic, with It* disastrous rcAiilt, I* more 
billy dearrlls-d In the prevloii* letter.

8 The “ Klegy on the llratli of sir James Hunier 
Itlalr. '

TO MR PETER IIILL, EDINBURGH.

-Macciiun*, 19th July, 1787.
UKAIt SIR,

I have ju*t got a letter from Bent the book
binder, where lie tell* me lie need* a little 
money at present. I have written him to call 
on you; and I beg you will pay him hi# 
account, or give him |>art-i>nymcnt a* you »ce 
pro|icr.

When Mr. Creech return*, I beg you will 
let me know by flint convenient post. I am, 
dear Sir, your very humble servant,

II. II.

TO ROBERT AINSI,IE.

Macciiun*, xid July, 1787.
MV H*AR AlNSI.lt,

There i* one thing for which I «et great 
store by you as a friend, and it i* thi*, that I 
have not a friend u|ion earth, bewides yourself, 
to whom I can talk nonsense without forfeit, 
ing some degree of his esteem. * Now, to ono 
like me, who never care* for *|ieakiiig any 
tiling else but nonsense, such a friend a* you 
is an invaluable treasure. I was never a 
rogue, but have lieen a fool all my life; anil, 
in «pile of all mv endeavour*, I we pow plainly 
that 1 shall never lie wine. Now it rejoice# 
my lieart to have met with such a fellow a* 
you, who, though you are not ju*t such a lio|ie. 
Ie*s fool a* I, yet I trust you will never listen 
so much to the temptation# of the devil as to 
grow so very wise that you will in the least 
disrespect an honest fellow because he is a 
fool. In short, I have let you down a* the 
staff of my old age, when the whole list of my 
friend* will, after a decent share of pity, have 
forgot me.

Though In the mom come start and strife,
Yet Joy may come at iiiniii;

And I hope to live a merry merry life 
When a tldr days are done. Una*

Write me soon, wero it but tfffcw lines just 
to tell me how that gissl sagacious man, yôur 
father,''1 is,—that kind dainty Issly, your 
mother,—that strapping rhiel, your brother 
Douglas and my friend Rachel, w ho is as far

1 Tlte member# of this family ah- briefly sketched 
In Hums’# Herder Tour. Hoc vol. I. p. ;7«.
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before Rachel of old an she was liefore hcr Farewell, and liclicve me to lie ever, my ■
blear-eyed «inter Leah. dear Kir, yours, /\ ■

IL R \ K. Ik I

(Thin letter should have been followed by the \ I
poet's famouH autobiographieal letter to Dr. Tu Ml!. ROBERT AINSI.IK, Vn. 1
John Moore, dated Mauehlinc, '2nd August,
1787. Ah it in only nominally a letter, how- HKKKYWKLL, PC1ISK. I

ever, 1 icing really a «ketch of the writcr’n life EniHRCROn, 21.1 August. I7s7 1
up to the date of writing, we have given it
immediately after Ls'klmrt's Life in vol. i.] All 1 gnrtl Up to IhHVH*. I

To warp n pi. kl.- yam, 1
Koi.ui. silly l-.lj, ■

llv gat me wi* Lain» 1

TO Ml!. ARCHIBALD LAW!!IK. From henceforth, my dear Sir, 1 am defer- 1
mined to set off with my letters like the I

F.MRMIroii, mil August, 1787. perils!ical writers, viz., prefix a kind of text, I
MV HKAR Sill, ipiolcd from some classic of undoubted autho- 1

Mere am 1------that in all 1 can tell von of rity, such aa the author of the immortal* piece 1
that unaccountable being, my ne If. What 1 of which my text ia a part. What 1 have to 1
am doing no mortal can tell; what 1 am think- sav on my text is exhausted in chatter 1 wrote 1
iug, 1 myself cannot tell ; what 1 am unually you the other day, lie fore 1 had the pleasure 1
Haying, in not worth telling. The elwk in of receiving yours from Inverlcithen; ami sure ■
junt Htriking one, two, three, four, —, —, —, never was anything more lucky, as 1 have but 1
—• —i —i —. twelve, forenoon; and here I the time to write this, that Mr. Nivol on the 1
nit in the attic «tory, nliint the garret, with a opjHisitc aide of the table takes to correct a 1
friend on the right'hand of mv aland inh— proof sheet of a thesis. Thcv are gabbling 1
a friend whonc kindiioM 1 nludl largely experi- Lit in so loud that 1 cannot hear what mv own 1
enee at the end of thin line there thank ^on soul is saving in mv own skull, so must just 1
—a friend my dear Mr. Ltwric, whose kind- give you a matter-of-fact eenlcnce or two, and 1
iichh often ma ken me blunli; a friend who ban end, if time |iermit, with a verse ilr rri purr- 1
nmn' of the milk of human kindnena than ntioHe, U
all the human race put together, and what in To-morrow 1 leave Edinburgh in a chaise:1 1
highly to hia honour, peculiarly a friend to Nicol thinks it more comfortable tban horse- 1
the friendleaa aa often aa they come in Ilia way; li.u k, to which 1 *av Ainen; m Jcnnv (icihlin |
in «hurt, Sir, he ia, without the leant alloy, a goes home to Ayrshire, to use a phrase of mv 1
universal philanthropist ; and Ills much beloved mother's, “wi' her finger in her mouth." I
name ia—a Iwttle of gissl old Port! In a Now for a mislest verse of classical autho 1
week, if whim and weather nerve, 1 shall act rity:-
out for the north —a tour to the Highland a. The cats like kit) lit II.** 1

1 ate some New haven broth, in other wonla, The .tv» like hmi,.
boiled musacln, with Mr. Kanpihar's fumilv, Tliv Iiimm'm like the lade «vd, 1

t'other day. Now 1 ace you prick up your AimI III aiihl wlfwe

ears. Thfcy are all well, and Mademoiselle is rvi«»Rt*a.
particularly well. She begs her res|Kvta to Aliil were n iunMIii ,

NM, nlil, mulillii', j
you all; along with which please present those We're n'mnitlin fun nt e'en.
of your humble servant. 1 can no more. 1 If this does not pliMix' you, let me hear fromhave so high a veneration, or rather idolntris- you: if you write anv time before the lir-l ofation, for the cleric character, that even a little
futurum rase i'll /Miner I'riiMlimi, in his 1 Tile jwiet wne Just *lwmt !.. Marl •« hi* llivlilaml

1‘fima, imtinr, ; munir, Ac., throws an awe tour, partit iihim of whleh will lie fourni in vol. i.
'* Anything eaten with hn n«l, a* Iwef ll*h. « heme.over my mi ml in Inn prewenee, ami Hhorten*

• my sentences into single ideas. * ltMt|l. noll|i, of the like
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September, direct to Invertie*», to be left at 
the post-office till called for; the next week at 
Aberdeen; the next at Kdinburgh.

The sheet i* done, and I «hall ju»t conclude 
with awn ring, you that I am, anil ever with 
pride shall be, my dear Sir, your*, Ac.

Call your boy what you think pm[icr, otdy 
Interject Burnt*. What way you to a weripture 
name; for in*Uiiu*c, Zimri Bum* Ainwlic, or 
Achitophcl, Ac., Ac. ; look your Bible for these 
two heme*. If you do thi», I will rei>ay the 
compliment.1

IL B.

Within your ilcer mansion may wayward ('.intention, 
And withered Knvy ne'er enter;

May Secrecy round lie the myatleal Iwmnd,
And Brotherly love lie the centre.

R. B.
To Til* KH** MASO** OV 8T. .lAMK* LolXlg, 

tart of H. Mammon, TaruoLton.-

TO MR. ROBERT MV lit

8TIKLIKO, Will August, 1787.
Mv tiKA* Mir,

1 intended to have written you from Kdin
burgh, and now write you from Stirling to 
make ail excuae. 11 pro am I, on my way to 
Invcme**, with a truly original, but very 
worthy man, a Mr. Nicol, one of the ma*ler* 
of the lligh-wchool in Kdinburgh. I left Aulil 
Reekie -yesterday morning, and have |m**ed, 
beside* by • cxcundon», Linlithgow, Borrow- 
•tounne**, Falkirk, and here am I undoubtedly. 
Thi* morning I knelt at the tomb of Sir John 
the (Iraliam, the gallant friend of the immortal 
Wallace; and two hour* ago 1 *aid a fervent 
prayer for old Caledonia over die hole in a 
blue whinwtnne, where Rolicrt m Bruce fixed 
hi* royal *taiidard on the hank* "of Bannock 
Bum ; and juwt now, fronrBUrling Cawllc,2 I 
have *ecn by the wetting wun the glorious pro. 
*pect of the winding* of Forth through the

3 Stirling mid lie castle are of great lmt unknown 
ant I-1 ulty. The latter wan an Iiii|h niant fortress In 
tint tlnys of linicv, when It wiu l»cMlcgc«l liy Eilwanl 
I. In |KTwm, ami rvilueeil with great ilifltculty. Dur
ing the relgna of •* the Jameses " It was the favourite 
m at of Scottish royalty. In a mom which atlll exlata, 
Janiee II., In 14.V2, stahlied the Karl of Douglaa with 
hla own liaml, (mm rage at hi* refilling to give u|i » 
league which he ha«l formed again*! the government. 
J aine* 111. ereytod a |tarllam« nt hall and a eha|iel- 
royal, the former of which still remains. Janie* V. 
wija reared In this ea*tlc, under the eare «if sir David 
Lymlsay, ami, In mature life, a«lded to the former 
liulhlliig the ntlll existing (wince, a Inilhllng «if rather 
fantastic architecture, «le»crilic«U»cl<iw. Queen Mary 
also s|H*nt a portion of her y.uijliful years In Stirling 
castle. Her son, Janie* VI., ifl^i wa* baptised here, 
resl«le«l In the (lalai-e, with III* (ireee|itor, Itiiclianan, 
«luring the whole «if his minority. Heated on a lofty 
mass of hasalt, In the centre «if a whlc (ilaln, with an 
ani|ilo river flowing Iwneath, ami an amphitheatre of 
magnlfleeiit hills In the distance, Stirling t'astle ha* 
an attrn«'tlon for the lovers of the id<'turcei|uc sm-li 
as few place* In Hcotlaml can l*ia*t of. Alunit three 
miles almost «llrei'tly south from Stirling I» the site 
of the Imttle «if llaninickhtim, fought, Momlay, June 
t4th, 1314.

TO ST. JAMES’S LODGE, TARBOLTON.

KniaavRoii, 23d Aug. 1787.
Mkn and Bretiikks,

I am truly worry it i* not in my power to 
be at your quarterly meeting. If I mu»t lie 
abucnt in body, believe me I «hall be present 
In spirit. I «uppowc tho*e who owe u« njonie»,
by bill or otherwine, will appear------ 1 mean
those we summoned. If you pleane, I wish 
you wrtuld delay prosecuting defaulter* till I 
come home. The court i* up, and l will lie 
home lieforo it *it* down. In the meantime, 
to take a note of who ap|icar, and who do not, 
of our faulty debtor*, will lie right in my 
humble opinion; and tho*c who eonfc*» debt 
and crave day*, I think we should «pare them. 
Farewell!

i Judging from the tone of till* letter we are In. 
cllneil to iloulit whether Bum* w*» In all re*|«-ct* 
the liest ol friend* for *uch * young man «* Aliudie, 
on whole Illegitimate *na he here desire* lit* name to 
lie lieetowed. The following itateiueut of Koliert 
Chandler* * doe* not tend tole«*eii (lib doubt. "INir 
Ing thi* wry month, while preparing for » tour amongst 
the nolilmof the land, he wa* aaealled wllli a n |« tltloii 
of the legal proceeding* which hail lent him Into hiding 
a twelvemonth liefore, though regarding a different 
person- a fact sutwtantlatcd lieyon.1 doubt hy a docu
ment, dated the I.Mh of August, Migrating him from 
the restraint* of a writ lu ntdilahtmt fngrr. Tilt* 
ihsument he had himself preserved, and probably 
carried »l*.ut with him for sometime, *o that It hail 
I men liable to lie used a* a piece of ijarr paper for 
memoranda of hi* own. Most charartcriitlcally It 
contain*, scribbled with a pencil In hi* own hand, a 
couple of verse* of an old Indreomiuly eomlral *ong." 
With such *b illustrious and reee-hardened fellow- 
•Inner a* Bum* for lib friend. It *eem* hardly likely 
that Alnille would lie troubled with any very *erinu* 
“ rompunctlou* vbltlng* ' for lib errors.
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rich came of Stirling, and skirting the equally 
rich came of Falkirk. The crop* are very 
wtrong, hut no very late that there i* no harvcut, 
except a ridge or two jierliap* in ten mile*, all 
the way I have travelled from Kdinburgh.

I left Andrew llrtieo1 and family all well. 
I will lie at lea*t three week* in making my 
tour, a* I «hall return hy the eon*t, and have 
many people to call for.

My lie»t compliment* to t'harlc* [Sain«on], 
our dear kin*inan and fellow-saint; and Messrs. 
W. and II. 1‘arkcm. I hope llughoc [Parker] 
i* going on and pm*|icring with llod and Mi** 
M •Causlin.

If I could think on any thing sprightly, I 
hIioiiIiI let you liear every other po«t; hut, a 
dull, matter-of-fact hu«ine** like thi* «crawl, 
the lew and «eldoincr one write*, the liettcr.

Among other mattem-of-fact I *hall add thi*, 
that I am and ever *lmll la', my dear Sir, your 
obligeil,

It. II.

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, KS<).

STIRLIXU, 28tli Align»!, 1787.
Mr PKAR SIR,

Here am I on my way to Invente**. I 
have ranthlcd over the rich, fertile came* of 
Falkirk and Stirling, and ipn delighted witli 
their np|icurance: richly waving crop* of wheat, 
harlcy, Ac., hut no harvest at all yet, except 
in one or two place*, an Aid-wife* ridge. 
Yesterday morning I rmlo from this town up 
the meandering Ilevon’R hank*, to pay my 
respect* to *ome Ayrshire folk* at Harvieston. 
After breakfast, we made a party to go and sec 
the famous Caiidron-linn, a remarkable cascade 
in the Devon, a bout live mile* above Har
vieston; and after »|ietiding one of the most 
pleasant day* I over had in my life, I returned 
to Stirling in the evening.3 They aac a family

■ A shopkeeper on tile North llrlllge, Edinburgh, 
to whom burn» on Ills arrival In the elty requested 
tils letter» to !*• addrcsacd. Ile mu probably a 
native of Klliiiariun k.

> A second excursion to llarvleaton which bum» 
made In Ik'tolier 17*7, In eoiiqaiiiy with hr. Adair, 
gave hlm a I ad ter Intnsluetlon to the well-known 
series of natural curiosities which mark the course 
of the little river llevoii, III I'laekmaiiiiamdilre. hr. 
Adair » account of this trip w ith the |**'t I» given In 

VOL. IV.

fit)

Sir, though I hail not had any prior tic; though 
they had not been the brother and sister* of a 
certain gcncrou* friend of mine, I would never 
forget them. I am told you have not seen 
them these several yearn, so you can have very 
little idea of what these young folk* are now. 
Your brother3 i* a* tall a* you arc, but «lender 
rather than otherwise; and I have the satisfac
tion to inform you that he i* getting the better 
of those consumptive *vmptom* which I sup
pose you know were threatening him. Hi* 
make, and particularly hi* manner, resemble 
you, but lie will «till have a finer face. (I put 
in the wonl ulill, to plca*e Mm. Hamilton.) 
Good sense, moiled y, and at the name time a 
just idea of that renpect that man owe* to 
man, and lut* a right in hi* turn to exact, are 
Htriking feature* in hi* character; and, what 
with me i* the Alpha and the Omega, he ha* 
a heart that might adorn the breast of a poet ! 
Grace ha* a good figure, and the look of health 
and cheerfulness, but nothing else remarkable 
in her |iemon. I scarcely ever saw so striking 
a likeness as is lictwcon her and your little 
llccnie ; the mouth and chin particularly. 
She is reserved at first; but a* we grew I letter 
acquainted, I was delighted with the native 
frankness of her manner, and the sterling 
sense of her observation, of Charlotte I can
not *|H'ak in common terms of admiration: she 
is not only Is-auliful but lovely. Her form i* 
elegant ; her features not regular, hut they 
have the smile of sweetness and the settled 
complacency of gixsl nature in the highest 
degree; and her complexion, now that she has 
happily recovered her wonted health, i* equal 
to Miss Hu met'*. After the exercises of our 
riding to the Falls, Charlotte was exactly Dr. 
Domic'* mistress:—

Her pure anil eh*|iicnt bh**l 
S|M>kc In her cheek», alul no distinctly wrought, 
That one ij^oiibl utmost say her I wily thought.

the upis'iullx to Lockhart » Life In vot I. of this work. 
As elsewhere explained, llarvieston was the resi
dence of relatives lutd connections of llavln Hamilton 
(see vol. II. pp. 2.11 2R2). burns has sang of the Devon 
In several of Ills pisuna, e»|*-ehilly those I «ginning, 
" llow pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon," 
and, " Fairest maid on Devon » I sulks, crystal Devon, 
w inding Devon." The scenery of the 1‘aldhm Linn 
and the bumbling bridge Is celebrated throughout 
Scotland.

” Half brother was the real relationship.
63
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Her eyes are fascinating; at once expressive 
of good sense, tenderness, and a nolile mind.

I do not give you all this account, my good 
Sir, to flatter you. I mean it to reproach you. 
Such relations the first peer in the realm might 
own with pride; then why do you not keep 
up more correspondence with these so amiable 
young folks? I had a thousand questions to 
answer aliout you. I hail to describe the little 
ones with the minuteness of anatomy. They 
were highly delighted when I told them that 
John1 was so good a boy, and so fine a scholar, 
and that Willie1 was going on still very pretty : 
but I have it in commission to tell her from 
them that beauty is a poor silly bauble with
out she lie good. Miss Chalmers I hail left 
in Edinburgh, but l had the pleasure of meet
ing with Mrs. Chalmers, only lately Mackenzie'1 
being rather a little alarmingly ill of a sore 
throat somewhat marred our enjoyment.

I shall not lie in Ayrshire for four weeks. 
My most respectful compliments to Mrs. 
Hamilton, Misa Kennedy,4 and Dr. Mac
kenzie. I shall probably write him from some 
stage or other.

I am ever, Sir, yours most gratefully,
II. II.

TO MR. JAMK8 BURNERS, (
MoXTItoSK.

' IXVKRRRss, 4th Sept. 1787.
Dka* Cornua, \

I wrote you from Edinburgh that I intended 
being north. I shall lie in Htonehive 4 some
time on Monday the llltli inat,, and I l«-g the 
favour of you to meet me there. I under
stand them is but one inn tMitonellive, so you 
cannot miss me. As I aiw in the country I 
certainly shall sec any of my fathcry relations 
that are any way near my road; but I do not

1 Till* t* the “ wee cnrllc John," mentioned In the 
" Dedication tollavln Hamilton."

* Wllhcltnlna Hamilton (then nine year* old), after 
ward* wife of Un* Rev. John T*sl of Mnuehlinc.

* A daughter of Mr*. ('Imlmers, and therefore a 
slstenjd Miss’ (Peggy) Chalmers, Hums* friend and 
entrais indent.

« Witcr of Mrs. fiavln Hamilton.
» Stonehaven. Hums a s|sdliug Is a compromise 

between the correct and the local pronunciation 
Steenhlre.

even know their names, or where one of them 
lives, so I hope you will meet me and In- my 
guide. Farewell! till I have the pleasure of 
meeting you.”

I am ever, dear Sir, yours,
II. 11.

TO WILLIAM INOLIS, ESQ.,
INVERNESS.

* Emits Hotel, Tuesday Evening.
Mr. Hums presents his most respectful com

plimenta to Mr. Iltglis,—would have waited 
on him with the enclosed,7 but is jailed to 
death with the fatigue of the day's journey— 
won't leave Inverness till Thursday morning.

TO MR. JOS1AH WALKER,
BLAIR OR ATHOL*.*

INVERNESS, f.th Kept. 17H7.
MV PKAIt SIR,

I have just time to write the foregoing,9 
and to tell you that it was, at least the most 
|issrt of it, the eflusion of a half-hour I sjient 
at Itruur. I do not mean It was cjfc»i/«oc, for 
I have endeavoured to brush it up us well as 
Mr. Nicol'u chat and the jogging of the chaise 
would allow. It cases my heart a good deal, 
as rhyme is the coin with which a poet pays 
his debts of honour or gratitude. What I owe

f It will Is* seen from the isict’s journal (pnldislied 
In the Appendix to Lockhart's Idle) Unit Mr. Iturnes* 
met tils now fiinunis cousin us ret|ucstcd and Intro
duced him to several of Id* relative*.

r This was a letter of IntriMlnetlon to Mr. Ingli* 
(then provost of the lairgli) from the |s*ct * friend 
"Colonel" William Ihndmr, W.K 

* Mr. JoHialt W alker was at this time tutor In the 
fnmily of tin- Duke of Atliote. He had formed the 
acquaintance of limns In Edinburgh, where In' and 
the (amt met frequently at Hr. Hlaekloek'a, IT' if essor 
Stewart 's, and other houses. In Isl.Mie was nominated, 
tliroiigh the Interest of the Atholc family. Professor 
of Humanity (laitln) In the I ’diversity of lllasgow. 
He died III that. He was author of a |*a-tn entitled, 
"The Defence of unlcr," pnldislied alsait the la-gin 
nlng of the preseir, century, which was severely 
liandled In the Ado dm r./ti AVririr. and of a life of 
Hums, pnldislied In Mnriaon'* edition of the |ss*t'a 
works (Eilin. Isll, ‘J vols.), which Is no less severely 
handled liy Professor W ilson. In the essay aeeom 
panvlng the present edition.

* VI*. tlie llmiddc Petition of Itritar Water
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to the nohlc family of Atholc, of the flint kind,
I hIihII ever proudly ImwisI; wlmt I owe of the 
last, ho help me <iod in my hour of need! I 
nhall never forget.

The “little angcl-lmnd!"1 I declare I prayed 
for them very alnccrely lo-day at the Kail of 
Ey-cro. I nhall never forget the fine family, 
piece I Haw at Hlair; the amiable, the truly 
noble duchess, with her Htniling little nvrapli 
in her lap, at the head of the laldc: the lovely 
“olive plantH,"aH the Hebrew liurd finely nay*, 
round the happy mother: the lieautiful Mix 
(imitante;11 tlie lovely, Hwcet Minn Cal he,art,2 
Ac. I winlt I had the power* of tlublo to do 
ihemjnHilec! My Lord Duke's kind hospital
ity markedly kind indeeil. Mr. (Iroliam of 
Hintray’* eltamiH of convcrHation — Sir W. 
Mlirray’H friend*hip. In nlrort, the recollec- 
ti<>n of nil that polite, agreeable company 
ruine* an hone*t glow in my bosom.

II. II.

Tit >11!. JAMBS III"HXKSS, MtlNTHuSK.

/ ToWKriKt.Ii IMoNTRo**, ta Sept, I7H7),J till o eloek to..ruing
MV liRAR t'ot’HIK,

Mr. Nieol and Mr. t'amegic have taken 
«orne freak in their head, and have wakened 
me ju»t now with the rattling of the eliaise to 
earn me to meet them at t'raigic to goon our 
journey Home other road, anil breakfast by the 
way. I must go, which make* me very sorry.
I beg my kindest, best compliment* to your 
wife and all the grasl friends I saw yesternight. 
Write me to Edinburgh in this week with a 
direction for your nephew in (llasgow. Hired 
to me care of Mr. Creech, Edinburgh—lain 
ever, my dear Cousin,— Yours truly,

II. II.

1 Tlie " little angel hand " rnnslsteil of Lady t'liar- 
lotte Murray, aged twelve, afterwards I .mly Men vie* 
of t'astle Mi nin* ; Lnly Amelia, iig.'.l Hi-veil, after 
want* X Iseoiinteas Sti at lull In n : anil l.nily Eli/ala-th, 
an infant of live moiitliH, afterwards Lad) Maeuregur 
XIarray of Limn k.

* Mr*. Uralianie and Mi** 1‘atlieart were dangliter* 
of Lord I'at In-art, and sister* of tin- IMirhcseof A thole. 
The a hole of the Him- fair Bisters went to the -silent 
land 1 eveh liefure their short-lived eulogist. The 
hii*liand of tin- first• mentioned lady was tleiieral 
Thoiiiii* (Inihann , tin* hero iif Itarrosa. afterwiird* 
ereated a ;ieer liy the title ijf.lsinl Lyinshs-h.

To Mil. HILBERT RVRNS.
A

Enta»rRim, 17th Sept. I7s^
XIV Id".All Slli,:'

I arrived here safe yesterday evening, after 
a tour of twenty-two days; and travelling near 
six hundred miles, windings included. My 
farthest stretch was about ten miles lieyond 
Inverness. I went through the heart of the 
Highlands by Crieff, Taymouth, tlie famous 
scat of Lord llrcadalbane, down the Toy, 
among cascade* and druidical circles of stones, 
to Hnnkeld, a scat of the I hike of Atholc; 
thence aero** Tay, and tip one of hi* tributary 
streams to lllair of Allude, another of the 
duke's scats, w here I had the honour of spend
ing nearly I wo days with his grace " •
tlienee many miles through a wild country 
among dill's grey with eternal snows and 
gloomy savage glens, till I crossed Spey and 
went down the stream through Strathspey, so 
famous in Scottish music; llnilenoeh, Ac. till 
I reached (Irani Castle, when1 I spent half a 
day with Sir James liraiit and family; and 
then crossed the country for Port tleorgc, but 
called by (lie way at Cawdor, the ancient seat 
of Maclictli; there I saw the identical lied in 
which tradition say* king Duncan was mur
dered; lastly, from Port (leorgc to Inverness.

I returned by Iheeoasl, through Nairn, Porres, 
and so on to Aberdeen, thence to Slonehivc, 
where James Hiirness, from Montrose, met me 
by appointment, I spent two days among 
our relations, and found our aunts, Jean and 
Isabel, still alive, and hale old women.1 John 
Calril, (hough I aim the name year with our 
father, walks as vigorously as I can: they have 
had several letters from his son in New York. 
William llrand is likewise a stout old fellow: 
but further particular* I delay till I sec you, 
which will la" in two or three weeks. The 
rest of my stages are not worth rehearsing; 
warm as I was for Iissian's country, where I 
had seen his very grave, w hat eared I for fish
ing towns or fertile cames? I slept at the 
fanions llrodic of llrodic's one night, and dined 
at lionlnn Castle next day, with the duke,

1 “This," naturally enough remarks Kolwrl I'liani- 
hers, “Hp|H-ar* a singular term for tliirn* to have 
i-mpli-ycil In aililri-sslng hi* hrnthvr, hut so it is in 
the oriiiiinil nianiisi-rl|it."

* A* to tin- kini-iirdinshirc relative* of the |*n-t sis* 
-- I'oli-. n J Ancestry of Itiirns." vol. I. p. t7o.

^^.D
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duchess, and family. I am thinking to cause 
my old marc to meet me, by means of John 
Ronald, at Glasgow; but you shall hear farther 
from me before I leave Edinburgh. My duty 
and many compliments from the north to my 
mother; and my brotherly compliments to the 
rest. I have been trying for a berth for 
William, but am not likely to be successful. 
Farewell.

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES DURNESS, MONTROSE.

Edinburgh, 19th Sept. 1787.
My dkar SiiC'

1 send you along with this nine copies1 
which you yill transmit as marked on the 
blank leaves. The one to Lord Gardenstonc 
you will transmit as soon as possible. Your 
hints about young Hudson I shall carefully 
remember when 1 call for him.

Anything you send me, direct to the care 
of Mr. Andrew Bruce, Merchant, Bridge St, 
Edinburgh, but 1 dm.afraid that your kind 
offer of the dry fish will cost more than they 
are worth to carriers. My compliments to 
your wife and all friends, and excuse this 
brevity in,---- -Yours ever,

R. B.

TO PATRICK MILLER, ESQ.,

DALSWINTON.

Edinburgh, 28th September, 1787.

I have been on p tour through the High
lands, and arrived in town but the other day, 
so could not wait on you at Dalswinton about 
the latter end of August, as,I had promised 
and intended.8

Independent of any views of future connec
tions, what I owe you for the past, as a friend 
and benefactor (when friends I had few, and 
benefactors I had none), strongly in my bosom

1 Copies of the Edinburgh edition of his poems, 
s'As may be seen from a letter to William Nicol of 

June 18th, Burns had paid a visit to Mr. Miller at 
Dalswinton about that date, to arrange about leasing 
a farm. He had promised to return in August in 
order to look more carefully over the farms, but, as 
we are aware from his movements, he was unable to 
fulfil this engagement.

prohibits the most distant instance of ungrate
ful disrespect. I am informed you do not 
come to town for a month still, and within 
that time I shall certainly waif on you, as by 
this time I suppose you will have settled your 
scheme with respect to your farms.

My journey through the^ Highlands was 
perfectly inspiring, and I hope I have laid in 
a good stock of poetical ideas from it. I shall 
make no apology for sending the enclosed : it 
is a small but grateful tribute to the memory 
of our common countryman.3—I have the 
honour to be, with the most grateful sincerity, 
Sir, your mo^ obliged humble servant,

R. B.

P.S.—I have added another poem,4 partly 
as it alludes to some folks nearly and dearly 
connected with Ayrshire, and partly as rhymes 
are the only coin in which the poor poet can 
pay his debts of gratitude. The lady alluded' 
to is Miss Isabella M'Leod, aunt to the young 
Countess of Loudoun.

As I am determined not to leave Edinburgh 
till I wind up my matters with Mr. Creech, 
which I am afraid will be a tedious business, 
should I unfortunately miss you at Dalswinton, 
perhapi/your factor will be able to inform me 
of your intentions with respect to the Elesland 
[Ellisland] farm, which will save me a jaunt to 
Edinburgh again.

There is something so suspicious in the 
profession of attachment from a little man to 
a great man, that I know not how to do justice 
to the grstcfuT Warmth of my heart, when I 
would say how truly I am interested in the 
welfare of your little troop of angels, and how 
much I have the honour to be again, Sir, your 
obliged humble servant,

R. B.

TO WILLIAM NICOL, EDINBURGH.

Auchtkrtyrk, Monday, |16tli Oct. 1787).
My dkar Sir,

I find myself very comfortable here, neither 
oppressed by ceremony, nor mortifiai by

* The “ Elegy on the Death of Sir James Hunter 
Blair." Sir James, like Mr. Miller and the poet, was 
a native of Ayrshire, lienee, tile term "our common 
countryman."

4 The verses on the “ Death of John M'Leod, Esq.*
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neglect. Lady Augusta is a most engaging 
woman, and very happy in her family, which 
makes one’s outgoings and incomings very 
agreeable.1 1 called at Mr. ltamsay’s of 
Auchtertyrc as I came up the country, and 
am so delighted with him that I shall certainly 
accept of his invitation to spend a day or two 
with him as I return.2 1 leave this place on 
Wednesday or Thursday.

Make my kind compliments to Mr. and 
Mrs. Cruikshank and Mrs. Nicol, if she is 
returned.

I am ever, dear Sir, your deeply indebted,
RiB.

TO WILLIAM CRUIKSHANK,3
ST. JAMKSS SQUARE, K1UNHUKU1I.

Auchtektyrk, Monday, (15th Oct. 1787].
I have nothing, my dear Sir, to write to 

you, hut that 1 feel myself exceedingly com
fortably situated in this good family : just 
notice enough to make me easy but not to 
embarrass me. I wan storm-staid two days 
at the foot of the Ochill-hills, with Mr. Tait 
of Herveyston and Mr. Johnston of Alka, but 
was so well pleased that 1 shall certainly 
spend a*day on the banks of the Devon as 1

1 The short and pleasant visit here alluded to was 
one he paid to Sir William Murray of Ochtertyre, in 
Strathvarn, Perthshire, whom the bard had met at* 
Blair-A thole House, and who had given him a cordial 
invitation to visit him. Lady Augusta, wife of Sir 
William—a fine-looking woman in the maturity of 
her charms—was a daughter of the insurgent Earl of 
Cromarty, who so narrowly escaped the fate of Lords 
Kilmarnock and Balinerino, on the Tower Hill in 1740. 
Among the >nmates of Ochtertyre House was Miss 
Euphemia Murray, a cousin of his host, who inspired 
the song, “ Blythe, Blythe, and Merry was she.” 
During this stay, too, were written the lines “On 
scaling some Water Fowl in Loch-Turit."

3 Mr. Ramsay, of Ochtertyre on the Teith, was, 
says Robert Chambers, “a noted specimen of the 
scholarly country gentleman of the last age, living 
in Horatian ease and unpretending simplicity on his 
paternal acres. Hu had a great love of Scottish 
literature and history, and thus was eminently dis
posed to admire and sympathize with Burns.” As 
elsewhere explained, there are two places of the name 
of Ochtertyre or Auchtertyre.

8 One of the masters of the High School, Edinburgh, 
with whom Burns lodged for a season while residing 
in the Scottish capital. We have had occasion, in 
previous notes, to allude to this friend.

3?
return. I leave this place I suppose on Wed
nesday, and shall devote a day to Mr. ltamsay 
at Auchtertyre, near Stirling: a man to whose 
worth I cannot do justice. My respectful 
kind compliments to Mrs. Cruikshank, and 
my dear little Jcanie,4 and if you sec Mr. 
Masterton, please remember me to hin).

I am ever, my dear Sir, &c.,
R. B.

TO PATRICK AIILLER, ESQ.,
DALSWINTON.

Edinburgh, 20th October, 1787.
8IR,

I was spending a few days at Sir William 
Murray’s, Auchtertyre, and did not get your 
obliging letter till to-day I came to town. I 
was still more unlucky in catching a miserable 
cold, for which the medical gentlemen have 
ordered me into close confinement “under 
pain of death ”—the severest of penalties.
1 n two or three days, if 1 get better, and if I 
hear at your lodgings that you are still at 
Dalswinton, I will take a ride to Dumfries 
directly. From something in your last, I 
would wish to explain my idea of being your 
tenant. I want to be a farmer in a small farm, 
about a plough-gang, in a pleasant country, 
under the auspices of a good landlord. 1 have 
no foolish notion of being a tenant on easier 

, terms than another. To find a farm where 
one can live at all is not easy—I only mean 
living soberly like an old-style farmer, and 
joining personal industry. The banks of the 
Nitli are as sweet poetic ground as any I ever 
saw; and besides, Sir, ’tis but justice to the 
feelings of my own heart, and the opinion of 
my best friends, to say that 1 would wish to 
call you landlord sooner than any landed 
gentleman I know. These arc my views and 
wishes; aud whatever way you think best to 
lay out your farms, 1 shall be happy to rent 
one of them. I shall certainly be able to ride 
to Dalswinton about the middle of next week, 
if I hear you arc not gone. 1 have the honour 
to be, Sir, your obliged humble servant,

Rout. Burns.

4 The “ Very Young Lady " to whom he addressed 
some verses, and of whom he sung, under the name 
of “The Rose-bud.” h
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TO JAMES HOY, ESQ.,
GORDON CASTLE.

Edinburgh, 30th October, 1787.
SIR, f

I will defend my conduct in giving you this 
trouble; on the best of Christian principles— 
“ Whatsoever ye would that men should do 
unto you, do ye even so unto them. ”—I shall 
certainly, among my legacies, leave my latest 
curse to that unlucky predicament which hur
ried— tore me away from Castle Gordon.1 
May that obstinate son of I-atin prose [Nicol] 
be curst to Scotch mile periods, and damned 
to seven league paragraphs ; while declension 
and conjugation, gender, number, and tense, 
under the ragged banners of dissonance and 
disarrangement, eternally rank against him 
in hostile array !

Allow me, Sir, to strengthen the small claim 
1 have to your acquaintance, by the following 
request. An engraver, James Johnson, in 
Edinburgh, has, not from mercenary views, 
but from an Jioncst Scotch enthusiasm, set 
about collecting all our native songs and set
ting them to jnusic; particularly those tjiat 
have never bodn set before. Clarke, the well- 
known musician, presides over the musical 
arrangement, and Drs. Beattie and Blackloçk, 
Mr. Tytler of Woodhouselee, and your hunJhlc 
servant to the utmost of Kis small power, assist 
in collecting the old poetry, or sometimes for 
a fine air make a stanza when it has no words. 
The brats, too tedious to mention, which claim 
a parental pang from my hardship, I suppose 
tvill appear in Johnson’s second number—the 
first was published before my acquaintance 
with him. My request is—“Cauld Kail in 
Aberdeen ” is one intended for this number, 
and I beg a copy of his Grace of Gordon’s 
words to it, which you were so kind as to 
repeat to me. You may be sure wc won’t 
prefix the author’s name, except you like, 
though I look on it as no small merit to this 
work, thht the names of so many of the authors 
of our old Scottish songs, names almost forgot
ten, /Will be inserted. I do not well know 
Ahere to write to you—I rather write at you ; 
but if you will be so obliging, immediately on

1 See note to p. 225, vol. if., where a description of 
Gordon Castle is given, and also an account of the 
cause which hurried Burns from its hospitable roof.

receipt of this, as to write me a few lines^l 
shall perhaps pay you in kind, though not in 
quality. Johnson’s terms are:—each number 
a handsome pocket volume, to consist at least 
of a hundred Scotch songs, with basses for the 
harpsichord, &c/ The price to subscribers 5s. ; 
to non-subscribers 6s. He will have three 
numbers I conjecture.

My direction for two oç three weeks will be 
at Mr. William Cruikshank’s, St. James’s 
Square, New Town, Edinburgh. I am, Sir, 
yours to command,

' 11. IV

TO 11EV. JOHN SK INNEIV

Edinburgh [October 26th, 1787J. 
Reverend and venerable sir,

Accept, in plain dull prose, my most sincere 
thanks for the best poetical compliment 1 ever

2 Mr. lluy replied to the above letter in the follow
ing terms :

“ Uoudos Castle, Oct. 31st, 17H7.
“ Sir:

“If you were not sensible of your fault as well as 
of your loss, in leaving this plaee so suddenly, I 
should condemn you to starve upon cauld kail for ae 
towmont at leiyjt; and as for Dick Latine (Mr. Nicol], 
your travelling companion, without banning him mu’ 
a’ the curses contained in your letter (which he’ll no 
value a bawbee) I should give him nought but .SVra’- 
bogie castocks to chew for sax ouks, or aye until he 
was as sensible of his error as you seem to be of 
yours. '

“Your song [‘Castle Gordon] I showed without 
producing the author, and it was judged by the 
duchess to lie the production of Dr. Beattie. I sent 
a copy of it, by her grace’s desire, to a Mrs. MTher- 
soti in Badenoch, who sings ‘Morag’ and all other 
Gaelic songs in great perfection. XI have recorded 
it likewise, by Lady Charlotte's desire, in a book be
longing to her ladyship; where it is in company with 
a great many other poems and vefses, some of the 
writers of width are no less eminent for their poli
tical than for\ their poetical abilities. When the 
duchess was informed that you were the author, she 
wished you had written the verses in Scotch.

“ Any letter directed to me here will come to hand 
safely ; and, if sent under the duke’s cover, it will 
likewise come free; that is, as long as the duke is in 
this country.

“ I am, Sir, yours sincerely,
“Jamks Hoy."

8 Mr. Skinner, the pastor of a numerous flock of 
Scottish Episcopalians at Longside, near Peterhead, 
was the author of the excellent popular song to the 
tune of “Tullochgorum,” the “ Ewie wi' the Crooked 
Horn,” “John of tiadenyou," and some others greatly

/
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rcccivcd.x 1, assure you, Sir, as a poet, you 
have conjured up dn airy demon of vanity in 
my fancy, which the best abilities in your 
other capacity would be ill abla to lay. I

in vogue, and which display all the spirit of the olden 
muse of Scotland. To Burns these were verses as fa
miliar as household words, and when, during his tour 
in the north of Scotland, he learned from his corres
pondent’s son, Bishop Skinner of Aberdeen, that he 
had passed within a few miles of the residence of 
their author, he expressed the greatest regret for not 
having been aware of the circumstance, as ho would 
have willingly gone twenty out of his way to see him. 
Ilis regrets were mentioned to the venerable poet, 
and the consequence was the following poetical 
epistle from the latter to Burns, which produced the 
above letter.

POETICAL EPISTLE TO BURN‘S 
BY THE

REV. JOHN SKINNER.

0 happy hour for evermair,
That led my chill up Cha’mer’s1 stair, son 
And gae him, what he values sail*, much 

Sae braw a skance sight
Of Ayrshire’s dainty poet there,

By lucky chance.

Wae’s my auld heart I was na wi' you,
Tho’ worth your while I could na giu you,
But sin' 1 had na hap to see you

When ye was north,
I'm bauld to send my service to you 

Hyne o’er the Forth.

Sae proud’s I am that ye hao heard 
O' my attempts to be a Bard,
And think my muse line that ill-fawrd 

Seil o’ your face !
I wad na wiss for mail* reward

Than your good grace.

Your bonny beukie, line by line 
I’ve read, and think it freely tine;
Indeed I winna ca t divine,

As others might;
For that, ye ken, frae pen like mine,

Wad no be right.

But, by my sang, I dinna wonner,
That ye’ve admirers, mony liun’er,
Let gowkit tleeps pretend to skUliner stupid creatures 

Ami tak offence; (loathe
Ye’ve naething said that leuks like blun’er looks 

To fowk o’ sense.

Your pauky “ Dream ” has humour in’t, sly J 
1 never saw the like in print; !
The Birth-day Laurit durst na mint insinuate

As ye line dane;
And yet there's nae a single hint 

Can be ill ta’eu.

l David Chalmers, the printer of the A1>erdeen Journal, in 
whose house Bums mut his correspondent’s chill (sou), Bishop 
Bkiuucr.

Vregret, and while I live 1 shall rcgrc\, that 
when 1 was in the north, 1 had not the pleasure 
of paying a younger brother’s dutiful respect 
to the author of the best Scotch soulever

Your “ Maillie,” and your guid “ Auld Mare,”
And “Hallow-even's" funny cheer;
There’s liane that reads them, far nor near,

But reezes Robie, praises
And thinks them as diverting gear matter 1 , 

As Yorick’s Tobie.

But, 0! the weel-tauld “Cotter’s Night” well-told 
Is what gies me the maist delight—
A piece sae finished, and sae tight !

There’s nane o’s a'
Cou’d preachment-timmer cleaner dight -timber wipe 

1 In kirk nor ha’.

But what needs this or that to name?
It’s own’d by a’ there’s nae a theme 
Ye tak in hand, hut’s a’ tho same,

And nae ane o’ them 
But weel may challenge a' the fame *

That we can gie them.

For me, I heartily allow you
The warld o’ praise sac justly due you:
And but a Plowman ! Sail I trow you? believe 

Gin it be sae, if
A miracle I will avow you,

Deny’t wlia may !

Sae what avails a leash o’ lair, freedom of learning 
Thro’ seven lang years, and some guid mail1; even more 
Whan plowman-lad, wi’ nature bare 

Sae far surpasses
A’ we can do wi’ study sair sore

To climb Parnassus?

But, thanks to praise, ye’re i’ your prime,
And may chant on this lang, lang time;
For, lat me tell you, 'tware a crime

To hand your tongue, hold 
Wi’ sic a knack’s ye hae at rhyme, such 

And you sae young.

Ye ken it’s nae for ane like mo 
To be sae droll as ye can be :
But ony help that I can gie,

Tho’t be but sma’,
Your least command, I’se lat you sec,

Sail gar me draw. shall make

An hour or sae by hook or crook,
And may be twa, some arrow ouk odd week
That I can spare frae lialy beuk, holy book

(For that's my hobby,)
I'll slip awa’ to some by-neuk, -nook

And crack wi’ Robie. chat

Wad ye but only crack again,
Just what ye like, in ony Strain,
I’ll tak it kind; for, to be plain,

I do expect it;
And, mair than that, I'll no be fain pleased

Gin ye neglect it. if

To Linshart, gin my hanie ye spier, ask
Whare I hae heft near fifty year, dwelt

\

fur
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do uot wonder
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Scotland saw—“Tullochgorum’s my delight ! ” 
The world may t^iink slightly of the craft of 
song-making, ir they please, butlfas Job says 
—“0 that mine adversary had written a

Twill come in course, ye need na fear;
The pairt’s weel kent; part's well known 

And postage, be it cheap or dear 
I’ll pay content.

Now, after a’, hae me exquees’d excused
For wissing nae to be refees’d; refused
I dinna covet to be reez’d praised,.

For this feel lilt; foolish piece of rhyme. 
But feel or wise, gin ye be pleas’d, if

Ye’re welcome till’t. toit
Sae, canty Plowman, fare ye weel; jolly
Lord bless ye-lang wi’ làie and heil, having and health 
And keep you aye the ljunest chiel fellow 

That ye me been;
Syne lift you to a better biel then shelter

Whan this is deen ! done
POSTSCRIPT.

This auld Scots muse I’ve courted ) 
And spar’d nae pains to win h^j 

Dowf tho’ I be in rustic Bang,
I’m no a late beginner.

But now auld age taks dowie til 
Yet troth, as I’m a sinner,

I’ll aye be fond of Rome Burns, 
While I can sign

uig,

John Skinner.
Linshart, Sept. 28th, 1787.

Mr. Skinner was born at Balfour, Aberdeenshire, 
in October, 1721, where, under his father, then school
master of the parish of Birse, he, at a very early 
period, displayed uncommon ability, particularly for 
acquiring a knowledge of the Latin language. Having 
finished his academical studies at Marischal College, 
Aberdeen, he sooti after became assistant to the 
schoolmaster of Monymusk. Here it was that, 
joying in the house of Monymusk every advantage 
for prosecuting his studies and improving his mind 
in the attainment of useful learning, together with 
the benefit of reading under the direction of a worthy 
Episcopal clergyman in that neighbourhood, he be
came a convert to the principles of Episcopacy, and 
united himself to the venerable remains of the once 
Established Church of Scotland. In 1740, when nine
teen I'ears of age, he went to Shetland, to act as pre
ceptor in the family of Mr. Sinclair of Houss and 
Scalloway, where he remained about two years. Al
ready he had commenced acquaintance with the 
muses, and on the death of his employer, in 1741, he 
embalmed his memory in an elegy, at the same time 
composing for him a Latin epitaph of such elegance 
and purity as to command the admiration of the 
learned Ruddiman. The only Episcopal clergyman 
in this remote region was a Mr. Hunter, whose 
daughter Mr. Skinner married. In 1742, on his re
turn to Aberdeen, he entered into holy orders, and 
became the pastor of Longside.

For the ensuing sixty-five years Mr. Skinner spent 
a laborious life in the pastoral charge of a numeri*us

îctioi**^

book!”—let them try. There in a certain 
Something in the old Sbotch songs, a wild hap- 
prucss qf thought and expression, which pecu
liarly marks them, not only from English 
songs, but also from the modern efforts of 
song-wrights, in our jiativc manner and lan
guage. The only remains qf this enchantment, 
these spells of the imagination, rest with you. 
Our true brother, Boss of Lochlcc,1 was likc-
congregation, answering, almost literally, to Gold
smith’s description of the village preacher—

A man lie was to all the couiftry dear.
And passing rich with forty pounds a year;
Remote from towns he rati his godly race,
Nor e'er had chang'd—nor wish'd to change his place.

Although he was not personally a friend of the 
house of Stuart, he could not help being involved 
in the persecution which the unhappy insurrectic 
of 1745-43 brought upon the Scottish Episcopal 
munion. A military party came to his house 
his wife was on child-bed, turned his family to the 
door, took away everything that was valuable, or 
which could be conveniently carried, and demolished 
the little chapel in which he officiated. On one/bc- 
casion he was seized, and imprisoned in the jap of 
Aberdeen for six months, for preaching to more than 
four persons, that being then an offence on the pprt 
of any Episcopal clergyman. For many years, 
consequence of the severity of the statutes against 
Episcopacy in Scotland, he was obliged either to of
ficiate to his congregation in fours, or to take four 
withiu doors, and allow the rest to overhear him, as 
they ^>est might, through the open doors and win
dows. Long before the close of bis own professional 
career bis eldest son had become the bishop of bis 
diocese, and a son of that gentleman luufalso taken 
holy orders. On one occasion the three—grandfather, 
father, and son,—officiated together in the chapel at 
Longside. Mr. Skinner lost his wife in 171H), and 
when his son some years after met a similar misfor
tune it was proposed that the old man should with
draw from the scene of his duties, and spend the 
remainder of his days with his son at Aberdeen. 
Accordingly, in June, 1807, he bade a tearful adieu 
to a flock over which he had presided for the greater 
part of a century, and which did not contain one in
dividual whom he had not baptized. . On the 16th of 
the same month he gently expired i/his chair, after 
dining happily with three generations of his descen
dants. He was burled at Longside, where a hand
some monument has been erected to him. His mis
cellaneous works, including a variety of poems and 
songs, in Scotch, English, and Latin, were soon after 
published. He was also the author of an Ecclesiasti
cal History of Scotland, and of various theological 
works, one of which attracted the praise of Bishop 
Sherlock.

1 Alexander Ross, schoolmaster, Lochlcc, Forfar
shire, author of the narrative poem “ Helenore, or 
the Fortunate Shepherdess,” and the songs, the “ Hock 
and the wee piçkle Tow,” “Woo’d and Married an’ 
a’,” <fcc.

/
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wise “ owrc can nie ”—a “wild warlock”— 
hut now lie sings among the “sons of the 
morning.”

I have often wished, and will certainly en
deavour, to form a kind of common acquain
tance among all the genuine sonà of Caledonian 
song. The world, hu«y in low prosaic pursuits, 
may overlook most of us; hut “reverence thy
self.” The world is not our peer*, so we chal
lenge the jury. We can lash that world, and 
find ourselves a very great source of amusement 
and happiness independent of that world.

There is a work going on in Edinburgh, just 
now, which claims your best assistance. An 
engraver in this town has set about collecting 
and publishing all the Scotch songs, with the 
music, that can be found. Songs in the English 
language, if by Scotchmen, are admitted, but 
the music must all be Scotch. l)rs. Beattie 
and Blacklock are lending a hand, and the 
first musician in town presides over that 
department. I have been absolutely crazed 
about it, collecting old stanzas, and every in
formation remaining respecting their origin,

i Mr. Skinner’s answer to the above was as follows:—

Sir,
Linsuakt, November 14th, 1787.

Your kind letter, without date, but of postmark 
October 25th, came to hand only this day; and, to 
testify my punctuality to my poetic engagement, I 
sit down immediately to answer it in kind.

Your acknowledgment of my poor hut just enco
miums on your surprising genius, and your opinion of 
my rhyming excursions, are both, I think, by far too 
high. The difference between our two tracts of 
education and ways of life is entirely in your favour, 
and gives you the preference every manner of way. 
1 know a classical education will not create a versi
fying taste, but it mightily improves and assists it; 
— and though, where both these meet, there may 
sometimes be ground for approbation, yet where 
taste appeal's single, as it were, and neither cramped 
nor supiKirted by acquisition, I will always sustain 
the justice of its prior claim to applause. A small 
IHirtion of taste, this way, I have had almost from 
childhood, especially in the old Scottish dialect, and 
K is as old a thing as I remember, my fondness for 
“ Christ’s-kirk on the green,’” which I had by heart 
ere I was twelve years of age, and which some years 
ago I attempted to turn into Latin verse. While I 
was young, I dabbled a good deal in these things: 
but on getting the black gown I gave it pretty much 
over, ’till my daughters grew up, who, being all good 
singers, plagued me for words to some of their fa
vourite tunes, and so extorted these effusions, which 
have made a public appearance beyond my expecta
tions, and contrary to my intentions, at the same 
time that 1 hope there is nothing to be found in them

authors, &c. &c. Thi>(u.st is but a very frag
ment business; but at the end of his second 
number—the first is already published—a 
small account will be given of the authors, 
particularly to preserve those of latter times. 
Your three songs “ Tullochgorum,” “John of 
Badcnyon,” and “ Ewie wi’ the Crookit Horn,” 
go in this second number. 1 was determined, 
before I got your letter, to write you, begging 
that jou would let me know where the editions 
of these pieces may be found, as you would 
wish them to continue in future times: and if 
you would be so kind to this undertaking as 
send any songs, of your own or others, that 
you would think proper to publish, your name 
will be inserted among the other authors,— 
“Nill ye, will ye.” One half of Scotland 
already give your songs to other authors. 
Paper is donc. 1 beg to hear from you; the 
sooner the better, as I leave Edinburgh in a 
fortnight or three weeks.—1 am, with the 
warmest sincerity, Sir, your obliged humble 
servant,

R B.1

uncharacteristic, or unbecoming the cloth, which I 
would always wish to see respected.

As to the assistance, you propose from me in the 
undertaking you are engaged in, I am sorry I cannot 
give it so far as I could wish, and you, perhaps, ex
pect. My daughters, who are my only intelligencers, 
are all forw-familiatc, and the old woman, their 
mother, has lost that taste. There are two from my 
own pen, which I might give you, if worth the while. 
One to the old Scottish tune of “Dumbarton’s Drums.’’ 
The other, perhaps, you have met with, as your noble 
friend, the duchess, has, I am told, heard of it. It 
was squeezed out of me by a brother parson in her 
neighbourhood, to accommodate a new Highland reel 
for the Marquis's birthday, to the stanza of

Tune your fiddles, tune them sweetly, &c.

If this last answer your purpose, you may have it 
from a brother of mine, Mr. James Skinner, writer, 
in Edinburgh, who I believe can give the music too.

There is another humorous thing, I have heard 
said to be done by the Catholic priest, Geddes, and 
which hit my taste much. I

There was a wee wifiekie, was comlhfrffne the fair.
Had gotten a little drnpikie, which bred her meikle care;
It took ujk)’ the wifie's heart, and she began to spue,
And quo’ the wee wifiekie, “ I wish I hinna fou," &c.

I have heard of another new composition, by a 
young ploughman of my acquaintance, that I am 
vastly pleased with, to the tune of “ The Humours of 
Glen,’’ which I fear won’t do, as the music, I am told, 
is of Irish original. I have mentioned these, such as 
they are, to show you my readiness to oblige you, 
and to contribute my mite, if I could, to the patriotic
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TU MISS MARGARET CHALMERS.1

Edinburgh, Oct. 26th, 1787.
I send Charlotte 2 the first number of the 

songs; I would not wait for the second num
ber: I hate delays in little marks of friendship, 
as I hate dissimulation in the language of the 
heart. I am determined to pay Charlotte a 
poetic compliment, if I could hit on some 
glorious old Scotch air, in numbcr^second.3 
You will see a smallSattempt on a shred of 
paper in the book; but Though Dr. Bladklock 
commended it very highly, I am not just 
satisfied with it myself. I intend to make it 
description of some kind : the whining cant 
of love, except in real passion, and by a mas
terly hand, is to me as insufferable as the 
preaching cant of old Father Smeaton, whig- 
minister at Kilmaurs. Darts, flames, cupids, 
loves, graces, and all that farrago, are just a 
Mauchline sacrament—a senseless rabble.

I got an excellent poetic epistle yesternight

work you hâve in hand, and which I wish all success 
to. You have only to notify your mind, and what 
you want of the above shall he sent you.

Meantime, while you are thus employed, do not 
sheathe your own proper and piercing weapon. From 
what I have seen of yours already, I am inclined to 
hope for much good. One lesson of virtue and mor
ality delivered in your amusing style, and from such 
as you, will operate more than dozens would do from 
such as me, who shall be told it is our employment, 
and he never moçe minded: whereas, from a pen like 
yours, as beintfkme of the many, what comes will be 
admired. Admiration will produce regard, and re
gard will leave ap impression, especially what ex
ample goes along.

New binna saying I'm ill-bred, be not
Else, by my troth, 111 no lie glad ;
For cadgers, ye have heard it said.

And sic like fry, such
Maun aye tie hurlin' in their trade, must slsreyt be dreeing 

And sac maun I. #

Wishing you, from my poet-pen, all success, and in 
my other character all happiness and heavenly 
direction, I remain, with esteem, your sincere friend, 

v **■ John Skinner.

1 Afterwards Mrs. Lewis Hay, but about this period 
one of the inmates of the home of Mr. John Tait of 
Ilarvieston, twice visited by Burns in the aetupHi of 
1787. Previous to this date, however, the pdet had 
made her acquaintance in Edinburgh. The present 
is the first of Burns’s letters to this young lady sojar 
as is known, but probably one or more preceded it.

1 Miss Charlotte Hamilton, cousin of Miss Chalmers, 
also a resident at Harvieston. See letter to Gavin 
Hamilton, 28th August, 1787, with notes.

* Of the Scots Musical Museum.

from the old, venerable author of “Tulloch- 
gorum,” “John of Badeny on, ” be. 1 suppose 
you know he is a clergyman. It is by far the 
finest poetic compliment I ever got. 1 will 
send you a copy of it.

1 go on Thursday or Friday to Dumfries, to 
wait on Mr. Miller about his farms.—Do tell 
that to Lady Mackenzie, that she may give 
me credit for a little wisdom. “ I Wisdom 
dwell with Prudence.” What a blessed life- 
side ! How happy should I be to pass a win
ter evening under their venerable roof! and 
smoke a pipe of tobacco, or drink water-gruel 
with them ! . What solemn, lengthened, laugh
ter-quashing gravity of phiz ! What sage 
remarks' on the good-for-nothing sons and 
daughters of indiscretion and Mty l, And 
what frugal lessons, as we st^tened the fire
side circle, on the uses of the poker and tongs !

Miss Nimmo is very well, and begs to be 
remembered in the old way to you. I used 
all my eloquence, all the persuasive flourishes 
of the hand, and heart-melting modulation of 
periods in my power to urge lieront to Harvie
ston, but all in vain. My rhetoric seems 
quite to have lost its effect on the lovely half 
of mankind. I have seen the day—hut this 
is a “ talc of other years.”—In my conscience 
I believe that my heart has been so oft on fire 
that it is absolutely vitrified. 1 look on the 
sex with something like the admiration with 
which I regard the starry sky in a frosty 
December night. 1 admire the beauty of the 
Creator’s workmanship ; I am charmed with 
the wild but graceful eccentricity of their 
iqotions, and—wish them good night 1 mean 
this with respect to a certain passion dont j'ai 
eu l'honneur d'être un misérable esclare: as for 
friendship, you and Charlotte have given me 
pleasure, permanent pleasure, “ which the 
world cannot give, nor take away” I hope; 
and which will outlast the heavens and the earth. 

È. X R- B.

TO Ml!. JAMES CALNDLISH, GLASGOW.

t/EDINBUROH, Nov. 1787.
Mv dear Friend,

If once I were gone from this scene of hurry 
and dissipation, 1 promise myself the pleasure 
of that correspondence being renewed which 
has been so long broken. At present 1 have
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time for nothing. Dissipation and business 
engross every moment. I am engaged in 
assisting an honest Scotch enthusiast,1 a friend 
of mine, who is an engraver, and has taken it 
into his head to publish a collection of all our

TO

I may twist, that is worth while—if such a 
letter, Madam, can give a person of your rank, 
information, and ahilities any entertainment, 
you shall have with all my heart and soul, 

uiisu a euncciiuu ui an uura It requires no common exertion of good 
, of which the "words and yiense and philosophy in persons of' exalted 

rank, to keep a friendship properly alive with 
one much their inferior. Externals, things 
totally extraneous of the man, steal upon the 
hearts and judgments of almost, if not alto
gether, all mankind; nor do I know more than 
one instance of a man who fully and truly 
regards “all the world as a stage, and all the 
men and women merely players,” and who 
(the dancing-school bow excepted) only values 
these players—the dramatis person*?,' who 
build cities, and who rear hedges; who goWkji 
provinces, or superintend flocks, merely as 
they act their parts. For the honour of Ayr
shire, this man is Professor Dugahl Stewart of 
Catrine. To him I might perhaps add another 
instance, a Popish Bishop, Geddes.;3 but 1 
have outraged that gloomy, fiery Presbyterian
ism enough already, though I don’t spit in her 
lugubrious face by telling her that the first

songs set to music, 
music arc done by Scotsmen. This, you will 
easily guc.ss, is an undertaking exactly to my 
taste. I have collected, begged, borrowed, 
amLgtolen, all the songs I corfld meet with. 
“ Pompey’s Ghost,” words ana music,2 1 beg 
from you immediately, to go into his second 
number: the first is already published. I shall 
show you the first number when 1 see you in 
Glasgow, which will be in a fortnight or less. 
Do be so kind as to send me the song in a day 
or two: you cannot imagine how much it will 
oblige me.

Direct to me at Mr. W. Cruikshank’s, St. 
James’s Square, New Town, Edinburgh.

li. B.

MHS. DUNLOP OF
/

DUX LUI' HOUSE,

DUNLOP,
STEWAllTON.

Edinhukou, 4th Nov. 1787.
Madam,

I will bear the reproaches of my conscience 
respecting this letter no longer. 1 was in
debted to you some time ago for a kind, long 
letter (your letters the longer the better), and 
again the other day 1 heard from you, enclos
ing a very friendly letter from Dr. Moore. I 
thought with myself, in the height of my 
gratitude and pride, of my remark that I 
would sit down some hour of inspiration, and 
write you a letter, at leas( worth two groats ; 
consequently you would have .been a great 
gainer, as you are so benevolent as to bestow 
ytw epistolary correspondence on me (1 am 
sur^ without the least idea of being paid in 
kind.

When you talk of friendship and correspon
dence to me, Madam, you do me too much 
honour ; hut as I shall soon he at my wanted 
leisure and rural occupation, if any remark on 
what 1 have read or seen, or any new rhyme

1 Johnson, the publisher of the Musical Museum.
3 “Pompey’s Ghost" was a ditty which is said by 

Mr. Scott Douglas to have appeared in a standard 
collection, entitled The Blackbird, published in 17(14.

Cleric character I’-ever saw was a Roman 
Catholic.

I could ill endure those surly curbs of 
“Chaos and old night”—those ghostly beasts 
of prey who foul the hallowed ground of 
Religion with their nocturnal prowlim#; but 
if the prosecution which I hear the Ercbcan 
fanatics arc projecting against my learned and 
truly worthy friend, Dr. M'Gill,4 goes on, I 
shall keep no measure with the savages, but 
fly at them with the faucons of Ridicule, or 
run them down with the bloodhounds of Satire, 
as lawful game wherever I start them.

I expect to leave Edinburgh in eight or ten 
days, and shall certainly do myself the honour 
of calling at Dunlop House as I return to Ayr
shire.—1 have the liopour to be, Madam, your 
obliged humble servant,

11. 11.

3 The Right Rev. Dr. John Geddes. See note to 
letter addressed to this reverend gentleman (who has 
sometimes been mistaken for his better known rela
tive, Dr, Alexander Geddes), of date 3d Feb. 1789.

4 In regard to this reverend gentleman (whose 
name also oyyirs in the “Twa Herds") see note to 
the poem the “Kirk’s Alarm," vol. iii.

0
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TO JAMES HOY, ESQ.,
GORDON CASTLE. *

Edin. 6th November, 1787.
Dear Sir,

I would have wrote you immediately on 
receipt of Jour kind letter, but a mixed im
pulse of gratitude and esteem whispered to me 
that 1 ought to send you something by way of 
return. When a poet owes anything, particu
larly when he is indebted for good offices, the

i The following sketch of Mr. Hoy’s life and char
acter is from the pen of Dr. Carruthcrs of Inver
ness:—

“ The late Mr. James Hoy, librarian to the Duke of 
Gordon, was, in many respects, a singular and ori
ginal character. In goodness of heart, aqd simplicity 
of manners, he was not unlike l)ominie Sampson 
himself; and, during the long period of forty-six 
years, during which he was the inmate of a ducal 
mansion, he lost not a shade of his originality, or 
abated one jot of his stoical indifference to riches. 
The love of learning and of virtue which distinguished 
Mr. Hoy, added to his simple and primitive habits, 
rendered him universally respected and noted in the 
neighbourhood of Gordon Castle ; and in the noble 
family in which he resided he maintained all the 
same familiar footing that his celebrated prototype, 
whom we have named above, preserved at Ellan- 
gowan. Mr. Hoy was born at Haining, in Selkirk
shire, in the year 1747. His father was gardener to 
Pringle of Haining, or Clifton, afterwards Lord Ail- 
more, one of the lords of Session, and his lordship’s 
daughter, Miss Violet Pringle, observing young Hoy 
to )>e a steady sedate lad, had him educated, accor
ding to his parents’ wishes, for the dissenting church. 
Lord Ailmore liecoming blind, young Hoy was en
gaged to lie his reader and companion. Even at this 
early period he must have discovered considerably 
signs of scientific genius, for he had an offer to go to 
Ireland with Hanks and Solander as botanist, and to 
assist in other departments of science.

“ It was as a sort of literary companion, and as one 
able to scale the different heights and liearings round 
Gordon Castle, that Mr. Hoy was recommended to 
the duke, and scarcely any other situation could have 
been so admirably calculated to promote his own 
happiness; for, as his whole enjoyment was in books, 
so that which was his delight now became his duty. 
To him the charge of the duke's library was committed. 
It became the castle of which he was appointed gov
ernor, and he was never out of his garrison except 
at meal-times, or when called into the fields by his 
scientific pursuits, or on Sundays, when he never 
failed, let the weather be what it might, to mount 
his horse, to ride to Elgin to attend the Seceder 
meeting-house. As the duke’s engagements and oc
cupations deprived him of sufficient leisure to perns? 
the numerous books of miscellaneous information 
which were continually apjiearinSt became Mr. Hoy ’s 
business to devote his forenoonflp reading them as 
they arrived; and then he wat^^ublcd, as they sat

payment that usually recurs to him—the only 
coin indeed in which he is probably conversant 
—is rhyme. Johnson sends the books by the 
fly, as directed, and begs me to inclose his 
most gratpftll thanks: my return 1 intended 
should nave been one or two poetic bagatclletKv 
Which the world have not seen, or, perhaps, 
for obvious reasons, cannot sec. These I shall 
send you before 1 leave Edinburgh. They 
may make you laugh a little, which, on the 
whole, is no had way of spending one’s precious 
hours and still more precious breath : at any 
rate, they will be, though a small, yet a very 
sincere mark of my respectful esteem for a 
gentleman whose farther acquaintance 1 should 
look upon as a peculiar obligation.

The duke’s song,2 independent totally of his
UHe à tfte over their bottle of claret together after 
dinner, to till the duke with all that was worth 
remembering, and his grace’s memory was such that 
it never afterwards lost what it thus received.

“ Mr. Hoy's chief sciences were astronomy, entomol
ogy, and botany. To the first of these he adhered 
steadily to his dying day, and made almost daily 
observations on the heaveidy bodies, and from his 
having undertaken the regulation of the clocks at 
Gordon Castle and Fochabers, it was matter of notor
iety that his was the only accurately kept time in the 
north of Scotland.

“We need scarcely say that Mr. Hoy was quite in
different to fame ; he equally despised riches, never 
seeking for more than might enable him to dispense 
some charities, and to afford himself respectable 
clothes, of which he never had more than two suits 
at a time. When his kind and indulgent patron vol
untarily offered him an addition to his sixty-pound sal
ary, he replied, ‘ Keep it to yoursel’, my lord duke, I'm 
no needin’ mair; ye hae as muckle need o’t as I hue.’ 
When Burns was at Gordon Castle he was particu
larly delighted with Hoy’s blunt manner, and jierhaps 
the circumstance of his being a native of the Borders 
gave him an additional value in the poet’s estima
tion. Mr. Hoy left orders in his will that his remains 
should be interred in the churchyard of the cathedral 
‘near his auld frien' Mr. Duncan,’ the Seceder 
minister, to whom he hud listened so many years of 
his life, in defiance of the wind, rain, snow, or sun
shine that may have vainly assailed him during his 
hebdomadal rides to Elgin.

“ The old librarian followed his noble master to the 
grave, after the interval of a few short months, and 
we cannot take our leave of him better than in the 
well-known words of the immortal drapiatist:—

O good old man ! how well in thee- appears
The constant service of the antique world.
When service sweat for duty, not for meed!"

2 Alexander, fourth duke of Gordon, wrote a set of 
words to the old tune of “Cauld kail in Aberdeen." 
Burns obtained a copy from Mr. Hoy, and inserted 
it in the first volume of the Muaeum.
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dukeship, charnu me. There is I know not 
what of wil*liappiness of thought and expres
sion peculiarly beautiful in the old Scottish 
song style, of which his Grace, old venerable 
Skinner, the author of “ Tullochgorum,” &c., 
and the late Boss, at Lochlce, of true Scottish 
poetic memory, arc the only modern instances 
that I recollect, since Ramsay with his con
temporaries, and poor Hob Fergusson went to 
the world of deathless existence and truly im
mortal song. The mob of mankind, that 
many-headed beast, wrould laugh at so serious 
a speech about an old song ; but, as Job says, 
“ U that mine adversary had written a bookd ” 
Those who think that composing a Scotch song 
is a trifling business—let them try it.

I wish my Lord Duke would pay a proper 
attention toAeThristian admonition—“Hide 
not your candle under a bushel,” but “ Let 
your light shine before men.” I could name 
half a dozen dukes that I guess are a devilish 
deal worse employed ; nay, 1 question if there 
are half a dozen better : perhaps tliene arc not 
half that scanty number whom Heaven has 
favoured with the tuneful, happy, and, I will 
say, glorious gift.

1 am, dear Sir, your obliged humble servant,
R. R.

DESPONDENCE. 81

TO MISS CHALMERS.

Edinburgh, Oth November, 1787.
My drar Madam,

I just now have read yours. The .poetic 
compliments I pay cannot be misunderstood. 
They are neither of them so particular as to 
point you out to the world at large ; and the 
circle of your acquaintances will allow all 1 
have said. Besides, 1 have complimented you 
chiefly, almost solely, on your mental charms. 
Shall I be plain with you? I will ; so look to 
it. Personal attractions, madam, you have" 
much abate par—wit, finderstanding, and 
worth you possess in the first class. This is 
a cursed flat way of telling you these truths, 
but let me hear no more of your sheepish 
timidity. I know the world a little. I know 
what they will say of my poems (by second 
sight I suppose, for I am seldom out in my 
conjectures); and you may believe me, mÿ dear 
madam, I would not run any risk ohJlSrtin 
you by any ill-judged compliment. I wish

^show to the world the odds between a poet’s 
friends and those of simple prose min. More 
for your information, both the pieces go in. 
One of them, “Where braving angry winter’s 
storms,” is already set,—the tune is Nejl 
Gow’s Lamentation for Abercairney; the other1 
is to be set to an old Highland air in Daniel 
Dow’s collection of ancient Scots music ; the 
name is "Ha ^ ChaUlich air mo Dheith.” 
My treacherous memory has forgot every cir
cumstance about Les Inca», only I think you 
mentioned them as being in Creech’s posses
sion. I shall ask him about it. I am afraid 
the song of “Somebody ” will come too late— 
as I shall, for certain, leave town in a week 
for Ayrshire, and from that to Dumfries, but 
there my hopes are slender. I leave my direc
tion in town, so any thing, wherever I am, 
will reach me.

I saw yours to--------- ; it is not too severe,
nor did he take it amiss. On the contrary, 
like a whipt spaniel, he talks of being with 
you in the Christmas days. Mr. Tait has given 
him the invitation, and he is determined to 
accept of it. 0 selfishness ! he owns, in his 
sober moments; that from his own volatility of 
inclination, the circumstances in which he is 
situated, and his knowledge of his father’s dis
position, the whole affair is chimerical,—yet 
he will gratify an idle penchant at the enor
mous, cruel expense, of perhaps ruining the 
peace of the very woman for whom he professes 
the generous passion of love ! He is a gentle
man in his mind and manners—tant p&! He 
is a volatile school-boy—the heir of a man’s 
fortune who well knows the value of two times 
two!

Perdition seize them and their fortunes, 
before they should make the amiable, the 
lovely———, the derided object of their purse- 
proud contempt!

I am doubly happy to hear of Mrs.--------- ’s
recovery, because I really thought all was over 
with her. There are days of pleasure yet await
ing her ;

As I came in by Glenap,
I met witlx an aged woman ;

She bade me cheer up my heart,
For the heat o' my days was cornin'.1

1 “ My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form.” See vol. 
il. pp. 232, 233.

1 This old rhyme, Lockhart tells ns, was a great 
favourite with the poet. He is said to have often
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This day will decide my affairs w'ith Creech. 
Things are, like myself, not what they ought 
to be ; yet better than what they appear to be.

Heaven’s Sovereign saves all beings hut himself— 
That hideous sight—a naked human heart.

Farewell ! remember me to Charlotte.
R. B.

TO MISS MARGARET CHALMERS.

Edinburgh, I18th Nov.) 1787.
I have been at Dumfries, and at one visit 

more shall be decided about a farm in that 
country. I am rather hopeless in it : but as 
my brother is an excellent farmer, and is, 
besides, an exceedingly prudent sober man 
(qualities which are only a younger brother’s 
fortune in our family), 1 am determined, if 
my Dumfries business fail me, to return into 
partnership with him, and at our leisure take 
another farm in the neighbourhood.

I assure you I look for high compliments 
from you and Charlotte on this very sage 
ipitanee of my unfathomable, incomprehcn- 

/sible wisdom. Talking of Charlotte, 1 must 
tell her that I have, to the best of my poker, 
paid her a poetic compliment now completed.1 
The air is admirable : true old Highland. It 
was the tunc of a Gaelic song which an Inver
ness lady sung me when I was there; I was so 
charmed with it that I begged her to write 
me a set of it from her singing ; for it had 
never been set before. I am fixed that it shall 
go to Johnson’s next number; so Charlotte and 
you need not spend your precious time in con
tradicting me. I won’t say the poetry is first 
rate ; though I am convinced it is very well ; 
and, what is not always the case with compli
ments to ladies; it is not only sincere, but jW.

R. B.

tO MISS CHALMERS.

Edinburgh, Nov. 21,1787.
I have one vexatious fault to the kindly 

welcome, well-filled sheet which I owe to your

repeated it to himself on his first Journey to Edin
burgh. Glenap is in the south of Ayrshire.

i Tills was the song “ How pleasant the hanks of 
the clear winding Devon.” See vul*. li. page 231.

and Charlotte’s goodness—it contains too much 
sense, sentiment, and gbod spelling. It is 
impossible that even you two, whom 1 declare 
to my God I will give credit for any degree of 
excellence the sex are capable of attaining, it 
is impossible yon can go on to correspond at 
that rate; so, like those who, Shenstonc says, 
retire because they have made a good speech, 
I sljall, after a few letters, hear no more of 
you. I insist that you shall write whatever 
comes first: what you see, what you read, 
what you hear, what you admire, what you 
dislike, trifles, bagatelles, nonseftse; or to fijl 
up a comer, e’en put down a laugh at full 
length. Now' none of your polite hints about 
flattery; I leave that to your lovers, if you 
have or shall have any; though, thank heaven,
I have found at last two girls who can be lux
uriantly, happy in their ow'n minds and with 
one another, without that commonly neces
sary appendage to female bliss—a lover.

Charlotte and you are just two favourite 
resting-places for my soul in her wanderings 
through the weary, thorny wilderness of this 
world. God knows, I am ill-fitted for the 
struggle : 1 glory in being a Poet, and I want 
to lie thought a wise man—I would fondly be 
generous, and I wish to be rich. After all, I 
am afraid I am a lost subject. “Some folk 
hac a hantlc [good many] o’ fauts, and 1 ’m.but 
a ne’er-do-weel.”

Afternoon.—To close the melancholy re
flections at the end of last sheet, 1 shall just 
add a piece of devotion, commonly known in 
Carriek by the title of the “Webster's grace:"—

Some say we're thieves, amt e'en^sae are we,
Some say we lie, ami e'en sae do we Î 
Glide forgie us, and I hope sae will He !
---- Up and to your looms, lads.

R. B.

TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ.,
EDINBURGH.

Edinburgh, Sunday morning,
., Nov. 25, 1787.

1 beg, my dear Sir, you would not make 
any appointment to takc*fci to Mr. Amalie's2 
to-night. On looking over my engagements, 
constitution, present state of my health, some

Z
2 This Mr. Alnslie was a bookseller in Edinburgh 

and a relative of the poet's correspondent.
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little vexatious soul concerns, &c., I find I 
can’t sup abroad to-night. I shall be in to
day till one o’clock if you have a leisure hour.

You will think it romantic when 1 tell you, 
that I find the idea of your friendship almost 
necessary to my existence. You assume a 
proper length of face in my bitter hours of 
Idue-dcvilism, and you laugh fully up to my 
highest wishes at my good things—I don’t 
know upon the whole, if you are one of the 
first fellows in God’s world, but you arc so to 
me. I tell you this just now in the conviction 
that some inequalities in my temper and man
ner may perhaps sometimes make you suspect 
that 1 am not so warmly as 1 ought to be your 
friend,

II. B.

TO MR. BEUGO,1 ENGRAVER,
PRINCES STREET.

ST. James's Square, Tuesday Even 
127th Nov. 1787).

My hear Sir,
A certain sourfaced acquaintance called 

“ Glauber’s Salts ” hinders me from my lesson 
to-night. To-morrow night 1 will not fail.

Robt. Burns.

TO MISS MABANE.2

Saturday Noon [1st December, 1787]. 
No. 2 St. James's Square,
New Town, Edinburgh.

Here have I sat, my dear Madam, in the 
stony attitude of perplexed study for fifteen 
vexatious minutes, my head askew, bending 
over the intended card ; my fixed eye insen
sible to the very light of day poured around; 
my pendulous goose-feather, loaded with ink, 
banging over the future letter, all for the im
portant purpose of writing a complimentary 
card to accompany your trinket. J

Compliment is such a miserable Grccmand

1 The clever young artist who gratuitously engraved 
Nasmyth’s portrait of the poet. Mr. Scott Douglas, 
who first published the letter, supposes that the poet 
and engraver were taking evening lessons in Latin 
or French together.

Afterwards M rs. Colonel Wright. Where or how 
The poet formed the acquaintance of this lady it is 
now impossible hi say. The letter first appeared in 
Stewart's Collection of the Clarimla Lettert (Glasgow 
1802).

-*

expression, lies at such a chilly polar distance 
from the torrid zone of my constitution, that 
1 cannot for the very soul of me, use it to any 
person for whom 1 have the twentieth part of 
the esteem every one must have for you who 
knows you.

As I leave town in three or four days, I can 
give myself the pleasure of calling on you only 
for a minute. Tuesday evening, some time 
about seven or after, I shall wait on you for 
your farewell commands.

The hinge of your box I put into the hands 
of the proper connoisseur. The broken glass, 
likewise, went under review; but deliberative 
wisdom thought it would too much endanger 
the whole fabric [to replace it],

1 am, dear Madam, with all sincerity of 
enthusiasm, your very obedient servant,

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS, HARVIESTON.

Edinburgh, Dec. 12,1787.
Here I am under the care of a surgeon, with 

a bruised limb extended on a cushion, and 
the tints of my mind vying with the livid 
horrors preceding a midnight thunder-storm. 
A drunken coachman was the cause of the first, 
and incomparably the lightest evil; misfortune, 
bodily constitution, hell, and myself have 
formed a “quadruple alliance” to guarantee 
the other. I got my fall on Saturday, and 
am getting slowly better.

I have taken tooth and nail to the Bible, and 
am got through the five books of Moses, and 
half way in Joshua. It is really a glorious 
book. I sent for my book-binder to-day, and 
ordered him to get me an octavo Bible in 
sheets, the best paper and print in town, and 
bind il with all the elegance of his craft.

1 would give my best song to my worst 
enemy—I mean the merit of making it—to 
have you and Charlotte by me. Yon are 
angelic creatures, and would pour oil and wine 
into my wounded spirit.

I inclose you a proof copy of the “Banks 
of the Devon,” 3 which present with my best 
wishes to Charlotte. The “Ochil-hills"4 you

8 See vol. ii. p. 231.
4 The sung beginning, “ Where, braving angry 

winter's storms."—Vol. ii. p. 232.
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shall probably have next week for yourself. 
None of your fine speeches 1

R. B.

TO MR FRANCIS HOWDEN,1

JEWELLER, PARLIAMENT SQUARE

St. James's Square, No. 2, Attic Storey 
[Dec. 1787].

The bearer of this will deliver you a small 
shade2 to set; which, my dear Sir, if you 

^ would highly oblige a poor cripple devil as I 
am at present, you will finish at farthest 
against to-morrow evening. 11 goes a hundred 
miles into the country ; and if it is at me by 
five o'clock to-morrow evening, I have an 
opportunity of a private hand to convey it ; if 
not, I don’t know how to get it sent. Set it 
just as you did the others you did for me, “in 
the neatest and cheapest manner;" both to 
answer as a breast pin, and with a ring to 
answer as a locket. Do despatch it ; as it is, 
I believe, the pledge of love, and perhaps the 
prelude to ma-tri-mo-ny. Everybody knows 
the auld wife’s observation when she saw a 
poor dog going to be hanged—“God help us ! 
it’s the gate [way] we hae a’ to gang ! ’’

The parties, one of them at least, is a very 
particular acquaintance of mine—the honest 
lover. He only needs a little of an advice 
which my grandmother, rest her soul, often 
gave me, and 1 as often neglected :—

Leak twice or-[ere] you loup [leap] ance.

Let me conjure, you my friend, by the bended 
bow of Cupid—by the unloosed cestus of Venus 
—by the lighted torch of Hymen—that you 
will have the locket finished by the time men
tioned ! And if your worship would have as 
much Christian charity as call with it yourself, 
and comfort a poor wretch, not wounded in
deed by Cupid’s arrow, but bruised by a good, 
serious, agonizing, damned, hard knock on the 

•> knee, you will gain the earnest prayers, when 
he does p»y, of, dear Sir, your humble ser
vant,

R B.
1 This gentleman, an enthusiastic political reformer, 

died at an advanced age in 1848.
2 A silhouette portrait.

TO CHARLES HAY, ESQ.3
ENCLOSING VERSES ON THE DEATH OE THE 

LORD PRESIDENT.

J
December, 1787. ,j

/

The inclosed poem was written in consé
quence of your suggestion, last time I had/,the 
pleasure of seeing you. It cost me an .hour 
or two of next morning’s sleep, but did not 
please me; so^j^lay by, an ill-digested effort, 
till the other day that I gave it a critic brush.

These kind of subjects are much hackneyed; 
and, besides, the wailings of the rhyming 
tribe over the ashes of the great arc cursedly 
suspicious, and out of all character for sin- . 
cerity.—These ideas damped my muse’s fire; 
however, I have done the best I could, [»nd, at 
all events, it gives me an opportunity of de
claring that I have the honour to be, Sir, your 
obliged and humble servant,

R B.

TO MISS CHALMERS,
HARVIESTON.

Edinburoh, 19th Dec. 1787.
I begin this letter in answer to yours of the 

17th current, which is not yet cold since 1 
read it. The atmosphere of my soul is vastly 
clearer than when I wrote you last. For the 
first time, yesterday 1 crossed the room on 
crutches. It would do your heart good to sec 
my hardship, not on my poetic, but on my 
oaken stilts; throwing my best leg with an 
air! and with as much hilarity in my gait and 
countenance, as a May frog lcapH^-tteross the 
newly harrowed ridge, enjoying the fragrance 
of the refreshed earth, after the long expected 
shower ! ,

I can’t say I am altogether at my ease when 
I see anywhere in j my path that meagre,

ynds gentleman WAS an advocate at the Scottish 
the time Burns resided In Edinburgh, and a 

memberof the club called “TheCrochallan Fendilles, " 
to wliii'h tile [met also belonged, and ot which we 
have spoken in a former note. He was ultimately 
raised to the bench with the title of Lord Newton. 
He died at Powrie in Forfarshire on the 19th Octolier, 
1811, leaving behind him the character of an aide 
lawyer, an upright judge, and at tile slime time a 
very convivial companion. The verses will be found 
in vol. il. p. 234.
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squalid, famine-faced spectre, Poverty, attend
ed, as he always is, by iron-fisted Oppression 
and leering Contempt ; but I have sturdily 
withstood his bufi'etings many a hard-laboured 
day already, and still my motto is—I dare ! 
My worst enemy is moi même. I lie so mis
erably open to the inroads and incursions of a 
mischievous, light-armed, well-mounted ban
ditti, under the bannep of Imagination, Whim, 
Caprice, and Passion; and the heavy-armed 
veteran regulars of Wisdom, Prudence, and 
Forethought move so very, very slow, that 1 
am almost in a state of perpetual warfare, and, 
alas! frequent defeat. There arc just two crea
tures I would envy—a horse in his wild state 
traversing the forests of Asia, or an oyster on 
some of the desert shores of Europe. The one 
has not a wish without enjoyment; the other 
has neither wish nor fear.1

R. B.

TO MR. RICHARD BROWN,2 
Irvine.

Edinburgh, 30th Dec. 1787.
My dear Sir,

I have met with few things in life which 
have given me more pleasure than Fortune’s

i ‘“Come, stubborn pride and unshrinking resolu- 
lution, accompany me through this, to me, miserable 
world ! ’ In such language did this powerful but 
untamed mind express the irritation of prolonged 
expectation and disappointed hope, which slight 
reflection might have pointed out as the common fate 
of mortality. Burns neither acknowledged adversity 
as the ‘ tamer of the human breast,' nor knew the 
golden curb which discretion hangs upon passion.
He even appears to have felt a gloomy pleasure in
braving the encounter of evils which prudence might 
have avoided, and to have thought that there could 
be no pleasurable existence between the extremes of
licentious frenzy azpl torpid sensuality. ‘ There are 
only two creatures that I would envy : a horse ill his 
wild state traversing the forests of Asia, or an oyster 
on some of the desert shores of Europe. The one has 
not a wish without enjoyment ; the other has neither 
wish nor fear.’ When such a sentiment is breathed 
by such a being, the lesson is awful : and if pride and 
ambition were capable of lieing taught, they might 
hence learn that a well regulated mind and controlled 
passions are to be prized above all the glow of imagina
tion, and all the splendour of genius."—Sir Walter 
Scott.

* This was the Irvine companion of whom Burns 
speaks In his autobiography to Dr. Moore, as one 
possessed of a mind fraught with independence, 
magnanimity, and every manly virtue, and yet whose 
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kindness to you since those days in which we 
met in the vale of misery; as I can honestly 
say, that I never knew a man who more truly 
deserved it, or to whom my heart more truly 
wished it. I have been much indebted since 
that time to your story and sentiments for 
steeling my mind against evils, of which I 
have had a pretty decent share. My will-o’- 
wisp fate you know: do you recollect a Sunday 
we spent together in Eglinton woods? You 
told me, on my repeating some verses to you, 
that you wondered I could resist the tempta
tion of sending verses of such merit to a 
magazine. It was from this remark I derived 
the idea of my own pieces, which encouraged 
me to endeavour at the character of a poet.

' I am happy to hear that you will be two or 
three months at home. As soon as a bruised 
limb will permit me, I shall return to Ayrshire, 
and we shall meet; “and faith, I hope we’ll 
not sit dumb, nor yet cast out!”

I have much to tell you “of men, their 
manners, and their ways,” perhaps a little of 
the other sex. Apropos, I beg to be remem
bered to Mrs. Brown. There I doubt not, my 
dear friend, but you have found substantial 
happiness. I expect to find you something of 
an altered but not a different man ; the wild, 
bold, generous young fellow composed into the1 
steady, affectionate husband, and the fond care
ful parent. Forine, I am just the same will/ 
o’-wisp being I used to be. About the first anil 
fourth quarters of the moon, I generally set iii 
for the trade wind of wisdom; but about the 
full and change, I am the luckless victim of 
mad tornadoes, which blow me into Chaos. 
Almighty love still reigns and revels in my 
bosom; and I am at this moment ready to 
hang myself for a young Edinburgh widow,3 l 
who has wit and wisdom more murderously

conversation, on the subject of the intercourse of the 
sexes, first corrupted his young feelings (though 
Brown is said to have demurred a little to this last 
statement). His later life was more prosperous,
than his early career.-----“The letters to Richard
Brown, written at a period when the poet was in the 
full blaze of reputation, showed that he was at no 
time so dazzled with success as to forget the friends 
who had anticipated the public by discovering his 
merit."—Walker.

s Mrs. M'Lehose (Clarinda), who was, however, 
familiarly speaking, a “ grass" widow. See Intro
duction to the Correspondence with Clarinda, vol.

4
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fatal than the assassinating stiletto of the 
Sicilian banditti, or the poisoned arrow of the 
savage African. My highland dirk, that used 
to hang beside my crutches, 1 have gravely 
removed to a neighbouring closet, the key of 
which I cannot command in case of spring-tide 
paroxysms. You may guess of her wit by the 
following verses, which she sent me the other 
day.1

My best compliments to our friend Allan.

- TO MRS. ' DUNLOP.2

EDINBDROll, Jun. 21st, 1788.
. . . After six weeks’ confinement, I am 

beginning to walk across the room. They 
have been six horrible weeks ; anguish and low 
spirits made me unfit to read, write, or think.

I have a hundred times wished that one could 
resign life as an officer resigns a commission : 
for I would not take in any poor ignorant 
wretch by selling out. Lately I was a six
penny private; and, Ood knows, a miserable 
soldier enough : now I march to the campaign 
a starving cadet, a little more conspicuously 
wretched.

I am ashamed of all this; for though I do 
want bravery for the warfare of life, I could 
wish, like some other soldiers, to have as much 
fortitude or cunning as to dissemble or conceal 
my cowardice.

As soon as I can bear the journey, which 
will be, I suppose, about the middle of next 
week, I leave Edinburgh; and soon after I 
shall pay my grateful duty at Dunlop House.

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

[Edinburgh, 22nd Jan. 1788.)
Now for that wayward, unfortunate thing, 

myself. I have broke measures with Creech, 
and last week I wrote him a frosty, keen letter. 
He replied in terms of chastisement, and pro-

1 The verses were in all likelihood those commenc
ing, “When first you saw Clarinda's charms." See 
notes to early letters in the Clarinda Correspondence.

1 “This is one of the host amongst a whole series 
of eloquent hypochondriasm." -Jkffrky.

raised me upon his honour tligt I should have 
the account on Monday ; but this is Tuesday, 
and yet 1 have not heard a word from him. 
God have mercy on me ! a poor damned, in
cautious, duped, unfortunate fool ! The sport, 
the miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypo
chondriac imagination, agonizing sensibility, 
and bedlam passions 1

“I wish that 1 were dead, but I’m no like 
to die 1” I had lately “a hair-breadth 'scape 
in th’ imminent deadly breach ” of love too. 
Thank my stars 1 got off heart-whole, “waur 
fleyed [worse frightened] than hurt.”—Inter
ruption.

I have this moment got a lii|
I am something like—undone 
the best. Come, stubborn prit] 
ing resolution, accompany 
to me, miserable world ! YoiVmust not desert 
me. Your friendship I thin Ml 1 can count on, 
though I should date my letters from a march
ing regiment. Early in life, and all my life, I 
reckoned on a recruiting drnmi as my forlorn 
hope. Seriously, though, life at present pre
sents me with but a melaijcholyVath ; but— 
my limb will soon be sfund, aijd I shall 
struggle on.

B.

t3 . . . I fear 
but I hope for 
and unslirink- 
through this,

TO THE EARL GLENCAIRÎ

Edinburgh, [January], 178
Mv Lord,

1 know your Lordship will disapprove of i 
ideas in a request I am going to make to you ;N 
but I haveweighed, long and seriouJly weighed, 
my situation, my hopes, and turn of mind, and 
am fully fixed to my scheme, if I/can possibly 
effectuate it. I wish to get into the Excise y 
I am told that your Lordship’s interest 
easly procure me the grant from thc"Tmnfnis- 
sioners; and your Lordship’s patronage and

* Cunningham suggests that this sudden and alarm
ing “ hint " was a rumour of Creech's insolvency; hilt 
Chambers says the publisher's business had always 
been so prosperous that at no time could there have 
been any suspicion of financial difficulties connected 
with it The probability is that the poet had received 
the distressing news from home that Jean Armour, 
soon again to become a mother, was, as he says in a 
letter to Mrs. Dunlop in July, “when I was laid up 
a cripple In Edinburgh, literally turned out of doors, 
and wrote to a friend to shelter her till my return. ’
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goodness, which have already rescued me from 
obscurity, wretchedness, and exile, embolden 
me to ask that interest. You have likewise 
put it in my power to save the little tie of 
home that sheltered an aged mother, two 
brothers, and three sisters from destruction. 
There, my Lord, you have bound me over to 
the highest gratitude.

My brother’s fibrin is hut a wretched lease, 
but I think he will probably weather out the 
remaining seven years of it ; and after the as
sistance which I have given, and will give him, 
to keep the family together, I think, by my 
guess, 1 shall have rather better than two 
hundred pounds, and instead of seeking, what 
is almost impossible at present to find, a farm 
that I can certainly live by, with so small a 
stock, I shall lodge this sum in a banking- 
house, a sacred deposit, excepting only the 
calls of uncommon distress or necessitous old 
age. . . .

These, my Lord, arc my views : I have re
solved from the maturcst deliberation ; and 
now I am fixed, I shall leave no stone unturned 
to carry my resolve into execution. Your 
Lordship's patronage is the strength of my 
hopes ; nor have I yet applied to any body else. 
Indeed my heart sinks within me at the idea 
of applying to any other of the Great who have 
honoured me with their countenance. I am 
ill qualified to dog the heels of greatness with 
the impertinence of solicitation, and tremble 
nearly as much at the thought of the cold pro
mise as the cold denial; hut to your Lordship 
I have not only the honour, the comfort, but 
the pleasure of being your Lordship’s much 
obliged and deeply indebted humble servant.1

R H.
1 In reference to this letter Lockhart remarks : “It 

would lie hard to think that tills letter was coldly or 
negligently received ; on the contrary, we know that 
lturns's gratitude to Lord Olencairn lasted as long as 
his life. But the excise appointment which he coveted 
was not procured hy any exertion of this poble patron's 
influence. Mr. Alexander Wood . . . communi
cated the state of the poet’s case to Mr. Graham of 
Bill try, one of the commissioners of excise, who had 
met Bums at the Duke of Athole'j in the autumn, 
and who immediately had the pfict's name put on 
the roll.” In regard to Lord Glencalm we have al
ready given some particulars in a note on the poet's 
fine “ Lament " for this nobleman in vol. iii. He was 
tile fourteenth who Imre the title, to which he acceded 
in 177S. In 1780 he ffëCame one of the Scottish repre- 
entative peers, hut Imjecms to have done nothing

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FINIRV.

(Edinburgh, January, 1788.]
Sir,

When I had the honour of being introduced 
to you at Athole-house, I did not think so soon 
of asking a favour of you. When Lear, in 
Shakspeare, asked Old Kent, why he wished 
to be in his service, he answers, “ Because 
you have that in your face which I would fain 
call master.” For some such reason, Sir, do 
I now solicit your patronage. You know, I 
dare say, of an application I lately made to 
your Board to be admitted an officer of Excise. 
1 have, according to form, been examined by 
a supervisor, and to-day I gave in his certifi
cate, with a request for an order for instruc
tions. In this affair, if I succeed, I am afraid 
I shall but too much need a patronizing friend. 
Propriety of conduct as a man, and fidelity 
and attention as an officer, I dare engage for; 
but with any thing like business, except 
manual labour, I am totally unacquainted.

1 had intended to have closed my late ap
pearance on the stage of life, in the character 
of a country farmer; hut, after discharging 
some filial and fraternal claims, I find I could 
only fight for existence in that miserable 
manner, which I have lived to see throw a 
venerable parent into the jaws of a jail; whence 
death, the poor man’s last and often best friend, 
rescued him.

1 know, Sir, that to need your goodness, is 
to have a claim on it; may I, therefore, beg 
your patronage to forward me in this affair,

of a public nature worthy ol remembrance, and his 
name would assuredly have now been quite forgotten 
but for his connection with Burns, whom he was the 
first of the great to take by the hand. When the 
earl's premature death took place in 1791, Burns 
was anxious to be present at the funeral (see his 
letter to Alex. Dalziel, his lordship's factor), and for 
some time he wore mourning for the deceased noble
man. He also named one of his sons after him. The 
carl was succeeded by his brother, who died in 1798, 
since which time tile title has been dormant. Besides 
the “ Lament " Burns also wrote in honour of the earl 
his patron, the “ Verses Intended to be written below 
a noble Earl’s picture,” beginning :

Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ?
And whose that eye of fire?

And whose that generous princely mien,
E'en rooted toes admire?

See vol. ii. p. 200.
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till I be appointed to a division; where, by the 
help of rigid economy, I will try to support 
the independence so dear to my soul, but 
which has been too often so distant from my 
situation.

K. ».

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

EMNBUROH, Feb. 12th, 1788.

Some things in your late letters hurt me : 
not that you my them, but that you mistah1 
me. Religion, my honoured Madam, has not 
only been all my life my chief dependence but 
my dearest enjoyment. I have, indeed, been 
the luckless victim of wayward follies; but, 
alas! I have ever been “more fool than knave.” 
A mathematician without religion is a probable 
character; an irreligious poet is a monster. . . .

R. B.

TO THE REV. JOHN SKINNER.1

Edinburgh, 14th Feb. 1788.
Reverend and dear Sir,

I have been a cripple now near three months, 
though I am getting vastly better, and have 
been very much hurried beside, or else I would 
have wrote you sooner. I must beg your par
don for the epistle you sent me appearing in 
the Magazine. I had given a copy or two to 
some of my intimate friends, but did not know 
of the printing of it till the publication of the 
Magazine. However, as it does great honour 
to us both, you will forgive it.

The second volume of the songs I mentioned 
to you in my last is published to-day. I send 
you a copy, which I beg you will accept as a 
mark of the veneration I have long had, and 
shall ever have, for your character, and of the 
claim I make to your continued acquaintance. 
Your songs appear in the third volume, with 
your name in the index ; as I assure you, Sir, 
1 have heard your “ Tullochgorum,” particu
larly among our west-country folks, given to 
many different names, and most commonly to 
the immortal author of “The Minstrel,” who, 
indeed, never wrote any thing superior to

i Mr. Skinner's letter, to which tills is an answer, 
will be found In a previous note.

“Gie's a sang, Montgomery cried.” Your 
brother has promised me your verses to the 
Marquis of -Huntley’s reel, which certainly 
deserve a place in the collection. My kind 
host, Mr. C'ruikshank, of the high-school here, 
and said to be one of the best I^atins in this 
age, begs me to make you his grateful acknow
ledgments for the entertainment he has got in 
a Latin publication of yours, that I borrowed 
for him from your acquaintance and much 
respected friend in this place, the Reverend 
Dr. Webster.2 Mr. Cruikshank maintains 
that you write the best Latin since Buchanan. 
I leave Edinburgh to-morrow, but shall return 
in three weeks. Your song you mentioned in 
your last, to the tune of “Dumbarton Drums," 
and the other, which you say was done by a 
brother in trade of mine, a ploughman, I shall 
thank you for a copy of each. I am ever, 
Reverend Sir, with the most respectful esteem 
and sincere veneration, yours,

R. B.

(

TO RICHARD BROWN.

Edinburgh, Feb. 15th, 1788.
Mv dear Friend,

L received yours with the greatest pleasure. 
I shall arrive at Glasgow on Monday evening; 
and beg, if possible, you will meet me on 
Tuesday. I shall wait for you Tuesday all 
day. I shall be found at Durie’s Black Bull 
inn. I am hurried, as if hunted by fifty devils, 
else I should go to Greenock ; but if you can
not possibly come, write me, if possible, to 
Glasgow, on Monday; or direct to me at 
Mossgiel by Mauchlinc ; and name a day and 
place in Ayrshire, within a fortnight from this 
date, where I may meet you. I only stay a 
fortnight in Ayrshire, and return to Edin
burgh. I am ever, my dearest friend, yours,

R. B.

If
TO MISS CHALMERS.

EDINBURqil, Sunday, Feb. 15th, 1788 
To-morrow, my dear madam, I leave Edin

burgh. I have altered all my plans of future 
life. • A farm that I could live in, I could not

8 An Episcopal clergyman in Edinburgh.
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find : and, indeed, after the necessary support 
my brother and the rest of the family required, 
I could not venture on farming in that--tityic 
suitable to my feelings. You will condi 
me for the next step I have taken. I 
entered into the Excise. I stay in the^est 
about three weeks, and then return to Edin
burgh for six weeks’ instructions ; afterwards, 
for 1 get employ instantly, I go où il plait à 
Dieu et mon Roi. Tuvc chosen this, my 
dear friend, after mature deliberation. The 
question is not at what door of Fortune’s Palace 
shall we enter in; hut what doors does she open 
to us? 1 was not likely to get anything to 
do. 1 wanted un but, which is a dangerous, 
an unhappy situation. I got this without any 
hanging on, or mortifying solicRdtion. It is 
immediate bread, and, thoilfn poor in com
parison of the last eighteen months of my 
existence, ’tis luxury du comparison of all my 
preceding life : besides, îfae Commissioners 
are some of them my acquaintances, and all 
of them my firm friends.

, a R- b.

TO MRS. ROSE OF KILRAVOCK.1

Edinburgh, Feb. 17th, 1788.
Madam,

You arc much indebted to some indispensable 
business 1 have had on my hands, otherwise

i burns, in his Highland tour, visited Kilravock, 
Inverness-shire, and has recorded in his Journal the 
pleasure it afforded him (see vol. i. p. 181). As at 

' Cordon Castle, he was hurried away from this place 
by his stubborn companion, Mr. Nicol. The following 
letter to the poet from the elder Mrs. Rose of Kilravock 
is alike admirable for its spirit, good sense, and kind 
feeling.

“Sir:
“ I hope you will do me the justice to believe that 

it was no defect in gratitude for your punctual per
formance of your parting promise that has made me 
so long in acknowledging it, but merely the difficulty 
I had in getting the Highland songs you wished me 
to have accurately noted ; they are at last inclosed, 
but how shall I convey along with them those graces 
they acquired from the melodious voice of one of the 
fair spirits of the hill of Kildmmmie ! These I must 
leave to your imagination to supply. It has powers 
sufficient to transport you to her side, to recall her 
accents, and to make them still vibrate in the ears of 
memory. To her I am indebted for getting the in
closed notes. They are clothed with ‘ thoughts that 
breathe, and words that burn.' These, however, 
being in an unknown tongue to you, you must again

my gratitude threatened such a return for your 
obliging favour as would have tired your pa
tience. It but poorly expresses my feelings 
to say, that I am sensible of your kindness: it 
may be said of hearts such as yours is, and 
such, I hope, mine is, much more justly than 
Addison applies it,—

Some souls by instinct to each other turn.

There was something in my reception at 
Kilravock so different from the cold, obsequious, 
dancing school bow of politeness, that it almost 
got into my head that friendship had occupied 
her ground without the intermediate march *of 
acquaintance. I wish I could transcribe, or 
rather transfuse into language, the glow of my 
heart when I read your letter. My ready 
fancy, with colours more mellow than life itself, 
painted the beautifully wild scenery of Kilra- < 
vock—the venerable grandeur of the castle— 
the spreading woods—the winding river, gladly 
leaving its unsightly, heathy source, and lin
gering with apparent delight as he passes the

have recourse to that same fertile imagination of 
yours to interpret them, and suppose a lover s descrip
tion of the beauties of an adoredr mistress. Why did 
I say unknown? The language of love is an universal 
one, that seems to have escaped the confusion of 
Babel, and to be understood by all nations.

“ l rejoice to find that you were pleased with so 
many things, persons, and places in your northern 
tour, because it leads me to hope you may be induced 
to revisit them again. That the old castle of Kilra
vock, and its inhabitants, were amongst these, adds 
to my satisfaction. I am even vain enough to admit 
your very flattering application of the line of Addison: 
at anyrate allow me to lielieve that ‘ friendship will 
maintain the ground she has occupied, in both our 
hearts,’ in spite of absence, and that when we do 
meet, it will be as acquaintance of a score of years' 
standing; and on this footing consider me as interested 
in the future course of your fame, so splendidly com
menced. Any ;ommunication8 of the progress of 
your muse will lie received with great gratitude, and 
the fire of your genius will have power to warm even 
us frozen sisters of the north.

“The firesides of Kilravock and Kildrummie unite 
in cordial regards to you. When you incline to 
figure either in your idea, suppose some of us reading 
your poems,"and some of us singing your songs, and 
my little Hugh looking at your picture, and you’ll 
seldom tie wrong. We remember Mr. Nicol with as 
much good-will as we can do anybody who hurried 
Mr. Burns from us.

“ Farewell, Sir! I can only contribute the widow's 
mite to the esteem and admiration excited by your 
merits and genius, but this I give as she did, with all 
my heart—being sincerely yours,

“ El. Rose."
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fairy walk at the bottom of the garden;—your 
late distressful anxieties—your present enjoy
ments—yourdcar little angel,1 the pride of your 
hopes:—my aged friend,2 venerable in worth 
and years, whose loyalty and othèr virtues will 
strongly entitle her to the support of the 
Almighty Spirit here, and his peeuliar favour 
in a happier state of existence. You cannot 
imagine, Madam, how much such feelings 
delight me; they arc my dearest proofs of my 
own immortality. Should I never revisit the 
north, as probably I never will, nor again see 
your hospitable mansion, were I, some twenty 
years hence, to see your little fellow’s name 

£ making a proper figure in a newspaper para- 
JLjjraph, my heart would bound with pleasure.

I am assisting a friend in a collection of 
Scottish songs, set to their proper tunes; every 
air worth preserving is to be included: among 
others I have given “Morag,” and some few 
Highland airs which pleased me most, a dress 
which will be more generally known, though 
far, far inferior in real merit As a small 
mark of my grateful esteem, I beg leave to 
present you with a copy of the work, so far as 
it is printed ; the Man of Feeling,3 that first of 
men, has promised to transmit it by the first 
opportunity.

1 beg to be remembered most respectfully 
to my venerable friend, and to your little 
Highland chieftain. When you see the “two 
fair spirits of the hill,” at Kildrummic,4 tell 
them that I have done myself the honour of 
setting myself down as one of their admirers 
for at least twenty years to come, consequently 
they must look upon me as an acAaintancc 
for the same period; but, as the A {Stic Paul 
says, “this I ask of grace, not of debt.” I 
have the honour to be, Madam, &c.

R. D.

1 Hugh Rose, afterwards twentieth laird of Kilra-
voek.

3 Mrs. Rose's mother.
3 Mr. Mackenzie's mother was a daughter of one 

of the lairds of Kilravock.
>Miss Sophia Brodie, and Miss Rose of Kilravoek, 

mentioned in the poet's notes of his tour.

TO RICHARD BROWN.

MossoiEL, 24th Fell. 1788.
My dear Sir,

I cannot get the proper direction for my 
friend in Jamaica, but the following will do:— 
To Mr.'Jq. Hutchinson, at Jo. Brownrigg’s, Esq., 
care of &üsJtelÛiufitp Hcnriqucz, merchant, 
Orange-street, KinjtotW 1 arrived here, at 
my brother’s, only yekterday, after fighting my 
way through Paisley/and Kilmarnock, against 
those old powerful fies of mine, the devil, the 
world, and the flcshV-so terrible in the fields 
of dissipation. 1 haiVmetwith-fgw incidents 
in my life which gave me so ml)ch pleasure as 
meeting you in Glasgow. There is a'Xjmc of 
life beyond which we cannot form a tie Wurth 
the name of friendship. “0 youth! enchant3''- 
ing stage, profusely blest." Life is a fairy 
scene : almost all that deserves the name of 
enjoyment or pleasure is only a charming 
delusion ; and in comes repining age, in all 
the gravity of hoary wisdom, and wretchedly 
chases away the bewitching phantom. When 
1 think of life, 1 resolve to keep a strict look
out in the course of economy, for the sake of 
worldly convenience and independence of mind ; 
to cultivate intimacy with a few of the com
panions of youth, that they may be the friends 
of age; never to refuse my liquorish humour 
a handful of the sweetmeats of life, when they 
come not too dear; and, for futurity,—

The present moment is our ain, 
The nelst we never saw !

How like you my philosophy? Give my 
best compliments to Mrs. B., and believe me 
to be, my dear Sir, yours most truly,

R. B.

Mauchlink, March 3d, 1788.

'W MR. WILLIAM URU1CKSHANK.

My hear Sir,
Apologies for not writing arc frequently like 

apologies for not singing—the apology better 
than the song. I have fought my way severely 
through the savage hospitality of this country, 
to send every guest drunk to bed if they can.

I executed your commission in Glasgow, and 
I hope the cocoa came safe. ’Twas the same 
price and the very same kind as your former
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parcel, for the gentleman recollected your buy
ing there perfectly well.

I should return my thanks for your---------
hospitality (I leave a blank for the epithet, as 
I know none can do it justice) to a poor, way- 

X faring bard, who was spent and almost over
powered fighting with prosaic wickedness in 
high places ; but I am afraid lest you should 
burn the letter whenever you come to the 
passage, so I pass over it in silence. I am 
just returned from visiting Mr. Miller’s farm. 
The friend whom I told you I would take with 
me1 was highly pleased with the farm; and as 
he is, without exception, the most intelligent 
farmer in the country, he has staggered me a 
good deal. 1 have the two plans of life before 
me ; I shall balance them to the best of my 
judgment; and fix on the most eligible. I 
have written Mr. Miller, and shall wait on him 
when 1 come to town, which shall be the begin
ning or middle of next week: I would be in 
sooner, but my unlucky knee is rather worse, 
and 1 fear for some time will scarcely stand 
the fatigue of my Excise instructions. I only 
mention these ideas to you ; and, indeed, 
except Mr. Ainslie, whom 1 intend writing to 
to-morrow, 1 will not write at all to Edinburgh 
till 1 return to it. I would send my compli- 

' incuts to Mr. Nicol, but he would be hurt if 
he knew I wrote to anybody and not toJrim : 
so I shall only beg my licst, kindest, kindest 
compliments to my worthy hostess, and the 
sweet little Rose-bud.8

Îo soon as 1 am settled in the routine of life, 
icr as an Excise-officer, or as a farmer, I 

propose myself great pleasure from a regular 
^correspondence with the only man almost I 

wlw wfio joined the most attentive pru- 
,<âenec with the warmest generosity.

1 am much interested for that best of men, 
Mr. Wood; 1 hope he is in better health and 
spirits than wlidi 1 saw him last. 1 am ever, 
my dearest friend, your obliged, humble ser
vant, li. IS.

'This was John Tennant of Glenconner, father of 
the James Tennant to whom one of the poet's poetical 
epistles is addressed, beginning “ Auld comrade dear," 
Ac., see vol. Hi. p. 26. His visit ill company With 
this old friend is mentioned in.next letter, as also in 
one to Robert Muir on following page.

2 His correspondent's daughter, Miss Jenny Cruick- 
shank, heroine of the song, “A Rose-bud by my early 
walk. "

TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ.

Maoculine, 3d March, 1788.^
Mv dear Friend,

1 am just returned from Mr. Miller’s farm. 
My old friend whom 1 took with me was highly 
pleased with the bargain, and advised me to 
accept of it. lie is the most intelligent sen
sible farmer in the county, and his advice has 
staggered me a good deal. 1 have the two 
plans before me : 1 shall endeavour to balance 
them to the best of my judgment, and fix on 
the most eligible. On the whole, if I find 
Mr. Miller in the same favourable dlS]<kdtion 
as when 1 saw him last, I shall in all probabil
ity turn farmer.

I have been through sore tribulation and 
under much buffeting of the Wicked One since 
I came to this country. Jean I found banished, 
like a martyr—forlorn, destitute, and friend
less : all for the good old cause : I have recon
ciled her to her fate : I have reconciled her to 
her mother : 1 have taken her a room : I have 
taken her to my arms : I have given her a 
mahogany bed : I have given her a guinea : 
and I have embraced her till she rejoiced with 
joy unspeakable and full of glory. But—as 
I always am on every occasion—I have been 
prudent and cautious to an astounding degree; 
I swore her privately and solemnly, never to 
attempt any claim on me as a husband, even 
though anybody should persuade her she had 
such a claim, which she hud not, neither during 
my life nor after my death. She did all this 
like a good girl, and . . . 0! what a peace
maker is &c., &c. . . .

1 shall be in Edinburgh the middle of next 
week. My farming ideas I shall keep private 
till I see. I got a letter from CTarinda yester
day, and she tells me she has got no letter of 
mine but one. Tell her that 1 wrote to her 
from Glasgow, from Kilmarnock, from Mauch- 
line, and yesterday from Cumnock as I returned 
from Dumfries. Indeed, she is the only person 
in Edinburgh I have written to till this day. 
How are your soul and body putting up?—a 
little like man and wife 1 suppose.

Your faithful friend,
R. B.

«
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TO RICHARD BROWN.
z

Mavchlink, 7th March, 1788.
I have been out of the country, my dear 

friend, and have not had an opportunity of 
writing till now, when I am afraid you will be 
gone out'of the country too. I have been look
ing at farms, and, after all, perhaps I may 
settle in the characteiy o^a farmer. I have 
got so vicious a bent to idleness, and have ever 
been so little a man of business, that it will 
take no ordinary effort to bring my mind pro
perly into the routine : but you will say a 
“great effort is worthy of you.” I say so my
self; and butter up my vanity with all the 
stimulating compliments I can think of. Men 
of grave, geometrical minds, the sons of ‘ ‘ which 
was to be demonstrated,” may cry up reason 
as much as they please ; but I have always 
found aji honest passion, or native instinct, 
the truest auxiliary in the warfare of this 
world. Reason almost always comes to me 
like an unlucky wife to a poor devil of a hus
band, just in sufficient time to add her re
proaches to his other grievances.

I found Jean with her cargo very well laid 
in, but unfortunately moored almost at the 
mercy of wind and tide. 1 have towed her 
into a convenient harbour, where she may lie 
snug till she unload, and have taken the com
mand myself, not ostensibly, but for a time 
in secret I am gratified with your kind in
quiries after her; as, after all, 1 may say with 
Othello—

Excellent wretch !
Perdition catch my soul, hut I do love tlice !

I go for Edinburgh on Monday. Yours,
1 li. B. *

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Mossgiel, 7til March, 1788.
14AIIAM,

The last paragraph in yours of the 30th 
February affected me most, so 1 shall begin 
my answer where you ended your letter.1 That 
I am often a sinner with any little wit 1 have,

1 In that letter, according to Dr. Currie, Mrs. Dunlop 
intimated that she had been informed that the poet 
had ridiculed her.

1 do confess : but I have taxed my recollection 
to no purpose, to find out when it wias em
ployed against you. I hate an ungenerous 
sarcasm a great deal worse than 1 do the devil 
—at least as Milton describes him ; and though 
I may be rascally enough to be sometimes 
guilty of it myself, 1 cannot endure it in others. 
You, my honoured friend, who cannot appear 
in any light but you arc sure of being respect
able—you can afford to pass by an occasion to 
display your wit, because you may depend for 
fame on your sense ; or, if you choose to be 
silent, you know you can rely on the gratitude 
of many, and the esteem of all ; but, God help 
us, who are wits or witlings by profession, if 
we stand not for fame there, we sink unsup
ported !

1 am highly flattered by the news you tell 
me of Coila.2 1 may say to the fair painter 
who docs me so much honour, as Dr. Beattie 
says to Ross the poet of his muse Scota, from 
which, by the bye, I took the idea of Coila 
ftis a poem of Beattie's in the Scottish dialect, 
which perhaps you have never seen) :—

Ye shake your head, hut o' my legs, 
Ye've set Auld Scota on her legs : 
Lang had she lien wi" heffs and iiegs, 

Eumhaz'd and dizzie, 
Her liddle wanted strings and pegs, 

Wire's me, poor hizzie.

faith

blown frights 
stupefied

R. B.

TO MU. ROBERT MUIR.

Mossuikl, 7th March, 1788.
Dear sir, ’

1 have partly changed my ideas, my dear 
friend, since 1 saw you. 1 took old Glcn- 
conncr with me to Mr. Miller's farm, and ho 
was so pleased with it, that I have wrote an 
offer to Mr. Miller, which, if he accepts, 1 shall 
sit down a plain farmer, the happiest of lives 
when a man can live by it. In this case I 
shall not stay in Edinburgh above a week. I 
set out on Monday, and would have come by 
Kilmarnock, but there are several small sums 
owing me for my first edition about Galston 
and Newmills, and I shall set off so early as to

2 One of the daughters of Mrs. Dunlop (Rachel 
Dunlop, afterwards married to Robert Glasgow, Esq.) 
was at the time engaged in drawing a sketch of Coila 
from the poem of the “ Vision." See p. Ill, vol. ii.
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despatch my business and reach Glasgow by 
night. When 1 return, I shall devote a fore
noon or two to make some kind of acknowledg
ment for all the kindness I owe your friend
ship. Now that 1 hope to settle with some 
credi^and comfort at home, there was not any 
fricritlship or friendly correspondence that pro
mised me more pleasure than yours; I hope I 
will not be disappointed. 1 trust the spring 
will renew your shattered frame, and make 
your friends happy.1 You and I have often 
agreed that life is no great blessing on the 
whole. The close of life, indeed, to a reason
ing age, is,

Dark as was chaos, ere the infant sun 
Was roll'd together, or had try'd his beams 
Athwart the gloom profound.

Hut an honest man has nothing to fear, if 
we lie down in the grave, the whole man a 
piece of broken machinery, to moulder with 
the clods of the valley, be it so ; at least there 
is an end of pain, care, woes and wants : if 
that part of us called Mind does survive the 
apparent destruction of the man—away with 
old-wife prejudices and talcs! Every age and 
every nation has had a different set of stories; 
and as the many are always weak of conse
quence, they have often, perhaps always, been 
deceived : a man conscious of having acted an 
honest part among jiis fellow-creatures—even 
granting that he may have been the sport at 
times of passions and instincts—he goes to a 
great unknown Being, who could have no other 
end in giving him existence but to make him 
happy, who gave him those passions and in
stincts, and well knows their force.

These, my worthy friend, are my ideas ; and 
I know they arc not far different from yours. 
It becomes a man of sense to think for himself, 
particularly in a case where all men are equally 
interested, and where, indeed, all men arc 
equally in the dark.

Those copies of mine you have on hand : 
please send ten of them to Mr. John Ballantine 
of the Hank in Ayr; for the remainder I will 
write you about them from Glasgow.

Adieu, my dear Sir; God send us a cheer
ful meeting !

R. B.
1 “ April 22,1788.—Died at Kilmarnock, Mr. Robert 

Muir of Loanfoot.”—Scot» Mayaiine.

TO [MR. WILLIAM NICOL,
EDINBURGH?]*

MAUCHLINE, 7til March, 1788.
Mv DEAR Sir,

My life, since I saw you last, has been one 
continued hurry; that savage hospitality which 
knocks a man down with strong liquors, is the 
devil. 1 have a sore warfare in this world: 
the devil, the World, and the flesh, arc three 
formidable foes. The first I generally try to 
fly from; the second, alas! generally flics from 
me ; but the third is my plague, worse than 
the ten plagues of Egypt.

I have been looking over several farms in 
this country; one, in particular, in Nithsdale, 
pleased me so well, that if my offer to the 
proprietor is accepted, 1 shall commence 
farmer at Whitsunday.3 If farming do not 
appear eligible, I shall have recourse to my 
other shift ; but this to a friend.

I set out for Edinburgh on Monday morn
ing ; how long I stay there is uncertain, but 
you will know so soon as I can inform you 
myself. However, I determine poesy must 
be laid, aside for some time ; my mind has 
been vitiated with idleness, and it will take a 
good deal of effort to habituate it to the routine 
of business.

1 am, my dear Sir, yours sincerely,
R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

Edinburgh, March 14th, 1788.
1 know, my ever dear friend, that you will 

be pleased with the news when I tell you, I 
have at last taken a lease of a farm. Yester
night I completed a bargain with Mr. Miller, 
of Dalswinton, for the farm of Ellisland, on 
the banks of the Nith, between five and sixJ

2 Hie address of this letter Jmf been torn off, and 
it cannot be stated with certainty to whom it was 
written. Cunningham assigns it to Ainslie, but this 
is unlikely, as Burns had written him but four days 
previously giving much about the slime information. 
Mr. Scott Douglas suggests Nicol, Dunbar, Clegliorn, 
or Alexander Cunningham, giving the preference to 
the first, with some degree of probability. «•-

* The lease of Ellisland was signed on the 13th 
March, 1788.
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miles above Dumfries. I begin at Whit-Sun- 
day to build a house, drive lime, &c. ; and 
heaven be my help ! for it will take a strong 
effort to bring my mind into the routine of 
business. 1 have diseharged all the army of 
my former pursuits, fancies, and pleasures ; a 
motley host! and have literally and strictly 
retained only the ideas of a few friends, which 
1 have incorporated into a life-guard. I trust 
in Dr. Johnson’s observation, “Where much 
is attempted, something is done.’’ Firmness, 
lioth in sufferance and exertion, is a character 
1 would wish to be thought to possess: and 
have always despised the whining yelp of com
plaint, and the cowardly, feeble resolve.

Poor Miss K.1 is'ailing a good dpal this 
winter, and begged me to remember her to 
you the first time I wrote to you. Surely 
woman, amiable woman, is often made in vain. 
Too delieatcly formed for the rougher pursuits 
of ambition ; too noble for the dirt of avarice, 
and even too gentle for the rage of pleasure ; 
formed indeed for, and highly susceptible of 
enjoyment and rapture ; but that enjoyment, 
alas! almost wholly at the mercy of the caprice, 
malevolence, stupidity, or wickedness of an 
animal at all times comparatively unfeeling, 
and often brutal.

R B.

TO RICHARD BROWN.

Glasgow, 26th March, 1788.
1 am monstrously to blame, my dear Sir, in 

not writing to you, and sending you the Direc
tory. 1 have been getting ifiy tack extended, 
as 1 have taken a farm; and I have been rack
ing shop accounts with Mf: Creech, both of 
which, together with watching, fatigue, and a 
load of care almost too heavy for my shoulders, 
have in some degree actually fevered me. I 
really forgot the Directory yesterday, which 
vexed me; but I was convulsed with rage a 
great part of the day. I have to thank you 
for the ingenious, friendly, and elegant epistle 
from your friend Mr. Crawford. I shall cer
tainly write to him, blit not now. This is

1 Miss Kennedy, who was a sister of Gavin Hamil
ton, and who, notwithstanding tile feeble state of 
health which induced the poet to commiserate her 
as above, survived him nearly forty years, being con
siderably over ninety when she died.

merely a card to you, as I am posting to Dum- 
frics-shire, where many perplexing arrange
ments await me. 1 am vexed about the Di
rectory ; but, my dear Sir, forgive me : these 
eight days 1 have been positively Crazed. 
My compliments to Mrs. B. 1 shall write to 
you at Grenada.—1 am ever, my dearest friend, 
yours,

R B.

TO MR ROBERT CLEGIIORN.2

MAUCULINE, 3lBt March, 1788.
Yesterday, my dear Sir, as 1 was riding 

through a tract of melancholy, joyless muirs, 
between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being Sun
day, I turned my thoughts to psalms, and 
hymns, and spiritual songs; and your favourite 
air, “Captain 0’Kcan,” coming at length into 
my head, I tried these words to it. You will 
sec that the first part of the tunc must be re
peated.

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves returning, 
«fcc.

[“The Chevalier's Lament," vol. ii. p. 249.]

I am tolerably pleased with these verses, 
but as 1 have only a sketch of the tunc, I 
leave it w ith you to try if they suit the measure 
of the music.

2 Mr. Cleghorn’s answer to the above letter was as 
follows. The advice which it contains with regard 
to the verses sent him was adopted, and an additional 
stanza was written, which now forms the second of 
“ The Chevalier’s Lament.''

“Savohton Mill», April 27th, 1788.

“ I was favoured with your very kind letter of the 
31st ult., ami consider myself greatly obliged to you 
for your attention in sending me the song to my 
favourite air, Captain O'Kean. The words delight 
me much—they fit the tune to a hair. I wish you 
would send me a verse or two more ; and if you have 
no objection, I would have it in the Jacobite style. 
SupjHJse it should lie sung after the fatal field of Cul- 
loden, by the unfortunate Charles. Tenducci per
sonates the lovely Mary Stuart in the song, ‘ Queen 
Mary’s Lamentation.' Why may not I sing in the 
pei-son of her great-great-great grandson?

“ Any skill I have in country business you may 
truly command. Situation, soil, customs of coun
tries, may vary from each other; but Farmer Atten
tion is a£pod farmer in every place. Mrs. ('leghorn 
joins me in best compliments. I am, in the most 
comprehensive sense of the word, your very sincere 
friend,

“Hubert Clkuiiokn."
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I am bo harassed with care and anxiety, 
about this farming project of mine, that my 
muse has degenerated into the veriest prose- 
wench that ever picked cinders, or followed a 
tinker. When I am fairly got into the routine 
of business, I shall trouble you with a longer 
epistle; perhaps with some queries respecting 
farming; at present, the world sits such a load 
on my mind that it has effaced almost every 
trace of the poet in me.

My very best compliments and good wishes 
to Mrs. Cleghorn.

R. B.

TO [GAVIN HAMILTON?]1

Mossoikl, Friday Morning.
Silt,

The language of refusal is to me the most 
difficult language on earth, and you arc the 
[only] man of the world, excepting one of Ht. 
Hon. designation, to whom it gives me the 
greatest pain to hold such language. My 
brother has already got money, and shall want 
nothing in my power to enable him to fulfil 
his engagement with you ; but to be security 
on so large a scale, even for a brother, is what 
1 dare not do, except I were in such circum
stances of life as that the worst that might 
happen could not greatly injure me.

I never wrote a letter which gave me so 
much pain in my life, as I know' the unhappy 
consequences ; 1 shall incur the displeasure of 
a gentleman for whom 1 have the highest 
respect, and to whom 1 am deeply obliged.

I am ever, Sir, your obliged and very hum
ble servant,

li. 11.

1 Hie above letter has neither address nor date, 
but it seems to have been written early in April, 
1788, to Gavin Hamilton, who, before granting Gilbert 
Burns the desired lease of the farm of Mossgiel, 
appears to have proposed that the poet should put 
his name to the deed as security for his brother’s 
rent. It is supposed to have been written shortly 
before Bums obtained a settlement with his publisher, 
Creech, which was not till April, 1788. Before this, 
as previous letters show, he considered his affairs to 
be in a very distracted state. On his settling with 
Creech, it is well known how generously he behaved 
towards his brother, by advancing to him £180 out 
of the £500 or £800 which he received. After this 
advance, the security mentioned in the letter would 
not, it is thought, be required.

115

TO MISS CHALMERS.

MACCHLINK, 7th April, 1788.
I am indebted to you and Miss Nimnio for 

letting me know Miss Kennedy. Strange ! 
how apt we are to indulge prejudices in our 
judgments of one another ! Even I, who 
pique myself on my skill in marking charac
ters—because I am too proud of my character 
as a man to be dazzled in my judgment for 
glaring wealth, and too proud of my situation 
as a poor man to be biassed against squalid 
poverty—I was unacquainted with Miss K.’s 
very uncommon wrorth.

I am going on a good deal progressive in 
mon grand but, the sober science of life. I 
have lately made some sacrifices, for which, 
were I vivd voce with you to paint the situa
tion and recount the circumstances, you would 
applaud me.2

11. 1$.

TO MR. WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.S.,3
EniNBURan.

Mauchlinb, 7th April, 1788.
I have not delayed so long to write you, my 

much respected friend, because I thought no 
farther of.my promise. I have long since given 
up that kind of formal correspondence, where 
one site down irksomely to write a letter, 
because we think we are in duty bound so to 
do.

I have been roving over the country, as my 
farm I have taken is forty miles from this 
place, hiring servants and preparing matters ; 
but most of all, 1 am earnestly busy to bring 
about a revolution in my own mind.—As, till 
within these eighteen months, I never was 
the wealthy master of ten guineas, my know
ledge of business is to learn ; add to this, my 
late scenes of idleness and dissipation have 
enervated my mind to an alarming degree. 
Skill in the sober science of life is my most 
serious and hourly study. 1 have dropt all

* The “sacrifices” here alluded to were in all pro
bability his resolution to cast all thoughts of union 
with dainty ladies like Peggy Chalmers and Clarinda 
to the winds, and to give his Jean that verbal, how
ever private, acknowledgment as his wife, which in 
Scotland binds man to woman for all legal purposes.

» See p. 68.

y
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conversation and all reading (prose reading) 
but what tends in some way or other to my 
serious aim. Except one worthy young fellow, 
I have not one single correspondent in Edin
burgh. You have indeed kindly made'me an 
otter of that kind. The world of wits, and 
tjens comme, il /dut which 1 lately left, and 
with whom I never again will intimately mix, 
—from that port, Sir, 1 expect your Gazette : 
what les beaux es]>rits are saying, what they 
arc doing, and what they are singing. Any 
sober intelligence from my sequestered walks 
of life ! any droll original; any passing remark, 
important, forsooth, because it is mine ; any 
little poetic effort, however embryotic ; these, 
my dear Sir, are all you have to expect from 
me. When I talk of poetic efforts, I must 
have it always understood, that 1 appeal from 
your wit and taste to your friendship and good 
nature. The first would be my favourite tri
bunal, where I defied censure ; but the last, 
where I declined justice.

I have scarcely made a single distich since 
I saw you. When I meet with an old Scotch 
air, that has any facetious idea in its name, I 
have a peculiar pleasure in following out that 
idea for a verse or two.

1 trust that this will find you in lictter health 
than I did last time 1 called for you. A few 
lines from you, directed to me, at Mauchline, 
were it but to let me know how- you arc, will 
case my mind a good deal. Now, never shun 
the idea of writing me because perhaps you 
may be out of humour or spirits. I could 
give you a hundred good consequences attend
ing a dull letter; one, for example, and the 
remaining ninety-nine some other time; it 
will always serve to keep in countenance, my 
much respected Sir,

Your obliged friend, and humble servant,
K. 11.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Mauchline, 28tli April, 1788.
Madam,

Y'our powers of reprehension must be great 
indeed, as I assure you they made my heart 
ache with penitential pangs, even though 1 
was really not guilty. As 1 commence farmer 
at Whitsunday, you will easily guess I must

be pretty busy; but that is not all. As 1 got 
the offer of the Excise business without solici
tation, and as it cost me only six weeks’ atten
dance for instructions, to entitle me to a com
mission—which commission lies by me, and 
at any future period, on my simple petition, 
can be resumed—1 thought five-and-thirty 
pounds a-ycar was no bad dernier resort for a 
poor poet, if Fortune in her jade tricks should 
kick him down from the little eminence to 
which she has lately helped him Bp.

For this reason I am at present attending 
these instructions, to have them completed 
before Whitsunday. Still, Madam, I prepared 
with the sincerest pleasure to meet you at the 
Mount, and came to my brother’s on Saturday 
night, to set out on Sunday; but for some 
nights preceding I had slept in an apartment, 
where the force of the winds and rains was 
only mitigated by being sifted through num
berless apertures in the windows, walls, &c. 
In consequence I was on Sunday, Monday, 
and part of Tuesday, unable to stir out of bed, 
with all the miserable effects of a violent cold.

You sec, Madam, the truth of the French 
maxim, le irai n’est pas toujours le vraisem
blable ; your last was so full of expostulation, 
and was something so like the language of an 
offended friend, that I began to tremble for a 
correspondence, which I had with grateful 
pl/tsurc set down as one of the greatest enjoy
ments of my future life.

Your books have delighted me : Virgil, 
Drvdcn, and Tasso were all equally strangers 
to me ; but of this more at large in my next.

If. li.

TO MR. JAMES SMITH,1
AVON I’RINTFI KI.D, LINLITHGOW.

MAUCHLINE, April 28th, 1788. 

llcwarc of your Strasburgh, my good Sir ! 
Look on this as the opening of a correspon
dence, like the opening of a twenty-four gun 
battery ! t\

There is no understanding a man properly, 
without knowing some thing- of his previous 
ideas; that is to say, if the man has any ideas;

1 The poet’s ohl Mauchline friend, now a resident 
in Linlithgow, and partner in the Avon print-works 
there.
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for I know many who, in the animal-muster, 
pass for men, that are the scanty masters of 
only one idea, on any given subject, and by 
far the greatest part of your acquaintances 
and mine can barely boast of ideas, 1 -25—1 '5 
—1 -75 (or some such fractional matter), so to 
let you a little into the secrets of my pericra
nium, there is, you must know, a certain clean
limbed, handsome, bewitching young hussy 
of your acquaintance, to whom I have lately 
and privately given a matrimonial title to my 
corpus.

Bode a robe and wear it,
— Bode a pock and bear it ;

says the wise old Scots adage ! I hate to pre
sage ill-luck; and as my girl has been doubly 
kinder to me than even the best of women 
usually are to their partners of our sex, in 
similar circumstances, I reckon on twelve 
times a brace of children against I celebrate 
my twelfth wedding-day: these twenty-four 
will give me twenty-four gossippings, twenty-' 
four christenings (I mean one equal to two), 
and I hope, by the blessing of the God of my 
fathers, to make them twenty-four dutiful 
children to their parents, twenty-four useful 
members of society, and twenty-four approved 
servants to their God !...

“Light’s heartsome," quo’ the wife when 
she was stealing sheep. You sec what a lamp 
I have hung up to lighten your paths, when 
you are idleenough to explore the combinations 
and relations of my ideas. 'Tis now as plain 
as a pike-stalT, why a twenty-four gun battery 
was a metaphor I could readily employ.

Now for business.—I intend to present Mrs. 
Bums with a printed shawl, an article of which 
I dare say you have variety: ’tis my first pre
sent to her since 1 have irrevocably called her 
mine, and I have a kind of whimsical wish to 
get her the first said present from an old and 
much valued friend of hers and mine, a trusty 
Trojan, on whose friendship I count myself 
possessed of as a life-rent lease.

Look on this letter as a “ beginning of sor
rows;’’ I will write you till your eyes ache 
reading nonsense.

Mrs. Bums (’tis only her private designa
tion) begs her best compliments to you.

R. B.
---------------/

TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART.

Mauchlink, 3d May, 1788.
Silt,

I inclose you one or two more of my baga
telles. If the fervent wishes of honest grati
tude have any influence with that great, un
known Being who frames the chain of causes 
and events, prosperity and happiness will 
attend your visit to the continent, and return 
you safe to your native shore.

Wherever I am, allow me, Sir, to claim it 
as my privilege to acquaint you with my pro
gress in my trade of rhymes ; as I am sure I 
could say it with truth, that, next to my little 
fame, and the having it in my power to make 
life more comfortable to those whom nature 
has made dear to me, I shall ever regard your 
countenance, your patronage, your friendly 
good offices, as the most valued consequence 
of my late success in life. I have the honour 

•to be, most truly, Sir, your much indebted 
humble servant,

X R. 15.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Mauchlink, 4th May, 1788.
Maham,

Dryden’s Virgil has delighted me. I do not 
know whether the critics will agree with me, 
but the Georgies arc to me by far the best of 
Virgil. It is indeed a species of writing 
entirely new to me ; and has filled my head 
with a thousand fancies of emulation : but, 
alas ! when I read the Georgies and then sur
vey my own powers, ’tis like the idea of a 
Shetland pony, drawn up by the side of a 
thorough-bred hunter, to start for the plate. 
I own I am disappointed in the Æncid. 
Faultless correctness may please, and does 
highly please, the lettered critic : but to that 
awful character 1 have not the most distant 
pretensions. I do not know whether I do not 
hazard my pretensions to be a critic of any 
kind when I say that I think Virgil, in many 
instances, a servile copier of Homer. If I had 
the Odyssey by me, I could parallel many 
passages where Virgil has evidently copied, 
but by no means improved, Homer. Nor can 
I think there is anything of this owing to the 
translators ; for, from everything 1 have seen

1
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of Dryden, I think him, in genius and fluency 
of language, Pope’s master. I have not per
used Tasso enough to form an opinion: in some 
future letter, you shall have my ideas of him; 
though I am conscious my criticisms must be 
very inaccurate and imperfect, as there I have 
ever felt and lamented my want of learning 
most.

R B.

TO MR. SAMUEL BROWN.1

MOSSQIEL, 4th May, 1788.
Dear uncle,

This, 1 hope, will find you and your con
jugal yoke-fellow in your good old way. I am 
impatient to know if the Ailsa fowling be 
commenced for this season yet, as I want three 
or four stones of feathers, and I hope you will 
bespeak them for me. It would be a vain at
tempt for me to enumerate the various transac
tions I have been engaged in since I saw you 
last, but this know,—I am engaged in a smug- 
glint) trade, and God knows if ever any poor 
man experienced better returns, two for one; 
but as freight and delivery have turned out so 
dear, I am thinking of taking out a license 
and beginning in fair trade. I have taken a 
farm on the borders of the Nitli, and in imita
tion of the old patriarchs, get men-servants 
and maid-servants, and flocks ami herds, and 
beget sons and daughters.

Your obedient Nephew,
R B.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER, 
Edinburgh.

Mauchlink, 25th May, 1788.
My dear Sir,

Xam really uneasy about that money which 
Mr. Creech owes me per note in your hand, 
and I want it much at present, as I am en
gaged in business pretty deeply both for my
self and my brother. A hundred guineas can be 
but a trifling affair to him, and ’tis a matter

1 Brother to the poet's mother. It was with him 
that Burns lodged during tile summer of 1770 while 
at Rodger’s learning mathematics, &c. (see vol. i. p. 
24). It is to be observed, that the nephew writes to 
tile uncle in a very Jrauk style. Old Samuel must 
have been no square-toes.

of most serious importance to me.2 To-morrow 
I begin my operations as a farmer, and God 
speed the plough !

1 am so enamoured of a certain girl’s prolific, 
twin-bearing merit, that I have given her a 
legal title-to the best blood in my body, and 
so farewell raking ! To be serious, I found I 
had a long and much-loved fellow-creature’s 
happiness or misery in my hands ; and though 
Pride and seeming Justice were murderous 
Kiiig’s Advocates on the one side, yet H uinan
ity,! Generosity, and Forgiveness, were such 
powerful, such irresistible council on the other 
side that a jury of all endearments and new 
attachments brought in a unanimous verdict— 
Not Guilty! And the Panel, be it known to 
all whom it concerns, is installed and instated 
into all the rights, privileges, immunities, 
franchises, services and paraphernalia that at 
present do, or at any time coming may, belong 
to the name, title, and designation . . .3

Present my best compliments to . . .

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

Mauchlink, May 20th, 1788.
My dear Friend,

I am two kind letters in your debt ; but I 
bave lieeh from home, and horridly busy, buy
ing and preparing for my farming business, 
over and above the plague of my Excise in
structions, which this week will finish.

As 1 flatter my wishes that 1 foresee many 
future years’ correspondence between us, ’tis 
foolish to talk of excusing dull epistles; a dull 
letter may be a very kind one. 1 have the 
pleasure to tell you that I have been extremely 
fortunate in all my buyings and bargainings 
hitherto; Mrs. Burns not excepted; which 
title I now avow to the world. I am truly 
pleased with this last affair: it has indeed 
added to my anxieties for futurity, but it has 
given a stability to my mind and resolutions 
unknown before ; and the poor girl has the 
most sacred enthusiasm of attachment to me,

8 On the 23il October, 1787, Creech granted Burns 
a promissory note for 100 guineas for the property of 
the poems. This note was by the poet handed over 
to Johnson to he presented for payment six months 
after date. Burns's signature as having received 
payment is followed liy the date 30tli May, 1788.

3 The M8. is torn here.
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and has not a wish but to gratify my every 
idea of her deportment. 1 am interrupted. 
Farewell ! my dear Sir.

Root. Burns.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Mauchldik, 27th May, 1788.
Madam,

I have been torturing my philosophy to no 
purpose, to aecount for that kind partiality of 
yours, which unlike . . . , has followed 
me, in my return to the shade of life, with 
assiduous benevolence. Often did 1 regret, in 
the fleeting hours of my late will-o’-wisp ap
pearance, that “here I had no continuing 
city;” and, but for the consolation of a few 
solid guineas, could almost lament the time 
that a momentary acquaintance with wealth 
and splendour put me so much out of conceit 
with the sworn companions of my road through 
life—insignificance and poverty. . . .

There are few circumstances relating to the 
unequal distribution of the good things of this 
life that give me more vexation (I mean in 
what I see around me) than the importance 
the opulent bestow on their trifling family 
affairs, compared with the very same things 
on the contracted scale of a cottage. last 
afternoon I had the honour to spend an hour 
or two at a good woman's fire-side, where the 
planks that composed the floor were decorated 
with a splendid carpet, and the gay table 
sparkled with silver and china. ’Tis now 
about term-day, and there has been a revolu
tion among those creatures,1 who, though in 
appearance partakers, and equally noble par
takers, of the same nature with Madame, arc 
from time to time—their nerves, their sinews, 
their health, strength, wisdom, experience, 
genius, time, nay a good part of their very 
thoughts—sold for months and years, not only 
to the necessities, the conveniences, but the 
capyccs of the important few. We t liked of 
the insignificant creatures ; nay, notwi hstand- 
ing their general stupidity and rasca ity, did 
some of the poor devils the honour to commend 
them. But light be the turf upon his breast

1 The poet here alludes to the hiring-season of ser
vants, which in Scotland occurs half-yearly—Whit
sunday, and Martinmas.

who taught, “Reverence thyself!” We looked 
down on the unpolished wretches, their im
pertinent wives and cloutcrly brats, as the 
lordly bull does on the little dirty ant-hill, 
whose puny inhabitants he crushes in the 
carelessness of his ramble, or tosses in the air 
in the wantonness of his pride.

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.
AT MR. DUNLOP'S, HADDINGTON.

Ellisland, 1.1th [14th] June, 1788.2 
Where’er I roam, whatever realms I see.
My heart untraveil’d, fondly turns to thee;
Still to my frient 1 it turns with ceaseless pain,
And drags, at each remove, a lengthen'd chain.

Goldsmith.

This is the'second day, my honoured friend, 
that I have been on my farm. A solitary in
mate of an old, smoky spence [parlour] ; far 
from every object I love, or by whom I am be
loved; nor any acquaintance older than yester
day, except Jenny Geddes, the old marc I ride 
on; while uncouth cares and novel plans hourly 
insult my awkward ignorance and bashful 
inexperience. There is a foggy atmosphere 
native to my soul in the hour of care; con
sequently the dreary objects seem larger than 
the life. Extreme sensibility, irritated and 
prejudiced on the gloomy side by a scries of 
misfortunes and disappointments, at that 
period of my existence when the soul is laying 
in her cargo of ideas for the voyage of life, is, 
1 believe, the principal cause of this unhappy 
frame of mind.

The valiant, in himself, what can he suffer?
Or what need he regard his aingle woes? <fcc.

Your surmise, Madam, is just; I am indeed 
a husband. ... 1 found a once much
loved, and still much-loved female, literally 
and truly cast out to the mercy of the naked 
elements ; but as I enabled her to jntrehnse a 
shelter; and there is no sporting with a fellow- 
creature’s happiness or misery. . . . The
most placid good-nature and sweetness of dis
position ; a warm heart, gratefully devoted 
with all its powers to love me; vigorous health

2 burns is a day too early in his dates in this and 
the next letter; he arrived at Ellisland on the 11th, 
consequently his “second day" would have been the 
14th June.
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and sprightly cheerfulness, set off to the best 
advantage by a more than commonly handsome 
figure; these, I think, in a woman, may make 
a good wife, though she should never have 
read a page but the Scriptures of the Old and 
New Testament, nor have danced in a brighter 
assembly than a penny-pay wedding.

It 13.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

Ellisland, June 14th [16th], 1788.
This is now the third day, jny dearest Sir, 

that I have sojourned in these 'regions ; and 
during these three days you have occupied 
more of my thoughts than in three weeks pre
ceding ; in Ayrshire I have several variations 
of friendship’s compass: here it points invari
ably to the pole. My farm gives me a good 
many uncouth cares find anxieties, but 1 hate 
the language of complaint. Job, or some one 
of his friends, says well—“Why should a living 
man complain?”

I have lately been much mortified with con
templating an unlucky imperfection in the 
very framing and construction of my soul ; 
namely, a blundering inaccuracy of her olfac
tory organs in hitting the scent of craft or 
design in my fellow-creatures. I do not mean 
any compliment to my ingenuousness, or to 
hint that the defect is in consequence of the 
unsuspicious simplicity of conscious truth and 
honour: I take it to be, in some way or other, 
an imperfection in the mental sight ; or, me
taphor apart, some modification of dulness. 
In two or three instances lately, I have been 
most shamefully out.

I have all along hitherto, in the warfare of 
life, been bred to arms among the light-horse, 
the piquet guards of fancy, a kind of hussars 
and Highlanders of the-brain; but I am firmly 
resolved to sell out of these giddy battalions, 
who have no ideas of a battle but fighting the 
foe, or of a siege but storming the town. Cost 
what it will, I am determined to buy in among 
the grave squadrons of heavy-armed thought, 
or the artillery corps of plodding contrivance.

What books are you reading, or what is the 
subject of your thoughts, besides the great 
studies of your profession? You said some
thing about religion in your last. 1 don’t

exactly remember what, it was, as the letter is 
in Ayrshire ; but I thought it not only prettily 
said, but nobly thought. You will make a 
noble fellow if once you were married. I 
make no reservation of your being well mar
ried; you have so much sense and knowledge 
of human nature, that though you may not 
realize perhaps the ideas of romance, yet you 
will never be ill-married.1

Were it not for the terrors of my ticklish 
situation respecting provision for a family of 
children, I am decidedly of opinion that the 
step I have taken is vastly for my happiness.2 
As it is, I look to the Excise scheme as a cer
tainty of maintenance ; a maintenance !—lux
ury to what either Mrs. Burns or I were born 
to. Adieu.

* R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

MACCHLINK, 23rd June, 1788.
This letter, my dear Sir, is only a business 

scrap. Mr. Miers, profile painter in your 
town, has executed a profile of Ur. Blacklock 
for me : do me the favour to call for it, and 
sit to him yourself for me, which put in the 
same size as the doctor’s. The account of both 
profiles will be fifteen shillings, which I have 
given to James Connel, our Mauchline carrier, 
to pay you when you give him the parcel. 
You must not, my friend, refuse to sit. The 
time is short ; when I sat to Mr. Miers, I am 
sure he did not exceed two minutes. I pro
pose hanging Lord Glencaim, the doctor, and 
you in trio over my new chimney-piece that is 
to be. Adieu.

R. B.
) -----------

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

Ellisland, 30th June, 1788.
My dkar sir,

I just now received your brief epistle ; and, 
to take vengeance on your laziness, 1 have, 
you see, taken a long sheet of writing paper, 
and have begun at the top of the page, intend
ing to scribble on to the very last corner.

• In December, 1798, Alnslie married Miss Jean 
Cunningham, daughter of Lieut.-col. Cunningham of 
the Scots Brigade.

1 Alluding to his marriage.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 101

I am vexed at that affair of the . . . , but 
dare not enlarge on the subject until you send 
me your direction, as l suppose that will be 
altered on your late master and friend's death.1 
I am concerned for the old fellow’s exit, only 
as I fear it may he to your disadvantage in 
any respect—for an old man’s dying, except 
he may have been a very benevolent character, 
or in'some particular situation of life that the 
welfare of the poor or the helpless depended 
on him, I think it an event of the most trifling 
moment to the world. Man is naturally a 
kind, benevolent animal, but he is dropped 
into such atneedy situation here, in this vexa
tious world, and has such a whore-son, hun
gry, growling, multiplying pack of necessities, 
appetites, passions, and desires about him, 
ready to devour him for want of other food; 
that in fact he must lay aside his cares for 
others that he may look properly to himself.

You have been imposed upon in paying Mr. 
Miers for the profile of a Mr. II. I did not 
mention it in mÿ letter to you, nor did 1 ever 
give Mr. Miers any such order. I have no 
objection to lose the money, but I will not 
luivc any such profile in my possession.

I desired the carrier to pay you, but as I 
mentioned only 15s. to him, I will rather 
enclose you a guinea-note. 1 have it not, 
indeed, to spare here, as I am only a sojourner 
in a strange land in this place; hut in a day 
or two 1 return to Mauchlinc, and there I 
liavc the bank notes through the house like 
salt permits.

There is a great degree of folly in talking 
unnecessarily of one’s private affairs. I have 
just now been interrupted by one of my new 
neighbours, who has made himself absolutely 
contemptible in my eyes, by his silly, garrulous 
pruriency. 1 know it has been a fault of my 

• own, too; but from this moment I abjure it as 
I would the service of hell! Your poets, spend
thrifts, and other fools of that kidney, pretend, 
forsooth, to crack their jokes op prudence; hut 
'lis a squalid vagabond glorying in his rags. 
Still, imprudence respecting money matters is 
much more pardonable than imprudence re
specting character. I have no objection to 
prefer prodigality to avarice, in some few 
instances; but I appeal to your observation, if

1 Mr. Samuel Mitchelsmi, W.S., under whom Ains- 
lie served, died on the 21at June, 1788.

VOL. IV.

you have not met, and often met, with the 
same disingenuousness, the same hollow-hearted 
insincerity and disintegrative depravity of 
principle, in the hackneyed victims of profu
sion, as in the unfeeling children of parsimony.
I have every possible reverence for the much- 
talked-of world beyond the grave, and I wish 
that that which piety believes, and virtue 
deserves, may be all matter of fact. But in 
things belonging to, and terminating in this 
present scene of existence, man has serious 
and interesting business on hand. Whether 
a man shall shake hands with welcome in the 
distinguished elevation of respect, or shrink 
from contempt in the abject corner of insig
nificance; whether he shall wanton under the 
tropic of plenty, at least enjoy himself in the 
comfortable latitudes of easy convenience, or 
starve in the arctic circle of dreary poverty: 
whether lie shall rise in the manly conscien
tiousness of a self-approving mind, or sink 
beneath a galling load of regret and remorse, 
—(hese arc alternatives of the last moment.

You sec how I preach. You used occasion
ally to sermonize too; I wish you would, in 
charity, favour me with a sheet-full in your 
own way. I admire the close of a letter Lord 
Bolingbroke writes to Dean Swift:—“Adieu, 
dear Swift! with all thy faults, I love thee 
entirely : make an effort to love me with all 
mine !’’ Humble servant, and all that trump
ery, is now such a prostituted business, that 
honest friendship, in her sincere way, must 
have recourse to her primitive, simple—fare
well !

It. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Mauchlink, July loth, 1788.
My much honoured Friend,

Yours of the 24th June is before me. I 
found it, as well as another valued friend—my 
wife, waiting to welcome me to Ayrshire : 1 
met both with the sincercst pleasure.

When I write you, Madam, I do not sit 
down to answer every paragraph of yours, by 
echoing every sentiment, like the faithful 
Commons of Great Britain in Parliament as
sembled, answering a speech from the best of 
kings! I express myself in the fulness of my

65
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heart, and may, perhaps, be guilty of neglect
ing some of your kind inquiries ; but not from 
your very odd reason, that I do not read your 
letters. All your epistles for several months 
have cost me nothing, except a swelling throb 
of gratitude, or a deep-felt sentiment of ven
eration.

Mrs. Burns, Madam, is the identical woman.
. . . When she first found herself “as
women wish to be who love their lords, ” as I 
loved her nearly to distraction, we took steps 
for a private marriage. Her parents got the 
hint; and not only forbade me her company 
and their house, but, on my rumoured West 
Indian voyage, got a warrant to put me in jail, 
till I should find security in my about-to-be 
paternal relation. You know my lucky re- 
reverse of fortune. On my éclatant return to 
Mauchline, I was made very welcome to visit 
my girl. The usual consequences began to 
betray her; and, * I was at that time laid up 
a cripple in Edinburgh, she was turned, liter
ally turned, out of doors, and I wrote to a 
friend to shelter her till my return, when our 
marriage was declared. Her happiness or 
misery were in my hands, and who could trifle 
with such a deposit?

To jealousy or infidelity I am an equal 
stranger. My preservative against the first is 
the most thorough consciousness of her senti
ments of honour, and her attachment to me : 
my antidote against the last, is my long and 
deep rooted affection for her. I can easily 
fancy a more agreeable companion for my 
journey of life ; but, upon my honour, I have 
never see» that individual instance. In house
hold matters, of aptness to learn, and activity 
to execute, she is eminently mistress; and 
during my absence in Nithsdalc, she is regu
larly and constantly apprentice to my mother 
and sisters in their dairy and other rural 
business. The Muses must not be offended 
when I tell them, the concerns of my wife and 
family will, in my mind always take the pan; 
but I assure them their ladyships will ever 
come next in place. You arc right, that a 
bachelor state would have insured me more 
friends; but from a cause you will easily guess, 
conscious peace in the enjoyment, of my own 
mind, and unmistrusting confidence in ap
proaching my God, would seldom have been 
of the number.

Circumstanced as I am, I could never have 
got a female partner for life, who could have 
entered into my favourite studies, relished my 
favourite authors, &c., without probably en
tailing on me at the same time expensive liv
ing, fantastic caprice, perhaps apish affectation, 
with all the other blessed boarding-school ac
quirements, which (pardonnez moi, Mailame, ) 
arc sometimes to be found among females of 
the upper ranks, but almost universally per
vade the misses of the would-be gentry.

I like your way in you,r church-yard luem 
brations. Thoughts that arc the spontaneous 
result of accidental situations, cither respect
ing health, place, or company, have often a 
strength, and always an originality, that would 
in vain be looked for in fancied circumstances 
and studied paragraphs. For me, 1 have often 
thought of keeping a letter, in progression by 
me, to send you when the sheet was written 
out. Now I talk of sheets, I must tell you, 
my reason for writing to you on paper of this 
kind is my pruriency of writing to you at 
large. A page of post is on such a dis-social, 
narrow-minded scale, that I cannot abide it ; 
and double letters, at least in my miscellaneous 
reverie manner, arc a monstrous tax in a close 
correspondence.

R. B.

TO MR. PETER HILL,1
BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

Mauchline, I8th July, 1788.
You injured me, my dear Sir, in your con

struction of the cause of my silence. From 
Ellisland in Nithsdalc to Mauchline in Kyle 
is forty and five miles. There, a house a- 
building, and farm enclosures, and improve
ments to tend ; here, a new—not so much 
indeed a new as a young wife; good God, Sir, 
could my dearest brother expect a regular 
correspondence from me! I who am busied with 
the sacred pen of Nature, in the mystic volume 
of Creation—can I dishonour my hand with 
a dirty goose-feather, on a parcel of mashed old 
rags? I who am “called as was Aaron," to

1 “Mr. Peter Hill, who had been Creech's chief 
assistant last year, was novr set up in business for 
himself, with the nftcrwarps-fnmous Archibald Con
stable as his apprentice.'^Chambers. See p. 00.
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offer in the sanctum sanctorum, not indeed the 
mysterious, bloody types of future Murder, 
but the thrice-hallowed quintessences of future 
Existence—can I—but I have apologized 
enough. I am certain that you, my liberal- 
minded and much respected friend, would 
have acquitted me, though I had obeyed to 
the very letter that famous statute among the 
irrevocable degrees qf the Medes and Persians, 
“ not to ask petition for forty days of either 
God or man, save thee, O Queen, only ! ”

I am highly obliged to you, my dearest Sir, 
for your kind, your elegant compliments on 
my becoming one of that most respectable, 
that most truly venerable corps, they who are, 
without a metaphor, the fathers of posterity, 
the benefactors of all coming generations; the 
editors of Spiritual Nature, and the authors 
of Immortal Being. Now that I am “one of 
you " I shall humbly but fervently endeavour 
to he a conspicuous member. Now it is called 
to-day with my powers and me, and the time 
fast approacheth when, beholding the debili
tated victim of all-subduing Time, they shall 
exclaim, “How are the mighty fallen, and the 
weapons of war perished !”

Your book came safe, and I am going to 
trouble you with further commissions. I call 
it troubling you because I want only Books ; 
the cheapest way, the best ; so you may have 
to hunt for them in the evening auctions. 1 
want Smollett’s works for the sake of his in
comparable humour. I have already Roderick 
Random, and 11 umphrey Clinker.—Peregrine 
Pickle, Lancelot Greaves, and Ferdinand 
Count Fathom I still want; but as I said, the 
veriest ordinary copies will serve me. I am 
only nice in the appearance of my poets. I 
forget the price of Cowper’s Poems, hut I 
believe I must have them. I saw the other 
day, proposals for a publication, entitled 
“ Banks's new and complete Christian’s Family 
Bible," printed for C. Cooke, Paternoster Row, 
lamdon.—He promises at least to give in the 
work, 1 think it is three hundred and odd 
engravings, to which he has put the names of 
the first artists in London. You will know the 
character of the performance, as some numbers 
of it are published ; and if it is really what it 
pretends to be, set me down as a subscriber, 
and send me the published numbers.

Let me hear from you your first leisure

minute, and trust me, you shall in future have 
no reason to complain of my silence. The 
dazzling perplexity of novelty will dissipate, 
and leave me to pursue my course in the quiet 
path of methodical routine.

I might go on to fill up the page, but I dare 
say you arc already sufficiently tired of, my 
dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R B.

TO MR. GEORGE LOCKHART,
MERCHANT, GLASGOW.

MAUCHLINK, 18th July, 1788.
MY DEAR Sir,

I am just going for Nithsdale, else I would 
certainly have transcribed some of my rhyming 
things for you. The Miss Baillics 1 have seen 
in Edinburgh.1 “Fair and lovely arc thy 
works, Lord God Almighty ! Who would not 
praise thee for these thy gifts in thy goodness 
to the sons of men !" It needed not your fine 
taste to admire them. I declare, one day I 
had the honour of dining at Mr. Baillie’s, I 
was almost in the predicament of the children 
of israür, when-they could not look on Moses’ 
face for the glory that shone in it when he 
descended from Mount Horeb.

I did once write a poetic address from the 
Falls of Bruar to his grace of Athole, when I 
was in the Highlands. When you return to 
Scotland, let me know, and I will 'send such 
of my pieces as please myself best. I return 
to Mauchline in about ten days.

My compliments to Mr. Purden. I am in 
truth, but at present in haste,

Yours sincerely,
V IL B.

TO MR. ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM,
WRITER,BT. JAMES' SQUARE, EDINBURGH.

F.llIm.and, Nithsdale, July 27tli, 1788. 
My GodlikV-Kkiknd,

Nay, <lo not stare,
You think the phrase is odd-like;

Rut “God is Love” the saints declare,
Then surely thou art god-1 ike. Ac.

[See verses, vol. ii. p. 254.1

My spur-galled, spavined Pegasus makes so 
hobbling a progress over the course of Extem- 

1 See the song on Miss Lesley Ilaillic, anil the note.
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pore, that I must here alight ami try the foot
path of plain prose. I have not met with 
anything this long while, my dear Sir, that 
has given my inward man such a fillip as your 
kind epistle.

For my own biographical story, I can only 
say with the venerable Hebrew patriarch, 
“Here am 1 with the children God has given 
me l”1 I have been a farmer since Whitsunday, 
and am just now building a house—not a 
Palace to attract the train-attended steps of 
pride-swollen Greatness, but a plain, simple 
domicile for Humility and Contentment. I 
am, too, a married man. This was a step of 
which I had no idea when you and I were 
together. On my return to Ayrshire, I found 
a much-loved female’s positive happiness or 
absolute miser)- among my hands, and I could 
not trifle with such a sacred deposit. I am, 
since, doubly pleased with my conduct. I 
have the consciousness of acting up to that 
generosity of principle which I would fie 
thought to possess, and 1 am really more and 
more pleased with my choice. When I tell 
you that Mrs. Bums was once “my Jean,” 
you will know the rest. Of four children she 
bore me in seventeen months, my eldest boy 
is only living. By the bye, I intend breeding 
him up for the Church ; and from an innate 
dexterity in secret mischief which lie possesses, 
and a certain hypocritical gravity as he looks 
on the consequences, 1 have no small hopes of 
him in tfie sacerdotal line.

Mrs Burns does not come from Ayrshire till 
my said new house be ready, so I am eight or 
ten days at Mauchlineand this place alternately. 
Hitherto my direction was only “at Mauch- 
linc,” but “at Ell island near Dumfries,” will 
now likewise find me, though I prefer the 
former. I need not tell you that I shall expect 
to hear from you soon. Adieu !

R B.

Lowe’s poem2 I shall transcribe in my first 
leisure hour. ~ /

P
1 Tilts is a rather misleading quotation. Of tie 

four children bom by Jean only one (Robert) wai 
now alive, as we learn from this same letter, and he 
was not brought to Ellislaml till August, 1789. 
Burns’s other child, the “ sonsle, denr-lmught Bess," 
continued at Mossgiel till her womanlussl.

1 Probably the well-known poem called “Mary’s 
Dream ” by the Rev. John Lowe, written about 1772.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHUNK, August 2d, 1788.
Honoi’RKD Madam,

Your kind letter welcomed me, yesternight, 
to Ayrshire. 1 am, indeed, seriously angry 
with you at the quantum of your lqckpetiny; 
but, vexed and hurt as 1 was,XI could not help 
laughing very heartily at the noble lord’s 
apology for the missed napkin.

1 would write you from Nithsdalc, and give 
you my direction there, but I have scarce an 
opportunity of calling at a post-office once in 
a fortnight. 1 am six miles from Dumfries, 
am scarcely ever in it myself, and, as yet, have 
little acquaintance in the neighbourhood. 
Besides, 1 am now very busy oil my farm, 
building a dwelling-house; as at present I am 
almost an evangelical man in Nithsdalc, for I 
have scarce “where to lay my head.”

There are some passages in your last that 
brought tears in my eyes. “The heart know- 
eth its own sorrows, and a stranger intcr- 
meddlcth not therewith.” The repository of 
these “sorrows of the heart” is a kind of 
sanctum sanctorum: and ’tis only a chosen 
friend, and that, too, at particular, sacred 
times, who dares enter into them:—

Heaven oft tears the bosom-chorils 
That nature finest strung.

You will excuse this quotation for the sake 
of the author. Instcad of entering on this 
subject farther, I shall transcribe you a few 
lines I wrote in a hermitage, belonging to a 
gentleman in my Nithsdalc neighbourhood. 
They are almost the only favours the muses 
have conferred on me in that country:—

Thou whom chance may hither lead, &c.3

Since I am in the way of transcribing, the 
following were the production of yesterday as 
I jogged through the wild hills of New Cum
nock. I intend inserting them, or something 
like them, in an epistle I am going to write 
to the gentleman on whose friendship my Ex

cise hopes depend, Mr. Graham of Fintry, 
one of the worthiest and most accomplished 
gentlemen, not only of this country, but, I 
will dare to say it, of this age. The following 
are just the first crude thoughts “ unhouscl’d, 
unanointed, unancl’d :—”

3 See p. 13, vol. ill.
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l'ity the tuneful Muses' helpless train,
Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main!
The world were blest, did bliss on them depend;
Ah, that “ the friendly e’er should want a friend!" 
The little fate bestows they share as soon;
Unlike sage, proverb'd wisdom's hard-wrung boon. 
Let Prudence number o'er each sturdy son,
Who life and wisdom at one race begun;
Who feel by reason and who give by rule;
(Instinct's a Imite and sentiment a fool!)
Who make poor unit do wait upon I should;
We own they're prudent, but who owns they're good?

black lutestring silk, such as they used to 
make gowns and petticoats of, and 1 shall 
choose some sober morning before breakfast, 
and write you a sober answer, with the sober 
sum which will then be due from, dear Sir, fu' 
or fasting, yours sincerely,

R. It.

TO MRS. DVNLOI*.
Ye wise ones, hence! ye hurt the social eye;
God's image rudely etch'd ou base alloy! 
llut come . . A

Here the muse left me. 1 am astonished 
at what you tell me of Anthony’s writing me. 
I never received it. Poor fellow! you vex me 
much by telling me that lie is unfortunate. 1 
shall be in Ayrshire ten days from this date. 
1 have just room for an old Roman farewell.

R. B. ‘

TO MR. ROBERT M'INDOE,
MERCHANT, GLASGOW.

Mauculine, 6tli August, 1788.
Mr dear Sir,

1 am vexed for nothing more, that I have 
not been tfi Glasgow, than not meeting with 
you. I have seldom found my friend Andrew 
M ‘G'ullovh wrong in his ideas of mankind ; 
but respecting your worship lie was as true as 
Holy Writ. This is the night of our Fair, 
and 1 as you sec cannot keep well in n line;2 
but if you will send me by the bearer, John 
Ronald, carrier between Glasgow and Mauch- 
linc, fifteen yards of black silk, the same kind 
as that of which I bought a gown and petticoat 
of you formerly—lutestring, I think is its 
name—1 will send you the money and a more 
coherent letter when lie goes again to your 
good town. To be brief, send me fifteen yds.

1 Sec the whole of this first epistle to Graham of 
t’intry. >
• 3 Hjimdea the festivities of a Mnuchline Fair-niglit 

the apparent excitement of the writer had another 
excuse. We <|Uotc from the kirk session records the 
following entry:— » V

“Aug. 6, 1788. Sess. con.:—Compearci Robert 
Bums, with Jean Armour, Ids alleged spoufer'-Hiey 
liotli acknowledged their irregular marriage, and' 
their sorrow for that irregularity, and desiring that 
the Session will take sueli steps as may seem to them 
proper, in order to the Solemn Continuation of the 
same marriage," Ac. See vol. i. p. 83.

EllislanI), 16th August, 1788.
T am in a fine disposition, my honoured 

friend, to send you an elegiac epistle; and 
want only genius to make it quite Slicn- 
stonian :—

Why droops my heart with fancied woes forlorn?
Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky?

My increasing cares in this, as yet, strange 
county—gloomy conjectures in the dark vista 
of futurity—consciousnesdtfFmy own inability 
for the struggle of the world—my broadened 
mark to misfortune in a wife and children ;— 
I could indulge these reflections, till my 
humour should ferment into the most acid 
chagrin, that would corrode the very thread 
of life.

To counterwork these baneful feelings, I 
have sat down to write to you ; as 1 declare 
upon my soul I always find that the most sov
ereign balm for my wounded spirit.

1 was yesterday at Mr. Miller’s to dinner 
for the first time. My reception was quite to 
my mind; from the lady of the house quite 
flattering. She sometimes hits on a couplet 
of two, impromptu. She repeated one or two 
to the admiration of all present. My suffrage 
as a professional man was expected : Vfor once 
went agonizing over the belly of my conscience. 
Pardon me, ye, my alored household gods, 
independence of spirit, and integrity of soul ! 
In the course of conversation Johnson's Mu
sical 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.8

The.ait was much admired : the lady of the 
House askhd me whose were the words. “ Mine, 
Madam-ythcy arc indeed my very best verses:” 
she took not the smallest notice of them ! The

8 See page *244, vol. 11.
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old Scottish proverb says well, “ King’s caff is 
better than ithcr folks’ corn.” 1 was going to 
make a New Testament quotation about “cast
ing pearls,” but that would be too virulent, 
for the lady is actually a woman of sense and 
taste.

After all that has been said on the other side 
of the question, man is by no means a happy 
creature. 1 do not speak of the selected few, 
favoured by partial heaven, whose souls are 
tuned to gladness amid riches and honours, and 
prudence and wisdom. I speak of the neglected 
many, whose nerves, whose sinews, whose days 
arc sold to the minions of fortune.

If I thought you had never seen it, I would 
transcribe for you a stanza of an old Scottish 
ballad, called “The Life and Age of Man;" 
beginning thus:

’Twas In the sixteen bunder year 
Of God ami fifty-three 

Frae Christ was born, that bought us dear 
As writings testifle.

I had an old grand-uncle with whom my 
mother lived a while in her girlish years : the 
good old man, for such lie was, was long blind 
ere he died, during which time his highest 
enjoyment was to sit down and cry, while my 
mother would sing the simple old song of 
“ The Life and Age of Man.”1

It is this way of thinking; it is these melan
choly truths, that make religion so precious to 
the poor, miserable children of men. If it is 
a mere phantom, existing only in the heated 
imagination of enthusiasm,

What truth on earth so precious as the lie?

My idle reasonings sometimes make me a 
little sceptical, but the necessities of my heart 
always give the cold philosophisings the lie. 
Who looks for the heart weaned from earth ; 
the soul affianced to her God ; the correspon
dence fixed with heaven ; the pious supplica
tion and devout thanksgiving, constant as the 
vicissitudes of even and morn ; who thinks to 
meet with these in the court, the palace, in 
the glare of public life! No; to find them in 
their precious importance and divine efficacy, 
we must search among the obscure recesses 
of disappointment, affliction, poverty, and 
distress.

1 See the note to the poem “ Man was made to 
Mourn,'1 vol. i. p. 230.

I am sure, dear Madam, you arc now more 
than pleased with the length of my letters. 1 
return to Ayrshire middle of next week : and 
it quickens my pace to think that there will 
be a letter from you waiting me there. 1 
must be here again very soon for my harvest.

11. 11.

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE, WRITER
CAKE OF MK. AINSLIE, BOOKSELLER, NEW TOWN, 

EDINBUKUll.
/

MAUC1ILINE, 23rd August, 1788.
I received your last, my dear friend, but 1 

write you just now on a vexatious business.
I don’t know if I ever told you some very bad 

reports that Mrs. M ‘—se once told me of M r. 
Nicol. 1 had mentioned the affair to Mr. 
Cruickshank in the course of our conversation 
about our common friend, that a lady had said 
so and so, which I suspected had originated 
from some malevolence of Dr. Adam’s.2 He 
had mentioned this story to Mr. Nicol cursor
ily, and there it rested ; till now, a prosecution 
has commenced between Dr. A. and Mr. N., 
and Mr. N. has pressed me over and over to 
give up the lady’s name. 1 have refused this; 
and last post Mr. N. acquaints me, but in very 
good-natured terms, that if 1 persist in my 
refusal, I am to be served with a summons to 
compear and declare the fact

Heaven knows how I should proceed ! I 
have this moment wrote Mrs. M‘—sc, tell ill g 
her that I have informed you of the affair; and 
1 shall write Mr. Nicol by Tuesday’s post that 
1 will not give up my female friend till farther 
consideration ; but that I have acquainted you 
with the business and the name; and that I 
have desired you to wait on him, which 1 
entreat, my dear Sir, you will do; and give

* Dr. Adam was rector of the Edinburgh High 
School, in which Nicol and Cruickshank were teachers. 
About a year previously a quarrel betwe^j Adam and 
Nirol broke out. The former, an amiiliilc man as 
well as an excellent scholar and teacher, having of
fended Nicol, a cruel disciplinarian, “in the course of 
hisdutyassnperintendentof theyoungerclassesof the 
school, the latter had made a personal assault upon 
him i(i ttic courtyard before the boys ; nor could any 
of Adam’s mild remonstrances draw forth an apology 
for the act." Whether this Incident or some one more 
flagrant and characteristic of the coarse nature of 
Nicol is what is above alluded to we are unable to say.
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him up the name or not, aa your and Mrs. 
M‘—hc’h prudence shall suggest.

1 am vexed to the heart that Mr. Ainslic 
has disappointed my brother.1 I grasp at your 
kind offer, and wish you to enquire for a place 
among the saddlers’ shops. If I get him into 
a first-rate shop, I will bind him a year or tw'O,
I almost do not care on what terms. He is 
about eighteen; really very clever; and in 
what work lie has seen, not a despicable trades
man; hut 1 will have him a first-rate hand if 
possible.

Why trouble yourself about Hamilton? Let 
me pay the expense, for I do not know where 
he is now to be found.2 Dr. lilacklock— 
where he lodged, which caused me to meet 
with him—and Signior Dasti, junr., one of his 
greatest cronies, are the only intelligencers to 
whom 1 can refer you. Adieu ! 1 am ever 
most cordially yours,

1$. 13.

TO Mli. I3EÜGO, ENGRAVER,
EWNBUllUH.

Ellisland, 9th Sept., 1768.
Mv hear Sir,

There is not in Edinburgh above the number 
of the Graces whose lepers would have given 
me so much pleasure as tours of the 3rd in
stant, which only reached^» yesternight.

1 am here on my farm, busy with my har
vest ; but for all that most pleasurable part of 
life called social communication, I am here 
at the very elbow of existence. The only 
things that are to be found in this country, in 
any degree of perfection, arc stupidity and 
canting. 1‘rose they only know in graces, 
prayers, &c., and the value of these they esti
mate, as they do their plaiding webs—by the 
ell ! As for the flfuscs, they have as much an 
idea of a rhinoceros as of a poet. For my old 
capricious hut good-natured hussy of a Muse—

By Ranks of Nith I sat and wept 
When foil a I thought on,

In midst thereof I hung my harp 
The willow trees up in.

1 William Bums, who had already served part of 
ins apprenticeship as a saddler. We will hear more 
of him in tile course of the correspondence.

2 This appears to refer to the subject mentioned in
letter to Anslie of June 30th.

1 am generally about half my time in Ayrshire 
with my “darling Jean," and then 1, at lucid 
intervals, throw my horny fist across my be- 
cobwcbbed lyre, much in the same manner as 
an old wife throws her bund aerosi the spokes 
of her spinning wheel.

1 will send you the “Fortunate Shepherdess” 
as soon as I return to Ayrshire, for there 1 
keep it with other precious treasure. I shall 
send it by a careful hand, as I would not for 
anything it should lie mislaid or lost. I do 
not wish to serve you from any benevolence, 
or other grave Christian virtue ; ’tis purely a 
selfish gratification of my own feeling when
ever I think of you.

You do not tell me if you arc going to be 
married. Depend upon it if you do not make 
some foolish choice, it will be a very great im
provement upon the dish of life. I can speak 
from experience, though, God knows my choice 
was as random as blind man's buff. . . .

If your better functions would give you 
leisure to write me, I should be extremely 
happy ; that is to say, if you neither keep nor 
look for a regular correspondence. I hate the 
idea of being obliged to write a letter. I 
sometimes write a friend twice a week, at 
other times once a quarter.

1 am exceedingly pleased with your fancy 
in making the author you mention place a 
map of Iceland instead of his portrait before 
his works : ’twas a glorious idea.3

Could you conveniently do me one thing?— 
Whenever you finish any head, I should like 
to have a proof copy of it. I might tell you 
a long story about your fine genius; but, as 
what every body knows cannot have escaped 
you, I shall not say one syllabic about it.

If you see Mr. Nasmyth,4 remember me to 
him most respectfully,' as he both loves and 
deserves respect ; though if lie would pay less 
respect to the mere carcase of greatness, I 
should think him much nearer perfection.

It 13.
3 This joke was at tlieXpense of Creech, ttie poet’s

Edinburgh publisher, who whs then about to issue ins 
own Fugitive Pieces. \

4 Mr. Nasmyth painted a portrait of Bums, which 
was engraved by Beugo as a frontispiece to the Edin
burgh edition of the poems published In 1787.

h
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OP FINTRY,

ENCLOSING A POETICAL EPISTLE.

Ellisla.no, 10th September, 1788.
Sir,

The scrapes and premunircs into which our 
indiscretions and follies, in the ordinary con
stitution of things, often bring us, are bad 
enough; but it is peculiarly hard that a man’s 
virtues should involve him in disquiet, and 
the veiy goodness of his heart cause the perse
cution of his peace. You, Sir, have patronized 
and befriended me—not by barren compli
ments, which merely fed my vanity, or by little 
marks of notice, which perhaps only encum
bered me more in the awkwardness of my native 
rusticity ; but by being my persevering friend 
in real life; and now, as if your continued 
benevolence had given me a prescriptive right, 
I am going again to trouble you with my im
portunities.

Your Honourable Board sometime ago gave 
me my Excise commission, which 1 regard as 
my sheet-anchor in life. My farm, now that 
I have tried it a little, though I think it will 
in time be a saving bargain, yet it docs by no 
means promise to be such a penny-worth as 1 
was taught to expect It is in the last stage 
of worn-out poverty, and it will take some 
time before it pays the rent. 1 might have 
had cash to supply the deficiencies of these 
hungry years ; but I have a younger brother 
and three sisters on a farm in Ayrshire, and 
it took all my surplus over what I thought 
necessary for my farming capital, to save not 
only the comfort, but the very existence of 
that fireside family circle from impending 
destruction. This was done before 1 took the 
farm ; and rather than abstract my money 
from my brother—a circumstance which would 
ruin him—I will resign the farm, and enter 
immediately into the service of your Honours. 
But I am embarked now in the farm ; 1 have 
commenced married man ; and I am deter
mined to stand by the lease till resistless 
necessity compels me to quit the ground.

There is one way by which I may be en
abled to extricate myself from this embarrass
ment—a scheme which I hope and am certain 
it is in yonr power to effectuate. I live here,

Sir, in the very centre of a country Excise 
division; the present officer lately lived on a 
farm which lie rented, in my nearest neigh
bourhood; and as the gentleman, owing to^ 
some lcjgicies, is quite Opulent, a removal 
could do him no manner of injury; and jon a 
month’s warning to give me a little time to 
look again over my instructions, I would not 
be afraid to enter on business. 1 do not know 
the name of his division, as 1 have not yet got 
acquainted with any of the Dumfries Excise 
people ; but his own name is Leonard Smith. 
It would suit me to enter on it beginning of 
next summer, but 1 shall be in Edinburgh to 
wait upon you about the affair sometime in 
the ensuing winter.

When I think how and on what I have 
written to you, Sir, 1 shudder at my own 
hnrdie**e. Forgive me, Sir, 1 have told you 
my situation. If asking anything less could 
possibly have done, 1 would not have asked so 
much.

If 1 were in the service, it would likewise 
favour my poetical schemes. I am thinking 
of something in the rural way of the drama 
kind. Originality of character is, I think, the 
most striking beauty in that species of com
position, and my wanderings in the way of my 
business would be vastly favourable to my 
picking up original traits of human nature.

1 again, Sir, earnestly beg your forgiveness 
for this letter. I have done violence to my 
own feelings in writing it.

H I in aught have done amiss,
Impute it not !

My thoughts on this business, as usual with 
me when my mind is burdened, vented them
selves in the enclosed verses,1 which I have 
taken the Liberty to inscribe to you.

You, Sir, have the power to bless ; but the 
only claim I have to your friendly offices is my 
having already been the object of your gocsl- 
ncss, which [indeed looks like] producing my 
debt instead of my discharge.

I am sure 1 go on Scripture grounds in this 
affair, for 1 “ask in faith, nothing doubting;’’ 
and for the true Scripture reason too, because

1 See Epistle to Graham of Fintry, beginning 

When Nature her great maater-piece design'd 

toi. Ii. p. 255.
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I have the fullest.conviction that “my bene
factor is good. ”

1 have the honour to be, Sir, your deeply 
indebted humble servant, «

It. II.

TO llltS. ROBERT BURNS,
MAUCULINK.

ELLISLAND, Friday, 12th Sept. 1788.
My pkar Love, , .

I received your kind letter with a pleasure 
which no letter hut one from j\>u could have 
given me. I dreamed of you the whole night 
last ; hut alas ! I fear it will be .three w eeks 
yet ere 1 can hope for the happiness'qf .seeing 
you. My harvest is going on. 1 have some 
to cut down still, hut 1 put in two stacks to
day, so I am as tired as a dog.

[You migjht get one of Gilbert’s sweet-milk 
cheeses . . . and send it to . . . On second 
thoughts I believe you had best get the half 
of Gilbert’s web of table linen and make it up; 
though I think it damnable dear, but it is no 
outlaid money to us, you know. 1 have just 
now consulted my old landlady, and she thinks 
I may have the best for two shillings per yard; 
so after all, let it alone till I return ; and some 
day next week I will he in Dumfries, and will 
ask the price there. I expect your new gowns 
will he very forward, or ready to make, against 
1 he home to get the haiveridge.1 1 have 
written my long-thought-on letter to Mr. 
Graham, the Commissioner of Excise ; and 
have sent a sheetful of I’octry besides. Now I 
talk of poetry 1 have [a fine] strathspey among 
my hands to make [a song] to, for Johnson’s 
collection, which I .

1 llaiveridge, or more correctly beverage, means here 
the kiss which was usually given to a person of the 
opisisite sex by one who first donned a new dress, 
"line is said topic the beverage, or to gel the beverage; 
as, 1 she gat the beverage o' his braw new coat.""— 
Da. Jamieson.

1 The MS. of tl|is letter is in a tattered condition, 
anil the latter part of it torn away. It was first pub
lished among the poet's letters by Dr. Hatcly Waddell, 
the original being In the possession of Andrew Nicol- 
son, shoemaker, Dumfries.

TO MISS CHALMERS,3
, EDINBURGH.

Ellisland, near Dumfries.
Sept. 16th, 1788.

Where are you ? and how arc you? and is 
Ijady Mackenzie recovering her health? for I 
have had* but one solitary letter from you. I 
will not think you have forgot me, Madam ; 
and, for my part—

When thee, Jerusalem, I forget,
Skill part from my right hand !

“My heart is not of that rock, nor my soul 
careless as that sea.” I do not make my pro
gress among mankind as a howl does among 
its fellows—rolling through the crowd without 
licaring away any mark or impression, except 
where they hit in hostile collision.

I am here, driven in with my harvest folks 
by had weather; and as you and your sister 
once did me the honour of interesting your
selves much à l'égard de moi, I sit down to 
beg the continuation of your goodness. I can 
truly say that, all the exterior of life apart, I 
never saw two whose esteem flattered the 
nobler feelings of my soul—1 will not say more, 
hut so much, as Lady Mackenzie and Miss 
Chalmers. When I think of you—hearts the 
best, minds the noblest of human kind—un
fortunate, even in the shades of life—when 1 
think I have met with von, and have lived 
more of real life with you in eight days than 
1 can do with almost anybody 1 meet with in 
eight years—when 1 think on the improbability 
of meeting you in ttyis world again—1 could 
sit down and cry lil^c a child ! If ever you 
honour me with a place in your esteem, I trust 
1 can now plead more desert. I ,am secure 
against that crushing grip of iron poverty, 
which, alas! is less or more fatal to the native 
worth and purity of, 1 fear, the noblest souls; 
and a late important step in my life has kindly 
taken me out of the way of these ungrateful 
iniquities, which, however overlooked in 
fashionable licence, or varnished in fashionable 
phrase, arc indeed hut lighter and deeper 
shades of villany.

3 This, so far as is known, is the last of the poet’s 
letters to Miss Chalmers. In less than three months 
she was married to Mr. Lewis Hay, banker, Edin- 

] burgh.
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Shortly after my last return to Ayrshire, 1 
married “my Jean.” This was not in eon- 
sequence of the attachment of romance, per
haps; hut 1 had a long and much loved fellow- 
creature’s happiness or misery in my deter
mination, and 1 durst not trifle with so impor
tant a deposit. Nor have I any cause to 
repent it If I have not got polite tattle, 
modish manners, and fashionable dress, I am 
not sickened and disgusted with the multiform 
curse of boarding-school affectation: and I hay» 
got the handsomest figure, the sweetestjtonlpcr, 
the soundest constitution, and the kindest 
heart in the country. Mrs. Bums believes, 
as firmly as her creed, that I am le plue bel 
esprit, et le plue honnête homme in the universe; 
although she scarcely ever in her life, except 
the Scriptures of the Old and New Testament, 
and the Psalms ofYDavid in metre, spent five 
minutes together on either prose or verse. I 
must except, also, fri>m this last a certain late 
publication of Scots] poems, which she mas 
perused very devoutly ; and all the ballad^ in 
the country, ay/he has (O the partial lovN- ! 
you will cry)zthe finest “wood note wild ” I 
ever heard/ I am the more particular in this 
lady’s character, as I know she will henceforth 
have the honour of a share of your best wishes. 
She is still Ut Mauchline, as I am building 
my house ; for this hovel that I shelter in, 
while occasionally here, is pervious to every 
blast that blows, and every shower that falls ; 
and 1 am only preserve<from being chilled 
to death by being suffocatcib-with smoke. I 
do not find my farm that pennyworth I was 
taught to expect, hut I believe in time, it 
may be a saving bargain. You will be pleased 
to hear that I have laid aside idle éclat, and 
bind every day after my reapers.

To save me from that horrid situation of at 
any time going down, in a losing bargain of a 
farm, to misery, I have taken my Excise in
structions, and have my commission in my 
pockcjf for any emergency of fortune. If 1 
could set all before your view, whatever dis
respect yoti, in common with the world, have 
for this business, I know you would approve 
of my idea.

I will make no apology, dear Madam, for 
this egotistic detail ; I know you and your 
sister will be interested in every circumstance 
of it. What signify the silly, idle gewgaws of

wealth, or the ideal trumpery of greatness! 
When fellow-partakers of the same nature fear 
the same God, have the same benevolence of 
heart, the same nobleness of soul, the same 
detestation of every thing dishonest, and the 
same scorn at every thing unworthy—if they 
arc not i<i the dependence of absolute beggary, 
in the Âjunc of common sense arc they not 
eqi'ALjjw And if the bias, the instinctive bias 
oLttiteir souls run the same way, why may 
They not be friends?

When I may have an opportunity of send
ing you this, Heaven only knows. Shen- 
stonc says, “When one is confined idle 
within doors by bad weather, the best anti
dote against ennui is to read the letters of, or 
write to, one’s friends;” in that case then, if 
the weather continues thus, I may scrawl you 
half a quiyc.

1 very lately—to wit, since harvest began— 
wrote a poem, not in imitation, but in the 
manner of Pope’s Moral Epistles.1 It is only 
a short essay, just to try the strength of my 
Muse’s pinion in that way. 1 will send you 
a copy of it, when once I have heard from you. 
I have likewise been laying the foundation of 
some pret ty large poetic works ; how the 
superstructure will corne on, I leave to that 
great maker and mimer of projects—time. 
Johnson’s collection of Scots songs is going on 
in the third volume ; and, of consequence, 
finds me a consumpt for a great deal of idle 
metre. One of the most tolerable things 1 
have done in that way is two stanzas I made 
to an air a musical gentleman2 of my acquain
tance composed for the anniversary of his 
wedding-day, which happens on the seventh 
of November. Take it as follows:—

The day returns—my hosnm burns—
The blissful day we twa did meet, Ac.*

I shall give over this letter for shame. If 
I should be seized with a scribbling fit, be
fore this goes away, 1 shall make it another 
letter; and then you may allow your patience 
a week’s respite between the two. I have not

■ The “ Epistle to Graham of Fintry ” alluded to in 
a preceding page.

2 Robe it Riddell of Glenrtddell, a very amateurish 
musician indeed, but bold enough to let some of bis 
compositions see the light ill Johnson’s Museum and 
elsewhere.

s See vol. ii. p. 259.
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room for more than the old, kind, hearty
FAREWELL '

To make Home amends, in es chère* D/tndame», 
for dragging you on to this second sheet; and 
to relieve a little the tiresomeness‘of my un
studied and uncorrcctible prose, 1 shall trans
cribe you some of my late poetic bagatelles; 
though 1 have, these eight or ten months, 
done very little that way. One day, in a her
mitage on the hanks of Nith, belonging to a 
gentleman in my neighbourhood, who is go 
good as give me a key at pleasure, 1 wrote as 
follows; supposing myself the sequestered, 
venerable inhabitant of the lonely mansion.

LINKS WRITTEN IN FRIARS' CARSK IIKRMITAOK.

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
lie thou clad iu russet weed, <tc.i

R. B.

TO MR. MORISON,

UAVCULINK.1

ELLISLAND, September 22d, 1788.
Mr DEAR SIR,

Necessity obliges me to go into my new house 
even before it be plastered. 1 will inhabit 
the one end until the other is finished. About 
three weeks more, I think, will at farthest be 
my time, beyond which 1 cannot stay in this 
present house. If ever you wish to deserve 
the blessing of him that was ready to perish ; 
if ever you were in a situation that a little 
kindness would have rescued you from many 
evils ; if ever you hope to find rest in future 
states of untried being—get these matters of 
mine ready. My servant will be out in the 
beginning of next week for the clock. My 
compliments to Mrs. Morison.

1 am, after all my tribulation,
Dear Sir, yours,—R. B.

1 See vol. Hi. p. 13.
1 Morison was a cabinet-maker in Mauchline, and 

the letter refers to some household furniture which 
the poet had ordered.. He was now preparing to 
remove into his new house at F.llisland, having 
hitherto been living at a place called The Isle, about 
a mile distant from it.

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FINTRV.

ELLISLAND, 23d Sept. 1788.
SIR,

Though I am scarce able to hold up my 
head with this fashionable influenza, which is 
just now the rage hereabouts, yet with half a 
spark of life, I would thank you for your most 
generous favour of the 14th, which, owing to 
my infrequent calls at the post-office in the 
hurry of harvest, came only to hand yester
night. I assure you, my ever-honoured Sir, 
I read it with eyes brimful of other drops than 
those of anguish. Oh, what means of happi
ness the Author of goodness has put into their 
hands to whom he has given the power to bless! 
—and what real happiness has he given to 
those on whom he lias likewisehestowed kind, 
generous, benevolent dispositions! Did you 
know, Sir, from how many fears and forebod
ings the friendly assurance m your patronage 
and protection has freed m/ it would be some 
reward for your goodness/

I am cursed with a melancholy prescience, 
which makes me the A'eriest coward in life. 
There is not any exertion which I would not 
attempt, rather than be in that horrid situation 
—to be ready to call on the mountainatafiill on 
me, and the hills ttrcoVcr me from T.tnrpresence 
of a haughty landlord, or his still more haughty1 
underling, to whom I owed—what I could not 
pay. My muse, too, the circumstance that 
after my domestic comfort, is by far the dearest 
to my soul, to have it in my power to cultivate 
her acquaintance to advantage—in short, Sir, 
you have, like the great Being whose image 
you so richly bear, made a creature happy, 
who had no other claim to your goodness than 
his necessity, and who can make you no other 
return than his grateful acknowledgment.

My farm, I think I am certain, will in the 
long-run be an object for me; and as I rent it 
for the first three years something under . . . , 
1 will be able to weather by a twelvemonth, 
or perhaps more; though it would make me 
set fortune more at defiance if it can be in your 
power to grant my request, as I mentioned, 
in the beginning of next summer. I was 
thinking that, as I am only a little more than 
five miles from Dumfries, I might perhaps 
officiate there, if any of these officers could be
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removed with more propriety than Mr. Smith; 
hut besides the monstrous inconvenience of it 
to me, 1 could not bear to injure a poor fellow 
by ousting him to make way for myself; to a 
wealthy son of good-fortune like Smith, the 
injury is imaginary where the propriety of 
your rules admits.

Had I been well, I intended to have troubled 
you further with a description of my soil and 
plan of farming; but business will call me to 
town about February next. 1 hope then to 
have the honour of assuring you in proprid 
fureond, how much and how truly 1 am, Sir, 
your deeply indebted and cver-grateful humble 
sen-ant, IL 11.

TO MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP.

MORKHAM MAINS, HADDINGTON.

MAUCHLINE, 27th Sept 1788.

1 have received twins, dear Madam, more 
than once; but scarcely ever with more pleasure 
than when I received yours of the 12th instant. 
To make myself understood; I had wrote to 
Mr. Graham, inclosing my poem addressed to 

' him, and the same post which favoured me 
with yours brought me an answer from him. 
It was dated the very day lie had received mine; 
and I am quite at a loss to say whether it was 
most polite or kind.

Your criticisms, my honoured benefactress, 
arc traly the work of a friend. They arc not 
the blasting depredations of a canker-toothed, 
caterpillar critic; nor arc they the fair statc- 
mentofcold impartiality, balancingwith unfeel
ing exactitude the pro and con of an author's 
merits ; they are the judicious observations of 
animated friendship, selecting the beauties of 
the piece. I »m just arrived from Nithsdale, 
and will be here a fortnight. I was on horse
back this morning by three o’clock; for be
tween my wife and my farm is just forty-six 
miles. As 1 jogged on in the dark, I was 
taken with a poetic fit, as follows :

MRS. FERGUSON OF CRAIGDARROCH'S LAMENTATION 
FOR THE DEATH OF HER SON ;

an uncommonly promising youth of eighteen or nine
teen years of age.

11 Fate gave the word, the arrow sped,
And pierc'd my darling’s heart.”

[Vol. U. p. 269.1

(

You will not send me your poetic rambles, 
but, you sec, I am no niggard of mine. I am 
sure your impromptus give me double pleasure; 
what falls from your pen can neither be un- 
entertaining In itself, nor indifferent to me.

The one fault you found is just; but I cannot 
please myself in an emendation.

What a life of solicitude is the life of a 
parent! You interested me much in your 
young couple. I suppose it is not any of the 
ladies I have seen.

I would not take my folio paper for this 
epistle, and now I repent it. 1 am so jaded 
with my dirty long journey that I was afraid 
to drawl into the essence of dulness with any 
thing larger than a quarto, and so 1 must leave 
out another rhyme of this morning’s manu
facture.

I will pay the sapientipotent George most 
cheerfully, to hear from you ere I leave Ayr
shire. 1 have the honour to be, dear Madam, 
your much obliged, and most respectful humble 
servant, It. 11.

TO MR. PETER HILL.

MAUCHLINE, 1st October, 1788.

I have been here in this country about three 
days, and all that time my chief reading has 
been the “Address to Loch Lomond ” you 
were so obliging as to send to me.1 Were 1 
impannclled one of the author’s jury, to deter
mine his criminality respecting the sin of 
poesy, my verdict should be “guilty! A poet 
of nature’s making!" It is an excellent 
method for improvement, and what I believe 
every poet docs, to place some favourite classic 
author in his own walks of study and compo
sition, before him, as a model. Though your 
author hail not mentioned the name, 1 could 
have, at half a glance, guessed his model to be 
Thomson. Will my brother-poet forgive me, 
if I venture to hint that his imitation of that 
immortal Hard is in two or three places rather 
more servile than such a genius as his re
quired :—e.g.

To soothe the maddening passions all to peace.
—Address.

1 A poem written by the Rev. James Cririe, D.D., 
afterwards minister of Dalton, Dumfries-shirc ; died 
1836. It was published by the poet's correspondent.

/
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To soothe the throbbing passions into peace.
—Thomson.

I think the “Address" is in simplicity, 
harmony, and elegance ofWrsitication, fully 
equate tho “Seasons.” Like Thomson, too, 
he has looked into nature for himself: you 
meet with no copied description. Une par
ticular criticism I made at first reading ; in no 
one instance has he said too much. He never 
flags in his progress, hut, like a true poet of 
nature’s making, kindles in his course, llis 
beginning is simple and modest, as if distrust
ful of the strength of his pinion; only, l do 
not altogether like—

Truth,
The soul of/every song that's nobly great.

Fiction is the soul of many a song that is 
nobly great. Perhaps I am wrong : this may 
he bi|t a prose criticism. Is not the phrase, 
in line 7, page 6, “Great Like,” too much 
vulgarize* hy every-day language for so sub
lime a poem?

Great mass of waters, theme for nobler song,

is perhaps no emendation. His enumeration 
of a comparison with other lakes is at once 
harmonious and poetic. Every reader’s ideas 
must sweep the

Winding margin of an hundred miles.

The perspective that follows mountains blue 
—the imprisoned billows heating in vain—the 
wooded isles—the digression on the yew-tree 
—“ llenlomond’s lofty, cloud-cnvelop’d head,” 
&e. arc beautiful. A thunder-storm is a sub
ject which has been often tried, yet our poet 
in his grand picture has interjected a circum
stance, so far as I know, entirely original :— 

The gloom
Deep seam'd with frequent streaks of moving Are.

In his preface to the Storm, “ the glens how 
dark between,’’ is noble Highland landscape! 
The “rain ploughing the red mould,” too, 
is beautifully fancied. “ llenlomond’s lofty, 
pathless top, ’’ is a good expression ; and the 
surrounding view from it is truly great : the 

silver mist,
Beneath the beaming sun,

is well described ; and here lie has contrived 
to enliven his poem with a little of that passion 
which bids fair, I think, to usurp the modern

muses altogether. I know not how far this 
episode is a beauty upon the whole, hut the 
swain’s wish to carry “ some faint idea of the 
vision bright," to entertain her “partial listen
ing ear," is a pretty thought, llut, in my 
opinion, the most beautiful passages in the 
whole poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry 
frosts, to Lochlomond’s “hospitable flood;" 
their wheeling round, their lighting, mixing, 
diving, &c. ; and the glorious description of 
the sportsman. This last is equal to any thing 
in the “Seasons.” The idea of “the floating 
tribes distant seen, far glistering to the moon,” 
provoking his eye as lie is obliged to leave 
them, is a noble ray of poetic genius. “The 
howling winds,” tho “hideous roar" of “the 
white cascades,” are all in the same style.

I forget that while I am thus holding forth 
with the heedless warmth of an enthusiast, I 
am perhaps tiring you with nonsense. 1 must, 
however, mention that the last verse of the 
sixteenth page is one of the most elegant 
compliments I have ever seen. I must like
wise notice that beautiful paragraph beginning 
“ The gleaming lake,”&c. I dare not go into 
the particular beauties of the last two para
graphs, but they are admirably fine, and truly 
Ussianic.

1 must beg your pardon for this lengthened 
scrawl. I had no idea of it when I began.—I 
should like to know who the author is; but, 
whoever he be, please present him with my 
grateful thanks for the entertainment lie has 
afforded me.

A friend of mine desired me to commission 
for him two books, Letter* on the Religion 
e**ential to Man, a book you sent me before ; 
and The World Unmasked, or' the Philos
opher the greatest Cheat. Send me them by 
the first opportunity. The Hiblc you sent me 
is truly elegant ; I only wish it had been in 
two volumes.

R. B.

TO THE EDITOR OF “THE STAR."1

November 8th, 1788.
Sir,

Notwithstanding the opprobrious epithets 
with which some of our philosophers anil

1 The editor of the London Shir at this time was Mr. 
Peter Stuart, to whose paper Burns sent several of ids
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gloomy sectarians have branded ournaturc—the 
principle of universal selfishness, the pronc- 
ncss to all evil, they have given us; still, the 
detestation in which inhumanity to the dis
tressed, or insolence to the fallen, are held by 
all mankind, shows that they are not natives 
of the human heart. Even the unhappy part
ner of our kind who is undone, the bitter 
consequence of his follies or his crimes, who 
but sympathizes with the miseries of this 
ruined profligate brother? We forget the in
juries, and feel for the man.

I went, last Wednesday, to my parish church, 
most cordially to join in grateful acknowledg
ment to the Author of all Good, for the 
consequent blessings of the glorious Revolu
tion.1 To that auspicious event we owe no 
less than our liberties, civil and religious : to 
it we are likewise indebted for the present 
Royal Family; the ruling features of whose 
administration have ever been mildness to the 
subject, and tenderness to his rights.

Bred and educated in revolution principles, 
the principles of reason and common sense, it 
could not be any silly political prejudice which 
made my heart revolt at the harsh, abusive 
manner in which the reverend gentleman 
mentioned the House of Stuart, and\whiclV 
I am afraid, was too much the language of the 
day. We may rejoice sufficiently in ohr de
liverance from pât evils, without cruelly rak
ing up the ashes of those whose misfortune it 
was, perhaps as much as their crime, to be the 
authors of those evils ; and we may bless God 
for all his goodness to us as a nation, without, 
at the same time, cursing a few ruined, power
less exiles, who only harboured ideas, and 
made attempts, that most of us would have 
done, had we been in their situation.

“The bloody and tyrannical House of Stuart” 
may be said with propriety and justicé, when 
compared with the present royal family, and 
the sentiments of our days; but is there no
productions. See, for instance, note to the “New 
l’salm," vol. ill. p. 30. Mr. Stuart, it would appear, 
liy sending the poet his paper, drew from him the 
lines beginning, “Kind Sir, I've read your paper 
through," <tc.

1 Tile General Assembly of the Church of Scotland 
had appointed Wednesday the 6th November to lie 
observed as a “ day of solemn thanksgiving for that 
most glorious event, the Revolution."—The parish 
alluded to is Dunscore, of which the Rev. Mr. Kirk
patrick was then pastor.

allowance to be made for the manners of the 
times? Were the royal contemporaries of the 
Stuarts more attentive to their subjects’ rights? 
Might not the epithets of “bloody and tyran
nical ” be, with at least equal justice, applied 
to the House of Tudor, of York, or any other 
of their predecessors?

The simple state of the case, Sir, seems to 
be this :—At that period, the science of govern
ment, the knowledge of the true relation 
between king and subject, was, like other 
sciences and other knowledge, just in its in
fancy, emerging from dark ages of ignorance 
and barbarity.

The Stuarts only contended for prerogatives 
which they knew their predecessors enjoyed, 
and which they saw their contemporaries en
joying; but these prerogatives were inimical 
to the happiness of a nation and the rights of 
subjects.

1 n this contest between prince and people, 
the consequence of that light of science which 
had lately dawned over Europe, the monarch 
of France, for example, was victorious over the 
struggling liberties of his people : with us, 
luckily, the monarch failed, and his unwar
rantable pretensions fell a sacrifice to our rights 
and happiness. Whether it was owing to the 
wisdom of leading individuals, or to the jostl
ing of parties, 1 cannot pretend to determine ; 
but, likewise happily for us, the kingly power 
was shifted into another branch of the family, 
whozas they owed the throne solely to the call 
of al free people, could claim nothing incon
sistent witlAhe covenanted terms which placed 
them there.

The Stuarts have been condemned and 
laughed at for the folly and impracticability 
of their attempts in 1715 and 1745. That 
they failed, 1 bless God ; but cannot join in 
the ridicule against them. Who docs not 
know that the abilities or defects of leaders 
and commanders arc often hidden until put to 
the touchstone of exigency ; and that there is 
a caprice of fortune, an omnipotence in par
ticular accidents and conjunctures of circum
stances, which exalt us as heroes, or brand us 
as madmen, just as they are for or against us?

Man, Mr. Publisher, is a strange, weak, in
consistent being : who would believe, Sir, that 
in this our Augustan age of liberality ami 
refinement, while we seem so justly sensible
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and jealous of our rights and liberties, and ani
mated with such indignation against the very 
memory of those who would have subverted 
them—that a certain people under our national 
protection should complain, not against our 
monarch and a few favourite advisers, but 
against our whole legislative body, for sim
ilar oppression, and almost in the very same 
terms, as our forefathers did of the House of 
Stuart ! 1 will not, I cannot, enter into the
merits of the cause; but I dare say the 
American (Congress, in 1776, will be allowed 
to be as able and as enlightened as the English 
Convention was in 1688 ; and that their pos
terity will celebrate the centenary of their 
deliverance from us, as duly and sincerely as 
we do ours from the oppressive measures of 
the wrong-headed House of Stuart.1

To conclude, Sir; let every man who has a 
tear for the many miseries incident to human
ity, feel for a family illustrious as any in 
Europe, and unfortunate beyond historic pre
cedent ; and let every Briton (and particularly 
every Scotsman), who ever looked with rever
ential pity on the dotage of a parent, cast a 
veil over the fatal mistakes of the kings of his 
forefathers.

IS. B.

TO MISS. DUNLOP,

AT MORBHAM MAINS.

MAl'CHLINE, 13th Nov. 1788.
Madam,

I had the pleasure of dining at Dunlop 
yesterday. Men are said to flatter women 
because they arc weak; if it is so, poets must 
lie weaker still; for Misses Rachel and Keith, 
and Miss Georgina M‘Kay, with their flatter
ing attentions, and artful compliments, abso-

1 How true a prophet the poet here was may tic 
gathered from the following:—

New Year's Hay [18761 was ushered in with unusual 
festivities throughout the Vnited States. It began 
the Centennial year. In all the towns and cities the 
mass of the population were out of doors until long 
after midnight on December 31st, and public meetings, 
devotional exercises, processions, bonfires, illumina
tions, salutes, the ringing of hells, and other rejoicings 
welcomed the new year. This celebration natur
ally culminated at Philadelphia, which was regarded 
as the “Centennial City,"’ par excellence.—Annval 
RetjuUr.

lutely turned my head. I own they did not 
lard me over as many a poet docs his patron, 
or still more his patroness, nor did they sugar 
me up as a Cameronian preacher does J-s-s 
V—st ; but they so intoxicated me with their 
sly insinuations and delicate inuendos of com
pliment, that, if it had not been for a lucky 
recollection, how much additional weight and 
lustre your good opinion and friendship must 
give me in that circle, 1 had certainly looked 
upon myself as a person of no small gopse
quence. I dare not say one word how much 
1 was charmed with the Major’s friendly wel
come, elegant manner, and acute remark, lest 
I should be thought to balance my orientalisms 
of applause over-against the finest quey2 in 
Ayrshire, which he made me a present of to 
help and adorn my farm-stock. As it was on 
Hallow-day, I am determined annually as that 
day returns, to decorate her horns with an ode 
of gratitude to the family of Dunlop.

The songs in the second volume marked D. 
are Dr. Blacklock’s; but, as 1 am sorry to say, 
they arc far short of his other works. I, who 
only know the cyphers of them all, shall never 
let it be known. Those marked T. are the 
work of an obscure, tippling, but extraordinary 
body of the name of Tytlcr ; a mortal who, 
though he drudges about Edinburgh a com
mon printer, with leaky shoes, a sky -lighted 
hat, and knee-buckles as unlike as Gcorgc- 
by-the-grace-of-God and Solomon-thc-son-of- 
David ; yet that same unknown, drunken 
mortal is author and compiler of three-fourths 
of Elliot’s pompous Encycto/iedia Britannica. 
Those marked Z. I have given to the world as 
old verses to their respective tunes; but in 
fact, of a good many of them, little more than 
the chorus is ancient; though there is no 
reason for telling everybody this piece of in
telligence. Next letter I write you, I shall 
send you one or two sets of verses l intend for 
Johnson’s third volume.

What you mention of the Thanksgiving 
day is inspirât ion from above. Is it not re
markable, odiously remarkable, that though 
manners arc more civilized, and the rights of 
mankind better understood, by an Augustan 
century’s improvement, yet in this reign of 
heavenly llanovcrianism, and almost in this 
very year, an empire beyond the Atlantic has 

2 A young cow, a heifer.
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its Revolution too, and for the very same mal
administration and legislative misdemeanours 
in the illustrious and sapientipotent Family 
of H------as was complained of in the “tyran
nical and bloody house of Stuart. ”

So soon as I know of your arrival at Dunlop, 
I will take the first conveniency to dedicate a 
day, or perhaps two, to you and friendship, 
under the guarantee of the Major’s hospitality. 
There will soon be three score and ten miles 
of permanent distance between us; and now 
that your friendship and friendly correspon
dence is entwisted with the heart-strings of 
my enjoyment of life, I must indulge myself 
in a happy day of “The feast of reason and 
the flow of soul.” 1 have the honour to be, 
Madam, your grateful humble servant,

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER.

MAUCULINK, Nov. IStll, 1788.
Mr dear Sir,

I have sent you two more songs. If you 
have got any tunes, or any thing to correct, 
please send them by return of the carrier.

1 can easily see, my dear friend, that you 
will very probably have four volumes. Per
haps you may not find your account lucratively 
in this business; but you are a patriot for the 
music of your country; and 1 am certain 
posterity will look on themselves as highly 
indebted to your public spirit. Be not in a 
hurry ; let us go on correctly, and your name 
shall be immortal.

I am preparing a flaming preface for your 
third volume. I see every day new musical 
publications advertised; but what are they? 
Gaudy, hunted butterflies of a day, and then 
vanish for ever: but your work will outlive the 
momentary neglects of idle fashion, and defy 
the teeth of time. <»

Have you never a fair goddess that leads you 
a wild-goose chase of amorous devotion? Let 
me know a few of her qualities, such as whether 
she be rather black, or fair; plump, or thin; 
short, or tall, &c. ; and fchhose your air, and I 
shall task my muse to celebrate her.

R. B.

TO DR. BLACKLOCK.1
A-

Mauchline, Nov. 15th, 1788.
Reverend and dear Sir,

As I hear nothing of your motions, hut that 
you arc, or were, out of town, I do not know 
where this may find you, or whether it will 
find you at all. I wrote you a long letter, 
dated from the land of matrimony, in June; 
hut cither it had not found you, or, what I 
dread more, it found you or Mrs. Blaeklovk 
in too precarious a state of health and spirits 
to take notice of an idle packet.

I have done many little things for Johnson, 
since I had the pleasure of seeing you; and I 
have finished one piece, in the way of Pope's 
“ Moral 'Epistles;" hut, from your silence, I 
have every thing to fear, so I have only sent

1 A short sketch of the life of this gentleman will 
he found in vol. iii. of this work in connection w ith 
a poetical epistle by Burns to him (21st Oct. 17M») 
written in return for an epistle in verse received from 
the doctor. As we give here a jiortrait of Dr. ltlaek- 
loek we also present the reader w ith a specimen of 
his p«>etry, premising that the piece was intended as 
a tribute of affection to his wife.*

ODE TO AURORA 
ON mklissa'3 birth-day.

Of Time and Nature eldest Isirii,
Emerge, thou rosy-fingered Morn ;
Emerge in purest dress arrayed,
And chase from heaven night's envious shade, 
That I once more may pleased survey,
And hail Melissa’s natal day.

Of Time ami Nature eldest bom,
Emerge, thou rosy-fingered Morn.
In order at the eastern gate
The Hours to draw thy chariot wait ;
Whilst Zephyr on his balmy wings 
Mild Nature's fragrant tribute brings,
With odours sweet to strew thy way,
And grace the bland revolving day.
But, lis thou lead'st the radiant sphere,
That gilds its birth and marks the year,
And as his stronger glories rise,
Diffused around the expanded skies,
Till clothed witfi beams serenely bright,
All heaven’s vgfet coticave flames with light ;

So when through life's protracted day,
Melissa still pursues her way,
Her virtues with thy splendour vie,
Increasing to the mental eye;
Though less conspicuous, not less dear.
Long may they Bion’s prospect cheer;

- So shall his heart no more repine,
Blessed with her rays, though rohl>ed of thine.
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you two melancholy things,1 and I tremble 
lest they should too well suit the tone of your 
present feelings.

In a fortnight I move, bag and baggage, to 
Nithsdalc; till then, my direction is at this 
place; after that period, it will be at Ellisland, 
near Dumfries. It would extremely oblige 
me were it but half a line, to let me know how 
you arc, and where you arc. Can I be indif
ferent to the fate of a man to whom I owe so 
much? A man whom 1 not only esteem, but 
venerate.

My warmest good wishes and most respect
ful compliments to Mrs. Ulacklock, and Mies 
Johnson, if she is with you.

I cannot conclude without telling you that 
I am more and more pleased with the step I 
took respecting “my Jean." Two things, 
from my happy experience, l/ set down as 
apophthegms in life. A wife’s head is im
material, compared with her heart; and — 
“Virtue's (for wisdom what poet pretends to 
it?) ways arc ways of pleasantness, and all her 
paths arc peace.” Adieu !

It 1$.

TO MR. JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ.,
DRUMLANRIO.

Sanquhar, 26th Nov. 1788.
SIR,

I write you this and the enclosed,2 literally 
en panant, for I am just baiting on my way 
to Ayrshire. 1 have philosophy or pride 
cnongh to support me with unwounded indif
ference against the neglect of my more dull 
superiors, the merely rank and file of noblesse 
and gentry—nay, even to keep my vanity 
quite sober under the larding of their compli
ments; but from those who are equally distin
guished by their rank and character—those 
who licar the true elegant impressions of the 
great Creator on the richest materials—their 
little notices and attentions arc to me amongst

1 The "two melancholy thing»" were the “Mother'» 
lament for the death of her eon," and the aong begin
ning, " The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill," 
being the two last pieces of vol. II.

* It Is not certain what piece was Inclosed. Scott 
Douglas suggests the song, "O, were I on Parnnasus’ 
mil," which he thinks may have been composed on 
this very Journey.

VOL. IV.

the first of earthly enjoyments. The honour 
thou didst my fugitive pieces in requesting 
copies of them is so highly flattering to my 
feelings and poetic ambition, that I could not 
resist even this half opportunity of scrawling 
off for you the enclosed as a small but honest 
testimony how truly and gratefully I have the 
honour to be, Sir, your deeply obliged humble 
servant,

R. 13.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, 17th Dec. 1788.
My dear honoured Friend,

Yours, dated Edinburgh, which I have just 
read, makes me very unhappy. “Almost 
blind and wholly deaf,” arc melancholy views 
of human nature; but when told of a much- 
loved and honoured friend, they carry misery 
in the sound. Goodness on your part, and 
gratitude on mine, began a tic which has 
gradually entwisted itself among the dearest 
chords of my bosom, and I tremble at the 
omens of your late and present ailing habit 
and shattered health. You miscalculate mat
ters widely, when you forbid my waiting on 
you, lest it should hurt my "worldly concerns. 
My small scale of farming is exceedingly more 
simple and easy than what you have lately 
seen at Morcham Mains. But, be that as it 
may, the heart of the man and the fancy of 
the poet are the two grand considerations for 
which I live : if miry ridges and dirty dung
hills are to engross the best part of the func
tions of my soul immortal, I had better been 
a rook or a magpie at once, and then I should 
not have been plagued with any ideas superior 
to breaking of clods and picking up grubs; 
not to mention barn-door cocks or mallards, 
creatures with which I could almost exchange 
lives at any time. If you continue so deaf, I 
am afraid a visit will be no great pleasure to 
either of us; but if I hear you are got so well 
again as to be able to relish conversation, look 
you to it, Madam, for I will make my threat
ening» good. I am to be at the New-year-day 
fair of Ayr; and, by all that is sacred in the 
world, friend, I will come and sec you. . . .

Your meeting, which you so well describe, 
with your old schoolfellow and friend, was

66
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truly interesting. Out upon the ways of the 
world!—They spoil these “social offspring of 
the heart. ” Two veterans of the “ men of the 
world” would have met with little more heart- 
workings than two old hacks worn out on the 
road. Apropos, is not the Scotch phrase, 1 * * ‘ Auld 
lang syne,” exceedingly expressive? There is 
an old song and tune which has often thrilled 
through my soul. You know I am an en
thusiast in old Scotch songs. I shall give you 
the verses on the other sheet, as I suppose Mr. 
Her1 will save you the postage.

Should auld acquaintance be forgot?*

Light be the turf on the breast of the Ilcavcn- 
inspired poet who composed this glorious frag
ment! There is more of the fire of native 
genius in it than in half a dozen modern 
English Bacchanalians ! Now I am on my 
hobby-horse, I cannot help inserting two other 
old stanzas, which please me mightily:—.

Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine, <6c.s

r. n.

TO WILLIAM CRÜICKSHANK.

Ellislanii, (Deceiver,] 1788.
I have not room, my dear friend, to answer 

all the particulars of your last kind letter. 1 
shall l>e in Edinburgh on some business very 
soon: and as l shall lie two days, or perhaps 
throe, in town,-we shall discuss matters vint 
rwee. My knee, 1 believe, will never be en
tirely well : and an unlucky fall this winter 
has made it still worse. 1 well remember the 
circumstances you allude to, rcapcctingCrccch’N 
opinion of Mr. Nicol; but, as the first gentle
man owes me still aliout fifty pounds, I dare 
not meddle in the affair. t

It gave me a very heavy heart to read such 
accounts of the consequence of your quarrel 
with that puritanic, rotten-hearted, hell-com
missioned scoundrel, Adam.4 If, notwith

I Postmaster In Edinburgh, who was ever ready to 
frank a letter for a friend, or, as Chambers saÿs, even 
a parcel, though It took the bulk and weight of a 
pair of buckskin breeches.

«See p. 11, voL 111.
II See p. 12, vol. III.
4 Respecting Dr. Adam and his qnarrcl with Orniok-

shank's colleague, Nicol, see letter to Roliert Ainsllc,

standing your unprecedented industry in pub
lic, and your irreproachable conduct in private 
life, lie still has you so much in his power, 
what ruin may he not bring on some others I 
could namot

Many and happy returns of seasons to you, 
with your dearest and worthiest friend, and 
the lovely little pledge of your happy union. 
May the great Author of life, and of every en
joyment that can render life delightful, make 
her that comfortable blessing to you both, 
which you so ardently wish for, and which, 
allow me to say, you so well deserve ! Glance 
over the foregoing verses,5 and let me have 
your blots. Adieu

R. B.

TO MR. JOHN TENNANT,
AUCIIENRAY.4

CARE OF MR. JOHN ROBB, INNKEEPER, AYR.
A

December 22d, 171».
1 yesterday tried my cask of whiskey for 

the first time, and I assure you it does you 
great credit. It will bear five waters, strong: 
or six, ordinary toddy. The whiskey of this 
country is a most rascally liquor; and, by con
sequence, only drunk by the most rascally part 
of the inhabitants. 1 am persuaded, if you 
once get a footing here, you might do a great 
deal of business, in the way of eonsumpt; anil 
should you commence distiller again, this is 
the native barley country. I am ignorant if, 
in your present way of dealing, you would 
think it worth yriur while to extend your 
business so far as this country side. I write> 
you this on the account of an accident, which I 
must take the merit of haying partly designed 
too. A neighbour of mine, a John Currie, 
miller in Carscmill—a man who is, in a word, 
a good rpan, a “very” good man, even for a 
£500 Mtgain—he and his wife were in my

listed 23d August of this year. Burns's partisanship 
for his friends must have entirely blinded him to the 
character of Dr. Adam, who was a most amiable and 
excellent man.

» “ Verses written In Friars' Parse Hermitage."
4 John Tennant was a son of Mr. Tennant of Glcn- 

conner, "guiil auld Glen." 8ee note to the jsietleal 
letter addressed to James Tennant, voL ill. p. 2ft. 
Aiiehenbay-is a place in Ochiltree purlin, Ayrshire, 
the same parish in which Glenconner tlrsituated.
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house the time I broke open the cask. They 
keep a country public-house, and sell a great 
ileal of foreigp spirits, but all along thought 
that whiskey would have degraded their house. 
They were perfectly astonished at my whiskey, 
both for its taste and strength ; and, by their 
desire, I write you to know if you could supply 
them with liquor of an equal quality, and what 
price. Vlcasc write me by first post, and 
direct to me at Ellisland, near Dumfries. If 
you could take a jaunt this way yourself, I 
have a spare spoon, knife, and fork, very much 
at your service. My compliments to Mrs. 
Tennant, and all the good folks in Glcnconncr 
and liarquharrie.

1$. 11.

To MRS. DUNLOP.1

, Ellisland,
Now-year ilay Morning, 1789.

This, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes, 
and would to (lod that I came under the 

" imes’sdcscript ion !—‘ ‘the effectual fer
vent prayer of a righteou* man availeth much.” 
In that case, Madam, yon should welcome in a 
year full of blessings: everything that obstructs 
or disturbs tranquillity and sclf-enjoymcnt, 
should lie removed, and every pleasure that 
frail Humanity can taste, should lie yours. 1 
own myself ho little a Presbyterian, that 1 
approve of set times and seasons of more than 
ordinary act* of devotion, for breaking in on 
that habituated routine of life and thought, 
which is so apt to reduce our existence to a 
kind of instinct, or even sometimes, and with 
some minds, to a state very little superior to 
mere machinery.

This day; the first Sunday of May; a breezy, 
blue-skyed noon some time about the lieginning, 
ami a hoary morning and calm sunny day about 
tile end, of autumn; these, time out of mind, 
have been with me a kind of holidays. Not 
like the sacramental, executioner face of a 
Kilmarnock Communion; but to laugh or cry,

1 The text of this letter Is ns given by Mr. Scott 
Douglas, who obtained a transcript of the poet’s 
holograph MS. from Its owner In America, Mr. Robert 
Clarke, Ciiicinnati. Currie's version of the letter 
(ipiutcd In Lockhart's Life) shows sonte alight varia
tions, and is also incomplete.

be cheerful or pensive, moral or devout, ac
cording to the mood and tense of the season 
and myself. 1 believe I owe this to that 
glorious paper in the Spectator, “The Vision 
of Mirza,” a piece that struck my young fancy 
before I was capable of fixing an idea to a 
word of three syllables: “On the fifth day of 
the moon, which, according to the custom of 
my forefathers, 1 always keep holy, after having 
washed myself, and offered up my morning 
devotions, ^ascended the high hill of Bagdat, 
in order to pass the rest of the day in medi
tation and prayer, &c."

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of 
the substance or structure of our souls, so can
not account for those seeming caprices in them, 
that one should lie particularly pleased with 
this thing, or struck with that, which on 
minds of a different cast, makes no extraor
dinary impression. I have some favourite 
flowers in spring, among which arc the moun
tain-daisy, the harc-licll, the fox-glove, the 
wild brier-rose, the budding birch, and the 
hoary hawthorn,2 that 1 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 jtroop 
of grey plover in an autumnal morning,^with
out feeling an elevation of soul like the en
thusiasm of devotion or poetry. Tell me, my 
dear friend, to what can this be owing? Arc 
we apiece of machinery, which, like the Æolian 
harp, passive, takes the impression of the 
passing accident? Ur do these workings argue 
something within us above the trodden clod? 
I own myself partial to such proofs of those 
awful and important realities—atiod that made 
all things man’s immaterial and immortal 
nature—and a world of weal or woe beyond 
death and the grave—these proofs that we 
deduct by dint of our own powers of observa
tion. However respectable individuals in all 
ages have liccn, I have ever looked on Mankind 
in the lump to he nothing better than a foolish, 
headstrong, credulous, unthinking Mob; and 
their universal belief has ever had extremely 
little weight with me. Still 1 am a very sin
cere believer in the Bible; but I am drawn by 
the conviction of a Man, not by the halter of 
an Ass. «• ("

A propos to an Asa, how do yon l ike the 
I See vol. 1. p. 90. note.

y

1822
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following Apostrophe to Dnlness, which I in
tend to interweave in “The Poet’s Progress."

0 Dulness, portion oi the truly blest! &c.
(See vol. til. p. 17.)

I have sketched two or three verses to you 
hut as a private opportunity offers immediately, 
I must defer transcribing them. A servant 
of mine goes to Ayrshire with this, but I shall 
write you by post. If I am to be so happy as 
to have it in my power to see you when I go 
to Ayr Fair, which I very much doubt, I will 
try to dine at Dunlop in the Wednesday of 
that week.

If it is good weather in the Fair-week, I 
shall try my utmost; for if I hit my aims 
aright, it will not be in my power in any given 
time again : Farewell !

R B.

TO DR. MOORE.

ELLISLAND, 4th Jan. 1789.
SIR,

As often as I think of writing to yon, which 
has been three or four times every week these 
six months, it gives me something so like the 
idea of an ordinary-shaped statue offering at a 
conversation with the Rhodian colossus, that 
my mind misgives me, and the affair always 
miscarries somewhere, between purpose and 
resolve. I have at last got some business with 
you, and business letters arc written by the 
style-book. I say my business is with you, 
Sir, for you never had any with me, except 
the business that benevolence has in the man
sion of poverty.

The character and employment of a poet 
were formerly my pleasure, but arc now my 
pride. I know that a very great deal of my 
late éclat was owing to the singularity of my 
situation, and the honest prejudice of Scotsmen : 
but still, as I said in the preface to my first 
edition, I do look upon myself as having some 
pretensions from Nature to the poetic character. 
I have not a doubt but the knack, the aptitude, 
to learn the muses’ trade, is a gift by Him 
** who forms the secret bias of the soul —but 
I as firmly believe, that excellence in the pro
fession is the fruitof industry, labour, attention, 
and pains. At least I am resolved to try my 
doctrine by the test of experience. Another

appearance from the press I put off to a very 
distant day, a day that may never arrive—but 
poesy I am determined to prosecute with all 
my vigour. Nature lias given very few, if any, 
of the profession, the talents of shining in 
every species of composition. I shall try (for 
until trial it is impossible to know) whether 
she has qualified me to shine in any one. The 
worst of it is, by the time one has finished a 
piece, it has been so often viewed and reviewed 
before the mental eye, that one loses, ih a good 
measure, the powers of critical discrimination. 
Here the best criterion I know is a friend— 
not only of abilities to judge, but with good 
nature enough, like a prudent teacher with a 
young learner, to praise perhaps a little more 
than is exactly just, lest the thin-skinned 
animal fall into that most deplorable of all 
poetic diseases—heart-breaking despondency 
of himself. Dare I, Sir, already immensely 
indebted to your goodness, ask the additional 
obligation of your being that friend to me? I 
enclose you an essay of mine in a walk of poesy 
to me entirely new; I mean the epistle ad
dressed to R. G., Esq., or Robert Graham of 
Fintry, Esq., a gentleman of uncommon 
worth, to whom I lie under very great obliga
tions. The story of the poem, like most of 
my poems, is connected with my own story, 
and to give you the one, I must give you some
thing of the other. I cannot boast of Mr. 
Creech’s ingenuous, fair dealing to me. lie 
kept me hanging about Edinburgh from the 
7th of August, 1787, until the 13th April, 1788, 
before he would condescend to give me a state
ment of affairs; nor had 1 got it even then, 
hut for an angry letter 1 wrote him, which 
irritated his pride. “ I could”—not a “ talc" 
but a detail “unfold;” but what am I that 
1 should speak against the Lord’s anointed 
Bailie of Edinburgh?

I believe 1 shall, in whole, £100 copy-right 
included, clear about £400 some little odds; 
and even part of this depends upon what the 
gentleman has yet to settle with me. I give 
you this information, because you did me the 
honour to interest yourself much in my welfare. 
I give you this information, but I give it to 
yourself only, for I am still much in ttyc gentle
man’s mercy' Perhaps I injure thc'man in 
the idea I am sometimes tempted to have of 
him—God forbid I should ! A little time will
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try, for in a month I shall go to town to wind 
up the business if possible.

To give the rest of my story in brief, I have 
married “my Jean,” and taken a farm; with 
the first step I have every day more and more 
reason to be satisfied; with the last, it is rather 
the reverse. I have a younger brother, who 
supports my aged mother, another still younger 
brother, and three sisters, in a farm. On my 
last return from Edinburgh it cost me about 
£180 to save them from ruin. Not that I have 
lost so much—I only interposed between my 
brother and hisMHtading fate by the loan of 
so much. I give mjeelf no airs on this, for it 
was mere selfishness oti my part: I was conscious 
that the wrong scale of the balance was pretty 
heavily charged, and 1 thought that throwing 
a little filial piety and fraternal affection into 
the scale in my favour, might help t*> smooth 
matters at the <jrand reckonimj. There is still 
one thing would make my circumstances quite 
easy: I have an excise officer’s commission, 
and 1 live in the midst of a country division. 
My request to Mr. Graham, who is one of the 
commissioners of excise, was, if in his power, 
to procure me that division. If I were very 
sanguine, I might hope that some of my great 
patrons might procure me a treasury warrant 
for supervisor, surveyor-general, &c. . . .

Thus, secure of a livelihood, “to thee, sweet 
poetry, delightful maid,” I would consecrate 
my future days.

R. 1$.

TO MR. ROBERT A1NSL1E.

ELL1SLA.N1>, January 6th, 1789.
Many happy returns of the season to you, 

my dear Sir ! May you be comparatively happy 
up to your comparative worth among the sons 
of men; which wish would, 1 am sure, make 
you one of the most blest of the human race.

I do not know if passing a “ Writer to the 
Signet ” be a trial of scientific merit, or a mere 
business of friends and interest. However it 
be, let me quote you my two favourite passages, 
which, though I have refloated them ten 
thousand times, still they rouse my manhood 
and steel my resolution like inspiration.

On Reason tiutld resolve,
That column of true majesty in mail.—Yocko.

Hear, Alfred, hero of the state,
Thy genius heaven’s high will declare;
The triumph of the truly great,
Is never, never to despair—
Is never to despair.

MAsquE of Alfred.

I grant you enter the lists of life, to struggle 
for bread, business, notice, and distinction, in 
common with hundreds. But who arc they? 
Men like yourself, and of that aggregate body 
your compeers, seven-tenths of them come 
short of your advantages, natural and acci
dental; while two of those that remain, either 
neglect their parts, as flowers blooming in a 
desert, or misspend their strength like a bull 
goring a bramble bush.

But to change the theme : I am still catering 
for Johnson’s publication ; and among others, 
I have brushed up the following old favourite 
song a little, with a view to your worship.1 
1 have only altered a word here and there; but 
if you like the humour of it, we shall think 
of a stanza or two to add to it.

R. B.

TO MR. M'MURDO.

Ellislami, 19th Jan. 1789.
Sir,

A poet and a beggar arc, in so many points 
of view, alike, that one might take them for 
the same individual character under different 
designations; were it not that though, with a 
trifling poetic license, most poets may be styled 
beggars, yet the converse of the proposition 
docs not hold, that ever)' beggar is a poet. In 
one juirticular, however, they remarkably agree : 
if you help cither the one or the other to a 
mug of ale, or the picking of a bone, they will 
very willingly repay you with a song. This 
occurs to me at present, as I have just des
patched a well-lined rib of J. Kilpatrick’s High
lander; 2 a bargain for which I am indebted to 
you, in the style of our ballad printers, “ Five 
excellent new songs. ” The inclosed is nearly 
my newest song, and one that has cost me 
some pains, though that is but an equivocal 
mark of its excellence. Two or three others,

1 This is the song, “ Robin shore in Hairst."
2 This has lieen explained to lie an allusion to a 

piece of Highland mutton which M* Murdo had 
bought from Kilpatrick, and presented to the poet.

1
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which I have by me, shall do themselves the 
honour to wait on your after leisure: petition
ers for admittance into favour, must not harass 
the condescension of their benefactor.

You see, Sir, what it is to patronise a poet. 
’Tis like being a magistrate in a petty borough; 
you do them the favour to preside in their 
council for one year, and your name bears the 
prefatory stigma of Bailie for life.

With, not the compliments, but the best 
wishes, the sincerest prayers of the season for 
you, that you may see many and happy years 
with Mrs. M'Murdo, and your family; two 
blessings, by the bye, to which your rank does 
not, by any means, entitle you; a loving wife 
and fine family being almost the only good 
things of this life to which the farm-house and 
cottage have an exclusive right, I have the 
honour to be, Sir, your much indebted, and 
very humble servant,

It B.

TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART.1

ELL1SLAN1), 20th Jan. 1789.
.SIR,

The inclosed sealed packet I sent to Edin
burgh, a few days after 1 had the happiness of 
meeting you in Ayrshire, but you were gone

1 The attention of Dugalil Stewart was drawn to 
Burns through the Kilmarnock edition of the poems 
(1786); and not long after their publication the poet 
was a visitor at C'atrine, the Ayrshire residence of 
tile celebrated philosopher, not many miles from 
Mossgiel. On his first visit Burns met the young 
Lord Daer, son of the Earl of Selkirk, and this, his 
first meeting face to face with a live lord, drew from 
him tile “ Lines on meeting Lord Daer." Tile pro
fessor's account of this meeting, Sml of*Burns then 
and afterwards, so far usjic came in persona] contact 
witli him, will he found » the Appendix to Lyckhart's 
Life, in volume I. >

Dughld Stewart was the son of Dr. Matthew Stewart, 
professor of mathematics in the University of Edin
burgh, and was liorn there In 1753. The father (who 
died in 1785) and the son are together referred to in 
tile “ Vision " as “ The learned sire and son^’ Tile 
son was appointed assistant and successor to his 
fattier, lint did not long hold the chair of matlumiatics, 
having exchanged it for that of moral philosophy. 
In 18116, living appointed gazette-writer hif Scotland 
witli a salary of £6tH), he retired from the active 
duties of his chair, and henceforth lived at Kinneil 
House on the Firth of Forth. He died in 1828. .Ills 
most important work is that on the Philosophy of the 
Unman Hind »

for the continent. 1 have now added a few 
more of my productions, those for which 1 am 
indebted to the Nithsdale Muses. The piece 
inscribed to It G. Esq. is a copy of verses 1 
sent Mr. Graham of Fintry, accompanying a 
request for his assistance in a matter to me of 
very great moment.3 To that gentleman 1 am 
already doubly indpbtcdf for deeds of kindness 
of serious import to my dearest interests, done 
in a manner grateful to the delicate feelings 
of sensibility. This poem is a species of com
position new to me, but I do not intend it 
shall be my last essay of the kind, as you will 
see by the “Poet’s Progress.” These frag
ments, if my design succeed, arc but a small 
part of the intended whole. 1 propose it shall 
be the work of my utmost exertions, ripened 
by years; of course I do not wish it much 
known. The fragment beginning “A little, 
upright, pert, tart,” &c. I have not shown to 
man living, till I now send it you.3 It forms 
the postulata, the axioms, the definition of a 
character, which, if it appear at all, shall be 
placed in a variety of lights. This particular 
part. I send you merely as a sample of my hand 
at portrait-sketching; but, lest idle conjecture 
should pretend to point out the original, please 
to let it be for your single, sole inspection.

Need 1 make any apology for this trouble, 
to a gentleman who has treated me with such 
marked benevolence and peculiar kindness; 
who has entered into my interests with so 
much zeal, and on/whose critical decisions 1 
can so fully depend/? A poet as 1 am by trade, 
these decisions arq to me of the last conse
quence. My late transient acquaintance among 
some of the mere rank anil tile of greatness, I 
resign with case; but to the distinguished 
champions of genius and learning, 1 shall be 
ever ambitious of being known. The native 
geniusand accurate discernment in Mr. Stewart’s 
critical strictures; the justness (iron justice, 
for he has no bowels of compassion for a poor 
poetic sinner) of Dr. Gregory’s remarks, and 
the delicacy of Professor Dalzell’e4 taste, I shall 
ever revere. *

v The poetical epistle to tirahum of Fintry begin- 
uiug

When Nature her great master-piece design’d.

? .See “ The Poet’s Ih-ogress ” and note, vol. iii. 15.
4 I *r of essor of Greek in Edinburgh University.
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1 «hall be in Edinburgh some time next 
month.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your highly 
obliged, and very humble servant,

R. 11.

[TO T11E HON. HENRY ERSKINE.?1]

ELL1SLAND, 22ml January, 1789.
SIR,

There arc two things which, 1 believe, the 
blow that terminates my existence alone can 
destroy—my attachment and propensity to 
poetry, and my sense of what I owe to your 
goodness. There is nothing in the different 
situations of a Great and a Little man that 
vexes me more than the ease with which the 
one practises some virtues that to the other 
arc so extremely difficult, or perhaps wholly 
impracticable. A man of consequence and 
fashion shall richly repay i deed of kindness 
with a nod and a smile, or a hearty shake of 
the hand ; while a poor fellow labours under 
a sense of gratitude, which, like copper coin, 
though it loads the bearer, is yet of small 
account in the currency and commerce of the 
world. As 1 have the honour, Sir, to stand 
in the poor fellow’s predicament with respect 
to you, will you accept of a device 1 have 
thought on to acknowledge these obligations 
1 can never cancel? Mankind in general 
agree in testifying their devotion, their grati
tude, their friendship, or their love, by pre
senting whatever they hold dearest. Everybody 
who is in the least acquainted with the char
acter of a Poet, knows that there is nothing 
in the world on which he sets so much [value 
as his verses. 1 have resolved, Sir, from 
time]2 to time, as she may bestow her favours, 
to present you with the productions of "my 
humble Muse. The enclosed arc the principal 
of her works on the banks of the Nith. The 
Poem inscribed to R. G. Esq. is some verses, 
accompanying a request, which I sent to Mr. 
Graham of Fintry—a gentleman who has given

1 Hie ill Hive letter, ilrst published by Cham liera in 
1852, bears no address, but that careful editor sub
sequently suggested the name of the addressee as we 
have given it. The date on tile original is 22nd 
January, 1788, which is obviously a blunder.

'•* The words between brackets have been supplied 
by Chambers on conjecture to make up a blank in 
the original.

double value to some important favours he has 
bestowed on me by his manner of doing them, 
and on whose future patronage likewise I 
must depend for matters to me of the last 
consequence.

1 have no great faith in the boasted preten
sions to intuitive propriety and unlaboured 
elegance. The rough material of Fine Writing 
is certainly the gift of Genius, but I as firmly 
believe that the workmanship is the united 
effort of Pains, Attention, and Repeated-trial. 
The piece addressed to Mr. Graham is my first 
essay in that didactic, epistolary way ; which 
circumstance I hope will bespeak your indul
gence. To your friend Captain Erskine's3 
strictures I lay claim as a relation ; not, in
deed, that I have the honour to be akin to the 
peerage, but because he is a son of Parnassus.

I intend being in Edinburgh in four or five 
weeks, when I shall certainly do myself the 
honour of waiting on you, to testify with what 
respect and gratitude, &c. R. 11.

TO ROBERT CLEGHORN, FARMER,
SAÜGHTON MILLS.

Ellisland, near Dumfries, 23rd Jan. 1789.

I must take shame and confusion of face to 
myself, my dear friend and brother farmer, 
that 1 have not written you much sooner. 
The truth is, I have been so tossed about 
between Ayrshire and Nithsdale, that, till 
now I have got my family here, 1 have had 
time to think of nothing except now and then 
a distich or stanza as I rode along. Were it 
not for our gracious - Monarch’s cursed tax of 
postage, I had sent you one or two pieces of 
some length that 1 have lately done. I have 
no idea of the Press. I am more able to sup
port myself and family, though in a humble, 
yet an independent way ; and I mean, just at 
my leisure, to pay my court to the tuneful 
Sisters, in hopes that they may one day enable 
me to carry on a Work of some importance. 
The following are a few verses 1 wrote in a 
neighbouring Gentleman’s Hermitaije, to which 
he is so good as to let me hayc a key.4

* The Hon. Andrew Erekine. Sev note to letter of 
20th Jan. 1793 in the Thomson Correspondence.

« Here follow the “Verses written in Friars' Carse 
Hermitage." Sec vol. iii. p. 13.



GENERAL OORRESPON DEN CE.si 124

I shall be in Edinburgh for a few days some 
time about latter end of February or beginning 
of March, when I will show you my other 
pieces. My farming scheme too—particularly 
the management of one, inclusive of Holming 
land—is to be decided by your superior judg
ment. I find, if my farm docs well with me, 
I shall certainly be an enthusiast in the busi
ness.

R B.

TO MR JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER
DELL'S WVNII, EDINBURGH.

Ellisland, 23rd January, 1789. 

CALEDONIA, A BALLAD.

There was once a day, but old Time then was young, 
Ac. —See vol. til. p. 22.

I shall be in Edinburgh, my dear Sir, in 
about a month, when we shall overhaul the 
whole collection and report progress.

The foregoing I hope will suit the excellent 
air it is designed for. Adieu till next week,

R B.

TO MR DAVID BLAIR, GUN-MAKER,
ST. PAUL’S SQUARE, BIRMINGHAM.

Ellisland, 23rd January, 1789.
MT DEAR SIR,

My honour has lien bleeding these two 
months almost, as ’tis near that time since I 
received your kind though short epistle of the 
29th October. The defensive tools1 do more 
than half mankind do, they do honour to their 
maker; but I trust that with me they shall 
have the fate of a miser’s gold—to lie often ad
mired, but never used.

Long before your letter came to hand, I sent 
you, by way of Mr. Nicol, a copy of the book, 
and a proof copy of the print, loose among the 
leaves of the book. These, I hope, are safe 
in your possession some time ago. If I

1 These “ defensive tools " were a pair of pistols 
presented to the poet by Blair, and by the poet 
shortly before Ills death to Dr. William Maxwell, his 
principal medical attendant. They came into the 
possession of Bishop Gillies of Edinburgh, by whom 
they were presented to the Society of Scottish Anti
quaries in January, 1869.

could think of any other channel of communi
cation with you than the villainous expensive 
one of the/Post, I could send you a parcel of 
my Rhymes; partly as a small return for your 
kind, handsome compliment, and much more 
as a mark of my sincere esteem and respect 
for Mr. Blair. A piece I did lately 1 shall try 
to cram into this letter, as 1 think the turn of 
thought may perhaps please you.2

1 remember with pleasure, my dear Sir, a 
visit you talked of paying to Dumfries, in 
Spring or Summer. 1 shall only say, 1 lui vie 
never parted with a man, after so little ac
quaintance, whom I more ardently wish to see 
again. At your first convenience a line to 
inform me of an allair in which) I am much 
interested—just an answer to the question, 
How you do? will highly oblige, my dear Sir, 
yours very sincerely,

R B.

TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ.,

WRITER, EDINBURGH.

's Ellisland, 24th January, 1789.
My dear Cunningham,

When I saw in my last newspaper that a 
Surgeon in Edinburgh was married to a certain 
amiable anfl accomplished young lady whose 
name begins with Ann;3 a lady with whom 1 
fancy I have the honour of being a little ac
quainted, 1 sincerely felt for a much esteemed 
friend of mine. As you arc the single only 
instance that ever came within the sphere of 
my observation of human nature, of a young 
fellow, dissipated but not debauched, a circum
stance that has ever given me the highest idea 
of the native qualités of your heart, I am cer
tain that a disappointment in the tender |ias- 
sion must, to you, be a very serious matter. 
To the hopeful youth, keen on the badger foot 
of Mammon, or listed under the gaudy banners 
of ambition, a love-disappointment, as such, 
is an easy business; nay, perhaps he hugs him-

I Here follow the “ Verses written 111 Friars’ Cane 
Hermitage."

3 Miss Anne Stewart was married to Mr. Forrest 
Ilewar, surgeon, on the 13th January, 1789. See note 
to Verses beginning

11 My ged-like friend—aay, do not stare."

—Vol. ii. p. 264.
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sqjf o# Ms escape; but to your scanty tribe of 
mankind^ whose souls bear, on the richest ma
terials, the most elegant impress of the Great 
Creator, Love enters deeply into their exis
tence, and is entwined with their very thread of 
life. I can myself affirm, both from bachelor» 
and wedlock experience, that Love is the 
Alpha aud Omega of human enjoyment. All 
the pleasures, all the happiness of my humble 
comiKJcrs flow immediately and directly from 
this delicious source. It is the spark of 
celestial fire which lights up the wintry hut 
of poverty, atyj makes the cheerful mansion 
warm, comfortable and gay. It is the emana
tion of divinity that preserves the sons and 
daughters of rustic labour from degenerating 
into the brutes with which they daily hold 
converse. Without it, life to the poor inmates 
of the cottage, would be a very damning gift 

1 intended to go on with some kind of con
solatory epistle, when, unawares, I flew off in 
this rhapsodical tangent Instead of attempt
ing to resume a subject for which 1 am so ill- 
qualified, 1 shall ask your opinion of some 
verses 1 have lately begun on a theme of which 
you are the hest judge I ever saw. Ijt is Isjvc 

too; though not just warranted by the law of 
nations. A married lady of my acquaintance, 
whose crim. con. amour with a certain Captain 
made some noise in the world, is supposed to 
write to him, now in the West Indies, as fol
lows :—

l!y all I lov'd, neglected and forgot, Ac.1

TO ROBERT RIDDELL, ESQ.,
or FKIAKS' CAUSE.

ELLISLAND, 1789.
SIR,

1 wish from my inmost soul it were in my 
power to give you a more substantial gratifica
tion and return for all your goodness to the poet, 
than transcribing a few of his idle rhymes. — 
However, “ an old song,” though, to a proverb, 
an instance of insignificance, is generally the 
only coin a poet has to pay with.

If my poems which I have transcribed, and
1 For the rest of this fragment and the story con- 

Reeled therewith, see vol. iii. p. 21. The second half
sheet of this letter has I teen torn off The portion 
here given was first published by Mr. Scott Douglas 
in Paterson's Edinburgh edition.

mean still to transcribe into your book, were 
equal to the grateful respect and high esteem 
I bear for the gentleman to whom 1 present 
them, they would be the finest poems in the 
language.—As they are, they will at least be 
a testimony with what sincerity I have the 
honour to be, Sir, yourdevoted humble servant,

R. B.

TO BISHOP GEDDES.2
ELLISLAND, 3d Feh. 1789.

VENERABLE FATHER,

As 1 am conscious that wherever I am, you 
do me the honour to interest yourself in my 
welfare, it gives me pleasure to inform you, 
that I am here at last, stationary in the serious 
business of life, and have now not only the 
retired leisure, but the hearty inclination, to 
attend to those great and important questions, 
—what I am? where I am? and for what I 
am destined ?

In that first concern, the conduct of the 
man, there was ever but one side on which I 
was habitually blameable, and there I have 
secured myself in the way pointed out by 
Nature and Nature’s God. I was sensible 
that, to so helpless a creature as a poor poet, 
a wife and family were incumbrances, which 
a species of prudence would bid him shun ; 
but when the alternative was, being at eternal 
warfare with myself, on account of habitual 
follies, to give them no worse name, which no 
general example, no licentious wit, no sophis
tical infidelity, would, to me, ever justify, I 
must have been a fool to have hesitated, and 
a madman to have made another choice. 
Besides, I had in “ my Jean ” a long and 
much-loved fellow-creature’s happiness or mis
ery among my hands, and who could trifle 
with such a deposit?

$ Dr. John Geddes, coadjutor bishop of the Roman 
Catholic church in Edinburgh, and bishop of Morocco 
m partibiw, to whom Burns had been introduced by 
Lord Monboddo. See letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 4th 
Nov. 1787. He is not to lie confounded jvHli his 
better-known relative Dr. Alexander Geddes, who 
acted as Roman Catholic priest for a number of years 
in Banffshire, and latterly made himself notorious 
for his rationalistic views, expressed in connection 
with his new translation of the Scriptures. Dr. John 
OeddâFdied in 1799, Dr. Alexander in 1802. Alex
ander was a bit of a poet and song-writer himself ; 
see the reference to him and one of his songs in the 
Rev. Mr. Skinner's letter to Burns on p. 77.
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In the affair of a livelihood, 1 think myself 
tolerably secure : I have good hopes of my 
farm, hut should they fail, I have an excise 
commission, which, on my simple petition, 
will, at any time, procure me bread. There 
is a certain stigma affixed to the character of 
an excise officer, but I do not pretend to 
borrow honour from my profession ; and though 
the salary be comparatively small, it is luxury 
to anything that the first twenty-five years of 
my life taught me to expect. . . .

Thus, with a rational aim and method in 
life, you may easily guess, my reverend and 
much honoured friend, that my characteristical 
trade is not forgotten. I am, if possible, more 
than ever an enthusiast to the Muses. I am 
determined to study man and nature, and in 
that view incessantly ; and to try if the ripen
ing and corrections of years can enable me to 
produce something worth preserving.

You will see in your book, which I beg 
your pardon for detaining so long, that I have 
been tuning my lyre on the banks of Nith.1 
Some large poetic plans that arc floating in my 
imagination, or partly put in execution, 1 
shall impart to you when I have the pleasure 
of meeting with you ; which, if you are then 
in Edinburgh, I shall have about the begin
ning of March.

That acquaintance, worthy Sir, with which 
you were pleased to honour me, you must still 
allow me to challenge ; for with whatever un
concern I give up my transient connexion with 
the mere Great (those self-important beings 
whose intrinsic worthlessness is often concealed 
under the accidental advantages of their birth), 
1 cannot lose the patronizing notice of the 
Learned and Good, without the bitterest regret.

R. 13.

ADDRESS OK THE SCOTCH DISTILLERS 
TO

THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM PITT.

[ELLISLANI), Feb. 1780.]
SIK,

While pursy burgesses crowd your gate, 
sweating under the weight of heavy addresses, 
permit us, the quondam distillers in that part

1 This was an interleaved copy of the Edinburgh 
edition of his poems, in which Burns had undertaken

of Great Britain called Scotland, to approach 
you, not with venal approbation, but with 
fraternal condolence ; not as what you are just 
now, or for some time have been ; but as what, 
in all probability, you will shortly be.—We 
shall have the merit of not,deserting our friends 
in the day of their calamity, and you will have 
the satisfaction of perusing at least one honest 
address. You are well acquainted with the 
dissection of human nature ; nor do you need 
the assistance of a fellow-creature’s bosom to 
inform you, tliat man is always a selfish, often 
a perfidious being. This assertion, however 
the hasty conclusions of superficial observation 
may doubt of it, or the raw inexperience of 
youth may deny it, those who make the fatal 
experiment we have done, will feel.—You are 
a statesman, and, consequently are ignorant of 
the traffic of these corporation compliments.— 
The little great man who drives the borough 
to market, and the very great man who buys 
the borough in .that market, they two do the 
whole business ; and you well know they, like
wise, have their price. With that sullen dis
dain which you can so well assume, rise, 
illustrious Sir, and spurn these hireling efforts 
of venal stupidity. At best they are the com
pliments of a man’s friends on the morning of 
his execution : they take a decent farewell; 
resign you to your fate ; and hurry away from 
your approaching hour.

If fame say true, and omens be not very 
much mistaken, you arc about to make your 
exit from that world where the sun of gladness 
gilds the paths of prosperous men : permit us, 
great Sir, with the sympathy of fellow-feeling, 
to hail your passage to the realms of ruin. 
Whether the sentiment proceed from the sel
fishness or cowardice of mankind is immaterial; 
but to point out to a child of misfortune those 
who are still more unhappy, is to give him 
some degree of positive enjoyment In this 
light, Sir, our downfall may be again useful 
to you :—Though not exactly in the same way, 
it is not perhaps the first time it has gratified 
your feelings. It is true, the triumph of your 
evil star is exceedingly despiteful. At an age 
when others are the votaries of pleasure, or 
underlings in business, you had attained the 
highest wish of a British statesman ; and with
to transcrite a series of notes ami a number of un
published pieces.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 127

the ordinary date of human life, what a proB- 
l«et was before you ! Deeply rooted in Royal 
favour, you overshadowed the land. The 
birds of passage, which follow ministerial sun
shine through every clime of political faith 
and manners, flocked to your branches; and 
the beasts of the field (the lordly possessors of 
hills and valleys,) crowded under your shade. 
“But behold a watcher, a holy one, came down 
from heaven, and cried aloud, and said thus : 
llew down the tree, and cut off his branches; 
shake off his leaves, and scatter his fruit; let 
the beasts get away from under it, and the 
fowls from his branches!" A blow from an 
unthought-of quarter, one of those terrible ac
cidents which peculiarly mark the hand of 
Omnipotence, overset your career, and laid all 
your fancied honours in the dust. But turn 
your eyes, Sir, to the tragic scenes of our fate. 
—An ancient nation, that for many ages had 
gallantly maintained the unequal struggle for 
independence with her much more powerful 
ncighlsnir, at last agrees to a union which 
should ever after make them one people. In 
consideration of certain circumstances, it was 
covenanted that the former should enjoy a 
stipulated alleviation in her share of the public 
burdens, particularly in that branch of the 
revenue called the Excise. This just privilege 
has of late given great umbrage to some inter- 

jptfested, powerful individuals of the more potent 
*.jiart of the empire, and they have spared no 

sicked pains, under insidious pretexts, to 
subvert what they dared not openly to attack, 
from the dread which they yet entertained of 
the spirit of their ancient enemies.

In this conspiracy we fell ; nor did we alone 
sufler—our country was deeply wounded. A 
number of (we will say) respectable individuals, 
largely engaged in trade, where we were not 
only useful but absolutely necessary to our 
country in her dearest interests : we, with all 
that was near and dear to us, were sacrificed 
without remorse, to the infernal deity of polit
ical Expediency, not that sound policy the 
good of the whole. We fell to gratify the 
wishes of dark Envy, and the views of un
principled Ambition! Your foes, Sir, were 
avowed ; were too brave to take an ungenerous 
ail vantage; you fell in the face of day.—On 
the contrary, our enemies, to complete our 
overthrow, contrived to make their guilt ap

pear the villany of a nation.—Your down
fall only drags with you your private friends 
and partisans : in our misery are more or less 
involved the most numerous and most valu
able part of the community—all those who 
immediately depend on the cultivation of the 
soil, from the landlord of a province down to 
his lowest hind.

Allow us, Sir, yet farther, just to hint at 
(another rich vein of comfort in the dreary 
'regions of adversity ;—the gratulations of an 
approving conscience. In a certain great as
sembly, of which yon are a distinguished 
member, panegyrics on your private virtues 
have so often wounded your delicacy, that we 
shall not distress you with any thing on the 
subject There Is, however, one part of your 
public conduct which our feelings will not 
permit us to pass in silence; our gratitude 
must trespass on your modesty; we mean, 
worthy Sir, your whole behaviour to the Scots 
Distillers.—In evil hours, when obtrusive re
collection presses bitterly on the sense, let 
that, Sir, come like a healing angel, and 
speak the peace to your soul which the world 
can neither give nor take away.

We have the honour to be, Sir, your sym
pathizing fellow sufferers, and grateful humble 
servants,

John Barleycorn—Brasses.

TO MR. JAMES DURNESS.

Ellisland, 9th Feb. 1789.
My hear Sir,

Why 1 did not write to you long ago is what, 
even on the rack, I could not answer. If you 
can in your mind form an idea of indolence,

i This sarcastic address in the style ot Junius was 
transcribed by its author into the tilenriddell volume 
of letters, where it is headed as follows :—

“At the juncture of the king's illness while the 
Regency Bill was pending, and when everybody ex
pected the Premier's downfall, addresses crowded 
in to him from all quarters, and among the rest the 
following appeared in a newspaper. The addressers, 
the late Distillers of Scotland, had just been ruined 
by a positive breach of the public faith in a most 
partial tax laid on by the House of Commons to 
favour a few opulent English distillers who, It seems, 
were of vast electioneering consequence.'* The 
Regency Bill passed the House of Commons in Feby. 
1789, but was dropped as the king (George III.) soon 
afterwards recovered ftorn his mental disorder.

V
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disaipation, hurry, cares, change of country, 
entering on untried scenes of life, all combined, 
you will save me the trouble of a blushing 
apology. It could not be want of regard for 
a man for whom 1 had a high esteem before l 
knew him,—an esteem which lias much in
creased since 1 did know him; and this caveat 
entered, 1 shall plead guilty to any other indict
ment with which you shall please to charge me.

After 1 parted from you, for many months 
my life was one continued scene of dissipation. 
Here at last 1 am become stationary, and have 
taken a farm and—a wife. The farm is beauti
fully situated on the Nith, a large river that 
runs by Dumfries, and falls into the Solway 
frith. I have got a lease of my farm as long 
as 1 pleased; but how it may turn out is just 
a guess, and it is yet to improve and inclose, 
&c. ; however, 1 have good hopes of my bargain 
on the whole.

My wife is my Jean, with whose story you 
are partly acquainted. 1 found I had a much
loved fellow-creature’s happiness or misery 
among my hands, and 1 durst not trifle with 
so sacred a deposit. Indeed I have not any 
reason to repent the step I have taken, as I 
have attached myself to a very good wife, and 
have shaken myself loose of a very laid failing.

I have found my book a very profitable 
business, anil with the profits of U I have 
begun life pretty decently. Should fortune 
not favour me in fanning, as I have no great 
faith in her fickle ladyship, 1 have provided 
myself in another resource, which, however 
some folks may affect to despise it, is still a 
comfortable shift in the day of misfortune. 
In the hey-day of my fame, a gentleman, whose 
name at least I daresay you know, as his estate 
lies somewhere near Dundee, Mr. tirahnm of 
Fintry, one of the Commissioners of Excise, 
ottered me the commission of an cxcisc-ofliccr. 
1 thought it prudent to accept the otter ; anil 
accordingly I took my instructions, and have 
my commission by me. Whether I may ever 
do duty, or lie a penny the hotter for it, is 
what I do not know; but I have the comfort
able assurance, that, come whatever ill fate 
will, I can, on my simple jietition to the excise- 
board, get into employ.

We have lost poor uncle Robert' this winter.
' Brother of the poet's father. He lived at Stcwar- 

ton In Ayrshire.

He has long been very weak, and, with very 
little alteration on him, he expired 3d January. 
His son William has been with me this winter, 
and goes in May to bind himself to be a mason 
with my father-in-law, who is a yetty consid
erable architect in Ayrshire. His other son, 
the eldest, John, comes to me I expect in 
summer. They arc both remarkably stout 
young fellows, and promise to do well. His 
only daughter, Fanny, has been with me ever 
since her father’s death, and I purpose keeping 
her in my family till she be quite woman 
grown, and fit for better service. She is one 
of the cleverest girls, and has one of the most 
amiable dispositions I have ever seen.1

All friends in this country and Ayrshire arc 
well. Remcmlicr me to all friends in the 
north. My wife joins me in compliments to 
your bedfellow and family. I would write 
your brother-in-law, but have lost his address. 
For goodness' sake, don’t take example by me, 
but write me soon.

1 am ever, my dear cousin, yours, sincerely,
R 11.

Tt) MR. WILLIAM BURNS» LONOTOWÇ.*^

1slk,< 2nd March, 17SI.
MV PEAK WILLIAM,

I arrived from Edinburgh only the night 
before last, so I could not answer your epistle 
sooner.6 1 congratulate you on the prospect

* “ Fanny Hums, the poet's relation, merited all the 
commendations he has here liestoweil. I rememlwr 
her while she lived at Elllsland, ami lietter still as a 
the wife of Adam Armour, the brother of lainnle 
Jean; she went with her husband to .Mauchline, and 
lived long ami respectably. Her sou Is now with Ids 
paternal unde, pursuing successfully the honourable 
calling of a London merchant."’—CUMNIWOHAM.

* The pisd's youngest surviving brother, who was 
brought up as a saddler at Mauchline. He had paid 
a visit of several weeks' duration to Ids brother about 
a month previously, and hail crossed the lainler I» 
search of employment. Longtown 1s In Cumberland, 
not far from Uie Scottish lainler.

* An old tower with some modern farm-buildings 
attached alaiut a mile from Elllsland, where the poet 
found a temporary residence while Ids house was 
building.

* This alludes to a short visit paid to Edinburgh In 
the end of February for the purpose of arriving at a 
Huai settlement with Creech In connection with the 
profits of his second edition, and In this respect the 
visit was successful.
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of employ ; and I am indebted to you for one 
of the bent letters that lias been written by any 
mechanic-lad in Nithsdalc, or Annandalc, or 
any dale on either side of the border, this 
twelvemonth.1 Not that 1 would have'ÿou

i Tlie epistle thus flatteringly noticed may he of 
interest to our readers; we, therefore, give It in full.

Lokotowh, Fvh. 16th, 17H9.
Dear Sir,

As I am now In a manner only entering into the 
world, I lregin this our correspondence, witli a view 
of Ireing a gainer hy your advice, more than ever you 
can Ire hy anything I can write you of what I see or 
what I hear in the course of my wanderings. I know 
not how it happened, hut you were more shy of your 
counsel than 1 could have wished the time I staid 
with you; whether it was Irecausc you thought it 
would disgust me to have my faults freely told me 
while 1 was dependent on you; or whether it was 
lrevause you saw that hy my indolent disposition, your 
instructions could have no effect, I cannot determine ; 
hut if It proceeded from any of the above causes, the 
reason of withholding your admonition Is now done 
away with, for 1 now stand on my own Irettom, and 
that indolence which 1 am very conscious of, is some
thing ruldwd off hy Ireing called to act in life whether 
1 will or not ; and my inexperience, which 1 daily 
feel, makes me wish for that advice which you are so 
aide to give, and which I can only expect from you 
or Olllwrt, since the loss of the kindest and ablest of 
fathers.

The morning after I went from the Isle, I left 
Ihmifries altout five o'clock and came to Annan to 
breakfast, and staid alnntt an hour; and I reached 
this plaire nlmut two o'clock. I have got work here, 
and I Intend to stay a month or six weeks and then 
go forward, as I wish to Ire at York almut the latter 
end of summer, where I propose to spend next winter, 
and go on for London in the spring.

I have the promise of seven shillings a week from 
Mr. Proctor while I stay here, and sixpence more If 
he succeeds himself, for he has only newly begun 
trade here. 1 am to pay four shillings a week of 
ltoard wages, so that my neat income here will Ire 
much the same as in Dumfries.

The inclosed you will send to Gilbert with the first 
opiNirtunity. Please send me the first Wednesday 
after you receive this, by the Carlisle waggon, two of 
my coarse shirts, one of my I rest linen ones, my 
velveteen vest, and a neckcloth ; write to me along 
with them, and direct to me, Saddler In Longtown, 
*n«l they will not miscarry, for 1 am ltoanled in the 
waggoner's house. You may either let them Ire given 
In to the waggon, or send them to Coulth&rd and 
Oellelmum’s shop, and they will forward them. Pray 
write me often while I stay here.— I w ish you would 
send me a letter, though never so small, every week, 
for they will Ire no expense to me and but little 
trouble to you. Please to give my I rest wishes to my 
sister iu-law, and believe me to Ire your affectionate 
and obliged brother,

William IIukns.
P.S. The great-mat you gave me at parting did me
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always affect the stately stilt* of studied com
position, but surely writing a handsome letter 
is an accomplishment worth courting ; and, 
with attention and practice, I can promise you 
that it will be an accomplishment of yours. 
If my advice can serve you—that is to say, if 
you can resolve to accustom yourself not only 
in reviewing your own deportment, manners, 
&e., but also in carrying your consequent 
resolutions of amending the faulty parts into 
practice—my small knowledge and experience 
of the world is heartily at your service. * I in
tended to have given you a shectful of counsels, 
but some business has prevented me. In a 
word, learn taciturnity; let that be your motto. 
Though you had the wisdom of Newton, or 
the wit of Swift, garni 1 ousncss would lower 
you in the eyes of your fcllow-creatures. I'll 
probably write you next week.—I am, your 
brother,

Il II.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellislanp, 4th March, 178$).

Here am I, my honoured friend, returned 
safe from the capital. To a man who has a 
home, however humble or remote—if that 
home is like mine, the scene of domestic com
fort—the bustle of Edinburgh will soon lie a 
business of sickening disgust.

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate yon!

When 1 must sk8^ into a comer, lest the 
rattling equipage of some gaping blockhead 
should mangle me in the mire, I am tempted 
to exclaim—“ What merits has he had,' or 
what demerits have I had, in some state of 
pre-existence, that lie is ushered into this state 
of Ireing with the sceptre of mlc, ami the key 
of riches in his puny fist, and I am kicked into 
the world, the sport of folly or the victim of 
pride!”

I have read somewhere of a monarch, (in 
Spain I think it was,) who was so out of 
humour with the Ptolcmean system of astro-

Rlngitlar service the day I came here, and merits my 
hearty thanks. From what has I wen said, the con
clusion is this that my hearty thanks and my I rest 
wishes are all that you and my sister must expect from

W. 11.
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nomy, that he said, had he been of the Creator's 
council, he could have saved him a great deal 
of lalmur and alisnrdity. I will not defend 
this blasphemous speech; but often, as I have 
glided with humble stealth through the pomp 
of Princes Street, it has suggested itself to me, 
as an improvement on the present httman 
figure, that a man, in proportion to his own 
conceit of his consequence in the world, could 
have pushed out the longitude of his common 
sire, as a snail pushes out his horns, or as we 
ilrawouta perspective. This triflingalteration, 
not to mention the prodigious saving it would 
be in the tear and wear of the neck and limb 
sinews of many of his majesty's liege subjects, 
in of tossing the head anil tiptoe
struttmgj, would evidently turn out a vast 
advantage, in enabling us at once to adjust 
the ceremonials in making a how, or making 
way to a great man, and that too within a 
second of the precise spherical angle of rever
ence, or an inch of the particular point of 
respectful distance, which the important crea
ture itself requires; as a measuring glance at 
its lowering altitude would determine the affair 
like instinct.

You are right, Madam, in your idea of poor 
Mylnc’s poem,1 which he has addressed to me. 
The piece has a good deal of merit, but it lets 
one great fault—it is by far too long, Resides, 
my success has encouraged such a shoal of ill- 
spawned monsters to crawl into public notice, 
under the title of Scottish Poets, that the very 
term Scottish Poetry border*on the burlesque. 
When I write to Mr. Carfrac, I shall advise 
him rather to try one of his deceased friend's 
English pieces. I am prodigiously hurried 
with my own matters, else I would have re
quested a perusal of all Mylnc’s poetic per
formances, ami would have offered his friends 
my assistance in cither selecting or correcting 
what would lie proper for the press. What it 
is that occupies me so much, and perhaps a 
little oppresses my present spirits, shall fill up 
a paragraph in some future letter. In the 
meantime, allow me to close this epistle with 
a few lines done by a friend of mine. . . .
I give you them, that, as yon have seen the 
original, you may guess whether one or two 
alterations I have ventured to make in them, 
lie any real improvement,

1 Sec the «lien si line letter to the Rev. P Carfrac.

Like the fair plant that from our touch withdraws, 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause, 
lie all a mother's fondest hope can dreiyo,
And all you are, my charming . . . , seem. 
Straight as the fox-glove, ere lier hells disclose, 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn Mows,
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind,
Your form shall Is- the image of your mind ;
Your manners shall so true your soul express,
That all shall long to know the worth they guess , 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love, 
And even siek'nlng envy must approve.1

11. II.

TO THE REV. P. CARPRAE.5

I March,! 17Kfl.
Rkv. Sin,-

I do not recollect to have ever felt a aeverer 
pang of shame, than on looking at the dale of 
your obliging letter which accompanied Mr. 
Mylne's poem.

I am much to blame; the honour Mr. Mylnc 
has done me, greatly enhanced in its value by 
the endearing, though melancholy circum
stances, of its licing the last production of his 
muse, deserved a I letter return.

I havp, as you hint, thought of sending a 
copy of the poem to some periodical publication; 
hut, on second thoughts, I am afraid that, in 
the present case, it would lie an improper step. 
My success, perhaps as much accidental as 
merited, has brought an inundation of non
sense under I he name of Scott ish |ioe! ry. Suh- 
scription-liills for Scottish |mcms, have so 
dunned and daily do dun the public, that the 
very name is in danger of contempt. For these 
rcasogs, if publishing any of Mr. Mylnc’s poems 
in a magazine, Ac., be at all prudent, in mv

• "These Is-Kiitifnl lines, we have reason to believe, 
are the pnsluction of the lady to whom tills letter Is 
addressed.'’—(TuilRIK. They form part of a isn-iii 
which Mrs. Tlunlop had addressed to her daughter 
Rachel, on her birthday. Hlie lutd sent them to lier 
famous correspondent for his Inspection, and he here 
copies them with a few suggested emendations.

•The almve clergyman, a friend of Mrs. llunlop, 
had written to Bums on the 2nd January, I7MI, In
closing a poem hy a young Lothian fanner railed 
Myj*e(thrirrerentlyrutolThyan Inflammatory fever), 
in ttyr form of an address pi Burns in the Scots dialect, 
on trike publication of his poems. Mr. I 'arfrae * tailed 
Hunisa opinion as to the propriety of publishing this 
address, together wdtli some others of Ids pieces, for 
the advantage of his family. Tlir almve Is the reply 
to that letter
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opinion it certainly should not be a Scottish 
poem. The profits of the labours of a man of 
genius, are, I hope, as honourable as any pro
fit* whatever; and Mr. Mylne’s relations are 
most justly entitled to that honest harvest 
which fate has denied himsclMo reap. But 
let the friends of Mr. Mylne’s fame (among 
whom I crave the honour of ranking myself,) 
always keep in eye his respectability as a man 
anil as a poet, and take no measure, that, 
l*>fore the world knows any thing about him, 
woidd risk his name and character being classed 
with the fools of the times.

I have, Sir, some experience of publishing; 
and the way in which I would proceed with 
Mr. Mylne’s jiocms is this:—I would publish 
in two or three English and Scottish public 
papers, any one of his English poems which 
should, by private judges, lie thought the moat 
excellent, and mention it, at the same time, ns 
one of the productions of a Lothian farmer, of 
res|*M-tablc character, lately deceased, whose 
poems his friends hail it in idea to publish soon 
by subscription, for the sake of his numerous 
family; not in pity to that family, but injustice 
to what his friends think the poetic merits of 
the deceased ; and to secure, in the most effec
tual manner, to those lender connexions, 
whose right it is, the pecuniary reward of those 
merits.1

II. It.

TO Mil. WILLIAM BIT HNS,
LOHOTOWIt.

1st.*, Tuesday even, floth Mnreh, 17so.| 
iikar William,

In my last, I recommended that invaluable 
apophthegm—learn taciturnity.

It is absolutely certain that nobody can 
know our thoughts; and yet, from a slight 
observation of mankind, one would not think 
so. What mischiefs daily arise from silly 
garrulity, or foolish confidence! There is an 
excellent Scots saying) that “A man's mind is 
his kingdom." It is certainly so; but how 
few can govern that kingdom with propriety?

The serious mischiefs in business which this

1 An 8vo volume of these poems, including two 
tragedies, was published by William Creech, Edin
burgh. In 17!Si.

flux of language occasions, do not come imme
diately to your situation; but in another point 
of view, the dignity of the man, now is the 
time that will cither make or mar you. Yours 
is the time of life for laying in habits; you 
cannot avoid it, though you should choose; and 
these habits will stick to your last sand. At 
after periods, even at so little advnncc as my 
years, ’tis tme, one may still be very sharp- 
sighted to one’s habitual failings and weak
nesses; but to eradicate or even amend them, 
is quite a different matter. Acquired at first 
by accident, they by and bye begin to lie as it 
were convenient, and in time arc in a manner 
a neceemry part of our existence. I have not 
time for more. Whatever you read, whatever 
you hear, concerning the ways and works of 
that strange creature, Man, look into the 
living world aliout you—look into yourself for 
the evidence of the fact, or the application of 
the doctrine. 1 am, ever yours,

R. B.

TO DR. MOORE. v

Ellislanp, 23d March, 1789.
SIR,

The gentleman who will délirer you this is 
a Mr. Nielson,8 a worthy clergyman in my 
neighbourhood, and a very particular acquain
tance of mine. As I have troubled him with 
this packet, I must turn him over to ynm> 
goodness, to recompense him for it in a way 
in which he much needs your nssisbuiec, and 
where you can effectually serve him. Mr. 
Nielson is on his way for France, to wait on 
his Grace of Quccnslicrry, on some little busi
ness of a good deal of importance to him, and 
he wishes for your instruction* respecting the 
most eligible mode of travelling, Ac. for him, 
when he has crossed the channel. 1 should 
not have dared to take this lilierty with you, 
but that 1 am told, by those who have the 
honour of your personal acquaintance, that to 
lie a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of re
commendation to you, and that to have it in 
your power to serve such a character, gives you 
much pleasure.

i Tin- Rev. Edward Nielson, minister of Kirkbenn, 
In Klrkciidbrlghlahlrc according to Allan I ’mining 
/tarn a Jovial, as well as eliajnent and learned, clergy- 

I wen. v
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The inclosed ode is n compliment to the 
memory of the late Mrs. Oswald of Auchin- 
cruivc.1 You, probably, knew her personally, 
an honour of which I cannot boast ; but I spent 
my early years in her neighbourhood, and 
among her servants and tenants I know that 
she was detested with the most heartfelt cor
diality. However, in the particular part of 
her conduct which roused my poetic wrath, 
she was much less blamcable. In January 
last, on my road to Ayrshire, I had put up 
at Bailie Whigham’s in Sknquhar, the only 
tolerable inn in the place, j The frost was keen, 
and the grim evening and howling wind were 
ushering in a night of snow and drift My 
horse and I were both much fatigued with the 
laliours of the-day; and just as my friend the 
Hailic and I were bidding defiance to the 
storm, over a smoking l>owl, in wheels the 
funeral pageantry of the late great Mrs. Oswald, 
and poor 1 am forced to brave all the horrors 
of the tempestuous night, and jade my horse, 
my young favourite horse, whom I had just 
christened Pegasus, twelve miles farther on, 
through the wildest moors and hills of Ayr
shire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. The 
powers of poesy and prose sink under me, 
when I would deseribc what I felt. Suffice it 
to say, that when a good fire at New Cumnock 
had so far recovered my frozen sinews, 1 sat 
down and wrote the inclosed ode.

1 was at Edinburgh lately, and settled 
finally with Mr. Creech; ami I must own, 

^ that, at last, ho has been amicable and fair 
with me.1

II. H.

1 See page 1!), vol. III.
» I)r. Moore’s answer to the almvo letter was as 

follows :
“Curro*i>-8TH*rr, 10th June, 17W.

** I>r*e Rib,
“ I thunk you for the different communications you 

have made me of your occasional productions in 
manuscript, all of which have merit, and somé of 
them merit of a different kind from what apjiearsln 
the poems you have published. You ought carefully 
to preserve all your occasional productions, to, cor
rect ami improve them at your leisure^ and when 
you can select as many of these as will Intake a vol- 
ume, publish it cither at Edinburgh or London by 
subscription : on such an occasion it may l»e in my 
power, as it is very much In my inclination, to lie of 
service to you.

“ If I were to offer an opinion, it would be, that, 
in your future productions, you should abandon the

TO MR WILLIAM BURNS.

Isle, March 25th, 1781).
1 have stolen from my corn-sowing this 

minute to write a line to accompany your 
shirt and hat, for 1 can no more. Your sister 
Nannie arrived yesternight, and begs to lie 
rcmemlicrcd to you. Write me every opportu
nity—never mind postage. My head, too, in 
as addle as an egg this morning, with dining 
abroad yesterday. I received yours by the 
mason. Forgive me this foolish-looking scrawl 
of an epistle.

1 am ever, my dear William, yours,
R. B.

Scottish stanza anil dialect, and adopt the measure 
and language of modern English poetry.

“ The stanza which you use in imitation of ‘('hrist's 
Kirk on the tireen,' with the tiresome repetition of 
* that day,’ is fatiguing to English ears, and I should 
think not very agreeable to Scottish.

“All the fine satire and humour of your ‘Holy 
Fair' is lost on the English; yet, without more 
trouble to yourself, you could have conveyed the 
whole to them. The same is true of some of your
other poems. In your 4 Epistle to J. 8—-------- ,' the
stanzas from that lieginning with this line, ‘This life, 
so far’s I understand,’ to that which ends with, ‘Short 
while it grieves,’ are easy, flowing, gaily philosophi- 
cal, and of lloratian elegance,- the language is 
English, with a few .Scottish wonls, and some of those 
so harmonious as to add to the tieauty; for what 
poet would not prefer gloaming to twilight.

“I imagine, that, by carefully keeping, and occa
sionally jmHshing and correcting those verses which 
the muse dictates, you will, within a year or two, 
have another volume, as large as the first, ready for 
the press ; and this, without diverting you from every 
proper attention to the study ami practice of hus
bandry, In which I understand you are very learned, 
and which I fancy you will choose to adhere to as a 
wife, While poetry amuses you from time to time as 
a mistress. The former, like a prudent wife, must 
not show ill-humour, although you retain a sneaking 
kindness to this agreeable gypsy, and pay her occa
sional visits, which In no manner alienates your heart 
from your lawful spouse, but tends, on the contrary, 
to promote her Interest.

“I desired Mr. Taddel to write to Mr. Creech to 
send you a copy of Zrluco. This performance has 
hail great success here ; but I shall lie glad to have 
your opinion of It, because I value your opinion, ami 
liecause I know you are above saying what you do 
not think.

“I lieg yoil will offer my liest wishes to my very 
good friend, Mrs. Hamilton, who, I understand, Is 
your neighbour. If she Is as happy as I wish her, 
she Is happy enough. Make my compliments also 
to Mrs. Hums; ami believe me to lie, with sincere 
esteem,

“ J)ear Sir, yours, Ac.”
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p.S.—If you arc not then gone from Long- 
town, I’ll write you a long letter by this day 
se'nnight. If you should not succeed in your 
tramps, don’t he dejected, nor take any rash 
step—return to us in that case, and we will 
court Fortune’s I letter humour, liemembcr 
this, I charge you.

li. It.

Til MIL PETER HILL

Kl.USI.ANI>, 2d April, 1789.

1 will make no excuse, my dear llildiopolus, 
(tiisl forgive me for murdering language !) that 
1 have sat down to write you on this vile paper 
stained with the sanguinary scores of “Iliac 
cursed horse-leeches o’ the Excise.” It is 
economy, Sir; it is that cardinal virtue, pru
dence ; so I beg you will sit down, and either 
compose or borrow a panegyric : (if yon are 
going to borrow, apply to our friend Ramsay1 
for the assistance of the author of those pretty 
little buttering paragraphs of culogiums on 
your thrice-honoured, and nfcver-cnough-to-lic- 
praised Magistracy — how they hunt down a 
housebreaker with the sanguinary perseverance 
of a bloodhound—how they outdo a terrier in 
a badger-hole in unearthing a reseller of stolen 
guilds—how they steal on a thoughtless troop 
of night-nymphs as a spaniel winds the unsus
pecting covey—or how I hey riot over a ravaged 
bawdy-house as a cat does o’er a plundered 
mouse-nest how they new-vamp old churches, 
aiming at appearances of piety; plan squares 
and colleges to |iass for men of taste and learn
ing, Ac., Ac., Ac., while old Edinburgh like 
the limiting mother of a |uirccl of rakc-helly 
prodigals, may sing “ llooly and Fairly," or 
“ M ac’s me that ever I saw ye !" but still must 
put her hand in her pocket and pay whatever 
scores the young dogs think proper to contract).
I was going to say—but thiad—n’d parenthesis 
has put me out of breath—that you should get 
that manufacturer of the tinselled crockery of 
magisterial reputations who makes so distin
guished a figure in the Bnj. f’oMmnt, to com
pose, or rather to compound, something very 
clever on my remarkable frugality ; that I 
write to one of my most esteemed friends on

1 I’sviil Itamiiny, editor of the Kilinburyh Kvenittij 
Couratif

VOL. IV.

this wretched paper, which was originally in
tended for the venal fist of some drunken ex
ciseman, to take dirty notes in a miserable 
vault of an ale-cellar.

< I Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand 
blessings,—thou cook of fat liccf and dainty 
greens !—thou manufacturer of warm Shetland 
hose, and comfortable surtouts ! — thou old 
housewife, darning thy decayed stockings with 
thy ancient spectacles on thy aged nose !—lead 
me, hand me in thV clutching jialsicd fist, up 
those heights, ang through those thickets, 
hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my 
anxious, weary feet:—not those d—n’d Par
nassian crags, bleak and liarrcn, where the 
hungry worshippers of fame arc, breathless, 
clambering, hanging between heaven and hell; 
but those glittering clifls of l’otosi, where the 
all-sufficient, all-powerful deity, Wealth, holds 
his immediate court of joys and pleasures ; 
where the sunny exposure of Plenty, and the 
hot walls oP Profusion, produce those blissful 
fruits of Luxury, exotics in this world, and 
natives of Paradise!—Thou withered sibyl, 
my sage conductress, usher me into the reful
gent, adored Presence !—The Power, splendid 
and potent as lie now is, was once the puling 
nursling of thy faithful care and tender arms ! 
Call me thy son, thy cousin, thy kinsman, or 
favourite, and adjure the Oral by the scenes of 
his infant years, no longer to repulse me as a 
stranger, or an alien, but to favour me with 
his (icciiliar countenance and protection ! lie 
daily liestows his greatest kindness on the un
deserving and the worthless,—assure him that 
I bring ample documents of mcriUttLous de
merits ! Pledge yourself for me, thaw, for I In
glorious cause of lucre, I will do any thing, 
lie any thing—but the horse-leech of private 
oppression, or the vulture of public robbery ! ! ! !

Hut to descend from heroics. What in the 
name of all the devils at once have you done 
with my trunk? Please let me have it by the 
first carrier, except his name lie Niven; he is 
a rascal who imposed, or would have imposed 
on me the other day most infamously.

I want a Shakajicarc : let me know what 
plays your used copy of Hell’s Shakspeare 
wants. I want likewise an English dictionary, 
—Johnson’s, 1 suppose, is liest. In these and 
all my prose commissions, the cheapest is 
always the liest for me. There is a small debt

0%x
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of honour that I owe Mr. Robert Cleghom, in 
Saughton Mills, my worthy friend, and your 
well-wisher, l'leasc give him, and urge him 
to lake it, the first time you see him, ten shil
lings worth of any thing you have to sell, and 
plaee it to my account.

The library scheme that I mentioned to you 
is already liegun under the direction of Cap
tain Riddell ami Me! There is another in emu
lation of it, going on at Closclmrn, under the 
ausph-cs of Mr. Monteith of G'loeebum, which 
will be on a greater wale than ours. Captain 
Riddell gave his infant society a great many 
of his old books, else 1 had written you on 
that subject; but, one of these days, 1 shall 
trouble you with a commission for “The 
Monkland Friendly Society,’’—a copy of The 
S/iectator, Mirror, ami Loumjer, Mon of Fed- 
iiiij, Mou of the World, (inlin e * (Jeoyra/thkal 
(Jrinumar, with some religious pieces, will 
likely be our first order.

Write me first post ami send me the address 
of Stuart, publisher of the Slur ncws|ia|ier; 
this I beg particularly, but do not speak of it1 
I’ll expect along with the trunk, my Ainalies 
map of Scotland ; and if you could send your 
Isiy to Mr. llcugo, Engraver, lie has a picture 
of mine a-framing, which will lie ready by this j 
time. You sec the freedom 1 lake with you. | 
Please direct any parcels to me to the care of | 
Walter Auld, Saddler, Dumfries. When I 
grow richer, 1 will write to you on gilt-post, | 
to make amends for tills sheet. At present 
every guinea lias a five guinea errand with, 
my dear Sir, your faithful, pi sir, but honest 
friend,

II. II.
(By Stuart, I mean the famous Stuart, who 

diflered with the rest of the proprietors ami 
set up by himself. )

,= '|
TO MR. WILLIAM BVRNS,1 SADDLER,

CARR OF MR. WRIOIIT, CARRIF.lt, LOHOTOWN.

\ ISLR, 16th April, I7R9.
\ Mt pf.ar william,
\ I am extremely sorry at the misfortune of 
your legs; I lieg you w ill never let any worldly

I Why the poet wished this address, and why lie 
cailliuiicd secrecy will Is- seen in his next letter to 
Mr*. Ilunlop

concern interfere with the more serious matter, 
the safety of your life and limbs. I have not 
time in hurried days to write you anything 
than a mere how d’ye loiter. I will only 
repeat my favourite quotation:—

What proves the hero truly great,
Is never, never to despair.

My house shall be your welcome; and as I 
know your prudence (would to liod you hail 
ci mhtfion equal to your prmlrnrr!) if, anywhere 
at a distance from friends, you should need 
money, you know my direction by post,

The enclosed is from Gilbert, brought by 
your sister Nanny. It was unluckily forgot. 
Yours to Gillicrt goes by post. I have heard 
from them yesterday. They arc all well. 
Adieu !

R. 1$.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON,
HELL'S WVNP, KPINIIIRUlt.

EU.tst.ANP, 24th April, 178!).
Iikar sir.

My trunk was unaccountably delayed in 
Edinburgh, ami did not reach me till about 
ten days ago; so I had not much time of your 
music. 1 have sent you a list that I approve 
of, but I beg ami insist that you will never 
allow my opinion to overrule vonrs. I will 
write you more at large next post, as I, at 
present, have scarce time to subscrilic myself, 
dear Kir, yours sincerely,

R. II.

TO MRS. M'MHRDO, Dill' M LAN RIG.

Ku.islanp, 2d May, 178».
Madam,

1 have finished the piece which had the 
happy fortune to be honoured with your ap
probation;'- ami never did little Miss with 
more *i>arkling pleasure show her ' "ed 
sampler to partial Mamma, than I now send 
my poem to you ami Mr. M’Murdo, if lie is 
relumed to Drumlanrig. You cannot easily 
imagine what thin-skinned animals—what 
sensitive plants poor poets are. How do we 
shrink into the. imhittered corner of self-ahasc- 

The name of this fsieiii Is uncertain.

V
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ment, when neglected or condemned by those 
to whom we look up ! and how do we, in erect 
im|>ortaiicc, add another cubit to our stature 
on I icing noticed and applauded by those whom 
we honour and respect! My late visit to 
Drumlanrig has, I can tell you, Madam, given 
me a balloon waft up Parnassus, where on my 
fancied elevation 1 regard mv poetic self with 
no small degree of complacency. Surely with 
all their sins, the rhyming tribe arc not un
grateful creatures.—I recollect your goodness 
to your humble guest—I sec Mr. M'Munlo 
adding to the politeness of the gentleman, the 
kindness of a friend, and my heart swells as it 
would hurst, with warm emotions and anient 
wishes ! It may lie it is not gratitude—it may
be a mixed sensation. That strange, shifting, 
doubling animal man is so generally, at liest, 
but a negative, often a worthless creature, that 
we cannot sec real goodness and native worth 
without feeling the Isisom glow with sympa
thetic approbation. With every sentiment of 
grateful respect, I have the honour to lie, 
Madam, your obliged and grateful humble 
servant,

I!. It.

TO MIIS. HINDU'.

Eli.isla.xii, 4th May, 17-9
You sec, Madam, that I am returned to my 

folio epistles again. I no sooner hit on any 
poetic plan or fancy, but I wish to send it to 
you; and if knowing and reading these give 
half the pleasure to you, that communicating 
them to you gives to me, I am satisfied.

As I am not devoutly attached to a certain 
monarch, I cannot say my heart ran any risk 
of bursting on Thursday was se'ennight, with 
the struggling emotions of gratitude, find 
forgive me for speaking evil of dignities ! 
Hut I must say that I look on the whole 
business as a solemn farce of |«géant mum
mery. The following are a few stanzas of new 
psalmody for that, “joyful solemnity,” which 
I sent to a London newspaper, with the date 
and preface following;—

" Kilmarnock, 2f.th April.
Mil Printer,

In a certain cliapel not fifty haems from the mar
ket cross of this g,Nsl town, the follow ing stanzas of

psalmody, it Is said, were composed for, and devolitly 
sung on, the late joyful solemnity of the 23rd.

O sing a new song to tile Lord, Ac. Ac.

(See vol. ill. p. 29.)

So much for Psalmody.—You must, know 
that the publisher of one of the most blas
phemous party Ixmdon new spapers is an ac
quaintance of mine,1 and as 1 am a little 
tinctured with Huff and Hluc myself, I now 
and then help him to a stanza.

I have a poetic whim in my head, which I 
at present dedicate, or rather inacrilic, to the 
Right Hon. Charles James Fox; but how long 
that fancy may hold, I cannot say. A few of 
the first lines I have just rough sketched as 
follows :—

Ilow Wisdom and Folly meet, mix, and unite, Ac.
(Sec vol. iii. p. 31.)

I I>eg yout pardon for troubling yon with 
the enclosed to the Major’s tenant before the 
gate; it is to request him to look me out two 
milk cows onÉ for myself, and another for 
Captain Riddell of (llcnriddell; a very obliging 
neighbourofmine. John very obligingly offered 
to <h# so for me, and I will cither serve myself 
tlun way or at. Mauchlinc fair. It happens on 
llic 20th curt, and the Sunday preceding it, I 
hope to have the honour of assuring you in 
|K-rson how sincerely I am, Madam, Your 
highly obliged and most obedient humble 
servant,

11. 11.

TO M II. ALEX. CPNN1NGHAM.

Ellis lamp, 4tli May, 1789.
Mv pear Sir,

Your iluty-frrr favour of the 2(ith April I 
received two days ago; I w ill not say I perused 
it w ith pleasure; that is the cold compliment, 
of ceremony ; I perused it, Sir, with delicious 
satisfaction;—in short, it is such a letter, that 
not you, nor your friend, but. the legislature, 
by express proviso in their postage laws, should 
frank. A letter informed with the soul of 
friendship is such an honour to Human nature, 
that they should order it free iqgfi-ssanil egress 
to anil from their bags find mails, as an en-

1 IVtvr Stuart, |m1»lis!icr <•( tliv Star ih*W8|mi|mt.
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couragcmcnt and mark of distinction to super- 
eminent virtue.

I have just put the last hand to a little poem, 
which, 1 think, will he something to your taste:— 
One morning lately, as 1 was out pretty early 
in the fields, sowing some grass-seeds, I heard 
the hurst of a shot from /neighbouring plan
tation, and presently a poor little wounded 
hare came crippling by me. You will guess 
my indignation at the inhuman fellow who 
could shoot a hare at this season, when all of 
them have young ones. Indeed, there is some
thing in this business of destroying, for our 
sport, individuals in the animal creation that 
da not iiyurc us materially, which I could 
never reconcile to my ideas of virtue.

I «human man ! curse on thy harh'roui art, <tc.
(See vol. 111. p. 32.)

let me know how you like my poem. I am 
doubtful whether it would not lie an improve
ment to keep out the last stanza hut one 
altogether.

Cmiekshank is a glorious production of the 
author of man. You, he, and the noble Col
onel1 of the Crochallan Fcnciblcs arc to me

Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my heart.*

I have got a good mind to make verses on you 
all, to the tunc of “ Three i/iiiil feilotc* ayont 
the i/len.

It. 11.

Tt> MU. WILLIAM BURNS,
SAl'W.KIt, NKWCASTLK-ON-TVJtK.

Ei.msi.ani>, 6tli May, 1780. 
MV PKAR WILLIAM,

I am happy to hear by yours from Newcastle, 
that you are getting some employ, Remem-
Iter

On Reason hulld Resolve 
That column of true majesty In man.

I had a visit of your old landlord. In the 
midst of a drunken frolic in Dumfries, he took 
it into his head to come and see me; and I 
took all the pains in my power to please and 
entertain the old veteran, lie is high in your

i William Dunbar, W.s.
* dray's /Inert, imitation Shakespeare:

A* <l«ur to iw* ni nrv the rwhljr «Im|w

praises, and I would advise you to cultivate • 
his friendship, as he is, in his way, a worthy, 
and to you may be, a useful man.

Anderson I hope will have your shoes ready 
to send by the waggon to-morrow. I forgot 
to mention the circumstance of making them 
pumps; hut 1 suppose good calf shoes will Iw 
no mistake. Wattic has [uiid me for the 
thongs.

What would you think of making a little 
inquiry how bhslumdry matters go as you 
travel, and if one thing fail, you might try 
another !

Your falling in love is indeed a phenomenon. 
To a fellow of your turn it cannot lm hurtful.
I am, you know, an old veteran in these cam
paigns, so let me advise yon always to pay 
your particular assiduities and try for intimacy 
as soon as you feel the first symptoms of the 
passion; this is not only the best, ns*making 
the most of the little entertainment which the. 
sportabilities of distant addresses always give, 
but is the best preservative for one’s peace. I 
need nnt'wjffitionbvou against guilty amours— 
they arc bail and ruinous everywhere, but in 
England they arc the very devil. I shall lie 
in Ayrshire about a fortnight. Your sisters 
send their compliments, (lod bless you !

II. It.

Til ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.

Ei.Lisi.AM>, 13th May. 17MI.
SIR,

Though 1 intend making a little manuscript- 
book of my unpublished |x>cmafor Mrs. Graham, 
yet I cannot forbeiyflff the meantime sending 
her the enclosed, which was the production of 
the other day.1 In the plea of humanity, the 
ladies, to their honour lie it spoken, are ever 
warmly interested. That is one reason of my 
troubling you with this; another motive I have 
is a hackneyed subject in my letters to you
ths! help a poor devil who carries about with 
him a load of gratitude of which he can never 
hope to ease his shoulders but at the expense 
of his heart! 1 waited on Collector Mitchell 
with your letter. It hnp|s.-ncd to lie collection-

3 Tin- |mnn liegtnnlng :—
Inhuman mnnt run*1 on thy harli'nm* art.
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day, so he was very busy; but he received me 
with the utmost politeness, and made me pro
mise to call on him soon. As 1 don’t wish to 
degrade myself to a hungry rook, gasping for 
a morsel, I shall just give him a hint of my 
wishes. I am going on with a bold hand in 
my farm, and am certain of holding it with 
safety for three or four years; and, 1 think, if 
some cursed malevolent star have not taken 
irremovable possession of my zenith, that your 
patronage and my own priority then as an 
expectant, should run a fair chance for the 
division I want By the bye, the Excise in
structions you mentioned were not in the 
bundle;1 but ’tis no matter; Marshall in his 
Yorknhire, and parti^harly that extraordinary 
man Smith, in his Wealth of Nation* find my 
leisure employment enough. 1 could not have 
given any mere man credit for half the intel
ligence Mr. Smith discovers in his book. I 
would covet much to have his ideas respecting 
the present state of some quarters of the world 
that are, or have been, the scenes of consider
able revolutions since his book was written. 
Though I take the advantage of your goodness, 
and presume to send you any new poetic thing 
of mine, I must not tax you with answers to 
each of my idle letters. I remember you 
talked of being this way with my honoured 
friend, Sir William Murray, in the course of 
this summer. You cannot imagine, Sir, how 
happy it would make me should you, too, il
luminate my humble domicile. You will cer
tainly do me the honour to partake of a farmer’s 
dinner with me. 1 shall promise you a piece 
of good old beef, a chicken, or perhaps a Xith 
salmon fresh from the wear, and a glass of good 
punch, on the shortest notice; and allow me 
to say that Cincinnatus or Fabricius, who 
presided in the august Homan senate, and led 
their invincible armies, would have jumped at 
such a dinner. I expect your honours with a 
kind of enthusiasm, I shall mark the year, and 
mark the day, and hand it down to my chil
dren's children as one of the most distinguished 
honours of their ancestor.

I have the honour to lie, with sincercst 
gratitude, your obliged and very humble ser
vant, R. H.

1 Tld» wae a parcel of hooks, Including the two 
mentioned in the «aine sentence, kindly «eut on loan 
hy the puet » coireapondent.

TO RICHARD BROWN,
roar qlasoow.

Mauciiline, 21st May, 1780
Mv dear Friend,
1 was in the country by accident, and hear

ing of your safe arrival, I could not resist the 
temptation of wishing you joy on your return,
—wishing you would write to me before you 
sail again,—wishing you would always set me 
down as your bosom friend,—wishing you 
long life and prosperity, and that every good 
thing may at tend you,—wishing Mrs. Brown 
and your little ones as free of the evils of this 
world as is consistent with humanity,—wish
ing you and she were to make two at the en
suing lying-in, with which Mrs. B. threatens 
very soon to favour me,—wishing I had longer 
time to write to you at present ; and, finally, 
wishing that if there is to lie another state of 
existence, Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Bums, our little 
ones of both families, and you and 1, in some 
snug retreat, may make a jovial party to all 
eternity !

My direction is aftlllisland, near Dumfries. - 
Yours,

11. 11.

TU MU. JAMES HAMILTON.2

Ellisland, 20th May, 178U.
Dear sir,

I send you by John Glover, carrier, the above 
account for Mr. Turnbull, as I suppose you 
know his address.

I would fain offer, my dear Sir, a word of 
sympathy with your misfortunes; but it is a 
tender string, and I know not how to touch 
it. It is easy to flourish a set of high-flown 
sentiments on the subjects that would give 
great satisfaction to—a breast quite at case ; 
but, as one observes who was very seldom 
mistaken in the theory of life, “The heart 
knoweth its own sorrows, and a stranger iuter- 
mcddlcth not therewith.”

Among some distressful emergencies that I 
have experienced in life, I ever laid this down

1 IlamilUm was a grocer In tllasgow, and from 
the above letter would seem at tile time to have 
liecn suffering under some heavy misfortunes In 
business.
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as mj' foundation of comfort—Thai he irho 
tutu tin'll the life of an hom d man, hag by no 
mean» Jived in vain !

With every wish for your welfare and future 
success, 1 am, my dear Sir, sincerely yours,

It. U.

TU GAVIN HAMILTON.

(Ellislanp, June 17!*) )
My ukak silt,

It is indeed with the highest pleasure that 
I congratulate you on the return of days of case 
anti nights of pleasure, after the horrid hour* 
of misery in which 1 saw you suffering exis
tence when last in Ayrshire; I seldom pray for 
anybody, “I’m hnithdcad-sweer and wretched 
ill o’t;"1 but most fervently do 1 beseech the 
Power that directs the world, that you may live 
long and be happy, but live no longer than 
you are happy. It is needless for me to advise 
you to have a reverend care of your health. I 
know you will make it a point never at one 
time to drink more than a pint of wine (I 
mean an English pint), and that you will never 
lie witness to more than one bowl of punch at 
a time, and that cold drams you will never 
more taste ; and, above all things, I am con
vinced, that/lkfter drinking perhaps boiling 
punch, you will never mount your horse and 
gallop home in a chill late liouY Above all 
things, as I understand you arc in the habits 
of intimacy with that lloancrgcs of gospel 
powers, Father Auld,1 lie earnest with him 
that he will wrestle in prayer for you, that you 
may sec the vanity of vanities in trusting to, 
or even practising the casual moral works of 
charity, humanity, generosity, and forgiveness 
of things, which you practised so flagrantly 
that it was evident you delighted in them, 
neglecting, or perhaps profanely despising, the 
wholesome doctrine of faith without work», the 
only author of salvation. A hymn of thanks- 
giving would, in my opinion, lie highly becom
ing from you at present, and in my zeal for 
your well-being, I earnestly press on you to 
be diligent in chanting over the two inclosed

1 A limitation (nun Ills own “ Dedication to Gavin 
Hamilton."

1 A note In vol. II. p. 143 will explain the intro
duction of “ Father Auld s ' name here.

pieces of sacred poesy.3 My lient compliments 
to Mrs. Hamilton and Miss Kennedy.—Yours, 
Ac.

Li. li.

n

TO Mil. JOHN M‘ALLEY, WlilTKH,
MJMBAKToN*

Ellis lamp, 4th June, 17*1.
Dkak sib,

Though I am not without my fears res|iert- 
ing my fate, at that grand, universal inquest 
of right and wrong, commonly called The 
Z,<nd Day, yet 1 trust there is one sin, which 
that arch-vagabond, Satan, who I understand 
is to ho king’s evidence, cannot throw in my 
teeth—I mean ingratitude. There is a certain 
pretty large quantum of kindness for which I 
remain, and, from inability, I fear niust still 
remain, your debtor; but though unable to 
repay the debt, 1 assure you, Sir, I shall ever 
warmly remember the obligation. It gives 
me the sinccrest pleasure to hear by my old 
acquaintance, Mr. Kennedy,6 that you arc, in 
immortal Allan’s language, “ Hale, and weed, 
and living;” and that your ediarniing family 
are well, and promising to lie an amiable and 
resjiectablc addition to the company of perfor
mers, whom the Great Manager of the Drama 
of Man is bringing into action for the succeed
ing age.

With respect to my welfare, a subject in 
which you once warmly and effectively inter
ested yourself, I am here in my old way, hold
ing my plough, marking the growth of my 
com, or the health of my dairy; unyl at times 
sauntering by the delightful w indings of the 
Nitli, on the margin of which I have built 
my humble domicile, praying for seasonable 
weather, or holding an intrigue with the 
Muses; the only gypsies with whom I have 
now any intercourse. As 1 am entered into

* “ It is not dimeult, " Molsirt Vliaiiils-Ji remarks In 

reference to this letter, “ for one who has seen sunlit 
of the niipuhllsheil manuscripts of Hums, to Imagine 
what sort of eonqsisitions he refers to as 1 pieces of 
sacred poesy.’ "

4 Tills gentleman seem* to have played the |'art of 
I turns s host while ntumlng from his Inverary ex
cursion. Bee pp. «3, «4.

1 Pmlwldy the John Kennedy to whom the letter 
on p. 34 is addressed.
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tlic holy state of matrimony, I trust my fare 
is turncrl completely Zion-yard ; and as it is 
a rule with all honest fellows to repeat no 
grievances, I hope that the little poetic licences 
of former «lays will of course fall under the 
oblivious influence of some good-natured sta
tute of celestial prescription. In my family 
devotion, which, like a good prcsbyterian, 1 
occasionally give to my household folks, I am 
extremely foiul of the psalm, “ l.et not the 
errors of my youth,” Ac., ami that other, “ I si, 
children are Rod's heritage," Ac., in which 
hist Mrs. Hums, who by the bye has a glorious 
“wood-note wild” at either old song or psalm- 
ody, joins me with the pathos of Handel's 
Messiah.

R. II.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSI,IK.

Ell island, sth June, ITS).
MV DKAK karaXD,

I am jierfeetly asliaineil of myself when 1 
look at the date of your last. It is not that 
I forget the friend of my heart ami the eom- 
panion of my peregrinations; but I have been 
coudcuiucil to drudgery beyond sufferance, 
though not, thank Rod, lieyoml redemption.
I have hail a collection of poems by a laily put 
into my liaiuls to preiiarc them for the press ; 
which horrid task, with sowing corn with my 
own hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, plas
terers, Ac., to attend to, rooming on business 
through Ayrshire—all this was against me, 
anil the very first ilrcadful article was of itself 
too much for me.

13th. J have not hail a/moment to spare 
from incessant toil since the 8th. Life, my 
dear Sir, is a serious matter. You know by 
experience that a man’s individual self is a 
good ileal, but believe me, a wife and family 
of chiblren, whenever you have the honour tig 
lie a husband and a father, will show you that 
your present anil most anxious hours of soli
tude are spent on trifles. The welfare of 
those who are very ilear to us, whose only sup
port, hope, ami stay we arc—this, to a gen
erous mind, is another sort of more important 
object of care than any concerns whatever 
which centre merely in the individual. l)n 
the other hand, let no young, uumarricil, rake

helly dog aimijxf yiiH, make a song of his pre- 
temlcil liberty and freedom from care. If the 
relations we stand in to king, country, kindred, 
ami friends, be any thing but the visionary 
fanciesof dreaming metaphysicians; if religion, 
virtue, magnanimity, generosity, humanity 
ami justice, be aught but empty sounds ; then 
the man who may lie said to live only for 
others, for the beloved, honourable female, 
whose ternlcr faithful embrace endears life, 
ami for the helpless little innocents who are 
to lie the men and women, the worshippers of 
his Hod, the subjects of his king, and the 
support, nay the very vital existence of his 
country, in the ensuing age compare such 
a man with any fellow wlmtevcr, who, whether 
lie hustlcaml push in business among labourers, 
clerks, statesmen, or whether lie roar ami rant, 
and drink and sing in taverns—a fellow over 
whose grave no one will breathe a single 
heigh-ho, except from the cobweb-tie of what 
is ealleil gooil fellowship—who has no view 
nor aim but what terminates in himself ;—if 
there lie any grovelling earth-born wretch of 
our species, a rcnega«lo to common sense, who 
would fain believe that the noble creature 
Man is no licttcr than a sort of fungus, gen
erated out of nothing, noliody knows how, and 
soon «lissipating in nothing, nobody knows 
where ; such a stupid beast, such a crawling 
reptile, might balance the foregoing unexag- 
gerated comparison, but no one else would 
have the patience.

Forgive me, my dear Sir, for this long 
silence. To make you ameml», I shall send 
you scum, and more encouraging still, without 
any postage, one or two rhymes of my later 
manufacture.

It. B.—v
TO MRS. DUNLOP.

X ELL1SLAND, 21st June, ITS).
^ tntAK Madam,

Will you take the effusions, the miserable 
effusions of low spirits, just as they flow from 
their bitter springs? I know not of any par
ticular cause for this worst of all my foes be
setting me ; but for some time my soul has 
been beclouded with a thickening atmosphere 
of evil imaginations and gloomy presages.
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Monday Evening.

I have just heard Mr. Kirkpatrick1 preach 
a sermon. He is a man famous for his bene
volence, and 1 revere him; but from such ideas 
of my Creator, good Lord, deliver me ! Reli
gion, my honoured friend, is surely a simple 
business, as it equally concerns the ignorant 
add the learned, the poor and the rich. That 
there is an incomprehensible Great licing, to 
whom I owe my existence, and that he must 
be intimately acquainted with the operations 
and progress of the internal machinery, and 
consequent outward deportment of this crea
ture which he has made; these are, 1 think, 
self-evident propositions. That there is a 
real and eternal distinction between virtue and 
vice, and consequently, that I am an accoun
table creature ; that from the seeming nature 
of the human mind, as well as from the evident 
imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in the 
administration of affairs, both in the natural 
and moral worlds, there must be a retributive 
scene of existence beyond the grive ; must, I 
think, be allowed by every one wlip will give 
himself a moment’sreflection. I will go farther, 
Waffinn, that from the sublimity, excellence, 
ajSUlrity of his doctrine and precepts, un
paralleled by all the aggregated wisdom and 
learning of many preceding ages, though, to 
ajipearance, he himself was the obscurest and 
most illiterate of our species ; therefore Jesus 
Christ was from God.

Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases 
the happiness of others, this is my criterion 
of goodness; and whatever injures society at 
large, or any individual in it, this is my mea
sure of iniquity.

What think you, madam, of my creed 1 I 
trust that I have said nothing that will lessen 
me in the eye of one, whose good opinion 1 
value almost next to the approbation of my 
own mind.

K. B.

i Tile minister of the jbiiUIi of Duiiscore, whose 
church Burns amt his family attended during their 
residence at Ellislaml. Mr. Kirkjiatrlck was a staunch 
Calvinist, and consequently between the jmet and him 
there could be little sympathy.

TO HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS.

ELLISLAND, (July,] 1780.
Madam, S

Of the many problems in the nature of that 
wonderful creatures- Man, this is one of the 
most extraordinary, that he shall go on from 
day to day, from week to wyck, from month 
to month, or perhaps from year to year, suffer
ing a hundred times more in an hour from the 
impotent consciousness of neglecting what lie 
ought to do, than the very doing of it would 
cost him. 1 am deeply indebted to you, first 
for a most elegant poetic compliment;2 then 
for a polite, obliging letter ; and, lastly, for 
your excellent poem on the Slave-Trade ; and 
yet, wretch that I am ! though the debts were 
debts of honour, and the creditor a lady, 1 
have put off and put off even the very acknow
ledgment of the obligation, until you must 
indeed be the very angel 1 take you for, if you 
can forgive me. »

Your poem 1 have read with the highest 
pleasure. I have a way whenever 1 read a 
book, I mean a book in our own trade, Madam, 
a poetic one, and when it is my own property, 
that I take a pencil and mark at the ends of 
verses, or note on margins and odd pa]>cr, little 
criticisms of approbation or disapprobation as 
1 peruse along. 1 will make no apology for 
presenting you with a few unconnected thoughts 
that occurred to me in my repeated perusals 
of your poem. I want to show yon that I have 
honesty enough to tell you what 1 take to lie 
truths, even when they arc not quite on the 
side of approlia^ion ; and I do it in the firm 
faith that you li^vc equal greatness of mind to 
hear them with pleasure.

I know very' fittie of scientific criticism, so 
all I can pretend to in that intricate art is 
merely to note, as I read along, what jiassages 
strike me as being uncommonly lieautiful, and 
where the expression seems to lie jierjilexed or 
faulty.

The poem opens finely. There are none of 
these idle prefatory lines which one may skip 
over before one comes to the subject. Verses 
9th and 10th in particular,

Where ocean's unseen itnuiiil 
leaves a drear world of waters round,

* See note to letter addressed to Ur. Moore, on p. 4».
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arc truly beautiful. The simile of the liuyi- 
canc is likewise fine; and, indeed, beautiful as 
the poem is, almost all the similes rise decid
edly above it From verse 31st to verse 50th 
is a pretty eulogy on Britain. Verse 36th, 
“ That foul drama deep with wrong,” is nobly 
expressive. Verse 46th, I am afraid, is rather 
unworthy of the rest, “to dare to feel ” is an 
idea that I do not altogether like. The con
trast of valour and mercy, from the 46th verse 
to the 50th, is admirable.

Either my apprehension is dull, or there is 
something a little confused in the apostrophe 
to Mr. Pitt. Verse 55th is the antecedent to 
verses 57th and 68th, but in verse 58th the 
connection seems ungrammatical :—

Powers . It..................................
With no gradations mark'd tlieir flight, 
ltut rose at once to glory's height.

“ I!is’n ” should lie the word instead of “ rose. ” 
Try it in prose. Powers, —their flight marked 
by no gradations, but (the same powers) risen 
at once to the height of glory. Likewise, 
verse 63d, “ For this," is evidently meant to 
lead on the sense of the verses 69th, 60th, 61st, 
and 62d : but let us try how the thread of 
connection runs :—

Kur this.................................
Tile deeds of mercy, that embrace 
A distant sphere, an alien race.
Shall virtue s lips record, and claim 
The fairest honours of thy name.

I Iicg pardon if I misapprehend the matter, 
but this appears to me the only imperfect pas- 
sage in the poem. The comparison of the 
suii-lwam is fine.

The compliment to the Duke of liichinond 
is, I ho|ie, as just as it is certainly elegant. 
The thought,

Virtue.................................
Sends from her unsullied source,
The gems of thought their purest force,

is exceedingly lieaiitiful. The idea, from 
vente 81st to the 86th, that the “blest decree” 
is like the lieams of morning ushering in the 
glorious day of liberty, ought not to ]iass un
noticed or unapplutidcd. From verse 85th to 
verse 108th is an animated contrast between 
the unfeeling selfishness of the oppressor on 
the one hand and the misery of the captive

on the other. Verse 88th might perhaps be 
amended thus : “ Nor ever i/uit her narrow 
maze. ” We arc said to )nim a bound, but we 
•IttU a maze. Verse 1 (filth is exquisitely beau
tiful :—

V
They, whom wasted blessings tire.

Verse 110th is I doubt a clashing of metaphors: 
“to load a span,” is, 1 am al^ifd, an unwar
rantable expression. I(t venu* 114th, “Vast 
the universe in shade," is a fine idea. From 
the 115th verse to the 142d is a striking de
scription of the wrongs of the poor African. 
Verse 120th, “ The load of unremitted pain,” 
isa remarkable, stning expression. The address 
to the advocates for aliolishing the slave-trade, 
from verse 143d to verse 208th, is animated 
with the tnic life of genius. The picture of 
oppression, —

While she links her Impious chain,
And calculates the price of |iain ;
Weighs agony in sordid scales,
And marks if death or life prevails,—

is nobly executed.
What a tender idea is in verse 180th ! In

deed that whole description of home may vie 
with Thomson's description of home, some
where in the beginning of his Autumn. I do 
not remember to have seen a stronger expres
sion of misery than is contained in these verses:

Condemned, severe' extreme, to live
When all is fled that life can give.

The coni|iariaon of our distant joys to distant 
objects is equally original and striking.

The character and manners of the dealer in 
the infernal trallie is a well done, though a 
horrid picture. 1 am not sure how far intro
ducing the sailor was riy^lit ; for though the 
sailor's common characteristic is generosity, 
yet, in this ease, lie is not only an unconcerned 
w itness, but, in some degree, an efficient agent 
in the business. Verse 224th is a nervous 
. . . expressive—“The heart convulsive
anguish breaks. ” The description of the cap
tive wretch when lie arrives in the West Indies, 
is carried on with cipial spirit. Hie thought 
that the oppressor’s sorrow on seeing the slave 
pine, is like the butcher's regret when his 
destined lamb dies a natural death, is exceed
ingly fine.

1 am got so much into the cant of criticism,
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Iliai I liegiti to lie afraid lest I liave notliing 
except the cant of it ; ami iiintend of eluc-ida- 
ting my author, I am only benighting myself. 
Kor thin reason, I will not pretend to go through 
the whole |>ocm. Some few remaining beauti
ful lines, however, I cannot pans over. Verse 

‘2811th is the strongest description of selfishness
I ever saw. The comparison in verses 285th 
and 28tith is new and line: anil the line,
II YotiFanns to penury you lend," is excellent.

In verse 317th, “like" should certainly be
“as" or “so;" for instance—

Ills sway the hanlcnctl Is mom leads
To cruelty's remorseless disais :
As (or, so) the blue lightning, when It springs
With fury units livid wings.
Harts on Mmjgoul with ra|dd ton e,
Sor heeds that ruiu marks its ionise

If you insert the wonl “like" where I have 
placed “as," you must alter “darts" to “dart
ing," and “heeds" to “heeding," in order to 
make it grammar A tempest is a favourite 
subject with the poets, but I do not rementlier 
anything, even in Thomson's “Winter," supe
rior to your verses from the 347th to the 351st. 
Indeed, the last simile, licginnitig with "Fancy 
may dress," Ac., and ending with the 35<tth 
verse, is, in my opinion, the most lieautifnl 
1 «usage in the |mcin; it would do honour to 
the greatest names tliat ever graciai our profes
sion.

I will not beg your imnloti, Madam, for these 
strictures, as my conscience tells me, that for 
once in nty life I have acted up to the duties 
of a Christian, ill doing as I would Is) done 
by.

I had lately the honour of a letter from I >r. 
Misirc, where lie tells me that he has sent me 
sonielssiks; they are not yet come to hand, 
but I hear they arc on the way.

Wishing you all success in your progress in 
the path of fame; and that you may equally 
esea|K‘ the danger of stumbling through in
cautious sjiced, or losing ground through loit
ering neglect, I am, Ac.1

II. 11.

i The following was the reply of Miss Williams to 
the alsive letter.

M7th Augiiet, 17W.
" lu.am Hi*,

"1 ilo not l«wv a momviit In tvtnrniinr y mi my ninn-rv 
arkiitiwlnltfim’iil* for your Ivttvr, ami your rritkiftiii 
on my poem, which is a wry Huttvring proof that you

TO HUBERT llliAIIAM, LSij.,
UK KI.NTHY.

SIR,
Ki.msla.nh, 31st July, liai.

The language of gratitude has been so pros, 
titnted by senile adulation and designing 
flattery, llwit I know not how to express my
self when I would acknowledge the receipt of 
your last letter. I lieg and hope, ever-honoured

Friend of my life! true iMtnin </ my rhymin,

that you will always give me credit for the 
sincerest, chastest gratitude! The callous 
hypocrite may lie louder than I in his grateful 
professions—professions which he never hit; 
or thcsclliah heart of the covetous may piw-kct 
the bounties of licncfieenee w ith more rejoicing 
exultation ; but for the brimful eye, springing 
from the anient throbbings of an honest bosom 
at the goodness of a kindly active liencfaidor 
and politely generous friend, I dan- call tin 
Searcher of hearts and Author of all gomliiess 
to witness how truly these are mine to you.

Mr. Mitchell did not wait my calling on 
him, but sent me a kind letter, giving me a 
hint of the business, and on my waiting on him 
yesterday, lie entered with the most friendly 
anlour into my views and interests, lie seems 
to think, and from my own private knowledge 
I am certain he is right, that removing the 
officer who now does, and for these many years 
has done, duly in the division in the middle 
of which I live, will lie productive of at least 
no disadvantage to the revenue, and may like
wise lie done w ithout any detriment to him.

have rend It with attention. I think your objections 
are |s-rfectty Just, except In one Instance.

“ You have Imbed I sell very profuse of panegyric 
on my little prrfcirmame. A much less portion of 
applause from .»••», would have Inen gratifying to me; 
since I think Its value de|«-mls entirely u|sm the 
source from wile nee It priseeds the Incense ol praise, 
like other Incense, Is more grateful from the quality, 
Ilian tlie quantity of the islour.

“ I hope you still cultivate the pleasures of Jaatry, 
which are pris ions even Independent of the rewards 
of fame, I'crhni» the most valuable |iro|a-rty of 
pia'try Is Its power of disengaging the mind from 
worldly cares, and lending the Imagination to the 
richest springs of intellectual enjoyment; since, how
ever frequently life may la- chequered with gh«Wiy 
scenes, those who truly love the Musi', can always 
Itiul one little path udorned with flowers and vlieered 
by sunshine.''
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Should the Honourable Hoard think ho, and 
should they deem it eligible to appoint me to 
ollieiate in his present place, I am then at the 
top of my wishes. The emoluments of my 
olliee will enable me to carry on and enjoy 
these improvements in my farm, which, but 
for this additional assistance, 1 might in a 
year or two have aliandoncd. Should it lie 
judged improper to place me in this division,
I am deliberating whether I had not better 
give up my farming altogether, and go into, 
the Excise whenever 1 can liutl employment 
Now that the salary is Alio per annum, the 
Excise is mi rdy a much superior object to a 
farm, which, without some foreign assistance, 
must, for half a lease, Ijg a losing Inirgain. 
The worst of it is, I know there are some re- 
spcctablc characters who do me the honour to 
interest themselves in my welfare and lie-' 
haviour, and as leaving the farm so soon may 
have an unsteady, giddy-livadvd appearance,
I hail perhaps better lose a little money than 
liazard such people's esteem.

You see, Sir, with what freedom I lay lieforc 
you all my little matters—little indeed to the 
world, but of the most important magnitude 
to me. You are so gissl, that I trust I am 
not troublesome. I have heard and read a 
gissl deal about philanthropy, benevolence, 
and greatness of soul, and when rounded with 
the llourish of declamatory periods, or |wmrcd 
in the mellifluence of 1‘urnassian measure, 
they have a tolerable effect on a musical ear ; 
hut when these high-sounding professions arc 
compared with the very act and deed as it is 
usually performed, I do not think there is any 
thing in or la-longing to human nature so 
luildly disproportionate. In fact, were it not 
for a very (tew of our kind (among whom an 
honoured iriend of mine, that to you, Sir, I 
will not naine, is a distinguished instance) tlie- 
very existence of magnanimity, generosity, 
and all their kindred virtues, would la- as 
milch a i|uestion with metaphysicians as the 
existence of witchcraft. lY-rhaps the nature 
of mail is not so much to blame for all this, as 
the situation in which, by some miscarriage 
or other, he is placed in this world. The 
|Msir, naked, helpless wretch, with such vora
cious appetites and such a famine of provision 
for them, is under a cursed necessity of turn
ing selfish in Ids own defence. Except here

and there a teÜénU who seems to be a scoundrel 
from the womb of original Sin, thorough- 
paced selfishness is always the work of time. 
Indeed, in a little time, we generally grow so 
attentive to ourselves, and so regardless of 
others, that I have often in jioetic frenzy 
looked on this world as one vast ocean, occu
pied and commoved by innumerable vortices, 
each whirling round its centre, which vortices 
are the children of men ; and that the great 
design and merit, if I may say so, of every 
particular vortex consists in how wide it can 
extend the influence of its circle, and how 
much floating trash it can suck in and alisorb.

1 know not why I have got into this preach
ing vein, except it lie to show you, Sir, that 
it is not my ignorance, but my knowledge of 
mankind which makes me so uiiieli admire 
your goislnesH to your humble servant.

I hope this will find my amiable young 
uci|iiaintunce John recovered from his indis- 
position, and all the mendiera of your charm- 
ing fireside circle well and ' I am sure
I am anxiously interested in all your welfares; 
I wish it with all my soul ; nay I lielievc 1 
sometimes catch myself praying for it. I am 
not impatient of my own ini]iotcncc under 
that immense debt which I owe to your gtssl- 
iieas, but I wish and beseech that Ilia no who 
has all good things in His I lands, to bless and 
reward yon with all those comforts and plea
sures which lie knows I would licstow on you 
were they mine to give.

I shall rvhmi your books very soon. I 
only w ish to give l)r. Smith one other (icriisid, 
w hich I will do in two nr three days. I do 
not think I must trouble you for another 
cargo, at least lor some time, as I am going to 
apply to la-adbelter and Symons on (bulging, 
ami to study my sliding rule, &c., with all 
[sissible attention.

An apology for the impertinent length of 
this epistle would only add to the evil.—I 
have the honour to Ih-, Sir, your deeply in
debted, bumble servant.

II. II.

*

5
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TO MIL DAVID SILLAB, MERCHANT,
IKVISK.1

Eluslaxh, nkak Uvmkriks, 5th Aug. 1789.
MvhkakSir, ,

I was half in thoughts not to have written 
to you at all, by way of revenge for the two

'll----- <1 business letter» you went me. I
wanted to know all and aliout your publica- 
tion—what were your view*, your hope*, fears, 
Ac., in eommeneing poet in print In short, 
I wanted you to write to Kohin like his old 
»e<|iiaintnnee Diirie; and not in the style 
of Mr. Tare to Mr. Trot—“Mr. Tret—Sir, 
This eomc* to advise you that fifteen liar- 
rels of herrings were, by the blessing of God, 
shipped safe on Isianl the ‘ Lovely Janet,' 
(J.D.C., Dunean M11 .eerie, master, Ac., Ac.”

I hear you have coipmcnccd married man— 
so much the lietter for it I know not whether 

(the Nine Gypsies arc jealous of my Lucky; 
Veit they arc a good deal shyer since I could 

I mast the important relation of huslinnd.
I have got, I think, about eleven sulwerihcrs 

fur your Ismk. When you send to Mr. Auld, 
in Dumfries his copies, you may with them 
|iaek me eleven ; should I need more I can 
write you; should they l>c too many they can 
lie returned. My liest compliments to Mrs. 
Sillar, and believe me to be, dear David, ever 
your*, »

y R. Ik

TO------- 3

I Ku.lsl.ANI', August, 1Ï80.I
■ SKA It Sill,

Whether in the way of my trade, I van lie 
of any service to the Rev. Doctor, is I fear 
very doubtful. Ajax's shield consisted, I 
think, of seven bulls' hides and a plate of 
brass, which altogether set Hector's utmost 
force at defiance. Alas! I am nota Hector, 
and the worthy Doctor's foes are as securely 
armed as Ajax was. Ignorance, sujicrstitinii, 
bigotry, stupidity, malevolence, self-conceit,

V See note to the “ Epistle to llavle,'" vol. I. p. 09.
'Tills letter, which has neither date nor address, was 

prolialily written to Rolmrt Aiken, the legal defender 
of the Rev. William M'OUÏ (the Itev. Is «tor al
luded to III the letler) In the church court% See 
“The Kirks Alarm," vol. III. p. ♦.«

envy—all strongly bound in a massy frame of 
lirazcç; impudence. Good God, Sir! to such 
a shield, humour is the peck of a sparrow, and 
satire the pop-gun of a school-lioy. Creation- 
disgracing scélérats such as they, God only can 
mend, and the devil only can punish. In the 
comprehending way of Caligula, I wish they 
all had but one neck. I feel impotent as a 
child to the ardour of my wishes ! (I for a 
withering curse to blast the germins of their 
wicked machinations. (I for a poisonous tor
nado, winged from the torrid zone of Tartarus, 
to sweep the spreading crop of their villanou* 
contrivances to the lowest hell !

R. Ik

Ttf MR. JOHN LOGAN.3
so

Elmslanh. nkak Dlmkkiks. 7th Aug. 178».

Ukak sir,
I intended to have written you long ere now, 

and, a* I told you, I had gotten three stanzas 
and a half on my way in a poetic epistle to 
you; but that old enemy of all i/o»/ mirk*, 
the devil, threw me into a prosaic mire, and 
for the soul of me 1 cannot gel out of it. I 
dare not write you a long letter, as I am going 
to intrude on your time with a long liallad. 
I have, a* you will shortly see, finished the 
“ Kirk's Alarm hut now that it is done, and 
that I have laughed once or twice at the con
ceits in some of the stanzas, I am determined 
not to let it get into the public;, so j gend you 
this copy, the first I have sent to Ayrshire 
(except some few of the stanzas which I wrote 
oirin embryo for Gavin Hamilton), under the 
express provision and rc<|ucst, that you will 
only read it to a /ncn/us, and do ih* on any 
account give, or permit to lie taken, any copy 
of the ballad. If I could be'of any service to 
Dr. M'Gill, I would do it, though it should 
lie at a much greater expense than irritating a 
few bigoted priests, but I am afraid serving 
him in his present rmhtrm* is a task too hard 
for me. XI have enemies enow, God knows, 
though I do not wantonly add to the numlicr. 
Mill, as I think there is some inédit in two 

t
» i g KiiiH'knlilimm'h In the [«Irish of New funimwk, 

Ayrshire. Hie lainlship of Knoekshliinoclt Is now 
In other hioiils, amt the family of Logan extinct.

* See note at p. 45, vol. til.
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,,r three of the thoughts, I send it to you an a 
small, but sincere testimony how much, and 
with what respectful esteem, I am, dear Sir, 
your obliged humble servant,

It. It.

To Mit. WILLIAM BURNS, SADDLER,
NKWrASTI.K-oN-TYNK.

ELl.IHl.ANh, 14tll AllgllSt, 17MI).
MV MtAR. WILLIAM,

I received your letter, and am very happy 
to hear that you have got settled for the win
ter. I enclose yog the two guinea-notes of 
the I tank of ScntJnnd, which I hojic will serve 
your need. It i|l indeed not ipiilv so conveni
ent for me to span; money as it once was, but 
I know your situation, and, I will say it, in 
some n*H|»eets your worth. I have no time to 
write at present, but I beg you will endeavour 
to pluck up a Ht fl* more of the Man than you 
used to have. Reinemlier my favourite (imita
tion:—

On reason Imild ms live,
That column of true majesty in man.
What proves the Hero truly great 

Is never, never to «li-MgRTfr.

Your mother and sisters desire your compli
ments. A bii H jr #*o/m rommr/o/r,

R. B.

To MRS. DUNLOP.

u KLI.IHI.ANh, nth Kept, 1780.
In:ah Mauam, '

I have mentioned in my last, my ap|x>int- 
ment to the Excise, and the birth of little 
Frank; who, by the bye, I trust will lie no 
discredit to the honourable name of Wallace, 
as lie has a fine manly countenance, and a 
figure that might do credit to a little fellow 
two months older; and likewise an excellent 
girfxl lénifier, though when he pleases he has 
a pipe, only not <|tiitc so loud as the horn that 
his immortal namesake blew as p signal to 
hike out the pin of Stirling Bridge.

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic, 
and part prosaic, from your |x>etcss, Mrs. .1. 
Little,1 a very ingenious, but ^mxlest eompo-

1 of Janet Little, or, as she was poetically called, 
“Tlie Scottish Milkmaid," n full account is given in

sition. I should have writen her as she re
quested, but for the hurry of this new business.

The Ayrshire Contem/mrarieg uj liunig, published 
at Edinburgh in ls4u. From that work we take the 
following particulars.

Juliet Little was Imru near Eeelefeehan, in Dum- 
frles-shire^ln 1760, the year of Iturns's birth. Her 
parents were not in circumstances to afford her more 
than a common education; but she was early dis
tinguished for.her superior ea|iaclty and love of read
ing. Having entered Into service she was taken into 
the employ of Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop, the patroness 
of Burns. From Dunlop House she went to Loudoun 
Castle, where she took charge as superintendent of 
the dairy ; hence her cognomen of “the Scottish 
milkmaid."

Janet had éarly become a votary of the muse ; but 
there can liexpo doubt that the fame of Biirnr, of 
whom she heard so much at Dunlop House, tended 
greatly to fan the flame of her desire for poetic dis
tinction. She greatly admired the pleins of Bums, 
and not having had the pleasure of seeing him, she 
ventured on opening a correspondence by the follow
ing epistle

M Loinovs lions, ivth July, I THU.
"His,

“Though T have not the happiness of living person
ally an polluted with you, yet amongst the numlier 
of those who have read and admired your publica
tions, I may lie permitted to trouble you with this. 
You must know, Sir^Lam somewhat In love w ith the 
M uses, though I « annor I mast of any favours they have 
deigned to confer upm me as yet; my situation In 
fife I ms lieon very milch against me as to that. I 
have s|icnt some years in and alsnit Eeelefeehan 
(where my pi rents reside) in the station of a servant, 
and am now come to Loudoun House, at present 
possessed by Mrs. Ilciidric: she is daughter to Mrs. 
Dunlop of Dunlop, whom I understand you are p»r- 
tieiihirly anpiutnted with. As I had the pleasure of 
lienising your pleins, I felt a partiality for the author, 
which I should not have experienced had you lieeii 
in a more dignified station. 1 wrote a few verses of 
address to you, which I did not then think of ever 
presenting; but as fortune seems to have favoured 
me Ifr this, by bringing me into a family by whom 
you am well known and much esteemed, and where 
p rimps I may havuran opportunity of seeing you, I 
shall, in hopes of yNmr future friendship, take the 
liforty to trnnacrilie them. \

Fair fa* the holiest rustle swain,
The pride o' a' our Scottmh plain:
Thou giea us joy to hear ihy strain,

Ami notes sac sweet ;
Old Ramsay's shade reeved again

In thee we greet.

Lived Thalia, that delighted muse,
Seem'd lung shut up as a recluse ;
To all she did her aid refuse

Since Allan's day,
Till Burns arose, then did she rltoose 

To grace Ids lay.
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I have heard of her and her compositions in 
this country ; and I am happy to add, always 
to the honour of her character. The fact is,
I know not well how to write to hcr: I should

To hear tliy sang all rank* ileslre,
Sav «reel you strike the dormant lyre; a 
A|mllo w itlr poetic tire ^

Thy lirvast doc* warm,
And critics silently admire

Thy ait to rliarm.

Ca*snr and l.untli wvel can s|M*ak.
Tis pity e'er their gale should sleek, fIuiI 
Hut Into human nature keck, i*mi>

And km its unravel:
To hear their leeture* once a-week,

Nine miles I'd travel.

Thy dedication toll. II.
An mini Inuinic hames|Hin sfiveeh, very
Wl w insome glee the liiart can teach 

A better lesson.
Ilian servile hards who law n and tlcccli l»g 

hike lK*ggar s im-ssan. d»*g

Wheii slightnl love lieconics your tin me.
And woman's faithless vows you hlame.
With so much jiatltos you exclaim,

In your lui nient;
Hut glanced hy the most rigid dame,

Hhe would relent.

Hie daisy, too, ye sing w l skill.
And wocl ye praise the whiskey gill: 
lu vain I Mind my feckless <|iilll

Vour fame to mise;
While Kclio sounds fnnn Ilka hill every

To Hitrns s praise.

hid Addison or Pope hut hear,
Ur Ham, that critic most severe,
A ploughing sing w ith tlimat sac clear,

They In a rage
Their works would a In plena tear,

And curse your page.

Hun* Milton a clof|ucnor were faint 
The iN-autles of your verae to paint:
My rude nn|M»1iwh d stroke* hut taint 

Their brilliancy;
111 attempt would doubtless vet a saint,

Ami weel nun thee.

Tlie task Ill drop with heart sincere 
To Heaven pnwnt my humide pray r,
That all the blessings mortals share 

May In* hy turns 
IH8|nused hy an Indulgent rare,

To KolM-rt Hums.

"Sir, - I hope yon will pardon my Mildness hi this: 
my hand trembles while I write to you conscious of 
my uiiworthlnesi of what I would most earnestly 
solicit, via. your favour ami friendship: yet, Imping 
yon will show yourself |M»wwew*ed of un much generosity 
ami giNsI nature as will prevent your excising what

ait down to a sheet of paper that I knew not 
how to atain. I am no dah at fine-drawn let- 
1er-writing; and, except when prompted hy 
friendship or gratitude, or, whivh happens 
extremely rarely, inspired hy the Musc (I 
know not her name) that presides over cpiato- 
lary writing, I sit down, when nécessitai ml to 
write, as I would ait down to lient hemp.

Some |iarts of your letter of the ‘iotli August, 
struck me with the most melancholy concern 
for the state of your mind at present.

Would I could write you a letter of comfort,
I would sit down to it with as much pleasure 
as I would to write an epic |mcm of my own 
composition that should c<|tial the /liait. Re
ligion, my dear friend, is the true comfort! A 
strong persuasion in a future slate of existence; 
a proposition so obviously pmlmhlc, that, sid
ling revelation aside, every nation and |»eoplc, 
so far as investigation has reachnl, for at least

limy justly In» found liable to censure In this nnnaiirc, 
I shall take the lilM-rty to suIwtIIn* myself,

sir, your nmst ola-dleiit humide servant,
"Jankt Little.

" r.S. If you would eondeweiid to honour me w ith 
a few line* from your hand, I would take it as a par 
lli uhir favour; and direct tv me at Imiidonii House, 
near llataton."

It Is more than probable that Hums repllvd In 
terms complimentary to the |sadess; for not long 
after, Janet undertook a Journey to Ihimfries-shitr, 
partly to see her relatives, lint chictly for the purpose 
of obtaining a personal Interview with the author 
of the “ Mountain daisy," at Ills farm of Kllislainl. 
Hums was away on one of his excise excursions when 
Janet arrived; hut she had not liccn long waiting his 
return when lie was announced with the unpleasant 
intelligence that Ills horse had fallen, and the |nhJ s 
arm was broken. Janet gave vent to her feelings on 
the occasion by recording the occurrence In a set of 
rather tame verses.

Flattered hy the encouragement of her friends, and 
tin1 local fame ac«|iiirud hy her stray productions, the 
l«oiidoiiii milkmaid was at length induced to think of 
submitting her works to the public. I*to*|n i tus»- 
were accordingly printed, and she had the gratifies 
I loll of tllldillg the Slllwcriptioii lists speedily sw elled 
hy many of the nnlst Illustrious and respectable names, 
not only In the district, hut throughout the country 
generally. Tims patronized, The /•»* tient Work» •>/ 
Janet Little, the Seot*i*h Milkmaitl, a p| mu red In 
1702, from the pres*of JMm and Peter Wllsoh of Ayr, 
as a thin Mvo volume. Many of her pieces are not 
destitute of merit, while all lieer evidence of a cult I 
vate«l, well-regulated mind. She snlMMi|iiently In* 
came the w ife of John Itleliinoiid. a lalMiurcr at Mm 
doiin fast le, and died 111 1N1.1 In figure Janet greatly 
ladled her name; for she was a very tall masculine 
woman.
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near four thousand years, have, in some mode 
or other, firmly believed it In vain would 
wo reason ami pretend to doubt I have iny- 
self done so to a very daring pitch; but, when 
I reflected that I wa* opposing the moat anient 
wishes, anil the most darling hopes of gissl 
men, and flying in the face of all human be
lief, in all ages, I was shocked at my own eon- 
duet 5,

I know not whether I have ever sent you 
the follow ing lines, or if you have ever seen 
them; but it I* one of my favourite limitations, 
which I keep constantly by me in my progress 
through life, in the language of the book of 
Job.

Against the ilay of liattle ami of war 

spoken of religion:
'I ls I/o'*, my frleml, that streaks our morning bright, 
l is lliin Huit gilila tlie horror of our night,

When wealth forsakes ns, ami when friemls an- few, 
Wlien friemls are faithless, or when foes |mmie;
"I ls tills that wnnls tile blow, or stills tile smart, 
liisarms atllirtioii, or re|iela his ilart;
W itliin til)' breast bids inirrst ra|itures rise,
Hills smiling mnacienco s|ireail her rlmiilless skies.

I have been busy with zf<him.1 The Doctor 
is so obliging as lo ropiest my opinion of it; 
and I have been revolving in my mind some 
kind of criticisms on novel-writing, but it is 
a depth lieyond my research. I shall, how
ever, digest my thoughts on llic subject as 
well as I Mill. Jf'/wo is a most sterling |a r- 
formanee.

farewell ! A Dim, h Aon Dim, j> irum
mmiii'iiili!

41. 11.

Til Mil. I’KTKIi ST VAUT, UlNlHlN.

|Si'|itenilH r, | IÏSO.
MV I'KAI! Hilt,

The hurry of a farmer in this particular 
season, and the indolence of a poet at all limes 
and seasons, will, I hope, plead my excuse for 
neglecting so long lo answer your obliging 
letter of the fifth of August.

That you have done Well in ipiitting your 
»

1 Xrluen was a novel by l>r. Moore, published In
Jline. 17-0 The llrst voluti...... . Humas copy with
|s lieilloi lillirgllial Holes III Ills litimlw riling Is still 
In Hie |sSun-ailloli of the n-presi'iitatlves of Mrs. Ihm
k-P

laborious concern in . . . I do not doubt ; 
the weighty reasons you mention, were, 1 hope 
very, and deservedly indeed, weighty ones, and 
your health is a matter of the last importance; 
but whether the remaining proprietors of the 
paper have also done well, is what I much 
doubt. The |,S/or], so far as I was a reader, 
exhibited such a brilliancy of point, such an 
elegance of paragraph, and such a variety of 
intelligence, that I can hardly conceive it 
possible to continue a daily paper in the same 
degree of excellence : but if there was a man 
wiho had abilities eipial lo the task, that man's 
assistance the proprietors have lost,

When I received your letter I was transcrib
ing for . . . my Idler to the magistrales 
of the Canongnte, Kdinlnirgh, begging their 
permission to place a tomb-stone over pmir 
Kergusson, and their edict in ennscipicncc of
my |ietition, but now I shall send them to------.*
I‘(*>r Kergusson! If there Is: a life lieyond 
I lie grave, which I trust there is; and if there 
Is) a gissl I list presiding over all nature, w hich 
I am sure there is; thou art enjoying existence 
in a glorious world, where worth of the heart 
alone is distinction in the man ; where riche*, 
deprived of all their pleasure-purchasing pow
ers, return to their native sordid matter; where 
titles and honours are the disregarded reveries 
of an idle dream; and where that heavy virtue, 
which is the negative consci|lienee of steady 
dulness, and those thoughtless, though often 
destructive follies, which are the unuvnidnldu 
alienations of frail human nature, will lie 
thrown into eipial oblivion as if they had never 
been !

Adieu, my dear Sir ! So soon as your pre
sent views and schemes are concentered in an

2 Tlie Scot* AZ-i /r- fur August, 17KU, iniitains n 
notice of tlie erection In tlie t 'nnongiite kirkyniibnf 
the tniiilwlniio prosl-l-'-l by Hums, executed nlsnit 
two years mid a half after It hail laieli ordered. 
Hurns's letMer to tlie I'aiioiigate authorities will lai 
found at |i. 1st Hums wrote a |ss'tleal lnacrl|dloii 
for the tombstone, which will lie found at p. 'Jill, 
vol. H.i In connection with the same subject Hums 
bail w/rittcii a letter to Ids |-resent i*orre*|sindent. 
(See ;i. fig.) Mr. Stuart had known |Ms-r Kergusson 
intimately. In Ills letter, |„ which this was all 
answer, he had said, "I cannot exiin-as my happl- 
ness Hiiltteieiitly at Uie Instance of your atUw'hmeUt 
to my late Inestimable friend, Itoli Kergusson, who 
was iKirtieiilnrly intimate with mywejf ami relations. 
Millie I recollect with iilcnsurc his extraordinary 
talents ami many amiable i|iialltles, It afforils me the
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aim, I «hall be glad to hear from you; a* jour 
welfare and happinefli ia by no mcana a subject 
indifferent to yours,

R. 11.

TO CAFT AIX RIDDELL
FU IA KM CARS*. s

BLUSLAMD, ICth Oct. 1781).
Sir,

llig with the idea of thia imiHirtant day at 
Friars' Carac,1 I have watched the elements and 
skies in the full persuasion that they would 
announec it to the astonished world by some 
phenomena of terrific portent.—Yesternight 
until a very late hour did I wait with anxious 
horror for the ap|teamnee of some comet firing 
half the sky; or aerial armies of sanguinary 
Scandinavians, darting athwart the startled 
heavens, rapid as the ragged lightning, and 
horrid as those convulsions of nature that bury 
nations.

The elements, however, seemed to take the 
matter very quietly: they did not even usher 
in this morning with triple suns and a shower 
of blood, symlmlieal of the three potent heroes, 
and the mighty clarct-shed of the day. — For 
me, as Thomson in his “ Winter " says of the

greatest consolation that I am honoured with the 
eorres|H>ndence of his successor in national sim
plicity and genius."

* This alludes to the contest for “The Whistle." 
8ee the |mr‘Iii and note at p. M, vol. ill. As we have 
not elsewhere given the reader any iqiecial Informa
tion In regard to Friars' < arse, the hospitable mansion 
where hums was such a frequent guest while at 
Fdlisland, we shall here furnish a few particulars In 
regard to the place. The mansion, which In longs to 
an estate of the same name, stands on a mrw or 
holm on the right hank of the Nlth in Dunscore parish, 
Dumfriesshire, six and a half miles from Dumfries, and 
alauit a mile from Elllsland. It received its name 
of “ Friars ’ from living built on the site of an old 
building which was a cell, or dependency, of Melrose 
Aliliey in pre-Reformation times. 8ut)sv«|ueiit to Mr. 
Riddell's death it came Into the |Hissessloii of Dr. 
James Crichton, and it now Itching* to the ('richton 
Institution near Dumfries, a lunatic asylum for well- 
to-do patients, established on the funds left by this 
gentleman for charitable purp<ises. It was at the 
('arse that Hums met the renowned flnisc, whom he 
has celebrated in more than one of his pieces, and for 
whom he wrote “ Tam o’ Shan ter. " The froom which 
was the scene of the “ Whistle” contest is naturally 
regarded with great Interest by visitors. Hie Hermi
tage, in which Hums wrote a well-known poem, is 
now a ruin.

storm—I shall “ Hear astonished, and as
tonished sing ”

The whistle and the man ; I sing 
The man that won tile whistle, A r.

Here are we met, three merry hoy»,
Three merry Isiys I trow are we ;

And mony a night we've merry la-ell,
And mony nine we hope to lie.

Wlm first shall rise to gang awn,
A cuekold coward ham is lie:

Wlia hist la-side Ills chair shall fa"
He is the king amang us three.

To leave the heights of Parnassus, and come 
lo the humble vale of prose. — I have some 
misgivings that I lake ton much ii|ion me, 
when I rei|in-st you to get your guest, Sir 
Robert Istwric, to frank the t wo inclosed covers 
for me, the one of them to Sir Win. Cunningham, 
of Robert land, Hart., at Aiiehenskcith, Kil
marnock,—the other to Mr. Allan Masterton, 
Writing-Master, Edinburgh. The first has a 
kindred claim on Sir Robert, as being a brother 
Baronet, and likewise a keen Foxite ; the other 
is one of the worthiest men in the world, and 
a man of real genius ; so, allow me lo say, lie 
has a fraternal elaim on yiyi. I want them 
franked for to-morrow, as I cannot get them 
to the post to-night. I shall send a servant 
again for them in the evening. Wishing that 
your head may lie entyvned with laurels to
night, and free from aches to-morrow, I have 
the honour to lie, Sir, your deeply indebted 
humble servant,

II. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSI,IE.

KLLISLAWn, 1st Nov. liStl.
Mr iikar KntKsn,

I ha<l written you long ere now, could I 
have guessed where to find you, for I am sure 
you have more good sense than to waste the 
precious days of vacation time in the dirt of 
business in Edinburgh. — Wherever you are, 
find bless you, and lend you not into tempta
tion, but deliver you front evil !

I do not know if I have informed you that 
I am now appointed to an Excise division, in 
the middle of which my house and farm lie. 
In this I was extremely lucky. Without ever 
having Ih-cii an expectant, ns they call their 
journeymen excisemen, I was directly planted
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down to nil intents and purposes an officer of 
Kxcise; there to flourish anil bring forth fruit* 
—worthy of repentance.

know not how the wonl eoriw man, or still 
more opprobrious, jpiuip r, will souml in your, 
ears. I too have seen the «lay when my audi
tory nerves would have felt very delicately on 
this subject ; but a wife and children arc things 
which have a wonderful power in blunting 
these kind of sensations. Fifty jwiunils a year 
for life, awl a provision for widows and or
phans, you will allow is no I mil settlement for 
a ;«*). For the ignominy of the profession,
I have the encouragement which I once heard 
a recruiting serjeant give to a numerous, if 
not a respectable audience, in the streets of 
Kilmarnock.— “Oentlcmcn, for your further 
and Is'tter encouragement. I can assure yon 
that our regiment is the most blackguard eori*t 
under the crown, and ronsts|ucntly with us an 
lion«-st fellow has the surest chance for prefer
ment."

You lid'll wit doubt, (hat I find several very 
unpleasant and disagreeable circumstances in 
my business; but I am tired with and dis- 
gnsti-d it# the language of iumplaint against 
the cvilAof life. Human existence in the 
most favourable situations doe* not alwnind 
with pleasures, and lias its inconvenience* and 
ills; capricious fisdish man mistaki-s these in- 
eoiivenivncosand ills as if they were the pei’U- 
liar projierty of his («irlieular situation; and 
lienee that eternal licklent'ss, that love of 
change, which has mined, and daily docs ruin 
many a fine fellow, a* well as many a block
head, and is almost, without exception, a con
stant source of disap|siiiilmeiil and misery. 
Si far from Iwing dissatisfied with my prcsent 
lot, I earnestly pray the (treat I>is|m*cr of 
events that it may never lie worse, and I think 
I can lay my hand on my heart ami *av, “ I 
shall lie content."

I long to hear from yon how you pi on— 
not so much in business as in life. Arc you 
pretty well satisfied with your own exertions, 
and tolerably at ease in your internal reflec
tions? Tis much to Is' a great character a* a 
lawyer, but lieyond dini|siri*on more to lie a 
great I'liaraeter as a man. That you may lie 
both llie one ami the other is the eami'sl wish, 
and that you irill lie Isith is the firm |«'r*ua- 
sion of, my dear Sir, Ac. li. II.

VlIU IX',

r
To MR. RICHARD BROWN.

Ellislaxd, 4th November, 1789.

I have iiecu so hurried, my ever dear friend, h 
that though I got Isith your letters, I have not 
lieen able to command an hour to answer them 
a* I w ished ; and even now, you are to look 
on this as merely confessing debt, ami crav
ing «lays. Few things could have given me 
so much pleasure as the news that you were 
once more safe and sound on terra finna, and

in that place where happiness is alone | 
to lie found, in the fireside circle. May the 
lienevolent Director of all things peculiarly 
bless you in all those endearing connections 
consequent on the tender ami venerable mimes 
of hiisliaml and father! 1 have indeed been 
extremely lucky in getting an lulditionl in
come of £50 a-ycnr, while, at the same time, 
the ap|Hiinlment will not cost me above fid 
or £12 lier annum of expense* more than I 
must have inevitably incurred. The worst 
circumstance is, that the Kxcise division w hich 
I have pit is so extensive, no less Ilian ten 
|«irishes to ride over; and it iiIkiuiuIs besides 
with so much business, that l can scarcely steal 
a *|«ire moment. However, labour endears 
rest, and Isith together are absolutely necessary 
for the proper enjoyment of human existence. .
I cannot meet you any xw lie re. No loss than 
an onler from the board of Kxcise, at Kdin- 
hurgli, is necessary licforv I can have so 
much time as to meet you in Ayrshire. But 
do you come, and st-e me. \Vc must have a 
sis ial day, and i«>rhn|is lengthen it out with 
half the night, before you go apiin to sea. 
You are the earliest friend I now have on 
earth, my brothers excepted ; and is not that 
an endearing circumstance? When you and 
I first met, we were at the green period of 
human lift*. The twig would easily lake a 
bent, but would as easily return to its funner 
stale. You and I not only tisik a mutual 
lient, but, by the melancholy, though strong 
influence of being Isith of the family of the 
unfortunate, we were entwined with one an
other in our growth towanls advanced age; 
and blasted Is; the saereligious hand that shall 
attempt to undo the union! You and I must 
have one bumper to my favourite toast, “ May 
the eom|mnion* of our youth lie the friends of

68
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our old age ! ” Come and see me one year; I 
shall see you at Port-Glasgow the next, and if 
we can contrive to have a gossiping between 
our two bed-fellows, it will be so much ad
ditional pleasure. Mrs. Burns joins me in 
kind compliments to you and Mrs. Brown. 
Adieu ! 1 am ever, my dear Sir, yours, v

R. B.

TO MR. WILLIAM BURNS, SADDLER,
MOKPKTH.

Eli,island, 10th Nov. 1789.
Dear William,

I would have written you sooner, but I am 
so hurried and fatigued with my Excise busi
ness that I can scarcely pluck up resolution to 
go through the effort of a letter to anybody. 
Indeed you hardly deserve a letter from me, 
considering that you have spare hours in which 
you have nothing to do at all, and yet it was 
near three months between your two last 
letters.

I know not if you heard lately from Gilbert. 
I expect him here with me about the latter 
end of this wcclpf . . . My mother is re
turned, now that she has seen my little boy 
Francis fairly set to the world. I suppose 
Gilbert has informed you that you have got 
a new nephew. He is a fine thriving fellow, 
and promises to do honour to the name he 
bears. 1 have named him Francis Wallace, 
after my worthy frictiti Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop.

The only Ayrshire news that I remember in 
which I think you will be interested is that 
Mr. Ronald is bankrupt.1 You will easily 
guess from his insolent vanity in his sunshine 
of life he will now feel a little retaliation from 
those who thought themselves eclipsed by him; 
for, poor fellow, I do not think he ever inten
tionally injured any one. I might, indeed, 
perhaps except his wife, whom he certainly 
has used very ill ; but she is still fond of him 
todistraction and bears up wonderfully—much 
superior to him—under this severe shock of 
fortune. Women have a kind of sturdy suf
ferance which qualifies them to endure beyond, 
much beyond, the common run of men; but

i “ October 23rd. Sequestration. Mr. William 
Ronald, Merchant and Tobacconist In Mauchllnc." 
—Scot« Magazine. See. vol. 1. p. 195.

perhaps part of that fortitude is owing to their 
shortsightedness, for they arc by no means 
famous for seeing remote consequences in all 
their real importance.

I am very glad at your resolution to live 
within^ your income, be that what it will. 
Had poor Ronald done so he had not this day 
been a prey to the dreadful miseries of insol
vency. You are at the time of life when these 
habitudes arc begun which arc to mark the 
character of the future man. Go on and per
severe, and depend on less or more success. 
I am, dear William, your brother,

R. B.

TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRY.

9th December, 1789.
Sir,

I have a good while had a wish to trouble 
you with a letter, and had certainly done it 
long ere now—but fora humiliating something 
that throws cold water on the resolution ; as if 
one should say, “ You have found Mr. Graham 
a very powerful and kind friend indeed, and 
that interest he is so kindly taking in your 
concerns, you ought by every thing in your 
power to keep alive and chegsh." Now, 
though since God has thought proper to make 
one powerful and another helpless, the connec
tion of obliger and obliged is all fair; and 
though my being under your patronage is to 
me highly honourable ; yet, Sir, allow me to 
flatter myself, that, as a poet and an honest 
man, you first interested yourself in my wel
fare, and principally as such, still you permit 
me to approach you.

I have found the excise business go on a 
great deal smoother with me than 1 expected ; 
owing a good deal to the generous friendship 
of Mr. Mitchell, my collector, and the kind 
assistance of Mr. Findlater, my supervisor. 
I dare to be honest, and 1 fear no labour. 
Nor do I find my hurried life greatly inimical 
to my correspondence with the Muses. Their 
visits to me, indeed, and I believe to most of 
their acquaintance, like the visits of good 
angels, are “short and far between:” but 1 
meet them now and then as I jog through the 
hills of Nithsdalc, just as I used to do on the 
banks of Ayr. I take the liberty to inclose
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you a few bagatelles, all of them the produc
tions of my leisure thoughts in my excise 
rides.

If you know or have ever seen Captain 
Grose, the antiquarian, you will enter into any 
humour that is in the verses on him.1 Perhaps 
you have seen them before, as I sent them to 
a London Newspaper. Though I dare say 
you have none of the solemn-leaguc-and-covc- 
nant fire, which shone so conspicuous in- Lord 
George Gordon, and the Kilmarnock weavers, 
yet I think you must have heard of Dr. M'Gill, 
one of the clergymen of Ayr, and his heretical 
book. God help him, poor man ! Though he 
is one of the worthiest, as well as one of the 
ablest, of the whole priesthood of the Kirk of 
Scotland, in every sense of that ambiguous 
term, yet the poor Doctor and his numerous 
family arc in imminent danger of being thrown 
out to the mercy of the winter winds. The 
inclosed ballad on that business is, I confess, 
too local, but I laughed myself at some conceits 
in it, though I am convinced in my conscience 
that there arc a good many heavy stanzas in it 
too.

The election ballad, as you will see, alludes 
to the present canvass in our string of boroughs. 
I do not believe there will be such a hard run 
match in the whole general election. .The 
Great, Man2 here, like all renegadocs, is a 
flaming zealot kicked out before the astonished 
indignation of his deserted master, and des
pised, I suppose, by the party who took him 
in to be a mustering faggot at the mysterious 
orgies of their midnight iniquities, and a use
ful drudge in the dirty work of their country 
elections ; he would fain persuade this part of 
the world that he has turned Patriot, and, 
where he knows his men, has the impudence 
to aim away at the unmistrusting manner of 
a man of conscience and principle. Nay, to 
such an intemperate height has his zeal carried 
him that in convulsive violence to every' feel
ing in his bosom, he has made some desperate 
attempts at the hopeless business of getting 
himself a character for benevolence ; ai#, in 
one or two late terrible strides in pursuit of

1 In the letter the poet inclosed his verses on Grose 
(“Hear, Land o’ Oakes'Vthe “ Kirk s Alarm," an 
election ballad (the “ Five Carlins"), and “To Mary
In Heaven."

3 The Duke of Queensberry.

party interest, has actually stumbled on some
thing like meaning the Welfare of his Fellow- 
Creatures. I beg your pardon, Sir, if I differ 
from you in my idea of this great man; but 
were you to know his sins, as well of omission 
as commission, to this outraged land, you 
would club your curse with the execrating 
voice of the country. I am too little a man to 
have aqy political attachments; I am deeply 
intic"btcd to, and have the warmest veneration 
for, individuals of both parties ; but a man 
who has it in his power to be the father of 
a country, and who is only known th that 
country by the mischiefs he does in it, is a 
character of which one cannot speak with 
patience.

Sir James Johnston does “what man can 
do,” but yet I doubt his fate. Of the burgh 
pf Annan he is secure ; Kirkcudbright is 
dubious. He has the provost, but Lord Daer, 
who docs the honours of great man to the 
place, makes every effort in his power for the 
opposite interest. Luckily for Sir James, his 
Lordship, though a very good Lord, is a very 
poor politician. Dumfries and Sanquhar are 
decidedly the Duke’s “to sell or let;” so 
Lochmaben, a city containing upwards of four
score living souls that cannot discern between 
their right hand and their left—for drunken
ness—has at present the balance of power in 
her hands. The honourable couiicil of that 
ancient burgh are fifteen in number ; but, 
alas! their fifteen names endorsing a bill of 
fifteen pounds would not discount the said 
bill in any banking office. My lord-provost,3 
who is one of the soundest-headed, best- 
hearted, whisky-drinking fellows in the south 
of Scotland, is devoted to Sir James ; but his 
Grace thinks he has a majority of the council, 
though I, who have the honour to be a burgess 
of the town, and know somewhat behind the 
curtain, could tell him a different story.

The worst of it for the buff and blue folks 
is, that their candidate Captain Miller, my 
landlord’s son, is, entre nous, a youth by no 
means above mediocrity in his abilities, and 
is said to have a huckster-lust for shillings, 
pence and farthings. This is the more remark
able as his father’s abilities and benevolence 
are so justly celebrated.

* A Mr. Maxwell. A letter to him will be found on 
p^54.
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The song beginning “Thou lingering star," 
&e., is the last, and in my opinion, by much 
the best of the inclosed compositions. 1 beg 
leave to present it with my most respectful 
compliments to Mrs. Graham.

I return you by the carrier, the bearer of 
this, Smith’s Wealth of Nation's, Marshall’s 
Yorkshire, and Angola. Les Contes de Fon
taine is in the way of my trade, ai%l 1 must 
give it another redding or two. Chansons 
Joyeuses anil another little French book I keep 
for the same reason. I think you will not be 
reading them, and I will not keep them long.

Forgive me, Sir, for the stupid length of 
this epis’tle. I pray Heaven it may find you 
in a humour to read The Belfast New Almanac, 
or the Bachelors Garland, containing five 
excellent new songs, or the Paisley poet’s 
version of the psalms of David, and then my 
impertinence may disgust the less.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your cvcr- 
grateful, humble servant,

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

ELLI8LA.no, 13th Dec. 1780.
Many thanks, dear Madam, for your sheet- 

full of rhymes. Though at present I am below 
the vçricst prose, yet from you every thing 
pleases. 1 am groaning under the miseries of 
a diseased nervous system ; a system, the state 
of which is moat conducive to our happiness— 
or the most productive of our misery. For 
now near three weeks I have been so ill with 
a nervous headache, that I have been obliged 
for a time to give up my excise-books, being 
scarce able to lift my head, much less to ride 
once a-week over tcnxmuir parishes. What is 
man?—To-day, in the luxuriance of health, 
exulting in the enjoyment of existence ; in a 
few days, perhaps in a few hours, loaded with 
conscious painful being, counting the tardy 
pace of the lingering moments by the reper
cussions of anguish, and refusing or denied a 
comforter. Day follows night, and night 
comes after day, only to curse him with life 
which gives him no pleasure ; and yet the 
awful, dark termination of that life, is some
thing at which he recoils.

Tell us, ye dead ; will none of you in pity
—------- disclose the secret
What tie you are, and we must shortly bef
-------------------------- -’tis no matter:
A little time will make us learn'Z as you are.*

Can it be possible, that when I resign this 
frail, feverish being, I shall still find myself 
in conscious existence? When the last gasp 
of agony lias announced that I am no more to 
those that knew me, and the few who loved 
me; when the cold, stiffened, unconscious, 
ghastly corse is resigned into the earth, to be 
the prey of unsightly reptiles, and to become 
in time a trodden clod, shall I be yet warm in 
life, seeing and seen, enjoying and enjoyed? 
Ye venerable sages, and holy flamens, is there 
probability in your conjectures, truth in your 
stories, of another world beyond death ; or are 
they all alike, baseless visions, and fabricated 
fables? If there is another life, it must be 
tfnly for the just, the benevolent, the amiable, 
and the humane ; what a flattering idea, then, 
is a world to come ! Would to God 1 as firmly 
believed it, as I ardently wish it! There 1 
should meet an aged parent, now at rest from 
the many buffetings of an evil world, against 
which he so long and so bravely struggled. 
There should 1 meet the friend, the disinter
ested friend of my early life; the man who 
rejoiced to sec me, because he loved me and 
could serve me.—Muir,* thy weaknesses were 
the aberrations of human nature, but thy heart 
glowed with every thing generous, manly, and 
noble; and if ever emanation from the All
good Being animated a human form, it was 
thine!—There should I, with speechless agony 
of rapture, again recognise my lost, my ever 
dear Mary ! whose bosom was fraught with 
truth, honour, constancy, anil love.

My Mary, dear departed shade,
Where fs thy place of heavenly rest?

Scest thou thy lover lowly laid?
Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

Jesus Christ, thou amiablest of characters! 
I trust thou art no impostor, and that thy 
revelation of blissful scenes of existence beyond 
death and the grave, is not one bf the many 
impositions which time after time have been 
palmed on credulous mankind. I trust that

1 Blair's “Brave."
1 Robert Muir, Kilmarnock. 

7th March, 1788.
See Letter to him of
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in thee “shall all the families of the earth he 
blessed,” by being yet connected together in 
a better world, where every tie that bound 
heart to heart, in this state of existence, shall 
be, far beyond our present conceptions, more 
endearing.

I am a good deal inclined to think with 
those who maintain, that what arc called ner
vous affections are in fact diseases of the mind. 
I cannot reason, I cannot think ; and tyit to 
you I would not venture to write any thing 
above an order to a cobbler. You have felt 
too much of the ills of life npt to sympathise 
with a diseased wretch, who has impaired more 
than half of any faculties he possessed. Your 
goodness will excuse this distracted scrawl, 
which the writer dare scarcely read, and which 
he would throw into the fire, were he able to 
write any thing better, or indeed any thing at 
all. «£ '

Humour told me something of a son of yours, 
who was returned from the East or West Indies. 
If you have gotten news from Jamesor Anthony, 
it was cruel in you not to let me know ; as I 
promise you, on the sincerity of a man, who 
is weary of one world, and anxious about an
other, that scarce any thing could give me so 
much pleasure as to hear of any good thing 
befalling my honoured friend.

If you have a minute’s leisure, take up your 
pen in pity to le jtauvre misérable

II. li.

—»------------------

TO LADY GLENCAIRN.1

Ellisland, [December, 1789].
My Lady,

The honour you have done your poor poet, 
in writing him so very obliging a letter, and 
the pleasure the enclosed beautiful verses have 
given him, came very seasonably to his aid 
amid the cheerless gloom and sinking despon
dency of diseased licrvcsand December wcath cr. 
As to forgetting the family of Glcncairn, Heaven 
is my witness with what sincerity I could use 
those old verses, which please me more in 
their rude simplicity than the most elegant 
lines I ever saw.

If thee, Jerusalem, I forget,
Skill part from my right hand.

i Mother of Burns’s patron

My tongue to my mouth’s roof let cleave,
If I do thee forget,

Jerusalem, and thee above 
My chief joy do not set.

When I am tempted todoany thing improper,
I dare not, because I look upon myself as 
accountable to your ladyship and family. Now 
and then when I have the honour to be called 
to the tables, of the great, if I happen to meet 
with any mortification from the stately stupidity 
of self-sufficient squires, or the luxurious in
dolence of upstart nabobs, I get above the 
creatures by calling to remembrance that 1 am 
patronised by the noble House of Glcncairn; 
and at gala-times, such as New-year’s-day, a 
christening, or the kirn-night, when my punch
bowl is brought from its dusty corner, and 
filled up in honour of the occasion, I begin 
with,—The Countess of Oleucairn! My good 
woman,», with the enthusiasm of a grateful 
heart, next cries, My Lord! and so the toast 
goes on until I end with Lady Harriet’s little 
angel! whose epitlialamium I have pledged 
myself to write.

When I received your ladyship’s letter, I 
was just in the act of transcribing for you some 
verses I have lately composed; and meant-to 
have sent them my first leisure hoifr, and 
acquainted you with my late change of life.
I mentioned to my lord my fears concerning 
my farm. Those fears were indeed too true ; 
it is a bargain would have ruined me but for the 
lucky circumstance of my having an excise 
commission.

People'may talk as they please of the igno
miny of the excise: £50 a-ycar will support my 
wife and children, and keep, me independent 
of the world ; and 1 would much rather have 
it said that my professioif borrowed credit from 
me, than that I borrowed credit from my pro
fession. Another advantage I have in this 
business, is the knowledge it gives me of the 
various shades of human character, conse
quently assisting me vastly in my poetic pur
suits. I had the most ardent enthusiasm for 
the muses when nobody knew me but myself, 
and that ardour is by no means cooled now 
that my Lord Glencairn’s goodness has intro
duced me to all the world. Not that I am in 
haste for the press. I have no idea of publish
ing, else I certainly had consulted my noble, 
generous patron ; but after acting the part of
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an honest man, and supporting my family, my 
whole wishes and views are dirceted to poetic 
pursuits. 1 am aware that though 1 were to 
give performances to the world superior to my 
former works, still if they were of the same 
kind with those, the comparative reception 
'they would meet with would mortify me. I 
have turned my thoughts on the drama. 1 
do not mean the stately buskin of the tragic 
muse. Does not your ladyship think that an 
Edinburgh theatre would bo more amused with 
affectation, folly, and whim of true Scottish 
growth, than manners which by far the great
est part of the audience can only know at second 
hand?

1 have the honour to be, your ladyship's 
ever devoted, and grateful humble servant,

11. 13.

TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE.1

Ellisland, 10th Dec. 1780.
my Lady,

In vain have I from day to day expected to 
hear from Mrs. Young, as she promised me at 
Dalswinton that she would do me the honour 
to Introduce meat Tinwald; and it was im
possible, not from your Ladyship’sacccssibility, 
but from my own feelings, that I could go 
alone. Lately, indeed, Mr. Maxwell of Car- 
ruchan, in his usual goodness, offered to ac
company me, when an unlucky indisposition 
on my part hindered my embracing the oppor
tunity. To court the notice or the tables of 
the great, except where I sometimes have had 
a little matter to ask of them, or more often 
the pleasanter task of witnessing my gratitude 
to them, is what I never have done, and I 

* trust never shall do. But with your lady
ship, 1 have the honour to be connected by 
one of the strongest and most endearing tics

i Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, a descendant 
of the forfeited Earl of Nitlisdale. Tlds nobleman 
was implicated in the rebellion of 1716, but his life 
was saved through the heroic conduct of his countess, 
whose ingenuity and presence of mind enabled him 
to effect his escape from the Tower of London. The 
lady was married to William Haggerston Constable 
of Everingham in Yorkshire. Sir W. Scott, referring 
to this letter, says: “Here Burns plays high Jacobite 
to that singular old curmudgeon, Lady Winifred 
Constable. ... I imagine ids Jacobitism, like 
my own, belonged to the fancy rather than the 
reason."

in the whole moral world. Common sufferers, 
in a cause where even to bo unfortunate is 
glorious, the cause of heroic loyalty 1 Though 
my fathers had not illustrious honours and 
vast properties to hazard in the contest, though 
they left their humble cottages only to add so 
many units more to the unnoted crowd that 
followed their leaders, yet what they could 
they did, and what they tyul they lost: with 
unshaken firmness and unconcealed political 
attachments, they shoqk hands with Ruin for 
what they esteemed the cause of their king and 
their country. This language and the inclosed 
verses2 arc for your Ladyship's eye alone. 
Poets are not very famous f^ their prudence ; 
but as 1 can do nothing for a cause which is 
now nearly no more, 1 do not wish to hurt 
myself.

I have the honour to be, my Lady, your 
Igtdyship’s obliged and obedient humble ser
vant,

R. B.

TO PROVOST MAXWELL, 1
OF LOCUMABKN.

Ellisland, 20tl! Dec. 1789.
Dear Provost,

As my friend Mr. Graham goes for your good 
town to-morrow, I cannot resist the tempta
tion to send you a few lines, and as 1 have 
nothing to say, I have chosen this sheet of 
foolscap, and begun as you see at the top of 
the first page, because I have ever observed, 
that when once people have fairly set out they 
know not where to stop. Now' that my first 
sentence is concluded, I have nothing to do 
but to pray heaven to help me on to another. 
Shall 1 wrjte.you on politics or religion, two 
master shbjcyts for your sayers of nothing? 
Of the first^ I dare say by this time you are 
nearly surfeited : and for the last, whatever 
they may talk of it, who make it a kind of 
company concern, 1 never could endure it be
yond a soliloquy. I might write you on farm
ing, on building, on marketing, but my poor 
distracted mind is so tom, so jaded, so racked,

2 Viz. the verses to William Tytler of Woodhouselee, 
the “ Reverts! defender of beauteous Stuart," given 
at vol. il. p. 210. The statements in regard hi Burns’s 
ancestors are elsewhere commented on. See Lock
hart’s Life, p, 1.

/
I
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and bedeviled with the task of the superlatively 
damned, to make one guineti ilo the business of 
three, that I detest, abhor, and swoon at the 
very word “business,” though no less than 
four letters of my very short surname' are in 
it.

Well, to make the matter short, I shall be
take myself to a subject ever fruitful of themes ; 
a subject the turtle feast of the sons of Satan, 
and the delicious secret sugar plum of the 
babes of grace—a subject sparkling with all 
the jewels that wit can find in the mines of 
genius ; and pregnant with all the stores of 
learning from Moses and Confucius to Franklin 
and Priestley—in short may it please your 
Lordship, I intend to write . . .l

If at any time you expect a field-day in your 
town2—a day when dukes, earls, and knights, 
pay their court to weavers, tailors, and cob
blers—1 should like to know of it two or three 
days beforehand. It is not that I care three 
skips of a cur-dog for the politics, but I should 
like to see such an exhibition of human nature. 
If you meet with th^tjvorthy old veteran in 
religion and goodfellowship, Mr. Jeffrey,3 or 
any of his amiable family, 1 beg you will give 
them my best compliments.

' ' It. 13.

TO MR. GEORGE SUTHERLAND,

PLAYWRIGHT,t NEAR DUMFRIES, AT J. HUTCHISON'S,
. TUB POST-OFFICE.

ELLISLANI),
Thursday Morning, [31st Dec. 1789J.

Sir,

Jogging home yesternight it occurred to me 
that as your next night is the first night of the

i Here the poet, we are told, inserted a coarse song. 
Burns, it will he understood, was a man of varying 
moods, and notwithstanding the “ miseries of a di4 
easeil nervous system "and the “horrid hypochondria" 
of which lie complains in his letters about this time, 
he was not altogether overcome by gloomy thoughts.

8 The poet alludes here to the election, which forms 
the subject of the “ ballad " commencing:—

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife,
See vol. iii. p. 71.

* Minister of Lochmabcn, father of the blue-eyed 
lass, upon whom Burns wrote the fine song given at 
vol. iii. p. so, beginning—"I gaed a waefu’ gate yes
treen." In the course of his perambulations the poet 
was an occasional guest of this worthy clergyman.

4 See next letter.

New Year, a few lines allusive to the season 
by way of prologue, interlude, or what you 
please, might take pretty well. The enclosed 
verses arc very incorrect, because they are 
almost the first crude suggestions of my M use, 
by way of bearing me company in my darkling 
journey. 1 am sensible it is too late to send, 
you them; but if they can any way serve you, 
use, alter, or, if you please, neglect them. 1 
shall not be in the least mortified though they 
arc never heard of ; but if they can be of any 
service to Mr. Sutherland and his friends, I 
shall kiss my hands to my lady Muse, and 
own myself much her debtor. I am, Sir, your 
very humble servant,

It. 13.

TO MR. GILBERT BURNS.

ELLISLANI), lltli January, 1790.
Dear Brother,

I mean to take advantage of the frank, 
though 1 have not in my present frame of 
mind much appetite for exertion in writing. 
My nerves are in a damned state. I feel that 
horrid hypochondria pervading every atom of 
both body and soul. This farm has undone 
my enjoyment of myself. It is a ruinous 
affair on all hands. But let it go to hell ! I’ll 
fight it out and be off with it.

We have gotten a set of very decent players 
here just now. I have seen them an evening 
or two. David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote to me 
by the manager of the company, a Mr. Suther
land, who is a man of apparent worth. On 
New-year's Day evening I gave him the follow
ing prologue, which he spouted to his audience 
with applause:—
No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
That queens it o'er our taste—the more's the pity: 
Tho', by-the-by, abroad why will yproam? 

htiood sense and taste are nativesnefc at home.8

I can no more.—If once I was clear of this 
damned farm, I should respire more at case.

R. 13.

TO MR. WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.S.

ELLISLAND, 14th Jan. 1790. 

Since we are here creatures of a day, since 
“a few summer days, and a few winter nights, 

8 See Prologue at page 63, vol. Iii.
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and the life of man is at an end,” why, my 
dear much esteemed Sir, should you and I let 
negligent indolence, for I know it is nothing 

* worse, step in between us and bar the enjoy
ment of a mutual correspondence. We are not 
sliapen out of the common, heavy, methodical 
clod, the elemental stulf of the plodding selfish 
race, tl^e sons of Arithmetic and Prudence; 
our feelings and hearts are not benumbed and 
poisoned by the cursed influence of riches, 
which, whatever blessing they may be in other 
respects, arc no friends to the nobler qualities 
"of the heart : in the name of random sensibility, 
then, let never the moon change on our silence 
any more. I have had a tract of bad health 
most part of this winter, else you had heard 
from me long ere now. Thank heaven, 1 am 
now got so much better as to be able to par
take a little in the enjoyments of life.

Our friend, Cunningham, will perhaps have 
told you of my geing into the Excise. The 
truth is, I found it a very convenient business 
to have £50 per annum, nor have I yet felt 
any of these mortifying circumstances in it 
that I was lead to fear.

Feb. %d.—I have not for sheer hurry of 
business been able to spare five minutes to 
finish my letter. Besides my farm business, 
I ride on my Excise matters at least 200 miles 
every week.—1 have not by any means given 
up the Muses.—You will see in the 3d vol. of 
Johnson’s Scots songs that 1 have contributed 
my mite there.

But, my dear Sir, little ones that look up 
to you for paternal protection, arc an impor
tant charge. I have already two fine healthy 
stout little fellows, and 1 wish to throw some 
light upon them. I have a thousand reveries 
and schemes about them, and their future 
destiny. Not that I am a Utopian projector 
in these things. I am resolved never to breed 
up a son of mine to any of the learned profes
sions. I know the value of independence; and 
since I cannot give my sons an independent 
fortune, I shall give them an independent line 
of life. What a chaos of hurry, chance, and 
changes is this world, when one sits soberly 
down to reflect on it ! To a father, who him
self knows the world, the thought that he shall 
have sons to usher into it, must fill him with 
dread; but if he have daughters, the prospect 
in a thoughtful moment is apt to shock him.

f hope Mrs. Fordycc and the two young 
ladies arc well. Do let me forget that they 
arc nieces of yours, and let me say that I never 
saw a more interesting, sweeter pair of sisters 
in my life. 1 am the fool of my feelings and 
attachments. I often take up a volume of my 
Spenser1 to realize you to my imagination, and 
think over the social scenes we have had to
gether. God grant that there may be another 
world more congenial to honest fellows beyond 
this—a world where these rubs and plagues of 
absence, distance, misfortunes, ill health, &c. 
shall no more damp hilarity and divide friend
ship. This I know is your throng season, but 
half a page will much oblige, my dear Sir, 
yoiirs sincerely,

It. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOl*.

Ellisland, 25th January, 1790.
It has been owing to unremitting hurry of 

business that 1 have not written to you, Madam, 
îong ere now. My health is greatly better, 
and 1 now begin once more to share in satis
faction and enjoyment with the rest of my 
fellow-creatures.

Many thanks, my much esteemed friend, 
for your kind letter; but why will you make 
me run the risk of being contemptible and 
mercenary in my own eyes?2 When 1 pique 
myself on my independent spirit, 1 hope it is 
neither poetic licence, nor poetic rant : and I 
am so flattered with the honour you have done 
me, in making me your compeer in friendship 
and friendly correspondence, that 1 cannot 
without pain, and a degree of mortification, 
be reminded of the real inequality between 
our situations.

Most sincerely do 1 rejoice with you, dear 
Madam, in the good news of Anthony. Not 
only your anxiety about his fate, but my own 
estcetn for such a noble, warm-hearted, manly 
young fellow, in the little 1 had of his acquain
tance, has interested me deeply in his fortunes.

Falconer, tbeunfortunateauthorofthe“.Ship- 
wreck,” which you so much admire, is no more.

1 This was a copy that had heen presented to the 
poet by his present correspondent

s This refers probably to some present that Mrs. 
Dunlop had given to the bard.
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After witnessing the dreadful catastrophe he 
so feelingly describes in his poem, and after 
weathering many hard gales of fortune, he 
went to the bottom with the Aurora frigate !/

1 forget what part of Scotland had the hon
our of giving him birth; but he was the son 
of obscurity and misfortune.1 He was one of 
those daring adventurous spirits, which Scot
land, beyond any other country, is remarkable 
for producing. Little does the fond mother 
think, as she hangs delighted over the sweet 
little leech at her bosom, where the poor fellow 
may hereafter wander, and what may be his 
fate. 1 remember a stanza in an old Scottish 
ballad, which, notwithstanding its rude sim
plicity, speaks feelingly to the heart:—

' Little did my mother think,
That day she cradled me,

What land I was to travel in,
Or what death I should die !3

Old Scottish songs are, you know, a favour
ite study and pursuit of mine, and now 1 am 
on that subject, allow me to give you two 
stanzas of another old simple ballad, which I 
am sure will please you. The catastrophe of 
the piece is a poor ruined female, lamenting 
her fate. She concludes with this pathetic 
wish:—

rife in the country, and 1 tremble for his fate. 
By the way, I cannot help congratulating you 
on his looks and spirit. Every person who 
sees hini, acknowledges him to be the finest; 
handsomest child he has ever seen. I am my
self delighted with the manly swell of his little 
chest, and a certain miniature dignity in the 
carriage of his head, and the glance of his fine 
black eye, which promise the undaunted gal
lantry of an independent mind.

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, 
but time forbids. I promise you poetry until 
you are tired of it, next time I have the hon
our of assuring you how truly 1 am, &c.

It. B.

v TO MR. G. S. SUTHERLAND,
DUMFRIES THEATRE.3

Monday Morning, [1st Feb. 1790.]
I was much disappointed, my dear Sir, in 

wanting yoiir most agreeable company yester
day. However, I heartily pray for good 
weather next Sunday/and, whatever aerial 
Being has the guidance of the elements, may 
take any other half-dozen of Sundays he pleases 
and clothe them "with

O that my father had ne’er on me smil’d; - 
O that my mother hud ne’er to me sung!

0 that my cradle had never been rock’d; 
ltut that I had died when I was young.

<) that the grave it were my bed;
My blankets were my winding sheet;

Tlie clocks and the worms my bedfellows a'; 
And O sae sound as 1 should sleep!3

I do not remember in all my reading to 
have met with any thing more truly the lan
guage of misery, than the exclamation in the 
last line. Misery is like love; to speak its 
language truly, the author must have felt it.

1 am every day expecting the docton to give 
your little godson 4 the luiall-pox. they arc

1 William Falconer, author of “The Shipwreck, a 
Poem,” was bom In Edinburgh about tiic year 1730. 
Ills father mbs a liar her and wig maker in the Nether- 
bow. 'Plie liurura frigate was lost in the autumn of 
17(1».

3 This verse occurs in the pathetic old ballad called 
“ the Queen's Maries,” or “ Mary Hamilton.’’

3 Tliis seems to have been a version of, or a song 
similar in subject to, tile well-known and pathetic
‘O waly, waly up the bank.”

4 Francis Wallace Burns, the poet's second son.

Vapours and clouds and storms 
Until lie terrify himself,
At combustion of liis own raising.

I ahull sec you on Wednesday forenoon, 
the greatest hurry, &c.,

R. B.

In

v TO MR. PETER HILL,
BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

Ellisland, 2d Feb. 1790.
No ! I will not say one word about apologies 

or excuses for not writing—1 am a poor, 
damned, rascally gauger, condemned to gallop 
at least 200 miles every week to inspect dirty 
ponds and yeasty barrels, and where can I 
find time to write to, or importance to interest? 
any body? The upbraidings of my conscience, 
nay the upbraidings of my wife, have perse-

6 Accompanying this note was the “Scots Prologue” 
commencing

Wliat needs this din about the town o' Lon'on.
See vol. iii. p. 65.
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eu ted me oil your account these two or three 1 
mouths pasA 1 wish to God 1 was a great i 

■"' man, that rar coircspondence might throw J 
light upon youVto let the world see what you 
really arc : aml/then I would make your for
tune, without putting my hand in my pocket i 
for you, which, like all other great men, 1 
suppose I would avoid as much as possible. 
What are you doing, and how are you doing? 
Have you lately seen any of my few friends? 
Whit has become of the borough reform, or 
how is the fate of my poor namesake,Mademoi- 
selle Hums decided?1 Which of their grave

i One of Burns's epigrams is “ On Miss Burns” (vol. 
ii. p. 200). Tile lady in question was a “ fair but frail ” 
one in Edinburgh at this time, distinguished among the 
sisterhood for her beauty and accomplishments. She 
represented herself as a native of Durham, in England, 
where her father had once been a wealthy merchant, 
and her superior education and personal demeanour 
at least betokened an acquaintance witli the better 
class of society. Bums was supposed to he an as
sumed name.

In the above letter, the inquiry made about tile 
fate of Miss Burns, regards a case of hers which came 
before the police court at Edinburgh, and which ex
cited at the time unusual sensation. On a complaint 
of some of her neighbours, Bailie Creech, tlio sitting 
magistrate, and, as will be recollected, the poet's 
publisher, sentenced her to be banished forth of the 
city, under the penalty, in case of return, of being 
drummed through the streets, besides confinement 
in tlie house of correction for six months. Against 
tills severe sentence Miss Burns entered an appeal 
to the Court of Session, by presenting a bill of sus-1! 
pension, which was sustained, as no riot or distur- 
bancèsin her house was proved against her. The 
decisioni uFthe Court of Session was a source of great 
annoyance to Bailie Creech, and many squibs were 
circulated on the occasion, calculated to increase 
his magisterial indignation. Among others, tile fol
lowing announcement appeared in a London journal :
“ We understand that Bailie Creel'll, of literary ce* 
lebrity in Edinburgh, is about to lead the beautiful 
and accomplished Miss Burns to the hymeneal altar.'' 
An action of damages was threatened against the 
editor unless he would immediately give a coiq/lete 
contradiction to this statement. The counter-state
ment appeared, hut certainly did not mend the mat
ter. It was as follows: “In.a former number, we 
noticed the intended marriage between Bailie Creech 
of Edinburgh, and the beautiful Miss Burns of the 
same place. We have row the authority of that 
gentleman to say, that the proposed marriage is not 
to take place, matters having been otherwise ar
ranged, to the mutual satisfaction of both parties 
and their respective friends !"

Miss Burns died of a decline at Bosslyn in 1792. A 
stone in tile churchyard there records the place of 
her interment. Figures of, her arc to he found among 
Kay's 1’ortraits.

lordships can lay Ills hand on his heart, and 
say that he has not taken advantage of such 
frailty? Nay, if wc may judge by near six 
thousand years’ experience, can the world do 
without such fnwty? U man! but for thee 
and thy Hellish mpetites, and dishonest arti
fices, that beauteous form, and that once inno
cent and still ingenuous mind, might have 
shone conspicuous and lovely in the faithful 
wife, and the affectionate mother; and shall 
the unfortunate sacrifice to thy pleasures have 
no claim on thy humanity! As for those flinty- 
bosomed puritanical prosecutors of female 
frailty, and persecutors of female charms—I 
am quite sober—1 am dispassionate—to show 
that 1 am so, I shall mend my pen ere I 
proceed. It is written, “Thou shall not fake 
the name of the L—d thy 0—d in vain;’’ so 
I neither say, “G—curse them!” nor “G— 
blast them!” nor “G—damn them !" but may 
Woman curse them ! may Woman blast them ! 
may Vlfoman damn them !... And when 
many years and much port, and great business 
haveUclivercd them over to vulture gouts and 
aspen Amlsics, then may they be tantalised 
with thehmiotent desires, which like ghosts 
haunt their Bosoms, when all their powers to 
give or receive enjoyment are forever asleep in 
the sepulchre of their fathers ! ! !

Now for business. Our book society owe 
. you still .Cl, 4s. : a friend of mine will, 1 sup

pose, have given you some money for me (it 
is about C3, 10s. or so), from which pay your
self the Monkland Friendly Society’s account, 
and likewise Mr. Ncilson’s account, and send 
me a copy of it. The gentleman that will 
have given you the money will be Mr. Allan 
Masterton, writing master in Carrubber’sClose. 
1 saw lately, in a review, some extracts from 
a new poem, called the “Village Curate;" 
send it me. I want likewise a cheap copy of 
“The World.” Mr. Armstrong, the young 
poet, who does me the honour to mention me 
so kindly in his works, please give him my 
host thanks for the copy of his hook.—1 shall 

' write him,«my first leisure hour. 1 like his 
poetry much, ftjit I think his style in prose 

i quite astonishing.
What is become of that veteran of Genius,

‘ Wit, and Bawdry, Smellie, and his hook? 
, Give him my compliments. Does Mr. Graham 

of Gartmorc ever ent/r your shop now? He
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is the noblest instance of great talents, great 
fortune, and great worth tliat ever I saw in 
conjunction. r

Remember me to Mix Hill, and believe me 
to he, my dear Sir, ever yours,

It 11.

ÏU MIL W. N1CUL

F.llislaso, fell. 9th, 1790.
My iikaei Sill,

That damned marc of yours is dead. I 
would freely have given her price to have 
saved her ; she has vexed me beyond descrip
tion. Indebted as 1 was to your goodness' 
beyond what 1 can ever repay, 1 eagerly 
grasped at your offer to have the mare with 
me. That 1 might at least show my readiness 
in wishing to be grateful, 1 took every care of 
her in my power. She was never crossed for 
riding above half a score of times by me or in 
my keeping. I drew her in the plough, one 
of three, for one poor week. 1 refused fifty- 
five shillings for her, which was the highest 
bode I could squeeze for her. I fed her up 
and had her in line onlcr for Dumfries fair; 
when four or five days before the fair, she was 
seized with an unaccountable disorder in the 
sinews, or somewhere in the bones of the neck; 
with a weakness or total want of power in her 
fillets, and in short the whole vertebrae of her 
spine seemed to be diseased and unhinged, 
and in cight-aud-forty hours, in spite of the 
two best farriers in the country, she died and 
be damned to her! The farriers said that she 
had been quite strained in the fillets licyond 
cure before you had bought her ; and that the 
poor devil, though she might keep a little 
flesh, had been jaded and quite worn out with 
fatigue and oppression. While she was with 
me, she was under my own eye, and 1 assure 
you, my much valued friend, every thing was 
done for her that could lie done ; and the ac
cident has vexed me to the heart- In fact,
1 could not pluck up spirits to write to you, 
on account of this unfortunate business.

There is little new in this country. Our 
theatrical company, of which you must have 
heard, leave ns this week. Their merit and 
character are indeed very great, both on the 
stage and in private life; not a worthless crea
ture among them ; and their encouragement

has been accordingly. Their usual run is from 
eighteen to twenty-five pounds a night : seldom 
less than the one, and the house \vHT4ro1d no 
more than the other. There have been re
peated instances of sending away, six, and 
eight, and ten pounds a night formant of 
room. A new theatre is to be built )>y sub
scription ; the first stone is to be laid on Friday 
first to come. Three hundred guineas have 
been raised by thirty subscribers, and thirty 
more might have been got if wanted. The 
manager, Mr. Sutherland, was introduced to 
me by a friend from Ayr; and a worthier or 
cleverer billow I have rarely met with. Some 
of our clergy have slipt in by stealth now and 
then ; but they have got up a farce of their 
own. You must have heard how the llcv. Mr. 
Ivawson of Kirkmahoe, seconded by the llev. 
Mr. Kirkpatrick of Dunscore, and the rest of 
that faction, have accused, in formal process, 
the unfortunate and Rev. Mr. Heron of Kirk- 
guuzcon, that, in ordaining Mr. Neilson to 
the cure of souls in Kirkbcan, he, the said 
Heron, feloniously and treasonably bound the 
said Neilson to the Confession of Faith, so Jar 
ns it was agreeable to reason and the word of 
God!

Mrs. B. begs to be remembered most grate
fully to you. Little Bobby and Frank are 
charmingly well and healthy. 1 am jaded to 
death with fatigue. For these two or three 
months, on an average, I have not ridden less 
than two hundred miles per week. I have 
done little in the poetic way. I have given 
Mr. Sutherland two Prologues ; one of which 
was delivered last week. I have likewise 
strung four or five barbarous stanzas, to the 
tune of Chevy Chase, by way of Elegy on your 
poor unfortunate mare, beginning (the name 
she got here was Peg Nicholson)

Peg Nicholson was a good bay marc,
As ever trod on aim ; 

lint now she’s floating down the Nitli,
And past the mouth o’ Cairn.1 *7

My best compliments to Mrs. Nicol, and 
little Neddy, and all the family. I hope Ned 
is a good scholar, and will come out to gather 
nuts and apples with me next harvest. I am 
ever, my dearest Friend, yours,

R. B.

i Sec p. 09, vol. Iii.
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TO WILLIAM BURNS, SADDLER,
NEWCASTLE-ON-TÏNE.

Ellml^sd, 10th February, 1790.
Mt dear William/

I would have written you sooner, but I have 
mislaid Mr. Murdoch’sletter, and cannot for my 
life-lay my hand on it; so I cannot write to 
him for want of a direction. If I find it after
wards, I will write him and inclose it to you 
in London. Now that you arc setting out fçr<.
.. . , , , , ... . : alter I left my former master. It is only a tempo-that place, put on manly «solve, and detcrminç, ££ placl, but , ex)K,.ct to tre 8cttlell s„oll
to persevere; and in that case you will less dr 
more be sure of success. One or two things 
let me particularize to you. London swarms 
with worthless wretches who prey on their 
fellow-creatures’ thoughtlessness'or inexpe^ 
ence. Be cautious in forming conniptions 
with comrades and companions. You can be 
pretty good company to yourself, and you 
cannot be too shy of lotting anybody know 
you further than to know you as a saddler. 
Another caution : I give you great credit for 
your sobriety with respect to that universal 
vice, bad women. It is an impulse the hard
est to be restrained ; for if once a man accus
toms himself to the gratifications of that im
pulse, it is then nearly, or altogether impos
sible to restrain it. W------g is a most ruin
ous, expensive species of dissipation. Is spend
ing a poor fellow’s money, with which lie 
ought to clothe and support himself, nothing?
W------g has ninety-nine chances in a hundred
to bring on a man the moat nauseous and ex
cruciating diseases to which human nature is 
liable. Arc disease and an impaired constitu
tion trifling considerations? All this indepen- 
denLof the criminality of it. j
y have gotten tiny Excise division, in the

1 The following is William's reply 1b the above 
letter, anil has a melancholy interestxjis being the 
last preserved item of the correspondence that passed 
between the brothers:—

“ Lokdox, 21st March, 1790.
'•Dear Brother,

"I have been here three we*s come Tuesday, and 
would have written you sooner but was not settled 
in a place of work:—We were ten days on our passage 
fronrfihields; the weather being calm I was not sick, 
except one day when it blew pretty hard. I got into 
work the Friday after I came to town; I wrought 
there only eight days, their job being done. I got 
work again in a shop in the Strand, the next day

middle of which I live. Poor little Frank is 
this morning at the height in the small-pox. 
I got him inoculated, and I hope he is in a 
good way.

{Write me before you loave Newcastle, and 
as soon as you reach London. In a word, if 
you ever be, as perhaps you may be in a strait 
for a little ready cash, you know my direction. 
I shall not see you beat, while you fight.like 
a man. Farewell ! God bless you !

exj>uct t
tv my mind, although it will lie a harder tigU^hati I 
at tirât imagined, for there are such swarmtNrf frfcsh 
hands just come from the country, that theibwti .is 
quit% overstocked, and except one is a particularly 
good workman (which you know I am not, nor I am 
afraid will ever be), it is hard to get a place. How
ever, I/don’t yet despair to bring up my leeway, and 
shall endeavour if possible to sail within three or four 
points of the wind. The encouragement here is not 
what I expected, wages being very low in proportion 
to the expense of living, but yet, 1f I can only lay by* 
the money that is spent by others in my situation in 
dissipation and riot, I expect soon to return you the 
money I borrowed of you, and live comfortably be
sides. ",

“ In the meantime I wish you would send up all my 
l>est linen shirts to London, which ydu may easily do 
by sending them to some of your Edinburgh friends 
to Imj shipped from Leith. Some of them are too 
little: don’t send any but what are good, and 1 
wish one of my sisters could find as much time as to 
trim my shirts at the breast, for there is no such 
thing to be seen here .as a plain shirt, even for wear
ing, which is what I want these for. 1 mean to get 
one or two new shirts here for Sundays, but I assure 
you that linen here is a very expensive article. I am 
going to write to Gilbert to send me an Ayrshire 
cheese; if he can spare it he will send it to you.jlud 
you may send it with the shirts, but I expect to hear 
from you before that time. e The cheese I could get 
here; but I will have a pride in eating Ayrshire cheese 
in London, and the expense^ sending it will be little, 
as you are sending the shiiwanyhow.

“ I write this by J. Stevenson, in his lodgings, while 
he is writing to Gilbert. He is well and hearty, 
which is a blessing to me as well as to him. We were 
at Covent Garden chapel Ùils forenoon, to hear the 
‘Calf* preach: he is grown very fat, and is as 
boisterous as ever. There is a whole colony of Kil
marnock people here, so we don’t want for acquain
tance.

“ Remember me to my sisters and all the family. I 
shall give you all the observations I have made on 
London in my next, when I shall have seen more of 
it.—I am, dear Brother, yours,\<fcc.,

' • ^ “ W. B.

2 The Rev. James Steven, 
vol. ii. p. 170.

See poem the “Calf,’’
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TO DR. M UNDELL, DUMFRIES.

ELL1SLAN1), Tuesday moretpg [Feby. 1780] 
DEAR DOCTOR,

The bearer, Jafiet Nie vison, i.î a neighbour 
and-occasionallyta labourer of mine. She has 
got some complaint in her shoulder, and wants 
me to find her out a doctor that will cure her, 
so I have sent her to you. You Will remember 
that she is just in the jaws of matrimony, so 
for heaven’s sake, get her “hale and sound” 
as soon as possible. We are all pretty well ; 
only the little boy’s sore mouth has again in- 
flaiogd Mrs. B.’s nipples.—I am, yours,

TO MR. ALEX. CUNNINGHAM

Eu.isi.and, 13th Feb. 1790.

I I beg your pardon, my dear and much valued 
friend, for writing to you on this very unfashion
able, unsightly sheet—

My poverty but not my will consents,

But to make amends, since of modish post 
I have none, except one poor widowed half- 
sheet of gilt, which lies in my drawer, among 
my plebeian foolscap pages, like the widow of a 
man of fashion, whom that unpolitc scoundrel, 
Necessity, has driven from Burgundy and Pine
apple, to a dish of Bohca, with the scandal
bearing help-mate of a village-priest ; or a 
glass of whiskey-toddy, with a ruby-nosed 
yoke-fellow of a foot-padding exciseman—I 
make a vow to inclose this sheetful of epistolary 
fragments in that my only scrap of gilt paper.

I am indeed your nrtworthy debtor for three 
•friendly letters. I ought to have written to 
you long ere now, but it is a literal fact, 1 have 
scarcely a spare moment. It is not that I 
will not write to you: Miss Burnet is not more 
dear to her guardian angel, nor his grace the 
Duke of (jucensbcr$y to the powers of dark
ness, than my friend Cunningham to me. It 
is not that I cannot write to you; should you 
doubt it, take the following fragment, which 
was intended for you some time ago, and be 
convinced that 1 can antithethize sentiment, 
and circnmvohite periods, as well as any coiner 
of phrase in the regions of philology.

December, 1789.
My dear Cunningham,

Where are you? Alyl what arc you doing? 
Can you be that son of levity, who takes up a 
friendship as he takes up a fashion; or are you, 
like1 some other of the worthiest fellows in the 
world, the victim of indolente, laden with fet
ters of ever-increasing weight?

What strange beings we are ! Since we have 
a portion of conscious existence, equally ca
pable of enjoying pleasure, happiness, and rap
ture; or of suffering pain, wretchedness, and 
misery, it is surely worthy of an inquiry, 
whether there be not l&ch a thing as a science 
of life; whether method, economy, and fertility 
of expedients, be not applicable to enjoyment; 
and whether there be not a want of dexterity 
in pleasure, which renders our little scantling 
of happiness still less; and a profuseness, an 
intoxication in bliss, which leads to satiety, 
disgust, and self-abhorrence. There is not a 
doubt but that health, lal^pfs, character, decent 
competency, respectable friends, are real sub
stantial blessings; and yet do we not daily see 
those who enjoy many or all of these good 
things contrive, notwithstanding, to be as un
happy as others to whose lot few of them have 
fallen ? I believe one great source of this mis
take or misconduct is owing to a certain stim
ulus, with us called ambition, which goads 
us up the hill of life, not as we ascend other 
eminences, for the laudable curiosity of view
ing an extended landscape, but rather for the 
dishonpi(l pride of looking down on others of 
our fellow-creatures, seemingly diminutive in 
humbler stations, &c. Ac.

Sunday, 14th February, 1790.
God help me! I am now obliged to join 

Night to day, and Sunday to the week.

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of 
these churches, I am damned past redemption, 
and what is worse, damned to all eternity. I 
am deeply read in Boston’s Four-fold State, 
Marshal on Sanctification, Guthrie’s Trial of a 
Saving Interest, Ac.; but “there is no balm 
in Gilead, there is no physician there,” for 
me; so I shall e’en turn Arminian, and trust 
to “Sincere though imperfectjpbedience.”

Tuesday, 10th.
Luckily for me, I was prevented from the 

discussion of the naughty point at which 1 had



1C2 GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

just made a full stop. All my fears and cares 
are of this world: if there is another, an hon
est man has nothing to fear from it. I hate a 
man that wishes to be a deist; but I fear, every 
fair, unprejudiced inquirer must in some de
gree be a sceptic. ^Hfis not that there arc any 
very staggering arguments against the immor
tality of man; but, like electricity, phlogiston, 
&c., the subject is so involved in darkness, 
that we want data to go upon. One thing 
frightens me much : that we are to live for 
ever, seems too good nem to be true. That 
we arc to enter into a new scene of existence, 
where, exempt from want and pain, we shall 
enjoy ourselves and our friends without satiety 
or separation—how much should I be in
debted to any one who could fully assure me 
that this was certain !

Tell us, ye dead! will none of you In pity 
To those you left behind, reveal the secret,
What 'tls you are, and we must surely he !

My time is once more expired. I will write 
to Mr. Cleghorn soon. God bless him and his 
concerns! And may all the powers that pre
side oyer conviviality and friendship, be pre
sent with all their kindest influence, when the 
bearer of this, Mr. Syme, and you meet! 1 
wish 1 could also make one. I think we should 
be Trinity in Unity.

Finally, brethren, farewell ! Whatsoever 
things arc lovely, whatsoever things arc gentle, 
whatsoever things arc charitable, whatsoever 
things arc kind, think on these things, and 
think on

It. B.

TO MR. HILL.

Elmsland, 2d March, 1790.
My wear Sir,

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly 
Society, it was resolved to augment their 
library by the following books, which you arc 
to send us as soon as possible:—The Mirror, 
The Lounger, Man of Feeling, Man of the 
World, (these, for my own sake, I wish to 
have by the first carrier) ; Knox’s History of 
the Reformation; Rae’s History of the Rebellion 
in 1716; any good History of the Rebellion in 
1745; A Display of the Secession Act and 
Testimony, by Mr. Gib; Heresy's Meditations;

Beveridge's Thoughts; and anbther copy of 
Watson’s Roily of Divinity. This last heavy 
performance is so much admired by many of 
our members, that they will not be content 
with one copy; so Captn. Riddell, our presi
dent and patrpn, agreed. with me to give you 
private "instructions nht to send Wgtson, but’ 
to say that you could not procure a copy of the 
book so cheap as the one you sent formerly, 
and therefore, you wait further orders.

I wrote to Mr. A. Mastcrton three or four 
months ago, to pay some money he owed me 
into your hands, and lately I wrote to you to 
the same purpose, but I have heard from neither 
one nor other of you.

In addition to the books I commissioned in 
my last, I want very much, An Index to the 
Excise Laws, or an Abridgment of all the. 
Statutes now in force, relative to the Excise, by 
Jellingcr Symons ; I want three copies of this 
book: if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, 
get it for me. An honest country neighbour 
of mine wants, too, a Family Bible, the larger 
the better, but second-handed, for he docs not 
choose to give above ten shillings for the book.
I want likewise for myself, as you can pick 
them up, second-handed or cheap, copies of 
Otway’s Dramatic Works, Ben Jonson’s, Dry- 
den’s, Congreve’s, Wycherley's, Vanbrugh’s, 
Cibber's, or any Dramatic Works of the more 
modern Macklin, Garrick, Foote, Colman, 
or Sheridan. A good copy too of Molière, in 
French, I much want. Any other good dra
matic authors in that language I want also; 
but comic authors chiefly, though I should 
wish to have ltacinc, Corneille, and Voltaire 
too. I am in no hurry for all, or any of these, 
but if you accidentally meet with them very 
cheap, get them for me.

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, 
how do you do, my dear friend? and how is 
Mrs. Hill? I trust, if now and then not so 
elegantly handsome, at least as amiable, ami 
sings as divinely as ever. My good wife too 
has a charming “ wood-note wild ;” now could 
wc four get anyway snugly together in a corner 
in the New Jerusalem (remember, I bespeak 
yourcompany there), you and I, though Heaven 
knows wc arc no singers ; yet as we are all to 
have harps, you know, we shall continue to 
support the ladies’ pipes, as we have oft done 
before, With all the powers of our instruments.
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I am out of all patience with this vile world, 
for one thingX Mankind are by nature benevo
lent creature^ except in a few scoundrelly 
instances. 1 do not think that avarice of the 
good things we chance to have is born with us: 
but we are placed hero amid so much naked
ness, and hunger, and poverty, and want, that 
we arc under a cursed necessity of studying 
selfishness, in order that we may exist ! Still 
there are, in every age, a few souls, that all 
the wants and woes of life cannot debase to 
selfishness, or even to the necessary alloy of 
caution and prudence. If ever I am in dan
ger of vanity, it is when I contemplate myself 
on this side of my disposition and character. 
Clod knows I am no saint; I have a whole host 
of follies and sins to answer for; but if I could, 
and 1 believe 1 do it as far as 1 can, I would 
“wipe away all tears from all eyes.” Even 
the knaves who have injured me, I would 
oblige them; though, to tell the truth, it would 
be more out of vengeance, to show them that 
1 was independent of and above them, not out 
of the overflowings of my benevolence. Adieu! 

\ R. 13.

TO MRS. D1TNL0P.

Ellisland, totli April, 1790.
I have just now, my ever honoured friend, 

enjoyed a very high luxury, in reading a paper 
of the Lounger. Von know my national pre
judices. I had often read and admired the 
Spectator, Adventurer, ltambler, and World; 
but still with a certain regret, that they were 
so thoroughly and entirely English. Alas! 
have 1 often said to myself, what are all the 
boasted advantages which my country reaps 
from the union, that can counterbalance the 
annihilation of her independence, and even her 
very name ! I often repeat that couplet of my 
favourite poet, Goldsmith—

----------States of native liberty posscst,
Tho' very poor, may yet he very blest.

Nothing cyi reconcile mo to the common 
terms, “Englldi ambassador,” “English court,” 
Ac. And l/ain out of all patience to sec that 
equivocal character, Hastings, impeached by 
“the Commons rtfEngland." Tell me, my 
friend, is inis weak prejudice? I believe in

#

my conscience such ideas as “my country; her 
independence ; her honour ; the illustrious 
naines that mark the history of my native land ; ”
&(?.—1 believe these, among your men of the 
world, men who, in fact, guide for the most 
part and govern our world, are looked on as so 
many modifications of wrong-hcadedncss. They 
know the use of bawling out such terms, to 
rouse or lead the rabble ; but for their own 
private use, with almost all the aide Htotiamen 
that ever existed, or now exist, when t^cy talk 
of right and wrong, they only mean proper 
and improper; and their measure of conduct 
is, not what they ought, but what they dare. 
For the truth of this 1 shall not ransack the 
history of nations, but appeal to one of the 
ablest judges of men, and himself one of the 
ablest of men that ever lived—the celebrated 
carl of Chesterfield.1 In fact, a man who could 
thoroughly control his vices whenever they 
interfered with his interests, and who could 
completely put on the appearance of every 
virtue as often as it suited his purposes, is, on 
the Stanhopian plan, the perfect man ; a man 
to lead nations. But are great abilities, com
plete without a flaw, and polished without a 
blemish, the standard of human excellence? 
This is certainly the staunch opinion of men 
of the world; but I call on honour, virtue, and 
worth, to give the Stygian doctrine a loud 
negative. However, this must be allowed, 
that, if you abstract from man the idea of an 
existence beyond the grave, then, the true 
measure of human conduct is, proper and 
itn/irÿjnr: virtue and vice, as dispositions of 
the heart, are, in that case, of scarcely the 
same import and value to the world at large, 
as harmony and discord in the modifications 
of sound ; and a delicate sense of honour, like 
a nice ear for music, though it may sometimes 
give the possessor an ecstasy unknown to the 
coarser organs of the herd, yet, considering 
the harsh gratings, and inharmonic jars, in 
this ill-tuned state of being, it is odds but the 
individual would be as happy, and certainly 
would be as much respected by the true judges

< Tito Earl of Chesterfield (horn 1694 ; died 1773) 
wrote a series of “ Letters to his Inatural) son, Philip 
Stanhope," which were puldished the year after his 
death, and which have been somewhat harshly critdL*. 
cised by Dr. Johnson as teaching “ tho morals of a 
courtesan and the manners of a dancing-master."

i

-f t
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of society as it would then stand, without either 
a good ear or a good heart.

You must know I have just met "kith the 
Mirror and Lounger for the first time, and I 
am quite in raptures with them ; I should be 
glad to have your opinion of some of the papers. 
The one I have just read, Lounger, No. 61, has 
cost me more honest tears than any thing I 
have read for a long time.1 Mackenzie has 
been called the Addison of the Scots, and, in 
my opinion, Addison would not l>e hurt at the 
comparison. If he has not Addison’s exquisite 
humour, he as certainly out-does him in the ten
der and the pathetic. His Man of Feeling (but 
1 am notcounsel learned in thejawsof criticism) 
I estimate as the first performance in its kind 
I ever saw. From what book, moral or even 
pious, will the susceptible young mind receive 
impressions mere congenial to humanity and 
kindness, generosity and benevolence; in short, 
more of all that ennobles the soul to herself, 
or endears her to others—than from the simple 
affecting tale of poor Harley?

Still, with all my admiration of Mackenzie’s 
writings, I do not know if they are the fittest 
reading for a young man who is about to set 
out, as the phrase is, to make his way into 
life. , Do not you think, Madam, that among 
the few favoured of Heaven in the structure 
of their minds, (for such there certainly arc,) 
there may be a purity, a tenderness, a dig
nity, an elegance of soul, which arc of no use, 
nay, in some degree, absolutely disqualifying 
for the truly important business of making 
a man’s way into life? If I am not much 
mistaken, my gallant young friend, Anthony,2 
is very much under these disqualifications; 
and for the young females of a family 1 could 
mention, well may they excite parental soli
citude, for I, a common acquaintance, or as 
my vanity will have it, an humble friend, 
have often trembled for a turn of mind which 
may render them eminently happy—or pecu
liarly miserable !

I have been manufacturing some verses 
lately ; but as I have got the most hurried 
season of Excise business over, I hope to have 
more leisure to transcribe any thing that may

»
1 “ This paper relates to attachments between ser

vants and masters, and concludes with the story of 
‘Albert Bane.'"—CHAMBERS.

i A son of Mrs. Dunlop.

show how much I have the honour to be, 
Madam, Yours, &c.

It. 11.

TO MR ALEXANDER FINDLATER,
DUMFRIES.

Ellisland, Saturday Morning.
Dear Sir,

Mrs. B., like a true goodwife, looking on 
my taste as a standard, and knowing that she 
cannot give me any thing eatable more agree
able than a new-laid egg, she begs your ac
ceptance of a few. They are all of them couch, 
not thirty hours out. I am, dear Sir, your 
obliged, humble servant,

It. II.

TO DR MOORE.

Excise-Office, 
Dumfries, 14th July, 1700.

Sir,
Coming into town this morning, to attend 

my duty in this office, it being collection-day, 
I met with a gentleman who tells me he is on 
his way to London ; so I take the opportunity 
of writing to you, as franking is at present 
under a temporary death. I shall have some 
snatches of leisure through the day, amid our 
horrid business and bustle, and I shall improve 
them as well as 1 can ; but let my letter be as 
stupid as . . . as miscellaneous as a newspaper, 
as short aft a hungry grace-bcforc-ipcat, or as 
long as a law-paper in the Douglas cause ; as 
ill-spelt as country John’s billet-doux, or as 
unsightly a scrawl as Betty Byre-Mucker’s 
answer to it; I hope, considering circum
stances, you will forgive it ; and as it will put 
you to no expense of postage, I shall have.the 
less reflection about it.

I am sadly ungrateful in not returning you 
my thanks for your most valuable present, 
Zeluco. In fact, you are in some degree 
blamcable for my neglect. You were pleased 
to express a Wish for my opinion of the work, 
which so flattered me, that nothing less could 
serve my over-weening fancy, than a formal 
criticism on the book, fact, I have gravely 
planned a comparative vidw of you, F’ielding, 
Richardson, aj»|l Smollett, in your different

•»
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qualities and merits as novel-writers. This, 
I own, betrays my ridiculous vanity, and I 
may probably never bring the business to 
bear; but 1 am fond of the spirit young Elihu 
shows in the book of Job—“And I said, I 
will also declare my opinion.” I have quite 
disfigured my copy of the book with my an
notations. 1 never take it up without at the 
same time taking my pencil, and marking 
with astcrisms, parentheses, Ac. wherever 1 
meet with an original thought, a nervous re
mark on life and manners, a remarkably well- 
turned period, or a character sketched with 
uncommon precision.

Though 1 should hardly think of fairly 
w’riting out my “Comparative View,” I shall 
certainly trouble you with my remarks, such 
as they are.

I have just received from my gentleman 
that horrible summons in the book of Revela
tion— “That time shall be no more!”

The little collection of sonnets have some 
charming poetry in them.1 If indeed I am 
indebted to the fair author, for the book, and 
not, as I rather suspect, to a celebrated author 
of the other sex, I should certainly have writ
ten to the lady, with my grateful acknowledg
ments, and my own ideas of the comparative 
excellence of her pieces. I would do this last, 
not from any vanity of thinking that my re
marks could be of much consequence to Mrs. 
Smith, but merely from my own feelings as 
an author, doing as I would be done by.

R 13.
1 A copy of Charlotte Smith’s Sonnets had been 

sent him. This lady was born in 1749, and married, 
at a very early age, a West India merchant, whose 
imprudence, aggravated by legal chicanery, ulti
mately dissipated the whole of a once handsome 
projierty, and consigned its former possessor to a 
prison. In this melancholy situation his wife dedi
cated her talents to the support of her husband and 
family. Her principal novels are her Romance of 
Real Life, Emmeline, Desmond, Marchmont, Ethel- 
inda, Old Manor House, Celestina, &c. Much of 
the latter wart of her life was passed in Normandy. 
She died/in England in 1806. Besides the works 
already mentioned, Mrs. Smith wrote several pleas
ing volumes for young persons, and two volumes of 
sonnets.

TO MR MURDOCH,2

TEACHER OP FRENCH, LONDON.

Ellisland, July ICtft, 1790.
My dear Sir, a

I received a letter from you a long time ago, 
but unfortunately, as it was jn the time of my 
peregrinations and journeying through Scot
land, I mislaid or lost it, and by consequence 
your direction along with it. Luckily my 
good star brought me acquainted with Mr.

2 “This letter,” says Cromck in his Reliques, “was 
communicated to the Editor by a gentleman, to 
whose liberal advice and information he is much in
debted, Mr. John Murdoch, the tutor of the poet; 
accompanied by the following interesting note.

“ London, Hart-street, Bloomsbury, 28th Dec. 1807.
‘Dear Sir, .

“ The following letter, which I lately found among 
my papers, I copy for your perusal, partly because it 
is Burns’s ; partly because it makes honourable men
tion of my rational Christian friend, his father ; and 
likewise because it is rather flattering to myself. I 
glory in no one thing so much as an intimacy with 
good men the friendship of others reflects no 
honour. When I recollect the pleasure, (and I hope 
benefit,) I received from the conversation of William 
Burns, especially when on the Lord’s day we walked 
together for about two miles, to the house of prayer, 
there publicly to adore and praise the Giver of all 
good, I entertain an ardent hope, that together wo 
shall ‘ renew the glorious theme in distant worlds,’ 
with powers more adequate to the mighty subject, 
THE EXUBERANT BENEFICENCE OF THE GREAT 
Creator. But to the letter ‘—[Here follows the 
letter relative to young Wm. Bums.]

“I promised myself a deal of happiness in the 
conversation of my dear young friend ; but my pro
mises of this nature generally prove fallacious. Two 
visits were the utmost that I received. At one 
of them, however, he repeated a lesson which I had 
given him about twenty years before, when he was a 
mere child, concerning the pity and tenderness duo 
to animals. To that lesson, (which it seems was 
brought to the level of his capacity,) he declared 
himself indebted for almost all the philanthropy ho 
possessed.

“Let not parents and teachers imagine that it is 
needless to talk seriously to children. They are 
sooner fit to be reasoned with than is generally 
thought. Strong and indelible impressions are to 
bo made before the mind be agitated and ruffled by 
the numerous train of distracting cares and unruly 
passions, whereby it is frequently rendered almost 
unsusceptible of the principles and precepts of ra
tional religion and sound morality.

“ But I find myself digressing again. Poor William 1 
then in the bloom and vigour of youth, caught a 
putrid fever, and, in a few days, as real chief 
mourner, I followed his remains to the land of for
getfulness.

VOL. IV.
John Murdoch."

69
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Kennedy,1 who, I understand, is an acquain
tance of yours : and by his means and media
tion I hope to replace that link which my 
unfortunate negligence had so unluckily broke 
in the chain of our correspondence. I was 
the more vexed at the vile accident, as my 
brother William, a journeyman saddler, has 
been for some time in London; and wished 
above all things for your dircction^Riat lie 
might have paid his respects to hflLfathcr’s 
friend.

His last address he sent me was, “Wm. 
Bums, at Mr. Barber’s, saddler, No. 181, 
Strand.” I wrote him by Mr. Kennedy, but 
neglected to ask him for your address ; so, if 
you find a spare half minute, please let my 
brother know by card where and when he will 
find you, and the poor fellow will joyfully wait 
on you, as one of the few surviving friends of 
the man whose name, and Christian name too, 
he has the honour to bear.

The next letter I write you shall be a long 
one. I have much to tell you of “ hair-breadth 
'scapes in th' imminent deadly breach,” with 
all the eventful history of a life, the early years 
of which owed so much to your kind tutorage; 
but this at an hour of leisure. My kindest 
compliments to Mrs. Murdoch and family. I 
am ever, my dear Sir, your obliged friend,

' R B.2

i Probably Thomas Kennedy, on whom Bums in 
early life composed an epitaph under the heading of 
“Tam the Chapman." See vol. i. p. 229.

i To the above letter Mr. Murdoch returned the 
following answer V-

“Hart-streft, lÏLOOMSBeav Rqvare.
Lohdom, Suptemher 14th, 1790.

“Mr DRAB Frierd,
“ Yours of the 16th of July, I received on the 26tm 

in theaftemoon, per favour of my friend Mr. Kennedy, 
and at the same time was informed that your brother 
was ill. Being engaged in business till late that 
evening, I set out next morning to see him, and had 
thought of three or four medical gentlemen of my 
acquaintsto one or other of whom I might apply 
for advice^provided it should be necessary. But 
when I went to Mr. Barber's, to my great astonish
ment and heartfelt grief I found that my young 
friend had, on Saturday (24th July), bid an everlast
ing farewell to all sublunary things.—It was about 
a fortnight before that he had found me out, by Mr. 
Stevenson's accidentally calling at my shop [a small 
stationery shop in Bloomsbury Square) to buy some
thing. We hail only one interview, and that was 
highly entertaining to me in several respects. He 
mentioned some instruction I had given him when

TO MR. ROBERT CLEOHORN,
SAUGHTON MILLaS, NEAR EDINBURGH.

Ellisland, 23d July, 1790.
Do not ask me, my dear Sir, why l have 

neglected so long to write you. Accuse me of 
indolence, my line of life, of hum', my stars 
of perverseness—in short, accuse anything hut 
me of forgetfulness. You knew Matthew 
Henderson. At the time of his death I com
posed an elegiac stanza or two, as he was a

very young, to which he said he owed, in a great 
measure, the philanthropy he possessed, lie also 
took notice of my exhorting you all, when I wrote, 
about eight years ago, to the man who, of all man
kind that I ever knew, stood highest in my esteem, 
‘ not to let go your integrity.’ You may easily con
ceive that* such conversation was both pleasing and 
encouraging to me: I anticipated a deal of rational 
happiness from future conversations. Vain are our 
expectations and hopes. They are so almost always 
—perhaps (nay, certainly) for our good. Were it not 
for disappointed hopes, we could hardly spend a 
thought on another state of existence, or be in any 
degree reconciled to the quitting of this. I know of 
no one source of consolation to those who have lost 
young relatives equal to that of their being of a good 
disposition, and of a promising character.

M Be assured, my dear friend, that I cordially sym
pathize with you all, and particularly with Mrs. Wm. 
Burness, who is undoubtedly one of the most tender 
and affectionate mothers that ever lived. Remem
ber me to her in the most friendly manner, when you 
see her, or write. Please present my best compli
ments to Mrs. R. Bums, and to your brother ami 
sisters. There is no occasion for me to exhort you 
to filial duty, and to use your united endeavours in 
rendering the evening of life as comfortable as pos
sible to a mother who has dedicated so great a part 
of it in promoting your temporal and spiritual wel
fare.

“ Your letter to Dr. Moore I delivered at his house, 
and shall most likely know your opinion of Zeluco, 
the first time I meet with him. I wish and hope for 
a long letter. Be particular alunit your mother s 
health. I hope she is too much a Christian to be 
afflicted above measure, or to sorrow as those* who 
have no hope.

“ One of the most pleasing hopes I have is to visit 
you all ; but I am commonly disappointed in what I 
most ardently wish for.

“ I am, dear Sir, yours sincerely,
“John Murdoch."

It seems extremely singular that Murdoch let 
nearly two months elapse before communicating to 
the poet the al>ove sad Intelligence.

On the 5th of the followingOctol>er Burns remitted 
to Mr. Barber, his brother's employer, the expense 
of his last illness and funeral.
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^man I much regarded ; but something came in 

my way, so that the design of an elegy to his 
memory 1 gave up. Meeting with the frag
ment the other day among some old waste 
papers, I tried to finish the piece, and have 
this moment put the last hand to it. This I 
am going to write yon is the first fair copy of 
it:—

O Death !| thou tyrant fell and bloody ! &c.
[See vol. 111. p. 74.

Let me know how you like the foregoing. 
My best compliments to Mrs. Cleghorn and 
family. 1 am, most truly, my dear Sir, yours,

It. B.

any thing—but forgetfulness of la plus aimable 
de son sexe. By the bye, you are indebted 
your best courtesy to me for this last compli
ment ; as I pay it from my sincere conviction 
of its truth—a quality rather rare in compli
ments of these grinning, bowing, scraping 
times.

Well, Î hope writing to you will ease a little 
my troubled soul. Sorely has it been bruised 
to-day ! A ci-devant friend of mine, and an 
intimate acquaintance of yours, has given my 
feelings a wound that I perceive will gangrene 
dangerously ere it cure.3 He has wounded 
my pride !

R. B.

to John M'Murdo, esq.,
DRVMLANRIO.

Ellisland, 2d August, 1790.
SIR,

Now that you arc over with the sirens of 
Flattery, the harpies of Corruption, and the 
furies of Ambition, these infernal deities, that 
on all sides, and in all parties, preside over 
the villanous business of politics,1 permit a 
rustic muse of your acquaintance to do her 
best to soothe you with a song.

You knew Henderson2—I have not flattered 
his memory.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged 
humble servant,

II. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

8th August, 1790.
Dkar Madam,

Aftflr a long day’s toil, plague, and care, I 
sit down to write you. Ask me not why I have 
delayed it so long? It was owing to hurry, 
indolence, and fifty other things; in short, to

1 This refers to the close of the great election con
test for the parliamentary representation of the 
Dumfries burghs, which had stirred the country 
nearly ten months. See election ballad beginning :— 

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife.
Vol. Hi. p. 71.

5 In this letter the poet inclosed his elegy on the 
death of Captain Matthew Henderson. See p. 74, 
vol. lii.

TO MR. ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

Ellisland, 8th August, 1790.
Forgive me, my once dear, and ever, dear, 

friend, my seeming negligence., You cannot 
sit down and fancy the busy life I lead.

I laid down my goose feather to beat my 
brains for an apt simile, and had some thought 
of a country grannum at a family christening ; 
a bride on the market day before her marriage; 
an orthodox clergyman at a Paisley sacrament; 
an Edinburgh band on a Sunday evening ; or 
a tavern-keeper at an elèction dinner ; but the 
resemblance that hits my fancy best is, that 
blackguard miscreant, Satan, who roams about 
like a routing lion, seeking, searching whom 
he may devour. However, tossed about as I 
am, if I choose (and who would not choose) to 
bind down with the crumpets of attention the 
brazen foundation of integrity, I may rear up 
the superstructure of Independence, and from 
its daring turrets bid defiance to the storms of 
fate. And is not this a “consummation de
voutly to be wished?”

Thy spirit, Independence, 1^ me share ;

Lord of the lion-heart, and eagle-eye !
Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare,

Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky !"

Arc not these noble verse^'^They are the 
introduction of Smollett’s “OdW-Ao Indepen
dence:” if you have not seen thj) poem, I will 
send it to you.—How wretchcfV is the man 
that hangs on by the favours/of the great?

8 Who the “friend” was, or what the circumstances 
of the case were, is now unknown.
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To shrink from every dignity of man, at the 
approach of a lordly piece of self-consequepce, 
who, amid all his tinsel glitter, and stately 
hauteur, is but a creature formed as thou art— 
and perhaps not so well formed as thou art— 
came into the world a puling infant as thou 
didst, and must go out of it as all men must, 
a naked corse. . . -1

R. B.

TO DR. ANDERSON.2

you do me the honour to ask my assistance 
in your proposed publication, alas, Sir! you 
might as well think to cheapen a little honesty 
at the sign of an advocate’s wig, or humility 
under the Geneva b&qd. I am a miserable 
hurried devil, worn to the marrow in the fric
tion of holding the noses of the poor publicans 
to the grindstone of the Excise ! and like 
Milton’s Satan, for private reasons, am forced

To do what yet, tho* damn’d, I would abhor

—and except a couplet or two of honest execra
tion

1790.
Sntx , J

I am much indebted to my worthy/friend 
Dr. Blacklock for introducing me to a gentle
man of Dr. Anderson’s celebrity; but (when

i “ The preceding letter to Mrs. Dunlop [written, it 
will be observed, on the same day] explains fUe feel
ings under which this was written. The strain of in
dignant invective goes on some time longer in t îe style 
which our bard was too apt to indulge, and t [\vhich 
the reader has already seen so much."—CURl ] 

a “This fragment,first published by Oromek,» placed 
by him and subsequent editors under 1794/ an^ by 
Mr. Cunningham is supposed to be addressed to 
Robert Anderson, the editor of the ‘ British Poel 
We have little doubt that the gentleman addressei 
was Dr. James Anderson, a well-known agricultural 
and miscellaneous writer, and the editor of a weekly 
miscellany entitled The Bee. This publication was 
commenced in Edinburgh, December, 1790, and con
cluded in January, 1794, when it formed eighteen 
volumes. Tho al>ove letter by Burns, from the allu
sion it makes to his extreme occupation by business, 
as well as from the bitterness of its tone, seems to 
have been written in the latter part of 1790 ; it was 
an answer, probably, to an application for aid in the 
conduct of The Bee, then about to be started. For 
these reasons the present editor has shifted its place 
in the poet’s correspondence."—Chambers.

That this is evident will appear by the following 
poetical epistle of Dr. Blacklock to the poet

Eiiinhvhoii, Sept, let, 1790. 
How does my dear friend, much I languish to hear,
IIis fortune, relations, and all that are dear?
With love of the Muses so strongly still smitten,
I meant this epistle in verse to have written ;
But from age and infirmity, indolence flows,
And this, much I fear, will restore me to prose.
Anon to my business I wish to proceed,—
Dr. Anderson guides and provokes me to speed,
A man of integrity, genius, and worth,
Who soon a performance intends to set forth ;
A work miscellaneous, extensive, and free,
Which will weekly appear, by the name of the 11m,
Of this from himself I inclose you a plan,.
And hope you will give what assistance you can.
Entangled with business, and haunted with care.
In which more or less human nature must share,
Borne moments of leisure the Muses will claim,
A sacrifice due to amusement and fame,

R. 13.

TO MISS CRAIK,3

ARB10LAND, KIRKCUDBRIGHTSHIRE

[ELLISLAND, August, 1790.]
Madam,

Some rather unlooked-for accidents have 
prevented my doing myself the honour of a 
second visit to Arbigland, as I was so hospitably 
invited, and so positively meant to have done. 
—However I still hope to have that pleasure 
before the busy months of harvest begin.

I inclose you two of my late pieces, as some 
tnd of return for the pleasure I have received 

in perusing a certain MS. volume of poems in 
thcjjosamion of hgptain Riddell. To repay 
one witi] an old sony, is a proverb, whose force, 
yon, hWlam, I know, will not allow. What

The beeXwhich sucks honey from ev’ry gay bloom,
With some rays of your genius her work may illume. 
Whilst thXfiow’r whence her honey s|K>ntanoously flows, 

f As fragnuitlXsmells, and as vigorously grows.
Now with kindWitulations *tis time to conclude,
And add, your promotion is hero understood ;
Thus free from the^crvile employ of excise. Sir,
Wo hope, soon to/ear you commence supervisor:
You then, rnonynt leisure, and free from control,
May indulge the strong passion that reigns in your soul : 
But I, feeblprl, must to nature give way ;
Devoted çtfld death’s, and longevity’s prey.

i though languid my thoughts must unbend, 
Tho' still I remain your affectionate friend,

Thomas Blacklock.

3 “Miss Helen Craik of Arbigland had merit both 
as a poetess and novelist : her ballads may be com
pared with those of Macneil, and her novels, amid 
much graphic force, had a seasoning of the satiric, 
which rendered them acceptable to all who under
stood their allusions. She died some years ago at 
Allonby ; she was much of an enthusiast, and lived 
estranged from her family for a long period of her 
life."—Cunningham. Arbigland is an estate in Kirk
cudbrightshire, then owned by the Craik family.
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is said of illustrious descent is, I believe, 
equally true of a talent for poetry—none ever 
despised it who had pretensions to it. It is 
often a train of thought of mine when I am 
disposed to he melancholy—the fates and char
acters of the rhyming tribe. There is not 
among all the martyrologies that ever were 
penned, so rueful a narrative as the lives of the 
poets.—In the comparative view of wretches, 
the (fltcrion is not what they arc doomed to 
suffer, but how they arc formed to bear. Take 
a being of our kind, give him a stronger ima
gination and a more delicate sensibility, which 
between them will ever engender a more un
governable set of passions than arc the usual 
lot of man : implant in him an irresistible im
pulse to some idle vagary, such as arranging 
wild flowers in fantastical nosegays, tracing 
the grasshopper to his haunt by his chirping 
song, watching the frisks of the little minnows 
in the sunny pool, or hunting after the in
trigues of wanton butterflies—in short, send 
him adrift after some pursuit which shall eter
nally mislead him from the paths of lucre, and 
yet curse him with a keener relish than any 
man living for the pleasures that lucre can 
purchase ; lastly, fill up the measure of his 
woes by bestowing on him a spurning sense of 
hisçwn dignity, and you have created a wight 
nearly as miserable as a poet. To you, Madam, 
Ijuced not recount the fairy pleasures the muse 

counterbalance this catalogue of 
evilly Jit witching poetry is like bewitching 

she has in all ages been accused of 
ling mankind from the counsels of wis- 
lid the paths of prudence, involving them 

in difficulties, baiting them with poverty, 
branding them with infamy, and plunging 
them in the whirling vortex of ruin; yet where 
is the man but must own that all our happiness 
on earth is not worthy the name—that even the 
holy hermit’s solitary prospect of paradisaical 
bliss is but the glitter of a northern sun rising 
over a frozen region, compared with the many 
pleasures, the nameless raptures, that we owe 
to the lovely Queen of the Heart of Man !

R. B.

TO MR. DAVID NEW ALL, WRITER,1
DUMFRIES.

dear Sir,

Enclosed is a state of the account between 
you and me and James Halliday respecting 
the drain. I have stated it at 20<Z. per rood, 
as, in fact even at that, they have not the 
wages they ought to have had, and 1 cannot 
for the soul of me see a poor devil a loser at 
my hand.

Humanity, I hope, as well as Charity, will 
cover a multitude of sins, a mantle, of which— 
between you and me—1 have some little need.

1 am Sir, yours,
R. B.

TO ROBT. GRAHAM, Ebj,
OF FINTRV.

Dumfries, Glohe Inn, 4th Sept. l7uo.
SIR,

The very kind letter you did me the honour 
to write me reached me just as 1 was setting 
into the whirlpool of an Excise-fraud court, 
from the vortex of which I am just emerged— 
Heaven knows, in a very unfit situation to do 
justice to the workings of my bosom when 1 sit 
down to write to the

Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes.

As my division consists of ten large parishes, 
and I am sorry to say, hitherto carelessly sur
veyed, I had a good deal of business for the 
Justices; and I believe my decreet2 will amount 
to between fifty and sixty pounds. 1 took, I 
fancy, rather a new way with my frauds ; I 
recorded every defaulter, but at the court 1 
myself begged off every poor body that was 
unable to pay, which seeming candour gave 
me so much implicitercdit with the honourable 
Bench, that, with high compliments, they gave 
me such ample vengeance on the rest, that my 
decreet is double the amount of any division 
in the district.

1 This gentleman was factor on the Dalswlnton 
estate.—The letter refers to the construction of a 
drain of which Burns and his landlord were to hear 
the expense in common.

2 Tile amount adjudicated to Burns as a reward 
for inforndng against offenders within a given time— 
a handsome perquisite certainly.
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1 am cither going to give up or subset my 
farm directly. 1 have not liberty to subset; 
but if my master will grant it me, 1 propose 
giving it, just as 1 have it myself, to au in
dustrious fellow, a near relation of mine. 
Farming, in this place in which 1 live, would 
just be a livelihood to a man who would be the 
greatest, drudge in his own family, so is no 
object; and living here hinders me from that 
knowledge in the Excise which it is absolutely 
necessary for me to attain.

1 did not like to be an incessant beggar from 
you. A port-division I wish, if possible, to 
get; my kind, fünny friend Captain Grose, 
offered to interest JJr. Brown, and perhaps 
Mr. Wharton for nut; a very handsome oppor
tunity offered of getting Mr. Corhet, super
visor-general, to pledge every service in his 
power; and then 1 was just going to acquaint 
you with what 1 had done, or rather, what was 
done for me; that as everybody have their own 
particular friends to serve, you might find less 
obstacle in what, I assure you, Sir, I constantly 
count on—your wishes and endeavours to be 
of service to me. As I had an eye to getting 
on the examiner’s list, if attainable by me, 1 
was going to ask you if it would be of any 
service to try the interest of some great, and 
some very great folks, to whom I have the 
honour to be known—I mean in the wray of a 
Treasury War Ant. But much as early im
pressions have given me of the horrors of 
spectres, &c., still I would face the arch-fiend, 
in Miltonic pomp, at the head of all his legions, 
and hear that infernal shout which blind John 
says “ tore hell’s concave,” rather than crawl 
iq, a dust-licking petitioner, before the lofty 
presence of a mighty man, and bear, amid all 
the mortifying pangs of self-annihilation, the
swelling consequence of his d------d state, and
the cold monosyllables of his, hollow heart !

It was in the view of trying for a port, that 
I asked Collector Mitchell to get me appointed, 
which he has done, to a vacant foot-walk in 
Dumfries. If ever I am so fortunate as to be 
called out to do business as a supervisor, I would 
then choose the north of Scotland ; but until 
that Utopian period, I own I have some way
ward feelings of appearing as a simple gauger 
in a country where I am only known by fame. 
Port-Glasgow, Greenock, or Dumfries ports 
would, in the meantime be my ultimatum.

I inclose you a tribute 1 have just been 
paying to the memory of my friend, Matthew 
Henderson, whom I daresay you must have 
known. 1 had acknowledged your goodness 
sooner, but for want of time to transcribe the 
poem, l’oor Matthew ! I can forgive Poverty 
for hiding virtue and piety. They arc not 
only plants that flourish best in the shade, but 
they also produce their sacred fruits, more 
especially for another world; but when the 
haggard beldam throws her invidious veil over 
wit, spirit, &c.,—but I trust another world 
will cast light on the subject. „

1 have the honour to be, Sir, your deeply 
obliged and very humble servant,

R B.

TO ALEX. FEKGUSSON, ESQ., J.P.

G Lous Inn, Noon, Wednesday [Sept. 1700],

Blessed be he that kindly doth 
The poor man’s ease consider.

I have sought you all over the town, good 
Sir, to learn what you have done, or what can 
he done, for poor Robie Gordon.1 The hour is 
at hand when I must assume the execrable 
office of whipper-in to the blood-hounds of 
Justice, and must let loose the carrion sons of
------on poor Hobie. I think you can do
something to save the unfortunate man, and 
am sure, if you can, you will. I know that 
Benevolence is supreme in your bosom, and 
has the first voice in, and last check on, all you
do; but that insidious------Politics,------- may
------ the honest cully attention, until the
practicable moment of doing good is no m8rc:"< 
1 have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged, 
humble servant,

R B.

ANSWER TO THE PETITION OF 
THOMAS JOHNSTON.

[A certain Thomas Johnston, farmer at Mirc- 
cleugh, who had been convicted and fined £5 
for making malt “without entry, notice, or 
license,” reclaimed to the Quarter Sessions 
against his conviction. He declared that he
' No doubt some delinquent who had been guilty 

of a breach of the excise laws.
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hail been in the habit of making malt for forty 
years without making entry of his kiln or 
pond, because the malting was always effected 
at one operation, and not till notice had been 
given to the proper officer. On the present 
occasion notice had been sent, but it had 
miscarried. The following is Burns’s answer 
to the petition, both documents being preserved 
in the Edinburgh monument. The letter to 
Collector Mitchell following this refers to the 
same matter.]

1. Whether the petitioner has been in use 
formerly to malt all his grain at one operation 
is foreign to the purpose; this last season he 
certainly malted his crop at four or five opera
tions ; but be that as it may, Mr. J. ought to 
have known that by express act of parliament 
no malt, however small the quantity, can bo 
legally manufactured until previous entry be 
made in writing of all the ponds, bams, floors, 
&c., so as to be used before the grain can be 
put to steep. In the Excise entry-books for 
the division, there is not a syllable of T. J.’s 
name for a number of years bygone.

2. True it is that Mr. Burns, on his first 
ride, in answer to Mr. J. ’s question anent the 
conveying of the notices, among other ways 
pointed out the sending it by post as the most 
eligible method, but at the same time added 
this express clause, and to which Mr. Bums 
is willing to make faith : “At the same time, 
remember, Mr. J., that the notice is at your 
risk until it reach me ! ” Further, when Mr. 
Burns came to the petitioner's kiln, there was 
a servant belonging to Mr. J. ploughing at a 
very considerable distance from the kiln, who 
left his plough and thi*ee horses without a 
driver, and came into the kiln, which Mr. B. 
thought was rather a suspicious circumstance, 
as there was nothing so extraordinary in an 
Excise-officer going into a legal malt-floor as 
to make him leave three horses yoked to a 
plough ilf the distant middle of a moor. This 
servant on being repeatedly questioned by 
Mr. Burns, could not tell when the malt was 
put to steep, when it was taken out, &c.—in 
short, was determined to be entirely ignorant 
of the affair. By and by, Mr. J. ’s son came in; 
and on being questioned as to the steeping, 
taking out of the grain, &c., Mr. J., jun., 
referred me to this said servant, this plough
man, who, he said, must remember it best, as

having been the principal actor in*hc business. 
The lad then, having gotten his cue, circum
stantially recollected all about it.

All (his time, though I was telling the 
son and servant the nature of the prémunira 
they had incurred, though they pleaded for 
mercy keenly, the affair of the notice having 
been sent never once occurred to them, not 
even the son, who is said to luive been the 
bearer. This was a, stroke reserved for, and 
worthy of the gentleman himself. As to Mrs. 
Kelloch’s oath, it proves nothing. She did, 
indeed, depone to a line being left for me at 
her house, which said line miscarried. It 
was a scaled letter ; she could not tell whether 
it was a malt-notice or not, she could not even 
condescend on the month nor so much as the 
season of the year. The truth is, T. J. and 
his family being Secedcrs, and consequently 
coming every Sunday to Thornhill Meeting
house, they were a good conveyance for the 
several maltsters and traders in their neigh
bourhood to transmit to post their notices, 
permits, &c.

By why all this tergiversation? It was put 
to the petitioner in open court, after a full 
investigation of the cause: “Was he willing 
to swear that he meant no fraud in the matter?’1 
And the justices told him, that if he swore, he 
would be assoilzied, otherwise he should be 
fined ; still the Petitioner, after ten minutes’ 
consideration, found his conscience unequal 
to the task, and declined the oath.

Now, indeed, he says he is willing to 
swear ; he has been exercising his conscience 
in private, and will perhaps stretch a point. 
But the fact to which he is to swear was equally 
and in all parts known to him on that day 
when he refused to swear as to-day ; nothing 
can give him further light as to the intention 
of his mind, respecting his meaning or not 
meaning a fraud in the affair. No time can 
cast further light on the present resolves of 
the mind; but time will reconcile, and has 
reconciled many a man to that iniquity which 
he at first abhorred.

[How the affair ended has not transpired.]

/ /

-t-
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TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL.

Ellisland, lSept. 1700.)
Sir,

I shall not fail to wait on Captain Riddell 
to-night—I wish and pray that the goddess of 
justice herself would appear to-morrow among 
our hon. gentlemen, merely to give them a 
word in their ear that mercy to the thief is 
injustice to the honest man. For my part I 
have galloped over my ten parishes these four 
days, until this moment that I am just alighted, 
or rather, that my poor jackass-skeleton of a 
horse has let me down ; for the miserable devil 
has been on his knees half a score of times 
within the last twenty miles, telling me in his 
own way, “Behold, am not I thy faithful jade 
of a horse, on which thou hast ridden these 
many years !"

In short, Sir, I have broke my horse’s wiud, 
and almost broke my own neck, besides some 
injuries in a part that shall be namclesi owing 
to a hard-hearted stone of a saddle. > find 
that every offender has so many great men to 
espouse his cause, that I shall not be surprised 
if I am committed to the strong hold of the 
law to-morrow, for insolence to the dear friends 
of the gentlemen of the country. Ï have the 
honour to be, Sir, your obliged aud obedient 
humble

R. B.

TO CRAUFORD TA IT, ESQ.,
KblNBUROH.l

Ellisland, 16tli October, 1700.
Dkak Sir,

Allow me to introduce to your acquaintance 
the bearer Mr. Wm. Duncan, a friend of mine, 
whom I have long known amf long loved. 
His father, whose only son he is, has a decent 
little property in Ayrshire, and has bred the 
young man to the law, in which department 
he comes up an adventurer to your good town. 
I shall give you my friend’s character in two 
words : as to his head, he has talents enough,

i Son of John Tait of Harvieston, under whose 
hospitable roof the poet spent a few happy days in 
the autumn of 1787. The gentleman to whom this 
letter was addressed was a writer to the signet, and 
the father of Archibald Campbell Tait, the late 
Archbishop of Canterbury.

and more than enough for common life ; as to 
his heart, when Nature had kneaded the kindly 
clay that composes it, she said, “ 1 can no 
more. ”

You, my good Sir, were born under kinder 
stars; but your fraternal sympathy, 1 well 
know, din cuter into the feelings of the young 
man, who goes into life with the laudable 
ambition to do something, and to be something 
among his fellow-creatures ; but whom the 
consciousness of friendless obscurity presses to 
the earth, and wounds to the soul !

Even the fairest of his virtues arc against 
him. That independent spirit, and that in
genuous modesty, qualities inseparable from a 
noble mind, are, with the million, circum
stances not a little disqualifying. What plea
sure is in the power of the fortunate and the 
happy, by their notice and patronage, to 
brighten the countenance and glad the heart 
of such depressed youth ! 1 am not so angry
with mankind for their deaf economy of the 
purse: the goods of this world cannot be divided 
without being lessened—but why be a niggard 
of that which bestows bliss on a fellow-crea
ture, yet takes nothing from our own means 
of enjoyment? We wrap ourselves up in the 
cloak of our own better fortune, and turn 
away our eyes, lest the wants and woes of our 
brother-mortals should disturb the selfish 
apathy of our souls !

1 am the worst hand in the world at asking 
a favour. That indirect address, that insinu
ating implication, which, without any positive 
request, plainly expresses your wish, is a talent 
not to be acquired at the plough-tail. Tell 
me then, for you can, in what periphrasis of 
language, in what circumvolution of phrase, 1 
shall envelope, yet not conceal, this plain 
story.—“My dear Mr. Tait, my friend Mr. 
Duncan, whom 1 have the pleasure of intro
ducing to you, is a young lad of your own 
profession, and a gentleman of much modesty, 
and great worth. » Perhaps it may be in your 
power to assist linn in the, to him, important 
consideration of /getting a place ; but, at all 
events, your notice and acquaintance will be 
a very grcaG^cquisition to him ; and 1 dare 
pledge myself that he will never disgrace your 
favour.” f J

You may possibly be surprised, Sir, at sfich 
a letter froin me ; ’ti», I own, in thc/Usual
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way of calculating these matters, more than 
our acquaintance entitles me to; but my 
answer is short : Of all the men at your time 
of life, whom I knew in Edinburgh, you are 
the most accessible on the side on which 1 
have assailed you. You arc very much altered 
indeed from what you were when I knew you, 
if generosity point the path you will not tread, 
or humility call to you in vain.

As to myself, a being to whose interest I 
believe you arc still a well-wisher; 1 am here, 
breathing at all times, thinking sometimes, 
and rhyming now and then. Every situation 
has its share of the cares and pains of life, and 
my situation 1 am persuaded has a full ordinary 
allowance of its pleasures and enjoyments.

My best compliments to your father and 
Miss 'l’ait. If you have an opportunity, please 
remember me in the solemn league and cove
nant of friendship to Mrs. Lewis Ray.1 I 
am a wretch for not writing her ; but 1 am so 
hackneyed with self-accusation in tluit way, 
that my conscience lies in my bosom with 
scarce the sensibility of an oyster in its shell. 
Where is lardy Mackenzie? wherever she is, 
God bless her ! I likewise beg leave to trouble 
you with compliments to Mr. Wm. Hamilton; 
Mrs. Hamilton and family ; and Mrs. Chalmers, 
when you arc in that country. Should you 
meet with Miss Nimrno, please remember me 
kindly to her.

R. B.

TO PROF. DUGALD STEW APT,
K1I1KBUR0H.

IEllislaxd, October, 1790.1
Sill,

1 will be extremely happy if this letter sludl 
have the honour of introducing you to Captain 
Grose, a gentleman whose acquaintance you 
told me you so much coveted. 1 enclose this 
letter to him, and should his pursuits lead him 
again to Ayrshire, and should his time, and 
(what 1 am sorry to say is more precarious) his 
health permit, 1 have not doubt but you will 
have the mutual pleasure of being acquainted. 
I am, &c.

IL B.
1 Formerly Miss Margaret Chalmers.

TO FRANCIS GROSE, ESQ., F.S.A.2

[ELUSLAKD, 1790.1
Silt,

I believe among all our Scots literati you 
have not metswitli Professor Dugald Stewart, 
who fills the moral philosophy chair in the 
University of Edinburgh. To say that he is 
a man of the first parts, and, what is more, a 
man of the first worth, to a gentleman of your 
general acquaintance, and who so much enjoys 
the luxury of unencumbered freedom and un
disturbed privacy, is not perhaps recommen
dation enough:—but when I inform you that 
Mr. Stewrart’s principal characteristic is your 
favourite feature; that sterling independence 
of mind, which, though every man’s right, so 
few men have the courage to claim, and fewer 
still the magnanimity to support:—When I 
tell you, that unseduced by splendour, and 
uudisgusted by wretchedness, lie appreciates 
the merits of the various actors in\the great 
drama of life, merely as they perfonntheir 
parts—in short, he is a man after your own" 
heart, and 1 comply with his earnest request 
in letting you know that he wishes above all 
things to meet with you. His house, Catrinc, 
is within less than a mile of Korn Castle, which 
you proposed visiting ; or if you could trans
mit him the inclosed, he would with the 
greatest pleasure meet you any where in the 
neighbourhood. I write to Ayrshire to inform 
Mr. Stewart that I have acquitted myself of 
my promise. Should your time and spirits 
permit your meeting with Mr. Stewart, ’tis 
well; if not, I hope you will forgive this liberty, 
aud 1 have at least an opportunity of assuring 
you with what truth and respect, 1 am, Sir, 
your great admirer, and very humble servant,

R. B.

TO FRANCIS GROSE, ESQ., F.S.A.3

[Ellisi,ani>, 1790.)

Among the many witch stories 1 have heard, 
relating to Alloway kirk, I distinctly remem
ber only two or three.

3 See following note.
3 This was first published in the Censura Litcraria, 

a work edited by tile late Sir Egerton Brydgea. It 
was found among Grose’s papers and communicated
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Upon a stormy night, amid whistling squalls 
of wind, and hitter blasts of hail; in short, on 
such a night as the devil would choose to take 
the air in ; a farmer or farmer’s servant was plod
ding and plashing homeward with his plough- 
irons on his shoulder, having been getting some 
repairs on them at a neighbouring smithy. His 
way lay by the kirk of Alloway, and being 
rather on the anxious look-out in approaching 
a place so well known to be a favourite haunt 
of the devil and the devil’s friends and emis-

liy Mr. Gilchrist of Stamford. The second of tile 
stories here given is the legend which Burns extended 
and versified in “ Tam o’ Slianter.” (See notes to the 
poem itself.) Burns was desirous that Alloway- 
Kirk should lie included in Grose's antiiiuarian 
work, for one reason among others, that ids fatlier 
was buried there. We quote the following from 
Gilbert Burns: “When iny father felted his little 
property near Alloway-Kirk, the wall of the church
yard bail gone to ruin, and cattle had free libqrty of 
pasturing in it. My father, with two or three other 
neiglilHiurs, joined ill an application to the town 
council of Ayr, who were superiors of the adjoining 
land, for liberty to rebuild it, and raised by subscrip
tion a sum for iaclosing this ancient cemetery with 
a wall ; hence ho came to consider it as his burial- 
place, and we learned that reverence for it, people 
generally have fur the burial-place of their ancestors. 
My brother was living in Ellislainl when Captain 
Grose, in bis peregrinations through Scotland, stayed 
some time at Carse-house in the neighbourhood, with 
Captain Hubert Riddell of Gleuriddell, a particular 
friend of my brother's. The antiquarian and the poet 
were ‘unco park and thick thegither.’ Robert re
quested of Captain Grose, when he should come to Ayr
shire, that he would make a drawing of Alioufty-Kirk, 
as it was the burial-place of his father, and where he 
himself had a sort of claim to lay down his bones, wheu 
they should be no longer serviceable to him; jind 
added, by way of encouragement, that it was the 
scene of many a good story of witches and apjiari- 
tions, of which he knew the Captain was very fond. 
Tile Captain agreed to the request, provided the poet 
would furnish a witcli-story to lie printed along with 
it. ‘Tam o' Slianter' was produced on this occasion, 
and was first published iu Grose's Antiquities of 
Scotland."

We have already given a biographical notice of 
Grose, p. 42, vol. iii. In the introduction to his 
Antiquities of Scotland he acknowledges his obliga
tions to Burns in the following paragraph, some of 
the terms of which will scarcely fail to amuse the 
modern reader:—

“ To my ingenious friend, Mr. Robert Burns, I have 
been seriously obligated: he was not only at the 
pains of making out what was most worthy of notice 
in Ayrshire, the country honoured by his birth, but 
he also wrote expressly for this work the pretty tale 
annexed to Alloway Church.’1 This “pretty tale" 
being “ Tam o' Hhantcr ! '

sarics, he wits struck aghast by discovering, 
through the horrors of the storm and stormy 
night, a light, which on his nearer approach 
plainly showed ttsclf to jiroceed from the 
haunted edifice. Whether he had been forti
fied from above on his devout supplication, as 
is customary with people when they suspect 
the immediate presence of Satan; or whether, 
according to another custom, he had got 
courageously drunk at the smithy, 1 w ill not 
pretend to determine; but so it was, that lie 
ventured to go up to, nay into the very kirk. 
As luck would have it, his temerity came off 
unpunished.

The members of the infernal junto were all 
out on some midnight business or other, and 
he saw nothing but a kind of kettle or caldron, 
depending from the roof, over the fire, sim
mering some heads of uuchristened children, 
limbs of executed malefactors, &c., for the 
business of the night.—It was, in fora penny, 
in for a pound, with the honest ploughman : 
so without ceremony lie unhooked the caldron 
from off’ the fire, and, pouring out the dam
nable ingredients, inverted it on his head, and 
carried it fairly home, where it remained long 
in the family, a living evidence of the truth 
of the story.

Another story, which I can prove to be 
equally authentic, was as follows:

tin a market day in the town of Ayr, a farmer 
from Garrick, and consequently whose way lay 
by the very gate'of Alloway kirk-yard, in order 
to cross the river Doon at the old bridge, which 
is about two or three hundred yards farther 
on than the said gate, had been detained by 
his business, till by the time he reached Allo
way it was the wizard hour/between night and 
morning.

Though he was terrified with a blaze stream
ing from the kirk, yet as it is a well-known 
fact that to turn back on these occasions is 
running by far the greatest risk of mischief, 
he prudently advanced on his road. When 
he had reached the gate of the kirk-yard, he 
was surprised and entertained, through the 
ribs anfl arches of an old gothic window, which 
still faces the highway, to see a dance of witches 
merrily footing it round their old sooty black
guard master, who was keeping them all alive 
with the power of his bag-pipe. The farmer, 
stopping his horse to observe them a little,
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could plainly descry the faces t)f many old 
women of his acquaintance and neighbourhood. 
How the gentleman was dressed tradition does 
not say; but that the ladies were all in their 
smocks; and one of them happening unluckily 
to have a smock which was considerably too 
short to answer all the purpose of that piece 
of dress, our farmer was so tickled, that he 
involuntarily burst out, with a loud laugh,
“ Wool luppen, Maggy wi’ the short sark!” 
and recollecting himself, instantly spurred his 
horse to the top of his speed. I need not 
mention the universally know fact, that no 
diabolical power can pursue you beyond the 
middle of a running stream. Lucky it was 
for the poor farmer that the river Doon was so 
near, for notwithstanding the speed of his horse, 
which was a good one, against lie reached the 
middle of the arch of the bridge, and conse
quently the middle of the stream, the pursu
ing, vengeful hags were so close at his heels, 
that one of them actually sprung to seize him; 
but it was too late, nothing was on her side 
of the stream but the horse’s tail, which im
mediately gave way at her infernal grip, as if 
blasted by a stroke of lightning; but the farmer 
was beyond her reach. However, the un
sightly, tail-less, conditiôn of the vigorous 
steed was, to the last hour of the noble crea
ture’s life, an awful warning to the Garrick 
farmers, not to stay too late in Ayr markets.

The last relation 1 shall give, though equally 
true, is not so well identified as the two former, 
with regard to the scene; but as the best 
authorities give it for Alloway, 1 shall relate 
it.

On a summer’s evening, about the time 
nature puts on her sables to mourn the expiry 
of the cheerful day, a shepherd boy, belonging 
to a farmer in the immediate neighbourhood 
of Alloway-Kirk, had just folded his charge, 
and was returning home. As he passed the 
kirk, in the adjoining field, he fell in with a 
crew of men and women, who were busy pull
ing stems of the plant Ragwort. He observed! 
that as each person pulled a Ragwort, he or 
she got astride of it, and called out, “ up 
horsic!” on which the Ragwort flew off, like 
l’cgasus, through the air with its rider. The 
foolish boy likewise pulled his Ragwort, and 
cried with the rest, “up horsic!” and, strange 
to tell, away he flew with the company. The

first stage at which the cavalcade stopt, was a 
merchant’s wine cellar in Bourdeaux, where, 
without saying by your leave, they quaffed 
away at the best the cellar could afford, until 
the morning, foe to the imps and works of 
darkness, threatened to throw light on the 
matter, and frightened them from their car
ousals. <6, / /\

The poor shepherd laq, being equally a 
stranger to the scene and the liquor, heedlessly 
got himself drunk; and when the rest took 
horse, he fell asleep, and was found #o next 
day by some of the people belonging to the 
merchant. Somebody that understood Scotch, 
asking him what he was, he said such-a-one’s 
herd in Alloway, and by some means or other 
getting home again, he lived long to tell the 
world the wondrous talc.

IL B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, Nov. 1790.

“ As cold waters to a thfrsty soul, So is good news 
from a far country." [Proverbs xxv. 26.]

Fate has long owed me a letter of good 
news from you, in return for the many tidings 
of sorrow I have received. In this instance I 
most cordially obey the apostle—“Rejoice 
with them that do rejoice ’’—for me to sing 
for joy, is no new thing, but to preach for joy, 
as I have done in the commencement of this 
epistle, is a pitch of extravagant rapture to 
which I never rose before. '

I read your letter—I literally jumped for 
joy.—How could such a mercurial creature as 
a poet lumpishly keep his scat on the receipt 
of the best news from his best friend. I seized 
my gilt-headed wangee rod, an instrument 
indispensably necessary, in my left hand, in 
the moment of inspiration and rapture; and 
stride, stride—quick and quicker—out skipt 
I among the broomy banks of Nith to muse 

' over my joy by retail. To keep within the 
bounds of prose was impossible. Mrs. Little’s1 
is a more elegant, but not a more sincere com
pliment to the sweet little fellow, than I,

i Janet Little [see letter to Mrs. Dunlop of 6th Sept. 
1789], who liacHwitten some verses on the same event 
which Mrs. Dunlop had sent to Burns.
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extempore almost, poured out to him iu the 
following verses:—

Sweet Floweret, pledge o’ mcikle love,
And ward o' mouy a prayer,

What heart o’ stane wad thou ua move,
Sae helpless, sweet, and fair !

November hirples o'er the lea,
Chill, on thy lovely form ;

And gane, alas ! the shelt riug tree,
Should shield thee frae the storm.'

I am much flattered by your approbation of 
my “Tam o’ Shunter,’’ which you express in 
your former letter; though, by the bye, you 
load me in that said letter with accusations 
heavy and many ; to all which 1 plead, not 
ynilty! Your book is, 1 hear, on the road to 
reach me. As to printing of poetry, when 
you prepare it for the press, you have only to 
spell it right, and place the capital letters 
properly: as to the punctuation, the printers 
do that themselves.

1 have a copy of “Tam o' Shunter’’ ready 
to send you by the first opportunity ; it is too 
heavy to send by post

1 [heard of Mr. Corbet2 lately. He, in con
sequence of your recommendation, is most 
zealous to serve me. Please favour me soon 
with an account of your good folks; if Mrs. 
H.3 is recovering, ami the young gentleman 
doing well.

It. 15.

TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.S.

t ELLISLANh, 17tli Jail. 1791.

1 am not gone to Elysium, most noble 
Colonel,4 but am still here in this sublunary 
world serving my (iod by propagating bis 
image, and honouring my king by begetting 
him loyal subjects.

Many happy returns of the season await my 
friend ! May the thorns of Care never beset his 
path ! May Peace be an inmate of his bosom, 
and Rapture a frequent visitor of his soul !

' See verses “On the Birth of a Posthumous Child,” 
p. 86, vol. iiL

1 Supervisor-general of the excise, a subsequent 
correspondent of the hard's.

a Mrs. Henri, daughter of Mrs. Dunlop, and mother 
of the child referreuto.

4 Mr. Dunbar was styled Colonel of the Crochallan 
corps, a club of which we have already spoken. See 
note, vol. U. p. 201.

May the bloodhounds of Misfortune never 
track his steps, nor; the screech-owl of Sorrow 
alarm his dwelling! May Enjoyment tell thy 
hours, and Pleasure number thy days, thou 
friend of the Bard! “Blessed be he that 
blcsseth thee, and cursed be he that curseth 
thee!!! [Genesis^xxviii. 29.]

As a further proof that I am still in the land- 
of existence, I send you a poem, the latest I 
have composed. I hove a particular reason 
for wishing you only to show it to select friends, 
should you think it worthy a friend’s perusal: 
but if at your first leisure hour you will favour 
me with your opinion of, and strictures on the 
performance, it will be an additional obligation 
on, dear Sir, your deeply indebted humble 
servant,

li. B.

TO MR. PETER HILL.

Ellislanh, 17tb Jan. 1791.

Take these three guineas, and place them 
over against that damned account of yours! 
which has gagged my mouth these five or six 
months ! 1 can as little write good things as
apologies to the man 1 owe money to. I) the 
supreme curse of making three guineas do the 
business of five! Not all the labours of 
Hercules; not all the Hebrews’ three cen
turies of Egyptian bondage, were such an in
superable business, such an infernal task ! !

Poverty ! thou half-sister of death, thou 
cousin-german of hell! where shall I find 
force of execration equal to the amplitude of 
thy demerits’ By thee, the venerable Ancient, 
though in this insidious obscurity grown hoary 
in the practice of every virtue under heaven, 
now laden with years and wretchedness, im
plores from a stony-hearted son of Mammon, 
whose sun of prosperity never knew a cloud, a 
little, little aid, to support his very existence, 
and is by him denied and insulted. By thee, 
the man of sentiment, whose heart glows with 
independence, and melts with sensibility, inly 
pines under the neglect, or writhes in bitter
ness of soul, under the contumely of arrogant, 
unfeeling wealth. By thee, the man.of Genius, 
whose ill-starred ambition plants him at the 
tables of the fashionable and polite, must see 
in suffering silence, his remark neglected, and
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his person despi^pd ; while shallow Greatness, 
in his idiot attempts at wit, shall meet with 
countenance and applause. Nor is it only the 
family of Worth that have reason to complain 
of thee : the children of Folly and Vice, though 
in common with thee the offspring of Evil, 
smart equally under thy rod. Owing to thee, 
the man of unfortunate disposition and neglected 
education, is condemned ns a fool for his dis
sipation, despised and shunned as a needy 
wretch, when his follies as usual bring him to 
want; and when his unprincipled necessities 
drive him to dishonest practices, he is abhorred 
as a miscreant, and perishes by the justice of 
his country.

But far otherwise is the lot of the man of 
family and fortune. His early follies and 
extravagance arc fire and spirit, bis consequent 
wants are the embarrassments of an honest 
fellow; and when, to remedy the matter, he 
acta out with a legal commission to plunder 
distant provinces, and massacre peaceful na
tions, he returns laden with the spoils of rapine 
and murder ; lives wicked and respected, and 
dies a Villain and a Lord.—Nay, worst of all, 
alas for helpless woman ! the needy wretch, 
who has shivered at the comer of the street, 
waiting to cam the wages of casual prostitu
tion, is left neglected and insulted, ridden 
down by the chariot wheels of the coronetcd 
Kip, hurrying on to the guilty assignation; 
she who, without the same necessities to plead, 
riots nightly in the same guilty trade.

Well! divines may say of it what they 
please; but I maintain that a hearty tilasti of 
execration is to the mind, what breaking a 
vein is to the body : the overloaded sluices of 
both are wonderfully relieved by their respec
tive evacuations. I feel myself vastly easier 
than when 1 began my letter, and now can go 
on to business. You will be so good then as 
to send, by the first Dumfries carrier, all, or as 
many as you have by you, of the following 
books. 1 am, Ac.,

R B.

TO MR ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

Ei.lisi.ant), 23d January, 1701. 
Many happy returns of the season to you, 

my dear friend ! As many of the good things

of this life as is consistent with the usual mix
ture of good and evil in the cup of Being !

Ihavcjustfinisheda poem ( “Tam o’ Shan ter” ) 
which you will receive inclosed. It is my 
first essay in the way of tales.

I have, these several months, been hammering 
at an elegy on the amiable and accomplished 
Miss Burnet. I have got, and can get, no 
farther than the following fragment, on which 
please give me your strictures. In all kinds 
of poetic composition, I set great store by your 
opinion; but in sentimental verses, in the 
poetry of the heart, no Roman Catholic ever 
set more value on the infallibility of the Holy 
Father than I do on yours.

I mean the introductory couplets as text 
verses.

ELEGY
On the late Mies IiullNKT of MoNRODDO.

Life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize
As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ;
Nor envious Death so triumph'd in a blow,
As that which laid th’ accomplish'd Burnet low.1

Let me hear from you soon. Adieu !
R B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, 7th Feb. 1791.
When 1 tell you, Madam, that by a fall, not 

from my horse, but with my horse, I have 
been a cripple some time, and that this is the 
first day my arm and hand have been able to 
serve me in writing; you will allow that it is 
too good an apology for my seemingly ungrate
ful silence. I am now getting better, and am 
able to rhyme a little, which implies some 
tolerable ease; as I cannot think that the most 
poetic genius is able to compose on the rack.

I do not remember if ever I mentioned to 
you my having an idea of composing an elegy on 
the late Miss Burnet of Monboddo. I had the 
honour of being pretty well acquainted with 
her, and have seldom felt so much at the loss 
of an acquaintance, as when I heard that so 
amiable and accomplished a piece of God’s works 
was no more. I have, as yet, gone no farther 
than the following fragment, of which please

• See p. 87, vol. Hi. The elegy as transcribed to 
Cunningham wanted the closing stanza.
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let me have your opinion. You know that 
elegy is a subject so much exhausted, that any 
new idea on the business is not to be expected : 
'tis well if wo can place an old idea in a new 
light. How far I have succeeded as to this 
last, you will judge from what follows.1 I 
have proceeded no further.

Your kind letter, with your kind remembrance 
of your godson, came safe. This last, Madam, 
is scarcely what my pride can bear. As to the 
little fellow, he is, partiality apart, the finest 
boy I have of a long time seen. He is now 
seventeen months old, has the small pox and 
measles oyer, has cut several teeth, and never 
had a grain of doctor’s drugs in his bowels.

I am truly happy to hear that “the little 
floweret” is blooming so fresh and fair, and 
that the “mother plant” is rather recovering 
her drooping head. Soon and well may her 
“cruel wounds" be healed 1 I have written 
thus far with a good deal of difficulty. When 
1 get a little abler, you shall hear further from, 
Madam, yours,

R. 13.

TO THE REV. ARCII. ALISON.2 3

Ellisland, near Dumfries, 
14th Feb. 1791.

SIR,
You must by this time have set me down as 

one of the most ungrateful of men. You did 
me the honour to present me with a book,

i Here is transcribed the elegy just as in the pre
ceding letter to Cunningham, but with the addition 
of the last stanza as the poem appears In vol. ill. p. 87.

3 Pastor of the Episcopal church, Cowgatc, Edin
burgh, and at that time an authority on the subject 
of mental philosophy. In the reminiscences of Bums, 
sent by Professor Dugald Stewart to Dr. Currie, he 
speags of a visit paid him by the bard, and then goes 
on .to say : “ Sly friend Mr. Alison was the only 
other person in the company. I never saw Burns 
more interesting. A present which Mr. Alison sent 
him afterwards of his ‘Essay on Taste,'drew fmm 
Bums a letter of acknowledgment which I remember 
to have read with some degree of surprise at the dis
tinct conception he appeared from it to have formed 
of the general principles of thedoctrine of association, ’’

The above letter Is the one alluded to by the learned 
professor.

“The doctrine here alluded to is one peculiar, we 
believe, to the Scotch school of metaphysicians, and 
mainly consists in an assertion that our ideas of 
beauty in objects of all kinds arise from our associât-

which docs honour to science and the intel
lectual powers of man, and I have not even 
so much as acknowledged the receipt of it. 
The fact is, you yourself arc to blame for it. 
Flattered as 1 was by your telling me that you 
wished to have my opinion of the work, the 
old spiritual enemy of mankind, who knows 
well that vanity is one of the sins that most easily 
beset me, put it into my head to ponder over 
the performance with the look-out of a critic, 
and to draw up, forsooth, a deep learned digest 
of strictures on a composition, of which, in 
fact, until I read the book, I did not even 
know the first principles. I own. Sir, that, 
at first glance, several of your propositions 
startled me as paradoxical. That the martial 
clangor of a trumpet had something in it vastly 
more grand, heroic, and sublime, than the 
twinglc-twanglc of a Jew’s-harp; that the deli
cate flexure of a rose-twig, when the half- 
blown flower is heavy with the tears of the 
dawn, was infinitely more beautiful and ele
gant than the upright stub of a burdock; and 
that from something innate and independent 
of all associations of ideas ;—these I had set 
down as irrefragable, orthodox truths, until 
perusing your book shook my faith.—In short, 
Sir, except Euclid’s Elements of Geometry, 
which 1 made a shift to unravel by my father’s 
fireside, in the winter evenings of the first 
season I held the plough, I never read a book 
which gave me such a quantum of information, 
and added so much to my stock of ideas, as

ing with them some other ideas of an agreeable kind. 
For instance, our notion of beauty in the cheek of a 
pretty maiden arises from our notions of her health, 
innocence, and so forth ; our notion of the beauty of 
a Highland prospect, such as the Trossachs, from our 
notions of the romantic kind of life formerly led in 
it; as if there was no female beauty independent of 
both health and innocence, or line scenery where men 
had not formerly worn tartans and claymores. Tilt- 
whole of this letter of Bums Is, in reality (though 
perhaps unnuiant by him), a satire on this doctrine, 
which, notwithstanding the eloquence of an Alison, 
a Rtewart,-ttnd a Jeffrey, must now ire considered as 
amongst the dreams of philosophy. ’—Chambers.

“Mr. Stewart . . . wonders, in the passage 
above quoted, that Bums had formed some distinct 
conception of the‘doctrine of association.' We rattier 
think that far subtler tilings than the doctrine of 
association had from of old been familiar to him."— 
Carlyle.

Mr. Alison was the father of Sir Archibald Alison, 
Bart., sheriff of Lanarkshire, and writer of the well- 
known //istory o/ Buropc.
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your Essays on the Principles of Taste. One 
thing, Sir, you must forgive my mentioning 
as an uncommon merit of the work—1 mean 
the language. To clothe abstract philosophy 
in elegance of style, sounds something like a 
contradiction in terms; but you have convinced 
me that they arc quite compatible.

I enclose you some poetic bagatelles of my 
late composition. The one in print is my first 
essay in the way of telling a talc. I am, Sir, 
&c.,

R. B.

TO THE REV. O. BAIRD,1 LONDON.

Ellisland, [February,] 1791.
Reverend Sir,

Why did you, my dear Sir, write to me in 
such a hesitating style on the business of poor 
Bruce? Don't I know, and have I not felt,

i George Husband Baird was, at the time the alwvc 
was written, a young clergyman residing at the Duke 
of A thole's mansion in London. He was subsequently 
appointed minister of New GïWfriars’ Church, Edin
burgh, and ultimately became principal of Edinburgh 
University. Baird's letter, to which the above one 
was a reply, is here appended

“ London, 8th Feb. 1791.
“Sir,

“I trouble you with this letter to inform you that 
I am in hopes of being able very soon to bring to the 
press a new edition (long since talked of) of Michael 
Bruce’s Poems. The profits of the edition are to go 
to his mother-a woman of eighty years of age—poor 
and helpless. The poems are to be published by 
subscription ; and it may be possible, I think, to make 
out a 2#. Qui. or 3*. volume, with the assistance of a few 
hitherto unpublished verses, which I have got from 
the mother of the poet. I

“ But the design I have in view in writing tp yoivifi 
not merely to inform you of these facts; it is tf) solicit 
the aid of your name and pen in support of they scheme. 
The reputation of Bruce is already high with every 
reader of classical taste, and I shall be anxious to 
guard against tarnishing bis character, by allowing 
any new poems to appear that may lower it. For 
this purpose the MSS. I am in possession» of, have 
been submitted to the revision of some whose critical 
talents I can trust to, and I mean still to submit them 
to others.

“ May I beg to know, therefore, if you will take 
the trouble of perusing the MSS.—of giving your 
opinion, and suggesting what curtailments, altera
tions, or amendments, occur to you as advisable?— 
And will you allow us to let it be known, that a few 
lines by you will bo added to the volume ?

“ I know the extent of this request. It is lxild to 
make it. But I have this consolation, that though 
you see it proper to refuse it, you will not blame me

the many ills, the peculiar ills that poetic flcRh 
is heir to? You «hall have your choice of all 
the unpublished poems I have ; and had your 
letter had my direction so ^ to have reached 
me sooner, (it only came to my hand this 
moment, ) I should have directly put you out 
of suspense on the subject. I only ask, that 
some prefatory advertisement in the book, as 
well as the subscription bills, may bear, that 
the publication is solely for the benefit of 
Bruce’s mother. I would not put it in the 
power of ignorance to surmise, or malice to 
insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the work 
from mercenary motives. Nor need you give 
me credit for any remarkable generosity in my 
part of the business. I have such a host of 
peccadilloes, failings, follies, and back si filings, 
(any body but myself might perhaps give some 
of them a worse appellation,) that by way of 
some balance, however trifling, in the account,
1 am fain to do any good that occurs in my 
very limited power to a fellow-creature, just 
for the selfish purpose of clearing a little the 
vista of retrospection.

R. B.2
for having made it ; you will see my apology in the 
fnotivc.

“ May I just add, that Michael Bruce is one in 
whose company, from his past appearance, you would 
not, I am convinced, blush to be found ; and as I 
would submit every line of his that should now be 
published, to your own criticisms, you would be 
assured that nothing derogatory either to him or you, 
would be admitted in that appearance he may make 
in future.

“You have already paid an honourable tribute to 
kindred genius in Fergusson—I fondly hope that the 
mother of Bruce will experience your patronage.

“I wish to have the subscription paper circulated 
by the 14th of March, Bruce’s birth-day; which I 
understand some friends in Scotland talk this year 
of observing—at that time it will be resolved, I ima
gine, to place a plain humble stone over his grave. 
This, at least, I trust you will agree to do—to furnish, 
in a few couplets, an inscription for it.

“ On these points may I solicit an answer fts early 
as possible; a short delay might disappoint us in pro
curing that relief to the mother, which is the object 
of the whole.

“ You will be pleased to address for me under cover 
to the Duke of A thole, London.

“G. B.”
2 To help out the bulk of the volume of Bruce's 

poems, Bums generously offered a number of his 
finest unpublished pieces, including “Tam o’Shan ter." 
The l>ook appeared after the lapse of several years, 
but contained no composition of Burns’s, “in conse
quence,” it is stated, “of the opposition of Dr. Blair
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TO MRS. GRAHAM, OF FINTRY 

[Ellisland, February, 1791.)
Madam,

Whether it is that the story of our Mary 
Queen of Scots has a peculiar effect on the 
feelings of a poet, or whether I have in the 
enclosed ballad1 succeeded beyond my usual 
poetic success, I know not, but it has pleased 
me beyond any effort of my Muse for a good 
while past; on that account I enclose it par
ticularly to you. It is true, the purity of my 
thotives may be suspected. I am already 
deeply indebted to Mr. Graham’s goodness ; 
and wha e usual ways of mtm, is of in
finitely greater importance, Mr. G. can do me 
service of the utmost importance in time to 
come. I was bom a poor dog; and however I 
may occasionally pick a better bone than I 
used to do, I know I must live and die poor : 
but I will indulge the flattering faith that my 
poetry will considerably outlive my poverty; 
and without any fustian affectation«of spirit, 1 
can promise and affirm, that it must be no 
ordinary craving of the latter shall ever make 
me do any thing injurious to the honest fame 
of the former. Whatever may be my failings 
—for failings arc a part of human nature—may 
they ever be those of a generous heart, and an 
independent mind! It is no fault of mine that 
I was born to dependence; nor is it Mr. Graham’s 
chiefest praise that he can command influence; 
but it is his merit to bestow, not only with the 
kindness of a brother, but with the politeness 
of a gentleman ; and I trust it shall be mine to 
receive with thankfulness, and remember with 
undiminished gratitude.

R. B.

TO MR. PETER HILL.

[Ellisland, February, 1791.]8 
Mt dear Hill, ,

I shall say nothing to your mad present2— 
you have so long and often been, of important

and Dr. Moore, who argued that from the moral 
tendency of Brace’s poetry, the insertion of Burns's 
'' Alloway Kirk’ would be as gross a violation of pro
priety as the exhibition of a farce after a tragedy."

1 See vol. iii. p. 88.
8 A prepent of books.
8 The original MS. of the above letter has no date; 

Dr. Currie and subsequent editors give it hypotheti-

service to me, and I suppose you mean to go 
on conferring obligations until I shall not be 
able to lift up my face be$>rc you. In the 
meantime, as Sir Roger de jÇoverley, because 
it happened to bo a cold day in which he made 
his will, ordered his servants great-coats for 
mourning, so, because I have been this week 
plagued with an indigestion, I have sent you 
by the carrier a fine old ewe-milk cheese.

Indigestion is the devil : nay, ’tis the devil 
and hell. It besets a man in every one of his 
senses. I lose my appetite at the sight of 
successful Knavery, and sicken to loathing at 
the noise and nonsense of self-important Folly. 
When the hollow-hearted wretch takes me by 
the hand, the feeling spoils my dinner ; the 
proud man’s wine so offends my palate that it 
chokes me in the gullet; and the pulviliseil, 
feathered, pert coxcomb, is so disgustful in 
my nostril mat my stomach turns.

If ever you have any of these disagreeable 
sensations, let me prescribe for you patience 
and a bit of my cheese. I know that you are 
no niggard of your good things among your 
friends, and some of them arc in much need 
of a slice. There, in my eye, is our friend 
Smcllie ; a man positively of the first abilities 
and greatest strength of mind, as well as one 
of the best hearts and keenest wits that I have 
ever met with : when you see him, as, alas ! 
he too is smarting at the pinch of distressful 
circumstances, aggravated by the sneer of con
tumelious greatness—a bit of my cheese alone 
will not cure him, but if you add a tankard of 
brown stout, and superadd a magnum of right 
Oporto, you will see his sorrows vanish like 
the morning mist before the summer sun.

Candlish, the earliest friend, except my only 
brother, that l have on earth, and one of the 
worthiest fellows that ever any man called by

catty under March, 1789. This must tie too early, as 
Bums speaks in it of his only brother ; now William, 
his second brother, lived till July, 1790. We can 
hardly place this letter in that year, because in his 
last communication to Hill, January 17th, 1791, Burns 
speaks of not having written him for five or six months. 
We are inclined to think that Mr. Hill, in acknow
ledging the poet's January letter, had sent him a 
present of books, and got tide by way of reply. The 
allusion to “ the King's Arms here," seems to almost 
warrant the assignment of the letter to the Dumfries 
period, beginning Novemlier, 1791, though the poet 
was so often in Dumfries that he might easily identify 
himself witli the town liefore actually residing in it.

00
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the name of friend, if a luncheon of my cheese 
would help to rid him of some of his super
abundant modesty, you would do well to give 
it him.

David,1 with bis Courant, comes, too, across 
my recollection, and I heg you will help him 
largely from the said ewe-milk cheese, to enable 
him to digest those bedaubing paragraphs with 
which he is eternally larding the lean char
acters of certain great men in a certain great 
town. I grant you the periods arc very well 
turned ; so, a fresh egg is a very good thing, 
but when thrown at a man in a pillory, it does 
not at all improve his figure, not to mention 
the irreparable loss of the egg.

My facetious little friend, Colonel Dunbar,
I would wish also to he a partaker : not to 
digest his spleen, for that he laughs off, but 
to digest his last night's wine at the last field- 
day of the Crochallan corps.2

Among our common friends I must not for
get one of the dearest of them—Cunningham. 
The brutality, insolence, and selfishness of a 
world unworthy of having such a fellow as he 
is in it, I know sticks in his stomach, and if 
you can help him to any thing that will make 
him a little easier on that score, it will he very 
obliging.

As to honest John Somerville,3 he is such a 
contented, happy man, that 1 know not what 
can annoy him, except, perhaps, he may not 
have got the better of a parcel of modest 
anecdotes which a certain poet gave him one 
night at supper, the last time the said poet 
was in town.

Though I have mentioned so many men of 
law, 1 shall have nothing to do with them pro
fessionally—the faculty arc beyond my pre
scription. As to their clients, that is another 
thing; God knows they have much to digest !

The clergy I pass by: their profundity of 
erudition, and their liberality of sentiment ; 
their total want of pride, and their detestation 
of hypocrisy, arc so proverbially notorious as 
to place them far, far above either my praise 
or censure.

I was going to mention a man of worth,

1 Mr. David Hammy, printer of the Edinburgh
Evening Courant. I

3 A cluii of choice «ilvita.—See note, II. 201.
1 A writer or law-ngynt in Edinburgh, and an Inti

mate friend of the poet's.
VOL. IV.

whom I have the honour to call friend, the 
laird of Craigdarroch ;4 but I have spoken to 
the landlord of the King’s-Arms-inn here, to 
have at the next county meeting a large ewe- 
milk cheese on the table, for the benefit of the 
Dumfrics-shirc Whigs, to enable them to digest 
the Duke of Quecnsberry’s late political con
duct.

I have just this moment an opportunity of 
a private hand to Edinburgh, as perhaps you 
would not digest double postage. So God 
bless you !

R. B.

TO DR. MOORE.

ELLISLAND, 28th February, 1791.
I do not know, Sir, whether you are a sub

scriber to Grose’s Antii/uitie» of Scotland. If 
you are, the inclosed poem will not be altogether 
new to you.5 Captain Grose did me the favour

4 One of the heroes of the “ Whistle " contest.
4 Tlie inclosed poem was “Tam o’ Shan ter." Dr. 

Moore’s reception of this chef-d’oeuvre, and of the 
“ Elegy on Captain Matthew Henderson," was some
what cold. The following is his answer:—

“ London, 29th March, 1791.
“ Dear Sir,

“Your letter of the 28th February I received only 
two days ago, and this day I had the pleasure of 
waiting on the Rev. Mr. Baird, at the Duke of Atholc’s, 
who had been so obliging as to transmit it to me, 
with the printed verses on Alloway Church, the 
Elegy on Captain Henderson, and the Epitaph. There 
are many poetical beauties in the former; what I 
particularly admire are the three striking similes 
from yv

Or like the brow falls in the river, 
and the eight lines which begins with

By this time he was cross the ford,

so exquisitely expressive of the superstitious impres
sions of the country. And the twenty-two lines from 

Coffins stood round like open presses,
which in my opinion, are equal to the ingredients of 
Shakspeare’s cauldron in Macbeth.

“ As for the Elegy, the chief merit of it consists in 
the graphical description of the objects.belonging to 
the country in which the poet writes, and which none 
but a Scottish poet could haveldescribed, and none 
but a real poet and close observer of Nature could 
have so described. J

“There is something original, and wonderfully 
pleasing in the Epitaph.

“ I remember you once hinted/ before, what you 
repeat, in your last, that you had hiade some remarks 
on Zeluco, on the margin. I should be very glad to

60
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to send me a dozen copies of the proof sheet, 
of which this is one. Should you have read 
the piece before, still this will answer the 
principal end I have in vievvf'lt will give me 
another opportunity of thafrcing you for all 
your goodness to the rustic hard ; and also of 
showing you, that the abilities you have been 
pleased to commend and patronize arc still 
employed in the way you wish.

The “Elegy on Captain Henderson”1 isatri- 
butc to the memory of a man 1 loved much. 
Poets have in this the same advantage as 
Roman Catholics; they can bo of sendee to 
their friends after they have passed that bourne

sec them, and regret yon did not send them before 
the last edition, which is just published. l*ray trail- 
scrilie them for me; I sincerely value your opinion 
very highly, and pray do not suppress one of those 
in which you censure the sentiment or expression. 
Trust me it will break no Squares between us—I am 
not akin to the Bishop of Grenada.

" I must now mention what has been on my mind 
for some time; I cannot help thinking you Imprudent, 
in scattering abroad so many copies of your verses. 
It is most natural to give a few to confidential friends, 
particularly to those who are connected with the 
subject, Or who arc perhaps themselves the subject, 
but this ought to be done under promise not to give 
other copies. Of the poem you sent mo on Queen 
Mary, I refused every solicitation for copies, but I 
lately saw It in a newspaper. My motive for caution
ing you on tills subject is that I wish to engage yon 
to collect all your fugitive pieces, not already printed, 
ami after they have liecn reconsidered, and polished 
to the utmost of your power, I would have you pub
lish them by another subscription ; In promoting of 
which I will exert myself with pleasure.

“In your future compositions I wish yon would 
use the modern English. You have shown your 
powers in .Scottish sufficiently. Although in certain 
subjects it gives additional zest to the humour, yet 
it Is lost to the English; and why should you write 
only for a part of the Island, when you can command 
the admiration of the whole?

“ If you chance to write to my friend Mrs. Dunlop, 
of Dunlop, I beg to be affectionately remembered to 
her. She must not judge of the warmth of my senti
ments respecting her, by the number of my letters : 
I hardly ever write a line but on business; and I do 
not know that I should have scribbled all this to 
you, but for the business part of it, that is, to insti
gate you to a new publication ; and to tell you that, 
when you think you have a sufficient number to 
make a volume, you should set your friends on get
ting subscriptions. I wish I could have a few hours' 
conversation with you ; I have many things to say, 
which I cannot write. If I ever go to Scotland, I 
will let you know, that you may meet me at your own 
house, or my friend Mrs. Hamilton's, or both.

“ Adieu, my dear Sir," Ac.

where all other kindness ceases to be of avail. 
Whether, after all, either the one or the other 
be of any real service to the dead, is, I fear, 
very problematical ; but 1 am sure they arc 
highly gratifying to the living: »nd as a very 
orthodox text, I forget where in scripture, 
says, “whatsoever is not of faith is sin;” so 
say I, whatsoever is not detrimental to society, 
and is of positive enjoyment, is of God, the 
giver of all good things and ought to be re
ceived and enjoyed by his creatures with thank
ful delight. As almost all my religious tenets 
originate from my heart, 1 am wonderfully 
pleased with the idea, that I can still keep up 
a tender intercourse with the dearly beloved 
friend, or still more dearly beloved mistress, 
who is gone to the world of spirits.

The ballad on Queen Mary2 was begun 
while I was busy with Percy's Bcth/ues of 
English Poetry. l$y the way, how much is 
every honest heart, which has a tincture of 
Caledonian prejudice, obliged to you fnt your 
glorious story of Buchanan and Targe! 'Twas 
an unequivocal proof of your loyal gallantry of 
soul, giving Targe the victory. 1 should have 
been mortified to the ground if you had not.3

1 have just read over, once more of many 
times, your Zelueo. I marked with my pen
cil, as 1 went along, every passage that pleased 
me particularly above the rest,; and one or two,
I think, which, with humble deference, I am 
disposed to think unequal to the merits of the 
book. 1 have sometimes thought to transcribe 
these marked passages, or at least so much of 
them as to point where they arc, and send them 
to you. Original strokes that strongly depict 
the human heart, is your and Fielding's pro
vince, beyond any other novelist 1 have ever 
perused. Richardson indeed might, perhaps, 
be excepted; but unhappily, his dramatis )«r- 
some arc beings of another world ; and however 
they may captivate the inexperienced, romantic 
fancy of a boy or a girl, they will ever, in jiro- 
portion as we have made human nature our 
study, dissatisfy our riper years.

s 8ec vol. Hi. p. 88.
» The story alluded to is from Dr. Moore's novel of 

Zeluco, and represents Duncan Targe, a hot High
lander and Jacobite, and George Buchanan, a fervid 
bowlamler ami Whig, disputing about the character 
of Mary, Queen of Roots. The debate leads to a duel 
with claymores, in which Targe succeeds in wounding 
and disarming the detractor of Queen Mary.' See vol. Hi. p. 74.
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As to my private concerns, I am going on, a 
mighty tax-gatherer before the 1-onl, and have 
lately had the interest to get myself ranked 
on the list of excise as a supervisor. I am 
not yet employed as such, but in a few years 
I shall fall into the file of supervisorship by 
seniority. 1 have had an immense -Joss in 
the death of the Karl of (ilcncaim; the patron 
from whom all my fame and fortune took its 
rise. Independent of my grateful attachment 
to him, which was indeed so strong that it 
pervaded my very soul, and was entwined 
with the thread of my existence; so soon as 
the prince’s friends had got in, (and every dog 
you know has his day, ) my getting forward in 
the excise would have liccn an easier business 
than otherwise it will be. Though this was 
a consummation devoutly to be wished, vet, 
thank Heaven, I can live and rhyme as I am; 
and as to my boys, poor little fellows! if I 
cannot place them on as high an elevation in 
life as 1 could wish, 1 shall, if I am favoured 
so much by the Disposer of events as to see 
that period, fix them on as broad and inde
pendent a basis as possible. Among the many- 
wise adages which have l>ccn treasurer! up by 
our Scottish ancestors, this is one of the licst, 
/litter he the hunt o’ the eommona/ly, thon the 
toil o’ the ijentrii.

But I am got on a subject which, however 
interesting to me, is of no manner of conse
quence to you ; so I shall give you a short, 
poem on the other page, and close this with 
assuring you how sincerely I have the honour 
to Ire, Yours, Ac.

it n.
Written on the blank leaf of a liook, which 

I presented to a very young lady, whom 1 had 
formerly characterized under the domination 
of The Hone hint.1

TO MR. ALEX. CUNNINGHAM, WRITER,

ST. JANUS'S sqUARK, KniNBVRnll.

Ei.usi.Awn, nth March, 1701. 
My tirar Cunninghax,

I received your Jiret letter two days ago; 
the last came to hand this moment I was

1 Here followed the lines “To Miss Cmiekshank, a 
very young lady, ' vol. il. p. 231.
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highly delighted with the well-carried allegory 
in your friend’s letter. I read it to two or 
three acquaintances who have souls to eiyoy a 
good thing, and we had a very- hearty laugh 
at it I have felt along the line of my Muse’s 
inclination, and I fear your Archery subject 
would be uphill work with hcr. 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 
1 shall ever remember with gnashing of teeth. 
’Twas on the death of the Late Lord President 
Dundas. My very worthy and most respected 
friend, Mr. Alex. Wood, Surgeon, urged me to 
pay a compliment in the way of my trade to 
his Lordship’s memory-. Well, to work I went, 
and produced a copy of elegiac verses, some of 
them I own rather common-place, and others 
rather hide-bound, but on the whole, though 
they were far from being in my best manner, 
they were tolerable, and might have been 
thought very clever. I wrote a letter, which 
however iras in my very licst manner ; and 
inclosing my poem, Mr. Wood carried all 
together to Mr. Solicitor Dundas that then 
was, and not finding him at home, left the 
parcel for him. His Solicitorship never took 
the smallest notice of the letter, the Poem, or 
the poet. From that time, highly as I respect 
the talents of their family, I never see the 
name Ihitulnx in the column of a newspaper, 
but my heart seems straitened for room in 
my bosom ; and if 1 am obliged to read aloud 
a paragraph relating to one of them, 1 feel 
my forehead flush, and my nether lip quiver. 
Had I liccn an obscure scribbler, as I was 
then in the hey-day of my fame; or had 
I been a dependent hanger-on for favour or 
pay ; or had the bearer of the letter been any 
other than a gentleman who haXlonc honour 
to the city in which he lives, to |he conntry 
that produced him, and to the God that created 
him, Mr. Solicitor might have had some apology 
—but enough of this ungracious subject.

A friend of mine who transcribed the last 
parcel I sent you is to be with me in a day or 
two, and I shall get him to copy out the two 
poems you mention. I have this evening 
sketched out a song which I had a great mind 
to send you, though I foresee it will cost yon 
another groat of postage—by the way, yon 
once mentioned to me a method of franking
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letters to you, but I have forgot the direction 
—My song is intended to sing to a strathspey, 
or reel, of which I am very fond, called in 
Cumming's collection of Strathspeys ‘ ‘ Ballcn- 
dalloch’s Reel,” and in other collections that 
I have met with “ Camdelmore.” It takes 
three stanzas of four lines each to go through 
the whole tune. I shall give the song to 
Johnson for the fourth vol. of his publication 
of Scots songs, which he has now just in hand.

SOHO.

Sweet are the banks—the 1-auks o’ Doon, *"
The spreading flowers are fair,

And everything is Mythe and glad,
But I am fu' o' care, Ac. See vol. iii. p. 91.

If the foregoing piece be worth your stric
tures, let me have them. For my own part, 
a thing that I have just composed, always 
appears through a double portion of that partial 
medium in which an Author will ever view his 
own works. I believe, in general, Novelty has 
something in it that inebriates the fancy, and 
not unfrequently dissipates and fumes away 
like other intoxication, and leaves the poor 
patient, as usual, with an aching heart A 
striking instance of this might be adduced, in 
the revolution of many a Hymeneal honey
moon. Hut lest I sink into stupid prose, and 
so sacrilegiously intrude on the office of my 
I’arish-priest, who is in himself one. vast Con
stellation of dulncss, and from his weekly 
zenith rays out his contradictory stupidity to 
the no small edification and enlightening of 
the heavy and opaque pcricraniums of his 
gaping admirers, I shall fill up the page in my 
own way, and give you another song of my 
late composition, which will appear perhaps 
in Johnson’s work, as well as the former.

You must know a beautiful Jacobite air, 
“There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes 
hamc. ’’ When political combustion ceases to 
be the object of Princes and Patriots, it then, 
you know, becomes the lawful prey of Historians 
and Poets.

By yon castle wa’, at the close of the day,
I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was grey:
And as he was singing, the tears down came,—
There'll never lie peace till Jamie comes hame.1

If you like the air, and if thro stanzas hit 
your fancy, you cannot imagine, my dear 
friend, how much you would oblige me, if, by

1 See vol. iii. p. iV

the charms of your delightful voice, you would 
give my honest effusion to tho “ memory of 
joys that arc past,” to the few friends whom 
you indulge in that pleasure. Hut I have 
scribbled on till I hear the clock has intimated 
the near approach of

Hiat hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane.

So good night to y oil! And sound bo your 
sleep, and delectable your dreams ! Apropos, 
how do you like this thought in a ballad 1 
have just now on the tapis?
I look to the west, when I gae to rest,

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may lie ; 
For far in the west lives he I lo'e best,

The man that is dear to my liable and me !
See vol. iii. p. 90.

Good night once more, and God bless you 1
U. B.

TO JOHN BALL ANTING, ESQ.,
AYR.

[March, 1791.)
While here I sit, sad and solitary by the 

side of a fire in a little country inn, and dry 
my wet clothes, in pops a poor fellow of a 
soldier, and tells me he is going to Ayr. By 
heavens ! said I to myself, with a tide of good 
spirits which the magic of that sound, “ Au Id 
Toon o’ Ayr” conjured up, I will send my 
last song to Mr. Ballantine. Here it is:

Ye flowery hanks o' honnie Doon,
How can ye blume sae fair? Ac. Ac.

See vol. iii. p. 91.

TO MR. ALEXANDER DALZIEL,2
FACTOR, FINIILAYSTpN.

Em.isi.anii, 19th March, 1791.
My pear Sir,

I have taken the liberty to frank this letter 
to you, as it encloses an idle poem of mine, 
which I send you ; and, God knows, you may 
perhaps pay dear enough for it if you read it 
through. Not that this is my own opinion ;

a Mr. Dalziel was factor to Lord (llencaim, ami this 
letter chiefly relates to the death of that nobleman, 
which took place aliout the end of January, 1791, at 
Falmouth, which he had reached on his way home 
from a futile visit to Lisbon in search of health.
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but the author, by the time lie has composed 
and corrected his work, has quite pored away 
all his powers of critical discrimination.

I can easily guess from my own heart, what 
you have felt on a late most melancholy event. 
God knows what 1 have suffered, at the loss of 
my best friend, my first and dearest patron 
and benefactor ; the man to whom I owe all 
that I am and have ! I am gone into mourn
ing for him, and with more sincerity of grief 
than I fear some will, who by nature’s ties 
ought to feel on the occasion.

1 will be exceedingly obliged to you indeed, 
to let me know the news of the noble family, 
how the poor mother and the two sisters sup
port their loss. I had a packet of poetic 
bagatelles ready to send to Lady Betty,1 when 
I saw the filial tidings in the newspaper. I 
see by the same channel that the honoured 
remains of my noble patron are designed to 
be brought to the family burial place.2 Dare 
1 trouble you to let me know privately before 
the day of interment, that I may cross the 
country, and steal among the crowd, to pay a 
tear to the last sight of my ever revered bene
factor? It will oblige me beyond expression.

It B.

TO LADY E. CUNNINGHAM.3

Mv Lady,
[Ellisland, March, 1701.)

I would, as usual, have availed myself of the 
privilege your goodness has allowed me, of 
sending you any thing I compose in my poetical 
way; but as I had resolved, so soon as the 
shock of my irreparable loss would allow me, 
to pay a tribute to my late benefactor, I de
termined to make that the firsvjiiccc 1 should 
do myself the honour of sending you. Had 
the wing of my fancy been equal to the ardour 
of my heart, the incloscc had been much more

1 Lady Elizabeth I'unningmun, sister of the Ear) of
Glencaim. v

1 The newspaper in which Bums might liave seen 
such a statement could not have had its information
from a very reliable source. The Earl's family estate
in Kilmaurs, including the burial place alluded to,
Was sold some years Indore his lordship's death, and
life remains were Interred in the church at Falmouth.

8 Sister of the Earl of Glencaim. Her ladyship 
died unmarried in August, 1804.

worthy your perusal ; as it is, I beg leave to 
lay it at your ladyship’s feet.4 As all the 
world knows my obligations to the late Earl of 
Glcncairn, I would wish to show as openly that 
my heart glows, and shall ever glow, with the 
most grateful sense and remembrance of his 
Lordship’s goodness. The sables I did myself 
the honour to wear to his Lordship’s memory, 
were not the “mockery of woe.’’ Nor shall 
my gratitude perish with me ! If among my 
children I shall have a son that has a heart, 
he shall hand it down to his child as a family 
honour and a family debt, that my dearest 
existence I owe to the noble house of Glen- 
cairn !5 * * 8

I was about to say, my lady, that if you 
think the poem may venture to sqp the light,
I would, in some way t>r other, give it to the 
world.

________ R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, nth April, 1701.
I am once more able, my honoured friend, 

to return you, with my own hand, thanks for 
the many instances of your friendship, and 
particularly for your kind anxiety in this last 
disaster that my evil genius had in store for 
me. However, life is chequered—joy and 
sorrow—for on Saturday morning last, Mrs. 
Bums made me a present of a fine boy; rather 
stouter, but not so handsome as your godson 
was at his time of life. Indeed I look on your 
little namesake to be my chef d'œuvre in that 
species of manufacture, as I look on “ Tam o’ 
Shanter” to be my standard performance in 
the poetical line. ’Tis true, both the one and 
the other discover a spice of roguish waggery, 
that might perhaps he as well spared; but then 
they also show, in my opinion, a force of genius, 
and a finishing polish, that 1 despair of ever 
excelling. Mrs. Bums is getting stout [that 
is, strong] again, and laid as lustily about her 
to-day at breakfast, as a reaper from the corn- 
ridge.0 Tluthjs the peculiar privilege and blcss-

< “ Lament for James, Earl of Glencaim.’' See vol. 
Hi. p. 93.

8 Burns named his fourth son (bom Aug. 1794) James 
Glencaim, In memory of the Earl.

6 The birth took place only two days before. The 
child was named William Nicol, after Burns's intimate 
friend, the teacher in Edinburgh.
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ing of our hale, sprightly damsels, that are 
bred among the hay antf. heather. We cannot 
hope for that highly polished mind, that charm
ing delicacy of soul, which is found among the 
female world in the more elevated stations of 
life, and which is certainly by far the most 
bewitching charm in the famous cesf^us of 
Venus.1 It is indeed such an inestimable 
treasure, that where it can be had in its native 
heavenly purity,' unstained by some one or 
other of the many shades of affectation, and 
unalloyed by some one or other of the many 
species of caprice, I declare to Heaven, I 
should think it cheaply purchased at the ex
pense of every other earthly good ! Hut as this 
angelic creature is, I am afraid, extremely 
rare in any station and rank of life, and totally 
denied to such an humble one as mine, we 
meaner mortals must put up with the next 
rank of female excellence. As fine a figure 
and face we can produce as any rank of life 
whatever; rustic, native grace; unaffected mo
desty and unsullied purity; nature’s mother- 
wit, and the rudiments of taste ; a simplicity 
of soul, unsuspicious of, liecnuse unacquainted 
with, the crooked ways of a selfish, interested, 
disingenuous world; and the dearest charm of 
all the rest, a yielding sweetness of disposi
tion, and a generous warmth of heart, grateful 
for love on our part, and ardently glowing 
with a more Alum equal return; these, with a 
healthy frame, a sound, vigorous constitution, 
which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope 
to enjoy, arc the charms of lovely woman in 
my humble walk of life.

This is the greatest effort my broken arm 
has yet made.2 3 Do let me hear, by first post, 
how cher petit Momieur3 comes on with his 
small-pox. May almighty goodness preserve 
and restore him.

R. B.
• Homer's description of the Cestus of Venus is 

thus versified by Pope:—

É
8 was every art an<l every charm, 
n the wisest and the « oldest warm; 
love, the gentle vuw, the gay desire, 
ind deceit, the still-reviving fire; 
isive siieech, and more persuasive sighs,

:e that si>ukc, and eloquence of eyes.

2 About the end of March Burns’s horse had fallen 
while he was. on its hack, with the result of fracture 
of the ivoet’s right arm.

3 Grandson of Mrs. Dunlop. See letter to Mrs.
Dunlop, Nov. 1790.

TO

ALEXANDER FRASER TYTLER, ESQ.,
(LORD WOOD1IOU3ELEE.)

ELL18LAND, 1701.
Sir,

Nothing less than the unfortunate accident 
1 have met with could have prevented my 
grateful acknowledgments for your letter.4

* The following is the letter to which the above is 
a reply:—

“ Dear Sir,—Mr. Ilill yesterday put into my hands 
a sheet of Grose’s Antujuitien, containing a poem of 
yours, entitled, 4 Tam o’ Shanter,’ a tale. The very 
high pleasure I have received from the perusal of this 
udinirahlc piece, I feel, dema^d^the warmest ac
knowledgments. Ilill tells nierons to send olf a 
packet for you this day; I cannot resist, therefore, 
putting on paper what I must have told you in per
son, had I met with you after the recent perusal of 
your tale, which is, that I feel I owe you a debt, 
which, if undischarged, would reproach me witli in
gratitude. I have seldom In my life tasted of higher 
enjoyment from any work of genius, than I have re
ceived from this composition; and I am much mis
taken, if this poem alone, had you never written 
another syllable, would not have been sufficient to 
have transmitted your name down to jiosterity witli 
high reputation. In the introductory part, where 
you paint the character of your hero, and exhibit 
him at the ale-house iiujlc, with his tippling cronies, 
you have delineated nature with a humour and 
naïveté, that would do honour to Matthew Prior: but 
when you describe the infernal orgies of the witches’ 
Sabbath, and the hellish scenery in which they are 
exhibited, you display a power of imagination that 
Shakspeare himself could not have exceeded. I know 
not that I have ever met with a picture of more hor
rible fancy than the following:

(’«iflins sDhhI round like open presses,
That shaw'd the dead in thvir last «lrussus;
Ami hy some devilish cantrip slight,
Each in his cauld hand held a light.

But when I came to the succeeding lines, my blood 
van cold within me:

A knife, a father’s throat had mangled,
, Whom his ain sou of life liereft,

The me y hairs yet stack to the heft.

“And here, after the two following lines, ‘\VT 
mair o’ horrible and awfu’t' &c. the descriptive part 
might perhaps have been tfPtterTlrtw>4fTlian the four 
lines which succeed, which, though good in them
selves, yet, as they derive all their merit from the 
satire they contain, are here rather misplaced among 
the circumstances of pure horror. The initiation of 
the young witch is most happily descrii>ed—the effect 
of her charms exhibited in the dance of Satan him- 
self—the apostrophe—‘Ah, little thought thy^everend 
grannie !’—the transport of Tam, who forgets his 
situation, and enters completely into the spirit of the 
scene, are all features of high merit in this excellent
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His own favourite poem, and that an essay in 
the walk of the muses entirely new to him, 
where eonsequently his hopes and fears were 
oq the most anxious alarm for his sueecss in 
the attempt ; to have that poem so much ap
plauded by one of the first judges, was the 
most delicious vibration that ever thrilled 
along the heart-strings of a poor poet. How
ever, Providence, to keep up the proper pro
portion of evil with the good, which it seems 
is necessary in this sublunary state, thought 
proper to cheek my exultation by a very seri
ous misfortune. A day or two after I received 
your letter, my hors^came down with me and 
broke my right arm. As this is the first ser
vice my arm has done me since its disaster, I 
find myself unable to do more than just in 
general terms thank you for this additional 
instance of your patronage and friendship. As 
to the faults you detected in the piece, they 
arc truly there: one of them, the hit*8l the 
lawyer and priest, I shall cut out;1 as to the 
falling off in the catastrophe, for the reason 
you justly adduce, it cannot easily be remedied. 
Your approbation, Sir, has given me such ad
ditional spirits to persevere in this species of 
poetic composition, that 1 am already revolving 
two or three stories in my fancy. If I can 
bring these floating ideas to bear any kind of 
embodied form, it will give me an additional 
opportunity of assuring you how much I have 
the honour to be, &c.

It 13.

composition. The only fault it possesses, is, that the 
winding up, or conclusion of the story, is not com
mensurate to the interest which is excited by the 
descriptive and characteristic painting of the pre
ceding parts. - The preparation is fine, hut the result 
is not adequate, lint for this, perhaps you have a 
good apology--you stick to the popular tale.

“And now that I have got out my mind, end feel 
a little relieved of the weight of that debt I owed 
you, let me end this desultory scroll by an advice : 
you bave proved your talent for a species of composi
tion in which but a very few of our own poets have 
succeeded. <lo on—write more tales in the same style 
- you will eclipse Prior and La Fontaine; for, witli 
equul wit, equal power of numbers, and equal naivete 

luf expression, you have a bolder and more vigorous 
Imagination.”
IvLJlie lines expunged on the recommendation of 
Tytle'r'were its followsV

Tliroti lawyers’/*>ncues turtle.! inside out,
\Vi’ lies seamiy like a Is-ggar s clout,
And priests" hearts rotten, black ns muck.
Lay stinking vile, in every ueuck.

TO CHARLES SHARPE, ESQ.,
OK llOPUAM,!

Under a fictitious Signature, enclosing a Uallad.

[Elliuland, 22d April, 171)1.1
It is true, Sir, you arc a gentleman of rank 

anti fortune, and 1 am a poor devil : you are a 
feather in the cap of society, and I am a very 
hobnail in his shoes; yet I have the honour to 
belong to the same family with you, and on 
that score 1 now address you. You will per
haps suspect that I am going to claim affinity 
with the ancient and honourable house of 
Kirkpatrick. No, no, Sir; 1 cannot indeed 
be properly said to belong to any house, or 
even any province or kingdom; as my mother, 
who for many years was spouse to a march
ing regiment, gave me into this bad world, 
aboard the packet-boat, somewhere between 
Donaghadcc and Portpatrick. By our com
mon family, I mean, Sir, the family of the 
Muscs. I am a fiddler and a poet; and you,
1 am told, play an exquisite violin, and have 
a standard taste in' the Belles Lettres. The 
other day, a brother catgut gave me a charm
ing Scotch air of your composition. If I was 
plcnsqd with the tunc, I was in raptures with 
the title you have given it; and, taking up 
the iil^a, 1 have spun it into the three stanzas 
inelosdti.3 Will you allow me, Sir, to present 
you them, as the dearest offering that a mis
begotten son of Poverty and Rhyme has to 
give? 1 have a longing to take you by the 
hand and unburden my heart by saying, “Sir, 
1 honour you as a man who supports the dig
nity of human nature, amid an age when 
Jrivolity and avarice have, between them, 
debased us below the brutes that perish!” 
But, alas, Sir ! to me you arc unapproachable. 
It is true the Muses baptized me in Castalian 
streams; but the thoughtless gypsies forgot to 
give me a name. As the sex have served 
many a good fellow, the Nine have given me 
a great deal of pleasure; but, bewitching jades!

x In Dumfriesshire. This gentleman was father of 
Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, Esq., distinguished for 
his poetical and antiquarian lore.

i Tin* stanzas alluded to cannot now he identified ; 
it Is possible that the tune is that entitled, “The 
Ewe-huchtin’s honnie," which is said to have been 
composed by Sharpe when he was but seven or eight 
years old.
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they have beggared me. Would they but 
wparc me a little of their cast linen! Were it 
only to put it in my power to say, that 1 have 
a shirt on my back! But the idle wenches, 
like Solomon’s lilies, “they toil not, neither 
do they spin;” so I must e’en continue to tie 
my remnant of a cravat, like the hangman’s 
rope, round my naked throat, and coax my 
galligaskins to keep together their many- 
coloured fragments. As to the affair of shoes,
I have given that up. My pilgrimage in my 
ballad-trade, from town to town, and on your 
stony-hearted turnpikes too, are what not even 
the hide of Job’s behemoth could bear. The 
coat on my back is no more: I shall not speak 
evil of the dead. It would be equally unhand
some and ungrateful to find fault with my old 
surtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals 
the want of that coat. My hat indeed is a 
great favourite ; and though I got it literally 
for an old song, I would not exchange it for 
the best beaver in Britain. I was, during 
several years, a kind of fac-totum servant to a 
country clergyman, where I picked up a good 
many scraps of learning, particularly in some 
branches of the mathematics. Whenever I 
feel inclined to rest myself on my way, I take 
my seat under a hedge, laying my poetic wal
let on the one side, and my fiddle-case on the 
other, and placing my hat between my legs, 1 
can by means of its brim, or rather brims, go 
through the whole doctrine of the Conic Sec
tions.

However, Sir, don’t let me mislead you, as 
if 1 would interest your pit)’. Fortune has so 
much forsaken me, that she has taught me to 
live without her; and, amid all my rags and 
poverty, I am as independent, and much more 
happy than a monarch of the world. Accor
ding to the hackneyed metaphor, I value the 
several actors in the great drama of life, simply 
as they act their parts. I can look on a worth
less fellow of a duke with unqualified contempt, 
and can regard an honest scavenger with siiw 
cere respect As you, Sir, go through you? 
rôle with such distinguished merit, permit me 
to make one in the chorus of universal applause, 
and assure you that with the highest respect,
1 have the honour to be, &c.

joiiNNY Faa.1
1 This jocular epistle led, says Robert Chambers, to 

an intimacy between Mr. Sharpe and Hums of which

TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE.

Ellislanp, 26tli April, 1701
My Lady,

Nothing less than the unlucky accident of 
having lately broken my right arm, could have 
prevented me the moment I received your 
ladyship’s elegant present by Mrs. Miller,2 
from returning you my warmest and most 
grateful acknowledgments. I assure your 
ladyship, 1 shall set it apart ; the symbols of 
religion shall only be more sacred. In the 
moment of‘poetic composition, the box shall 
be my inspiring genius. When I would breathe 
the comprehensive wish of benevolence for the 
happiness of others, I shall recollect your lady
ship ; when I would interest my fancy in the 
distresses incident to humanity, I shall re
member the unfortunate Mary. I inclose your 
ladyship a poetic compliment I lately paid to 
the memory of our greatly injured, lovely 
Scottish Queen.3 I have the honour to be, 
my lady, your ladyship’s highly obliged and 
ever devoted servant,

R B.

TO Slit JOHN SINCLAIR.4

[Ellislanp, 1791.] 
Sir,

The following circumstance has, I believe, 
been omitted in the Statistical Account, trans
mitted to you, of the parish of Dunseorc, in

all literary evidence has vanished. The only other 
memorial of the friendship of the two that has ap
peal vd is a masonic apron in the possession of a 
Whitehaven gentleman, which beam on the under
side of the semicircular part when it is folded down, 
written in a hold fair hand:—
" Charles Sharpe of Hotham, to Rabiiie Burns.

Dumfries, Dee. 12,1791."

“Johnny Faa," we may add, is a well-known gy;«y 
name.

v The present was a valuable snuff-box, witli a 
beautiful miniature of Mary Queen of Scots on the 

fid.
3 Tills was the “ Lament of Mary, Queen of Scots,' 

vql. ill. p. 88.
« This letter appeared in the third volume of tile 

first edition of the Statistical Account of Scotland. 
It was inclosed to Sir John Ity Mr. Riddell himself in 
the following letter, also printed there

“Sir'Jons,
“I Inclose you a letter, wrote by Mr. Burns, as 

an addition to the account of Dunseorc parish. It
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Nitliadale.1 1 beg leave to send it to you, 
because it is new, and may be uscfq). llow 
far it is deserving of a place in your patriotic 
publication, you are the best judge.

To store the minds of the lower classes with 
useful knowledge, is certainly of very great 
importance, both to them as individuals, and 
to society at largo. Giving them a turn for 
reading and reflection, is giving them a source 
of innocent and laudable amusement ; and 
besides, raises them to a more dignified degree 
in the scale of rationality. Impressed with 
this idea, a gentleman in this parish, Robert 
Riddell, Esq. of Glenriddcll, set on foot a 
species of circulating library, on a plan so 
simple as to be practicable in any corner of 
the country; and so useful, as to deserve the 
notice of every country gentleman, who thinks 
the improvement of that part of his own species 
whom chance has thrown into the humble 
walks of the peasant and the artisan, a matter 
worthy of his attention.

Mr. Riddell got a number of his own tenants, 
and farming neighbours, to form themselves 
into a society for the purpose of having a 
library among themselves. They entered into 
a legal engagement to abide by it for three 
years ; with a saving clause or two, in case of 
removal to a distance, or of death. Each 
member, at his entry, paid five shillings ; and 
at each of their meetings, which were held 
every fourth Saturday, sixpence more. With 
their entry-money, and the credit which they 
took on the faith of their future funds, they 
laid in a tolerable stock of books at the com-

cuntains an account of a small library, which he was 
so good (at my desire) as to set on foot, ill the barony 
of Monklaud, or Friar's Carse, in this parish. As its 
utility lias been felt, particularly among tile younger 
class of people, I think, that if a similar plan were 
established ill the different parishes of Scotland, it 
would tend greatly to the speedy improvement of 
the 'tenantry, trailes-people, and work-people, Mr. 
Hums was so good as take the whole charggof this 
small concern. He was treasurer, Winmail, and 
censor to this little society, who wilt-dong have a 
grateful sense of his public spirit aim exertions for 
their improvement ami informatioi. I have the 
honour to be, Sir John, yours most sincerely,

“RoiiKltV RlIiIiKLl.”

1 Mr. Kirkpatrick, the clergyman, whose duty it 
was to send an account of his parish to Sir -lollIt 
Sinclair, it is said, omitted to notice this library 
scheme for tile diffusion of useful information, because 
it included sbltfe books of which he could not approve

menccment. What authors they were to pur
chase, was always decided by the majority. 
At every meeting, all the books, under certain 
fines and forfeitures, by way of penalty, were 
to be produced ; and the members had their 
choice on the volumes in rotation. He whose 
name stood for that night, first on the list, 
had his choice of what volume he pleased in 
the whole collection ; the second had his choice 
after the first ; the third after the second, and 
so on to the last. At next meeting he who 
had been first on the list at the preceding 
meeting, was last at this ; he who had been 
second was first ; and so on through the whole 
three years. At the expiration of the engage
ment, the books were sold by auction, but 
only among the members themselves ; and 
each man had his share of the common stock, 
in money or in books, as he chose to be a pur
chaser or not.

At the breaking up of this little society 
which was formed under Mr. Riddell’s patron
age, what with benefactions of books from him, 
and what with their own purchases, they had 
collected together upwards of one hundred and 
fifty volumes. It will easily be guessed, that 
a good deal of trash would be bought. Among 
the books, however, of this little library, were 
Blair’s Sermons, Robertson’s History of Scot
land, Hume’s History of the Stuarts, The 
Spectator, Idler, Adventufor, Mirror, Lounger, 
Observer, Man of Feeling, Man of the Worhl, 
Chrysal, Don Quixote, Joseph Andrews, &c. 
A peasant who can read, and enjoy such books, 
is certainly a much superior being to his neigh
bour, who perhaps stalks beside his team, very 
little removed, except in shape, from the brutes 
he drives.

Wishing your patriotic exertions their so 
much merited success, I am, Sir, your humble 
servant,

A Peasant

TO

Ellisland, 1791.

Dear Sir)
I am exceedingly to blame in not writing 

^ou Imigiigo ; but the truth is, that I am the 
most indolent of all human Ifcings, and when 
I matriculate in the herald’s office, 1 intend
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that my supporters shall be two sloths, my 
crest a slow-worm, anil the motto, “ Dc’il tak’ 
the foremost." So much by way of apology 
for not thanking you sooner for. your kind 
execution of my commission.

I would have sent you the poem ;1 but 
somehow or other it found its way into the 
public papers, where you must have seen it. 
I am ever, dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R. 13.

TO ---------.*
17

Ellisland, 1791.
Thou eunuch of language : thou Englishman, 

who never was south the Tweed: thou servile 
echo of fashionable barbarisms: thou quack, 
vending the nostrums of empirical elocution : 
thou marriage-maker between voWcls and con
sonants, on the Gretna-green of caprice: thou 
cobbler, botching the flimsy socks of bombast 
oratory : thou blacksmith, hammering the 
rivets of absurdity : thou butcher, embruing 
thy hands in the bowels of orthography: thou 
arch-heretic in pronunciation : thou pitch-pipe 
of affected emphasis: thou carpenter, mortis
ing the awkward joints of jarring sentences: 
thou squeaking dissonance of cadence : thou 
pimp of gender : thou Lyon Herald to silly 
etymology: thou antipode of grammar : thou 
executioner of construction: thou brood of the 
speech-distracting builders of the Tower of 
ISabcl : thou lingual confusion worse con
founded: thou sca’pe-gallows from the land of 
syntax : thou scavenger of mood and tense: 
thou murderous accoucheur of infant learning: 
thou iijuis y id «ms, misleading the steps of 
benighted ignorance : thou pickle-herring in 
the puppet-show of nonsense : thou faithful 
recorder of barbarous idiom : thou persecutor

1 Vu. “The Lament of Mary, Queen of Scots.”
s This strange letter has for long been supposed to 

have been addressed to some one who hail taken ldin 
to task about his rhymes and grammar, but Gilflllan 
shrewdly suggests that it was addressed to Hunts's 
friend William Ni oil of the Edinburgh High School. 
The language is not that of a man in downright wrath
ful earnest. The letter was first published in the 
Gentleman * Magazine, August, 1832, without date 
or signature. The original MS. was in the possession 
of a grandson of W. Cruickshank, one of the poet’s 
correspondents, and a fellow-teacher of Nlcol.

of syllabication : thou baleful meteor, fore
telling and facilitating the rapid approach of 
Nox and Erebus.

I R. B.

TO MIL JOHN SOMERVILLE, WRITER,
KDINBUltall.

ELLISLAM), NEAlt DUMFKIKS, lltll May, 1791.

Allow me, my dear Sir, to introduce a Mr. 
Lorimcr,3 a particular friend of mine, to your 
acquaintance, as a gentleman worth your know
ing, both as a man, and (what is ease in point), 
as a man of property and consequence), who 
goes to town just now, to advise with, and 
employ an Agent in some law business. By 
way of serving him I put him in the best 
hands when I introduce him to Mr. Somerville. 
My kindest compliments to Mrs. Somerville, 
little Harry, and all your little folks. By the 
way about ten months ago I collected . . . 
a little fellow,4 whom for strength, size, figure, 
and pitch of note, I will match against any 
boy in Nithsdale, Annandalc, or any dale 
whatever. . . . Yours,

R. B.

TO MR. ALEX. F1NDLATER, 
summsoit op excise.

[Ellislanp, June, 1791. |
Dear Sib,

1 am both much surprised and vexed at that 
accident of Lurimer’s stock. The last survey 
1 made prior to Mr. Lorimcr’» going to Edin
burgh, 1 was very particular in my inspection, 
and the quantity was certainly in his possession, 
as I stated it The surveys I made during his 
absence might as well have been marked “Key 
absent,” as I never found anybody but the 
lady, who I know is not mistress of keys, Ac., 
to know anything of it, and one of the times 
it would have rejoiced all Hell to have seen 
her so drunk. I have not surveyed there

* William Lorimer, farmer, Kemmis-liall, near 
Dumfries, the father of “Cliloris," who was the hero
ine of some of the poet's finest songs.

« William Nicol Burns, burn 9th April, 1791. Ten 
ilays before this a daughter was Irorn to Burns by 
Anne Park of the Globe Inn, Dumfries. The two 
children were nursed together by Mrs. Burns.
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since his return. I know the gentleman’s 
ways arc, like the grace of 0—, past all com
prehension; but I shall give the house a severe 
scrutiny to-morrow morning, and send, y ou in 
the naked facts.

I know, Sir, and regret deeply that this 
business glances with a malign aspect on my 
character as an officer ; but as I am really in
nocent in the affair, and as the gentleman is 
known to be an illicit Dealer, and particularly 
as this is the single instance of the least shadow 
iff carelessness or impropriety in my conduct 
a$an officer, I shall be peculiarly unfortunate 
if my character shall fall a sacrifice to the dark 
manoeuvres of a smuggler.1 I am, Sir, your 
obliged and obedient humble servant,

x7 Rtt
Sunday even.
1 scud you some rhymes I have just finished 

which tickle my fancy a little.

TO MR ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

llth June, 1701.
Let me interest you, my dear Cunningham, 

in behalf of the gentleman who waits on you 
with this, lie is a Mr. Clarke, of Moffat, 
principal schoolmaster there, and is at present 
suffering severely under the persecution of one 
or two powerful individuals of his employers, 
lie is accused of harshness to some perverse 
dunces that were placed under his care. God 
help the teacher, if a man of sensibility and 
genius, for such is my friend Clarke, when a 
blockhead father presents him with his booby 
son, and insists on having the mjf s of science 
lighted up in a fellow’s head whose skull is 
impervious and inaccessible by any other way 
than a positive fracture with a cudgel : a fellow 
whom, in fact, it savours of impiety to attempt 
making a scholar of, as he has been marked a 

»
1 On reading tile above and the preceding letter our 

faith is somewhat shaken as to liurns’s straightfor
wardness. We cannot understand how lie should 
recommend Lorimcr to Somerville as a “ gentleman 
worth your knowing," and then turn round and write 
of him and ills wife as lie does to Findlater. When 
we know too, that Bums, the excise officer, kept on 
intimate visiting terms with an "illicit dealer" for 
at least four years longer, we cannot help thinking 
that his conduct was somewhat questionable, to say 
the least of it.

blockhead iu the book of fate, at the Almighty 
fiat of his Creator.

The patrons of Moffat-school are, the minis
ters, magistrates, and town-council of Edin
burgh, and as the business comes now before 
them, let me beg my dearest friend to do 
every thing in his power to serve the interests 
of a man of genius and worth, and a man whom 
I particularly respect and esteem. You know 
some good fellows among the magistracy and 
council, though, God knows, ’tis very often a 
very unfit soil for good-fellowship to flourish 
in, but particularly you have much to say with 
a reverend gentleman to whom you have the 
honour of being very nearly related, and whom 
this country and age have had the honour to 
produce.2 I need not name the historian of 
Charles V. I tell him through the medium 
of his nephew’s influence, that Mr. Clarke is 
a gentleman who will not disgrace even his 
patronization. I know the merits of the cause 
thoroughly, and I say it, that my friend is 
falling a sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance, and 
envious, callous malice.

God help the children of dependence! Hated 
and persecuted by their enemies, and too often, 
alas! almost unexceptionally, received by their 
friends with insulting disrespect and heart- 
stinging reproach, under the thin disguise of 
cold civility and humiliating advice. 0! to 
be a sturdy savage, stalking in the pride of bis 
independence, amid the solitary wilds of his 
deserts, rather than in civilized life, helplessly 
to tremble for a subsistence, precarious as the 
caprice of a fellow-creature ! Every man has 
his virtues, and no man is without his failings; 
and curse on that privileged plain-dealing of 
friendship, which, in the hour of my calamity, 
cannot reach forth the helping hand, without, 
'at the same time, pointing out those failings, 
and assigning their share in my present dis
tress. My friends, for such the world calls ye, 
and such ye think yourselves to be, pass by 
my virtues if you please, but do, also, sjiarc 
my follies: the first will witness in my breast 
for themselves, and the last will give pain 
enough to the ingenuous Wind without you. 
And since deviating more or less from the 
paths of propriety and rectitude musVjic in
cident to human nature, do thou, Fortune,

x Mr. Cunningham was nephew to Dr. Robertson 
the historian.
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put it in my power, always from myself, and 
of myself, to bear the consequence of those 
errors! I do not want to be independent that 
I may sin, but I want to be independent in 
my sinning.

To return in tiis rambling letter to the sub
ject I set out/with, let me recommend my 
friend, Mr. Éffarke, to your acquaintance and 
good ofitoro; his tft>rth entitles him to the one, 
and hitfgratitude will merit the other. I long 

itch to hear from you. Adieu!
K. B.

* TO'' THE înÇV. WILLIAM MOOUIE,

EDINBURGH.1

[Ellisland, June, 1791.]
rev. and dear Sir,

This will be presented to you by a particular 
fricinj of mine, a Mr. Clarke, schoolmaster in 
Mqflat, who has lately become the unfortunate 
and undeserved subject of persecution from 
some of his1 employers. The ostensible and 
assigned reason on their part is some instances 
of severity to the boys under his care ; but I 
have had the best means of knowing the merits 
of the case, and I assure you, Sir, that he is 
falling a sacrifice to the weakness of the many, 
following in the cry of the villainy of the few.

The business will now come before the 
patrons of the school, who are the ministers, 
magistrates, and town council of Edinburgh ; 
and in that view 1 would interest your good
ness in his behalf. ’Tis true, Sir, and 1 feel 
the full force of the observation, that a man in 
my powerless, humble situation very much 
mistakes himself, and very much mistakes the 
way of the world when he dares presume to 
offer influence among so highly respectable a 
body as the patronage I have mentioned. On 
that—what could 1 dot A man of abilities, a 
man of genius, a man of worth, and my friend 
—before I would stand quietly and silent by, 
and see him perish thus, I would go down on 
my knees to the rocks and mountains, and 
implore them to fall on his persecutors, and 
crush their malice and them in deserved de-

1 The above clergyman was appointed to St. 
Andrew's Church, Edinburgh, in 1787, while Hums 
resided In the city, and at that time the poet and 
minister became acquainted.

struction. Believe me, Sir, lie is a greatly 
injured man.

The humblest individual, though, alas, lie 
cannot so redress the wrong, may yet as ably 
attest the fact as a lord might do. Mr. 
Moodie’s goodness I well know, and that ac
quaintance with him that I have the honour 
to boast of will forgive my addressing him 
thus in favour of a gentleman, whom if he 
knew so well, he would esteem as I do.

It. B.

LETTER DICTATED FOR CLARKE,
ADDRESSED TO THE LORD l’ROVOST OF EDINBURGH.

(Moffat, June, 1791.]
Mv Lord,

It may be deemed presumption in a man 
obscure and unknown as I am, and an entire 
stranger to your Lordship, to trouble in this 
manner; but when I inform you that the 
subject on which I" address you is of the last 
importance to me, and is so far connected with 
you, that on your determination, in a great 
measure, my fate must depend, 1 rely on your 
Lordship’s goodness that you will think any 
further apology unnecessary.

1 have been for nearly five years School
master in Moffat; an appointment of which 
your Lordship will know, you with the rest of 
the Magistracy and Town Council, together 
with the Clergy of Edinburgh, have the patron
age. The trust with which these, my highly 
respectable Patrons had honoured me, I have 
endeavoured to discharge with the utmost 
fidelity,and I hopcwithagooddegrecofsuccess; 
but of late, one or two powerful individuals of 
my employers have been pleased to attack my 
reputation as a Teacher, have threatened no 
less than to expel me from the School, and are 
taking every method, some of them, I will say 
it, insidious and unfair to the last degree, to 
put their threats in execution. The fault of 
which 1 am accused is some instances of severity 
to the children under my care. Were I to tell 
your Lordship that I am innocent of the charge 
—that any shade of cruelty, particularly that 
very black one of cruelty to tender infancy, 
will be allowed by every unbiassed pwson who 
knows anything of me to be tinteTinknown in 
my disposition ; you will certainly, look on all
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this from me as words of course ; so I shall 
trouble you with nothing on the merits of my 
cause until I have a fair hearing before my 
Ht. Hon. Patrons. A fair hearing, my Lord, 
is what above all things 1 want ; and what 1 
greatly fear will be attempted to be denied me. 
It is to be insinuated that I have vacated my 
place, that I never was legally appointed, with 
I know not how many pretences more to hinder 
the business from coming properly before your 
Lordship and the other Patrons of the School 
—all which I deny, and will insist on holding 
my appointment until the dignified characters 
who gave it to me shall find me unworthy of 
it.

In your Lordship’s great acquaintance with 
human life, you must have known and seen 
many instances of Innocence, nay, of Merit, 
disguised and obscured, and sometimes for 
ever buried, by the dark machinations of un
principled Malevolence, and envious Craft; 
and until the contrary be made to appear, ’tis 
at least equally probable that my case is in 
that unfortunate and undeserved predicament 
I have the honour to he, &c.

(Signed) James Clahke.1

TO JOHN MITCHELL, ESQ.
COLLECTOR OF EXCISE, DUMFRIES.

[Ellisland, loth June, 1791.]
SIR,

A very pressing occasion, no less than wit
nessing the wedding of an only brother,2 calls 
me to Ayrshire, for which I shall take your 
permission as granted, except I be counter
manded before Sunday, the day I act out. I 
shall remember that three days arc all that I ' 
can expect. The inclosed official paper came 
to my hand, and I take the liberty to lay it 
before you.—I have the honour to be your 
obliged humble servant,

R B.

1 This letter was transcribed into the Glenriddell 
volume ot letters now at Liverpool, and was headed 
by burns:—“ The following letter, which was sent l>y 
Mr. Clarke to the Provost of Edinburgh, was of my 
writing.”

1 Gilbert Bums, Mossgiel, was married to Jean 
Breckenridge at Kilmarnock on the ‘21st June, 1791. 
See Appendix to Life, p. 108, vol. 1.

TO MR PETER HILL, BOOKSELLER,

[June, 1791.1 =Mv dear Friend,

I take (Jlenriddell’s kind offer of a corner 
for a postscript to you, though 1 have got 
nothing particular to tell you. It is with the 
greatest pleasure 1 learn from all hands, and 
particularly from your warm friend and patron, 
the Laird here, that you are going on, spread
ing and thriving like the Palm tree that shades 
the fragrant vale in the Holy Iaind of the 
Prophet. May the richest juices from beneath, 
and the dews of heaven from above foster your 
root and refresh your branches, until you be 
as conspicuous among your fellows as the 
stately tioliah towering over the little pigmy 
Philistines around him ! Amen ! so be it ! ! !

R B.

TO MISS DAVIES.4

[August, 1791.]
MADAM,

I understand my very worthy neighbour, 
Mr. Riddell, has informed you that 1 have

3 The above was addressed in the handwriting of 
Captain Riddell, the date is supplied from the 
Dumfricspostmark.

C >^-‘Tliosc wlto remember the pleasing soeicty which, 
in the yeaft7Ql, Oirrnftjys^fforded/eannot have for
gotten ‘ the charming lovèly^Davies ’ d( the lyrics of 
Burns. Her maiden name was De ou rah, and she was 
the youngest daughter of l)r. sj)av\es of Tenby in 
Pembrokeshire ; between her ami fthe Riddells of 
Friars’ Carse there were ties of blood or friendship, 
and her eldest sister, Harriet, was married to Captain 
Adam Gordon, of the noble family of Jtenmure. Her 
education was superior to that of most young ladies 
of her station of life ; she was equally agreeable and 
witty ; her company was much courted in Nithsdale, 
and others than Bums respected her talents in poetic 
composition. She was then in her twentieth year, and 
so little and so handsome, that some one, who desired 
to compliment her, welcomed her to the Vale of Nlth 
as one of the Graces in miniature.

“It was the destiny of Miss Davies to become ac
quainted with Captain Delany, a pleasant and sightly 
man, who made himself acceptable to her by sym
pathizing in her pursuits, and by writing verses to 
her, calling her his ‘Stella,’ an ominous name, which 
might have brought the memory of Swift's unhappy 

| mistress to her mind. An offer of marriage was made 
and accepted ; but Dclany’s circumstances were urged 
as an obstacle : delays ensued ; a coldness on the 
lover’s part followed ; his regiment was called abroad 
—he went with it ; she heard from him once and no
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made you the subject of some verses.1 There 
is something so provoking in the idea of being 
the burthen of a ballad, that 1 do not think 
Job or Moses, though such patterns of patience 
and meekness, could have resisted the curiosity 
to know what that ballad was: so my worthy 
friend has done me a mischief, which I dare 
say he never intended ; and reduced me to the 
unfortunate alternative of leaving your curi
osity ungratified, or else disgusting you with 
foolish verses, the unfinished production of a 
random moment, and never meant to have 
met your car. 1 have heard or read some
where of a gentleman who had some genius, 
much eccentricity, and very considerable dex
terity with his pencil. In the accidental 
group of life into which one is thrown, wherc- 
cver this gentleman met with a character in 
a more than ordinary degree congenial to his 
heart, he used to steal a sketch of the face, 
merely, he said, as a vola lime, to point out 
the agreeable recollection to his memory. 
What this gentleman’s pencil was to him, my 
Muse is to me ; and the verses 1 do myself the 
honour to send you arc a memento exactly of 
the same kind that he indulged in.

It may he more owing to the fastidiousness 
of my caprice than the delicacy of my taste ; 
but I am so often tired, disgusted, anil hurt

more, and was left to mourn the change of affection 
—to droop and die. lie polished in iiattle or by a 
foreign climate, soon after the wlcnth of the young 
lady of whose love he was unworthy.

“The following verses on this nnl^rtijnate attach- 
ment form part of a poem found among her papers 
at her death. 8he takes Delany's portrait from her 
bosom, presses it to her lips, and says,

Next to thyself, 'tis all on earth 
Thy Stella dear doth hold,

The glass is clouded with my breath.
And as my Imsom cold:

That Isisoin which so oft has clown!
With lore and friendship's name.

Where you the seed of lore first sowed.
That kindled Into flame.

You there neglected let It bum;
11 seised the vital part.

And left my Itnaom as an um 
To hold a broken heart.

I once had thought 1 should have l>ecn 
A tender happy wife,

And past my future days serene 
With thee, my James, through life.

“The Information contained in this note was oblig
ingly communicated by II. I*. Davies, F,a<|., nephew 
of the lady.”—CUNNINOilAM.

1 Sec the song “ Ixively Davies,” p. 117, vol. iii.

with the insipidity, affectation, and pride of 
mankind, that when I meet with a person 
“after my own heart," I positively feel what 
an orthodox Protestant would call a species of 
idolatry, which acta on my fancy lj|^e inspira
tion ; and I can no more desist rhyming on the 
impulse, thananÆolian harp can refuse its tones 
to the streaming air. A distich or two would 
be the consequence though the object which hit 
my fancy were grcy-hcanlcd age; but where 
my theme is youth and beauty, a young lady 
whose personal charms, wit, and sentiment 
are equally striking and unaffected—by 
heavens ! though 1 had lived three score years 
a married man, and three score years before 1 
was a married man, my imagination would 
hallow the very idea: and 1 am truly sorry 
that the inclosed stanzas have done such poor 
justice to such a subject.

R. li.

TO MISS DAVIES.

(August, 1791.)
It is impossible, Madam, that the generous 

warmth and angelic purity of your youthful 
mind can have any idea of that moral disease 
under which 1 unhappily must rank as the 
chief of sinners; I mean a lorpitudc of the 
moral powers, that may be called a lethargy of 
conscience.—In vain Remorse rears her horrent 
crest., and rouses all her snakes: beneath the 
deadly-fixed eye and leaden hand of Indolence, 
their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor of 
the bat, slumbering out the rigours of winter 
in the chink of a ruined wall. Nothing less, 
Madam, could have fhadc me so long neglect 
your obliging commands. Indeed, I hail one 
apology—the bagatelle was not worth present
ing. Besides, so strongly am I interested in 
Miss Davies’s fate and welfare in the serious 
business of life, amid its chances and changes, 
that to make her the subject of a silly ballad, 
is downright mockery of these ardent feelings; 
’tis like an impertinent, jest to a dying friend.2

Gracious Heaven! why this disparity be
tween our wishes and our powers? Why is the 
most generous wish to make others blest, im
potent and ineffectual—as the idle breeze that

» .See note to song “ Ilonnie wee thing," vol. iii. 
p. Os.
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crosses the pathless desert? In my walks of 
life I have met with a few people to whom how 
gladly would I have said—“Go, be happy! I 
know that your hearts have been wounded by 
the scorn of the proud, whom accident has 
placed above you—or worse still, in whose 
hands arc, perhaps, placed many of the com
forts of your life. Hut there! ascend that rock, 
Independence, anil look justly down on their 
littleness of soul. Make the worthless tremble 
under your indignation, and the foolish sink 
before your contempt; and largely impart that 
happiness to others which, l am certain, will 
give yourselves so much pleasure to bestow."

Why, dear Madam, must I wake from this 
delightful reverie, and find it all a dream? 
Why, amid my generous enthusiasm, must I 
find myself poor and powerless, incapable of 
wiping one tear from the eye of'pity, or of 
adding one comfort to the friend I love !—Out 
upon the world ! say 1, that its affairs arc ad
ministered so ill ! They talk of reform;—good 
Heaven ! what a reform would I make among 
the sons, and even the daughters of men !— 
Down, immediately, should go fools from the 
high places where misbegotten chance has 
perked them up, and through life should they 
skulk, ever haunted by their native insignifi
cance, as t he body marches accompanied by its 
shadow.—As fora much more formidable class, 
theknaves, 1 am at a loss what to do with them : 
had I a world, there should not be a knave in 
it. . . . Hut, the hand that could give, I
would liberally fill: and I would pour delight 
on the heart that could kindly forgive, and 
generously love.

Still the inequalities of life arc, among men, 
comparatively tolerable—but there isadclicacy, 
a tenderness, accompanying ever)' view in 
which we can place lovely Woman, that arc 
grated and shocked at the rude, capricious dis
tinctions of Fortune. Woman is the blood- 
royal of life: let there be slight degrees of pre
cedency among them—but let them be all 
sacred.—Whether this last sentiment lie right 
or wrong, I am not accountable: it is an 
original component feature of my mind. . . .

li. R.

TO MR. THOMAS SLOAN.

CARE OF WM. KENNEDY, ESQ., MANCHESTER.

Ellisland, Sept. 1st, 1791.
My dear Sloan,

Suspense is worse than disappointment; for 
that reason I hurry to tell you that I just now 
learn that Mr. Hallantinc does not choose to 
interfere more in the business. I am truly 
sorry for it, but cannot help it..

You blame me for not writing you sooner, 
but you will please to recollect that you omitted 
one little necessary piece of information—your 
address.

However you know equally well, my hurried 
life, indolent temper, and strength of attach
ment. It must be a longer period than the 
longest life “in the world's hale and undegen- 
cratc days,” that will make me forget so dear 
a friend as Mr. Sloan. I am prodigal enough 
at times, but 1 will not part with such a trea
sure as that.

I can easily enter into the emhnrrwt of your 
present situation. You know my favourite 
quotation from Young—

On Reason hnllil Resolve!
Tliat column of true majesty in man.—

And that other favourite one from Thom
son's “Alfred”-—

What proves the hero truly great,
Is, never, never to despair.

Or, shall I quote you an author of your ac
quaintance?

Whether doino, svfferino, or forbearing,
You may do miracles by—persevering.

I have nothing new to tell you. The few 
friends we have arc going on in the old way. 
I sold my cromon this day se’enight, and sold 
it very well.1 " guinea an acre, on an average, 
above value. Hut such a scene of drunken
ness was hardly ever seen in this country. 
After the roup was over, about thirty people 
engaged in a battle, every man for his own 
hand, and fought it out for three hours. Nor 
was the scene much better in the house. No 
fighting, indeed, but folks lying drunk on the

• The poet Imd by this time made up his mind to 
give, up farming, and his crop was sold preparatory 
to hi* leaving Ellisland.
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floor, and decanting, until both my dogs got 
so drunk by attending them, that they could 
not stand. You will easily guess how 1 en
joyed the scene; as 1 was no farther over than 
you used to sec me.

Mrs. B. and family have been in Ayrshire 
these many weeks.

Farewell ! and God bless you, my dear 
friend !

R. B.

TO THE EARL OF BUCHAN.

ELLISLAND, (September,] 1791.
Mv Lord,

Language sinks under the ardour of my feel
ings when I would thank your lordship for the 
honour you have done me in inviting me to 
make one at the coronation of the bust of 
Thomson.1 I n my first enthusiasm in reading 
the card you did me the honour to write me, 
1 overlooked every obstacle, and determined 
to go ; but I fear it will not be in my power. 
A week or two’s absence in the very middle 
of my harvest is what I much doubt 1 dare 
not venture on. I once already made a pil
grimage up the whole course of the Tweed, 
and fondly would I take the same delightful 
journey doum the windings of that delightful 
stream.

Your lordship hints at an ode for the occa
sion : but who would write after Collins? 1

«
i The Invitation wy couched In the following 

terina:—
“ Dryhurgh Aiihey, June 17th, 1791.

“ Lord Buchan has the pleasure to invite Mr. Burns 
to make one at the coronation of the bust of Thomson, 
on Ednam Hill, on the 22nd of September [O.S.J ; for 
which day perhaps his muse may inspire an ode suited 
to the occasion. Suppose Mr. Burns should, leaving 
the Nith, go across the country, and meet the Tweed 
at the nearest point from hty farm—and, wandering 
along the pastoral banks of Thomson’s pure parent 
stream, catch inspiration on the devious walk, till he 
finds Lord Buchan sitting on the mins of Dryhurgh. 
There the Commendator [the earl himself, as being 
proprietor of the place] will give him a hearty wel
come, and try to light his lamp at the pure flame of 
native genius, upon the altar of Caledonian virtue. 
This poetical perambulation of the Tweed is a thought 
of the late Sir Gilbert Elliot, and of Lord Minto, fol
lowed out by his accomplished grandson, the present 
Sir Gilbert, who having been with Lord Buchan lately, 
the project was renewed, and will, they hope, be exe
cuted in the manner proposed.”

read over his verses to the memory of Thom
son, and despaired. I got indeed to the length 
of three or four stanzas, in the way of address 
to the shade of the hard, on crowning his bust. 
1 shall trouble your lprdship with the subjoined 
copy of them,2 which, I am afraid, will be hut 
too convincing a proof how unequal I am to 
the Disk. However, it affords me an oppor
tunity of approaching your lordship, and de
claring how sincerely and gratefully 1 have the 
honour to be, &c.3

It 11.

A LETTER FOR MR. CLARKE

TO HKNI) TO MU. WILLIAMSON, FACTOTUM AND 
FAVOUKITK TO TIIK KARL OF HOPKTOUN.

[September, 1701.1
Sir,

Most sincerely do I regret that concurrence 
of accident, prejudice and mistake, which, 
most unfortunately forme, has subjected me, as 
Master of Moffat Grammar »School, to the dis
pleasure of the Earl of llopetoun, and those in 
whom he places confidence. Protestations of 
my innocence will, from me, l>e thought words 
of course. Rut I hope, and 1 think 1 have 
some w'cll-grounded reasons for that hope, that 
the gentlemen in whose hands 1 immediately 
am, the Right Hon. Patrons of the School, 
will find the charge against me groundless, 
and my claims just; and will not allow me to 
fall a sacrifice to the insidious designs of some, 
and the well-meant, though misinformed zeal 
of others. However, as disputes and litiga
tions must be of great hurt, both to the School 
and me, I most ardently wish that it would 
suggest itself to Mr. Williamson's good sense,

* See “Address to the Shade of Thomson," vol. ill. 
page 111.

* The earl replied to the alxwc on the 10th Sept., 
informing the poet that his “Address ” had been well 
received by the public, and suggesting “ Harvest 
Home ” as a subject for future poetic consideration. 
His lordship recommends his correspondent to write 
in English rather than in a “dialect which admits of 
no elegance or dignity of expression.” He further 
adds, “such a subject would furnish you with an 
amiable opportunity of perpetuating the names of 
Olencaim, Miller, and your other eminent benefactors; 
which, from what I know of your spirit, and have 
seen of your poems and letters, will not deviate from 
the chastity of praise that it is so uniformly united 
to true taste and genius,” &c.
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and wish for the welfare of the country, the 
propriety of dropping all disputes, and allow
ing me peaceable admission to my school and 
the exercise of my function. This, Sir, I am 
persuaded will be serving all parties; and will 
lay me under particular and lasting obligations 
to your goodness. 1 proi>ose opening School 
to-morrow ; and the quiet possession of my 
school-house is what 1 have to request of you
_a request, which, if refused, I must be under
the very disagreeable necessity of asking in 
the way pointed out by the laws of the country. 
Whatever, Sir, you may think of other parts 
of my conduct, you will at least grant the pro
priety of a man’s straining every nerve in a 
contest, where not only Ruin but I ufamy must 
attend his defeat* I am, Ac. (Signed.)

James Clakkb.

TO JAMES GRACIE, ESQ., BANKER.

Olobk Ixn IDuufkirsI «o'clock p.m [17911.
Sir,

I have yours anent Crombie’s* bill. Your 
forbearance has licen very great. I did it to 
accommodate the thoughtless fellow. He asks 
till Wednesday week. If he fail, I pay it my
self. I n the meantime if homing ami caption3 
be absolutely necessary, grip him by the neck 
and welcome. Yours,

R. II.

TO COLONEL FULLARTON,4

0P FVLLAKTOX.

ELLISLAND, October 3d, 1791.
Sir,

I have just this moment got the frank, and 
next minute must send it to post, else I pro-

1 The result of this affair will lie seen further on.
3 The mason at Dalswinton who hail been employed 

in building the poet’s house at Ellisland, and bad 
been already paid for his work.

3 Homing and caption. Scots law terms which 
may lie briefly described, the former as a writ com
manding a debtor to pay his creditor his just and 
lawful debt within a given time on |>ain of inprisou- 
ment ; the latter a warrant of apprehension in case 
the délit lias not been duly paid.

•Colonel Fullerton, it will he remembered, is hon
ourably mentioned in the “ Vision.” This letter 
was addressed to him when resident in England. It 
first appeared In the /'nodey Jfayazint, 1828.

VOL. IV.

posed to have sent you two or three other 
bagatelles that might have amused a vacant 
hour, about as well as “Six excellent new 
songs," or the “Aberdeen prognostications for 
the year to come.” I shall probably trouble 
you soon with another packet, about the gloomy 
month of November, when the people of 
England hang and drown themselves—any
thing generally is better than one’s own 
thoughts.

, Fond as I may be of my own productions, 
it is not for their sake that I am so anxious to 
send you them. I am ambitious, covetously 
ambitious, of being known to a gentleman, 
whom 1 am proud to call my countryman ;s a 
gentleman who was a Foreign Ambassador as 
soon as he was a man ; and a Leader of Armies 
as soon as he was a soldier; and that with an 
éclat unknown to the usual minions of a Court, 
men who, with all the adventitious advantages 
of l’rincely connections, and Princely Fortune, 
must yet, like the caterpillar, labour a whole 
life-time before they reach the wished-for 
height, there to roost a stupid chrysalis, and 
doze out the remaining glimmering existence 
of old age.

If the gentleman that accompanied you when 
you did me the honour of calling on me, is 
with you, 1 beg to be respectfully remcmliered 
to him. I have the honour to be, your highly 
obliged and most devoted humble servant,

R. B.

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.
OP FINTRV.

Ellisland, Oct. 5,1791.
I ought to have written you long ago ; but 

a mere letter of thanks must to yon be an \rf- 
sipid business. I wish to send you something 
that will give you at least as much amusement 
as the “Aberdeen New Prognosticator,” or 
“Six Excellent New Songs.” Along with two 
other pieces, I emflosc you a shcetfnl of groans,6 
wrung from me in my elbow-chair, with one

• Meaning, belonging to the same district, Ayr
shire.

« The poetical epistle commencing:—
Late crippl’d of an arm, and now a leg.

See vol. iii. p. 116.
61
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unlucky leg on a stool before me. I will make 
no apology for addressing it to you ; 1 have 
no longer a choice of patrons ; the truly noble 
Qleneaim is no more ! 1 intend soon to do
myself the honour of writing Mrs. Graham, 
and sending her some other lesser pieces of late 
date. My Muse will sooner be in mischief than 
be idle ; so 1 keep her at work.

I thought to have mentioned some Excise 
ideas that your late goodness has put into my 
head ; hut it is so like the sorning impudence 
of a sturdy beggar, that I cannot do it. It 
was something in the way of an officiating job. 
With the most ardent wish that you may he 
rewarded by Him who can do it, for your gen
erous patronage to a man who, though feeling 
highly sensible of it, is quite unable to repay 
it.—I have the honour to he. &c.

R. 11.

TO MU. CORBET,

SÜPKRV180R-0ENKRAL OF EXCISE.*,

(October, 1791.1
SIR, f

I have in my time taken up the pen on 
several ticklish subjects, hut none that ever 
cost me half so much as the language of suppli
cation. To lay open one’s wants and woes to 
the mercy of another’s benevolence is a business 
so prostituted by the worthless and unfeeling, 
that a man of principle and delicacy shrinks 
from it as from contamination.

Mr. Findlatcr tells me that you wish to 
know from myself wdiat arc my views in desir
ing to exchange my Excise division. With 
the wish natural to man of licttcring his pre
sent situation, l have turned my thoughts 
toward the practicability of getting into a 
port division. As 1 know that the general 
supervisors arc omnipotent in these matters, my 
honoured friend Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop offered 
me to interest you in my Jichalf.

She told me that shc/was well acquainted 
with Mrs. Corbet's goodness, and that, on the 
score of former intimacy, she thought she could 
promise some influence with her, and added, 
with her usual sagacity and knowledge of hu
man nature, that the surest road to the good 
offices of a-man was through the mediation of

the woman he loved. On this footing, Sir, I 
venture my application, else not even the known 
generosity of your character would have em
boldened me to address you thus.—1 have the 
honour to he, &c.

R. 11.

TO MR. PETER HILL, BOOKSELLER.

El,I,ISLAND, Oct. 1791.
Mv dear Friend,

I was never more unfit for writing. A poor 
devil, nailed to an elbow-chair, writhing in 
anguish with a bruised leg1 laid on a stool 
before him, is in a fine situation truly for 
saying bright things.

I may perhaps see you about Martinmas. 1 
have sold to my landlord the lease pf my farm, 
and as 1 roup off everything then, 1 have a 
mind to take a week’s excursion to see old 
acquaintance. At all events yoiymay reckon 
on [payment of] your account alyniVthfit time. 
So much for business. I do noVknow if 1 ever , 
informed you that I am now ranked on the list 
as a supervisor, and I have pretty good reason 
to believe that I shall soon he called out to 
employment. The appointment is worth from 
one to two hundred a year according to the 
place of the country in which one is settled.
I have not been so lucky in my farming. Mr. 
Miller’s kindness has just been such another 
as Creech’s was—hut this for your private car:

His meddling vanity, a busy fiend.
Still making work his selfish craft must mend.3

By the way I have taken a damned venge
ance of Creech, lie wrote me a fine, fair letter, 
telling me that he was going to print a thiol 
edition ; and as he had a brother's care of my 
fame, he wished to add every new thing I had 
written since, and I should he amply rewarded 
with—a copy or two to present to my friends! 
He has sent me a copy of the last edition to 
correct, &c., hut I have as yet taken no notice

1 The poet had got his leg hint by a fall from or 
with his horse.

3 Bums here speaks in unjust terms of his land
lord Mr. Miller, who was in no way to hlame for the 
poet's failure to farm successfully, and whose '1 st ilish 
craft " existed only in the poet’s splenetic mind. Al
though his rent for Ellisland was only igai, the farm 
has since been let at £170.
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of it; and I hear that lie has published without 
me.1 You know, and all my friends know, that 
1 do not value money; but I owed the gentle
man a debt, which I am happy to have it in my 
power to repay.

Farewell, and prosperity attend all your 
undertakings ! I shall try if my unlucky limb 
would give me a little case, to write you a 
letter a little 1 letter worth reading, l’ut the 
enclosed to post.

R. 15.

TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ.,
EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, Nov. 1791.1
My dear Ainsi,ib,

Can you minister to a mind diseased ? Can 
you, amid the horrors of penitence, regret, 
remorse, head-ache, nausea, and all the rest 
of the damned hounds of hell, that licset a 
poor wretch who has been guilty of the sin 
of drunkenness—can you speak peace to a 
troubled soul?

Mixérahle perdu that 1 am, 1 have tried 
every thing that used to amuse me, but in 
vain: here must I sit, a monument of the 
'vengeance laid up in store for the wicked, 
slowly counting every chick of the clock as it 
slowly, slowly, numbers over these lazy scoun
drels of hours, who, damn them, are ranked 
up before me, every one at his neighbour’s 
backside, and every one with a burthen of 
anguish on his back, to pour on my devoted

' In July, 1790, Creech issued a reprint of the one- 
volume Edinburgh edition. In Sept. 1791, Mr. Davies 
(of Cadell and Davies, the London publishers) thus 
writes to Creech : “Mr. Cadell says lie believes he 
wrote you about the new edition of Hums s poems ; 
hut in case he has not, he bills me tell you, Sir, that 
he recommends 1000 to lie printed in two vols, crown 
8vo, on a line wove paper, and that In two or three 
months, in time for his side." It was not till 1792 
that Jtiinis consented to co-operate with Creech in 
the matter, and in April, 1793, a two-volume edition, 
post 8vo, containing some twenty new pieces, was 
published in London and Edinburgh.

- Hums left Ellisland for Dumfries at or imme
diately after Martinmas, 1791, having sold off all his 
stock and effects at good prices, intending for the 
future to rely on the excise alone, and hoping soon 
to lie appointed to the comparatively well-paid post 
of supervisor.

head—and there is none to pity me. My wife 
scolds me, my business torments me, and my 
sins come staring me in the face, every one 
telling a more bitter talc than his fellow.3— 
When I tell you . . . you will guess some
thing of my hell within, and all around me.—1 
began “ Elibanks and Elibraes,” but the stanzas 
fell unenjoyed and unfinished from my listless 
tongue : at last I luckily' thought of reading 
over an old letter of yours, that lay by me 
in my book-case, and I felt something, for the 
first time since I opened my eyes, of pleasur
able existence.----- Well—1 begin to breathe
a little, since I began to write to you. How 
arc you, and what are you doing? How goes 
law? Apropos, for connexion’s sake, do not 
address me as “Supervisor,” for that is an 
honour I cannot pretend to—I am on the list, 
as we call it, for a supervisor, and will be 
called out by and bye to act as one; but at 
present, I am a simple Gauger, tho’ t’other 
day T got an appointment to an excise division 
of 4)25 per annum better than the rest. My 
present income, down money, is 4)70 pet 
annum. . .

I have ofie or two good fellows here whom 
you would be glad to know'. . .

R. 15.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

(Dumfries, 17th Dec. I79i.]y

Many thanks to you, Mat^im, for your good 
news respecting the little floweret and the 
mother-plant. I hope my poetic prayers have 
been heard, and will be answered up to the 
warmest sincerity of their fullest extent ; and 
then Mrs. Henri will find her little darling 
the representative of his late parent, in every 
thing but his abridged existence.

1 have just finished the following song, 
which, to a lady, the descendant of Wallace, 
and many heroes of his truly illustrions line 
—and herself the mother of several soldiers, 
needs neither preface nor apology.

» Mr.‘Scott Dougins suggests that these "peni
tential horrors " were partly called tip by a letter 
from Clarinila to the poet, written on behalf of a 
certain Jenny Clow, the mother of an illegitimate 
child of his, and at present ill and starving in Edin
burgh. See the Clarinila Correspondence.
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SCENE—A field of battle; time of the day—evenittg; the 
wounded anil dying of the victorious army are 
supposed twjoin in the following^

SONG or DEATH.

Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth amj ye skies,y
Now gay with the bright setting sun ! y

Farewell, loves ami friendships, ye dear tender ties !
Our race of existence is run ! i
The circumstance that gave rise to the ^re- 

going verses was—looking over, with a musical 
friend, M ‘Donald’s Collection of Highland airs,
I was struck with one, an Isle of Skye tune, 
entitled “Oran an Aoig, ” or, the Song of Death, 
to the measure of which I have adapted my 
stanzas. I have of late composed two or three 
other little pieces, which, ere yon full-orbed 
moon, whose broad impudent face now stares 
at old Mother Earth all night, shall have 
shrunk into a modest crescent, just peeping 
forth at dewy dawn, I shall find an hour to 
transcribe for you. A Dieu je vous commende.

It. 13

TO MR. JAMES ^CLARKE,

SCHOOLMASTER,
ASTER, 1^KAT. '

Dumfries, loth January, 1702.

I received yours this moment, my dear Sir. 
I sup with Captain Riddell in town to-night, 
else I had gone to (.arse directly. Courntjet 
mou ami! The day may, after all, he yours ; 
but at any rate, there is other air to breathe 
than that of Moffat, pestiferously tainted as it 
is with the breath of that arch-rascal J. —. 
There arc two quotations from two poets which, 
in situations such as yours, were congenial to 
my soul. Thomson says:—

What proves the hero truly great—
Is never, never to despair.

And Dr. Young:—

On Reason build Resolve,
That column of tme Majesty in man.

To-morrow you shall know the result of my 
consultation with Captain Riddell. Yours,

11. IS.

1 See vol. iii. iiage 118.

TO MR. WILLIAM SMELLIE,
PRINTER.»

Dumfries, 22d Jan. 1792.
I sit down, my dear Sir, to introduce a 

young lady to you, and a lady in the first 
ranks of fashion, too. What a task ! to you 
—who care no more for the herd y6f animals 
called young ladies, than you do for the herd 
of animals called young gentlemen. To you 
—who despise and detest the gropings and, 
combinations of fashion, as an idiot painter 
that seems industrious to place staring fools'- 
and unprincipled knaves in the foreground of 
his picture, while men of sense and honesty 
arc too often thrown in the dimmest shades. 
Mrs. Riddell,3 who will take this letter to 
town with her, and send it to you, is a charac
ter that, even in your own way, as a naturalist 
and a philosopher, would he an acquisition to 
your acquaintance. The lady, too, is a votary 
to the muses ; and as I think myself somewhat 
of a judge in my own t rade, I assure you that 
her verses, always correct, and often elegant, 
are much beyond the common run of the laily 
poetesses of the day. She is a great admirer 
of your hook ;4 and, hearing me say that I 
was acquainted with you, she begged to he 
known to you, as she is just going to pay her

1 See Epigram amt note, p. 201, vol. II.
3 Mrs. Walter Riddell of Woodley Park, near Dum

fries, wife of the brother of Rurnss Elllsland neigh
bour, Ituliert Riddell, Esq.; of Friant* Curse. We 
have already in more than one note had occasion to 
allude to this laily and her relations to the port, 
especially in connection with poems of which she was 
the subject. She belonged to the West Indies (her 
husband had an estate In Antigua), and she had 
visited and spent some time In the Leeward Islands 
and Madeira, where she made some scientific oliser- 
valions ami notes on natural history. These mate
rials she hail now arranged with the intention of 
having them published. Having learticd that Smellie 
was the printer of Iturns’s Edinburgh edition, she ap
plied to the hard for a letter of Introduction to the 
scientific, hut rather bluff and rough spoken printer, 
which application resulted In the penning of the 
alaivs lively epistle. Mrs. Riddell’s Imok is thus an
nounced among the new hooks in the Scots Mayarine 
for Nov. 1792:—Voyages to the Madeira and fjceiraid 
Caribbee Islands; with Stretches of the Saturai History 
of those Islanits. Ity Maria R—. 12 mo., 2s. (Id.
sewed. Edinburgh, printed for Hill, and t'ailell, 
London. See note to letter of Hums to this lady, 

ivemher, 1792.
Viz. The rhilosophy of Saturai History.
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first visit to our Caledonian capital. I told 
her that her best way was, to desire her near 
relation, and your intimate friend, Craigdar- 
roch, to have you at his house while she was 
there; and lest you might think of a lively 
West I ndian girl of eightempos girisïrf-eighteen 
too often deserve to bethought of, I Mould 
take care to remove that prejudice. To be 
impartial, however, in appreciating the lady’s 
mérita, she has one unlucky failing: a failing 
which you will easily discover, as she seems 
rather pleased with indulging in it; and a' 
failing that you will easily pardon, as it is a 
sin which very much besets yourself ;—where 
she dislikes, or dpspiscs, she is apt to make no 
more a secret of it, than where she esteems 
and respects.

1 will not present you with the unmeaning 
contjilhneiUs of the sense», hut I will send you 
my warmest wishes and moat ardent prayers, 
dliat Fortune may never throw your hitisin- 
tenue to the mercy of a knave, or set your 
CHAKACTKit on the judgment of a fool ; but 
that, upright and erect, you may walk to an 
honest grave, where men of letters shall say, 
“ Here lies a man who did honour to science," 
and men of worth shall say, “ Here lies a man 
who did honour to human nature."

U. 1$.

TO ALEX. CUNNINGHAM, ESQ.
WHITER, KlilNBUKOH. i

Dumfkiks, 5th February, 1792.
MV IiKAH CUNNINUHAM,

Td-morrow or some day soon I will write 
you as entertaining a letter as I can ; in the 
meantime take a scrawl of very serious busi
ness. You remember Mr. Clarke, Master of 
the Grammar School at Moflat, whom 1 for
merly recommended to your good offices; the 
crisis of his fate is just at hand. M r. M ‘M urdo 
of Drumlanrig, Ferguson of Craigilarroch, and 
liiddcll of Glcnriddcll, gentlemen who know 
Clarke personally and intimately, havestrained, 
anil are straining every nerve to serve him; 
hut alas ! poor Clarke’s foes arc mighty. Lord 
Hopetoun, spurred on by those infernal crea
tures that always go between a great Man and 
his inferiors, has sworn his destruction ; ir
ritated as he justly is that any Plebeian, and

tlw son of a Plebeian, should dare to oppose 
exigence—a trilling affair, against Ills Lord- 
ship&s high and mighty will. What 1 know, 
and know that 1 would do for a friend of 
yours, I" aslc'of you for a friend, a much 
esteemed friend of mine. Get the Principal’s1 
interest in his favour. Be not denied! To 
interpose between lordly cruelty and helpless 
merit is a task worthy of you to ask, and him 
to execute. In the meantime if you meet with 
Craigdarroch, or chance to wait on him (by 
the bye, I wish you would mention this very 
business), he will inform you of the great 
merits of one party, and the demerits of the 
other.

You shall hear from me soon. God bless 
you!

U. B.

TO MR PETEIt HILL,
BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, Feb. 6th, 1792.
My dear Friend,

I send you by the bearer, (Mr. Clarke, a 
particular friend of mine), six pounds and a 
shilling, which you will dispose of as follows: 
—Five pounds ten shillings, per account, I 
owe Mr. It. Burn, architect, for erecting the 
stone over the grave of poor Fergusson. He 
was two years in erecting it, after 1 had com
missioned him for it; and I have been two 
years in paying him, after he sent me his ac
count; so he and I arc quits. He had the 
hardiesse to ask me interest on the sum ; but, 
considering that the money was due by one 
Poet for putting a tomb-stone over the grave 
of another, lie may, with grateful surprise, 
thank Heaven that ever he saw a farthing of it.

With the remainder of the money pay your
self for the Office of a Messenger, that 1 bought 
of you ; and send me by Mr. Clarke a note of 
its price. Send me, likewise, the fifth volume 
of the Observer, by Mr. Clarke; and if any 
money remain let it stand to account.

My best compliments to Mrs. Hill. I sent 
you a maukiu [hare] by last week’s fly, which 
I hope you received. Yours most sincerely,

R. B.

1 Principal Robertson, the historian, was Cunning- 
hum's uncle.
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TO MR JAMES ULA11KE,
SCHOOLMASTER, MOFFAT.

DUMFRIES, 17th February, 1792.
My dkau Sir, * i

If this finds fou at Mortal, or as soon as it 
finds you at Moffat, you must without delay 
wait on Mr. ltiddcll, as lie has been very kindly 
thinking of you in an affair that has oecurred 
of a clerk’s place in Manchester, which if your 
hopes arc desperate in your present business, 
he proposes procuring for you. 1 know your 
gratitude for past, as well as hopes of future, 
favours will induce you to pay every attention 
to tilcnriddcll’s wishes; as he is almost the 
only, and undoubtedly the best friend that 
your unlucky fate has left you.

Apro/XM, 1 just now hear tliat you have 
beat your foes, every toil hollow. 11 uzza ! lo 
triomphe!1 Mr. ltiddcll, who is at my elbow, 
says that if rt is so, he begs that you will wait 
on him directly, and 1 know you arc too good 
a man not to pay your respects to your saviour. 
Yours,

R ».

TO J. LEVEN, ESQ.,
GEN. SUPERVISOR, EXCISE OFFICE, EDINBURGH.

f [March, 1792.)
SIR,

I have scaled and secured Lawson’s Tea, 
but no permit has yet appeared, nor can it 
appear before Tuesday at the nearest ; so there 
is the greater chance of the condemnation. I 
shrewdly suspect the Newcastle house, ltankine 
and Sons, is the firm ; they will think that the 
goods being regularly delivered to a Carrier, 
with proper permit, will exonerate them as to 
further responsibility; and Lawson, on his 
part, is determined not to have any thing to 
do with it, so our process may be the easier 
managed.

The moment that the permits arrive, as I 
am pretty certain they will, 1 shall inform 
you; but in the meantime, when the three

• The triumph could not have been very complete, 
or of long duration, for that he afterward» needed 
pecuniary assistance from Burns we shall find when 
dealing with a letter to Clarke In June, 1796. There, 
too, we learn that Clarke had left the school at Moffat 
for a similar appointment in Forfar.

remaining boxes arrive, as they cannot, in 
t/tutlUy, correspond with the permit, and be
side^, will be at least beyond the limited time 
a full week—arc not they scizable?

Mk, Mitchell mentioned to you a ballad 
which I composed, and sung at one of his 
Excise Court dinners. Here it is:—

TUB DEIL’S AW A' WI' THE EXCISEMAN.
TUNE—“ Madam Connu"

Churun—
The dell’s awa’, the doll's awa',

The doits awa’ wT the Exciseman, 
lie's danc’d awa", he’s danc'd awa’,
.'lie’s danc’d awa’ wi’ the Exciseman, Ac. Ac.

[See p. 120, vol. iii.

If you honour my ballad by making it one 
of your charming lion viiuul effusions, it will 
secure it undoubted celebrity.

1 have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged 
and devoted humble servant,

R II.

TO WILLIAM CKEEC1I, ESQ.,
BOOKSELLER.

Dumfries, loth April, 1792.
SIR,

I this moment have yours, and were it not 
tliat habit, as usual, has deadened conscience, 
mv. criminal indolence should lead me an un
easy life of reproach. I ought long ago to 
have written you on this very business.8

Now, to try a language of which I am not 
half master, I shall assume as well as 1 can, 
the man of business. I suppose, at a gross 
guess, that I could add of new materials to 
your two volumes, about fifty pages. 1 would 
also correct and retrench a good deal. These 
said fifty pages you know arc as much mine as 
the thumb-stall I have just now drawn on my 
finger which I unfortunately gashed in mend
ing my pen. A few books which I very much 
want, are all the recompense I crave, together 
with as many copies of this new edition of my 
own works as Friendship or Gratitude shall 
prompt me to present. There arc three men 
whom you know, and whose friendly patronage

s The business here alluded to was the proposed 
publication by Creech of a new edition of the poet’s 
works in two vols. See letter to Peter Hill, p. 198, 
aijd note.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 203

I think I can trouble so far—Messrs. M ‘Keuzic, 
1). Stewart, and K. 'l’ytler ; to any of these 1 
shall submit my MSS. for their strictures ; and 
also let them say on my informing them—I 
mean any of them—what Authors I want, to 
what value of them I am entitled. If he ad
judge me a “Tom Thumb,” I am content. 
“The Man of Feeling” and Professor Stewart, 
arc, 1 hear, busy with works of their own, for 
which reason I shall prefer Tytlcr. So soon 
as 1 hear from you, I shall write Mr. Tytlcr, 
and in a fortnight more 1 shall put my MSS. 
in his hands.

If the thing were possible that I could re
ceive the proof-sheets by our Dumfries Fly, 
which runs three times a week, I would 
earnestly wish to correct them myself.—1 have 
the honour to be, Sir, your very humble 
servant,

It. 13.

TO Mit. JAMES JOHNSON,
ENGRAVER, LAWNMARKET, EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, May, 1792.
Dear sir,

This will be presented to you by one of y°**r 
subscribers, and a gentleman to whose musical 
talents you arc much indebted for getting you 
Scotch tunes. Let him know your progress, 
and how you come on with the work. Inclosed 
is one song out of many I have yet to send you; 
and likewise I enclose you another, and, 1 
think, a better set of Craigicburnwood, which 
you will give to Mr. Clarke to compare with 
the former set, as I am extremely anxious to 
have that song right. 1 am, dear Sir, yours,

It. 13.

TO MU. STEPHEN CLAItKE,
ORGANIST, EDINBURGH.*

July l«th, 1792.
Mr. Burns begs leave to present his most 

respectful compliments to Mr. Clarke.—Mr. 
II. some time ago did himself the honour of 
writing Mr. C. respecting coming out to the

■ The gentleman who received this playful com
munication was tile musical editor of Johnson's 
Mimical Museum, to which Burns contributed so 
many of ills llueat songs.

country, to give a little musical instruction in 
a highly respectable family,3 where Mr. C. may 
have his own terms, and may be as happy rnf 
indolence, the Devil, and the gout, will permit 
him. Mr. 13. knows well how Mr. C. is en
gaged with another family; but cannot Mr. 
C. find two or three weeks to spare to each of 
them? Mr. 13. is deeply impressed with, and 
awfully conscious of, the high importance of 

-Mr. C.’s time, whether in the winged moments 
of symphonious exhibition, at the keys of 
harmony, while listening Seraphs ccdkc their 
own less delightful strains; or in the drowsy 
arms of slumb’rous repose, in the arms of 
his dearly beloved elbow-chair, where the 
frowsy, but potent power of indolence, cir- 
cumfuscs her vapours round, and sheds her 
dews on the head of her darling son. 13ut 
half a line conveying half a meaning from Mr. 
C. would make Mr. 13. the happiest of mortals.

It. 13.

TO ROBERT RIDDELL, ESQ.,
OF GLENRIDDELL.

[DUMFRIES, 1792.1
MY DEAR SIR,

On rummaging over some old papers 1 lighted 
on a manuscript of my early years, in which I 
had determined to write myself out; as I was 
placed by fortune among a class of men to 
whom my ideas would have been nonsense. I 
had meant that the book should have lain by 
me, in tlye fond hope that, some time or other, 
even after I was no more, my thoughts would 
fall into the hands of somebody capable of 
understanding their meaning. It sets off 
thus:—

OBSERVATIONS, HINTS, SONGS, SCRAPS OF POETRY, 
&C. BY R. B.

[See the poet's Common-place Book In this volume.]

TO THE DUKE OF QUEENS13ERRY.

[DUMFRIES, 1792.]
My Lord Duke,

Will your Grace pardon this approach in a 
poor l'oet, who perhaps intrudes on your con
verse with Princes, to present you—all he has

s Tlic M'Muriios of Drumlaurig.
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tofcffer—his best ballad, and to beg of you— 
all Tie has to ask—your gracious acceptance of 
it? Whatever might be my opinion of the 
merits of the poem, 1 would not have dared 
to take the liberty of presenting it thus, but 
for your Grace’s acquaintance with the Dram
atis Persona of the piece.

When I first thought of sending my poem 
to your Grace, I had some misgivings of heart 
about it—something within me seemed to say: 
— “A nobleman of the first rank and the first 
taste, and who has lived in the first Court of 
Europe, what will he care for either you or 
your ballad ? Depend upon it that he will look 
on this business as some one or other of the 
many modifications of that servility of soul 
with which authors, and particularly you poets, 
have ever approached the Great ’’

No ! said 1 to myself, I am conscious of the 
purity" of my motives ; and as I never crouch 
to any man bi/CXhc man 1 have wronged, nor 
even him unless he forgives me, I will approach 
his Grace with tolerable upright confidence, 
that were 1 and my ballad poorer stuff than we 
arc, the Duke of Qucensbcrry’s polite affability 
would make me welcome, as my sole motive is 
to show how sincerely I have the honour to be, 
my lord Duke, you Grace’s most obedient 
humble senant,

R. B.‘

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Assam Water Foot, 22<t August, 1792.

Do not blame me for it, Madam—my own 
conscience, hackneyed and weather-beaten as 
it is, in watching and reproving my vagaries, 
follies, indolence, 4c., lias continued to punish 
me sufficiently.

i In the Olenriddell collection the following note 
acuniiiiwnice the alsive epistle:—“ This was written 
shortly after I hail the honour of being introduced to 
the fluke, at which intn si action I spent the evening 
with him, when he treated me with the most dis
tinguished politeness and marked attention. Tlioiigli 
I am afraid his Grace's character as a Man of Worth 
is very »|Uivoeal, yet he is certainly a Nobleman of 
the first taste, and a Gentleman of the first manners. 
R. B."—We cannot, with any certainty, fix the date, 
of the introduction, which, in all proliahility, vrm 
brought alaiut by the poets friend and the Duksw 
factor, Mr. M'Murdo.—The ‘ballad’'referred tots 
tlie “ Whistle."

Do you think it possible, my dear and hon
oured Friend, that 1 could be so lost to lati
tude for many favours, to esteem for much 
worth, and to the honest, kind, pleasurable tie 
of now old acquaintance, and I hope and am 
sure of progressive, increasing friendship—as 
for a single day, not to think of you—to ask 
the Fates what they are doing and about to do 
with my much-beloved Friend and her wide- 
scattered connexions, and to beg of them to lie 
as kind to you and yours as they possibly can?

Apropos ! (though how it is apropos, 1 have 
not leisure to explail,) Do you know that 1 am 
almost in love withen acquaintance of yours? 
—Almost ! saidyip-I am in love, souse ! over 
head and ears, Tfccp as the most unfathomable 
abyss of the boundless ocean; but the word 
Love, owing to the intermingletloms of the 
good and the bad, the pure and the impure, 
in this world, being rather an equivocal tenu 
for expressing one’s sentiments and sensat ions, 
1 must do justice to the sacred purity of my 
attachment. Know, then, tiytt the heart- 
struck awe; the distant humble approach; the 
delight we should have in gazing upon and 
listening to a Messenger of Heaven, appearing 
in all the unspotted purity of his celest ial home, 
among the coarse, polluted, far inferior sons of 
men, to deliver to them tidings that make 
their hearts swim in joy, and their imagina
tions soar in transport—such, so delighting 
and so pure, were the emotions of my soul on 
meeting the other day with Miss Lesley llaillic, 
your neighbour, at Mayfield. Mr. 11. w ith his 
two daughters, accompanied by Mr. 11. ofU., 
passing through Dumfries a few days ago, on 
their way to England, did me the honour of 
calling on me; on which 1 took my horse, 
(though God knows 1 could ill spare the time,) 
and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, 
and dined and spent the day with them. ’Twas 
about nine, 1 think, when 1 left them, and, 
riding home, I composed the following lull ho I, 
of which you will probably think you have a 
dear bargain, as it will cost you another gnuit 
of postage. You must know that there is an 
old ballad beginning with—

My lionnie Lizzie Baillie 
I’ll row thee In my plahlie, Ac.

So I paroclicil it as follows, which is literally 
the first copy, “unanointed, unanneal’d,” as 
llamlct says:—

'X
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0 saw ye bonnie Lesley 
As she gaed o’er the border?

She's gane, like Alexander,
To spread her conquests farther. Ac.1

So much for ballads. I regret that you are 
gone to the cast country, as 1 am to bo in 
Ayrshire in about a fortnight. This world of 
ours, notwithstanding it has many good things 
in it, yet it has ever had this curse, that two 
or three people, who would be the happier the 
oftener they met together, arc, almost without 
exception, always so placed as never to meet 
but once or twice a-ycar, which, considering 
the few years of a man's life, is a very great 
“evil under the sun,” which I do not recollect 
that Solomon lias mentioned in his catalogue 
of the miseries of man. I hope and believe 
that there is a state of existence beyond the 
grave, where the worthy of this life will renew 
their former intimacies, with this endearing 
addition, that “ we meet to part no more!"

Tell us, ye dead,
Will none of you in idty disclose the secret 
What ‘tis you are, and we must shortly be !

A thousand times have 1 made this apostrophe 
to the departed sons of men, but not one of 
them has ever thought fit to answer the ques
tion. “0 that some courteous ghost would 
blab it out!" but it cannot be; you and I, my 
friend, must make the experiment by ourselves, 
and for ourselves. However, 1 am so convinced 
that an unshaken faith in the doctrines of re
ligion is not only necessary, by making us 
better men, but also by making us happier 
men, that 1 shall take every care that jour 
little godson, and every little creature that 
shall call me father, shall be taught them.

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written 
at this wild place of the world, in the intervals 
of my laliour of discharging a vessel of rum 
from Antigua.

It. 11.

TO MIL ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

DUMFIIIKS, 10th Sept. 1792. 
No! I will not attempt an apology.—Amid 

all my hurry of business, grinding the faces of 
the publican and sinner on the merciless wheels

1 See voL ill. pïgc 128.

of the Excise; making ballads, and then drink
ing and singing them to my drink ; and, over 
and above all, the correcting the press-work of 
two different publications;2 still, still 1 might 
have stolen five minutes to dedicate to one of 
the first of my friends and fellow-creatures. I 
might have done, as I do at present when 1 
am snatching an hour near “witching time of 
night,” and scrawling a page of two—1 might 
have congratulated my friend on his marriage; 
or I might have thanked the Caledonian archers 
for the honour they have done me, (though, to 
do myself justice, 1 intended to have done both 
in rhyme, else 1 had done both long ere now.)3 
Well, then, here is to your good health ! for 
you must know, 1 have set anipperkin of toddy 
by me, just by way of spell, to keep away-the 
meikle horned Deil, or any of his subaltern 
imps who may be on their nightly rounds.

Hut what shall 1 write to you?—“The voice 
said, cry,” and I said, “ What shall I cry?"— 
0, thou Spirit ! whatever thou art, or whom
ever thou makest thyself visible ! be thou a 
lloglc by the eerie side of an auld thorn, in 
the dreary glen through which the herd callan 
maun bicker [herd-boy must run] in his 
gloamin route frac the fauld !—He thou a 
Brownie, set, at dead of night, to thy task 
by the blazing ingle, or in the solitary barn, 
where the repercussions of thy iron flail hall 
affright thyself, as thou perform est the work 
of twenty of the sons of men, ere the cock- 
crowing summon thee to thy ample cog of 
substantial brosc. He thou a Kelpie, haunt
ing the ford or ferry, in the starless night, 
mixing thy laughing yell with the howling 
of the storm and the roaring of the flood, as 
thou viewest the perils and miseries of man 
on the foundering horse, or in the tumbling 
boat !—Or, lastly, be thou a Ghost, paying thy 
nocturnal visits to the hoary ruins of decayed 
grandeur; or performing thy mystic rites in 
the shadow of the time-worn church, while the

a In nil probability, the forthcoming edition of hie 
poems in two vole, recently alluded to, and the fifth 
vol. of Johnson's Musical Museum.

“This letter is headed in the Olenriddell collection 
as I icing written to Cunningham "Some little time 
after his marriage, and after, through his recom
mendation, I had been presented with a diploma from 
the Edinburgh Company of Royal Archers. "—Both 
these events took place on the lOtll April, so Burns's 
congratulations and thanks did come in rather late 
in the day.
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moon looks, without a cloud, on the silent, 
ghastly dwellings of the dead beside thee;,or 
taking thy stand hy the bedside of the villain, 
or the murderer, portraying oil their dreaming 
fancy, pictures, dreadful as the horrors of un
veiled hell, and terrible as the wrath of in
censed Deity !—Come, thou Spirit, hut not in 
these horrid forms ; come with the milder, 
gentle, easy inspirations, which thou breathest 
round the wig of a prating advocate, or the 
téte-à-tête of a tea-bibbing gossip, while their 
tongues run at the light-horse gallop of clish- 
maclaver [tittle-tattle] for ever and ever— 
come and assist a poor devil who is quite 
jaded in the attempt to share half an idea 
among half a hundred words ; to fill up four 
quarto pages, while he has not got one single 
sentence of recollection, information, or re
mark worth recording.

I feel, I feel the presence of supernatural 
assistance ! Circled in the embrace of my 
elbow-chair, my breast labours, like the bloated 
Sybil on her three-footed stool, and like her, 
too, labours with Nonsense.—Nonsense, aus
picious name ! Tutor, friend, and finger-post 
in the mystic mazes of law ; the cadaverous 
paths of physic; and particularly in the sight
less soarings of school divinity, who, leaving 
Common Sense confounded at his strength of 
pinion; Reason delirious with eyeing his giddy 
flight ; and Truth — creeping hack into the 
bottom of her well, cursing the hour that ever 
she offered her scorned alliance to the wizard 
power of Théologie Vision—raves abroad on 
all the winds. “Oil earth Discord ! a gloomy 
Heaven above, opening her jealous gates to 
the nineteen thousandth part of the tithe of 
mankind ! and below, an inescapable and in
exorable hell, expanding its leviathan jaw's for 
the vast residue of mortals! ! !”—O doctrine ! 
comfortable and healing to the weary, wounded 
soul of man ! Ye sons and daughters of afflic
tion, ye jxiuvres minérable», to whom day 
brings no pleasure, and night yields no rest, 
lie comforted! “’Tis hut one to nineteen 
hundred thousand that your situation will 
mend in this world;” so, alas, the experience 
of the poor and the needy too often affirms*^ 
and ’tis nineteen hundred thousand to one, hy 
the dogmas of Theology, that you will he 
damned eternally in the world to come !

But of all Nonsense, Religious Nonsense is

the most nonsensical; so enough, and more 
than enough of it. Only, hy the bye, will you, 
or can you tell me, my dear Cunningham, why 
a religious turn of mind has always a tendency 
to narrow and illiheralize the heart? They 
are orderly : they may he just ; nay, I have 
known them merciful : hut still your children 
of sqpcr-sanetity move among their fellow- 
creatures with a nostril snuffing putrescence, 
and a foot spuming filth,—in short, with a 
conceited dignity that your titled Douglases,, 
Hamiltous, Gordons, or any other of your ScoCT 
tisli lordlings of seven centuries standing, dis
play when they accidentally mix among the 
many aproned sons of mechanical life. I re
member, in my plough-hoy days, I could not 
conceive it possible that a noble lord could he 
a fool, or that a godly man could he a knave. 
—How ignorant arc plough-hoys !—Nay, I 
have since discovered that a yotllij woman may 
he a . . . !—But hold—Here’s t’ye again
—this rum is generous Antigua, so a very un
fit menstruum for scandal.

Apropos, how do you like, I mean rriillij 
like, the married life? Ah, my friend ! matri
mony is quite a different thing from what your 
love-sick youths and sighing girls take it to 
he ! But marriage, we arc told, is appointed 
hy God, and I shall never quarrel with any of 
his institutions. 1 am a husband of older 
standing than you, and shall give you my ideas 
of the conjugal state, (cm jmmint ; you know 
I am no Latinist, is not conjugal derived from 

jiiijum, a yoke?) Well then, the scale of good 
wifeship 1 divide into ten parts.—Goodnature, 
four; Good Sense, two; Wit, one ; Personal 
Charms, viz. a sweet face, eloquent eyes, fine 
limbs, graceful carriage, (1 would add a fine 
waist too, hut that is so soon s|>oilt, you know,) 
all these, one ; as for the other qualities be
longing to, or attending on, a wife, such as 
Fortune, Connexions, Education, (I mean 
education extraordinary) Family blood, 4c., 
divide the two remaining degrees among them 
as you please; only, remember that all these 
minor properties must he expressed \ty frac
tion*, for there is not any one of them, in the 
aforesaid scale, entitled to the dignity of an 
integer.

As for the rest of my fancies and reveries— 
how I lately met with Miss Lesley Baillie, the 
most beautiful, elegant woman in the world—



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 207

Low I accompanied her and lier father’s family 
fifteen miles on their journey, out of pure devo
tion, to admire the loveliness of the works of 
God, in such an unequalled display of them— 
Low in galloping home at night, 1 made a 
ballad on her, of which the two following stanzas 
are a part—

Thou, bonnie Lesley, art a queen,
Thy subjects we before thee;

Thou, bonnie Lesley, art divine,
The hearts o’ men adore thee.

The very lleil he could nu scathe 
Whatever wad helang thee !

He'd look Into thy bonnie face 
And say, “1 canna wrung tliee"—1

behold all these are written in the chronicles 
of my imagination, and shall he read by thee, 
my dear Friend, and by thy beloved spouse, 
my other dear Friend, at a more convenient 
season.

Now, to thee, and to thy before-designed 
bosom-companion, he given the precious things 
brought forth by the sun, and the precious 
things brought forth by the moon, and the 
benignest influences of the stars, and the living 
streams which flow from the fountains of life, 
and by the tree of life, for ever and ever! 
Amen !

U. 13.

TO MR. CORBET,
SlTKItVlSOlt-UKNKHAL OF EXCISE.

[Dl’Mfuies, Sept 1702.1
81*,

When I was honoured with your most oblig
ing letter, 1 said to myself, “ A simple letter 
of thanks will lie a very poor return for so 
much kindness. I shall likewise send the 
gentleman a cargo of my best and newest 
rhymes.” However, my new division holds 
me so very busy, and several things in it lieififct 
rather new to me, my time has hitherto been 
totally engrossed. When a man is strongly 
impressed with a sense of something he ought 
to do, at the same time that want of leisure, 
or want of opportunity, or want of assistance, 
or want of information, or want of paper, pen, 
and ink, or any other of the many wants which

i See vol. 111. p. 128, where a somewhat different 
version of the lines is given.

flesh is heir to—when sense of duty pulls one 
way, and necessity (or, alas! too often indo
lence under necessity’s garb) pulls another— 
you arc too well acquainted with poor human 
nature to he told what a devil of a life Con
science leads us.

Old as 1 am in acquaintance, and grown 
grey in connexion with slips, trips, failings, 
frailties, baekslidings in the paths of grace, 
and*all other light-horse militia of iniquity, 
never did my poor back sutler such a scarifica
tion from the scourge of Conscience as during 
these three weeks that your kind epistle has 
lain by me unanswered. A negro-wench under 
the roil of a West India mistress, a nurse under 
the caprices of a spoilt child, the only son and 
heir of a booby squire ; nay a henpecked hus
band under the displeasure of his virago wife, 
were enviable predicaments to mine. At last, 
by way of compromise, 1 return you by this 
my most grateful thanks for all the gener
ous friendship and disinterested patronage for 
w hich now and formerly I have the honour to 
lie indebted to you, and as to my rhymes— 
another edition in two volumes, of my poems 
being in the press—1 shall beg leave to present 
a copy to Mrs. Corbet as my first, and I will 
venture to add, most effectual mediator with 
you on my behalf. I have the honour to he, 
etc.,

It. 13.

XJ
TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Dumfries, 24tli September, 1702.

I have this moment, my dear Madam, yours 
of the twenty-third. All your other kind re
proaches, your news, 4c., arc out of my head 
when 1 read and think on Mrs. Henri's situa
tion.2 Good God ! a heart-wounded helpless 
young woman—in a strange, foreign land, and 
That land convulsed with every horror that can 
harrow the human feelings—sick—looking, 
longing for a comforter, hut finding none—a 
mother’s feelings, too:—but it is too much : 
He who wounded (He only can) may He 
heal !... t

1 wish the farmer great joy of his new ac-

s See note to the poem “ Oil the Birth of a Posthu
mous Child," page 86, vol. ill.

1
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quisition to his family. ... I cannot aay 
that 1 give him joy of hia life aa a farmer. ’Tia, 
as a farmer paying a dear, unconaeionable rent, 
a cursed life! Aa to a laird farming hia own 
property ; sowing hia corn in hope ; and reap
ing it, in spite of brittle weather, in gladness; 
knowing that none can aay unto him, “what 
docst thou? ’’—fattening his herds ; shearing his 
flocks; rejoicing at Christmas; and begetting 
sons and daughters, until he he the venerated, 
grey-liaired leader of a little tribe—’tis a 
heavenly life ! hut devil take the life of reap
ing the fruits that another must eat.

Well, your kind wishes will he gratified, as 
to seeing me when 1 make my Ayrshire visit. 
1 cannot leave Mrs. Bums, until her nine 
months’ race is run, which may perhaps he in 
three or four weeks. She, too, seems deter
mined to make me the patriarchal leader of a 
hand. However, if Heaven will be so obliging 
as to let me have them in the proportion of 
three hoys to one girl, 1 shall be so much the 
more pleased.1 1 hope, if 1 am spared with 
them, to show a set of hoys that will do honour 
to my cares and name ; hut 1 am not equal to 
the task of rearing girls. Besides, 1 am too 
poor; a girl should always have a fortune. 
Apropos, your little godson is thriving charm
ingly, hut is a very devil. He, though two 
years younger, has completely mastered his 
brother. Robert is indeed the mildest, gentlest 
creature I ever saw. He lias a idost surprising 
memory, and is quite the pridu of his school
master. I

You know how readily we get into prattle 
upon a subject dear to our heart : you can 
excuse it God bless you and yours!

1$. B.

\ TO MRS. DUNLOP.

\ [Dumfries, Oct. 1704-1

I Ntad boon from home, and did not receive 
yôuçVlçtter2 until my rtflurn the other day. 
What shall 1 say to comfort you, my rnuch- 

6 valued, much-afflicted Friend ! 1 can hut
grieve with you ; consolation I have none to

* i See note to.lctter to Mm. Dunlop of Oth December.
1 This letter informed Bums of the death of her 

daughter, Mrs. Henri, which took place ut Muges, in 
the south of France, on the 16th September.

offer, except that which Religion holds out to 
the children of Affliction—children of Afflic
tion!—how just the expression ! and like every 
other family they have matters among them 
which they hear, see, and feel in a serious, 
all-important manner, of which the world has 
not, nor cares to have, any idea. The world 
looks indifferently on, makes the parsing re
mark, and proceeds to the next novel occur
rence.

Alas, Madam ! who would wish for many 
years? What is it but to drag existence until 
our joys gradually expire, and leave us in a 
night of misery: like the gloom which blots 
out the stars, one by one, from the face of 
night, and leaves us, without a ray of comfort 
in the howling waste !

I am interrupted, and must leave off. You 
shall soon hear from me again.

R. B.

TO CAPTAIN JOHNSTONE,
EDINBURGH.8

Dumfuiks, Nov. 13th, 1792.
sir,

1 have just read your prospectus of the Edin- 
hunjh Gazetteer. If you go on in your paper 
with the same spirit, it will, beyond all com
parison, he the first composition of the kind in 
Europe. I beg leave to insert my name as a 
subscriber, anil, if you have already published 
any papers, please send me them from the lie- 
ginning. Point out your own way of settling 
payments in this place, or I shall settle with 
you through the medium of my friend, Peter 
Hill, bookseller, in Edinburgh.

Go on, Sir ! Lay bare with undaunted heart 
and steady hand, that horrid mass of corrup-

8 The founder and editor of the Kdinburijh Gazet
teer, a ]>ai>er started alsnit this time to “promote a 
redress of grievances, and a full, free, and equal re
presentation of the people in parliament;" rather 
dangerous claims when tile country was deeply agi
tated by the outbreak of the French Revolution. In 
tile spring of 17U3, the Gazetteer having incurred 
tlie displeasure of the government of the day, I'ap- 
taln Johnstone was apprehended and imprisoned. 
During his imprisonment the paper was conducted 
by a gentleman of tile name of Scott, whose labours 
did not long escape the lynx-eyes of the official under
lings. He, too, was apprehended and held to bail, 
lie foresaw his fate; forfeited his ball, and escaped 
to America. The Gazetteer was then discontinued.
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tion called politics and state-craft.—Dare to 
draw in their native colours these—

Calm—thinking villains whom no faith can Are, —

whatever be the shibboleth of their pretended 
party.

The address to me at Dumfries will find, 
Sir your very humble servant,

It. B.

TO MRS. WALTER ItIDDELL, '

WOODLEY PARK.

To play the shapes 
Of frolic fancy, anil incessant form 
Those rapid pictures, that assembled train 
Of fleet ideas, never join’d before,
Where lively wit excites to gay surprise ;
Or folly-painting humour, grave himself,
Calls laughter forth, deep shaking every nerve.

Bn* as you rejoice with them that do rejoice, 
do also remember to weep with them that 
weep, and pity your melancholy friend,

R. B.

TO MISS FONTENELLE.4

[DUMFRIES, Nov. 1702.)
Madam,

« I return you my most sincere thanks for 
the honour you have done me in presenting 
me with a copy of your Book.1 Be assured I 
shall ever keep it sacred. . . .

R. B.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,

WOODLEY PARK.

[Dumfries, Nov. 1702.)

I am thinking to send my “Address” to 
some periodical publication, but it has not 
got your sanction, so pray look over it.2

As to the Tuesday's play,3 let me beg of 
you, my dear Madam, to give us, “The 
Wonder, a Woman keeps a Secret!" to which 
please add, “The Spoilt Child”—you will 
highly oblige me by so dojng.

Ah, wlmt an enviable creatjirc you arc ! 
There now, this cursed gloomy blue-devil day, 

•you are going to a party of choice spirits—

I See letter to Smellie, 22d January, 1702, and note. 
Smellie thought highly of Mrs. Riddell's book. After 
reading her MS. lie wrote her:—“If I had not pre
viously had the pleasure of your conversation, the 
devil himself could not have frightened me into the 
belief that a female human creature could, in the 
Miami of youth, beauty, and consequently of giddi
ness, have produced a performance so much out of 
the line of your ladies’ works. . . . Science, 
inimité observation, accurate description, and excel
lent composition an; qualities sMdom to lie nipt with 
in the female world."

i “On the Rights of Woman." See the following 
letter to Miss Fnntenelle.

* Mrs. Riddell was about to liespcak a play on this 
evening at the Dumfries theatre.

[Dumfries, November, 1792.1 , 
Madam, z'

I n such a bad world as ours, those Vhqxfild 
to the scanty sum of our pleasures arc positively 
our benefactors. To you, Madam, on our 
humble Dumfries boards, I have been more 
indebted for entertainment than ever I was in 
prouder theatres. Your charms as a woman 
would insure applause to the most indifferent 
actress, and your theatrical talents would insure 
admiration to the plainest figure. This, Madam, 
is not the unmeaning or insidious compliment 
of the frivolous or interested ; I pay it from 
the same honest impulse that the sublime of 
Nature excites my admiration, or her beauties 
give me delight.

Will the foregoing lines be of any service to 
you in your approaching benefit-night?5 If 
they will, 1 shall be prouder of my muse than 
ever. They arc nearly extempore : I know 
they have no great merit; but though they 
should add but little to the entertainment of 
the evening, they give me the happiness of an 
opportunity to declare how much 1 have the 
honour to be, &c.

11. B.

< At tills time an actress in the Dumfries theatre of 
considerable personal attractions. She played Iklit 
comedy parts, such ns Little Pickle ill the “ Spoiled 
Child," with rare animation and grace.

s The hill of this lieneflt-nlght I Nov. 2fi, 1792] an
nounced the “Country Girl" as the play, and that 
thereafter, Miss Fontcnelle would deliver a new Oc
casional Address, written by Mr. Robert Hums, called 
“ The Rights of Woman."
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TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Dumfries, 6th December, 1792.
I shall be in Ayrshire, I think, next week ; 

and, if at all possible, I shall certainly, my 
much esteemed Friend, have the pleasure of 
visiting at Dunlop-house.1

Alas, Madam ! how seldom do we meet in 
this world, that we have reason to congratulate 
ourselves on accessions of happiness ! I have 
not passed half the ordinary tefm of an old 
man’s life, and yet I scarcely look over the 
obituary of a newspaper, that 1 do not see sortie 
names that I have known, and which I, and 
other acquaintances, little thought to meet 
with there so soon. Every other instance of 
the mortality of our kind, makes us cast an 
anxious look into the dreadful abyss of uncer
tainty, and shudder with apprehension for our 
own fate. Hut of how different an importance 
are the lives of different individuals ! Nay, of 
what importance is one period of the same life, 
more than another? A few years ago, 1 could 
have lain down in the dust, “careless of the 
voice of the morning and now not a few, 
and these most helpless individuals, would, on 
losing me and my exertions, lose both their 
“staff and shield." By the way, these help
less ones have lately, got an addition ; Mrs. 
Burns having given me a fine girl since 1 wrote 
you.2 There is a charming passage in Thom
son’s “Edward and Eleanora:”

The valiant, in himself, what can he suffer?
Or what need he regard his sintjle woes ? Ac.

As I am in the way of quotations, I shall 
give you another from the same piece, pecu
liarly, alas! too peculiarly apposite, my dear 
Madam, to your frame of mind :

Who so unworthy but may proudly deck him 
With his fair-weather virtue, that exults 
Olad o'er the summer main? the tempest comes, 
The rough winds rage aloud ; when from the helm 
This virtue shrinks, and in a comer lies 
Lamenting.—ficavens! if privileged from trial 
flow cheap a thing were virtue !

1 do not remember to have heard you mcn-
jf

1 The poet did visit Ayrshire about tile time indicated 
and spent four days at Dunlop House.

2 Elizabeth Riddell Hums, so named after the wife 
of Captain Riddell of Friars' Carse, was horn on the 
21st November, 1792. 8he lived only about three 
vrai#’, dying, as will be seen, in the autumn of 1796.

tion Thomson’s dramas. 1 pick my favourite 
quotations, and store them in my mind as 
ready annour, offensive or defensive, amid the 
struggle of this turbulent existence. Of these 
is one, a very favourite one, from his “Alfred:"

Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds
And offices of life ; to life itself,
With all its vain and transient joys, sit loose.

Probably I have quoted some of these to you 
formerly,,/as indeed, when I write from the 
heart, 1 am apt to be guilty of such repetitions. 
The compass of the heart, in the musical style 
of expression, is much more bounded than that 
of the imagination ; so the notes of the former 
are extremely apt to run into one another; but 
in return for the paucity of its compass, its 
few notes arc much more sweet. I must still 
give you another quotation, which I am almost 
sure I have given yon before, but I cannot 
resist the temptation. The subject is Religion 
—speaking of its importance to mankind, the 
author says,

Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning 
bright, Ac.

|As in letter to Mrs. Dunlop of 6th September, 1789.)

1 sec you arc in for double postage, so 1 
shall e’en scribble out t’other sheet. We in 
this country here, have many alarms of the 
reforming, or rather the republican spirit, of 
your part of the kingdom. Indeed wc arc a 
good deal in commotion ourselves. For me, 1 
am a “placeman,” yog.know ; a very humble 
one indeed, Heaven kflows, but still so much 
as to gag me. What my private sentiments 
arc, you will find out without an interpreter.

I have taken up the subject, in another view, 
and the other day, for a pretty actress's benefit- 
night, I wrote an address, which 1 will give 
on the other page, called “The Rights of 
Woman : ”

While Europe's eye is fix'd on ndghty things, Ac.3

1 shall have the honour of receiving your 
criticisms injwrson at Dunlop.

R. It.
3 Sec vol. iii, page l.'l^f
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TO MISS MARY PEACOCK,
KI'IH BURGH.1 *

Dumfries, Dec. 6,17112.
DEAR MADAM,

I have written so often to yon and hare got 
no answer# that I had resolved never to lift a 
lien to yon again; hut this eventful day, the 
nijih of December,1 recalls to my ntemory such 
a scene ! Heaven and earth ! when 1 remem
ber a far-distant person!3—but no more of 
this until 1 lcam from yon a proper address, 
and why my letters have lain by you unanswered, 
as this is the third I have sent you. The op
portunities will be all gone now I fear of send
ing the book I mentioned in my last. l>o not 
write me for a week, as I shall not be at home, 
but as soon after that as possible:—

Ance mair I hail they, tlfAu gloolpv December!
Alice mair 1 hail thce^wi' sorrow ami rare;

Dire was the iiarting thou Didst me remeiiilier.
Parting wi’ Nancy, oh. ne'er to meet mair !1 *

Yours,
R. It.

TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ.,
FISTRT.

December, 1702.
Sir,

I have l>ecn surprised, confounded, and dis
tracted by Mr. Mitchell, the collector, telling 
me that lie lias received an order from your 
Board6 to impure into my political conduct, 
and blaming me as a person disaffected to 
government.6 Sir, you are a husband and a

1 This laily was one of riarimla's most intimate 
friends, and fmiocntly met Hums in his fair en
slaver's house.

5 On the lith December of the |irrvi. ,us year Hyl 
vander and t'larinda had their iiarting meeting pre
vious to the lady's departure to rejoin her iiusliaiid 
in tile West Indies.

3 Hums apparently hail not lieen made aware that 
t'larinda had retunnal disappointed from the West 
Indies, arriving in Rdinlmrgli in August, 1702. See 
t'larinda t'orreapondenee.

* See vol. iii. p 122.
3 lire Sl uttish Itnanl of Excise, the commissioners 

of which at this time were, tieorxe Brown, Thomas 
Wharton, JanicP&todart. John tirievc, and RoU-rt 
Graham, Empiires.

* This subject is folly discussed in Lockhart's Life, 
which si,-.

father.—You know what you would feel, to sec 
the mueh-lovcd wife of your bosom, ami your 
helpless, prattling little ones, turned adrift 
into the world, degraded and disgraced from 
a situation in which they had been respectable 
and respected, and left almost without the 
necessary support of a miserable existence. 
Alas, Sir! must 1 think that such, soon, will lié 
my lot? and from the damned,dark insinuations 
of hellish groundless envy too? I believe, Sir,
I may aver it, and in the sight of Omniscience, 
that I would not tell a deliberate falsehood, 
no, not though even worse horrors, if worse 
can be, than those I have mentioned, hung 
over my head ; and I say, that the allegation, 
whatever villain has made it, is a lie ! To the 
British Constitution, on Revolution principles, 
next after my God, I am most devoutly at
tached. You, Sir, have been much and gen
erously my friend. Heaven knows how warmly 
1 have felt the obligation, and how gratefully 
I have thanked you.—Fortune, Sir, has made 
you powerful, and me impotent; has given 
yon patronage, and me dependence.—I would 
not for my single self call on your humanity ; 
were such my insular, unconnected situation, 
I would despise the tear that now swells in my 
eye—I could brave misfortune, 1 could face 
ruin; for at the worst, “Death’s thousand 
doors stand open ;” but, good God ! the tender 
concerns that 1 have mentioned, the claims and 
tics that 1 sec at this moment, and feel around 
me, how they unnerve courage, and wither 
resolution ! To your patronage, as a man of 
some genius, you have allowed me a claim; 
and your esteem, as an honest man, I know is 
my due. To these, Sir, permit me to appeal. 
By these may 1 adjure you to save me from 
that misery which threatens to overwhelm me, 
and which, with my latest breath I will say it, 
I have not descried.

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Dumfries, aist Dec. 170"
Dear Madam,

A hurry of business, thrown in heaps by my 
absence, has until now prevented my returning 
my grateful acknowledgments to the good 
family of Dunlop, anil you in particular, for
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that hospitable kindness which rendered the 
four days I spent under that genial roof, four 
of the pleasantest 1 ever enjoyed.—Alas, my 
dearest Friend ! how few and fleeting are those 
things we call pleasures ! on my road to Ayr
shire, I spent a night with a friend whom I 
much valued ; a man whose days promised to 
be many; and on Saturday last we laid him 
in the dust !

[Jan. 2d, 1783.)
I have just received yours of the 30th, and 

feel much for your situation. However, 1 
heartily rejoice in your prospect of recovery 
from that vile jaundice. As to myself, I am 
better, though not quite free of my complaint1 
—You must not think, as you seem to insinu
ate, that in my way of life I want exercise. 
Of that I have enough; jiut occasional hard 
drinking is the devil to me. Against this I 
have again and again bent my resolution, and 
have greatly succeeded. Taverns I have totally 
abandoned : it is the private parties in the 
family way, among the hard-drinking gentle
men of this country, that do me the mischief 
—but even this, 1 have more than half given 
over.8

1 Palpitation of the heart.
1 “The following extract,' says Cromek, “from a 

letter addressed by Mr. lllooniflcld to the Earl of 
Buchan, contains so interesting an exhibition of the 
modesty inherent in real worth, and so philosophical, 
and at the same time so poetical an estimate of the 
different characters and destinies of Bums and its 
author, that I should esteem myself culjiable were Ï 
to withhold it from the public view: "*—

“The illustrious soul that has left among us the 
name of Bums, has often iieen lowered down to a 
comparison with me: but the conqtarison exists more 
In circumstances than in essentials. That man stood 
up with the stamp of superior intellect on his brow : 
a visible greatness : and great and patriotic subjects 
would only have called into action the powers of his 
mind, which lay inactive while he played calmly and 
exquisitely the pastoral pipe.

“ The letters to which I have alluded in my preface 
to the Rural Tale», were friendly warnings, pointed 
with immediate reference to the fate of that extra
ordinary man. ‘ Remember Bums, has been the 
watchword of my friends. I do rememlier Bums; 
but 1 am not Burns ! neither have 1 his Are to fan or 
to quench ; nor his passions to control ! Where then 
is my merit if I make a peaceful voyage on a smooth 
sea and with no mutiny on l>oard? To a lady (l have 
it from herself), who remonstrated with him on his 
danger from drink, and the pursuits of some of his 
associates, he replied, * Madam, they would not thank 
me for my company, it I did not drink with them.—

Mr. Corbet can be of little service to me at 
present ; at least I should be shy of applying. 
1 cannot possibly be settled as a supervisor, 
for several years. I must wait the rotation of 
the list, and there arc twenty names before 
mine. —I might indeed get a job of officiating, 
where a settled supervisor was ill, or aged ; 
but that hauls me from my family, as I could 
not remove them on such an uncertainty. 
Besides, some envious, malicious devil has 
raised a little demur on my political principles, 
and I wish to let that matter settle before I 
offer myself too much in the eye of my supers 
visors. I have set, henceforth, a seal on my 
lips, as to these unlucky politics; but to you, 
I must breathe my sentiments. In this, as in 
every thing else, 1 shall show the undisguised 
emotions of my soul. War I deprecate: misery 
and ruin to thousands arc in the blast that 
announces the destructive demon. But—3

6th Jan. 1793.
You see my hurried life, Madam: I can only 

command starts of time ; however, I am glad 
of one thing ; since I finished the other sheet, 
the political blast that threatened my welfare 
is overblown. I have corresponded with Com
missioner Graham, for the board had made me 
the subject of their animadversions ; and now 
I have the pleasure of informing you that all 
is set to rights in that quarter. Now, as to 
these informers, may the devil be let loose to
■----- ■ but, hold ! 1 was praying most fervently
in my last sheet, and 1 must not so soon fall a 
swearing in this.

Alas ! how little do the wantonly or idly 
officious think whatydnschief they do by their 
malicious insinuations^ tfidircct impertinence, 
or thoughtless blabbings! What a difference 
there is in intrinsic worth, candour, benevo
lence, generosity, kindness,—inall theeharities

I must give them a slice of my constitution.1 flow 
much V) he regrette! that he did not give them 
thinner slices of his constitution, that it might have 
lasted longer ! "

From a later paragraph of this very letter It will 
he seen that Burns’s good resolutions were not strong 
enough to keep him from a hard-drinking bout witli 
“ two worthy fellows " In his own house.

8 Dr. Currie is said to have deleted and altered 
passages of this letter owing to its political sentiments, 
ami ho erroneously printed the following portion as 
a separate letter, giving it, too, under the date 6th 
Jan. 1792.
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an,l all the virtuqg/c_ between one class of hu
man beings and another. For instance-, the 
amiable circle I so lately mixed with in the 
hospitable hall of Dunlop, their generous 
hearts—their uncontaminatcd dignified minds
_their informed and polished understandings
_what a contrast, when compared—if such
comparing were not downright sacrilege—with 
the souLof the miscreant w-ho can deliberately 
plot the destruction of an honest man that 
never offended him, and with a grin of satis
faction see the unfortunate being, his faithful 
wife, and prattling innocents, turned over to 
beggary and ruin !

Your cup, my dear Madam, arrived safe. I 
had two worthy fellows dining, with me the 
other day, when I, with great formality, pro
duced my whigmaleerie cup,1 and told them 
that it had been a family-piece among the 
descendants of William Wallace. This roused 
such an enthusiasm that they insisted on 
bumpering the punch round in it; and, by 
and bye, never did your great pnecstor lay a 
Sut/iron more completely to rest than for a time 
did your cup my two friends.2 Apropos, this 
is the season of wishing. May God bless you, 
my dear friend, and bless me, the humblest 
and sincercst of your friends, by granting you 
yet many returns of the season ! May all good 
things attend you and yours wherever they are 
scattered over the earth !

11. ».

1 A cup of cocoa-nut mounted on a stalk and 
rimmed with silver, presented to him by Mrs. Dunlop.

8 Ata-ut tins time, as t’lmml-crs tells us, linens had 
engaged a clerical friend of Ilia, the Rev. Mr. 
M‘Murine of t’acrlaverock, to come to Ids house to 
1-aptizc Ida recently horn daughter. The clergyman 
made his appearance accordingly, but earlier, perhaps, 
than he was expected. On Iteing ushered into the 
l-arlonr he fourni a party composed of the poet amt 
two companions, who had evidently been sitting 
carousing all night. The description which the clergy
man gave of the two visitors corresponds exactly with 
what Burns hints at in the above letter. The poet 
seemed taken by surprise, but in perfect possession 
of ldmself, and he very -pdekly put matters in decent 
order for tile performance of the baptismal ceremony. 
Ttds incident gave the clergyman, we are told, “ an 
unfavourable leaning towards the poet," though 
hitherto he had 1-een more friendly to him than most 
of the cloth. - -

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FIXTRY.

Dumfries, 5th January, 1703.
Sir,

1 am this moment favoured with your letter: 
with what feelings I received this other in
stance of your goodness, I shall not pretend to 
describe.

Now to the charges which malice and mis
representation have brought against me. It 
has been said, it seems, that I not only belong 
to, but head a disaffected party in this place.
1 know of no party in this place, either 
Republican or Reform, except an old party 
of Burgh-reform, with which 1 never had 
any thing to do. Individuals, both repub
lican and reform, we have, though not many 
of cither ; hut if they have associated, it is 
more than I have the least notice of, and if 
there exists such an association, it must con
sist of such obscure, nameless beings, as pre
cludes any possibility of my being known to 
them, or they to me.

1 was at the playhouse last night when Ça 
ira was called for. I was in the middle of the 
pit, and from the pit the clamour arose. One 
or two individuals with whom I occasionally 
associate, were of the party, but I neither 
knew of the plot, nor joined in the plot, nor 
ever opened my lips either to hiss or huzza 
liait, or any other political tune whatever. I 
looked on myself as far too obscure a man to 
have any weight in quelling a riot, and at the 
same time, as a character of higher respecta
bility than to yell to the bowlings of a rabble. 
This was the conduct of all the first characters 
in the place ; and these characters know, and 
will avow, that such was my conduct.3

8 Tilt- following account of an incident which oc- ^ 
curved in Dumfries theatre while Burns was present 
was communicated to Allan Cunningham by Mr. 
Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe. As Mr. Sharpe says 
nothing about “Ca Ira," he may not he describing 
the occurrence referred to by the poet.

“I think you do human nature injustice as to 
mnliciqus people entrapping Burns in his political 
conversations; for I know that he was most woefully 
indiscreet on that point, and I rememlier one proof. 
We were at the play in Dumfries, in October 1792— 
the Caledonian Hunt 1-elng then In the town. The 
play was * As You Like It ; ’ Miss Fontanelle, liana- 
find, when ‘God Save the King' was called for and 
sung ; we"all stood up uncovered, but Burns sat still

62VOL. IV.
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I never uttered any invectives against the 
king. His private worth it is altogether im
possible that such a man as I can appreciate ; 
but in his public capacity 1 alway revered, and 
always will, with the soundest loyalty revere 
the monarch of Grkat Britain, as (to speak 
in Masonic) the sacred Keystone of our Royal 
Abch Constitution.

As to Reform Principles, 1 look upon the 
British Constitution, as settled at the Revolu
tion, to lie the most glorious Constitution on 
earth, or that perhaps the wit of man can 
frame ; at the same time I think—and you 
know what high and distinguished characters 
have for some time thought so—that we have 
a good deal deviated from the original prin
ciples of that Constitution ; part icularly, that an 
alarming system of corruption has pervaded 
the connection between the Executive power 
and the House of Commons. This is the 
truth, and the whole truth of my Reform 
opinions, which, la-fore I was aware of the 
complexion of these innovating times, I, too 
unguardedly (now I sec it) sported with ; but 
henceforth I seal up my lips. However, I 
never dictated to, corresponded with, or had 
the least connection with any political associ
ation whatever—except that when the magis
trates and principal inhabitants of this town 
met to declare their attachment to the Con
stitution, ami their abhorrence of riot, which 
declaration you will sec in the papers, I—as I 
thought my duty as a subject at large, and 
a citizen in particular, called upon me—sub- 
scrilieil the same declaratory creed.

Of Johnstone, the publisher of the Kilinhuiyh 
Omrllirr, I know nothing. One evening, in 
company with four or five friends, we met with 
his Prospectus, which we thought manly and 
independent ; and I wrote to him ordering his 
paper for us. If you think that I act impro
perly in allow ing his ]taper to come addressed 
to me, I shall immediately countermand it.
I never, so judge me God! wrote a line of

in the middle of the pit with his hat on Ids head. 
There was a great tumult, with shouts of ‘Turn him 
out ! shame, I turns,’ Ac., which continued a gmsl 
while. At last lie was cither expelled or forced to 
take off Ids hat I forget which; nor can my mother 
remember. This silly conduct all sensilde ja-rsons 
condemned."

Thu same account, In slightly different language, 
Is given In ITof. Wilson's essay (which see).

prose for the Gatrtlrcr in my life. An occa
sional address, spoken by Miss. Fontcnclle on 
her benefit night here, which 1 called “The 
Rights of Woman," 1 sent to the (Imettrrr, as 
also some extempore stanzas on the commemor
ation of Thomson ; both of these I w ill sub
join for your perusal. You will see they have 
nothing whatever to do with politics. At the 
time when I sent Johnstone one of these poems 
(but which one 1 do not remember) I enclosed, 
at the request of my warm and worthy friend 
llolicrt Riddell, Esq., of (ilcnriddcll, a prose 
essay signed Cato, written by him, and ad
dressed to the delegates for County Reform, of 
which lie was one for this County. With the 
merits or demerits of that essay, I have no
thing to do, farther than transmitting it in the 
same frank, which frank lie procured me.

As to France, 1 was her enthusiastic votary 
in the lieginning of the business. When she 
came to show her old avidity for conquest in 
annexing Savoy, Ac. to her dominions, and 
invading the rights of Holland, I altered my 
sentiments. A tippling luillad which I made, 
on Prince of Brunswick's breaking up Ins 
camp, and sung one convivial evening, I shall 
likewise send you, sealed up, as it is not for 
everybody’s reading. This last is not worth 
your perusal ; but lest Mrs. Fame should, as 
she has already done, use and even abuse her 
old privilege of lying, you shall be the master 
of everything, /« pour et /«• runt re, of my poli
tical w ritings ftftd conduct;

This, my honoured Patron, is all. To this 
statement f challenge disquisition. Mistaken 
prejudice or unguarded passion may mislead, 
and often have misled me; but when called 
on to answer for my mistakes, though - I will 
say it—no man can feel keener compunction 
for his errors, yet I trust, no man can Is- inure 
su|ieriur to evasion or disguise.1

I shall do myself the honour to thank Mrs. 
Graham for her goodness in a separate letter.

If, Sir, I have been so fortunate as to do 
away with these misapprehensions of my con
duct anil character, I shall, with the confidence 
which you were wont to allow me, apply to

i We have elsewhere referred to this letter as tending 
to disprove the story regarding Itunix sending four 
earmnndex to the French government, no mention 
of any such trim sin-thin being lien- made although 
the isn't Is confessing Ills faults.
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V-oiir goodness ort every opening in the way of 
business where I think I may with propriety 
oiler myself—An instance that occurs just 
innv. Mr. M1 Karlanc, Supervisor of the (ial- 
luway district, is and has been for sometime 
very ill. I spoke to Mr. Mitchell as to his 
wishes to forward my application for the job; 
hut though lie expressed, and ever does ex
press, every kindness for me, he hesitates, in 
hopes that the disease may lie of short con
tinuance. However, as it seems to lie a par
alytic affection, I fear it may lie some time 
Indore he can lake charge of so extended a 
district. There is a great doalkif fatigue and 
very little business in the district - two things 
suitable enough to my hardy constitution, and 
inexperience in that line of life.

I have the honour to be. Sir, your ever 
grateful, and as highly obliged, humble ser
vant, li. H.

TO MHS. X< ill All AM OF FINTHY.

lU’MFKIKS, f.tli .lany. I?.VI.
THF. RinilTH OK WOMAN.

An itrcatiional «,/,/iysx. xjiotrii Vi/ .Wins Fioitrafile
on hrr hfin iit ni'ihl, jtl/AflTfff. IT'.ri. si

(Vol. til. p. 1.12.1

To Mrs. (Iraluim of Kintry this little I’oem, 
written in haste on the spur of the occasion, 
and therefore inaccurate, but a sincere compli
ment to that sex, llo monl iimiolilr of thr front-* 
of Uiol, is most respectfully presented by

Tiik Al'THOM. vi

To Mil. WIU.IAM NK'oL*

2iali Kclminry, 171*2.
11 thou, wisest, among the Wise, meridian 

blaze of I'rudencc, full moon of Discretion,

i Till* irontcnl rluipstsly was in answer to a letter 
from Moot, of which, as I turns thought It worth wlille 
transerlhlng it among Ills own letters in the lllen- 
rlihlell eollvetlon, we will give the llrst paragraph:

EbisMVKoii, l"tli Fvhruary, I7V3.
I*» All ('ll NIST I. KM r.oHhlt ,

What Ih twconie «»f thee? IIan tliv Devil flown off 
with thee, as tliv glc«l iI*k-h with a hlr«l? If he should 
do ho tlivrv Ih llttlv matter, if tliv re|s»rts concerning 
thy iinpmdrnt* are true. What concerns it thw 
whvthvr tin* lousy Dmiifrteslan Ihhlhrs play “C’a 
Ira,” or “ G«mI Have tliv King?" Suppose you had an

and chief of many Counscllçre! How inti- 
n i tel y in thy puddle-headed, rattle-headed, 
wrong-hetulcd, round-headed slave, indvhtvd 
to thy Huper-emment ginxl ne**, that from the 
luminotiH path of thy own right-lined recti
tude, thou lookest benignly down on an erring 
wretch, of whom the zig-zag wandering* defy 
all the powers<>f calculation, from the simple 
copulation of units, up to the hidden mysteries 
of fluxions! May one feeble ray of that light 
of'wisdom which darts from thy sensorium, 
stmight as the arrow of heaven, and bright as 
the meteor of inspiration descending from the 
holy and undefiled Priesthood against the head 
of the Pn right cons,—may it lie my ]H>rt.inn, 
so that I may lie less unworthy of the face and 
favour of that father of Proverbs and master 
of Maxims, that anti|M»dc of Folly, and magnet 
among the Sages, the wise and witty Willie 
Nicol! Amen ! Amen ! Yea, ho lie it!

For me! I am a lleast, a reptile, and know' 
nothing! From the cave of my ignorance, 
ainid the fogs of my dulness, and |>CHt.ilcntial 
fumes of my |M>liticnl heresies, 1 look up to 
thee, as doth a toad through the inm-liarred 
lucerne of a pestiferous dungeon, to the cloud
less glory of a summer sun! Sorely sighing 
in liiiterncss of soul, I say, “When shall my 
name lie the quotation of the wise, and my 
countenance he the delight of the godly, like 
the illustrious lord of Uiggan's many hills?* 
As for him, his works are |ierfect : never did 
the pen of Calumny blur the fair |wgc of his 
reputation, nor the lmlt of 11 at ml tlv at his 
dwelling. At his approaeh is the standing up 
of men, even the Chiefs and the Rulers; and 

y ^
aversion to the klng,yyou could not, as a gentleman, 
wish <ivd to Use him worse than lie has done. The 
infliction of Idiocy in no sign of Friendship or Love ; 
and I am hui4> damnation Is a Jnatter far lieyoml your 
wishes or ideas. But reputs of tills kind are only 
the insidious suggestions of ill-minded persons ; fur 
your good sense will ever point out to you as well 
as to me a bright model 'political conduct? who 
flourished in the victorious reign of Queen Anne, 
lAiz., the Vicar of Bray, who, during the convulsions 
of Great Britain which were without any former ex
ample, saw eight reigns in perfect security ; liecause 
he reineinhvreil that precept of the wwnM<\ nhmnî, 
hutjxnitinij A|M>stlc, “We ought not to resist the 
Higher Powers," Ac.

Wm. XIOOL.

* Nleol had purchased, in 170n, a small «‘state «ni the 
river Xlth, ealle«l Laugan, to which he retreateil «lur
ing Ills selnsd vacations.
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before hia presence the frail form of lovely 
Woman, humbly awaiting his pleasure, is ex
tended on the dust."

'l’hou mirror of Purity, when shall the elfin- 
lamp of my glimmcrous understanding, purged 
from sensual appetites and gross desires, shine 
like the constellation of thy intellectual powers! 
—As for thee, thy thoughts arc pure, and thy 
lips are holy. Never did the unhallowed breath 
of the powers of darkness, and the pleasures of 
darkness, pollute the snored flame of thy sky- 
descended and heaven-ward desires : never did 
the vapours of impurity stain the unclouded 
serene of thy cerulean imagination. U that 
like thine were the tenor of my life, like thine 
the tenor of my conversation Ix-thcn should no 
friend fear for my strength, no enemy rejoice 
in my weakness ! Then should 1 lie down and 
rise up, and none to make me afraid.—May 
thy pity and thy prayer be exercised for, U 
thou lamp of Wisdom and mirror of Morality ! 
thy devoted slave. K. B.1

To ALEXANDER Cl'NNlNGllAM, KStj.,
KIUNBOROH.

IHmfrirs, 20th Fell. 1703.
What are you doing? What hurry have you 

got on your head, my dear Cunningham, that 
I have not heard from you ? Are you deeply 
engaged in the mazes of the law, the mysteries 
of love, or in the profound wisdom of modern 
politics? Curse on the word which ended the 
period !

(Jurrr.—What is Politics?
Autnrer.— Politics is a scheme wherewith, 

by means of nefarious running, and hypo
critical pretence, we govern civil politics for 
the emolument of ourselves aii|l adherents.

(Jarre.—What is a Minister?
/I throw.—A Minister is an unprîïltipled 

fellow, who, by the influence of hereditary or 
acquired wealth—by superior abilities, or by 
a lucky conjuncture of circumstances, obtains 
a principal place in the administration of the 
affairs of goveplnyent.

i We jMissess'nrt *ul>so<|Ucnt communications lic- 
twvvn burns and Xlcol. Allan ( 'unnlngham nlwuiilly 
aupiKwed, that burns was serious, anil remarks that 
“tile Irascible peilaut was silent ever afterwards." 
Tile two remained as good friends as ever. Xlcol 
died In April, 17117, less Ilian a year after burns.

Quere.—What is a Patriot?
Auncrr.—A Patriot is an individual of ex

actly the same description as a Minister, only 
out of place.

1 am interrupted in my catechism, and am 
returned at a late hour, just to subscribe my 
name, to put you in mind that there is a for
gotten friend of yours of that name still in the 
land of the lining, though I can hardly say 
“in the place of hope.”

1 made the following Soiinet the other day, 
which has liccti so lucky ms to obtain the ap
probation of no ordinary judge—our friend 
Syme.

“ bonnet on hearing a thrush In a Morning Walk, 
•i'itli January, 1703."

Adieu, 11. 11.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,
IN FAVOUR OF A I’LAYKR S HKNKFIT.

I Dumfries, Fell. 1793. |
Madam,

You were so very good as to promise me to 
honour my friend with your presence on hi* 
benefit-night. That night is fixed for Friday 
first : the play a most interesting one—“The 
Way to Keep Him." 1 have the pleasure to 
know Mr. (I. well. His merit as an actor i 
generally acknowledged, lie has genius and 
worth which would do honour to patronage: 
lie is a poor and mody* man; claims which 
from-their vet^ si/- the more forcible
power on the'generous heart. Alas, for pitv ! 
that from the indolence of those who have the 
good things of this life in their gift, too often 
docs hrazen-fronted Importunity snatch that 
boon, the rightful due of retiring, humble 
want! I if all the qualities we assign to the 
Author and Director of Nature, by far the 
most enviable is—to be able “To wipe away 
all tears from all eyes." <) what insignificant, 
sordid wretches arc they, however chance may 
have loaded them with wealth, who go to their 
graves, to their magnificent miMimlrmn*, w ith 
hardly the consciousness of having made one 
poor honest heart happy.

Hut I crave your pardon, Madam ; I came 
to beg, not to preach.

11. II.
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TO WILLIAM CUE ECU, ESQ.,

BOOKSELLER.

Dumfries, mill Fell. 1793.
SIR,

I understand that my book is published; I 
beg that you will, as soon as possible, send me 
twenty eopics of it. As I mean to present 
them among a few (Irent Folk whom I respeet, 
and a few Little Folk whom 1 love, these 
twenty will not interfere with your sale. If 
you have not twenty copies ready, send me 
any number you can. It will confer a partic
ular obligation to let me have them by first 
carrier.

I have the honour to lie, Sir, your obedient, 
liumblc servant, _ li. B.

TO JOHN M-MLRDO, ESQ.,

DRVMLAMRIO.

Dumfries, March, 1703.
Will Mr. M’Murdo do me the favour to ac

cept these volumes;1 a trilling but sincere 
mark <if the very high respect I bear for his 
worth as a man, his manners as a genllShian, 
ami his kindness as a friend? However infe
rior now, or afterwards I may rank as a poet, 
one honest virtue, to which few poets can pre
tend, I trust I shall ever claim as mine;—to 
no man, whatever his station in life, or his 
power to serve me, have I ever paid a compli
ment at the expense of truth.

The Author.

TO THE EARL OF CjLENCAIRN.

|IM merits, March, 1703.]
Mv Ixntli,

When you cast your eye on the name at the 
bottom of this letter, and on the title-page «if 
the book :l I do myself the honour to send your 
Lordship, a more pleasurable feeling than my 
vanity tells me, that it must be a name not 
entirely unknown to you. The generous pa
tronage of your late illustrious brother found

1 The edition of the [Mit t s works published ill 17U3, 
in two small volumes.

- John/fifteenth earl, brother ami successor ut 
Lord Janies, the [siet's patron, lie died in 17'.Si. x

* Tile new edition of the poet’s, works.

■>n

me in the utmost obscurity: he introduced my 
rustic muse to the partiality of my country; 
and to him 1 owe all. My sense of his good
ness, and the anguish of my soul at losing my 
truly noble protector and friend, I have en
deavoured to express in a poem to his memory, 
which 1 have now published. This edition is 
just from the press; and in my gratitude to 
the dead, and my res[iect for the living (Fame 
belies you, my Lord, if you possess not the 
same dignity of man, which was your noble 
brother’s characteristic feature), 1 had destined 
a copy for the Earl of Uleucaim. I learnt 
just now that you arc in (own:—allow me to 
present it you.

I know, my Lord, such is the vile, venal 
.contagion which pervades the whole world of 
letters, that professions of respect from an 
author, particularly from a 1‘oet to a Lord, 
arc more than suspicious. 1 claim my by-past 
conduct, and my feelings at this moment, as 
exceptions to the too just conclusion. Exalted 
as arc the honours of your Lonlship’s name, 
and unnoted as is the obscurity of mine, with 
the uprightness of an honest man, 1 come lie- 
forc your Lordship, with an offering, however 
humble—’tisall 1 have to give—of my grateful 
respect; and to beg of you, my l/ml—’tisall 
I have to ask of you—that you will do me the 
honour to accept of it.

1 hye the honour to be, your Lonlship’s 
humble servant,

R. It

To MRS. (IRAHAM OF F1NTRY.

Dumfries, March, 1793.

It is probable, Madam, Huit this page may 
lie read when the hand that now writes it shall 
lie mouldering in the dust: may it then bear 
witness that 1 present you these volumes as a 
tribute of gratitude, on my part anient and 
sincere, as your and Mr. (iraham’s goodness 
to me has been generous and noble! May 
every child of yours, in the hour of need, find 
such a friend 113 I shall teach every child of 
mine that their father fourni in you !

R. H.4

« The above can hardly lie considered a letter, In 
ttic ordinary sense of the word; it is, in fact, an in
scription on a blank leaf of one of the volumes of the 
new edition of his [Kienis.

I
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TO ltOBKliT II1DDEI.L, ESQ.,
or ULkXKIllpKLL.

UVMKItlKs, Mart'll, 171111.

Wlii'ii you ami I, my dear Sir, have passed 
that bourne whence uo traveller return», aliould 
these volumes survive us, I wish the future 
reader of this |iagv to lie iufonned that they 
are the pledge of Friendship, anient and grate
ful on my |wrt, as it was kind and generous 
on yours. That Enjoyment may mark your 
days, and I’lcasurc iiunilier your years is the 
earnest prayer of, my dear Sir,—your much 
indebted friend,

Tint Avrituu.1

To MISS BENSON,
YORK.»

Ill MKKIKs, gist .Mart'll, 1708.
Maham,

Among many things for w hich I, envy those 
hale, long-lived old fellows lieforc the flood, is 
this in [«irtieiilar, that when they met with 
any Imdy after their own heart, they had a 
charming long prospect of many, many happy 
meetings with them in after-life.

Now in this short, stormy, w inter day of our 
fleeting existence, when you now and then, in 
the Chapter of Accidents, meet an individual 
w hose avi|Uaintancc is a real aei|uisition, there 
are all the prollabilities against you, that you 
shall never meet with that valued character 
more. On the other hand, brief as this mis
erable I wing is, it is none of the least of the 
miseries lielonging to it, that if there is any 
miscreant whom you hate, or creature whom 
you despi^:, the ill-run of the chances shall lie 
so against yon, that in the overtakings, turn
ings, and jostlings of life, pop, at some unlucky 
corner, eternally comes the wretch upon you, 
and w ill Hot allow your indignation or con
tempt a moment's repose. As I am a sturdy 
lielicvur in the Bowers of darkness, I take 

plicae pi lie the doings of that old author of 
mischief, the Devil. It is well known that he 
has some kind of short-hand way of taking

1 This is also an iiifw-ri|iti*in on a blank page of a 
Volume of Hie new edition of tile |MS‘t s works.

s Afterward* Mrs. Basil Montagu, whose acquain
tance the poet made under the hospitable roof of 
Mr. t'raik of Arblglaml.

down our thoughts, and I make no doubt 
that lie is perfectly acquainted with my senti
ments respecting Miss Benson : how much I 
admired her abilities ami valued her worth, 
anil how very fortunate I thought myself in 
her acquaintance. For this last reason, my 
dear Madam, I must entertain no hopes of the 
very great pleasure of meeting with you again.

Miss Hamilton 3 tells me that she is sending 
a packet to you, and 1 lieg leave to send you 
the inclosed sonnet,4 though, to tell you the 
real truth, the sonnet is a mere pretence, that 
I may have the opportunity of declaring w ith 
how much respectful esteem 1 have the honour 
to be, &c.

It. 11.

TO THE

III in. THE lMtOVtlST, BAILIES, AND
TOWN UlllNUIL OF DIM Fit I ES.

Mardi, 17118.
OesTLKMKH,

Tlic literary taste and liberal spirit of Vour 
good town has so ably filled the various depart
ments of your schools, as to make it a very 
great object for a parent to have his children 
educated in them. Still, to me, a stranger, 
with my large family, and very stinted income, 
to give my young ones that education I wish, 
at the high-school fees which a stranger pays, 
will bear hard upon me.

That I may not appear altogether unworthy 
of this favour, allow me to state to you some 
little services I have done to a branch of your 
revenue. The two-pennies exigible on foreign 
ale vended within your limits—in this rather 
neglected article of your income, I am ready 
to show that, w ithin these few weeks, my ex
ertions have secured for you of those duties 
nearly the sum of Ten Founds; and in this 
too, I was the only one of the gentlemen of 
the Excise (except Mr. Mitchell, whom i/o» 
/mi/ for his trouble) who took the least concern 
in the business.

Some years ago your gmsl town did me the 
honour of making me an honorary Burgess.

» Ilaughter of Vaptaln John Hamilton, the poet * 
landlord, and a relative of Mr. t'raik of Arhigtand.

« What the aoiiuet was ia not stated in any edition.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 21!)

Will you allow me to request that this mark 
of distinetion tuay extend so far, as to put me 
on a footing of a real freeman of the town, in 
the schools?1

If you are so very kind as to grant my re
quest, it will certainly be a constant incentive 
to me to strain every nerve where I can offi
cially serve you; and will, if possible, increase 
that grateful respect with which I have the 
honour to lie, (Jeutleuien, Yijiir devoted hum
ble Servant, /

11. 11.

like the vile incense of flatters'll could not 
have used it.—Now that connexion is at an 
end, do me the honour to accept of this huiust 
tribute of respect from, Sir, your much in
debted humble servant,

It. 11.

TU JOHN FRANCIS EKSK1NE, ESQ.
(W MAIL 4

UUMKHIKS, 13th April, 17113.

TU MIL WHITE, TEACHER,
l>t MKRIKS ACAbKMY

April, 1703.
Mr. White will accept of this book2 as a 

mark of the most sincere Friendship from a 
man who has ever I kid too much respect for 
his Friends, and too much contempt for his 
enemies to flatter either the one or the other, 

Tint Author.

TU PATRICK MI LEER, ESQ.,
OK 1IALSWINTON.

llUMKIHKS, April, 1703.
SIR,

My poems have just come out in another 
edition,3 will you do me the honour to accept 
of a copy? A mark of my gratitude to you, 
as a gentleman to whose goodness I have been 
much indebted ; of my respect for you, as a 
patriot who, in a venal sliding age, stands 
forth the champion of the liberties of my 
country; and of my veneration for you, as a 
man, whose benevolence of heart does honour 
to human nature.

There «vis a time, Sir, when I was your d<X 
pendant:4 this language linn would have been

1 It is grutilying to know, that the poet * request 
was at once coinplicil with: Koliert, then seven years 
old, was received Into the Inirgli academy, and he, 
with two of Ids brothers, was receiving his education 
there when their father died.

8 Thi’ new edition of Ilia isieniw, on a blank leaf In 
tile lirai volume of which the alsive is inscribed.

1 Vis. an edition In two vols, small 8vu, published 
by Creech In 1798.

1 Hums alludes to the time when he was tenant of 
Kllisland, of which Mr. Miller was landlord. ^

Degenerate as human naturp is said to lie — 
and in many instances, worthless and unprin
cipled it is—still there are bright examples to 
the contrary: examples that, even in the eyes 
of superior beings, must shed a lustre on the 
name of Man.

Such an example have I now before me, 
when you, Sir, came forward to patronise and 
befriend a distant obscure stranger, merely 
because poverty had made him helpless, and 
his liritish hardihood of mind had provoked 
the arbitrary wantonness of power. My much 
esteemed friend, Mr. Riddell of fllenriddcll, 
has just read me a paragraph of a letter he 
had from you. Accept, Sir, of the silent throb 
of gratitude; for words would but mock the 
emotions of my soul.

You have been misinformed as to my final 
dismission from the Excise; 1 am still in tjie 
service.—Indeed, but for the exertions of a 
gentleman who must be known to you, Mr. 
(iraliam of Fintry, a gentleman who has ever 
been my warm ami generous friend, I had, 
without so much as a hearing, or the slightest 
previous intimation, been turned adrift, with 
my helpless family, to all the horrors of want.

* 11 In consequence of the |mct's frccihnn of remark 
on public measures, maliciously misrrprcsenteil to 
the Itoaril of Excise, he was represeiiteil as actually 
ilismisscsl from his office. This report Imluceil Mr. 
Krsklnu I in a letter to I ’apt. ithhlell of lllcnrhhlelll 
to pro|sise a subscription in his favour, which was 
refused by the |siet with that elevation of sentiment 
that peculiarly characterized his mind, ami which is 
So happily displayed in this letter. Hee letter to R. 
flraham of Kintry, Dec. 17118, written by Burns, with 
even more than his accustomed pathos and eloquence 
in further explanation." OkoMKK.

Mr. Erskine of Mar, In consequence of the reversal 
of Ills grandfather's attainder, liecame Earl of Mar in 
1834, but died in the following year, at the age of 
eighty-four, lie was a staunch Whig in laditics.
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—Had I had any other resource, probably 1 
might have saved them the trouble of a dis
mission ; but the little money I gained by my 
publieation, is almost every guinea embarked, 
to save from ruin an only brother,1 who, though 
one of the worthiest, is by no means one of the 
most fortunate of men.

In my defence to their accusations, I said, 
that whatever might be my sentiments of re
publics, ancient or modern, as to Britain, 1 
abjured the idea:—That a constitution, which, 
in its original principles, experience had proved 
to be every way lilted for our happiness in 
society, it would be insanity to sacrifice to an 
untried visionary theory :—That in consider
ation of my being situated in a department, 
however humble, immediately in the hands of 
people in power, 1 had forborne taking any 
active part, either personally, or as an author, 
in the present business of Kkkokm. But that, 
where I must declare my sentiments, I would 
say there existed a system of corruption between 
the executive power and the representative part 
of the legislature, which boded no good to our 
glorious constitution; and which every patri
otic Briton must wish to sec amended.—Some 
such sentiments as these, I stated in a letter 
to my generous patron Mr. Graham,2 which lie 
laid lieforc the Board at large; where, it seems, 
my last remark gave great offence; and one of 
our supervisors general, a Mr. Corbet, was in
structed to inquire on the spot, and to docu
ment me—“that my business was to act, not 
to think: and that whatever might lie men or 
measures, it was for me to lie nilrnt and ohr- 
ilient. ”

Mr. Corbet was likewise my steady friend ; 
so between Mr. Graham and him, 1 have been 
partly forgiven ; only 1 understand that all 
hopes of my getting officially forward arc 
blasted.

Now, Sir, to the business in which I would 
more immediately interest you. The parti
ality of my counthvmkn has brought me for
ward as a man of genius, and has given me a 
Character to supjiort. In the Pour I have 
avowed manly and independent sentiments,

1 lids statement Is to some extent misleading. No 
doubt Hums did lend his brother some CISC, I nit the 
larger share of what he gained by Ids jioems dis
appeared dining his stay at Ellialand.

1 No doubt the letter of Jan. 3d to this gentleman.

which I trust will be found in the Man. 
Reasons of no less weight than the support of 
a wife and family, have pointed out as the 
eligible, and, situated as I was, the only eli
gible line of life for me, my present occupation. 
Still my honest fame is my dearest concern ; 
and a thousand times have I trembled at the 
idea of those ilnjrtulinij epithets that Malice 
or Misrepresentation ihay affix to my name.
1 have often, in blasting anticipation, listened 
to some future hackney magazine scribbler, 
w ith the heavy malice of savage stupidity, ex
ulting in his hireling paragraphs—“ Bukns, 
notwithstanding the fanfaronade of Indepen
dence to be found in his works, and after having 
been held forth to public view, and to public 
estimation as a man of some genius, yet, quite 
destitute of resources within himself to siip|sirt 
his borrowed dignity, he dwindled into a paltry 
Exciseman, and slunk out the rest of his in
significant existence in the meanest of pursuits, 
and among the vilest of mankind.”

In your illustrious hands, Sir, permit me to 
lodge my disavowal and defiance of these 
slanderous falsehoods. Bi'KNh was a poor man 
from birth, and an exciseman by necessity : 
but—/ will say it! the sterling of his honest 
worth, no poverty could debase, and his in
dependent British mind, oppression might 
I lend, but could not saisine. Have not I, to 
me, a more precious stake in my country's 
welfare, than the richest dukedom in it? I 
have a large family of children, and the pros
pect of many more. I have three sons, who,
1 see already, have brought into the world 
souls ill qualified to inhabit the bodies of 
slaves.—Van I look tamely on, and see any 
machination to wrest from them the birthright 
of my boys,—the little independent Bkitons, 
in whose veins runs my own blood?—No! I 
w ill not ! should my heart ’s bloisl stream 
around my attempt to defend it !

Docs any man tell me, that my feeble efforts 
can be of no service ; and that it docs not 
belong to my humble station to meddle with 
the concern of a people ? I tell him, that it is 
on such individuals as I that for the hand of 
support, and the eye of intelligence a nation 
has to rest. The uninformed non may swell 
a nation’s bulk; and the titled, tinsel, courtly 
throng, may tie its feathered ornament ; but 
the number of those who are elevated enough
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in life to reason and to reflect, yet low enough 
to keep clear of the venal contagion of a court! 
_these are a nation’s strength.

I know not how to apologise for the imper
tinent length of this epistle ; hut one small 
request I must ask of you farther—When you 
have honoured this letter with a perusal, please 
to commit it to the flames. Bl'ltNs, in whose 
behalf you have so generously interested your
self, I have here, in his native colours, drawn 
ns he in: hut should any of the people in whose 
hands is the very bread he eats, get the least 
knowledge of the picture, it ii'tjuhl ruin the 
poor BAKU for rrer!

My poems have just eoine out in another 
edition, 1 beg leave to present you with a copy 
as a small mark of that high esteem and ardent 
gratitude, with which I have the honour to 
be, Sir, your deeply indebted, and ever devoted 
humble servant,

ii a1

TO MU. VKfKlt HILL, HOOKSKLLKR,
KUINBUROH.

Dim Flints, April, 1793.
I would ifovc written you sooner, my dear 

Friend ; hut as our Treasurer was out of town 
until to-day, I did not wish to write except I 
could write to the purpose. To-day, 1 Itclicvc, 
our T. remits you the cash ; on Monday next 
our committee meet, when you shall have a 
new order.

1 hope and trust that this unlucky blast 
which has overturned so many (and many

i The above letter was copied by burns into the 
(ilvnriddell collection, where it is prefaced with the 
following note:—

“In the year 1792-93 when Royalist and Jacobin 
had set all Britain by the ears- l>ecause I unguardedly, 
rather under the temptation of being witty than dis
affected, had declared my sentiments in favour of 
hirlfanicntary Reform, in the manner of that time, 
1 was accused to the Board of Excise of living a Re
publican, and was very near being turned adrift in 
the wide world oil that account. Mr. Erskine of Mar, 
a fgentleman indeed, wrote to my friend Glenriddell 
to know if I was really out of place on account of my 
political principles, and if so, he proposed a subscrip
tion among the friends of Liberty for me, which he 
offered to head, that I might be no pecuniary loser 
by my political Integrity. This was the more gener
ous, as 1 had not the honour of being .known to Mr. 
Erskine. 1 wrote to him as follows." )

worthy characters who, four months ago, little 
dreaded apy such thing) will spare my Friend.

<*h ! may the wrath and curse of all man
kind haunt and harass these turbulent, un
principled miscreants who have involved a 
People in this ruinous business!

I have not a moment more. Blessed lie he 
that blexxeth thee, and cursed be lie that curs- 
eth thee ! And the wretch w hose envious 
malice would injure thee, may the (liver of 
every .good and perfect gift say unto him, 
“Thou -hall not prosper ! ’’

li. B.

c TO MRS. RIDDELL,
WoolILKÏ PAKK.l

Friday noon (April, 17U8|.
. . . Had Fate pit it in srrt\i tower any way 

to have added one contjoryto yotir existence, it 
could not, perha|is, have don/anything which 
would have gratified me more. ... In 
order that you may have the higher idea of my 
merits in this momentous aft’air, I must tell 
you that all the haberdashers here arc on the 
alarm as to the necessary article of French 
gloves. You must know that French gloves 
are contraband goods, and expressly forbidden 
by the laws of this wise-governed realm of 
ours. A satirist would say this is the reason 
why the ladies arc so fond of them; but I, 
who have not one grain of ytill in my compo
sition, shall allege that it is the patriotism of 
the dear goddesses of man's idolatry that makes 
them so fond of dress from the Lind of Liberty 
and Equality. . . . < tn the very respectable 
character of a revenue officer, three of the 
princijail [glove] merchants had been sub
poenaed lieforc the Court of Exchequer (a 
crabbed law expression for being ruined in a 
revenue court). . . .' Still I have discovered 
one haberdasher who, at my particular ropiest, 
will clothe your fair hands as they ought to

- Tliis fragmentary epistle was cxtnuJUil by lir. 
(lately Waddell from a catalogue issuevhy Waller 
of Fleet Street, London, and published in Ills edition 
of the i»wt's Life and U'nrln (USUI). It was headed 
in the catalogue by the following note:—

“ Two pages of tills admirable and characteristic 
letter are devoted to strictures upon French gloves— 
the fair Indy to whom It was written having stated 
to the isiet that she could not exist without French 
gloves."
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be, to keep them from being profaned by the 
rude gaze of the gloating eye, or—horrid ! 
from perhaps a — by the unhallowed lips of 
the Satyr Man. . . .

So much for this important matter. I have 
received a long letter from Mr. Thomson, who 
presides over the publication of Scotch music, 
&c., which I mentioned to you. Would you 
honour the publication with a song from you? 
1 have just sent him a new song to “ The List 
Time 1 came o’er the Moor,”*but I don’t know 
if I have succeeded.1 1 enclose it for your
strictures. Mary was the nainç 1 intended my 
heroine to bear, but I altered it to your lady
ship’s, as being infinitely more musical. . . .

K. II.

TO M US. ltfDDELL

April, 1798.1
1 have often told you, my dear friend, that 

you had a spice of caprice in your com|>ositiou, 
and you have as often disavowed it; even per
haps while your opinions were, at the moment, 
irrcfragably proving it. Could any thing 
estrange me from a friend such as you?—No ! 
To-morrow 1 shall have the honour of waiting 
on you.

Farewell, thou first of friends, ami most ac
complished of women ! even w ith all thy little 
caprices !

It. ».

TO Mit. ROBERT AINSI.IK.

(April 30, 1793.)
I am d—nahly *ut of humour, my dear 

Ainslic, and that » the reason why I take up 
my pen to you ; 'tis the nearest way ( /iro- 
Imlum r*l) to recover my spirits again.

I received your last, and was much enter
tained with it; but 1 will not at this time, nor 
at any other time, answer it.—Answer a let
ter ! I never could answer a letter in my life ! 
—I have written many a letter in return for 
letters 1 have received ; but then they were 
original matter—spurt-away ! z.ig here, zag

i See song beginning:—
The lust time I ramv o’er the moor,

Autl left Maria's dwelling.
I See vul. 111. 1». 14 V. |

there ; as if the devil (whom my Urautiic, an 
old woman indeed ! often told me, rode on 
will-o’-wisp, ) or, in her more classic phrase, 
Spunk IK, were looking over my elbow.— 
Happy thought that idea has engendered in 
my head ! Spunkik—thou shall henceforth 
be my symbol, signature, anil tutelary (lenius! 
Like thee, hap-stcp-and-lowp, hcre-awa-therc- 
awa, higglcty-pigglety, pell-mell, hithcr-and- 
yon, nun-stain, happy-go-lucky,, up-tnils-a'-hy- 
the-light-o’-thc-moon ; has been, is, and shall 
lie, my progress through the mosses and moors 
of this vile, bleak, barren wilderness of a life 
of ours.

Conic then, my guardian Spirit ! like thee, 
may I skip away, amusing myself by, and<fj) 
my own light : and if any o|uii|ue-souled lubber 
of mankind complain that my elfin, lambent, 
glimmerous wanderings bave misled his stupid 
steps over precipices, or into bogs; let the 
thiek-hended blunderbuss recollect, that he is 
not Splnkik:—that,

HPUNKIK’S wanderings could not copied he;
Amid these jM-rils nolle durst walk tint lie.

I feel vastly better. I give you joy. . . . 
I have no doubt but seholarcraft may lie caught 
as a Scotchman catches the itch,—by friction. 
How else can you account for it, that born 
blockheads, by mere dint of hn lulling books, 
grow so wise that even they themselves arc 
equally convinced of and surprised at, their 
own )iarts? I once carried this philosophy to 
that degree that in a knot of count ry folks who 
had a library amongst them, and who, to the 
honour of their good sense, made me factotum 
in the business; one of our members, a little, 
wise-looking, squat, upright, jabliering body 
of a tailor, I advised him, instead of turning 
over the leaves, to Wool tho hook on hin look. 
—Johnnie took the hint; and as our meetings 
were every fourth Saturday, and l’ricklousc 
having a good Scots mile to walk in coming, 
and, of course, another in returning, Ihslkin 
was sure to lay his hand on some heavy quarto, 
or ponderous folio, with, and under which, 
wrapt up in his grey plaid, he grew wise as 
lie grew weary, all the way home. He carried 
this so far, that an old musty Hebrew concor
dance, which we had in a present from a neigh
bouring priest, by mere dint of applying it, as 
doctors do a blistering plaster, between his
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shoulders, Stitch, in a doten pilgrimages, ae- 
' as much rational theology ax the said 

priest had done by forty, years' perusal of the 
pages.

Tell me, and tell me truly, what you think 
of this theory. Yours,

SlTNKlK.1

TO MISS LESLEY HAILLIE,
ol' MAYMKU>.<

[DI'MKRIKs, End of May, 171)3.|
Maham,

I have just put the last hand to the enclosed 
song, and 1 think that I may say of it, as 
Nature call say of you :—“ There is a work of 
mine, finished in my very finest style.”

Among your sighing swains, if there should 
lie one whose ardent sentiment and ingenuous 
modesty fetter his power of speech in your 
presence; with that look and attitude so native 
to your manner, and of all others the most 
bewitching—beauty listening to compassion— 
put my ballad in the poor fellow's hand, just 
to give a little breathing to the fervour of his 
soul.3

1 have some pretence, Madam, to make you 
the theme of my song, as you and I are- 
two downright singularities in human nature. 
You will probably start at this assertion ; but 
I believe it w ill lie allowed that a woman ex
quisitely charming, without the least seeming 
consciousness of it, and a poet who never |aid 
a compliment but where it was justly due, a re- 
two of the greatest rarities on earth. 1 have 
the honour to lie, 6c., C

11. II.
I Til in is the last letter liy Hums to Aliialle that we 

|s issens. In a letter tot Tarimla ( M ra. M-fa-hnsc) dated 
July XMh, 1704 (Ills last to this lady), the |sa-t says : 
" My old friend Ainslie has Indeed liven kind to you. 
I had a letter from him a while ago, lint It was so 
dry, so distant, so like a raid to one of Ids clients, 
that 1 could scarce hear to read it, and have not yet 
answered it." See the letter to t "farimla. A Ido. 
graphical notice of Ainslie w ill lie found at |mge OX.

- Miss lialllle became in June, lTtHI, the wife of 
Koliert t’unmilng, of bogle.

8 The song referred to is that la-ginning:
lllythti Inn | ts'en on yon hill.

As tile lanital la-fore me. Av. I Sou vul. III. 1-, 140.

The song " O saw ye Isninie Lesley," veil. III. |i. 128, 
was inspired liy this young lady, “ a charming Ayr
shire girl," to use the |«a-l s own expression when 
sending the song to Thomson.

TO MISS M-MURÜU,
MUIULANKIU.

HIM IRIKS, July, 1ÏIKI.
Mapam,

Amid the profusion of compliments and ad
dresses which your age, sex and accomplish
ments will now bring you, permit me to 
approach with my ilemiri, which, however 
deficient may be their consequence in other 
respects, have the double novelty and merit 
in these frivolous, hollow times, of being poetic 
and sincere. In the inclosed liai lad I have, I 
think, hit off a few outlines of your portrait. 
The |iersonnl charms, (lie purity of mind, the 
ingenuous imiirté of heart and manners in my 
heroine arc, I flatter^ myself, a pretty just 
likeness of Miss MM in a cottage. Every 
composition of this kind must have a scries of 
dramatic incidents in it, so I have had rcqpurxc 
to my invention to finish the rest of my ballad.1

So much from the poet. Now let me add a 
few wishes which every man who has himself 
the honour of being a father must breathe 
when he sees female youth, beauty, and inno
cence alxiiit to enter into this chequered, and 
very precarious world. May you, my young 
Madam, escape that frivolity which threatens 
universally to |icrvadc the minds and manners 
of fashionable life, though it may pass'by the 
rougher and more degenerate sex. The mob 
of fashionable female yout^ what are they ? 
are they anything? They prattle, laugh, sing, 
dance, finger a lesson, or perhaps turn over the 
parts of a fashionable novel, but arc their minds 
stored with any information worthy of the 
noble powers of reason and judgment? or do 
their hearts glow with sentiment, ardent, gen
erous or humane? Were I to poetise on the 
subject, I would call them the butterflies of the 
human kind, remarkable only for, and distin
guished only bv, the idle variety of their ordi
nary glare, sillily straying from one blossoming 
weed to another, without a meaning and with
out an aim. the idiot prey of every pirate of 
the skies who thinks them worth his while as 
he wings his way by them, and speedily by 
wintry time swept to that oblivion whence 
they might as well never have appeared.

) The song inclosed was that beginning: —
Then* mi n Inn*, mid *he was fair.
At kirk aud market to be aci-u, Ac. |Hcc vul. Ui. p. 161.
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Amid this crowd of nothings may you, 
Madam, be something—may yours be a char
acter dignified ; a rational and immortal being.

A still more formidable plague in Iffe—un
feeling, interested selfishness, is a contagion 
too impure to touch you. The selfish drift to 
bless yourself alone, to build your fame on 
another’s ruin, to look on the child of misfor
tune without commiseration, or even the victim 
of folly without pity—these, and every other 
feature of a heart rotten at the core, are what 
you are totally incapable of.

These wishes, Madam, arc of no consequence 
to you, but to me they are of the utmost, as 
they give me an opportunity of declaring with 
w hat respect 1 have the honour to be, Ac.

K. 11.

TO JOHN M-MURDO, ESQ.,
OF DKl'MLANKlO.

Dl MFKIES (July, 1793].
Sir,

There is a beautiful, simple, little Scots air 
which Mr. Clarke1 tells me has the good for
tune to meet your approbation, and which he 
says he has taught to your young 1 allies, to
gether with the rudiments of a Song which I 
intended to suit the tunc. That llallad I en
close finished, and, in my ow n opinion, in my 
best style ; and I now beg leave to present to 
Miss M'Murdo the composition, as I think 1 
have made it worthy, in some degree, of the 
subject. She, I from the beginning meant 
for the Heroine of it.

Sincere respect, Sir, even from those who 
can bestow nothing else, or who arc themselves 
of no consequence as folk of the world,—such 
respect and tribute of the heart is an offering 
grateful to every mind. You knojv that it is 
a tribute I never pay but in the willing ardour 
of my soul. Kings give Coronets—alas! I can 
only bestow a llallad. Still, however, I proudly 
claim superiority even over Monarchs; my 
presents, so far as I am a Poet, arc the presents 
of Genius; and as the gifts of R. Hums, 
they arc the gifts of respectful gratitude to the

I Mr. Stephen Clarke, organist, amt musical editor 
of Johnson's Jfiisenm, was in Dumfriesshire, giving 
musical lessons to, among others, the Misses Jean 
and Philadelphia M'Murdo. The ballad spoken of 
in this letter will be found at p. 161, vol. lit.

Worthy. 1 assure you 1 am not a little flat
tered with the idea when I anticipate children 
pointing out in future publications the tributes 
of respect I have bestowed on their Mothers. 
The merits of the Scots airs to w hich many of 
my Songs arc—and more will be—set, give 
me this pleasing hope.

You I helievearca Subscriber tothat splendid 
edition of Scots Music in which 1‘level presides 
over the musical department. In a future 
number of that Work (the first number is 
already published) this Railed will probably 
appear.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged, 
humble servi.,

R. B.

ITU GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.,
W'UITKK, -M A rein.I.N K 1 ‘

DlUFRIKS, 10th July, 1793,
MV MUR SIR,

I understand that our friend, Mrs. Muir,3 
of Tarbolton Mill, is likely to be involved in 
great difficulties as to the Settlement the late 
Miller made. Will you lee so obliging as to 
let me know the state of the case ; and if you 
think it would answer any good purpose to 
advocate the cause to Edinburgh at once, 1 
can answer for lier—a Writer to the Signet, 
an intimate friend of mine will cheerfully un
dertake the business, without a single sixpence 
of fees ; and our countryman, David Cat heart, 
lies under promise to me to advocate at small 
expense whenever I represent female poverty 
in distress. I am much interested for her, 
and will, as far as I have intpfest in either, 
move heaven and earth in her behalf. My 
interest in, the first is vastly improved since 
you and 1 were first acquainted. Oh, there 
is nothing like Matrimony for setting a man’s 
face Zionward ; whether it be that it sublimates 
a man above the visible diurnal sphere, or

3 The name amt address have been torn otf from 
the original MS., the shove being conjectural!) sup
plied.

8 Wife of the recently deceased William Muir, 
whose epitaph will tie found at p. 220, vol. I., and 
who occupied the " Willie's Mill " of “ Dentil and Dr. 
Hornbook." It was In their house that “Jean" found 
shelter during her second pregnancy when tier father 
drove her from home.
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whether it tires him oft his sublunary state, 
or whether the delicious morsel of happiness 
which he enjoys in the conjugal yoke gives him 
a longing for the feasts above, or whether a 
poor husband thinks he ha^evcrt^cliance in 
his favour, as, should he go to hell, lie can be 
no worse—I shall leave a weel*waled [well- 
selected ] 1‘reshyteryoforthodox Ayrshire priests 
to determine. Yount most sincerely,

R. It.

[TO JOHN M-MVRDO, ESQ.,
DKIMLANRIG.|>

| August. 1798.]

This is a painful disagreeable letter, ami the 
first of the kind A ever wrote. I am truly in 
serions distress for three or four guineas; tan 
you, my dear Sir, accommodate me? These 
accursed times by tripping up importation, 
have, for this year at least, lopped off a full 
third of my income ; ami with my large family 
this is to me a distressing matter.1 . . .

To CAPTAIN MILLER,
IIAL-SWIMTOX.»

IDrnraiBs, September, 1791.1
In; a it sir.

The following ode4 is on a subject which I 
know you by no means regard with indifference. 
Oh, Uberty,

1 The original MS. of this mac has neither «late nor 
*U|s*rsiTiption. It ms-in* very likely, however, that 
Mr. M'.Munlo was Un* frielsl to whom the ]Hel s|ipli«vl 
for the loan : ms- letter to this gentleman. Heecmbvr, 
1798. In tin- July previous to the siipp-wsl th-spaleh 
of the alsive, 1 turns liatl written lîvorgv Thomson an 
lioligliant letter h-r M-mling him five [*-tiiols as some 
recompense for his Mings, strange that he sliouhl 
ratlu-r hnmhle hiniM-lf to lie a Is-rrowet: ttuh a<ss-|*t 
of money from a man willing to give it him for his 
valuable literary m-wires.

3 The country had now lieen engagetl alsmt four or 
live months in ilie war with France, and it was a 
time olrgenerhl difficulty ami distress, owing to the 
dintiirlianis- which the warm-ated in the usual course 
of nnnnn-rce, and the additional Ininh-ns it threw on 
the |ieople. Ihinis suffered amongst I lie rest, for it 
stopped an extra Mums* of imsnin- which he ilerivisl 
from the unloading of foreign vi-sm-Is.

1 Son of Patrick Miller. Bw|.. tin* |-s-t s landlord 
while at Elllslaml.

4 “ Itnwe’* Address. *

Thou mak'st the gloomy face of nature gay,
Uiv'st lieauty to the sun, and pleasure to the day.

It docs me so much good to meet with a man 
whose honest bosom glows with the generous 
enthusiasm, the heroic daring of liberty, that 
1 could not forbear sending you a composition 
of my own on the subject, which 1 really think 
is in my best manner. I have the honour to 
be, dear Sir, &c.

It 15.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON,
ENGRAVER, EDINBURGH.

(Dumfries, Oct 1798.)
Mr dear Friend,

I [have not lately had an opportunity) ol 
writing you ; your songs much [occupy my 
thoughts, hut I am worried by unavoidable 
hurry. I am [now busy] correcting a new 
edition [of my poems, anti] this, with my 
ordinary [business finds me] in full employ
ment

[At your leisure, if you] choose, get some- 
IkmI v to class the first lines of the songs alpha- 
lietically, and l will draw out an Index of 
Author's names, as soon as you send the list, 
ami return [corrected proofs of the songs],

A valued musical acquaintance of [mine in 
the ncighliourhood] of Ayr is thinking [of 
publishing a] Collection of Strathspeys anil 
Reels. [1 have recommended him to you in 
this matter. Engage with him on the) same 
terms as you would another ; hut as yon will 
lie promptly paid, let him have your lowest 
terms. Write to me as to this matter in a 
post or two at farthest.

As to our Munirai Munrum I have better 
than a dozen songs by me for the fifth volume. 
Send with Mr. Clarke, when lie comes to yon 
[whatever new airs you have] got. If we can
not finish the fifth volume any other way, 
what would you think of Scotch words to some 
beautiful Irish airs’ In the meantime, at 
your leisure, give a copy of the Munmm to 
my worthy friend, Mr. Peter Hill, Bookseller, 
to hintl for me, interleaved with blank leave*, 
exactly as lie did the l-aird of filcnriddeU's 
that I [mav insert every anecdote I çan learn 
together with my own criticisms and feoigrks 
on the songs. A copy of this kind I shall 
leave with you, the editor, to publish at some

1
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after period, hv way of making the Muneum a 
hook famous to the end of time, and you re
nowned for ever. In haste, yours,

U. 11. I1

To MR. JAMES JOHNSON,
KPIMII mill. I

K /
IDVMFKIKS, 1793.1

I was mneh obliged to yon, my dear Friend, 
for making me acquainted with (low.1 lie is 
a modest, intelligent, worthy fellow; besides 
his being a man of great genius in his way. 
I have spent many happy hours with him, in 
the short while he lias lieen here.

Why diil yon not send me those tunes and 
verses that Clarke and you cannot make out? 
Ia;t me have them as soon as possible, that 
while he is at hand, I may settle the matter 
with him. Ile ami 1 have been very busy pro
viding and laying out materials for your fifth 
volume. I have got about a dozen' by me. 
If you can conveniently, let me have half a 
dozen copies of your fourth volume: I want 
no more. As soon as the hound copy of all 
the volumes is ready, take the trouble of for
warding it. In haste, yours ever,

II. II.

To MIIS. RIDDELL
WImiIiLKY VAKK.

Nov. ltna.
I will wail on you, my ever valued friend, 

but. whether in the morning I am not sure. 
Sunday closes a |ieriod of our curst revenue 
business, ami inav prolmbly keep me employed 
with my |ion until noon. Fine employment 
for a poet's pen ! There is a species of the

human genus that I call the gin-home et,nut: 
what enviable dogs they arc! Round, and 
round, and round they go,—Mandril's ox, 
that drives his cotton mill, is their exact pro
totype—without an idea or wish beyond their 
circle; fat, sleek, stupid, jintient, quiet, .and 
contented; while here I sit, altogether No- 
vemberish, a damned melange of fretfulness 
ami melancholy; not enough of the one to 
rouse me to passion, nor of the other to repose 
mein torpor; my soul flouncing and fluttering 
round her tenement, like a w ild finch, caught 
amid the horrors of winter, and newly thrust 
into a cage. Well, I am persuaded that it 
was of me the Hebrew sage prophesied, when 
lie foretold—-“ And behold, on whatsoever this 
man doth set his heart, It shall not prosper!" 
If my resentment is awaked, it is sure to lie 
w here it dare not squeak ; and if—

l’fay that, wisdom and bliss be more frequent 
visitors of

II. It.

TO MRS. RIDDELL
WihUiLKY VAI1K.

(Noveiulier, 1793.1
Iikak Maham,

I meant to have railed on you yesternight, 
butas I edged up to your box-door, the first 
object which greeted my view, was one of 
those lobster-coaled puppies, silling like an
other dragon, guarding the Hesperian fruit." 
On the Conditions ami capitulations you so 
obligingly oiler, I shall certainly make my 
weal Iter-beaten rustic phiz a part of your Imx- 
furniture on Tuesday; when we may arrange 
the business of the visit.

Among the profusion of idle compliments.

' The above fragmentary letter was first published 
In Paterson's Library Iv tit ion of Hum» | Edinburgh, 
1879|, arronqianiial by the following note:—

“ The original document Is a patched and twisted 
fragment part of the llastie collection in the Itritish 
Museum. Tile short insertions within brackets are 
here put in by conjecture to supply wonts eaten 
away from the manuscript. The longer isissage at 
the end within brackets, is supplied from t'mniek, 
who printed It as a portion of another letter to, 
Johnson of later date."

• 1‘niluihly a brother of Nell How, the famous 
violinist.

* A regiment was stationed at tills time in liitm- 
fries, ami the oltleeis were, ns nsnal, full of the gush 
lug loyalty of the day. Hums, dissenting from much 
that was involved In the loyally, disliked those by 
whom it was often obtrusively expressed. He also 
conceived that he had just reason for believing that 
it was owing to reports from these gentlemen that 
his good affection to the government had been called 
in nucatinn by the Hoard of Excise. Added to this 
there wqs, perhaps, on the poet's part a little Jealous 
suspicion, that these dandified officers were receiving 
more of the charming lady's attentions.than fell to 
his share.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 227

which4nsidimi8 craft, or unmeaning folly, in
cessantly offer at your shrine—a shrine, how 
far exalted above such adoration—permit me, 
were it hut for rarity’s sake, to pay'you the 
honest tribute of a warm heart and an inde
pendent mind ; and to assure you, that 1 am, 
tliou most amiable, ami most accomplished of 
thv sex, with the most respectful esteem, and 
fervent regard, thine, Ac. )

11. 11.

of humanity arc dear, and as a patriot to whom 
the rights of your country arc sacred. ’ ”

In times like these, Sir, when our commoners 
are barely able by the glimmering of their own 
twilight understandings to scrawl a frank, and 
when lords arc what gentlemen would be 
ashamed to be, to whom shall a sinking coun
try call for help? To the independent country 
gentleman. To him w ho has too deep a stake 
in his country not to lie in earnest for her wel
fare ; ami who in the honest pride of mag can 
view with equal contempt the insolence of

TO MISS EONTENKLLE, ollicc and the allurements of corruption.
HVMFKIKS TIIKATKK. 1 mentioned to you a Scot* ode or song I 

had lately composed, and which, 1 think has
(2d Ik-ur. 1703.)

Enclosed is the Address,1 such as it is, and 
may it be a prologue to an overflowing house. 
If all the town put together have half the 
ardour for your success and welfare of my in
dividual wishes, my prayer will most certainly 
be granted.

It. B.

some merit.3 Allow me to inclose it. 'When
I fall in with you at the theatre, 1 shall lie 
glad to have your opinion of it. Accept of it, 
Sir, as a very humble but most sincere tribute 
of respect from a man who, dear as lie prizes 
poetic fame, yet holds dearer an inde|icndcut 
mind. 1 have the honour to lie,

It. 11.

To CAPTAIN .2 Tit ALEXANDER FRASER TYTI.ER,

* Dvmmhks, 6th Dec. 170.3.
SIR,

Heated as I was with wine yesternight. 1 
was (ivrhaps rather seemingly im|>ertinent in 
my anxious wish to lie honoured with your 
acquaintance. You will forgive it; it was the 
impulse of heart-fell, respect. “ lie is the 
father of the Scottish county reform, and is a 
man who docs honour to the business at the 
same time that the business docs honour to 
him," said my worthy friend (llenriddclt to 
somelssly by me who was talking of your 
coming to this country with your corps. • 
“Then,” 1 said, “1 have a woman’s longing 
to take him by the hand, and say to him, ‘Sir,
1 honour you as a man to whom the interests

K8Q., EDINBURGH.

(Otli Ijfa 1708.1
8,K- JS

A poor caitiff, driving as l^am at this 
moment with an excise quill, at the rate of 
“ Devil take the hindmost,” is ill-qualified to 
round the period of gratitude or swell the 
pathos of sensibility. (Iratitndc, like some 
other amiable qualities of the mind, is now- 
a-ilays so abused by im|sistors, that I have 
sometimes w ished that the project of that sly 
dog. Mourns, | think it is, had gone intofffcct 
— planting a window in the breast of man. 
In that ease, when a poor fellow comes, as 1 
do at this moment, licfore his benefactor, 
tongue-tied with the sense of these very obli
gations, lie would have nothing to do but

1 This wit* thv pruiitgiiv for MIhh Foiitcncllc'e lwtic- 
lit night (4th Ik-c.X emmncticliig:

place himself in front of his friend, and lay 
hare the workings of his bosom.

HUH mix inns tv ett-urv your lwrtinl fnrour,
A ml not Ivs» imxioti*, tun-, thin uiglit than ever.

Hen vol. ill. i>. inr>.

I again trouble you with another, and my 
last,.parcel of manuscript. 1 am not interested 
in any of these ; blot them at your pleasure.

3 Till* lvttvr was orlglnnlly tmlillulivil in Mr. Rolwrt 
rhninltvrs s collect ion of Scott l*h HongH. The editor 
of that work conjecture* It to have lieen nddrvMed 
to Captain HoIhtIhoii of Uule.

1 am much indebted to you for taking the

s The Inclosed isle was “ Bruce's Address to Ids 
Army at llalmockbum."

4
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trouble of correcting the preax-work.1 One 
inHtaneo, indeed, may be rather unlucky; if 
the linen to Sir .John Whitefoord are to lie 
printed: they ought to end—

And tread the thadowy path to that dark world un
known.

“ shadowy,” instead of “dreary,” ax I believe 
it xtandx at present. I wish tliix could l»c 
noticed in the Errata. Tliix comex of writing^ 
ax 1 generally do, from the memory.

I have the honour to lie, Sir, your deeply 
indebted humble servant,

R. B.

TO JOHN M'MPHIM), ESQ.

Dvmfkikx, Dee. 17tKt.Sir,
It ix xaid that we take the greatest liberties 

with our greatest friends, and I pay mvself a 
very high compliment in the manner in which 
I am going to apply the remark. I have owed 
you money longer than ever I owed it to any

i Creech was about tills date preparing to publish 
the lust edition of Kurus's works which ap|icnrcd 
during his lifetime, namely that of 1704 in 2 vols. 
Mr. Fraser tier had undertaken to make some 
slight alterations in the poems, and to correct the 
pnx if-sheets.

* Scottish bank-notes.
a The “ collection* here referred to was one which 

Kurus had taken the trouble of gathering and tran
scribing Into a laaik. It consisted of loose but humour
ous Scutch songs which he hap|iened from Nine to 
lime to pick up, along with others in the same vein 
contributed by “ I nliicklly," says Itolwrt
Chandlers, “Kurus's collection of these facetitc, in
cluding Ills own essays in the same walk, fell after 
Ids death into the hands of one of those publishers 
who would sacrifice the highest interests of humanity 
to put an additional |icnny into their own purses; 
and, to the lasting grief of all the friends of oui1 
poet, they were allowed the honours of the press.' 
'Hie volume which thus came Into existence, and 
which rarely meets the light of day, is known by the 
title of the Mrrry Mu*r* of Calnlonia. Chandlers, 
while not excusing Kurus, is disposed to |ialliatc his 
conduct In thus adding to the already sufficiently large 
shade of tills kind of literature, on the ground that lie 
was led into it “by his enthusiastic love of all the 
forms of Ids country's elder muse;' and some allow
ance may be made hi him on that score. George 
Giltlllau describes the Mrrry Mu Men as being “rank 
throughout with the miasma of unclean ness. . . .
Kut Its very vileness prevcnts.it from lieing noxious; 
it kindles no feeling but disgust, awakens no passion

man.—Here ix Ker’x account, and here are 
xix guineas; and now, I don't owe a 
to man—or woman cither. But for these 
damned dirty, dog’x-ear’d little pages,51 | had 
done mvxelf the honour to have waited on 
you long ago. Independent of the obligations 
your hospitality has laid me under, the con
sciousness of your superiority, in the rank tifv 
man and gentleman, of itself wax fully ax much 
ax I could ever make head against : hut to owe 
you money, too, wax more than11 could face.

I think I once mentioned something of a 
collection of Scots songs I have for some years 
liccn making: I send you a perusal of what I 
hsve got together. 1 could not conveniently / 
spare them above five or six days, ami five or 
xix glances of them will probably more than 
suffice you. A very few of them are my own. 
When you arc tired of them, please leave them 
with Mr. ('lint., of the King's Arms. There 
is not another copy of the collection in the 
world; ami I should he sorry that any un- ' 
fortunate negligence should deprive me of 
what, lias cost me a good deal of pains.1

II. It.

but anger, or rather grief disgust at the volume 
itself, grief for the author." lit* also «jiiotes what 
I,«,id Kyroii said about certain of Kurus's letters that 
had come under hi* notice, namely, that they were 
“ so alsiiniiiably gross and elaborately coarse that 1 
do not liclivvc they could Ik* paralleled in our lan
guage. Wlille on tills subject we may remark ting, 
Kurus, it seems to us, has often got t«ai much credit 
for purifying the songs of his native country. That 
he did substitute decent for indecent verses In a 
nunilier of cases is quite true, but tills was in order 
to suit the character of the musical works for which 
he was writing, and to meet the public taste, which 
would iio longer t«derate the baiser class of lyrics. 
There were many song* la-fore Km ns s day as Inma-ent 
as they were excellent ; ami to those of a less moral 
kind Kurus, as we see, had no objection to contribute 
lils<|Uota. Indeed, in his next letter lie acknowledge* 
his own “violent pro|ieiisity to bawdry. In writing 
to Thomson even he occasionally sent a piece at which 
this #Vdd and highly respectable gentleman mind 
have hofed-*greatly shocked. In connection with 
Kums's cAAtrihutioii* to scandalous literature. Mi.
Scott DouglasTtfinarks: “ We have seen many of our 
poet's holograph copies of his own iierformaiice* in 
that way, and they seem to have Iwen tralismittcd to 
Ills F.dinhurgh fellows of the social club referred to 
(the ‘Vna hallan Feiiciblcs |, by the hands of Holier! 
rlci^om, farmer, Haiighton Mills, to whom they arc 
generally fourni to be addressed. These elf usions 
were sometimes ncconi|MUiled by prow* communica
tions, of which the following |the next two letters in 
our text) may be given as a sample."

51
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TO MR. ROBERT C LEO HORN,
MACUHTDN MILLS.

I have just bought a quire of post, and I am 
determined, my dear (.'leghorn, to give you 
the maidenhead of it. Indeed that is all my 
reason for, and all that I ean propose to give 
you hy, this present semwl. From my late 
hours last night, anil the dripping fogs and 
damned east wind of this stupid day, I have 
left me as little soul as an oyster—“ Sir John, 
you are so fretful, you cannot live long"
“ why, there is it! Come, sing me a lui wily 
song to make me merry ! !"

AIT HEIIEIIINT o' TIIK SESSION.

For you, I make a present of the following 
new editions)!’an old Cloneiniad song, a s|ieeies 
of eomposi/wti whieh I have heard you admire, 
and a kind of song which 1 know you wanted 
much. It is sung to an old tunc, something 
like “Tak your auld cloak about ye.”

There was twa wives, uinl twa witty wives,
Sat n’ur a stowp o' liramly, Ac. Ac.

(!isl sjieed the plough, and send a gissl seed 
time! Amen ! Farewell!

R. 11.

To MRS. DUNLOP.

Tl'NK—" O'er the Muir a many the Heather."

Well, the laiw is good for something, since 
we can make a luiwilv song out of it. (N. li. 
I never made anything of it any other way.) 
There is—there must lie some truth in original 
sin. My violent propensity to bawdry con
vinces me of it. Lick a day ! if that species 
of eoni|Hiation lie the ujiecial sin, never-to-lie- 
forgiven in this world, nor in that which is to 
nunc, “I am the most offending soul alive." 
Mair for token, a fine ch ici—a hand-waled 
friend and crony o' my ain, gat o'er the lugs 
in love w i' a brow, fudge I hizz.ic frac the 
English side, weel kenn'd i’ the Imrgh of Annan 
hy the name o’ “ Donnie Mary;" ami I lauhl 
the tale as follows; (N. II.—The chorus is 
auld).

COME COW* ME, MINNIE, COME COWK ME.

TI NE. “ V-z Minnie * aye ylmeerin o'er me

Forgive this wicked scrawl. Thine in all 
the sincerity of a brace of honest Port.

R. II.

Til MR. ROBERT CI.EUHORN,
SAUOIIToN MILLS.

My best com "" i-nts to Mrs. ('leghorn, and 
all your friends of my acquaintance. Many 
happy returns of the season to you, my worthy 
Sir, and (pardon me) your fully as worthy 
liedfellow. The foregoing |wiein is for her.

VOL. iv.

16th Deccinlier, 1793.'
MV I'EAK KKIENII,

As I atn in a complete Deeemlierish humour, 
gloomy, sullen, stupid, as even the Deity of 
Dulness herself could wish, I shall not drawl 
out a heady letter with a number of heavier 
apologies for my late silence, t Inly one I shall 
mention, because I know you will syuqiathizo 
in it: these four months, a sweet little girl, 
my youngest child, has been so ill, that every 
day, a week or less threatened to terminate 
her existence.3 There had much need lie 
many pleasures annexed to the states of hus- 
Imnd ami father, for, (bid knows, they have 
many |>eeulinr cares. I cannot deserilie to 
you the anxious, sleepless hours these tics have 
frequently given me. I see a train of helpless 
little folk; me and my exertions all their stay; 
and on what a brittle thread does the life of 
man hang ! If I atu nipt off at the command 
of fate, even in all the vigour of manhood-as I 
am—such things happen every day—drachma 
tirai! what would become of my little thick ! 
'Tis here that I envy your people of fortune. 
—A father on his death-lied, taking an ever
lasting leave of his children, has indeed woe

1 Hr. f'urrle give* this date as December, 1796, tint 
that Hits Is Incorrect will a|i|sar from the following 
note. „

8 This refers to F.lizalictli Khhlcll Hums, at the 
above given date “ the youngest child " of the poet; 
had the date I wen 1795, as given hy Currie, .laities 
(llencalm I turns would have lieen the youngest cnlld. 
Klizals-th died In Se;it. 179.6, more than three months 
Is-fore Currie's date. Nor in Decemlsw, 1796, would 
Hums have deserthed himself us “111 all the vigour of 
munhissl.

6S
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enough ; luit {he man of competent fortune 
leavcH his aoiA and daughters independency 
and friends; while I—but 1 shall run distracted 
if I think any longer on the subject !

To leave talking of the matter so gravely, 1 
shall sing with the old Scots ballad—

O that I had ne er I wen married,
I would never hail nav care;

Now I've gotten wife and halms,
They cry cniwille evcrmair.

Crowdle ance; crowdle twice;
Crowdle three times in a ilayf

All* ye crowdle ony inair,
Ve il crowdle a' my meal away.

DeCemlier, 24th.
We have had a brilliant theatre here this 

season ; only, as all other business has, it ex
periences a stagnation of trade from the opt, 
deinicaleomplaintof the count ry—imntof nuh.
I mention our theatre merely to lug in an oc
casional Address which I wrote for the liencfit- 
niglit of one of the actresses, which is as fol
lows;

ADDRESS,

SVOKRN BY MISS FOYTKNK1.I.K O* UKR HENKFIT- 
NtOUT, liKCKMHKK 4, 17WI.*

2fith, Christmas Morning.
This, my much-loved friend, is a morning 

of wishes; accept mine—so Heaven hear me 
as they are sincere ! that blessings njay attend 
your steps, and affliction know you not! In 
the charming words of my favourite author, 
“The Man of Keeling," “May the Great Spirit 
bear up the weight of thy grey hairs, and blunt 
the arrow that brings them rest!”

Now that I talk of authors, how do you like 
Cow-pcr?3 Is not the “Task ” a glorious pokin';

* See the Address, p. 1M, vol. III.
• 11 Hums generally carried Cowper's ‘Task In his 

pocket, and took It out when he found himself In a 
lonely road, or in a brew-house, where he had to wait 
sometimes to ' gauge the hrowst.' The copy which 
be used was one lent to him by Mrs. Dunlop; he en
riched the margins with notes, critical and commen
datory, and from the nuinlier of the marks and the 
fro|uemy of the praise It appears that the English 
hard was a great favourite. This precious vidntnc 
was. after the death qf the |met, placed In the library 
at Dunlop; hut the family earryingit with them one 
winter to Edinburgh, It was unfiirimnntely destroyed 
by lire, along with other volumes which had hmi in 
the hands of burns, and wldgfi attested equally Ills 
feelings amfhis taste."—pgwNINUJIAM.

The religion of the “Task," bating a few 
scrap» of Calvinistic divinity, is tbe religion 
of God and Nature ; the religion that exalts, 
that ennobles man. Were not you to send 
me your “Zcluco,” in return for mine? Tell 
me how you like my marks and notes through 
the book. I would not give a farthing for a 
book unless I were at liberty to blot it with 
my criticisms.

I have lately collected, for a friend’s perusal, 
all my letters ; 1 mean Ahosc which I first 
sketched in a rough draught, and afterwards 
wrote out fair, tin looking over some old 
musty papers, which, from time to time, I bail 
parcelled by, as trash that were scaiyfc worth 
preserving, and which yet at the same time I 
did not care to destroy ; 1 discovered many of 
these rude sketches, and have written, and am 
writing them out, in a bound MS. for my 
friend's library.3 As I wrote always to you 
the rhapsody of the moment, I cannot find 
a single scroll to you except one, about the 
commencement of oiiracquaintance. If there 
were any possible conveyance, I would send 
you a perusal of my book.

K. II.

TO ROBERT*- GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FINTIIY.

Dvmfriks, Jan. 17m.
Sir,

I am going to venture on a subject-which,
I am afraid, may appear, from me, improper; 
but as 1 do it from the best of motives, if you 
should not approve of my ideas, you will for
give them.

Economy of the public monies is, 1 know, 
highly the wish of your honourable board ; and 
any hint conducive thereto which may occur 
to any, though the meanest individual in your 
service, it is surely his duty to communicate 
it

I have been myself accustomed in labour, 
and have no notion that a servant of the public

i If crowning proof were wanting that the date 
given by Currie to this letter Is Incorrect, it is here 
supplied. The poet is here alluding to tlie fllenrhhlell 
collection of letters we have already had frequent 
occasion to refer to. Now, Koln-rt Riddell, the 
“friend" mentioned alsivc, died III April, 171)4.

/



fi EN ER AL CORRESPONDENCE. 2.11

should cat the brca<l of idleness; so, what I 
have long digested, and am going to propose, 
is the reduction of one of our llumfriesdivisions. 
Nut only in these unlucky times, hut even in 
the highest flush of business, my division, 
though by far the heaviest, was mere trifling 
—the others, still less. I would plan the re
duction as thus: lx:t the second division he 
annihilated, ami he divided among the others. 
The duties in it arc two chandlers, a common 
brewer, and some victuallers; these, with some 
tea and spirit stocks, arc the whole division. 
The two chandlers I would give to the third 
or tobacco division ; it. is the idlest of ns all. 
That I may seem impartial, I shall willingly 
take under my ehargmthc common brewer and 
the victuallers. Tim tea and spirit stocks 
divide between the oHdgcnd and Dumfries 
second divisions. They have at present hut 
very little, rom/mrntii'ely, to do, ami are quite 
adequate to the task.

I assure you, Sir, that by my plan the duties 
will he equally well discharged, anil thus an 
officer’s appoint ment saved to the public. You 
must remark one thing—that our common 
brewers are, every man of fRkm in Dumfries 
completely and unexceptionable, fair traders. 
Oncor two rascally creatures arc in the Bridgend 
division; hut besides Iming nearly ruined, as 
all smugglers deserve, by lines and forfeitures, 
their business is on the most trilling scale you 
can fancy.

I must licg of you. Sir, should my plan 
please you, that you will conceal my hand in 
it, ami give it as your own thought. My warm 
and worthy friend, Mr. Corbet, may think 
mean impel intcnncddler in his depart
ment ; and Mr. Kindlatcr, my supervisor, who 
is not only one of the tirs^r, if not the very 
first, of excisemen in your service, but is also 
one of the Worthiest fellows in the universe; 
lie, I know, would feel hurt at it, and as lie is 
one of my most intimate friends, you can easily 
figure how it would place me to have my plan 
known to him.

For-further information on the subject, per
mit me to refer you to a young beginner 
whom you lately sent among us—Mr. Andrew 
Vearson, a gentleman that I am happy to say, 
front manner, abilities, and attention, promises 
indeed, to he a great acquisition w> the service 
of your honourable hoard.

This is a letter of huainess; in a future 
opportunity I may, and most certainly will, 
trouble you with one in my own way, à In 
Pnmnme.

I have the honour to he, Sir, your much 
indebted and ever grateful servant,

II. B.

V.S. I forgot to mention that, if my plan 
takes, let me recommend to your humanity ami 
justice the present officer of the second division, 
lie is a very good officer, and is burdened with 
a family of small children,-which, with some 
debts of early 5lays, crush him much to the 
ground.1

TO THE EARL OF BBCIIAN.

Dvwfiuks, 12th Jan. 17m.
Mv I/uin,

Will your Lordship allow me to present you 
with the inclosed little composition of mine,3 
as a small tribute of gratitude for the acquain
tance with which you have been pleased to 
honour me. Independent of my enthusiasm 
as a Scotsman, I have rarely met with any
thing in history which interests my feelings 
as a man, equal with the story of Bannockburn. 
On the one hand, a cruel, but able usurper, 
leading on the finest army in Europe, to ex
tinguish the last sjiark of freedom among a 
greatly-daring and greatly-iiyured people; on 
the other hand, t he desperate relies of a gallant 
nation, devoting themselves to rescue their 
bleeding country, or perish with her,

Liberty! thon art a prize truly, and indeed 
invaluable! for never canst thou Is- ton dearly 
bought !

If my little ode lias the honour of your 
lordship's approbation, it will gratify my 
highest ambition. I have the honour to be, 
Ac.

1 Perhaps til his proposal Hums was actuated quite 
as much by tin1 desire of a/ifinriiu/ zealous in his 
;#itron Mr. tlrahain's eyes, as by real zeal for the 
pilblir good. At anyrate we can easily Imagine the 
llcry indignation that would have been roused In his 
breast bad the officer of Ihc second division proposed 
a plan by which Itnrns and Ills “family of smalt 
children " were In some danger of snlfcring. 

z “ Unices Address to his Army at Ibiems-klairn.

^
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TO MR. SAMI'EL CLARK, JUN.,
ULMFIIIKS.I

Sunday Morning |Jau. 1704).
% IIKAK SIR,

I wax, I know, drunk last night, hut I am 
xolicr thix morning, from the expressions 
("apt. I lists made use of to me, had I had 
notmdy's welfare to rare for hut my own, we 
should certainly have come, according to the 
manners of the world, to the necessity of mur
dering one another alsnil the husinexx. The 
words were such as, generally, I believe, end 
in a hr ice of pistols ; hut I am still pleased to 
think that I did not ruin the peace and wel
fare of a wife and a family of children in a 
drunken xi|uahhlc. Further, you know that 
the report of certain political opinions being 
mine, has already once liefore brought me to the 
brink of destruction. I dread lest last night's 
business may lie misrepresented in the same 
way.—You, I I>eg. will take care to prevent 
it I tax your wish for Mrs. Hums' welfare 
with the task of waiting, as soon as possible, 
on every gentleman who was present, ami 
state this to him, and, as you please, show 
him this letter. What, after all, was the ob
noxious toast; '* May our success in the pre
sent war lie espial to the Justus! of our cause " 
—a toast that the most outrageous frenzy of 
loyalty cannot object to. I rcipiext ami beg 
that this morning you will wait on the parties 
piesent at the foolish dispute. I shall only 
add, that I am truly sorrv that a man who 
stissl so high in niy estimation as Mr. Ihslx, 
should use me in the manner in which I con
ceive he lias done.

II. II.»
' This gentleman belli the offices of conjunct com

missary clerk, amt rlvrt of the |>uuxj lor the county 
of luinifrirs, sml was at this time alsiut twenty live 
years of age. He died III 1X14.

* The alsive painful epistle refers to one of those ac
rimonious. and sometimes dangerous politics) dehutes 
Into which the |siet was hurriixi liy the vloluncc of Ids 
own real In the cause of llta-rty, and hy Ills contempt 
fig tlie “ lolièter-coated |sippics as lie termed those 
of the military service who seised every op|sirtimlty 
of |landing their professional loyalty III Ills presence.

To MR. SAMUEL CLARK, JUNIOR,
llUytVKIKS.

|I»t mkkiks, Jan. 17lM.|
MV IIKAK SIR,

I recollect something of a drunken promise 
yesternight to breakfast with you this mnr. 
ning. I am very sorry that it is im|mssible. 
I remcmlier, loo, you very obligingly men- 
tinned something of your intimacy with Mr. 
Corbet, our Huperviaor-Uencrul. Nunc of our 
folks about the Excise tlllice, Edinburgh, had. 
anil pcrha|ix still have, conceived a prejudice 
against me as lieing a drunken, dissi|iattsl 
character. I might lie all this, you know, and 
yet lie an honest fellow; but you know llial I 
am an honest fellow, and am nothing of this. 
You may, in your own way, let him know that 
I am not unworthy of subscribing myself, my 
dear Clark, your friend,

II. II.

To MRS. RIDDELL
WlKIULKV PARK.

in mkkiks, January, 17!>l.
Maimu,

I dare say that this is the first epistle you 
ever received from the nether world. I write 
you from the regions of hell, amid the horrors 
of the damned. The lime and manner of my 
leaving your earth I do not exactly know, as 
I look my ilejiarlure in the beat of a fever of 
intoxication, contracted at your too hospitable 
mansion; but, on my arrival here, 1 was fairly 
tried, and sentenced to endure the purgatorial 
tortures of this infernal confine for the s|wce 
of ninety-nine years, eleven months, and 
twenty-nine days, and all on arcount’of the 
impropriety of my conduct yesternight under 
your roof. Here am I, laid on a bed of piti
less furze, with my aching head reclined on a 
pillow of ever-piercing thorn, w hile an infernal 
tormentor, wrinkled, ami old, and cruel, his 
name I think is Recollection, with a whip of 
scorpions, forbids peace or rest to approach me, 
and keeps anguish eternally awake. Still, 
Madam, if I could in any measure lie rein
stated in the gissl opinion of the fair circle 
whom my conduct last night so much injured, 
I think it would lie an alleviation to my lor-
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ment*. For this rcnson 1 troulilo you with 
lliis letter. To tlic men of the company I will 
make nonpology. —Your husband, who instated 
un my drinking more than I chose, lias no right 
to hlarne me ; and the other gentlemen were 
partaker* of my guilt. Hut to you, Madam, I 
have much hi apologize. Your good opinion 
I valued as one of the greatest acquisitions I 
had made on earth, and I was truly a I least to
forfeit it, . There was a Miss J------, too, a
woman of fi/ic sense, gentle and unassuming 
manners—do make, on my part, a misemlile 
damned wretch's host apology to her. A Mrs. 
(I -, a charming woman, did me the hon
our to lie prejudiced in my favour; this makes 
me lio|«‘ that I have not outraged her lieyond 
all forgiveness.—To all the other ladies please 
present my humblest contrition for my eon- 
duel, and my |ietitiou for their gracious pardon, 
i » all ye powers of Aeeeney and decorum ! 
»1iis|ier to them that my errors, though great, 
were involuntary—that an intoxicated man is 
the vilest of I leasts — that it was not in my 
nature to lie brutal to any one—that to be rude 
to a woman, when in my senses, was impossible 
with me—but—

llegret ! Remorse ! Shame ! ye three hell
hounds that ever dog my steps and liay at my 

•heels, sjiare me ! spare me !
Forgive the offences, and pity the perdition 

of, Madam, your humble slave,
_______II. IV

TO MRS. Ill UDELL,
WOODLXV I'AltK.

DVSmilKS, 1704.
Mahan,

I return your common-place book. I have 
(icruscd it with much pleasure, and would 
have continued my criticisms, but as it seems 
the critic has forfeited your esteem, his stric
tures must lose their value.

1 The slsive letter refers to a drunken frolic, in 
which Kurils was one of several actors, and which 
tiNik place at WiMstley I‘ark. lie is said to have Keen 
guilty of some rattier gross net of Indecorum towards 
his hostess Mrs. Klddell. The lady did *not forgive 
the |ss*t on this petition of Ills, and they remained 
estranged for at least alsnit a year. Kurils not meet
ing with ready forgiveness la-gall to consider himself 
the injured party, and assailed the lady and her hus
band in verse. See “Monody, ' vol. lii. p. 1711. ‘

If it is true that “offence* come only frqm 
the heart,” before you I am guiltless. ,To 
admire, esteem, and prize you, as the most 
accomplished of women, and the first of friends 
—if these are crimes, 1 am the most offending 
thing alive.

In a face where I used to meet the kind 
complacency of friendly confidence, now to find 
cold neglect, and contemptuous scorn — is a 
wrench that my heart can ill liear. It is, 
however, some kind of miserable good luck, 
that while r/c hoiil-ni.hu» rigour may depress 
an unoffending wretch to the ground, it has a 
tendency to rouse a stubborn something ill his 
bosom, which, though it cannot heal the 
wounds of his soul, is at least an opiate to 
blunt their poignancy.

With the prufoundcst respect for your abili
ties; the most sincere esteem, and anient reganl, 
for your gentle heart and amiable manners ; 
and the most fervent wish and prayer for your 
welfare, jicaco, and bliss, I have the honour to 
lie, Madam, your most devoted humble ser
vant, R. Ik

To MRS. RIDDELL,
WiwiliLKV' I'AltK.

| Ue Mr him, 1704.1
I have this moment got the song from Syme, 

and I am sorry to see that he has spoilt it a 
good deal. It shall lie a lesson to me how I 
lend him any thing again.

I have sent you “ Werter," truly happy to 
have any, the smallest opportunity of obliging 
you. *

Tis true, Madam, I saw you once since I 
was at Woodley Dark ; and that once froze the 
very life-blood of my heart. Your reception 
of me was such, that a wretch meeting the eye 
of his Judge, about to pronounce sentence of 
death on him, couId-only have envied my feel
ings and situation. Jtut I hale the theme, 
and never more shall write or speak on it.

1 Inc thing I shall proudly say, lhat I can 
pay Mrs. II. a higher tribute of esteem, and 
appreciate her amiable worth more truly, than 
any man whom I have seen approach her; nor 
will I yield the /«is to any man living in sub
scribing myself with the since rest truth, her 
devoted humble servant, R. IS.
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TO Mit. ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

UVHKKIKS, 20th Fell. 17W.
Canal thou minUtcr to a mi ml diseased 7 

Canal thou speak peace and rest to a soul 
tossed on a sea of troubles, without one friendly 
star to guide her course, ami dreading that 
the next surge may overwhelm her? Canst 
tljou give to a frame, trembling under the 
tortures of suspense, the stability and liardi- 
lipod of the rock that braves the blast? If 
thou canst not do the least of these why 
wouldat thou disturb me in my miseries, witli 
thy inquiries after me"? . . .

For these two months I have not been able 
11 lift a pen. My constitution and frame were,
< h oi ii/inr, blasted with a deep incurable taint 
of hypochondria, which poisons my existence, 
i If late a number of domestic vexations, and 
i«Mlle pecuniary share in the ruin of these d —«I 
i lines; losses which, though trilling, were yet 
vital I could ill hear, have so irritated me, 
hat my feelings at times could only lie envied 
iy a reprobate spirit, listening to the sentence 
dial dooms it to perdition. '

Arc you deep in the language of consolation ? 
I have exhausted in reflection every topic of 
comfort. A heart at rane would have been 
[■harmed with my sentiments and reasoning* ; 
but as to myself, I was like Judas Iscariot 
preaching the gospel ; he might melt and 
mould the hearts of those, around him, but his 
own kept its native incorrigibility.

Still there arc two great pillars that bear us 
up, amid the wreck of misfortune and misery. 
The oxK is composed of the difl'crcut modifica
tions of a certain noble, stubborn something 
in man, known by the ironies of courage, for
titude, magnanimity. The oruKit is made up 
of those feelings anil sentiments, which, how
ever the sceptic may deny them, or the en
thusiast may disfigure them, are yet, I am 
convinced, original and component parts of 
,lm human soul; those wrote* uf the miial, if I 
nay lie allowed the expression, which connect 
is with, anil link us to, those awful obscure 

realities - an all-powerful, and equally bene
ficent flod; and a world to come, beyond death 
anil the grave. The first, gives the nerve of 
combat, while a ray of hope licams on the 
field ; the last pours the balm of comfort into 
ihe wounds which time can never euro.

1 do not rememlier, my dear Cunningham, 
that you and I ever talked on the subject of 
religion at all. I know some who laugh at it, 
as the triek of the crafty kkw, to lead the un- 
ilisecruing many ; or at most as at» uncertain 
obscurity, which mankind can never know 
anything of, and with which they are fools if 
they give themselves much to do. Nor would 
I quarrel with a man for his irréligion, any 
more than 1 would for his want of a musical 
ear. I would regret that he was shut out 
from what, to me and to others, were such 
superlative sources of enjoyment. It is in this 
point of view, and for this reason, that 1 w ill 
deeply imbue the mind of every child of mine 
with religion, ff my son should happen to 
lie a man of feeling, sentiment, and taste, I 
shall thus add largely to his enjoyments. Let 
me flatter myself that this sweet,little fellow, 
who is just now running about my desk, will 
be a limn of a inciting, ardent, glow ing heart; 
and an imagination, delighted with the painter, 
and rapt with the poet. Let me figure him 
windering out in a sweet evening, to inhale 
the lialny*gales, and enjoy the grow ing luxu
riance of the spring ; himself Ihe while in the 
blooming youth of life, lie looks abroad on 
all Nature, and through Nature up to Nature's 
God, Ilis soul, by swift delighting degrees, 
is wrapt above this sublunary sphere until lie 
can be silent no longer, and bursts out into 
the glorious enthusiasm of Thomson—

These, us they change, Almighty Father, these
Are luit the varied Uud.—The rolling year
Is full of thee;

and so on, in all the spirit and ardour of that 
charming hymn.

These are no ideal pleasures, they are real 
delights; and I ask, what of the delights among 
the sons of men are superior, not to say equal 
to them ? And they have this precious, vast 
addition, that conscious Virtue stamps them 
for her own ; and lays hold on them to bring 
herself into the presence of a witnessing, judg
ing, and approving God.1

K. It.

i “They who have 1>e6n told that lhiniH wan ever a 
degraded living who have permitted themselve» to 
Indleve that hi» only consolation* were those of ‘the 
opiate guilt applies to grief,’ will do well to |miise 
over thin noldiv lutter and judge for themselves.”
Luckuakt.
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TO MR. VETER HILL, BOOKSELLER, TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON.
EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, Keb. 17!M.
MY DEAR SIR,

I am liait' angry with you that you arc not 
at any pains to keep squares with our Library 
here. They complain much of your not at
tending properly to their orders; and, but for 
the exertions of Mr. Lcwnrs, a young man 
whom 1 once introduced to you, they had 
applied elsewhere. Apropos, the first volume 
of Dalrymplc’s Memoirs, Mr. Le wars had the 
ill-luck to get spoiled in his possession, which 
unless lie can replace, will bring him in for 
the whole book. It was published, I think, 
in separate volumes, so that with a little in
dustry you may possibly lie utile to supply him. 
Mr. Wallace,1 the gentleman who will deliver 
this, can inform you of the edition, &c.

Now that business is over, how arc you? 
ami how do you weather this accursed time? 
( iiid only knows what will be the consequence, 
hut in the meantime, the country—at least 
our part of it—is still progressive to the devil. 
For my part 1 “jouk and let the jaw flee 
o'er."* As my hopes in this world arc but 
slfndcr, I am turning rapidly devotee, in the 
prospect of sharing largely in the world to 
come.

llow is old, sinful Smcllic coming on with 
this world?—for as to the other, I suppose he 
has given that up. Is there any talk of his 
second volume? If you meet with my much 
Valued old friend Colonel Dunbar, of the 
Croehallan Fcncibles, remember me most af
fectionately to him. Alas! not unfrcqucntly, 
when my heart is in a wandering humour, I 
live past scenes over again : to my mind’s eye, 
you, Dunbar, Clcghorn, Cunningham, &c. 
present their friendly phizes, an{ my bosom 
aches with tender recollections.—Adieu,

R. II.

1 A young llunifrics “writer" who afterwards dis- 
lilnyed much zeal ill behalf of the bereaved family of 
the |Mad.

* A proverbial expression- “I duck and let the 
wave pass over me.''

Dumfries, [Keli.l 1704.
My pear Friend,

1 send you by my friend Mr. Wallace, forty- 
one songs for your 5th volume. Mr. Clarke 
has also a good many, if he have not, with his 
usual indolence, cost them at the cocks. 1 
have still a good panel amongst my hands in 
scraps and fragments; so that I hope we will 
make shift with our last volume.

You should have heard from me long ago ; 
but over and above some vexatious share in 
the pecuniary losses of these accursed times, 

have all this winter been plagued with low 
spirits and blue devils, so that / have almost 
hung my harp on the willoiv trees.

I have got an old Highland durk [dirk], for 
which 1 have great veneration ; as it once was 
the durk of Lonl Bahnrrino. It fell into bad 
hands, who stripiieil it of the silver mounting, 
as well as the knife and fork. 1 have some 
thoughts of sending it to your care, to get it 
mounted anew. Our friend Clarke owes me 
an account, somewhere about a pound, which 
would go a very good way in paying the ex
pense. I remember you once settled an account 
in this way liefore; and as you still have money 
matters to settle with him, you might accommo
date us Is)th.—1 do not, my dear Sir, wish you 
to do this, and I beg you w ill not hint it to 
Mr. Clarke; if we do it at all, I will break it 
to him myself. My best compliments to your 
worthy old father and your better half.—Yours,

IL B.

TO ALEXANDER FINDLATER, 
supervisor op excise, Dumfries.3

Dumfries, |Keli.l 1704.
sir,

Inclosed are the two schemes.4 I would not

3 The VorresiKindeiiee comprises only the present 
ami other two previous iniimisirtant letters to this 
gentleman, Burns's immediate superior in theexeise. 
He was long resident in filnsgow, where he died in 
December, 1830, at the age of eighty-five. In the 
appendix to Lockhart s Life of /Pirns (vol. I. p. 1U0) 
will lie found a statement by Kindlater, bearing on 
the poet's manner of life while In the excise.

4 It is not known what schemes are here referred 
to probably they were tabulated statements of fig
ures relating to the excise returns.
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have troulilcd you with the t'ollccto/x one, lint 
for suspicion lest it he not right, Jltr, Erskine1 
promised me to make it right, if you will have 
the goodness to show him how/ As I have no 
copy of tlie scheme for myself, and the altera
tions being very eonsidcrahlcLfrom what it was 
formerly, I hope that I shall have access to 
this scheme I send you when I come to face 
up my new hooks. So much for nckenm. — 
And that no scheme to betray a kkiksi), or 
mislead a htiianokh ; to seduce a young uiki., 
or rob a hkn-koost; to subvert 1.1 UKKTY, or 
bribe an kxvihkman ; to disturb the uKNKHAl, 
ahhkmiii.y, or annoy a ooasimNu ; hi overthrow 
the creilit of ohthoiioxy, or tliy authority of 
oui honus; to oppose i/m/i: It'irhrr, or frustrate 
tny hojM'n —may vnoaCKK—is the sincere wish 
and prayer of

II. II.

TO Mil. ALEX. UL'XNINtlllAM.

arMurth, I71H.
Since I wrote to you the last! lugubrious 

sheet, 1 have not hail time to write you further. 
When I say that I had not time, thin, as usual, 
means, that the three demons. Indolence, 
Business, and Ennui, have so Completely shared 
my hours among them, as not to leave me a 
live minutes' fragment to take up a pen in.

Thank heaven, I feel my spirits buoying 
upwards with the renovating year. Now I 
shall in good caeiest take up Thomson’s songs.
I dare say lie thinks I have used him unkindly, 
and I must own with loo much appearance of 
truth; though if offences come only from the 
heart, I assure him that I am innocent Apro
pos, do you know the much admired old 11 igli- 
iand air called “ the Su tor 's IjSchtcr?" It is 
a first-rate favourite of mine, aw I have written 
what I reckon one of my best songs In it I 
will send it you, set ax I think it should he, 
and as it was sung with gren <c in many
fashionablegroupsby Miyor Robertson, of l.ude, 
who was here with his corps. By the way, if 
you do not know him, let me beg of von, as you 
would relish a high acquisition to your social 
happiness, to get acquainted with him. lie 
always, every time I had the very great pleasure

i A brother exciseman o( turns at litis time.

of being in his company, reminded me of a 
forcible saying of Charlie Caldwell, a drunken 
carrier in Ayr:—Charles hail a earn */m*o after 
his own heart, who used to lake caup out with 
him, till neither could see the oilier; then 
these holiest genii of old Scottish social life, 
“reaming swats," used to transport the tender 
pair beyond the bounds of sober joy, to the 
reign of rapture!—the anient lover would 
grapple the yielding fair to his bosom:— 
“ Margot, ye're a glory to God, and the delight 
o' my soul !"

As I cannot in conscience lax you with the 
postage of a packet, I must keep this bizarre 
melange of an epistle until I find the chance 
of a private conveyance. Here follows the 
song I have mentioned.

* ^

TI NS Thr Sutor'u liorhter.
Wilt tli*in Is- my dearie?
When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, Ac.

|See Vol. til. |i. lie.

There is one commission that I must trouble 
you with. I lately lost a valuable seal, a pm- 
sent from a departed friend, which vexes me 
much. I have gotten one of your Highland 
pebbles, which I fancy would nmke me a very 
decent one ; and I want to cut my armorial 
hearings on it; will you lie so obliging as in
quire w hat will lie the expense of such a husi- 
ness’2 I do not know that my name is matri
culated, as the heralds call it, at all; but I 
have invented arms for myself: so you know 
1 shall lie the chief of the name; and. bv 
courtesy of Scotland, w ill likewise be entitled 
to supporters. These, however, I do not in
tend having on my seal. I am a bit of a herald, 
and shall give you, sen/in/inn uiVn/i, my arms. 
Un a field, azure, a holly bush, seeded, proper, 
in base; a shepherd's pijic and crook, saltier- 
wise, also proper, in chief. On a wreath of 
the colours, a wood-lark perching ini a sprig 
ol bay-tree, proper, forerest. Two mottoes : 
round the top of the crest, U’ooil-notr» irihl; 
at the bottom of the shield, in the usual place, 
Butter a mv /imx/i thon nor birltl. By tin' 
shepherd's pipe and crook I do not mean the 
nonsense ol painters of Arcadia, but a Stork

’The si nl. with the linns as devised by the poet, 
win < ut In Kdinliiirgli, mid used by him till Ids death.

4298
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ntul I lorn,1 and a Chili, auch an you we at the 
head of Allan Unnisav, in Allan'h quarto edi
tion of the “(ientlo Shepherd. " Ity the bye, 
do you know Allan? He must lie a man of 
very great genius*—Why Ih he not more 
known?—lia* lie no patron*? or do “ Poverty'* 
cold wind and cru*hing rain lient keen and 
heavy " on him? I once, and hut once, got 
a glance of that noble edition of the noble*! 
mstnral in the world : and dear a* it wan, I 
mean, dear a* to my pocket, I would have 
Imuglit it; but I wu* told that it wa* printed 
and engraved for wulwerilicr* only, lie i* the 
un! II art i*t who ha* hit i/t'iiiiitii' |ia*toral roui mm. 
What, nty dear Cunningham, i* there in riche*, 
that they narrow and ciicnllou* the heart *o? 
I think, that were 1 a* rich a* the huh, I would 
lie a* gcncrou* a* day; but a* I have no ren*on 
to imagine my »oul a nobler one Ilian any other 
man'*, I mu*t conclude that wealth ini|iart* 
a bird lime quality to the |m*w**or, at which 
the man, in hi* native poverty, would have 
revolted. What ha* led me to I Id*, i* the idea 
of mi much merit a* Mr. Allan |m**c«*e*, and 
*ueh riche* a* a nabob or government emit rector 
po**e**e«, and why they do not form a muttiul 
league, let Wealth shelter and chcri*h un
protected Merit, and the gratitude and cele
brity of that merit will richly re|iay the outlay.

Mnn li 21

In fact, I am writing you ajournai, and not 
a letter. A bustle of liu*ilic«* ha* laid my 
e|ii*lolary pen n*idc in ailenee, wince I ti*ik it 
up last to you.

I have jn»t received a letter from Thomson 
which ha* lilleil me with *vlf-rvprunehc*. I 
will directly, and in gi**l enrnewt, net alwiut 
hi* work. I am aorry I did not know him 
when I wa* in Edinburgh; but I will tell you 
a plot which I have lieen contriving: you and 
he «hull join in the courue of thi* wummer, 
meet me Half-way ; that i*. at the “ Itield

r
I Till* mile nhialcul lii*trnuiciit I* nilnutely de- 

scrtl ail by tile |H*'t himself III a letter t«> ticiiHh' 
Tie >111*1111 nf loth 'JOtll Novellllier, 1704. Sec Thii|ll*oll 
l'iirre*|Nilnlellce.

"I I lav til Allan wa* a painter that hint a cmiaiilcrable 
reputation In III* day. his forte In ina homely Senttl*h 
subject* sucli a* tin me In which Sir I Civil! Wilkie 
afterward* excelled, lie wa* laim In 1741 and died 
la 171*1, noon after Hum*, leaving a series of draw lug* 
Illustrative of the |M*'t a work*.

Inn,"3 and there we will pour out a Drink 
ottering before the Lord and enter into a 
Solemn langue and Covenant, never to be 
broken nor furgotten.

Wha llrst shall ri*e to gang awn 
A cuckold, coward loon I* lie:

Wha tli-Mt Ih'mIiIc hi* chair shall fa’ 
lie la the King aiming us TIIUKK,

It. II.

TO MISS ---------.4

/
IICMVKIKS, I Mat.| 1701'.

Maiiau,
Nothing short of a kind of uIimi!ale necessity 

could have made me trouble you with thi* 
letter. Except my anient and ju*t esteem for 
your «ease, taste, and worth, every sentiment 
arising in my breast, a* I put jivii to paper to 
you, is ujiiiiful. The scene* | have |ui*wcd ^
with Ihir friend of uiy Mini and hi* amiable 
connect uni*! the wrench at my heart to think 
that he hi gone, for ever gone from me, never 
more to meet in the wandering* of a weary 
world ! aniMhe cutting reflection of all, that 
I had most unfortunately, though most un
deservedly, lost the confidence of that soul of 
worth, ere it took it* flight!6

These, Madam, are sensation* of no ordinary 
anguish. — However, you iiImi may lie offended 
with some im/wlnl improprieties of mine; 
sensibility you know I [Misses*, and sincerity 
none will deny me.

To oppose these prejudices which have been 
raised against me, I* not the busines* of thi* 
letter. Indeed it i*a warfare I know not how 
to wage. The power* of positive V ice I can tf 
in Mime degree calculate, and against direct 
Malevolence I can lie on my guard : but who 
can estimate the fatuity of giddy Caprice, or

9 The “ Itlclil lull" I* no the high-riml half-way 
la-tween Killiihurgh ami IMinifric», near Twei-ibunnlr 
In l'whlv»-*hlrv. The pni|Mwisl meeting never Usik 
place.

• A sister of Mr*. ItulH'rt Rhlilell, but whose name 
we have ta-vn iinable tnxilUinver.

9 Tills refer* to tin* ilea til of I'apt. It. Rhlilell nf 
IllcnrlihU'll, w hich tisik place on the gl»t April. 1704.
Ill the i|Uarrcl that hail taken place between Hum* 
ami Mr. anil Mrs. Walter Itlihlcll t'apt. Rhlilell hail 
hIiIciI with III* own relation* iignln«t the |**'t. See 
"Sonnet on the Ik-atli of Itoliert Klib|cll, vol, ill. 
p. 174. *

S**
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want oir the unthinking mischief of precipitate 
Koii.v !

I have a favour to request of you, Ma<lam; 
ami of your sister Mrs. Kobt. Kiildell, through 
your means. You know that, at the wish of my 
late friend, I made a collection of all my trilles 
in verse w hich I had ever written. They are 
many of them local, some of them puerile and 
silly, and all of them unfit for the public eye. 
As I have some little fame at stake, a fame 
that I trust may live when the hate of those 
who “watch for my halting," and the con
tumelious sneer -of those whom accident has 
made my su|ieriors, will with themselves be
gone to the regions of oblivion ; I am uneasy 
now for the fate of those manuscripts.—Will 
M rs. Itiddcll have the goodness to destroy them, 
or return them to me! As a pledge of friend
ship they were liestowcd ; and that circum
stance indeed was all their merit. Most un
happily for me, tliat merit they no longer |ms. 
boss; and I hope that Mrs. Riddell's goodness, 
which I well know, and ever will revere, will 
not refuse this favour to a man whom she once 
held in some degree of estimation.1

With the sinccrest esteem, I have the hon
our to be, Madam, &c.

R. II.

TO DAVIl) M'CVLLUCH, EStj.,*
AKl'WKU, OATKItol'SK.

ItmMints, -.'1st June, 171M.
My UKAIt Sill,

My long projected journey through your 
country is at last fixed ; and on Wednesday 
next, if you have nothing of more ini|>ortanrc 
than take a saunter down to (iatehouse, about 
two or three o'clock, I shall lie happy to take 
a draught of M ‘Kune's licst with you. Col
lector Syme will lie at (lien's about that lime, 
and will meet usalnuitdish-of-teaIgiur. Syme 
goes also to Kerroughtree,5 and let me remind

• Tilts MS, volume was duly returned, as alsive 
miuvstvd. It was placed In l>r. Currie's liands, 
shortly after tlncpoet's dentil, and ultimately found 
its way to tlie Athemvimi 1.11irary, l.lver|nsil,

* Tin- .young gentleman wtio eonimimti-atvd to 
fsH-kliart the affecting anecdote of hums on the oc
casion of a county liait In Dumfries, as given In tlie 
Lift. See vol. I. |i. tux.

s An estate owned hy Mr. Heron of Heron. Sue
letter to this gentleman, dated Mardi, 17%.w

you of your kind promise to accompany me 
there. I will need all the friends I can muster, 
for I am indeed ill tit case whenever I approach 
your Honourublca and Right llouourahlcs. 
Yours sincerely,

R. II.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Casti.k Douuias, 25tli June, 17'.H. 
Here in a solitary inn, in a solitary village, 

am I set by myself, to amuse my brooding 
fancy as I may.—Solitary confinement, you 
know, is Howard's favourite idea of reclaiming 
sinners; so let me consider by what fatality it 
happens that I have so long been exceeding 
sinful as to neglect the correspondence of the 
most valued friend I have on earth. To tell 
you that I hay lieeu in |H>or health will not 
lie excuse enough, though it is true. I am 
afraid that I am aliout to sutler for the follies 
of my youth. My medical friends threaten 
me with a Hying gout ; but I trust they are 
mistaken. Z'

I am just going to trouble your critical 
laitienec with the first sketk-h of a stanza I 
have Iwen framing as I passe/1 along the road. 
The subject is Liberty : yog know, my hon
oured friend, how dear the theme is to me. 
I design it as an irregular isle for (lener.il 
Washington's birth-day. After having men
tioned the degeneracy of other kingdoms, I 
come to Scotland thus :

Thee, Caledonia, tliy wild heaths among,
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song, 

To thee I turn witti sw imming eyes ;
Where Is that sont of freedom tied?
Immlngled with tlie mighty dead !

llcneatli the hallowed turf where Wallace lies, 
Hear it not, Wallace, In thy lied of death,

Ye liahhling winds in silence sweep,
Disturb ye not the hero's sleep.

That arm which nerved with thundering fate,
Itraved usurpation's boldest daring!

One <|Ucnehcd In darkness like the sinking star,
And one the iialsied arm of tottering, powerless age. l

You will probably have another scrawl from 
me in a stage or two..

R. II.

* See “(Me for (leurrai Washington's lllrthday," 
and uote, vol. III. p. 170. v

With (he additions of

f
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TU MR. JAMES JOHNSON,
KNtiKAV KR, KPIMtCKlill

June ilth, 1794.
MV PEAK Frienp,

I thank yon for your kiml |>nsriil of jusir 
liiililvll's Book.1 Depend iijmiii ii Uiat your 
fifth volume shall not Ik forgotten. In the 
meantime, I have got you two new subscribers, 
I'atriek Heron, Ks<|. of Kvmiuglitrvc, anti 
Major Heron of Kemiughtrw. Please put 
up two nets of your four volumes, anti direct 
tliem as altove, and leave them at Mr. Heron's, 
(icorge Square. I‘lease tlo it on receipt of 
this, as there will Ik a earner from Kerrough- 
tree in Edinburgh this week.

I have just I teen getting three or four songs 
for your Issik Pray, will you lei me know 
how many, ami what are the songs I'Haiti 
lias Isjrrowetl from your J/iMtirm! Yours,

R. Ik

TU CAPTAIN JOHN HAMILTON,
PIM4KIES-Î

J
SIK,

| July, 1704-1

It is even so—you are the only 'person in 
Dumfries or in the woritl. to whom I have r«« 
iti tlrltl ; anil I took the fieeiloui with you, 
liera use I iKÜevetl. anil ilo still believe, that I 
might ilo it with more impunity as to my feel
ings than any other |wiwon almost that I ever 
met with. I will settle with you soon ; ami I 
assure you, Sir. it is with infinite |ein that I 
have transgressed on your goodness. The un- 
lueky fart for me is, tlial in the In-ginning of 
these disastrous limes, in a moment of impru- 
tletiee, I lent my name to a friend, who has 
sinee Ik-vii unfortunate : ami of course, I hail 
a sum to |oy which my very limilexl income 
and large family rould ill afford. Uml fnriiid, 
Sir, that any thing should ever distress you as 
iiiueh as writing this eanl lias done me.

1 A posthumous work elllllleil .4 C-JUrttun of Scat*, 
ami Bonier Tin**, t'V K-Ssrt liiililell of

lilrnriilili-ll.
* The purt* landlord. who srnii sis-III this time 

to have written him a hole mi nesting the payment 
of arrears of rent. See two sulcpnnl letters to liais 
gentleman.

With sinccrcst gratitude and most respectful 
esteem, 1 have the honour to he, Sir, your 
very humble servant,

K. 11

TO MIL PETEK HILL, BOOKSELLER,
KPINRUKtiU. »

| III MEKIES, Out. 1704. |
Mv Hear Hill,

By a carrier of yesterday, Henry Osborn by 
name, I sent you a Kipiiered Salmon, which 
I trdst you will duly receive, and which I 
also trust will give yog many a toothful of 
satisfaction. If you have the confidence to 
say that there is anything of the kind in all 
your great city superior to this in true kipper 
relish and flavour, I will Ik revettgeil by—not 
sending you another next season. In return, 
the first party of friends that dine with you 
(provided that your lettow travellers,Sami my 
trusted and well Moved veterans in intimacy, 
Messrs, ltamsay and Cameron,3 Ik of the party), 
about that time in the afternoon when a relish 
or devil, becomes grateful, give them two or 
three slices of the kipper, and drink a buin|Kr 
to your friends in Dumfries. Moreover, by 
last Saturday’s Fly, I scut you a hare, which 
I hope came, and carriage free, safe to your 
hospitable mansion and social table. So much 
for business.

How do you like the following iastor.il 
which I wrote the other day, for a tune that I 
dare say you well know?

CA’ TUE VOWKS TO TIIK KNOWKS.
See vol. iii. p. I S3.

And how do you like the following?
ON SEEING MRS. KEMBLE IN VARKO.

KciiiMe, thou curst my unlivlief 
of Moses anil Ins rml ;

At Yuri cos sweet notes of grief.
The rock with tears hail flow’d.

Or this?
ON w---- K----  KSglJIKK.

Ho vile was |ssir Wat such a miscreant slave,
That the w orms even daunt'd him when laid in his 

grave;

j • Mr. Ramsay was the printer of the Btlittlmryk 
Evening Courant, and Mr. Cameeoe was a taper 

I manufacturer and wholesale stationer. Both m nth- 
men, accompanied by Mr. Hill, had recently paid a 

| visit to the [met.
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“In the skull there is famine!” a starv'd reptile 
crieg;

“ And his heart it is poison,” another replies.1

My best good wishes to Mrs. Hill, and be
lieve me to be, ever yours,

11. 15.

TO PATRICK MILLER, JUN., ESQ.,2
OF DALSWINTON.

Dumfries, Nov. 1794.
My Dear Sir,

Your offer is indeed truly generous, and 
most sincerely do I thank you for it: but in 
my present situation, 1 find that 1 dare not 
accept it.. ■ You well know my political senti
ments; and were 1 an insular individual, un
connected with a wife and a family of children, 
with the most fervid enthusiasm I would have 
volunteered my services : I then could and 
would have despised all consequences that 
might have ensued.

My prospect in the Excise is something; at 
least, it is, encumbered as I am with the wel
fare, the very existence, of near half-a-scorc of 
helpless individuals, what I dare not sport 
with.

In the mean time, they are most welcome 
to my Ode ;3 only, let them insert it as a thing

i A somewhat different version of this will be 
found at p. 173, vol. Hi.,

s “ In a conversation with his friend Mr. Perry (the 
proprietor of The Morning Chronicle), Mr. Miller re
presented to that gentleman the insufficiency of 
Burns’s salary to answer the imperious demands of a 
numerous family. In their sympathy for his misfor
tunes, and in their regret that his talents were nearly 
lost to the world of letters, these gentlemen agreed 
on the plan of settling him in London. To accom
plish this most desirable object, Mr. Perry, very 
spiritedly, made the poet a handsome offer of an 
annual stipend for the exercise of his talents in his 
newspaper. Burns's reasons for refusing this offer 
are stated in the present letter."—Cromer.

Mr. Perry was a native of Aberdeen, and long dis
tinguished in London as an ableytnd spirited journal
ist on the Whig side of politics. By his liberality in 
employing a number of qualified persons to relieve 
each other, he was the first to establish' the present 
improved system of reporting for newspapers. In 
his hands The Morning Chronicle rose to high distinc
tion as an uncompromising advocate of liberal prin
ciples in very troublous times. He died in Dec. 1821, 
aged 65.

3 This is in all probability the “Ode for General 
Washington's Birthday. "

they have met with by accident and unknown 
to me.—Nay, if Mr. l’erry, whose honour, 
after your character of him, I cannot doubt, if 
he will give me an address and channel by 
which any thing will come safe from those 
spit* with which ho may be certain that his 
correspondence is beset, I will now and then 
send him any bagatelle that I may write. In 
the present hurry of Europe, nothing but news 
and politics will be regarded ; but against the 
days of peace, which Heaven send soon, my 
little assistance may perhaps fill up an idle 
column of a newspaper. I have long had it 
in my head to try my hand in the way of little 
prose essays, which I propose sending into the 
world through the medium of some newspaper; 
and should these be worth his while, to these 
Mr. l’erry shall be welcome; and all my reward 
shall be, his treating me with his paper, which, 
by the bye, to any body who has the least 
relish for wit, is a high treat indeed.

With the most grateful esteem, 1 am ever, 
dear Sir, \

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP, IN LONDON.

Dumfries, 20th December, 1794.

I have been prodigiously disappointed in 
this London journey of yours. In the first 
place, when your last to me reached Dumfries, 
I was in the country, and did not return until 
too late to answer your letter; in the next 
place,-1 thought you would certainly laktAhis 
route; and now 1 know not what has become 
of you, or whether this may reach you at all. 
—God grant that it may find you and yours 
in prospering health and good spirits ! Do let 
me hear from you the soonest possible.

As I hope to get a frank from my friend 
Captain Miller, I shall, every leisure hour, 
take up the pen, and gossip away whatever 
cobles first, prose or poetry, sermon or sung. 
In this last article I have abounded of late. 

•I have often mentioned to you a superb pub
lication of Scottish songs, which is making its 
appearance in your great metropolis, and where 
I have the honour to preside over the Scottish 
verse, as no less a personage than Peter Pindar 
does over the English.
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December 29th.

Since I began this letter, 1 have been ap
pointed to act in the capacity of supervisor 
here, and I assure you, what with the load of 
business, and what with that business being 

. new to me, I could scarcely have commanded 
ten minutes to have spoken to you, had you 
been in town, much less to have written you 
an epistle. This appointment is only tempor
ary, and during the illness of the present in
cumbent; but I look forward to an eajly period 
when 1 shall be appointed in full form: a con
summation devoutly to be wished ! My political 
sins seem to be forgiven me.1

January 1st, 1795.
This is the season (New-year’s-day is now 

my date) of wishing; and mine are most fer
vently offered up for you ! May life to you lie 
a positive blessing while it lasts, for your own 
sake; and that it may yet be greatly prolonged, 
is my wish for my own sake, and for the sake 
of the rest of your friends ! What a transient 
business is life ! Very lately 1 was a boy; but 
t’other day 1 was a young man; and I already 
begin to feel the rigid fibre and stiffening 
joints of old -age coming fast o’er my frame. 
With all my follies of youth, and, I fear, a few 
vices of manhood, still I congratulate myself 
on having had in early days religion strongly 
impressed on my mind. I have nothing to 
say to any one as to which sect he belongs to, 
or what creed he believes; but I look on the 
man, who is firmly persuaded of infinite Wis
dom and Goodness, superintending and direct
ing every circumstance that can happen in his 
lot—I fdRcitate such a man as having a solid 
foundation for his mental enjoyment; a firm 
prop and sure stay, in the hour of difficulty, 
trouble, and distress ;1 and a never-failing 
anchor of hope, when he looks beyond the 
grave.

Jimuyy 12th.
You will have seen our worthy and ingenious 

friend, the Doctor, long ere this. I hope he 
is well, and beg to be remembered to him. I

1 On the 15th January, 1795, Burns writes to Thom
son:—“The foregoing has )ain by mo this fortnight, 
for want of a spare moment. The Supervisor of Ex
cise here living ill, I have been acting for him," &c. 
We can have no doubt that this is the tempo raw 
appointment referred to in the above paragraph. T

have just been reading over again, I dare say 
for the hundred and fiftieth time, his View of 
Society mut Manners; and still I read it with 
delight. His humour is perfectly original— 
it is neither the humour of Addison, nor Swift, 
nor Sterne, nor of any body but Dr. Moore. 
By the bye, you have deprived me of Zeltico, 
remember that, when you are disposed to rake 
up the sins of my ncglcet from among the 
ashes of my laziness.

He has paid me a pretty compliment, by 
quoting me in his last publication.4

K. B.
\ ________

TO CAPTAIN JOHN HAMILTON.

Dumfries, Jan. 1795.
I enclose you three guineas and shall soon 

settle all with you. I shall not mention your 
goodness to me; it is beyond my power to 
describe cither the feelings of my wounded 
soul at not,being able to pay you as I ought, 
or the grateful respect with which 1 have the 
honour to be, Sir, your deeply obliged humble 
servant, ,

R B.3

» Edward, a novel, by Dr. Moore.
» To the above note Captain Hamilton wrote the 

following friendly reply:—
*' Dunrkies, 30th Jan. 1795.

“Dear Hik,
‘ ‘ At same time that I acknowledge the receipt of 

three guineas to account of house rent, *w ill you per- 
m^ me to enter a complaint of a different nature? 
When you first came here I courted your acqnain- 

tvâance ; I wished to see you ; I asked you to Call in 
and take a family-dinner now and then, when it 
suited your convenience.

“For more than twelve months you have never en
tered my door, but seemed rather shy when we met/ 
This kept me from sending you any further particular 
invitation.

“If I have in any shape offended, or from inadver
tency hurt the delicacy of your feelings, tell me so, 
and I will endeavour to set it to rights.

“ If you are disposed to renew our acquaintance I 
will be glad to see you to a family-dinner at three 
o’clock on Sunday, and, at any rate, hope you will 
believe me, dear Sir, your sincere friend,

“John Hamilton.’’
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TO CAPTAIN JOHN HAMILTON.

Saturday Morn, [14th Fell. 1795].*
SIR,

1 was from home, and had not the oppor
tunity of seeing your înore than polite, your 
most friendly card. It is not possible, most 
..worthy Sit, that you could do anything to offend 

•j-any body. ’ My backwardness Proceeds alone 
from the abashing consciousness of my obscure 
station in the ranks of life. Many an evening 
have I sighed to call in and apeipl it at your 
social fireside; but a shyness of appearing ob
trusive amid the fashionable visitants occasion
ally there, kept me at a distance. It shall do 
so no more, On Monday I must be in the 
country, and most part of the week ; but the 
first leisure evening I shall avail myself of 
your hospitable goodness. With the most ar
dent sentiments of gratitude and respect, 1, 
have the honour to be, Sir, your highly obliged, 
humble servant,

It. B.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL.

Dumfries, [March,] 179.ri.
Mr. Burns’ compliments to Mrs. Riddell— 

is much obliged to her for her polite attention 
in sending him the book. Owing to Mr. 11. 
being at present acting as supervisor of excise, 
a department that occupies his every hour of 
the day, he has not that time to spare which 
is necessary for any belle-lettre pursuit; but, 
as he will, in a week or two, again return to

* l Robert Chambers gives 31st Jail, as a conjectural 
date, but the first sentence of the letter itself hardly 
justifies that date. Bums at this time was acting 
temporarily as supervisor, and was very busy and 
much away from home. We know from a letter 
addressed to Thomson that on February 7th he was 
snow-stayed at Eeelefeehan. By the following Satur
day he would have returned home, where probably 
a fresh communication awaited him from Captain 
Hamilton repeating the former invitation but for a 
Monday evening, and to both communications Bums 
replied ns above. Chambers shrewdly hints that the 
reasons given by the poet for not frequently calling 
on the worthy Captain were not the real ones—which 
were probably Burns's standing on the footing of a 
debtor to his host, the Riddell quarrel, the growing 
suspicion with which some of the respectable society 
of the place were beginning to regard him, and his 
own many imprudences.

his wonted leisure, he will then pay that at
tention to\frs. R.’s beautiful song, “To thee, 
loved Nith,” which it so well deserves.2

When Anoflumut' Travel* come to hand, 
which Mrs. Riddell mentioned as her gift to 
the public library, Mr. 1$. will feel honoured 
by the indulgence of a perusal of them before 
presentation : it is a book lie has never yet 
seen, and the regulations of the library allow 
too little leisluc for deliberate reading.

Friday Evening.
P.S. Mr. Burns will be much obliged to 

Mrs. Riddell if she will favour him with a 
perusal of any of her poetical pieces which lie 
may not have seen.

TO lyt HERON, OF HERON.3

Dumfries, [March,] 1796.
Sir,

I enclose you some copies of a couple of 
political ballads; one of which, 1 believe, you 
have never seen.4 Would to Heaven I could 
make you master of as many votes in the 
Stewartry—but—

» This song has fortunately been preserved, and ns 
it possesses considerable merit we give it here

TO THEE, LOVED NITH.
To thee, loved Nith, thy gladsome plains,

Where late with careless thought I ranged,
Though pressed with care,and sunk in wo,

To thee I bring a heart unchanged.
I love thee, Nith, thy hanks and braes,

Though Memory there my Itosom tear.
For there he roved that broke my heart.

Yet to that heart, ah, still how dear!

And now your banks and Itonnic braes 
But waken sad remembrance' smart :

The very shades I held most dear 
Now strike fresh anguish to my heart:

Deserted Iniwer ! where are they now?
Ah! where the garlands that I wove

With faithful care—each mom to deck 
The altars of ungrateful love!

The flowers of spring, how gay they^iomed 
When last with him 1 wandered here!

The flowers of spring are past away 
For wintry horrors dark and drear.

Yon osier'd stream by whose lone banks 
My songs have lulled him oft to rest,

Is now in icy fetters locked—
('old as my false love's frozen breast.

Mrs. Riddell’s communication seems to have been 
sent for the purpose of paving the way to a reconcili
ation between her and the poet.

8 Also styled “of Kerroughtrce," but properly as 
above.

« See the “ Heron Ballads,’’ vol. iii. pp. 5l0, 211.
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Who does the utmost that he can,

Does well, acts nobly—angels could no more.

In order to bring my humble efforts to bear 
with more effect on the .foc, 1 have privately 
printed a good many copieb of both ballads, 
and have sent them among friends all about 
the country'. To pillory on PamassuS the 
rank reprobation of character, the utter dere
liction of all principle, in a profligate junto 
which has not only outraged virtue, but violated 
common decency; which, spurning even hypo
crisy as paltry iniquity bclotv their daring—to 
unmask their flagitiousness to the broadest 
day—to deliver such over to their merited fate, 
is surely not merely innocent, but laudable; 
is not only propriety, but virtue. You have 
already as your auxiliary, the sober detestation 
of mankind on the heads of your opponents ; 
and I swear by the lyre of 'l’halia to muster on 
your side all the votaries of honest laughter, 
and fair, candid Ridicule!

I am extremely obliged to you for your kind 
mention of my interests in a letter which Mr. 
Symc showed me. At present my situation 
in life must be in a great measure'stationary', 
at least for two or three years. The statement, 
is this—I am on the supervisors’ list, and as 
we come on there by precedency, in two or 
three years 1 shall be at the head of that list, 
and be appointed of courue. Then, a friend 
might be of service to me in getting me into 
a place of the kingdom which I would like. 
A supervisor’s income varies from about a 
hundred and twenty to two hundred a year; 
but the business is an incessant drudgery, and 
would be nearly a complete bar to every species 
of literary pursuit. The moment I am ap
pointed supervisor, in the common routine, I 
may be nominated on the collector’s list ; and 
this is always a business purely of political 
patronage. A collectorshlp varies much, from 
better than two hundred a year to near a 
thousand. They also come forward by pre
cedency on the list; and have, besides a hand
some income, a life of complete leisure. A 
life of literary leisure, with a decent compe
tency, is the summit of my wishes. It would 
be the prudish affectation of silly pride in me 
to say that I do not need, or would not be in
debted to a political friend; at the same time, 
Sir, l by no means lay my affairs before you 
thus, to hook my dependent situation on your

benevolence. If, jji my progress of life, an 
opening should occur where the good offices of 
a gentleman of your public character an j poli
tical consequence might bring me forward, 1 
shall petitfon your goodness with the same 
frankness as 1 now do myself the honour to 
subscribe myself, &c.,

R. B.

TO THFl EDITOR OF THE 
MORNING CHRONICLE.'

Dumfries, <1795.
Sir,

You will see by your subscribers’ list, that 
I have now been about nine months one of 
that, number.

I am sorry to inform you, that in that time, 
seven or eight of your papers either have 
never been sent me, or else have never reached 
me. To be deprived of any one number of- the 
first newspaper in Great Britain for informa
tion, ability, and independence, is what I can 
ill brook and bear; but to be deprived of that 
most admirable oration of the Marquis of 
Linsdowne, when he made the great, though 
ineffectual attempt, (in the language of the 
poet, I fear too true,) “to save a sinkino

i Mr. Perry. See note in page 240. “ This letter 
owes its origin to the follRwing circumstance. A neigh
bour of the poet’s at Dumfries, called on him, and 
complained that he had been greatly disappointed 
ill tile irregular delivery of the paper of tile Morning 
Chronicle. Burns asked 1 Why do you not write to 
the editors of the paper?’ ‘Good God, Sir, can I 
presume hi write to the learned editors of a news
paper?’—‘Well, if you are afraid of.writing to the 
Editors of a Newspaper, I am not; and if you think 
proper, I’ll draw up a sketch of a letter which yon 
may copy.’ Burns tore* leaf from his excise book, 
and instantly produced the sketch which I have 
transcribed, and which is here printed. The poor 
man thanked him, and took the letter home. How
ever, that caution which the watchfulness of his 
enemies had taught him to excrcisp, prompted him 
to tlie prudence of begging a friend to wait on the 
person for whom it was written, and request the 
favour to have it returned. This request was com
plied with, and the paper never appeared in print." 
—Cromek.

We think Cromek lias misunderstood the spirit in 
wldch the above stilted epistle was written. It seehis 
highly probable that Bums wrote It In one of his 
sportive moods; hut that on sober second thought, 
lie came to the conclusion that the joke was not a 
brilliant one, or might be liable to misconstruction, 
and that he therefore asked the letter to lie returned.
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state”—this was a loss that I neither can 
nor will forgive you.1—That paper, Sir, never 
reached me ; but I demand it of you. 1 gun a 
Briton ; and must be interested in the cause 
of Liberty: I am a man ; and the rights of 
human nature cannot be indifferent to me. 
However, do not let me mislead you : I am 
not a man in that situation of life, which, as 
your subscriber, can be of any consequence to 
you, in the eyes of those to whom situation 
of life alone is the criterion of man.—I am 
but a plain tradesman, in this distant, obscure, 
country town : but that humble domicile in 
which I shelter my wife and children, is the 
Castellum of a Biuton ; and that scanty, 

"hard-earned income which supports them, is 
as truly my property, as the most magnificent 
fortune, of the most puissant member of your
HOUSE OF NOBLES.

These are my sentiments ; and to them I 
subscribe my name : and were I a man of 
ability and cbnscqucncB enough to address the 
public, with that name should they appear.

1 am, &c.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER,
LAWNMAKKKT, EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, March, 1796.
My Dear Friend,

For Hyslop’s plate, many thanks for your 
goodness : 1 have made him a present of it—a 
present he well deserved at my hand.2 Thank 
you likewise for the copies of my Volunteer 
Ballad: our friend has done indeed well. ’Tis 
chaste and beautiful ; 1 have not met with 
any thing has pleased me so much.3 You 
know I am no connoisseur ; but that I am an 
amateur will be allowed me. I return you 
your packet of songs; and in a day or two, by 
post, expect to hear at large from yours affec
tionately,

R. B.

i This was an oration against the continuance of 
the war delivered in the debate on the Address, 30th 
Dec. 1794.

> This apparently refers to a Idll-heading engraved 
by Johnson for Hyslop of the (llpbe Tavern.

* The ballad commencing "Does haughty Haul in
vasion threat," for which Stcihen Clark composed 
the music, characterized above ins “chaste and beau
tiful."

TO RICHARD A. OSWALD, ESQ.,<
‘ OF AUCHINCRUIVK.

Dumfries, 23d April, 1795.
Sir,

You see the danger of patronising the rhym
ing tribe: you flatter the poet’s vanity—a most 
potent ingredient in the composition of a son 
of rhyme—by a little notice; and lie, in return, 
persecutes your good nature with his acquain
tance. In these days of volunteering, 1 have 
come forward with my services as poet-lau
reate to a highly respectable political party, of 
which you are a distinguished member. The 
enclosed 5 are, I hope, only a beginning.to tiny 
songs of triumph which you will earn in that 
contest.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged 
and devoted servant,

R. 11.

TO MR. JOHN EDGAR, EXCISE OFFICE,
EDINBUROH. *

Dumfries, 25th April, 1795. „ 
8IR, *

I understand that I am to incur censure by ‘ 
the Wine account of this District not being 
sent in. Allow me to state thç following cir
cumstances to you, which, if they do not apo
logize for, will at least extoguate, my part of 
the offence.

The General Letter was put into my hands 
sometime about the beginning of this month, 
as 1 was then in charge of the District, Mr» 
Findlater being indisposed. 1 immediately, 
as far as in my power, made a survey of the 
Wine. Stocks; and where I could not person- 
ally*t<unjby, I wrote the officer of the Division. 
In a few days more, and previous to collec
tion week, Mr. Findlater resumed charge; 
and as, in the course of collection, he would 
have both the officers by him, and the old 
books among his hands, it very naturally oc
curred to me the Wine account business would

« A young Ayrshire squire of great wealth, living, 
at the date of this letter, near Dumfnes, where he 
made Hums's acquaintance. lie is the “ wealthy 
young Richard" of the second of the ITeron election 
ballads ; and his wife is the subject of the song “0 
wat ye wha’s in yon town?"

6 Probably the “ Heron Ballads."
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rest with him. At the close of that week I 
got a note from the collector that the account
making-up was thrown on my hands. I im- 

• mediately1 set about it; but one officer's books 
■ (James Graham of Sanquhar) not being at 
hand, I wrote to him to send me them h^irst 
post. MA Graham has not thought proper to 
pay the least attentiop to my request, and to
day I have sent an express for his stock-book.

This, Sir, is a plain state of facts; and if I 
must still be thought censurable, I hope it 
will be considered that this officiating job be
ing my first, I cannot be supposed to be com
pletely master of all the etiquette of the busi
ness.

If my supposed neglect has to be laid before 
the Honourable Board, I beg you will have 
the goodness to accompany the complaint with

i This gentleman was one of Burns's most intimate 
friends during his residence in Dumfries, and one of 
his executors after his decease. His father was a 
writer to the signet, in extensive practice, and the 
proprietor of the estate of Barncailzie in the stewartry 
of Kirkcudbright. Though Mr. Syme in early life 
studied enough of the law to be afterwards an expert 
master of all common forms, he preferred the military 
profession, and, about the year 1773, entered the 7‘2d 
Regiment with the commission of ensign* Soon after, 
abandoning this pursuit, he retired to his father’s 
estate, and devoted himself to the life of a gentleman 
farmer, improving, with all possible zeal, and spend
ing much of his leisure time in field sports. But the 
disaster of the Ayr bank, in whose ruin his father was 
involved, ultimately proved the means of depriving 
him of his home at Barncailzie, and in 1791 he re
moved to Dumfries, to fulfil the duties of a lucrative 
ap]H>intment which he had in the meantime obtained, 
that of distributor of stamps for the district.

The apartments which he occupied in this capacity 
formed the ground-floor of a house of no fine appear
ance in what was then called the Wee Vennel, but is 
now known as Bank Street, a few yards from the 
walk along the Nlth. When Burns, at the close of 
1791, removed from Ellisland to Dumfries, he became 
the tenant of the floor immediately above Mr. Syme’s 
office ; and ere long a'friendship of the warmest 
nature took place between the two. Mr. Syme, who 
was Burns's senior by a very few years, was enabled, 
by his connection in the district, to introduce the 
poet to many people of position. In July, 1793, they 
had a ride together through Galloway, in the course 
of which the distributor took the bard to the mansions 
of Mr. Gordon of Kenmure (afterwards Viscount 
Kenmure) and the Earl of Selkirk. A letter by Mr. 
Byrne, descriptive of this little tour, will be found in 
vol. i. in the appendix to the Li/e. Mr. Syme lived 
at Ryedale, a villa on the west side of the Nith, and 
kept a most hospitable table, to which men of all 
grades of rank, provided they possessed estimable 
qualities, were welcome. Burns was a frequent guest 
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this letter. 1 am, Sir, your very humble ser
vant, s <—

f R. B.

------- X\
TO JOHN SYME, ESQ.1 >

[Dumfribs, May, 1796.]
You know that among other high dignities, 

you have the honour to be my supreme court 
of critical judicature, from which there is no 
appeal. 1 enclose you a song which I composed 
since I saw you, and I am going to give you 
the history of it.2 Do you know, that among 
much that I admire in the characters and 
manners of those great folks whom I have now 
the honour to call my acquaintances, the Os
wald family, for instance, there is nothing
at Ryedale, and we have his own words attesting the 
esteem in which he held Mr. Syme as a host:—

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit,
Is proof to all other temptation.

Such is the language of an impromptu note written 
in December, 1795. After the death of Burns Mr. 
Syme became the most conspicuous resident friend 
of the family, whose claims on the public he was 
indefatigable in urging. It was also at his pressing 
request, joined to that of Mr. Gilbert Burns and Mrs. 
Dunlop of Dunlop, that Dr. Currie undertook the 
task of publishing the poet’s works, and writing the 
requisite biographical memoir. Along with Gilbert 
Burns, Mr. Syme proceeded to Liverpool, and spent 
three weeks in Dr. Currie’s house, for the purpose.of 
giving information respecting the poet, and explain
ing whatever was obscure with resj>eeJ. to dates and 
allusions in his writings. The following vivid de
scription of the personal demeanour and aspect of 
Burns was communicated hy him (in 1829) fn a letter 
to Mr. Henry Constable of Edinburgh, who had re
quested his opinion of a portrait of the poet:-;

“The poet’s expression,” says Mr. Syme, “varied 
perpetually, according to the idea that predominated 
in his mind; and it was beautiful to mark how well 
the play of his lips indicated the sentiment he was 
about to utter. His eyes and lips, the first remark
able for fire and the second for flexibility, formed at 
all times an index to his mind, and as sunshine or 
shade predominated, you might have told a priori, 
whether the company was to be favoured with a 
scintillation of wit, or a sentiment of benevolence, 
or a burst of fiery indignation. ... I cordially 
concur with what Sir Walter Scott says of the poet’s 
eyes. In his animatéd moments, and particularly 
when his anger was aroused by instances of tergiver
sation, meanness, or tyranny, they were actually like 
coals of living fire.”

Mr. Syme died at Dumfries, on the 24th November, 
1831, in the 77th year of his age.

2 0 wat ye wha’s in yon town, &c.
See vol. iii. p. 207.
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charms me more than Mr. Oswald’s unjonceal- 
ahlc attachment to that incomparable woman ? 
Did you ever, my dear Syme, meet with a 
man who owed tnjfre to the Divine Giver of at] 
good things than Mr. O.? A fine fortune, a 
pleasing exterior, self-evident amiable dispo
sitions, and an ingenuous upright mind ; and 

• that informed too, much beyond the usual run 
of young fellows of his rank and fortune: and 
to all this, sucji a woman !—but of hcr I shall 
say nothing at all, in despair of saying anything 
adequate. In my song I have endeavoured 
to do justice to what would be his feelings, on 
seeing in the scene I have drawn, the habita
tion of his Lucy. As I am a good deal pleased 
with my performance, I, inxmv first fepoiy, 
thought of sending it to Mrs. UswaljLf^ut on 
second thoughts, perhaps what I Wfl'cr as the 
honest incense of genuine respect might, from 
the well-known character of poverty and poetry, 
be construed into some modification or other 
of that servility which my soul abhors. Do 
let me know sonfe convenient moment ere the 
worthy family1^cave town, that 1 may with 
propriety wait on’ them. In the circle of the 
fashionable herd, those who come cither to 
show their own consequence, or to borrow con
sequence from visit—in such a mob I will 
not appear; mine is-aylifloreiit errand. Yours, 

* 11. 11.

them much less thaii you do. I do not pre
tend thitt there is much merit in these mor
ceaux, but 1 have two reasons for sending 
them : primo, they arc. mostly ill-natured, so 
are in unison with my present feelings, while 
fifty troops of infernal spirits arc driving post 
from car to car along my jaw bones ; and 
secondly, they are so short, that you cannot 
leave oft’ in the middle, and so hurt my pride 
tn the idea that you found any^Work of mine 
too heavy to get through.

I have a request to beg of yon, and I not 
only beg oT you, but conjure you, by all your 
wishes and by all your hopes that the M use 
will spare the satiric wink in the moment of 
your foibles; that she will warble the song of 
rapture round your Hymeneal couch ; and that 
she will shed on your turf the honest' tear of 
elegiac gratitude! Grant my request as speed
ily, as possible—send me by the very first fly 
or coach foi- this place three copies of the last 
edition of my poems, which place to my account?

Now may the good things of prose, and the 
good things of verse, come among thy/ hands, 
until they be filled with the yootl things of this 
Life, prayeth

11. 11.

t
■

TO MR. WM. LORTMER, SENIOR,
FAIlMKi:.1 u

TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ.1

f Dumfiiiks, 30th May, |1796|.
Sib,)

I had intended to have troubled you with a 
long letter, but at present the delightful sensa
tions of an omnipotent Tooth-ache so engross 
all my inner mas, as to put it out of my power 
even to write nonsense. However, as in duty- 
bound, I approach my Bookseller with an of
fering in my hand—a few poetia cl inches, and 
a song :—to expect any other land of offering 
from the Rhyming l’ri^e would be to know

i Oromek gives this letter with till- date “ Ellisland, 
3W,h May, 1789," hut in the orlgmal, as Mr. Scott 
Douglas tells ns, the poet has distinctly written 
“ Dumfries, 30th May," Imt does not give the year. 
Among tile “ poeticdinches," alluded to in the letter, 
are the lines “On seeing Mrs. Kemhle in Yarico, 
24th October, 1794." The song was “My Chloris, 
mark how green the groves."

[DUMFRIES, Aug. 1799.1
MY DEAR SIR,

1 called for you y ester-night, both at your 
own house, and at your favourite lady’s Mrs. 
Hyslop of the Globe—but could not find you.
1 want yon to dincSsjth me to-day. 1 have 
two honest Midlothian Farmers3 with me, 
who have travelled threescore miles to renew 
old friendship with the poet; and I promise 
you a pleasant party, a plateful of hotch-potch, 
and a bottle of good sound port.

Mrs. Burns desired me y ester-night to beg 
the favour of Jeany to come and partake with

2 Respecting this gentleman and his daughter 
Jeany, the “Chloris" of several of Burns's finest 
songs, see note, vol. iii, p. 186.

s One of the Midlothian farmers is certainly Mr. 
Clegliom ; who the other was is not so certain ; in 
following letter to that gentleman both a Mr. Wight 
and a Mr. Allan are alluded to as if they had liven 
co-visitors of Burns with Cleghorn.
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her, and she was so obliging as to promise that 
she. would. Jcany an A you [Mr. Syme, Dtv > 
Maxwell, and Dr. Mundell]1 arc all the people 
besides my Edinburgh friends whom 1 wish to 
sec, and if yon can come, 1 shall take it very 
kind. Yours,

R. B.
(Dinner at three.)

TO MR. ROBERT CLEGHORN,

FARMER, SAUGIITON, NEAR EDINBURGH.

Dumfries, 21st Aug. 1795.
MV DEAR CLEGHORN,

Enclosed you have Clarke’s “ Gaffer Gray. ” 2 
1 have not time to copy it, so when you have 
taken a copy for yourself, please return me 
the original. I need not caution you against 
giving copies to any other person. “ Peggy 
Ramsay"3 I shall expect tj^nd in Gaffer 
Gray’s company when he r^ras to Dumfries.

I intended to have taken aÏRhntage of the 
frank, and given you a long letter; but cross 
accident has detained me until the Post is just 
going. Cray has Mr. Wight got the better of 
his fright?4 and how is Mr. Allan? I hope

ou got all safe home. Dr. Maxwell and
onest Johh Syme beg leave to be remembered 

to you all. They both speak in high terms of 
the acquisition they have made to their ac
quaintance. Did Thomson meet, you on Sun
day? If so, you would have a world of con
versation. Mrs. Burns joins in thanks for 
your obliging, very obliging visit. Yours 
ever, (P"

R. B.

P.S. Did you ever meet with the following, 
“Todlin I lame,” by the late Mr. M'Cullochof 
Airdwcll, Galloway?

i The original is destroyed here, the names being 
filled In from information contained in subsequent 
letters.

• Tills was probably an indelicate parody by Burns 
of llolcroft’s song, commencing “ Why dost thou 
shiver and qfiake, (latter Gray?" Stephen Clarke the
musician had probably seen it already and mentioned 
it to Cleghom.

4 Perhaps the song beginning “ Could is the e'ening 
blast," vol. iii. p. 203.

4 Mr. Wight had been frightened by a violent 
thunderstorm during his visit.

TO I)AVIDVSTAIG, ESQ.,

PROVOST OF DUMFRIES.

‘ Friday noon [1795].
I know, Sir, that anything which relates to 

the burgh of Dumfries’s interests will engage 
your readiest attention, so shall make no apo
logy for this letter. I have been for some 
time turning my attention to a branch of your 
good town’s revenue, where I think there is 
much to amend ; 1 mean the “ Twa pennies ” 
on ale. The Brewers and Victuallers within 
the jurisdiction pay accurately; but three com
mon brewers in the Bridgend, whose consumpt 
is almost entirely in Dumfries, pay nothing; 
the Annan Brewer, who daily sends in great 
quantities* of ale, pays nothing; because in 
both cases, ale certificates arc never asked for ; 
and of all the English ^le, porter, &c., scarcely 
any of it pays. For my part, I never recorded 
an die certificate in Dumfries, and I know most 
of the other officers are in the same predica
ment. It makes no part of our official duty, 
and besides, until it is universally assessed on 
all dealers, it strikes me as injustice to assess 
one. I know that our Collector has a per 
eentage on the collection ; but as it is no great 
object to him he gives himself no concern 
about what is hroui/ht in to thé town. Our 
supervisor would suit you better. He is an 
abler and-a keener man, and what is all-impor
tant in tl« business, such is his official influence 
over, ay power among his offrs. [officers], that 
were he to signify that such was his wish, not 
a “pcnnic” would be left uncollected. It is 
by no means the case with the Collector. The 
ofl'rs. arc not so immediately among his hands, 
and they would not pay the same attention 
to his mandates. Your Brewers here, the 
Richardsons, one of whom, Gabriel, 1 survey, 
pay annually in “twa pennies” about thirty 
pounds, and the)- complain, with great justice, 
of the unfair balance against them in their 
competition with the Bridgend, Annan, and 
English traders. As they are respectable char
acters, both as citizens and men of business, I 
am sure they will meet with every encourage
ment from the Magistracy of Dumfries. For 
their sakes partly I have interested myself in 
this business, hut still much more on account 
of many obligations which I feel myself to lie
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under to Mr. Staig’s civility and goodness. 
Could I be of the smallest service in anything 
which he has at heart, it would give me great 
pleasure. I have been at some pains to as
certain what you^pannual loss on this business 
may be, and K have reason to think it may 
amount fully to one-third of what you at 
present receive. These crude hints, Sir, are 
for your private use. 1 have by no means any 
wish to take a sixpence from Mr. Mitchell’s 
income; nor do I wish to serve Mr. Findlatcr; 
I wish to show any attempt I can to do any
thing that might declare with what sincerity 
I have the honour to be, Sir, your obliged 
humble servant, R. B.

P.S. A variety of other methods might be 
pointed out and will easily occur to your re
flection on the subject.1

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,
HALLEATHS.

[August, 1790.]
I have perused with great pleasure your 

elegiac verses. In two or three instances I 
mark inequalities rather than faults. A line 
that in an ordinary mediocre production might 
pass, not only without censure, but with ap
plause, in a brilliant composition glares in all 
its native halting inferiority. The last line of 
the second stanza I dislike most. If you can
not mend it (1 cannot, after beating my brains 
to pap), I would almost leave out the whole 
stanza. A Dieu je vous recommande.

R. B.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,
HALLEATHS.

[August, mf.]
Madam,

I think there is little doubt but that your 
interest, if judiciously directed, may procure 
a Tide-waiter’s place for your protégé Shaw ; 
but alas, that is doing litftë for him ! Fifteen 
pounds per ann. is the salary, and the per-

i Provost Staig lost no time In obtaining the opinion 
of counsel on the collection of the dues alluded to In 
the above letter ; and the result being favourable to 
the town, the impost was accordingly levied.

T

■v

o
quisites in some lucky stations, such as Leith, 
Glasgow, or Greenock, may be ten more ; but 
in such a place as this, they will hardly amount 
to five. The appointment is not in the Excise, 
but in the Customs. The way of getting ap
pointed is just thé application of Great Folks 
to the Commissioners of the Customs; the 
Almanack will give you their names. The 
Excise is a superior object, as the salary is fifty 
pounds per annum. You mention that lie has 
a family; if he has more than three children, 
he cannot be admitted as an Excise Officer. 
To apply there is the same business as at [he 
Customs. Garthland, jf you can command his 
sincere zeal in the cause, is, I think, able to 
do either the one or the other. Find out, 
among your acquaintances, who arc the private 
friends of the Commissioners of the particular 
Board at which you wish to apply, and interest 
them—the more, the better. The Commis
sioners of both Boards are people quite in the 
fashionable circle, and must be known to many 
of your friends. I was going to mention some 
of your female acquaintance who might give 
you a lift, but, on recollection, your interest 
with the Women is, I believe, a sorry business. 
So much the better! ’tis God’s judgment upon 
you for making such a despotic use of your 
sway over the Men. You a Republican! 
You have an Empire over us; and you know 
it’too; but the Lord’s holy name be praised, 
you have something of the same propensity to 
get giddy (intoxicated is not a lady’s woril) 
with power; and a devilish deal of aptitude to 
the same blind, undistinguishing Favouritism 
which makes other Despots less dangerous to 
the welfare and repose of mankind than they 
otherwise might be.

So much for scolding you.
I have perused your MSS. with a great deal 

of pleasure. I have taken the liberty to make 
a few marks with my pencil, which I trust you 
will pardon.—Farewell! a

R. B.

Tt^MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,
HALLEATHS.

Dumfries, Sept. 1795.
Madam,

A severe domestic misfortune has put all 
literary business out of my head for some time

«V
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past.1 No A I begin to resume my wonted 
studies. I Ym much correspondence in your 
debt. 1 shall pay it soon. Clarke’s Sonatas 
arc of no use to me, and 1 beg you will keep 
them.

That you, my Friend, may never experience 
such alloss as mine, sincerely prays,

i R. B.

TO'HU."'ROBERT CLEGHORN,
SAUOHTON MJLLM.JPER FAVOUR OK MR. MUNDBLL, 

SURUEON.

[DUMFRIES, January, 1796.]

SONG—THE LASSIE O’ MY HEART. 
Tune—“ hlorag."

O wat ye wha that loea me,
Ami has my heart a keeping? &c.

When 1 get a little more health you shall hear 
from me at large on the subject of the songs.

JI am highly pleased with llyslop’s bill ;2 only 
u have,, in your usual luck, misspelt two 

words: the article “ Postages and porter" you 
have made ‘‘Porterages and porter”—pray 
alter that. In thearticle “Pipesand Tobacco" 
you have spelt Tobacco thus “Tobbacco," 
whereas it ought to be spelt with a single b, 
thus “Tobacco." When you have amended 
these two faults, which please do directly, 
throw off four hundred copies, and send them 
by the very first coach or fly. Farewell, my 
ever valued friend !

R. 1$.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL,
HALLBATHS.

See vol. iii. p. 227.

MV EVER DEAR CLEGHORN,

The foregoing had been sent you long ago, 
dut for reasons which you may have heard, 
since I saw you, I have been much the child 
of disaster. Scarcely begun to recover the loss 
of an only daughter and darling child, 1 became 
myself the victim of a rheumatic fever which 
brought me to the borders of the grave. After 
many weeks of a sick bed, 1 am just beginning 
to crawl about.

Thanks, many thanks for my “Gavin Dou
glas.” This will probably be delivered to you 
by a friend of mine, Mr. Mundell, Surgeon, 
whom you may remember to have seen at my 
house. He wants to enquire after Mr. Allan. 
Best compliments to the amiablcst of my 
friends, Mrs. Clcghom, and to little Miss, 
though she wily scarce remember me ; and to 
my thunder-scjfred friend, Mr. Wight. Yours

R. B.

AV^R,
TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGR

MUSICpHOP, LAWNMARKET, EDINBURGH.
f

Wednes. Noon [Jan. 1796].
Mv dear Friend,

Mr. ClarkY will have acquainted you with 
the unfortunate reasons of my long silence.

1 This refers toViedeath of his daughter Elizabeth 
Riddell Burns, whiNj took place at Mauchline this 
month.

Dumfries, 20tli January, 1796.
I cannot express my gratitude to you for 

allowing me a longer perusal of “Anacliarsis.” 
In fact, I never met with a book that bewitched 
me so much; and I, as a member of the library, 
must warmly feel the obligation you have laid 
us under. Indeed, to me the obligation is 
stronger than to any other individual of our 
society; as “Anacliarsis”3 is an indispensable 
desideratum to a son of the M uses.

The health you wished me in your morning’s 
card, is, I think, flown from me for ever. 1 
have not been able to leave my bed to-day till 
about an hour ago. These wickedly unlucky 
advertisements I lent (I did wrong) to a friend, 
and I am ill able to go in quest of him.

The Muses have not quite forsaken me. The 
following detached stanzas I intend to inter
weave in some disastrous talc of a shepherd, 
“despairing beside a clear stream."
. L'amour, toujours l'amour!

< The trout in yonder wimpling burn 
That glides, a silver dart, &c.

See vol. iii. p. 224.

[Here also are transcribed the ballad of 
“ Bonnie Jean ” and other songs, and the let
ter concludes thus:]

I cannot help laughing at your fricnd’teon- 
ceit of my picture, and I suspect you are pfâÿ-

i An engraved heading for a bill or account.
* Travels of Anacharsis the Younger in Greece, 

from the French of J. J. Barthélmy, 1791.

i
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ing off on me some of that fashionable wit, 
called humbug. Apropos; to pictures, I am 
just sitting to Reid in this town for a minia
ture, and I think ho has hit by far the best 
likeness of me ever taken.1 When you are at 
any time so idle in town as to call at Reid’s 
painting room, and mèntion to him that 1 
spoke of such a thing to you, he will show it 
to you, else he will not ; for both the minia
ture’s existence and its destiny are an invio
lable secret, and therefore very properly trusted 
in part to you.

Have you seen Clarke’s Sonatas, the sub
jects from Scots Airs? If not, send for my

TO MR. PETER HILL, BOOKSELLER,
XDINBUltUll.

DUMFRIES, 29 Jail. 1796.
My dear Hill,

By the chaise, the driver of which brings 
you this, 1 send your annual Kipper; but on 
the express condition that you do not, like a 
fool as you were last year, put yourself to five 
times the value in expense of a return.

11 have just time to beg that you will make 
my best compliments fo my fair friend, Mrs. 
Hill, Cameron “my kinsman,” and Ramsay2 
“my yoke-fellow in the Lord !" God be with 
you all! In a week or ten days you shall 
hear at large from thine

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Dumfries, 31st January, 1796.
These many months you have been two 

packets in my debt3—what sin of ignorance I 
have committed against so highly valued a 
friend 1 am utterly at a loss to guess. Alas ! 
Madam, ill can 1 afford, at this time,, to be 
deprived of any of the small remnant of my

i Respecting this likeness, see the ^article “ Por
traits ot Bums," in vol. v.

i See letter to Hill, Oct. 1794. #
' » Burns's last known letter to the lady was written 
in Dec.—Jan. 1794-6. Rumours as to Burns's politi
cal indiscretions and social Indecorums seem to have 
led her to avoid writing to him. See letter of 12th 
July, 1796, and note.

pleasures. I have lately drunk deep of the 
cup of affliction. The autumn robbed me of 
my only daughter and darling child, and that 
at a distance too,4 and so rapidly, as to put it 
out of my power to pay the last duties to her. 
1 had scarcely begun to recover from that 
shock, when 1 became myself the victim of a 
most severe rheumatic fever, and long the die 
spun doubtful ; until after many weeks of a 
sick bed, it seems to have turned up life, and 
I am beginning to crawl across my room, and 
once indeed have been before my own door in 
the street.

Vhrn pleasure fascinates the mental sight, 
Affliction purifies the visual ray,

Religion hails the drear, the untried nigM,
And shuts, for ever shuts! life's doubtful day.

R. B.

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL.

Saturday, 6 p.m. [April, 1796], 
Par accident, meeting with Mrs. Scott6 in 

the street, and having the miniature0 in a 
book in my pocket, I send you it, as 1 under
stand that a servant of yours is in town. The 
painter, in my opinion, has spoilt the likeness. 
Return me the bagatelle per first opportunity. 
1 am so ill as to be scarce able to hold this 
miserable pen to this miserable paper.

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, 
epinburijh; ''

* [Dumfries, 17th May, 1796.1

How arc you, my dear Friend, and how 
comes on your fifth volume? You may pro
bably think that for some time past J have 
neglected you and your work ; but, alas ! the

4 This child, Elizabeth Riddell, died in Sept. 1796, 
under the roof of the Armours at Mauchline, whither 
she, who had passed all the four years of existence in 
feeble health, had been sent for change of air.

4 Wife ot Mr. Scott of Tinwald, in whose house 
Mrs. Riddel! was then residing, her thriftless husband 
having lia<l to dispose of Woodley Park (or rallier 
give it back from failure to pay the purchase money), 
and also of Friars' Carsq. which he inherited from 
his brother Captain Riddell.

• This is, in all likelihood, the miniature of the 
poet's eldest son, RoberUVthen about ten years old. 
See under “ Portraits,1' in vol. v.

1
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hand of pain, and Borrow, and care, has these 
many month» lain heavy on me! Personal 
and domestic affliction have almost entirely 
banished that alacrity and life with which 1 
uscil to woo the rural muse of Scotia. In the 
meantime, let us finish what we have so well 
begun. The gentleman, Mr. Lewars, a par
ticular friend of mine, will bring out any 
proofs (if they arc ready) or any message you 
may have. Farewell !

R IS.
Turn over.

[June 16th.]i
You should have had this when Mr. Lewars 

called on you, but his saddle-bags miscarried.
I am extremely anxious for your work, as 
indeed 1 am for every thing concerning you 
and your welfare.

You are a good, worthy, honest fellow, and 
have a good right to live in this world—be
cause you deserve it. Many a merry meeting 
this Publication has given us, and possibly 
it may give us more, though, alas ! 1 fear it. 
This protracting, slow, consuming illness which 
hangs over me, will, I doubt much, my ever 
dear friend, arrest my sun before lie has well 
reached his middle career, and will turn over 
the Poet to far more important concerns than 
studying the brilliancy of Wit, or the pathos 
of Sentiment! However, Hope is the cordial 
of the human heart, and I endeavour to cherish 
it as well as I can.

Let me hear from you as soon as convenient 
—Your Work is a great one; and tbouglvnow 
that it is near finished, I sec if we wede to 
begin again, two or three things that might be 
mended; yet I will venture to prophesy, tlikt 
to future ages your publication will be thè 
text-book and standard of Scottish Song and 
Music.

I am ashamed to ask another favour of you, 
because you have been so very good already; 
but my wife has a very particular friend of 
hers; a young lady who sings well, to whom 
she wishes to present the Scot» Mimical 
Museum. - If you have a spare copy, will you

i This is in effect two letters written at an interval 
of shout a month, the dates not being quite certain. 
The tirât portion should have bden handed to Johnson 
by Lewars, hut the latter's saddle-bags containing it 
had gone astray, aud had not been recovered for 
some time.

251

be so obliging an to send it by the very finit 
/y, an 1 am anxious to have it soon?3 

Yours ever,

TO MRS. WALTER RIDDELL

Dumfries, 4th June, 1790.
I am in such miserable health as to be 

utterly incapable of showing my loyalty in 
any way.3 Rackt as I am with rheumatisms,
I meet every face with a greeting, like tliat of 
Balak to Balaam—“Come, curse me Jacob; 
and come, defy me Israel!” So say A— 
Come, curse me that cast wind; aud come, 
defy me the north ! Would you have me in 
such circumstances copy you out a love-song?

1 may perhaps sec you on Saturday, but I 
will not be at the ball.—Why should I ? “ man 
delights not me, nor woman cither!” Can 
you supply me with the song, “Let us all lie 
unhappy together?”—do if you can, and oblige 
le pauvre miserable.

R B.

TO MR. CLARKE,
SCHOOLMASTER, FORFAR.

Dumfries, 26th June, 1790. 
My dear Clarke, ^

Still, still the victim of affliction! Were 
you to see the emaciated figure who now holds

2 “ In this humble and delicate manner did poor 
Burns ask for a copy of a work of which he was prin
cipally the founder, and to which he had contributed, 
gratuitously, not less than 184 original, altered, and 
collected songs ! The editor has seen 18U transcribed 
by his own hand for the Museum.”—Cromkk.—The 
“ particular friend ” above referred to is Jessie Lewars, 
who duly received the copy intended for her, a poeti
cal inscription by Burns being written on the fly-leaf 
of one of the volumes. See vol. iii. p. 237.

Mr. Johnson died February 26th, 1811. His obitu
ary notice in the Scots Magazine runs as follows: 
“At Edinburgh, much regretted, Mr. Janies Johnson, 
engraver, music-seller, and copperplate printer;— 
being the first who attempted to strike music upon 
pewter, whereby a great saving is made in the charge 
of that article. Mr. Johnson will long be remembered 
in the musical world : he published several interest
ing pieces of late ; and in none was more successful 
than in his elegant work, The Scots Musical Museum, 
in six volumes ; concerning which, the celebrated 
Burns (a few days before his death) writes the pub
lisher.”

3 The 4th of June was the birth day of George III., 
and Mrs. Riddell had desired him to go to a birth
day assembly to show his loyalty.
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the pen to you, you would not know your old 
friend. Whether I shall ever get about again, 
is only known to Him, the Great Unknown, 
whose creature I am. Alas, Clarke ! I begin 
to fear the worst. As to my individual self, I 
am tranquil, and would despise myself if 1 
were not; but Burns’s poor widow, and half-a- 
dozen of his dear little ones—helpless orphans ! 
—there I am weak as a woman’s tear. Enough 
of this! ’Tis half of my disease.

I duly received your last, enclosing the 
note.1 e It came extremely in time, and I am 
much obliged by your punctuality. Again 1 
must request you to do me the same kindness. 
Be so very good as, by return of post, to en
close me another note. I trust you can do it 
without inconvenience, and it will seriously 
oblige me. If I must go, I shall leave a few 
friends behind me, whom I shall regret while 
consciousness remains. I know I shall live 
in their remembrance. Adieu, .dear Clarke. 
That I shall ever see you again is, I am afraid, 
highly improbable.

R B.

TO MR ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

Brow,* sea-bathing quarters, 7th July, 1796.
Mv hear Cunningham,

1 received yours here this moment, and am 
indeed highly flattered with the approbation 
of the literary.circle you mention; a literary

1 The letter alluded to reads as follows:—
" Forfar, 18th Feb. 1796.

“Mr dear Friend,
“ Your letter makes me very unhappy; the more so, 

as I had heard very flattering accounts of your situa
tion some months ago. A note [ = twenty-one shil
lings] Is enclosed ; and if such partial payment^iill 
lie acceptable, this shall soon be followed by more; 
My appointment here has more than answered my 
expectations; but furnishing a large house, Ac., has 
kept me still very poor; and the persecution I suffered 
from that rascal, Lord Hopetoun, brought me into 
expenses, which, with all my economy, I have not 
yet rubbed off. Be so kind as to write me. Your 
disinterested friendship has made an impression 
which time cannot efface. Believe me, my dear 
Bums, yours in sincerity,

"JAMES CLARKE.’’
Letters to Mr. Clarke will be found on pp. 200 and 

202, and he and his straggle with Lord Hopetoun 
and others are also mentioned in other letters. He 
was now paying off money that he had borrowed from 
Bums.

1 A hamlet on the shore of the Solway Firth about 
9 miles south-east of Dumfries.

circle, inferior to none in the two kingdoms. 
Alas ! my friend, I fear the voice of the bard 
will soon be heard among you no more ! For 
these eight or ten months I have been ailing, 
sometimes bedfast and sometimes not ; but 
these last three months 1 have been tortured 
with an excruciating rheumatism, which has 
reduced me to nearly the last stage. You 
actually would not know me if you saw me.— 
1‘alc, emaciated, and so feeble, as occasionally 
to need help from my chair—my spirits tied ! 
fled !—but I can no more on the subject—only 
the medical folks tell me that my last and only 
chance is .bathing and country quarters, and 
riding. The deuce of the matter is this; when 
an exciseman is off duty, his salary is reduced 
to £35 instead of £60.—What way, in the 
name of thrift, shall I maintain myself, ami 
keep a horse in country quarters—with a wife 
and five children at home, on £35? I men
tion this, because I had intended to beg your 
utmost interest, and that of all the friends you 
can muster, to move our commissioners of Ex
cise to grant me the "full salary;3 I dare say 
you know them all personally. If they do not 
grant it me, I must lay my account with an 
exit truly en poète, if I die not of disease, I 
must perish with hunger.

I have sent you one of the songs (Lord 
Gregory); the other my memory docs not serve 
me with, and I have no copy here; but 1 shall 
be at home soon, when 1 will send it you.— 
Apropos to being at home, Mrs. Burns threat
ens in a week or two to add one more to my

» See note to Life, vol. I. p. 128. But the actual 
facts as to the reduction of salary seem somewhat 
hard to'get at. Findlater, Burns’s immediate superior, 
writing In 1834 tells us: “Another charge of cruelty 
has been brought forward against the Board—that of 
refusing his full salary during his illness, which a 
little explanation will set to rights. A few years pre
vious to this period, an addition of £16 per annum 
had been made to the salaries, accompanied with the 
condition of being stopped to officers not doing duty. 
This still existed in Burns’s time, and l;e was no 
worse treated than others in similar circumstances 
of indisposition. It is here incumbent on me to 
mention, that Commissioner Graham, regretting, I 
have no doubt, his inability to comply with the poet’s 
wishes as to the’full salary, sent him a private dona
tion of £6, which, 1 believe, nearly or totally com
pensated the loss." Tliq £16 recently added, although 
now kept off from Buyns’s salary—and Findlatermakes 
no mention of any further reduction—would still have 
left him £70 instead of £35. In fact Bums seems to 
have been entirely under a misapprehension.
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paternal charge, which, if of the right gender, 
I intend shall be introduced to the world by 
the respectable designation of Alexander Cun
ningham Hums.1 My last was James Olencaim, 
so you can have no objection to the comparty 
of nobility. Farewell. It. li.

TO fUR. GILBERT BURNS.

BROW, loth July, 1796.
DKAK ISROTHKR,

It will be no very pleasing news to you to 
be told that I am dangerously ill, and not 
likely to get better. An inveterate rheumatism 
has reduced me to such a state of debility, and 
my appetite is so totally gone, that I can 
scarcely* sfand on my legs. I have been a 
week at sea-bathing, and I will continue there, 
or in a friend’s house in the country, all the 
summer. God keep my wife and children: if 
1 am taken from their head, they will be poor 
indeed. I have contracted one or two serious 
debts, partly from my illness these many 
months, partly from too much thoughtlessness 
as to expense when I came to town, that will 
cut in too much on the little I leave them in 
your hands. Remember me to my mother. 
Yours, H. B.

TO MR. JAMES ARMOUR, MAUCHLINE.

Brow, July 10,1790.
For Haven’s sake, and as you value the 

welfare of your daughter and my wife, do, my 
dearest Sir, write to Fife to Mrs. Armour to 
come if possible. My wife thinks she can yet 
reckon upon a fortnight. The medical people 
order me, as l value mg existence, to fly to 
sea-bathing2 and country quarters ; so it is 
ten thousand chances to one that I shall not 
be within a dozen miles of her when the hour 
comes. What a situation for her, poor girl, 
without a single friend by her on such a seri
ous moment.

i A boy was born on the day of his father s funeral, 
but he was named Maxwell, after the doctor who at
tended the poet on his death-bed.

i Having this statement under the poet's own hand, 
it is rather bewildering to come across an assertion 
of Dr. Currie, founded, doubtless, on Dr. Maxwell's 
report, that Burns, “ Impatient of medical advice, as 
well as of every species of controul, determined for 
himself to try the effects of bathing in the sea."

I have now been a week at salt-water, and 
though I think 1 have got some good by it, 
yet 1 have some secret fears that this business 
will be dangerous if not fatal. Y’our most 
affectionate son,

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Brow, Saturday, 12th July, 1796.
Madam,

1 haft written you so often, without receiv
ing any answer, that 1 would not trouble you 
again, but for the circumstances in which 1 am. 
An illness which has long hung about me, in 
all probability will speedily send me beyond 
that bourne whence no traveller returns. Your 
friendship, with which for many years you 
honoured me, was a friendship dearest to my 
soul. Your conversation, and especially your 
correspondence, were at once highly entertain- 
ing^imd instructive. With whaè pleasure did 
1 use to break up the seal ! The remembrance 
yet adds one pulse more to my poor palpitating 
heart. Farewell ! ! !

R. B.3

» Mrs. Dunlop, as we have already mentioned, had 
become estranged in some measure from Burns, and 
had not written to him for probably two years, the 
cause no dhubt being the stories that had reached 
her as to |iis loose behaviour and indiscretion in 
regard to politics. According to Dr. Currie, “ Burns 
had, however, the pleasure of receiving a satisfactory 
explanation of his friend's silence, and an assurance 
of the continuance of her friendship to his widow 
and children; an assurance that has I teen amply 
fulfilled. It is probable that the greater part of her 
letters to him were destroyed by our bard about the 
time that this last was written." It is strange that 
Dr. Currie says nothing about the nature of the ex
planation Mrs. Dunlop gave of her silence. Accor
ding to Chambers itrs. Burns always maintained that 
no explanation of any kind ever reached Burns ; and 
it would almost appear tliai^the worthy doctor in
tentionally misdated one or two of Mrs. Dunlop’s 
letters in order to conceal the fact that Mrs. Dunlop 
maintained a long silence towards the poet., Nor 
did Burns destroy the greater part of her letters to 
him, as appears from the following lifter from Gilbert 
Burns to Dr. Maxwell, dated only tijunonths after 
the bard's death

" MossoitL, 25th Sept. 1796.
"Sts. J

“ I trouble you at this time on the subject of Mrs. 
Dunlop's letters. I wrote lie/on my return from 
Dumfries, that it had been tlfought expedient to es
tablish it, its a rule, that the letters from my brother's
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TU MR. JAMES BURN ESS,
WHITER, MONJROSE.

Dumfries, 12th July.
My dearest Cousin,

When you offered me money assistance, 
little did 1 think I should want it so soon. 
A rascal of a haberdasher, to whom I owe a 
considerable bill, taking it into his head that 
1 am dying, has commenced a ]>roce|| against 
me, and will infallibly put my emaciated body 
into jail. Will you be so good as' to accom
modate me, and that by return of post, with 
tqu |M*unds? O, James! did you know the 
pride of my heart, you would fecluloubly for 
lije ! Alas ! 1 am not used to beg ! MThc worst 
of it is, my health was coming abJut finely, 
you know, and my physician assurti me, that 
melancholy and low spirits arc half y disease: 
guess, then, my horrors when thi 1 business 
began ! If I had it settled, I w< aid be, I

correspondents found In his repositorie should be 
retained until they give up at least such ok his let
ters in their hands as might suit publication. She 
replied that, ‘ anxious as she is for tha recovery of 
her own letters, and awkward as she «els atXheir 
being in the hands of strangers ; yet, se» far front the 
retention of them answering the purpose intended 
she must consider her doing any thing in consequence 
of that threat, as betraying a conviction ,of some im
propriety in her letters which she is not conscious 
of.’ I have been last week to wait on her at her own 
house, and she read to me all my brother's letters to 
her, numbering about seventy. We marked those 
which we thought would at all suit publication in 
whole or in part, to the number of perhaiw twenty or 
thirty, several of which, if I am not a partial judge, 
will do credit to the writer.

“ Mrs. Dunlop proposes copying all the lettei 
marked, and she will allow the editor to compare 
with the originals such as may be selected for pub 
cation ; but even this she does not allow me to siy, 
till she has got her own letters back, as she would 
not be supposed to do any thing from the fear of tlu)(r 
being retained. I beg, therefore, that her lettei 
may be sent to me that I may forward them to her ; 
for, besides the opinion I always had that we have no 
right to retain them, I am now convinced that it can 
serve no good purpose. Let the letters, such as are 
recovered, and the rest when they can l>e collected, 
be given to Mrs. Burns, who will send them by the 
carrier to me. I am, Sir, your most obedient servant, 

“Gilbert Burns.

“P.S. My brother had promised Mrs. Dunlop a 
perusal of the letters he had collected for Mr. Riddell. 
If these could be sent to her along with her own 
letters, it would be very obliging to her.

VG. B.”

think, quite well in a manner. How shall 1 
use the language to you, Oh do not disappoint 
me 1 but strong necessity’s curst command------

i “James Burness sent his cousin ten pounds the 
moment he received his letter, though he could ill 
spare the money, and concealed his kindness from 
the world, till, on reading the life and letters of the 
poet, he was constrained, in support of his own good 
name, to conceal it no longer. I was informed by 
my friend, Dr. Burness, that his grandfather, now in 
his eighty-fourth year, was touched by the dubious 
way in which I had left the subject in the poet’s life, 
and felt that he was liable to the imputation of cold
ness of heart.—In a matter of such delicacy, 1 could 
not ask the family, and accordingly had left it as 1 
found it, without comment or remark. The follow
ing letters will make all as clear as day, and right my 
venerable friend in a matter respecting which he 
cannot be but anxious.”-Allan Cunningham.

TO MR. BURNESS, MONTROSE.
“Sib,

“At the desire of Mrs. Burns, I have to acquaint 
you with the melancholy and much regretted event 
of your friend’s death. He expired on the morning 
of the 21st, about live o’clock. The situation of the 
unfortunate Mrs. Burns and her charming Itoys, your 
feeling heart can easily paint. It is, however, much 
to her consolation that a few of his friends, particu
larly Mr. John Syme, collector of the stamps, and 
Dr. William Maxwell, both gentlemen of the first 
respectability and connections, have stepped forward 

With their awjstance and advice ; and I think there 
an Wlio doubt^Hut that a very handsome provision 

will pe raised for the widow and family. The former 
of \hese gentlemen has written to most of the Edin
burgh professors with whom either he or Mr. Burns 
werA acquainted, and to several other particular 
friemL. You will easily excuse your not having 
soonersan answer to your very kind letter, with an 
acknowledgment of the contents, for, at the time it 
was received. M r. Burns was totally unable either to 
write or dictate a letter, and Mrs. 'Burns wished to 
defer answering it till she saw what furn affairs took.

“ I am, w ito much respect, your most obedient and 
very humide servant,

/ 1 John Lkwars.
DvjirRiKM, 23rd July, 1796.”

fo MRS. ROBERT BURNS, DUMFRIES.

“My dear Cousin,
“ It was with much concern I received the melan

choly news of the death of your husband. Little did 
I expect, when I had the pleasure of seeing you and 
him, that a change so sudden would have happened.

“I sincerely sympathize with you in your affliction, 
and will be very ready to do any thing in my power 
to alleviate it

“ I am sensible that the education of his family 
was the object nearest to my cousin’s heart, and I 
hope you will make it your study to follow up his 
wish by carefully attending to that object, so far as

4
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(A/

I have been thinking over and over my 
brother’s affairs, and I fear I must cut him 
up;1 but on this I will correspond at another

may be possible for you ; or, if you think of parting 
with your son, Robert, and will allow me to take 
charge of him, I will endeavour to discharge towards 
him the duty of a father, aqd educate him with my 
own sons.

“ l /ijh happy to hear that something is to be done 
for you and the family ; but as that may take some 
time to carry it into effect, I beg you will accept of 
the enclosed live pounds to çupply your present 
necessities.

“My friend mentioned to me that any little thing 
he had was in the hands of his brother Gilbert, and 
that the payment of it, at present, would be hard 
upon him ; I have therefore to entreat that, so far as 
your circumstances will permit, you will use lenity 
in settling with him.

“ I have further to request that you will offer my 
best thanks to Mr. Lewars for his very friendly letter 
to me on this melancholy event, with my sincere 
wishes that such a warm heart as his may never 
want a friend.

“ I shall be glad to hear of your welfare, and your 
resolution in regard to your son, and I remain, dear 
cousin, your affectionate triend,

“James Burn ess.
“ Montrose, 29th July, 1796."

TO MR. BURGESS, MONTROSE.

“ Dear Sir,
“ I was duly favoured with your letter of the 29th 

July.—Your goodness is such as to render it wholly 
out of my power to make any suitable acknowledg
ment, or to express what I feel for so much kindness.

“ With regard to my son Robert, I cannot as yet 
determine; the gentlemen hero (jMirticularly Dr. 
Maxwell and Mr. Syme, who have so much interested 
thtfmselves for me and the family) do not wish that

skoiyd come to any resolution sis to parting with 
x ' 'Them, and I own my own feelings rather incline 
me ti>keep them with me. I think they will be a com
fort to inï?\ and my most agreeable companions ; but 
should any of them ever leave me, you, Sir, would 
be, of all others, the gentleman under whose charge 
1 should wish to see any of them, and I an*perfectly 
sensible of your very obliging offer, 
r “Since Mr. Lewai? wrote you, I have got a young 
son, who, sis well as myself, is doing well.

“ What you mention about my brother, Mr. Gilbert 
Burns, is wluit accords with my own opinion, and 
every respect shall be paid to your advice. I am, 
dear Sir, with the greatest respect and regard, your 
very much obliged friend,

“Jean Burns.’*
“ Dumfries, 3rd August, 1796.”

This letter would no doubt be written for rather 
than by Mrs. Burns; it could hardly be her own com
position.

1 That is “ must insist on his paying me at least a 
part of the money I lent him.”

time, particularly as 1 shall [require] your 
advice.

Forgive me for once more mentioning by 
return of post,—save me from the horrors of 
a jail !

My compliments to my friend James, and 
to all the rest. 1 do not know what 1 have 
written. The subject is so horrible, 1 dare 
not look it over again. Farewell.

It. IV

TO JAMES GRACIE, ESQ.,
BANKER, DUMFRIES.

Brow, Wednesday Morning, 
13tli JulyATZMI*

My Dear Sir,
It would [he] doing high injustice to this 

place not to acknowledge that my rheumatisms 
have derived great benefits from it already ; 
but, alas ! my loss of appetite still continues. 
1 shall not need your kind offer this week,3 and 
1 return to town the beginning of next week, 
it not being a tide week. I am detaining a 
man in a burning-hurry. So. God bless you.

If. B.

TO MRS. BURNS.

Brow, Thursday [14th July, 1798]
My dearest Love,

1 delayed writing until I could tell you 
what effect sea-bathing was likely to produce. 
It would be injustice to deny that it has cased 
my pains, and 1 think has strengthened me ; 
but my appetite is still extremely bad. No 
llcsh nor fish can 1 swallow : porridge and 
milk arc the only thing 1 can taste. I am 
very happy to hear, by Miss Jessy Lewars,4 
that you are all well. My very best and kind
est compliments tojicr, and to all the children. 
1 will see you on Sunday. Your affectionate 
husband,

. Il B.
* s From Brow Bums wrote also two letters to George 
Thomson, the first on the 4th of July, the second on 
the 12th—the same day as this letter. In the latter 
he begged his friend to send him £5, and also Inclosed 
the last song he ever wrote—“ Fairest Maid on Devon 
Banks." See Thomson Correspondence.

« Mr. Oracle had kindly offered Bums a post-chaise 
to bring him home.

4 That is, by a letter from Miss Jessy Lewars.
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TO MR. JOHN CLARK, ESQUIRE,
LOCHBRWOODS.

[Brow, 16th July, 1796], Saturd: Nn.
My dear Sir,

My hours of bathing have interfered so un
luckily as to have put it out of my power to 
wait on you.—In the meantime, as the tides 
arc over I anxiously wish to return to town, 
as I have not heard any news of Mrs. Burns 
these two days.-—Dare I be so bold as to bor
row your gig?* I have a horse at command, 
but it threatens to rain, and getting wet is 
perdition.—Any time about three in the after
noon, will suit me exactly.

Yours most gratefully and sincerely,
R. B.

TO JAMES ARMOUR, MASON,
MAUCHLINK.1

, Dumfries, 18tb July, 1796.
My dear Sir,

Do, for heaven’s sake, send Mrs. Armour 
here immediately. My wife is hourly expected 
to be put to bed. Good God ! what a situa
tion for her to be in, poor girl, without a 
friend ! I returned from sea-bathing quarters 
to-day, and my medical friends w ould almost 
persuade me that I am bet^jr, but I think 
and feel that my strength is so gone that the 
disorder will prove fatal to me. Your son-in- 
law, R. B.

i This letter to the father of his wife, is the last 
which the poet wrote, being dated only three days 
before his death. It proves the strength of his care 
as a husband even in the extremity of his disease.

X

I
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CORRESPONDENCE WITH CLARINDA.

INTRODUCTION.

Early in December, 1787, during his second 
stay in Edinburgh, Burns made the acquain
tance of the lady who was to become, under the 
romantic name of Clarinda, the most famous of 
bis correspondents, and the inspirer of some of 
the finest of his songs. A Miss Nimmo, an 
elderly lady who seems to have been introduced 
to the poet by Miss Margaret Chalmers, was a 
friend also of his future divinity; and in licit 
house, in consequence of the special request of 
the lady, the two first met at tea. Their attach
ment, affection, love—call it what you please 
—seems to have at once begun on both sides. 
An epistolary correspondence was immediately 
commenced, and was carried on for some time, 
especially on the poet’s side, with great vigour. 
Having met with the accident referred to in 
his second letter, Burns could not accept his 
fair admirer’s invitation to tea on the 8th, and 
so epistles had to take, fdf a time, the place 
of interviews, and in the fifth letter of Burns 
we find him assuming the name of Sylvalider, 
while the lady’s fourth,\ in reply thereto, is 
signed Clarinda. It is probable that the as
sumption of these names* had been agreed 
upon in some letters which have not been pre
served.

Clarinda, or, to give her her maiden name, 
Agnes Craig, was the daughter of a highly re
spectable surgeon in Glasgow, and was Burns’s 
junior only by three months. She was a full 
cousin of William Craig, a lord of the Court 
of Session, and one of the contributors to the 
Mirror; her granduncle was Colin Maclaurin, 
the mathematician, and Mend of Sir Isaac 
Newton. In early life Miss Craig was con
sidered ono^of the Mien of Glasgow. In later 
years, Dr. Robert Chambers, who knew her, 
speaks of her thus :—“ Of a somewhat volup
tuous style of beauty, of lively and easy man

ners, of a poetical fabric of mind, with some 
wit, and not too high a degree of refinement 
and delicacy, she was exactly the kind of 
woman to fascinate Burns. She might indeed 
be described as the town-bred or lady analogue 
of the country maidens who had exercised the 
greatest power over him in his earlier days.”

Her history is a rather singular one. In 
July, 1776, when only seventeen years of age, 
she was married to James M'Lehose, a Glasgow 
law-agent, who, according to a story current 
in that city, wooed and won her in a peculiar 
fashièn. Having been smitten with the charms 
of the young beauty, and learning that on a 
certain day she was to journey from Glasgow 
to Edinburgh by stage-coach, he took all the 
other seats in the conveyance, and so had her 
all to himself for the forty odd miles. So 
effectually did the brisk wooer urge his suit, 
that they were engaged before they reached 
the Scottish metropolis ! The union proved 
an unhappy one. “Only a short time had 
elapsed,” the too confiding lady afterwards 
wrote, “ere I perceived, with inexpressible 
regret, that our dispositions, tempers, and 
sentiments were so totally different as to banish 
all hopes of happiness.” Within five years of 
the marriage a separation took place, Mrs. 
M'Lehose having by this time given birth to 
four children, only two of whom were living 
when she made the acquaintance of Burns. 
M'Lehose went some three years afterwards - 
to the West Indies and seemed reckless as to 
the fate of his wife and children. On the 
death of her father in 1782 the lady went to 
reside in Edinburgh (see note to letter xxxix. ), 
her only certain source of income being a small 
annuity settled on her by her father,Tier 
cousin, Lord Craig, however, occasionally as
sisting her in pecuniary matters. In 1791 her 
husliand unexpectedly invited her to Jamaica, 
sending the money to defray her expenses.

/
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Early in February, 1792, she sailed in the 
Rouelle, the same vessel in which Hums had 
taken a berth several years before. On her 
arrival she was mortified to find her husband 
surrounded by a circle of young Jamaicans of 
whom he was the father. She was also told 
by a medical adviser that in her weak state of 
health she would not be able to hold out long 
against the warm climate. She determined, 
therefore, to return with the same vessel in 
which she went out, and reached Edinburgh 
in August, 1792. Her death took place in 
1841, in a house she had long occupied on the 
Calton Hill, Edinburgh. She was predeceased 
by her youngest son, William, ill. 1790; by 
her husband, who died at Kingsfton, Jamaica, 
in 1812, and by her eldest son, Andrew (who 
lived to practise as a Writer to the Signet), in 
1839. L'larinda appears to have always cher
ished a fond remembrance of Burns. In her 
diary she wrote the following entry forty years 
after their last interview : “6th Dec. 1831.— 
This day 1 never can forget. Parted with 
Bums in the y cat 1791 never more to meet in 
this world. Oh, may we meet in Heaven ! ” 

Shortly after Bums’s death his friend John 
Syme exerted himself to procure for Dr. Currie 
all the available material for a biography of 
the poet. He wrote to Mrs. M'Lehose re
specting the bard’s letters to her. She replied : 
—“ On condition that you send me my letters,
I will select such passages from our dear hard's 
letters as will do honour to his memory, and 
cannot hurt my own fame, even with the most 
rigid." It was, therefore, arranged that her 
letters to Burns would be returned to her, but 
of the selected extracts offered to Mr. Syme, 
Dr. Currie seems never to have availed himself. 
Twenty-five of the letters belonging to the 
Clarinda Correspondence w€rc published in 
1802 by Thomas Stewart, bookseller, Glasgow. 
He obtained copies of them from an unscrupu
lous literary adventurer, who had begged from 
Mrs. M'Lchose a perusal of Bums’s letters to 
her, with permission to make some extracts 
from them, which he meant to introduce into 
a memoir of the poet he professed to be then 
engaged on. In spite of an interdict against 
their circulation obtained by the London pub
lishers of Dr. Currie’s edition of the poet’s 
works, and of subsequent legal proceedings, 
the pirated letters continued to be published

in almost every edition of Burns which pro- 
fessed to be complete till after the lady’s death. 
In 1843, however, her grandson, William 
M ‘Lchose, was induced to publish a complete 
collection of the letters which were still in 
possession of the family, and it is from this 
authorized edition, with the exception of a few 
additions and corrections obtained from vari
ous other sources, that they have since been 
reprinted. ,We give only occasional extracts 
from the lady’s letters.

_ On the whole we are inclined to think tîiat 
this portion of the poet’s literary remains could 
have been well spared without much loss to 
his reputation. The letters are characterized 
by apparent vehemence of feeling—simplicity 
of thought and expression is rarely to be found 
in them ; on the contrary, they are too often 
marked by strained sentiment, laboured diction, 
and we may venture so far as to add, painfully 
bombastic rant. Burns had, however, much 
to excuse him for writing in this vein. He 
was hardly a year from the plough when this 
celebrated beauty confessed an admiration for 
him, and told him she had long sought his 
company as one whose sentiments and feelings 
resembled her own. The lady, besides being 
beautiful, was clever, accomplished, fond of 
adulation, and above all, full of the liveliest 
sensibilities. Burns felt himself constrained 
to trrile tip to her sympathies and her expecta
tions of him, and the result is that the letters 
bear in too many places a forced and exagger
ated character. The poet was doubtless fasci
nated by the attachment of the beauty, and 
expressed himself in the most rapturous terms 
regarding her; but it is greatly to be ques
tioned if lie really felt the rapture he laboured 
to express.

No. I.

Thursday Evening [0th five. 17871-Madam,
I had set no small store by my tea-drinking 

to-night, flpd have not often been so disap
pointed. Saturday evening 1 shall embrace 
the opportunity with the greatest pleasure. 1 
leave tiffo town this day se’eirttlght, and, pro
bably, for a couple of twelvemonths ; but must 
ever regret that I so lately got kn acquaintance
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I shall ever highly esteem, and in whose wel
fare 1 shall ever be warmly interested.

Our worthy common friend, in her usual 
pleasant way, rallied me a good deal on my 
new acquaintance, and in the humour of her 
ideas 1 wrote some lines, which I inclose you, 
as I think they have a good deal of poetic 
merit; and Miss Nimmo tells me you arc not 
only a critic, but a poetess. Fiction, you know, 
is the native region of poetry ; and 1 hope you 
will pardon my vanity in sending you the 
bagatelle as a tolerable off-hand jeu-il'esprit.1 
1 have several poetic trifles, which 1 shall 
gladly leave with Miss Nimmo, or you, if they 
were worth house room ; as there arc scarcely 
two people on earth by whom it would mortify 
me more to be forgot ten, though at the distance 
of nine score miles.—1 am, Madam, with the 
highest respect, your very humble servant, 

llOBT. BUKNH.

No. II.

No. III.

12th Dec. 1787.
I stretch a point, indeed, my dearest Madam, 

when I answer your card on the rack of my 
present agony. Your friendship, Madam ! 
By heavens, 1 was never prouiT^elbre. Your 
lines, 1 maintain it, arc poetry, and good 
poetry;2 mine were indeed partly fiction, and 
partly a friendship which had 1 been so blest 
as to have met with you in lime, might have 
led me—God of love only knows where. Time 
is too short for ceremonies.

I swear solemnly (in all the tenor of my 
former oath) to remember you in all the pride 
and warmth of friendship until—I cease to 
be !

To-morrow, and every day, till I see you, 
you shall hear from me.

Farewell ! May you enjoy a betW night’s 
repose than I am likely to have.

R>1A

Saturday Evening [8th Dec. 1787].

I can say with truth, Madam, that I never 
met with a person in my life whom I more 
anxiously wished to meet again than yourself. 
To-night I was to have had that very great 
pleasure. I was intoxicated with the idea; 
but an unlucky fall from a coach has so bruised 
one of my knees, that I can’t stir my leg; so 
if 1 don’t see you again, 1 shall not rest in my 
grave for clufgrin. I was vexed to the soul I 
had not seen you sooner; l determined to 
cultivat^your friendship with the enthusiasm 
of religion; but thus has Fortune ever served 
me. I cannot bear the idea of leaving Edin
burgh without seeing you. I know not how 
to account for it—I am strangely taken with 
some people, nor am 1 often mistaken. You 
arc a stranger to me ; but 1 am an odd being; 
some yet unnamed feelings, things, not prin
ciples, but better than whims, carry me farther 
than boasted reason ever did a philosopher.—- 
Farewell ! every happiness be vours !

It. B.

1 The lines above alluded to seem to have become 
irrecoverably lost.

No. IV. j

Thursday, 20th Dec. 1787.

Your last, my dear Madam, had the effect 
on me that Job’s situation had on his friends, 
when “they sat down seven days and seven 
nights astonished, and spake not a word.”3 
“ Fay my addresses to a married woman!” 
I started as if I had seen the ghost of him I 
had injured : I recollected my expressions ; 
some of them indeed were, in the law phrase, 
“ habit and repute,” which is being half guilty. 
I cannot positively say, Madam, whether my 
heart might not have gone astray a little ; but 
I can declare, upon the honour of a poet, that 
the vagrant has wandered unknown to me. I 
have a pretty handsome troop of follies of my 
own ; and, like some other people’s, they are

2 These lines (Inclosed In a letter in wliich the lady 
assures Burns of her sympathy and friendship) have 
gone amissing, like those sent in the poet's first letter, 
so that we have no idea of the subject of them.

a This letter was a reply to one from the lady in 
which she chides him gently for writing her in his 
“ romantic style.” “ Do you remember," she goes on 
to say, with playful raillery, “that she wluup you 
address is a married woman? or—Jacob-like—would 
you wait seven years ; and even then perhaps he dis
appointed as he was?
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but undisciplined blackguards. But the luck
less rascals have something like honour in 
them ; they would not do a dishonest thing.

To meet with an unfortunate woman, ami
able and young, deserted and widowed by 
those who were bound by every tie of duty, 
nature, and gratitude to protect, comfort, and 
cherish her; add to all, when she is perhaps 
one of the first of lovely forms and noble minds 
—the mind, too, that hits one’s taste as the joys 
of heaven do a saint—should a faint idea, the 

^natural child of imagination, thoughtlessly 
/ peep over the fence—were you, my friend, to 
sit in judgment, and the poor, airy straggler 
brought before you, trembling, self-condemned, 
with artless eyes, brimful of contrition, look
ing wistfully on its judge, you could not, my 
dear Madam, condemn the hapless wretch to 
death “without benefit of clergy?”

I won’t tell you what reply my heart made 
to your raillery of “seven years,” but I will 
give you what a brother of my trade says on 
the same allusion :—

The patriarch to gain a wife,
Chaste, beautiful, ami young,

Served fourteen years a painful life,
And never thought it long.

Oh were you to reward such caréS,
And life so long would stay,

Not1 fourteen but four hundred years 
Would seem but as one day.*

I have written you this scrawl because I 
have nothing else to do,2 and you may sit 
down and find fault with it, if you have no 
better way of consuming your time ; but find
ing fault with the vagaries of a poet's fancy is 
much such another business as Xerxes chastis
ing the waves of the Hellespont.

My limb now allows me to sit in some peace. 
To walk I have yet no prospect of, as 1 can’t 
mark it to the ground.

I have just now looked over what I have 
written, -and it is such a chaos of nonsense 
that I daresay you will throw it into the fire, 
and call me an idle, stupid fellow ; but what-

i The above Is the concluding stanza of a song in 
D'Urfey's Pills to Purge Melancholy (vol. ii. p. 37- 
Lond. 1719).

» His fair correspondent rallied him on this phrase 
in an impromptu of six stanzas opening thus

When first you saw Clarinda'» charme,
What rapture in your t»oeom grew !

Her heart wa* shut to Lore's alarms,
But then—you'd nothing else to do, Ac.

ever you think of my brains,X believe me to 
be, with the most sacred respect and heartfelt 
esteem, my dear Madam, yoijf humble ser
vant,

1$. 11.

No. V.

Friday Evening [28th Dec. 1787],

1 beg your pardon, my dear “ Clarinda," for 
the fragment scrawl 1 sent you yesterday.3 1 
really do not know what I wrote. A gentle
man, for whose character, abilities, and critical 
knowledge, I have the highest veneration, 
called in just as 1 had begun the second sen
tence, and I would not make the porter wait. 
I read to my much-respected friend several of 
my own bagatelles, and, among others, your 
lines, which I had copied out. He began 
some criticisms on them as on the other pieces, 
when I informed him they were the work of a 
young lady in this town, which, I assure you, 
marie him stare. My learned friend seriously 
protested, that he did not believe any young 
woman in Edinburgh was capable of such lines; 
and if you know any thing of Professor Gregory, 
you will neither doubt of his abilities nor his 
sincerity. 1 do love you, if possible, still 
better for having so fine a taste and turn for 
poesy. I have again gone wrong in my usual 
unguarded way, but you may erase the word, 
and put esteem, respect, or any other lame 
Dutch expression you please, in its place. 1 
believe there is no holding converse, or carry
ing on correspondence, with an amiable woman, 
much less a gloriously amiable fine woman, 
without some mixture of that delicious passion, 
whose most devoted slave I have more than 
once had the honour of being—But why be 
hurt or offended on that account? Can no 
honest man have a prepossession for a fine 
woman, but he must run his head against an 
intrigue? Take a little of the tender witcli- 
crajt of love, and add it to the generous, the 
honourable sentiments of manly friendship; 
and I know but one more delightful morsel, 
which few, few in any rank ever taste. Such

8 All trace of this “ fragment scrawl"is now lost. 
Accompanying it were the verses beginning 

When dear Clarinda, matchless fair, Ac.
[Sec Poems, vol. Ii. p. 238.]

/
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a composition i8'Jl(VP™ing cream to straw
berries ; it not otfly gives the fruit a more 
elegant richness, but lias a peculiar delicious
ness of its own.

I inclose you a few lines 1 composed on a 
late melancholy occasion.1 I will not give 
above five or six copies of it at all, and I 
would lie hurt if any friend should give any 
copies without my consent.

'— You cannot imagine, Clarinda (I like the
idea of Arcadian names in a commerce of this 
kind,)*bow much store I have set by the hopes 
of your future friendship. I do not know if 
you have a just idea of my character, hut [ 
wish you to see me as I am. I am, as most 
ppaptc^qf my trade are, a strange Will-o’- 

^/AVisp being; the victim, too frequently, of 
much imprudence and many follies. My 
great constituent elements arc pride and pas- 

. «ion. The first I have endeavoured to hu- 
manize into integrity and honour ; the last 
makes me a devotee, to the warmest degree of 
enthusiasm, in love, religion, or friendship— 

d cither of them, or all together, as I happen to 
be inspired, "fis truc, I never saw you but 
once ; but how much acquaintance did 1 form 
with you in that once ! Do not think I flatter 
you, or have a design upon you, Clarinda ; I 
have too much pride for the one, and too little 
cold contrivance for the other ; but of all God’s 
creatures I ever could approach in the beaten 
way of acquaintance, you struck me with the 
deepest, the strongest, the most permanent 
impression. I say the most permanent, be
cause I know myself well, and how far I can 
promise either on my prepossessions or powers. 

* Why are you unhappy? And wly^are so many 
of our fellow-creatures, unworthy to belong to 

f the same spceieslwith you, blest with all they
^ can wish? You have a hand all benevolent to

give—Why were you denied the pleasure? 
You have a heart formed—gloriously formed 

• —for all the most refined luxuries of love: 
Why was that heart ever wrung? 0 Clarinda ! 
shall we not meet in a state, some yet unknown 
state of being, where the lavish hand of Plenty 
shall minister to the highest wish of Benevo
lence ; and where the chill north-wind of Pru
dence shall never blow over the flowery fields 
of Enjoyment? If we do not, man was made in

1 The lines are those on the death of Lord Presi- 
denffllyndaa. See vol. ii. p. 234.
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vain ! I deserved most of the unhappy hours 
that have lingered over my head ; they were 
the wages of my labour : but what unprovoked 
demon, malignant as hell, stole upon the con
fidence of unmistrusting busy Fate, and dashed 
your cup of life with undeserved sorrow?

Let me know how long your stay will be 
out of town ; I shall count the hours till you 
inform me of your return. Cursed elUjuette 
forbids your seeing me just now; aiid so soon 
as I can walk I must bid Edinburgh adieu. 
Lord, why was I born to see misery which 1 
cannot relieve, and to meet witn friends whom 
I cannot enjoy? I look back with the pang 
of unavailing avarice on my loss in not know
ing you sooner: all last winter, these three 
months past, what luxury of intercourse have 
I not lost ! Perhaps, though, ’twas better for 
my peace. Yorfsee I am either above, or in
capable of dissimulation. I believe it is want 
of that particular genius. I despise design, 
because I want either coolness or wisdom to 
be capable of it.V 1 am intcr^iptcd.—Adieu ! 
my dear Clarinda*!2

Sylvander.

No. VI.

Tuesday, 3d Jan. 1788.
Mv rear Clarinda,

Your last verses have so delighted me, that 
1 have copied them in among some of my own 
most valued pieces, which I keep sacred for

2 Clarinda's answer to the above contains the fol
lowing passages : “ Like yourself, I am a bit of an 
enthusiast. In religion and friendship quite a bigot 
—perhaps I could be so in love too ; but everything 
dear to me in heaven and earth forbids ! This is my 
fixed principle ; and the person who would dare to 
endeavour to remove it I would hold as my chief 
enemy. Like you, I am incapable of dissimulation : 
nor am I, as you suppose, unhappy. . . . Religion, 
the only refuge of the unfortunate, has been my balm 
in every woe. 0 ! could I make her appear to you as 
she has done to me ! " In a long letter written seve
ral days after (Jan. 1,1788) she thanks Sylvander for 
his lines on the death of Lord President Dundas, 
saying, “They are very pretty: I like the idea of 
personifying the vices rising in the absence of Jus
tice." “You say, ‘there is no corresponding with 
an agreeable woman without a mixture of the tender 
passion.’ I believe there is no friendship between 
people of sentiment of different sexes, without a 
little sofhie.Hs; but when kept within proper bounds, 
it only serves to give a higher relish to such inter
course."

66



262 CORRESPONDENCE WITH CLARINDA.
I

my own use. Do let me have a few now and 
then.

Did you, Madam, know what I feel when 
you talk of your sorrows !

Good God! that one, who has so much worth 
in the sight of heavefy and iX so amiable to 
her fellow-creatures, sliftwW he so. unhappy ! 
I can’t venture out for cold. Mw limb is vastly 
better; but I have not anÿ usé of it without 
my crutches. Monday, for the first time, 1 
dine in a neighbour’s, next deor. As soon as 
1 can go so far, even in a coach, my first visit 
shall be to you. Write me When you leave 
town, and immediately when ybu-retuou and 
I cagjnestly pray your stay may be short. \ou 
cari,’t imagine how miserable you made 
wten you hinted to me not to write. Fi

Svi-vandeh.

No. T?1I.

[Thursday, Jan. 3,1788:1

You arc right, my dear Clarinda: a friendly 
correspondence goes for nothing, except one 
write their undisguised sentiments. Yours 
please me for their intrinsic merit, as well as 
because they arc yours, which, I assure you, 
is to me a high recommendation. Your re-

1 Clarinda'» epistle (dated 3d January), to which 
the above is tjie reply, contained the following pas
sages and poem:—

“At this season, when others arc joyous, I am the 
reverse. I have no near relations; and while others 
are with theirs, I sit alone, musing upon several of 
mine with whom I used to be—nyw gone to the land 
of forgetfulness. 4

“ You have put me in a rhyming humour. The mo
ment I read yours, I wrote the following lines:—

Talk not of Love! it gives me pain.
For Love has l>ecn my foe :

He bound me in an iron chain.
And plunged me deep in woe!

|[ut Friendship’s pure and lasting joys 
M y heart was formed to prove ;

The worthy object tie of those,
Ilut never talk of Love.

The ‘Hand of Friendship' I accept.
May Honour tie our guard!

Virtue our intercourse direct,
Her smiles our dear reward.

... Do you think you could venture this length 
in a coach without hurting yourself? I go out of 
town the beginning of the week for a few days. I 
wish you could conic to-morrow or Saturday," &c.

ligious sentiments, Madam, I revere. If you 
have, on some suspicious evidence, from sonic 
lying oracle, learned that 1 despise or ridicule 
so sacredly important a matter as real religion, 
you have, my Clarinda, much misconstrued 
your friend. — “1 am not mad, most noble 
Fcstus!" Have you ever met a perfect char
acter? Do wc not sometimes rather exchange 
faults than get rid of them? For instance, I 
am perhaps tired with, and shocked at a life 
too much the prey of giddy inconsistencies and 
thoughtless follies; by degrees I grow sober, 
prudent,‘and statedly pious—I say statedly, 
because the most unaffected devotion is not at 
all inconsistent with my first character—I join 
the world in congratulating myself on the 
happy change. Hut let me pry more narrowly 
into this affair. Have I, at bottom, any thing 
ofi. a secret pride in these endowments and 
emendations? Have I nothing of a presby- 
tcriau sourness, an hypocritical severity, when 
1 survey my dess regular neighbours? In a 
word,' have 1 missed all those nameless and 
numberless modifications of indistinct selfish
ness. which arc so near our own eyes, that we 
caiHscarcely bring them within the sphere of 
our vision, and which the known spotless 
cambric of our character hides from the ordi
nary observer?

My definition of worth is short; truth and 
humanity respecting our fellow-creatures; re
verence and humility in the presence of that 
Being, my Creator and Preserver, and who, 1 
have every reason to believe, will one day be 
my Judge. The first part of my definition is 
the creature of unbiassed instinct ; the last is 
the child of after Reflection. Where 1 found 
these two essentials, tetvuld gently note, and 
slightly mention, nnjRSjteijant flaws—flaws, 
the marks, I lie consequent* of human nature.

I can easily enter into the sublime pleasures 
that your strong imagination and keen sensi
bility must derive Nom religion, particularly 
if a little in the shade of misfortune; but 1 
own 1 cannot, without a marked grudge, see 
Heaven totally engross so amiable, so charm
ing a woman, as my friend Clarinda; and 
should be very well pleased at a circumxtauce 
that would put it in the power of somebody 
(happy somebody !) to divide her attention, 
with all the delicacy and tenderness of an 
earthly attachment

4
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You will nbt easily persuade me that you 
have not a grammatical knowledge of the 
English language.—So far from being inaccu
rate, you are elegant beyond any woman of my 
acquaintance, except one, whom I wish you 
knew.1

Your last verses to me have so delighted me, 
that I have got an excellent old Scots air that 
suits the measure, and you shall sec tlicm in 
print in the Scot» Musical Museum, a work 
publishing by a friend of mine in this town.
1 want four stanzas ; you gave me but three, 
and one of them alluded to an expression in 
my former letter ; so I have taken your two 
first verses, with a slight alteration in the 
second, and have added a'tliird; but you must 
help me to a fourth. Here they are: the 
latter half of the first stanza would have been 
worthy of Sappho; I am in raptures with it.

Talk not of Love, It gives me pain,
For Love has been my foe:

He bound me with an iron chain,
And sunk me deep In woe.

But Friendship's pure and lasting joys 
My heart was formed to prove:

There, welcome, win and wear the prize,
But never talk of love.

Your friendship much can make me blest,
U why that bliss destroy !

[only] •
Why urge the odious one request, 

l will]
You know I must deny?

The alteration in the second stanza is no 
improvement, but there was a alight inaccu
racy in your rhyme. The third I only offer to 
your choice, and have left two words for your 
determination. The air is “The banks of 
Spey,” and is most beautiful.2

To-morrow evening 1 intend taking a chair, 
and paying a visit at l'ark Place to a much- 
valued old friend. If I could lie sure of find
ing you at home, (and I will send one of the 
chairmen to call) 1 would spend from five to 
six o’clock with you, as I go past. I cannot 
do more at this time, as I have something on

> Probably Miss Margaret Chalmers. See General 
< 'orrespondenee.

s Tlie song appeared in the second volume of the 
Museum. Tile bracketed readings "only" and " will " 
ary there adopted; and there is as a fourth stanza 
tile one that Burns proposes in his |>ostscript to this 
letter.
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my hand that hurries me much. I propose 
giving you the first call, my old friend the 
second, and 111 iss Nimmo as I return home. 
Do not break any engagement for me, as I will 
spend another evening with you at any rate 
befôre I leave town.

Do not tell me that you are pleased when 
your friends inform you of your faults. I am 
ignorant what they are ; but I am sure they 

|‘must be such evanescent trifles, compared with 
your personal and mental accomplishments, 
that I would despise the ungenerous narrow 
soul who would notice any shadow of imper
fections you may seem to have, any other way 
than in the most delicate agreeable raillery. 
Coarse minds are not aware how much they 
injure the keenly feeling tie of bosom-friend
ship, wherW'jn their foolish officiousness, they 
mention what nobody cares for recollecting. 
People of nice sensibility, and generous minds, 
have a certain intrinsic dignity, that fires at 
being trifled with, or lowered, or even too 
nearly approached.

You need make no apology for long letters : 
I am even with you. Many happy nearyears 
to you, charming Clarinda! 1 can’t dissemble, 
were it to shun perdition. He who sees you 
as 1 have done, and does not love you, deserves 
to be damn’d for his stupidity ! He who loves 
you, and would injure you, deserves to be 
doubly damn’d for his villany ! Adieu.

Sylvander.
P.S. What would you think of this for a 

fourth stanza?
Your thought, if love must harltour there, 

Conceal it in that thought, 1 
Nor cause me from my bosom tear 

The very friend I sought.

No. VIII.

Saturday Noon, nth Jan. 1788.

Some days, some nights, nay, some hours, 
like the “ten righteous persons in Sodom," 
save the rest of the vapid, tiresome, miserable 
months and years of life. One of these hours 
my dear Clarinda blest me with yesternight.

One well spent hour,
In such a tender circumstance for friends,
Is better than an age of common time!

Thomson
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My favourite feature in Milton’s Satan is 
hia manly fortitude in supporting what cannot' 
be remedied—in short, the wild broken frag
ments of a noble exalted mind in ruins. I 
meant no more by saying he was a favourite 
hero of mine.

I mentioned to you my letter to Dr. Moore, 
giving an account of my life : it ia truth, every 
word of it; and will give you the just idea of 
a man whom you have honoured with your 
friendship. I am afraid you will hardly be 
able to make sense of so torn a piece.—Your 
verses I shall muse on, deliciously, as I gaze 
on your image in my mind’s eye, in my heart’s 
core : they will be in time enough for a week 
to come. I am truly happy your head-ache 
is better.—0, how can pain or evil be so dar
ingly, unfeelingly, cruelly savage, as to wound 
so noble a mind, so lovely a form !

My little fellow is all my name-sake.1— 
Write me soon. My every, strongest good 
wishes attend you, Clarinda !

Sylvandkk.

I know not what I have written—I am pes
tered with people around me.

No. IX.

Tuesday Night 18th Jan. 17881.

I am delighted, charming Clarinda, with 
your honest enthusiasm for religion.2 Those 
of either sex, but particularly the female, who 
are lukewarm in that most important of all 
things, “0 my soul, come not thou into their 
secrets ! ”

I feel myself deeply interested in your good 
opinion, and will lay before you the outlines 
of my belief. He, who6 is our Author and 
Preserver^ and will one day be our Judge, 
must be (not for his sake in the way of duty, 
but from the native impulse of our hearts) the 
object of our reverential awe and grateful ad
oration : He is Almighty and all-bounteous, 
we are weak and dependent; hence prayer 
and every other sort of devotion.------“ He is

1 The poet’s son, Robert, bom 3d Sept. 1786. ,
1 Clariuda's letter of the previous day contained a 

good dual UÜ the subject of religion, ami especially 
Calvinism, to which system of doctrines she declared 
her adherence, hoping that Burns would also take 
the matter into serious consideration.

/
not willing that any should perish, but that 
all should come to everlasting life;" conse
quently it must be in every one’s power to 
embrace his offer of “ everlasting life ; ” other
wise tie could not, in justice, condemn those 
who did not. A mind pervaded, actuated, 
and governed by purity, truth, and charity, 
though it does not merit heaven, yet ia an 
absolutely necessary pre-requisite, without 
which heaven can neither be obtained nor 
enjoyed; and, by divine promise, such a mind 
shall never fail of attaining “everlasting life:” 
hence the impure, the deceiving, and the un
charitable exclude themselves from eternal 
bliss, by their unfitness for enjoying it. The 
Supreme Being has put the immediate ad
ministration of all this, for wise and good ends 
known to himself, into the hands of Jesus 
Christ, a great personage, whose relation to t 
him we cannot comprehend, but whose rela
tion to us is a Guide and Saviour ; and who, 
except for our own obstinacy and misconduct, 
will bring us all, through various ways, and 
by various means, to bliss at last.

These arc my tenets, my lovely friend; and 
which, I think, cannot be well disputed. My 
creed is pretty nearly expressed in the last 
clause of Jamie Dean’s grace, an honest weaver 
in Ayrshire: “Lord, grant that we may lead 
a gude life ! for a gude life maks a gude end, 
at least it helps wreel ! ’’

1 am flattered by the entertainment you tell 
me you have found in my packet.3 You see 
me as I have been, you know me as I am, and 
may guess at what I am likely to be. I too 
may say, “Talk not of love,” &c., for indeed 
he has “plunged me deep in woe!" Not 
that I ever saw a woman who pleased un- 
cxccptionably, as my Clarinda elegantly says, 
“in the companion, the friend, and the mis
tress." One indeed I could except—One, 
before passion threw its mists over my dis
cernment, I knew, the first of women! Her 
name is indelibly written in my heart’s core— 
but I dare not look in on it—a degtee of agony 
would be the consequence. Oh! thou perfidi
ous, cruel, mischief-making demon, who pre- 
sidcst over that frantic passion—thou may est, 
thou dost poison my peace, but thou shall not 
taint my honour—I would not, for a single

s His autobiography, which he drew out for Hr. 
Moore.
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moment, give an asylum to the most distant 
imagination, that would shadow the faintest 
outline of a selfish gratification, at the expense 
of her whose happiness is twisted with the
threads of my existence.------May she be as
happy as she deserves ! And if my tcnderest, 
faithfulest friendship, can add to her bliss, I 
shall at least have one solid mine of enjoyment 
in my bosom ! Don't ijuexa at these ravings!

I watched at our front window to-day, but 
was disappointed.1 It has been a day of dis
appointments. I am just risen from a two 
hours’ bout after supper, with silly or sordid 
souls, who could relish nothing in common
with me but the port----- One—’tis now
“witching time of night;” and whatever is 
out of joint in the foregoing scrawl, impute it 
to enchantments and spells ; for I can’t look 
over it, but will seal it up directly, as 1 don’t 
care for to-morrow’s criticisms on it

You are by this time fast asleep, Clarinda; 
may good angels attend and guard you as con
stantly and faithfully as my good wishes do.

*v Beauty, which, whether waking or asleep,
' Shot forth peculiar graces.

John Milton, 1 wish thy soul better rest 
than I expect on my pillow to-night! 0 for 
a little of the cart-horse part of human nature ! 
Hood night, my dearest Clarinda !

SïLVANDEIt.

No. X.

Thursday Noon [10th Jan. 1788].

I am certain I saw you, Clarinda ; but you 
don’t look to the proper story for a poet’s lodg
ing—

Where speculation roosted near the sky.

1 could almost have thrown myself over for 
very vexation. Why didn’t you look higher? 
It has spoiled my peace for this day. To be 
so near my charming Clarinda ; to mil her 
look when it was searching for me—I à* sure 
the soul is capable of disease, for mine has

• This refers to the following passage In Clarinda's 
letter of the previous day “ I am probably to Ire in 
your Square this afternoon, near two o'clock. If 
your room be to the street, 1 shall have the pleasure 
of giving you a nod.”

convulsed itself into an inflammatory fever.2 
I am sorry for your little boy: do let me know 
to-morrow how he is.3

You have converted me, Clarinda. (I shall 
love that name while I live : there is heavenly 
music in it. ) Booth and Amelia I know well.4 
Your sentiments on that subject, as they arc 
on every subject,, are just and noble. “ To 
be feelingly aliv^Ao-kindncss, and to unkind
ness, ” is a charming female character.

What I said in my vast letter, the powers of 
fuddling sociality only know for me. By yours, 
Landerstand my good star has been partly in 
my horizon, when 1 got w ild in my reveries. 
Mad that evil planet, which has almost all my 
life shed its baleful rays on my devoted head, 
been, as usual, in my zenith, I had certainly 
blabbed something that would have pointed 
out to you the dear object of my tcnderest 
friendship, and, in spite of me, something 
more. Had that fatal information escaped 
me, and it was merely chance, or kind stars, 
that it did not, 1 had been undone ! You 
would never have written me, except perhaps 
once more ! O, I could curse circumstances, 
and the coarse tie of human laws, which keeps 
fast what common sense would loose, and which 
bars that happiness itself cannot give—happi
ness which otherwise Ixivc and Honour would 
warrant ! But hold—I shall make no more 
“ hairbreadth ’scapes. ”

My friendship, Clarinda, is a life-rent busi
ness. My likings arc both strong and eternal.
I told you I had but one male friend : I have 
but two female. I should have a third, but 
site is surrounded by the blandishments of 
flattery and courtship. The name I register 
in my heart’s core is Peggy Chalmers. Miss 
Nimmo can tell you how divine she is. She 
is worthy of a place in the same bosom with 
my Clarinda. That is the highest compliment 
1 can pay her. Farewell, Clarinda ! Remem
ber * SïLVANDKR.

2 This is said in reference to a further promise of 
Clarinda's to look up to his window in hope of seeing 
him as she passed by.

s Clarinda had just written him of the illness of 
her youngest boy.

« The principal characters of Fielding’s novel 
Amelia. Booth is the unfaithful, dissipated, hut 
good-natured repentant husband of his virtuous and 
forgiving Amelia. Clarinda declares Booth to be 
“infinitely preferred to a brutal though perhaps 
constafft husband."
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No. XI.

Saturday Morning [12th Jan. 1788).

Your thoughts on religion, C'larinda, shall 
be welcome. You may perhaps distrust me, 
when I say ’tis also my favourite topic; but 
mine is the religion of the bosom. 1 hate the 
very idea of a controversial divinity; as I 
firmly believe, that every honest upright man, 
of whatever sect, will be accepted of the Deity. 
If your verses, as you seem to hint, contain 
censure, except you want an occasion to break 
with me, don’t send them. I have a little in
firmity in my disposition, that where I fondly 
love, or highly esteem, I cannot bear reproach.1

“Reverence thyself” is a sacred maxim, and 
I wish to cherish it. 1 think I told you Lord 
Bolingbroke’s saying to Swift—“Adieu, dear 
Swift, with all thy faults I love thee entirely ; 
make an effort to love me with all mine.” A 
glorious sentiment, and without which there 
can be no friendship ! I do highly, very highly 
esteem you indeed, Clariuda—you merit it 
all ! Perhaps, too—1 scorn dissimulation !—I 
could fondly love you: judge then what a 
maddening sting your reproach would be. 
“O! I have sins to Heaven, but none to 
you!"—With what pleasure would I meet you 
to-day, but I cannot walk to meet the fly. 1 
hope to be able to see you, on foot, about the 
middle of next week.

I am interrupted—perhaps you are not sorry 
for it, you will tell me—but I won’t anticipate 
blame. O C’larinda ! did you know how dear 
to me is your look of kindness, your smile of 
approbation ! you would not, either in prose 
or verse, risk a censorious remark.

Curst be the verse, liow well soe’er it flow,
That tends to make one worthy man my foe !

Stlvander.

1 The above is a reply to the following passages In 
f’larinda’s letter of the loth :—‘“My next will he on 
my favourite theme—religion . . . [Miss Nimmo] 
has almost wept to me at mentioning your intimacy 
with a certain famous, or rather infamous man in 
town [probably William Nicol] ... I composed 
lines addressed to you some time ago, containing a 
hint upon the occasion. I had not courage to send 
them then; if Jfcu say you'll not be angry, I will yet."

No. XU.

Saturday [12th Jan. 1788|.
You talk of weeping, C'larinda! Some in

voluntary drops wet your lines as I read them. 
Offend me, my dearest angel ! You cannot 
offend me—you never offend me. If you had 
ever given me the least shadow of offence, so 
pardon me, my God, as I forgive C'larinda. 
I have read yours again; it has blotted my 
paper. Though 1 find your letter has agitated 
me into a violent headache, I shall take a 
chair, and be with you about eight. A friend 
is to be with us to tea, which hinders me from 
coming sooner. Forgive, my dearest C'larinda, 
my unguarded expressions! For Heaven’s 
sake, forgive me, or I shall never be able to 
bear my own mind.—Your unhappy

Sylvander.

No. XIII.

Monday Evening, 11 o'clock, 
[14th Jan. 1788).

Why have I not heard from you, C’larinda? 
To-day I expected it; and before supper, when 
a letter to me was announced, my heart danced 
with rapture: but behold, ’twas some fool, who 
had taken it into his head to turn poet, and 
made me an offering of the first-fruits of his 
nonsense. “It is not poetry, but prose run 
mad."

Did 1 ever repeat to you an epigram 1 made 
on a Mr. Ephinstonc, who has given a transla
tion of Martial, a famous Latin poet? The 
poetry of Ephinstonc can only equal his prose 
notes. I was sitting in a merchant’s shop of 
my acquaintance, waiting somebody; lie put 
Elphinstonc2 into my hand, and asked my 
opinion of it; I begged leave to write it on a 
blank leaf, which 1 did.

2 James Elphinstone, the translator of Martini, 
was a native of Edinburgh, and the proprietor of 
a hoarding-school at Kensington, London, where 
lie was sometimes visited by Dr. Johnson, lie is 
repeatedly mentioned in Boswell's Li/e, which also 
contains two letters to him from Johnson, by whom 
he was much esteemed. Re brought out an edition 
of the Rambler at Edinburgh, witli translations of 
the mottoes. Dr. Beattie describes his translation 
of Martial to be truly unique. “The specimens 
. . . did very well to laugh at; but a whole quarto 
of uouseuse and gibberish is too much."
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TO MU. ELl'IIINSTONE, &c

0 tliou, whom poesy abhors,
Whom prose bus turned out of doors ! 
lleardst thou yon groan? proceed no further ! 
Twas laurel’d Martial calling murther !

I am determined to see yotj; if at all possi
ble, on Saturday evening. ,,N5xt week 1 must 
sing— if

The night is my departing night,
The morn’s the day I maun awa’;

There’s neither friend nor foe o’ mine y 
Hut wishes that I were awa !

What I hae done for lack o’ wit, *
I never, never can reca’;

I hope ye’re a’ my friends as yet,
Gude night, and joy he wi’ you a !

If I could sec you sooner, I would be so 
much the happier ; but 1 would not purchase 
the dearest gratification on earth, if it must 
be at your expense in worldly censure, far less 
inward peace !

I shall certainly be "ashamed of thus scrawl
ing whole sheets of incoherence. The only 
unity (a sad word with poets and critics!) in 
my ideas, is Claiunda. There my heart 
“reigns and revels.”

What art thou, Love? whence are those charms, 
That thus thou hear’st an universal rule?

For thee the soldier quits his arms,
Tile king turns slave, the wise man fool.

Ill vain we chase thee from the Held,
And with cool thoughts resist thy yoke:

Next tide of blood, alas ! we yield;
And all those high resolves are broke !

I like to have quotations for every occasion. 
They give -one’s ideas so jiat, and save one the 
trouble of finding expression adequate to one’s 
feelings. 1 think it is one of the greatest 
pleasures attending a poetic genius, that we 
can give our woes, cares, joys, loves, &c. an 
embodied form in verse, which, to me, is ever 
immediate ease. Goldsmith says finely of his 
Muse—

Thou source of all my bliss and all my woe;
Thou found'st me poor at first and keep’st me so.

My limb has been so well to-day, that I 
have gone up and down stairs often without 
my staff. To-morrow 1 hope to walk once 
again on my own legs to dinner. It is only 
next street. —Adieu.

No. XIV.

Tuesday Evening 115th Jan. 1788],

That you have faults, my Clariuda, I never 
doubted ; but I knew not where they existed, 
and Saturday night made me more in the dark 
than ever. 0 Clariuda ! why will you wound 
my soul, by hinting that last night must have 
lessened my opinion of you? True, I was 
“behind the scenes with you;”1 but what did 
I ace? A bosom glowing with honour and 
benevolence ; a mind ennobled by genius, in
formed and refined by education and reflection, 
and exalted by native religion, genuine as in 
the climes of heaven ; a heart formed for all 
the glorious meltings of friendship, love, and 
pity. These I saw.—I saw the noblest im
mortal soul creation ever showed me.

1 looked long, my dear Clariuda, for your 
letter ; and am vexed that you are complain
ing. I have not caught you so far wrong as 
in your idea, that the commerce you have with 
one friend hurts you, if you cannot tell every 
tittle of it to another. Why have so injurious 
a suspicion of a good God, Clariuda, as to 
think that Friendship and Love, on the sacred 
inviolate principles of Truth, Honour, and 
Religion, can be any thing else than an object 
of his divine approbation?2

I have mentioned, jn some of my former 
scrawls, Saturday evening next. I)o allow me 
to wait on you that evening. Oh, my angel ! 
how soon must we part ! and when can we 
meet again ! I look forward on the horrid in-

i Clarinda, in a letter of 13th Jan., in alluding to 
Burns's second meeting with her in her own house 
on Saturday (12th), remarks:—" Sylvander, you saw 
Clarinda last night behind the scenes. Now you’ll 
he convinced she has faults. If she knows'licrselt 
her Intention is always good; but she is too often the 
victim of sensibility, and hence is seldom pleased 
with herself.”

s In lier letter of the 13tli Clarinda had said:—“I 
will not deny it, Sylvander, last niglit was one of the 
most exquisite I ever experienced. Few such fall to 
the lot of mortals !... But though our enjoy
ment did not lead beyond the limits of virtue, yet 
to-day’s reflections have not been altogether unmixed 
witli regret. The idea of the pain it would have 
given, were it known to a friend to whom I am hound 
by the sacred ties of gratitude (no more); the opinion 
Sylvander may have formed from my unreservedness; 
and, above all, some secret misgivings that Heaven 
may not approve, situated as I am—these procured 
me a sleepless niglit.”Sylvandkk.
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tcrval with tearful eyes! What have I lost 
by not knowing you sooner! I fear, I fear 
my acquaintance with you is too short, to 
make that lasting impression on your heart I 
could wish.

Sylvandkr.

No. XV.

Saturday Morning [19th Jan. 1788).

There is no time, my Clarinda, when the 
conscious thrilling chords of Love and Friend
ship give such delight, as in the pensive 
hours of what our favourite Thomson calls 
“ Philosophic Melancholy.” The spdRive in
sects, who bask in tbc sunshine of Prosperity; 
or the worms that luxuriant crawl amid their 
ample wealth of earth—they need no Clarinda: 
they would despise Sylvander—if they dared. 
The family of Misfortune, a numerous group 
of brothers and sisters ! they need a resting- 
place to their souls : unnoticed, often con
demned by the world; in some degree, perhaps, 
condemned by themselves, they feel the full 
enjoyment of ardent love, delicate tender 
endearments, mutual esteem and mutual reli
ance.

In this light I have often admired religion. 
In proportion as we are wrung with grief, or 
distracted with anxiety, the ideas of a com
passionate Deity, ai^ Almighty Protector, arc 
doubly dear.

Tie (Aie, my Friend, that streaks our morning bright; 
Tie IAie that gilds the horrors of our night.

I have t>cen this morning taking a peep 
through, as Young finely says, “the dark 
postern of time long elaps’d ;” and, you will 
easily guess, 'twas a rueful prospect. What a 
tissue of thoughtlessness, weakness, and fojfy! 
My life reminded me of a ruined temple; what 
strength, what proportion in some parts! what 
unsightly gaps, what prostrate ruins in others! 
1 kneeled down before the Father of mercies, 
and said, “ Father, I have sinned acainst 
Heaven, and in thy sight, and am no more 
worthy to be called thy son ! ’’ I rose, cased 
and strengthened. I despise the superstition 
of a fanatic, but I love the religion of a man. 
“The future," said I to myself, “is still be
fore me;’’ there let me

On reason build resolve,
That column oi true majesty in man !

“ I have difficulties many to encounter," 
said I ; “but they are not absolutely insuper
able: and where is firmness of mind shown but 
in exertion? mere declamation is bombastic 
rant”—Besides, wherever I am, or in what
ever situation I may be—

TIs nought to me: ^
Since Go<l is ever present, ever felt,
In the void waste as in the city full;
And where Me Vital breathes, there must lie joyt

Saturday Night- half after Ten.
What luxury of bliss 1 was enjoying this 

time yesternight ! My ever-dcarest Clarinda, 
you have stolen away my soul : but you have 
refined, you have exalted it: you have given 
it a stronger sense of virtue, and a stronger 
relish for piety.—Clarinda, first of your sex, 
if ever 1 am the veriest wretch on earth to for
get you ; if ever your lovely image is effaced 
from my soUl,

May I he lost, no eye to weep my end;
And find no earth that's base enough to bury me!

What trifling silliness is the childish fond
ness of the every-day children of the world ! 
’Tis the unmeaning toying of the younglings 
of the fields and forests : but where Senti
ment and Fancy unite their sweets ; where 
Taste and Delicacy refine; where Wit adds 
the flavour, and Good-sense gives strength 
and spirit to all, what a delicious draught is 
the hour of tender endearment !—Beauty and 
Grace, in the arms of Truth and Honour, in 
all the luxury of mutual love!

Clarinda, have you ever seen the picture 
realized? Not in all its very richest colouring, 
but

Hope, thou nurse of young Desire,
Fair promiser of Joy.

Ilast night, Clarinda, but for one slight 
shade, was the glorious picture—

Innocence
Look'd gaily smiling on; while rosy Pleasure 
Hid ykiuig Desire amid her flowery wreath,
And pour'd her cup luxuriant; mantling high, ' 
Th^-sparkling heavenly vintage, Love and ltliss!

Clarinda, when a poet And poetess of Nature’s 
making, two of Nature’s'noblest productions! 
when they drink together of the same cup of
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Love and Bliss------attempt not, ye coarser stuff
of human nature, profanely to measure enjoy
ment ye never can know !—Good-night, my 
dear Clarinda !

Sylvander.

No. XVI.

Sunday Night [Jail. 20th, 1788],

The impertinence of fools has joined with a 
return of an old indisposition, to make me 
good for nothing to-day. The paper has lain 
before me all this evening, to write to my dear 
Clarinda, but—

Fools rush'd on fools, as waves succeed to waves.

I cursed them in my soul ; they sacrile
giously disturbed my meditations on her who 
holds my heart. What a creature is man ! A 
little alarm last night and to-day, that 1 am 
mortal, has made such a revolution on, my 
spirits! There is no philosophy, no divinity, 
comes half so home to tlie'snind. 1 have no 
idea of courage that braves Jicaven. ’Tis the 
wild ravings of an imaginary hero in bedlam.

1 can no more, Clarinda; 1 can scarcely hold 
up my head ; but I am happy you do not know 
it, you would be so uneasy.

Sylvander.

Monday Morning.
1 am, my lovely friend, much better this 

morning on the whole; but 1 have a horrid 
languor on my spirits.

Sick of ttie world and all its joys,
My soul in pining sadness mourns; / 

Dark scenes of woe my mind employs,
The past and present In their turns.

Have you ever met with a saying of the 
great, and likewise good Mr. Locke, author of 
the famous Essay on the Human Uiulerdand- 
inyf lie wrote a letter to a friend, directing 
it, “not to be delivered till after my decease:’’ 
it ended thus—“ I know you loved me when 
living, and will preserve my memory now 1 
am dead. All the use to be made of it is, that 
this life affords no solid satisfaction, but in 
the consciousness of having done well, and the 
hopes of another life. Adieu ! 1 leave my
best wishes with you.—J. Locke. ”

Clarinda, may 1 reckon on your friendship 
for life? 1 think I may. Thou almighty 
1‘rescrverofmcn! thy friendship, which hitherto 
1 have too much neglected, ta secure it shall 
all the future days and nights of my life, be 
my steady care! The idea of my Clarinda 
follows—

Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise,
Where, mix'd with God's, her lov'd idea lies.

Bjit I fear inconstancy, the consequent im
perfection of human weakness. Shall I meet 
with a friendship that defies years of absence, 
and the chances and changes of fortune? Per
haps “such things arc;” one honed man 1 have 
great hopes from that way: hut who, except a 
romance writer, would think on a tone that 
could promise for life, in spite of distance, 
absence, chance, and change ; and that too, 
with slcqjler hopes of fruition? For my own 
part, I can say to myself in both requisitions, 
“Thou art the man !” 1 dare, in cool resolve
I dare, declare myself that friend, and that 
lover. If womankind is capable of such things, 
Clarinda is. I trust that she is; and feel 1 
shall he miserable if she is not. There is not 
one virtue which gives worth, or one sentiment 
which docs honour to the sex, that she does 
not possess superior to any woman 1 ever saw : 
her cxalttid uiiix^aided a little perhaps by her 
situation,''*!;'' I think, capable of that nobly- 
romantic love-enthusiasm.

May l sec you on Wednesday evening, my 
dear angel ? The next Wednesday again will,
I conjecture, be a hated day to us both. 1 
tremble for censorious remark, for your sake ; 
but in extraordinary cases, may not usual and 
useful precaution be a little dispensed With? 
Three evenings, three swift-winged evenings, 
with pinions of down, are all the past ; 1 dare 
not calculate the future. I shall call at Miss 
Ximmo’s to-morrow evening; ’twill be a fare
well call.

1 have wrote out myUast sheet of paper, so 
1 am reduced to my las^mlf-sheet. What a 
strange mysterious faculty is TïïSt thing called 
imagination! We have no ideas almost at all 
of another world ; but 1 have often amused 
myself with visionary schemes of what happi
ness might be enjoyed by small alterations— 
alterations that we can fully enter into, in this 
present state of existence. For instance, sup-
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pose you and I just as we are at present ; the 
same reasoning powers, sentiments, and even 
desires; the same fond curiosity for knowledge 
and remarking'observation in our minds; and 
imagine our bodies free from pain and the 
necessary supplies for the wants of nature at 
all times, and easily within our reach: imagine 
further, that we were set free from the laws of 
gravitation, which bind us to this globe, and 
could at pleasure fly, without inconvenience, 
through all the yet unconjccturcd bounds of 
creation, what a life of bliss would we lead, in 
our mutual pursuit of virtue and knowledge, 
and our mutual enjoyment of friendship and 
love!

I see you laughing at my fairy fancies, and 
calling me a voluptuous Mahometan; but I 
am certain I would be a happy creature, be
yond any thing we call bliss here below ; nay, 
it would be a paradise congenial to you too. 
Don’t you sec us, hand in hand, or rather, my 
arm about your lovely waist, mating our re
marks on Sirius, the nearest of the fixed stars; 
or surveying a eoipet, flaming innoxious by 
us, as we just now would mark the passing 
pomp of a travelling monarch ; or in a shady 
bower of Mercury or Venus, dedicating the 
hour to love, in mutual converse, relying hon
our," and revelling endearment, whilst the 
most exalted strains of poesy and harmony 
would be the ready spontaneous language of 
our souls? Dcvotioiy is the favourite employ
ment of your heart ; so is it of mine ; what 
incentives then to, and powers for, reverence, 
gratitude, faith, and hope, in al) the fervours 
of adoration and praise to that Being whose 
unsearchable wisdom, power, and goodness, so 
pervaded, so inspired, every sense and feeling! 
—By this time, I dare say, you will be bless
ing the neglect of the maid that leaves me 
destitute of paper !

Sylvandek.

No. XVII.

[Monday, 21st Jan.1 1788.)

. . . I am a discontented ghost, a perturbed 
spirit. Clarinda, if ever you forget Sylvander, 
may you be happy, but he will be miserable.

1 The true date of this letter Is not known. Both 
Hately Waddell and Chambers place it in February.

0 what a fool I am in love ! what an extra
ordinary prodigal of affection ! Why are your 
sex called the tender sex, when I have never 
met with one who can repay me in passion? 
They arc either not so rich in love as 1 am, or 
they are niggards where I am lavish.

0 Thou, whose I am, and whose are all my 
ways ! Thou secst me here, the hapless wreck 
of tides and tempests in my own bosom : do 
Thou direct te Thyself that ardent love for 
which I have so often sought a return, in vain, 
from my fellow-creatures ! If Thy goodness 
has yet such a gift in store for me, as an equal 
return of affection from her who, Thou know- 
cat, is dearer to me than life, do thou bless and 
hallow our bond of love and friendship; watch 
over us in all our outgoings and incomings, 
for good ; and may the tie that unites our 
hearts be strong and indissoluble, as the thread 
of man1!1 immortal life!

1 am just going to lake your Blackbird, the 
sweetest, I am sure, that ever sung, and prune 
its wings a little.2

Sylvandek.

No. XVIII.

Thursday Morning [24th Jan. 1788].

Unlavish Wisdom never works in vain.

1 have been tasking my reason, Clarinda, 
why a woman, who, for native genius, poig
nant wit, strength of mind, generous sincerity 
of soul, and the sweetest female tenderness, is 
without a peer, and whose personal charms 
have few, very, very few parallels, among her 
sex ; w hy, or how she should fall to the blessed

2 The Blackbird above alluded to is a poem by 
Clarinda, “tile first fruits of lier muse" as site calls 
it, inclosed in a letter of January ItHli:—

TO A BLACKBIRD SINGING ON A TREE.
[MORNINGSIUK, 1784.)

Go on, sweet bird, and soothe my enre,
Thy cheerful notes will hush despair;
Thy tuneful warbling* void of art,
Thrill sweetly through my aching heart.
Now choose thy mate and fondly love.
And all the charming transport prove—
Those sweet emotions all enjoy.
Let Love and Song thy hours employ;
Whilst I, a love-lorn exile, live.
And rapture nor receive nor give,
Go «in sweet bird and Boothe my care.
Thy cheerful notes will hush despair.
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lot of a poor harum-scarum poet, whom For
tune had kept for her particular use, to wreak 
her temper on whenever she was in ill humour.

One time I conjectured, that as Fortune is 
the most capricious jade ever known, she may 
have taken, not a fit of remorse, but a par
oxysm of whim, to raise the poor devil out of 
the mire, where he had so often and so con
veniently served her as a stepping-stone, and 
given him the most glorious boon she ever had 
in her gift, merely for the maggot’s sake, to 
see how his fool head and his fool heart will 
bear it.

At other times I was vain enough to think, 
that Nature, who has a great deal to say with 
Fortune, had given the coquettish goddess 
some such hint as, “ Here is a paragon of fe
male excellence, whose equal, in all my former- 
compositions, I never was lucky enough to hit/ 
on, and despair of ever doing so again ; you 
have cast her rather in the shades of life ; there 
is a certain l’oct of my making; among your 
frolics it would not lie amiss to attach him to 
this masterpiece of my hand, to give her that 
immortality among mankind, which no woman, 
of any age, ever more deserved, and which few 
rhymsters of this age arc better able to confer.”

Evening, 9 o'clock.
I am here, absolutely unfit to finish my 

letter—pretty hearty after a bowl, which has 
been constantly plied since dinner till this 
moment. 1 have been with Mr. Schetki, the 
musician, and he has set the song finely.1—I 
have no distinct ideas of any thing, but that 
I have drunk your health twice to-night, and 
that you are all my soul holds dear in this 
world.

SlLVANDEK.

No. XIX.

Friday (25tli Jan. 1788].
Clarinda, my life, you have wounded my 

soul. Can 1 think of your being unhappy, 
even though it be not described in your pa
thetic elegancy of language, without being 
miserable? Umrinda, can I bear to be told 
from you thatl“you will not see me to-morrow 
night—that y du wish the hour of parting were

l “ clarinda, mistress of my soul." See vol. ii. p. 239.
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come ! ” Do not let us impose on ourselves 
by sounds. 1 f, in the moment of fond endear
ment and tender dalliance, 1 perhaps trespassed 
against the letter of decorum’s law, I appeal 
even to you, whether I ever sinned, in the 
very least degree, against the spirit of her 
strictest statute? But why, my love, talk to 
me in such strong terms, every word of which 
cuts ine to the very soul? You know a hint, 
the slightest signification of your wish is to 
me a sacred command.

Be reconciled, my angel, to your God, your
self, and me ; and I pledge you Sy Wander’s 
honour—an oath, I daresay, you will trust 
without reserve—that you shall never more 
have reason to complain of his conduct. Now, 

iiny love, do not wound our next meeting with 
fany averted looks or restrained caresses. I 
have marked the line of conduct—a line, I 

'know, exactly to your taste—and which 1 will 
inviolably keep; but do not you show the 
least inclination to make boundaries. Seem
ing distrust, where you know you may confide, 
is a cruel sin against sensibility.

“ Delicacy, you know, it was which won me 
to you at once ; take care you do not loosen 
the dearest, most sacred tie that unites us. ”— 
Clarinda, 1 would not have stung your soul, I 
would not have bruised your spirit, as that 
harsh crucifying “Take care” did mine; no, 
not to have gained heaven ! Let me again 
appeal to your dear self, if Sylvander, even 
when he seemingly half-transgressed the laws 
of decorum, if lie did not show more chastened 
trembling, faltering delicacy, than the many 
of the world do in keeping these laws?

0 love and Sensibility, ye have conspired 
against my peace ! I love to madness, and I 
feel to torture ! Clarinda, how can I forgive 
myself that I have ever touched a single chord 
in your bosom with pain 1 Would I do it 
willingly? Would any consideration, any gra
tification, make me do so? Oh, did,you love 
like me, you would not, you could not, deny 
or put off a meeting with the man who adores 
you—who would die a thousand" deaths before 
lie would injure you ; and who must soon bid 
you a long farewell ! \ \

I had proposed bringing my bosom friend, 
Mr. Ainslic, to-moreAw evening at his strong 
request to sec you Fas he ha» only time to stay 
with us about ten minutes/ for an engagement.
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But I shall hear from you—this afternoon, for 
Mercy’s sake ! for till I hear from you, I am 
wretched. O Clarinda, the tie that binds me 
to thee is intwisted—incorporated with my 
dearest threads of life !1

Sylvandkr.

No. XX.

[Saturday, 26th Jan. 1788.]
1 was on the way, my Love, to meet you ( I 

never do things by halves) when 1 got your 
card. Mr. Ainslic goes out of town to-morrow 
morning, to see a brother of his who is newly 
arrived from France. 1 am determined that 
he and I shall call on you together : so, look 
you, lest I should never see to-morrow, we 
will call on you to-night; Mary 2and you may 
put off tea till about seven ; at which time, in 
the Galloway phrase, “an’ the beast be to the 
fore, an’ the branks bide hale,” expect the 
humblest of your humble servants, and his 
dearest friend. We propose staying only half 
an hour, “for ought we ken.” I could suffer 
the lash of misery eleven months in the year, 
were the twelfth to be composed of hours like

i This passionate epistle is the reply to a letter of 
Clarinda's (24th Jan.) referring to the meeting between 
the lovers on Wednesday the 23d, which Burns had 
requested in his letter of the 20th. At this meeting 
it looks as if the communications of. the pair had 
Iwen of a more ardent and unrestrained nature than 
heretofore, insomuch as to have awakened self-accus
ing reflections in .the bosom of Clarinda. “ Her let
ter,” says Chambers, “ expresses the distress of a 
pure-minded, though loving woman, on having been 
betrayed into an equivocal position.” “ I am," writes 
she, “ neither well nor happy to day ; my heart re
proaches me for last night. If you wish Clarinda to 
regain her peace, determine against everything but 
what the strictest delicacy warrants. I do not blame 
you but myself. . . . Happy Sylvander! that can 
be attached to Heaven and Clarinda together. Alas ! 
I feel I cannot serve two masters.” “ Do not be dis
pleased," she continues, “ when 1 tell you I wish our 
parting was over. At a distance, we shall retain 
the same heartfelt affection, and interestedness in 
each other's concerns ; but alœence will mellow and 
restrain those violent heart agitations, which, if con
tinued much longer, would unldngq my very soul, 
and render me unlit for the duties of life." She con
sented to another meeting, however, which is referred 
to in Burns's next letter.

i Mary Peacock, one of Clarinda's dearest friends. 
She was afterwards the wife of James Gray, teacher 
in tile Edinburgh High School.

WITH CLARINDA.
yesternight. You arc the soul of my enjoy
ment: all else is of the stuff of stocks and 
stones. Sylvander.

No. XXI.

Sunday noon [27th Jan. 1788).
I have almost given up the Excise idea. 1 

have been just now to wait on a great person,
Miss ------’s friend ------ . Why will great
people not only deafen us with the din of their 
equipage, and dazzle us with their fastidious 
pomp, but they must also be so dictatorinlly 
wise! I have been questioned dike a child 
about my matters, and blamed and schooled 
for my Inscription on Stirling Window. Come, 
Clarinda! “ Come, curse me Jacob ; come, 
defy me Israel !” ' r

Sunday night.
I have been with Miss Nimmo. S^c is in

deed “a good soul,” as my Clarinda finely 
says. She has reconciled me, in a good mea
sure, to the world, with her friendly prattle.

Schctki has sent me the song, set to a fine 
air of his composing. I have called the song 
“Clarinda” I have carried it about in my 
pocket and hummed it over all day.

Monday Morning.
If my prayers have any weight in heaven, 

this morning looks in on you and finds you in 
the arm'd^ Peace, except where it is charm
ingly interrupted by the ardours of Devotion.
I find so much serenity of mind, so much posi
tive pleasure, so much fearless daring toward 
the world, when I Warm in devotion, or feel 
the glorious sensation—a consciousness of 
Almighty friendship, that I am sure 1 shall 
soon be an honest enthusiast.

How are Thy servants blest, O Lord!
How sure is their defence !

Eternal Wisdom is their gidde,
Their help, Omnipotence !

I am, my dear madam, yours,
Sylvander.

No. XXII.

Tuesday Morning [29th Jan. 17881- 
I cannot go out to-day, my dearest Clarinda, ^ 

without sending you half a line, by way of a
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sin-offering; but, believe me, ’twas the sin of 
ignorance. Could you think that I intended 
to hurt you by any thing 1 said yesternight? 
Nature has been too kind to you for your 
happiness, your delicacy, your sensibility.— 
0 why should such glorious qualifications be 
the fruitful sçurce of woe ! You have “>jnur- 
dered sleep” to me last night. I went to bed, 
impressed with an idea that you were unhappy; 
and every start 1 closed my eyes, busy Fancy 
painted you in such scenes of romantic misery, 
that I would almost he persuaded you were 
not well this morning.

If I unwitting have offended,
Impute it not

But while we live,
But one short hour perhaps, between us two 
Let there he peace.

If Mary is not gone by this reaches you, 
give her my best compliments. She is a 
charming girl, and highly worthy of the noblest 
love.

I send you a poem to read, till I call on you 
this night, which will be about nine. 1 wish 
1 could procure some potent spell, some fairy 
charm, that would protect from injur)’, or 
restore to rest, that bosom-chord, “tremblingly 
alive all o’er," on which hangs your peace of 
mind. I thought, vainly, I fear, thought that 
the devotion of love—love strong as even you 
can feel—love guarded, invulnerably guarded, 
by all the purity of virtue, and all the pride of 
honour, — 1 thought such a love would make 
you happy. Shall I he mistaken? I can no 
more for hurry.

Sylvander.

No. XXIII.

Friday morning, 7 o’clock, 1st Feb. 1788.

Your fears for Mary are truly laughable.1 
I' suppose, my love, you and I showed her a 
scene, which perhaps made her wish that she

i This is ill reference to a passage in Clarinda’s let
ter of the preceding day:—" Wliat a cordial evening 
we had last night ! I only tremble at the ardent 
manner Mary |Peacock) talks of Sylvander ! She 
knows where ids affections lie, and is quite uncon
scious of the eagerness of her expressions. All night 
I could get no sleep for her admiration. I like her 
for it, and am proud of it; but I know how much 
violent admiration is akin to love.”

WITH CLARINDA.

had a swain, and one who could love like me ; 
and ’tis a thousand pities that so good a heart 
as hers should want an aim—an object. I am 
miserably stupid this morning. Yesterday 1 
dined with a Baronet, and sat pretty late over 
the bottle. And “who hath woe; who hath 
sorrow? They that tarry long at the wine; 
they that go to seek mixed wine.” Forgive 
me, likewise, a quotation from my favourite 
author. Solomon’s knowledge of the world is 
very great. He may he looked on as the 
“ Spectator ” or “Adventurer” of his day: and 
it is, indeed, surpri^yig what a sameness hasever 
been in human nature. The broken, butstrongly 
characterizing hints, that the royal author 
gives us of the manners of the court of Jerusa
lem, and country of Israel are, in their great 
outlines, the same pictures that London and 
England, Versailles and France exhibit some 
three thousand years later. The loves in the 
“Song of Songs” are all in the spirit of Lady 
M. \V. Montagu or Madame Ninon de l’Enclos; 
though for my part I dislike both the ancient 
and modem voluptuaries ; and I will dare to 
affirm, that such an attachment as mine to 
Clarinda, and such evenings as she and I have 
spent, are what these greatly respectable and 
deeply experienced Judges of Life and Love 
never dreamt of.

I shall he with you this evening between 
eight and nine, and shall keep as sober hours 
as you could wish. I am ever, my dear Madam, 
yours,

Sylvander.

No. XXIV.

Sunday Morning (3d Feb. 1788).

I have just been before thft. throne of my 
God, Clarinda; according to m^wsociation of 
ideas, my sentiments of love and friendship, I 
next devote myself to you. Yesternight 1 was 
happy —- happiness “that the world cannot 
give. ”—I kindle at the recollection ; but it is 
a flame where “ Innocence looks smiling on,” 
and Honour stands by a sacred guard.—Your 
heart, your fondest wishes, your dearest 
thoughts, these are yours to bestow : your 
person is unapproachable by the laws of your 
country; and he loves not as I do, who would 
make you miserable.
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You are an angel, Clarinda; you are surely 
no mortal that “the earth owns."—To kiss 
your hand, to live on your smile, is to me far 
more exquisite bliss, than the dearest favours 
that the fairest of the sex, yourself excepted, 
can bestow.

Sunday Evening.
Yon arc the constant companion of my 

thoughts. How wretched is the condition of 
one who is haunted with conscious guilt, and 
trembling under the idea of dreaded vengeance! 
and what a placid calm, what a charming 
secret enjoyment is given to one’s bosom by 
the kind feelings of friendship, and the fond 
throes of love! Out upon the tempest of 
Anger, the acrimonious gall of fretful Impa
tience, the sullen frost of louring Resentment, 
or the corroding poison of withered Envy! 
They eat up the immortal part of man! If 
they spent their fury only on the unfortunate 
objects of them, it would be something in 
their favour; but these miserable passions, 
like traitor Iscariot, betray their lord and 
nias ter.

Thou Almighty Author of peace, and good
ness, and love ! do thou give me the social 
heart that kindly tastes of every man’s cup! 
Is it a draught of joy?—warm and open my 
heart to share it with cordial unenvying rejoic
ing! Is it the bitter potion of sorrow?—melt 
my heart with sincerely sympathetic woe ! 
Above all, do thou give me the manly mind, 
that resolutely exemplifies, in life and manners, 
those sentiments which 1 would wish to be 
thought to possess ! The friend of my soul.— 
there, may I never deviate from the firmest 
fidelity and most active kindness! Clarinda, 
the dear object of my fondest love; there, may 
the most sacred inviolate honour, the most 
faithful kindling constancy, ever watch and 
animate my every thought and imagination !

Did you ever meet with the following lines 
spoken of Religion, your darling topic?

Tis thin, my friend! that streaks our morning bright; 
Tis thin that gilds the lion >rs of our night;
When wealth forsakes ns, ind when friends arc few, 
When friends are faithless or when foes pursue;
'Tis this that wards the bli w, or stills the smart, 
Disarms affliction, or repefc its dart;
Within the breast bids purest rapture rise,
Bids smiling Conscience yprgad lier cloudless skies.

I met with these verses very early in life,

and was so delighted with them, that I have 
them by me, copied at school.

Good night and sound rest, my dearest Cla
rinda !

Stlvandek.

No. XXV.

Thursday night [7th Feb. 17881.
I cannot be easy, my Clarinda, while any 

sentiment respecting me in your bosom gives 
you pain. If there is no man on earth to 
whom your heart and affections are justly due, 
it may savour of imprudence, but never of 
criminality, to bestow that heart and those 
affections where you please. The God of love 
meant and made those delicious attachments 
to be bestowed on somebody; and even all the 
imprudence lies in bestowing them on an un
worthy object. If this reasoning is conclusive, 
as it certainly is, I must be allowed to “talk 
of Love."1

It is, perhaps, rather wrong to speak highly 
to a friend of his letter ; it is apt to lay one 
under a little restraint in their future letters, 
and restraint is the death of a friendly epistle; 
but there is one passage in your last charming 
letter, Thomson nor Shenstonc never exceedeil 
it, nor often came up to it. I shall certainly 
steal it, and set it in some future poetic pro
duction, and get immortal fame by it. ’Tis 
when you bid the scenes of nature remind me 
of Clarinda.2 Can I forget you, Clarinda? 1 
would detest myself as a tasteless, unfeeling,

1 In her letter of Wednesday, to which the above 
forms a reply, Clarinda says “ There is not a senti
ment in your last dear letter but must meet the appro
bation of every worthy discerning mind—except one, 
1 that my heart, my fondest wishes are mine to be
stow.' True, they are not, the^ cannot lie, placed 
upon him who ought to have had them, hut whose 
conduct (I dare say no more against him) has justly 
forfeited them. But is it not too near an infringe
ment of the sacred obligations of marriage til bestow 
one's heart, wishes, anil thoughts upon another? 
Something in my soul whispers that it approaches 
criminality."

s “ Sylvaiuler, I believe our friendship will be last 
Ing; its basis has been virtue, similarity of tastes, 
feelings and sentiments. Alas! I shudder at the idea 
of one hundred miles distance. You'll hardly w rite 
me once a month, and other objects will weaken 
your affection for Clarinda! Yet 1 cannot believe 
so. Oh, let the scenes of nature remind you of 
Clarinda! In Winter, remember the dark shades of
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insipid, infamoua'blockhcad ! I have loved 
women of ordinary merit, whom I could have 
loved for ever. You are the first, the only 
unexceptionable individual of the beauteous 
sex- that 1 ever met with ; and never woman 
more entirely possessed my soul. I know 
myself, and how far 1 can depend on passions, 
well. It has been my peculiar study.

I thank you for going to Micrs.1 Urge 
him, for necessity calls to have it done by the 
middle of next week : Wednesday the latest 
day. 1 want it for a breast-pin to wear next 
my heart. I propose to keep sacred set times, 
to wander in the woods and wilds for medi
tation on you. Then, and only then, your 
lovely image shall be produced to the day with 
a reverence akin to devotion.

To-morrow night shall not ' be the last. 
Good night ! I am perfectly stupid, as 1 supped 
late yesternight.

• Sylvander.

No. XXVI.

[Wednesday, 13th Feb. 1788.1 
My ever dearest clarinpa,

I make a numerous dinner party wait me 
while 1 read yours, and write this. Do not 
require that I should cease to love you, to 
adore you in my soul—’tis to me impossible. 
Your peace and happiness arc to me dearer 
than my soul ; name the terms on which you 
wish to see me, (to correspond with me, and
her fate ; in Summer, the warmth, the cordial warmth 
of her friendship ; in Autumn, her glowing wishes to 
bestow plenty on all ; and let Spring animate you 
witli hopes, that your friend may live to surmount 
the wintry blasts of life, and revivmlo taste a spring
time of happiness. At all courts, Sylvander, the 
storms of life 1 will ipiiekly ppmt, and one unlxnmded 
Spring encircle all.' Then/Sylvander, I trust we ll 
meet. Love there is not nlcrime. I charge you to 
meet me there." 1

i M iers was an Edinburgh artist of some skill in 
the execution of silhouettes, Xml it was to procure a 
portrait of herself in this styleTorfhe poet that she 
went there. These portraits the artist professed to 
produce at a two minutes' sitting, and, according to 
a newspaper advertisement of the time, his charge 
for them, Including franks, was from six shillings to 
liait a guinea. Home months previous to this Micrs 
had executed several portraits of Burns himself, one 
of which the poet sent to William Tytler of Wood- 
houselee, along witli a poem. See vol. ii. p. 210,

you have them. I must love, pine, mourn, 
and adore in secret—this you must not deny 
me. Yrou will ever be to me

Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes,
Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart ! »

I have not patience to read the Puritanic 
scrawl.—Damned sophistry !—Ye heavens 1 
thou God of nature ! thou Ucdcemer of man
kind ! ye look down with approving eyes on a 
passion inspired by the purest flame, and guarded 
by truth, delicacy, and honour; hut the half
inch soul of an unfeeling, cold-blooded, pitiful 
presbyterian bigot, cannot forgive any thing 
above his dungeon bosoA and foggy head.3

Farewell ! I’ll be with jpu to-morrow even
ing—and be at rest in your mind—I will be 
yours in the way you think most to ypur hap
piness ! I dare not proceed----- 1 love, and
will love you, and will with joyous confidence 
approach the throne of the almighty Judge of 
men, with your dear idea, and will despise the 
scum of sentiment, and the mist of sophistry.

Sylvander.

No. XXVII. ,

Wednesday, Midnight, 13th Feb. 1788.
After a wretched day I am preparing for a 

sleepless night. I am going to address myself 
to the Almighty Witness of my actions—some
time, perhaps very soon, my Almighty Judge. 
1 am not going to be the advocate of Passion ; 
be Thou my inspirer and testimony, 0 God, 
as I plead the pause of truth !

2 From Cray's “ Bard."
3 A number of Clarinda's tetters to Sylvander writ

ten about this time have been lost. But the fears of 
tile lady for the remarks of friends and neighbours 
respecting her connection with the poet had at length 
I fee n realized. It appeal's from one of her letters 
that she had, on the 27th of January, confessed to 
lier pastor, the Rev. John Kemp of Tolbooth parish 
church, that she “had conceived a tender impression 
of late, that it was mutual and that I had wished to 
unbosom myself to him. ... I saw he felt for 
me (for I was in tears); hut he bewailed that I had 
given my AcurfVhile in my present state of bondage 
—wished I had made it friendship only—ill short, 
talked to me in the style of a tender Parent, anxiour 
for my happiness." This reverend gentleman, per
haps getting alarmed at the growing intimacy between 
the parties, may have written Clarlnda the “ Puritanic 
scrawl " and the “ haughty dictatorial letter " referred 
to in tile above and the succeeding epistles.
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I have read over your friend’s haughty dic
tatorial letter; you arc only answerable to 
God in suedi a matter? Who gave any fellow- 
creature of yours (a fellow-creature incapable 
of being your judge, because not your peer) a 
right to catechise, scold, undervalue, abuse, 
and insult, wantonly and unhumanly to insult 
you thus? I don’t wish, not even\ioixh, to 
deceive you, Madam. The Searcher of hearts 
is my witness how dear you are to me; but 
though it were possible you could be still 
dearer to me, 1 would not even kiss your hand 
at the expense of your conscience. Away 
with declamation ! let us appeal to the bar of 
common sense. It is not mouthing every
thing sacred ; it is not vague ranting assertions; 
it is not assuming, haughtily and insultingly 
assuming, the dictatorial language of a Roman 
Pontiff, that must dissolve a union like ours. 
Tell me, Madam, are you under the least 
shadow of an obligation to bestow your love, 
tenderness, caresses, affections, heart and soul, 
on Mr. M'Lehosc—the man who has repeatedly, 
habitually, and barbarously broken through 
every tie of duty, nature, or gratitude to you? 
The laws of your country, indeed, for the most 
useful reasons of policy and sound government, 
have made your person inviolate ; hut arc your 
heart and affections bound to one who-gives 
not the least return of either to you? You 
cannot do it ; it is not in the nature of things 
that you arc hound to do it ; the common feel
ings of humanity forbid it. Have you, then, 
a heart and affections which arc no man's 
right? You have. It would be highly, ridi
culously absurd to suppose the contrary. Tell 
me, then, in the name of common sense, can 
it be wrong, is such a supposition compatible 
with the plainest ideas of right and wrong, 
that it is improper to bestow the heart and 
those affections on another—while that be
stowing is not the smallest degrcélhurtful to 
your duty to God, to your children, to your
self, or to society at large? X

This is the great test: the coiwcqucnces; 
let us ace them. In a widowed, forlqm, lonely 
situation, with a bosom glowing with love and 
tendernws, yet so delicately situated that you 
cannoMndulge these nobler feelings except 
you meet with a man who has a soul capable
iff.................................

SVLVANDER.

No. XXVIII.

Thursday 114th Fell. 178S|. 
am distressed for thee, my brother 

Jonathan !" I have suffered, Clarinda, from 
you*, letter. My soul was in arms at the sail 
perusal ; I dreaded that 1 had acted wrong. 
If I have robbed you of a friend, God forgive 
me ! Hut, Clarinda, be comforted : let us 
raise the tone of our feelings a little higher 
and holder. A fellow-creature who leaves us, 
who spurns us without just cause, though once 
our bosom friend—up with a little honest 
pride—let them go! How shall I comfort 
you, who am the cause of the injury? Can 1 
wish that I had never seen you? that wc had 
never met? No! I never will. Hut have I 
thrown you friendless?—there is almost dis
traction in the thought. Father of mercies! 
against Thee often have I sinned : through 
Thy grace I will endeavour to do so no more ! 
She who, Thou knowest, is dearer to me 
than myself, pour Thou the balm of peace into 
her past wounds, and hedge her about with 
Thy peculiar care, all her future days and 
nights? Strengthen her tender noble mind, 
firmly to suffer, and magnanimously to bear! 
Make me worthy of that friendship she honours 
me with. May my attachment to her be pure 
as devotion, and lasting as immortal life! (I 
Almighty Goodness, hear me ! He to her at 
all times, particularly in the hour of distress 
or trial, a Friend and Comforter, a Guide and 
Guard.

How are Thy servants blest, O Lord !
How sure is their defence !

Eternal Wisdom is their guide,
Their help, Omnipotence !

Forgive me, Clarinda, the injury I have 
done you ! To-night 1 shall be with you ; as 
indeed I shall be ill at case till I sec you.

Sylvander.

No. XXIX.

Two o’clock.
I just now received your first letter of yes

terday, by the careless negligence of the penny- 
post,. Clarinda, matters arc grown very serious 
with us; then seriously hear me, and hear me, 
Heaven !
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I met you.-my tlear Clarinda, by far the first 

of woman-kind, at least to me. I esteemed, 
I loved you at first sight, both of which at
tachments you have done me the honour to 
return. The longer I am acqi^inted with you, 
the more innate amiableness and worth I dis
cover in you. You have suffered a loss,1 I 
confess, for my sake : but if the firmest, steadi
est, warmest friendship; if every endeavour to 
be worthy of your friendship; if a love, strong 
as the ties of nature, and holy as the duties of 
religion—if all these can make any thing like 
a compensation for the evil I have occasioned 
you, if they be worth your acceptance, or can
in the least add to your enjoyments------So
help Sylvander, ye Powers above, in his hour 
of need, as he freely gives these all to Clarinda!

I esteem you, I love you as a friend ; I ad
mire you, I love you as a woman, beyond any 
one in all the circle of creation; I know I shall 
continue to esteem you, to love you, to pray 
for you, nay, to pray for myself for your sake.

Expect me at eight—And believe me tobc 
ever, my dearest Madam, yours most entirely,

Sylvander.

No. XXX.

[Friday, 15th Feb. 1788.)
When matters, my love, are desperate, we 

must put on a desperate face—
On reason build resolve,

That column ol true majesty in man.

Or, as the same author finely says in another 
place,—

Let thy soul spring up,
And lay strong hold for help on Him that made thee.

I am yours, Clarinda, for life. Never be 
discouraged at all this. Look forward ; in a 
few weeks I shall be somewhere or other out 
of the possibility of seeing you: till then, I 
shall write you often, but visit you seldom. 
Your fame, your welfare, your happiness, arc 
dearer to me than any gratification whatever. 
He comforted, my love ! the present moment 
is the worst: the lenient hand of Time is daily 

yand hourly cither lightening the burden, or

rlend, or friends, no doubt, who 
littil>mm» I'straiigi'dXfniii] her on account of her 
increasing --.and, as tluw would consider, imprudent 
if not culpable—infinity with the poet.

VOL. IV.

making us insensible to the weight. None of
these friends, I mean Mr.------and the other
gentleman, can hurt .your worldly support, 
and for their friendship, in a little time you 
will learn to be easy, and, by and by, to be 
happy without it. A decent means of liveli
hood in the world, an approving God, a peace
ful conscience, and one firm trusty friend—can 
any body that has these be said to be unhappy! 
These are yours.

To-morrow evening 1 shall be with you 
about eight; probably for the last time till 
I return to Edinburgh. In the meantime, 
should any of these two unlucky friends ques
tion you respecting me, whether I am the Man, 
1 do not think they Are entitled to any infor
mation. As to theit jealousy and spying, I 
despise them.

Adieu, my dearest Madam !
Sylvander.

No. XXXI.

Glasgow,» Monday Evening, 9 o'clock 
[18th Feb. 1788). , ..

The attraction of Love, I find, is in aei in
verse proportion to the attraction of the New
tonian Philosophy. In the system of Sir Isaac, 
the nearer objects are to one another the 
stronger is the attractive force: in my sxitem, 
every' mile-stone that marked my progress 
from Clarinda, awakened a keener pang of 
attachment to her. How do you feel, my 
love! Is your heart ill at ease! I fear it. 
God forbid that these persecutors should harass 
that peace, which is more precious to me than 
my own. He assured I shall ever think of 
you, muse on you, and in my moments of 
devotion, pray for you. The hour that you 
ar&»not in all my thoughts—“be that hour 
darkness ! let the shadows of death cover it ! 
let it not be numbered in the hours of the 
day!"

When I forget the darling theme,
Be my tongue mute ! my fancy paint no more ! 
And dead to joy, forget my heart to beat!

I have just met with my old friend, the 
ship captain !3 guess my pleasure—To meet

» Burns was now on his way from Edinburgh to 
Ayrshire.

s His Irvine friend, Richard Brown. See Life and 
General Correspondence.
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you could alone have given me more. My 
brother William, too, the young saddler, has 
come to Glasgow to meet me ; and here are 
we three spending the evening.

I arrived here too late to write by post; but 
I'll wrap half a dozen sheets of blank paper 
together, and send it by the fly, under the 
name of a parcel. You shall hear from me 
next post town. I would write you a long 
letter, but for the present circumstances of 
my friend.

Adieu, my Clarinda ! I am just going to 
propose your health by way of grace-drink.

Sylvander.

No. XXXII.

Kilmarnock, Friday [22d Feb. 1788].

I wrote you, my dear Madam, the moment 
I alighted |ti Glasgow. Since then I have 
not had opportunity ; for in Paisley, where I 
arrived next day, my worthy, wise friend, Mr. 
Pattison, did not allôw me a moment’s respite. 
I was there ten hours ; during which time I 
was introduced to nine men worth six thou
sands ; five men worth ten thousands; his brother, 
richly worth twenty thousands ; and a young 
weaver, who will have thirty thousands good, 
when his father, who has no more children 
than the said weaver, and a Whig kirk, dies. 
Mr. P. was bred a zealous Anti-burgher; but 
during his widowerhood, he has found their 
strictness incompatible with certain compro
mises he is often obliged to make with those 
Powers of darkness—the devil, the world, and 
the flesh : so he, good, merciful man ! talked 
privately to me of the. absurdity of eternal 
torments; the libéralité of sentiment in in
dulging the honest instinets of nature; the 
mysteries of . . . &c. He has a son, how
ever, that, at sixteen, has repeatedly minted 
at certain privileges only proper for sober, 
staid men, who can use the good things of this 
life without abusing them ; but the fathers 
parental vigilance has hitherto hedged him in, 
amid a corrupt and evil world.

His only daughter, who, "if the beast be 
to the fore, and the branks bide hale," will 
have sevent)thousand pounds when her old 
father steps into the dark Factory-office of 
Eternity with his well-thumbed web of life,

has put him again and again in a commendable 
fit of indignation, by requesting a harpsichord. 
“0! these boarding schools!” exclaims my 
prudent friend. “She was a good spinner and 
sewer, till 1 was advised by her foes and mine 
to give her a year of Edinburgh ! ”

After two bottles more, my much-respected 
friend opened up to me a project, a legitimate 
child of Wisdom and Good Sense; ’twas no less 
than a long-thought-on, and deeply-matured 
design to marry a girl, fully as elegant in her 
form as the famous priestess whom Saul con
sulted in his last hours, and who had been the 
second m'a id of honour to his deceased wife. 
This, you may be sure, I highly applauded, so 
I hope for a pair of gloves by and by.1 *

I spent the two bypast days at Dunlop House 
with that worthy family to whom I was deeply 
indebted early in my poetic career; and in 
about two hours I shall present your “twa wee 
sarkies" to the little fellow.2 My dearest Cla
rinda, you are ever present with me; and these 
hours that drawl by among the fools and rascals 
of this world, are only supportable in the idea, 
that they are the forerunners of that happy 
hour that ushers me to “the mistress of my 
soul." Next week I shall visit Dumfries, and 
next again return to Edinburgh. My letters, 
in these hurrying dissipated hours, will be 
heavy trash; but you know the writer. God 
bless you.

Sylvander.

No. XXXIII.

[MOSSOIRL, Saturday, 23d Feb. 1788.]

I have just now, my ever dear Madam, de
livered your kind present to my sweet little 
Bobbie, whom 1 find a very fine fellow. Your 
letter was waiting me. Your interview with

' Clarindas remarks on Burns's host on this occa
sion are both characteristic and interesting:—"In 
the name of wonder how could you spend ten hours 
with such a heathen as Mr. Pattison ? What a des
picable character ! Religion ! he knows only the 
name; none of her real votaries ever wished to make 
any such shameful compromises. But tis Scripture 
verified : the demon of avarice, his original devil, 
finding him empty called in other seven impure 
spirits, and so completely internalized him."

s Two small shirts for his son Robert, at Mossgiel 
with Gilbert Burris and the poet's mother. See next 
letter.
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Mr. Kemp opens a wound, ill-closed, in my 
breast ; not that I think his friendship is of 
so much consequence to you, but because you 
set such a value on it.

Now for a little news that will please you. 
I, this morning, as I came home, called for a 
certain woman.1—I am disgusted with her—
1 cannot endure her ! I, while my heart smote 
me for the profanity, tried to compare her 
with my Clarinda ; 'twas setting the expiring 
glimmer of a farthing taper beside the cloud
less glory of the meridian sun. Here was 
tasteless insipidity, vulgarity of soul, and mer
cenary fawning; there polished good-sense, 
Heaven-bom genius, and the most generous, 
the most delicate, the most tender passion. I 
have done with her, and she with me.

I set off to-morrow for Dumfries-shire. ’Tis 
merely out of compliment to Mr. Miller;2 for 
1 know the Indies must be my lot I will 
write to you from Dumfries, if these horrid 
postages don’t frighten me.

Whatever place, whatever land I see,
My heart, untravelled, fondly turns to thee;
Still to “ Clarinda " turns with ceaseless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthened chain.

I just stay to write you a few lines, before 
I go to call on my friend, Mr. Gavin Hamilton.
1 hate myself as an unworthy sinner, because

1 The "certain woman’’ was his “Jean," who at 
this time was expecting to bring into the world 
within a week or two the fruits of her renewed 
intimacy with Bums, and who, some eight or ten 
weeks later, became the poet's wife and the inspirer 
of “ Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw." Burns does 
not appear in a very pleasant light here. Surely, not
withstanding the glamour of his sentimental, pseudo- 
platonic, semi religious love-making with Clarinda, 
he might have felt a little more tenderness towards 
the poor young woman in her present unhappy con
dition, and might at least have refrained from writing 
disparagingly of her to Clarinda. His communication, 
whether it " pleased ’’ the latter or not, probably did 
not much displease her. In a letter written on March 
Sth she says:—“I hope you have not forgotten to 
kiss the little cherub (that is, Robert, junior] tor me. 
Give him fifty, ami think Clarinda Idessine -him all 
the wlille. I pity his mother sincerely, gnd wish a 
certain affair happily over." The "oértain affair" 
resulted in the birth of twin daughters, who both 
died in a few days. The Clarinda Correspondence 
occasionally has a somewhat nauseous flavour. Com
pare alsb letter to Ainslie of 3d March 1788, and 
letter to Richard Brown of 7th March.

s Patrick Miller, Es<|., of liais» Inton, with whom 
the poet was negotiating for the lease of a farm.

VOUyJV.

279

those interviews of old dear friends make me, 
for half a moment, almost forget Clarinda.

Remember to-morrow evening, at eight 
o’clock, I shall be with the Father of Mercies, 
at that hour on your own account. Farewell ! 
If the post goes not to-night, I’ll finish the 
other page to-morrow morning.

Stlvaxder.
P.S. Remember.

\ No. XXXIV.

CCMNOCK, 2d March, 1788.
I hope, and am certain, that my generous 

Clarinda will not think my silence, for now a 
long week, has been in any degree owing to 
my forgetfulness. I have been tossed about 
through the country ever since I wrote yon : 
and am here, returning from Dumfries-shire, 
at an inn, the post-office of the place, with 
just so long time as ipy horse eats its com, to 
write you. I have been hurried with business 
and dissipation almost equal to the insidious 
import of the Persian monarch’s mandate, 
when he forbade asking petition of God or 
man for forty days. Had the venerable prophet 
been as throng as I, he had not broken the 
decree, at least not thrice a-day.

I am thinking my farming scheme will yet 
hold. A worthy intelligent farmer, my lather’s 
friend and my own, has been with me on the 
spot : he thinks the bargain practicable. I 
am myself, on a more serious review of the 
lands, much better pleased with them. I 
won’t mention this in writing to anybody but 
you and Mr. Ainslie. Don’t accuse me of 
being fickle: I have the two plans of life 
before me, and I wish to adopt the one most 
likely to procure me independence.

I shall be in Edinburgh next week. I long 
to see you : your image is omnipresent to me ; 
nay, I am convinced I would soon idolatrize 
it most seriously; so much do absence and 
memory improve the medium through which 
one sees the much-loved object. To night, at 
the sacred hour of eight, I expect to meet you 
at the Throne of Grace. I hope as I go home 
to night, to find a letter from you at the post 
office in Mauchline. 1 have just once seen 
that dear hajnd since I left Edinburgh—a let
ter indeed Which much affected me. Tell me, 
first of womankind ! will my warmest attach

es-



280 CORRESPONDENCE

ment, my sincerest friendship, my correspon
dence—will they be any compensation for the 
sacrifices you make for my sake? If they will, 
they are yours. If I settle on the farm I pro
pose, I am just a day and a halfs ride from 
Edinburgh.1 We shall meet—don’t you say, 
“ perhfips too often ! ’’

Farewell, my fair, my charming poetess! 
May all good things ever attend you !

I am ever, my dearest Madam, yours,
Sylvander.

No. XXXV.

(MAUCHLINK, 6th March, 1788-1
I own myself guilty, Clarinda; I should 

have written you last week; but when you 
recollect, my dearest Madam, that yours of 
this night’s post is only the third 1 have got 
from you, and that this is the fifth or sixth I 
have sent to you, you will not reproach me, 
with a good grace„.for unkindness.2 I have 
always some kind of idea, not to sit down to 

| write a letter, except I have time and posses
sion of my faculties so as to do some justicé to 
my letter; which at present is rarely my situ
ation. For instance, yesterday I dined at a 
friend’s at'some distante; the savage hospi
tality of this country spqjt me the most part 
of the night over the iwtifcieotis potion in the 
bowl : this day—sick—head-ache—low spirits 
—miserable—fasting, except for a draught of 
water or small beer; now eight o’clock at 
night—only able to crawl ten minutes’ walk 
into Mauchline to wait the post, in the plea
surable hope of hearing from the mistress of 
my soul. ,

But, truce with all this ! When I sit down

1 The distance is a little over 70 miles, and was 
then traversed by the Edinburgh and Dumfries road, 
one of the best and most frequented highways in the 
country.

2 Clarinda had written him on the 5th:—“ I fear, 
Sylvander, you over-value my generosity [see the 
first sentence of letter xxxiv.] ; for believe me it will 
be some time before I can cordially forgive you the 
pain your silence has caused me. Did you ever feel 
that sickness of heart which arises from ‘hope de
ferred?' That—the cruellest of pains—you have in
flicted on me for eight days by-past. I can make 
every reasonable allowance for the hurry of business 
and dissipation. Yet had I been ever so engrossed, 
I should have found one hour out of the twenty-four 
to write to you."

WITH CLARINDA.

to write to you, all is harmony and peace. * A 
hundred times a-day do I figure you, before 
your taper, your book, or work laid aside, as 
I get/within the room. How happy have I 
been ! and how little of that scantling portion 
of time, called the life of man, is sacred to 
happiness, much less transport.

I could moralize to-night like a death’s head.
O what is life, that thoughtless wish of all !
A drop of honey in a draught of gall.

Nothing astonishes me more, when a little 
sickness clogs the wheels of life, than the 
thoughtless career we run in the hour of 
health. “None saith, Where is God, my 
Maker, that giveth songs in the night: who 
teacheth us more knowledge than the beasts 
of the field, and more understanding than the 
fowls of the air? ’’

Give me, my Maker, to remember thee I 
Give me to act up to the dignity of my nature! 
Give me to feel “another's woe ; ” and continue 
with me that dcar-lov’d friend that feels with 
mine !

The dignified and dignifying consciousness 
of an honest man, and the well-grounded trust 
in approving Heaven, are two most substantial 
sources of happiness.

I could not have written a page to any 
mortal except yourself. I'll write to you by 
Sunday’s post Adieu. Good night.

Sylvander.

No. XXXVI.

Mossoiel, 7th March, 1788.
Clarinda, I have been so stung'-with your 

reproach for unkindness, a sin so unlike me, 
a sin I detest more than a breach of the whole 
Decalogue, fifth, sixth, seventh, and ninth 
articles excepted, that I believe I shall not 
rest in my grave about it, if 1 die before I see 
you. You have often allowed me the head to 
judge, and the heart to feel, the influence of 
female excellence. Was it not blasphemy, 
then, against your own charms, and against 
mj- feelings, to suppose that a short fortnight 
could abate my passion? You, my love, may 
have your cares and anxieties to disturb you, 
but they are the usual recurrences of life; 
your future views are fixed, and your mind in
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a settled routine. Could not you, my ever 
dearest Madam, make a little allowance for a 
man, after a long absence, paying a short visit 
to a country full of friends, relations, and early 
intimates? Cannot you guess, my Clarinda, 
what thoughts, what cares, what anxious fore
bodings, hopes, and fears, must crowd the breast 
of the man of keen sensibility, when no less is 
on the tapis than his aim, his employment, his 
very existence, through future life?

To be overtopped in anything else, I can 
bear ; but in the lists of generous love, I defy 
all mankind ! not even the tender, the fond, 
the loving Clarinda ! she whose strength of 
attachment, whose melting soul, may vie with 
Eloise and Sappho, not even she can overpay 
me the affection she owes me !

Now that, not my apology, but my defence, 
is made, I feel my soul respire more easily.
I know you will go along with me in my 
justification—would to heaven you could in 
my adoption too !—>J mean an adoption beneath 
the stars—an adoption where I might revel in- 
the immediate beams of her

the bright sun of all her sex.

I would not have you, my dear Madam, so 
much hurt at Miss Nimmo’s coldness.1 ’Tis 
placing yourself below her, an honour she by 
no means deserves. We ought, when we wish 
to be economists in happiness—we ought, in 
the first place, to fix the standard of our own 
character; and when, on full examination, we 
know where we stand, and how much ground 
we occupy, let us contend for it as property ; 
and those who seem to doubt, or deny us what 
is justly ours, let us either pity their preju
dices, or despise their judgment. $ know, my 
dear, you will say this is self-conceji: but I call 
it self-knowledge. The one is the overweening 
opinion of a fool, who fancies himself to be 
what he wishes himself to bo thought ; the 
other is the honest justice that a man of sense, 
who has thoroughly examined the subject, 
owes to himself. Without this standard, this 
column in our own mind, we are perpetually

1 This alludes to the following passage in Clarinda's 
letter of the fttli:—“ I never see Miss Nimmo. Her 
indifference wounds me ; but all these things make 
me fly to the Father of Mercies, who is the inexhaus
tible Fountain of all kindness.'' Miss Nimmo had 
taken alarm apparently at Clarinda's increasing in
timacy with Sylvander.

at the mercy of the petulance, the mistakes, 
the prejudices, nay, the very weakness and 
wickedness of our fellow-creatures.

1 urge this, my dear, both to confirm my
self in the doctrine, which, I assure you, I 
sometimes need ; and because I know that this 
causes you often much disquiet.—To return to 
Miss Nimmo: she is most certainly a worthy 
soul, and equalled by very, very few, in good
ness of heart. But can she boast more goodness 
of heart than Clarinda? Not even prejudice 
will dare to say so. For penetration and dis
cernment, Clarinda sees far beyond her. To 
wit, Miss Nimmo dare make no pretence ; 
to Clarinda’s wit, scarcely any of her sex dare 
make pretence. Personal charms—it would 
be ridiculous to run the parallel : and for 
conduct in life, Miss Nimmo was never called 
out, either much to do or to suffer ; Clarinda 
has been both; and has performed her part, 
where Miss Nimmo would have sunk at the 
bare idea.

Away, then, with these disquietudes ! Let 
us pray with the honest weaver of Kilbarchan 
—“Lord, send us a guid conceit o’ oursel’ !”
Or, in the words of the auld sang,

Who does me disdain, I scorn them again,
And I’ll never mind any such foes.

There is an error in the commerce of inti
macy which has led me far astray 2 .

. . . . . those who,
by way of exchange, have not an equivalent to 
give us ; and, what is still worse, have no idea 
of the value of our goods. Happy is our lot 
indeed, when we meet with an honest merchant, 
who is qualified to deal with ns on our own 
terms; but that is a rarity. With almost every 
body we must pocket our pearls, less or more, 
and learn, in the old Scotch phrase—“ To gie 
sic like as we get.” For this reason one 
'should try to erect a kind of bank or store
house in one’s own mind ; or, as the Psalmist 
says, “ We should commune with our own 
hearts and be still. ” This is exactly . . .

.................................................if the #"
friend be so particularly favoured of Heaven 
as to have a soul so noble and exalted as yours, 
sooner or later your boson# will ache with dis
appointment. j

2 Here the MS. has become much tatteed, and it 
is only possible to fill in the gaps by the marçst con
jecture.

j
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I wrote you yesternight, which will reach 
you long before this can. I may write Mr. 
Ainslic before I see him, hut I am not sure. 
Farewell ! and remember

Sylvander.

(>
No, XXXVII.

Edinburgh,
Monday noon [17th March, 1788).

I will meet you to-morrow, Clarinda, as 
you appoint. My Excise affair is just con
cluded, and I have got my order for instruc
tions: so far good.1 Wednesday night I am 
engaged to sup among some of the principals 
of the Excise ; so can only make a call for you 
that evening ; but next day 1 stay to dine with 
one of the Commissioners, so cannot go till 
Friday morning.

Your hopes, your fears, your cares, my 
love, are mine ; so don't mind them. I will 
take you in my hand through the dreary wilds 
of this world, and scare away the ravening bird 
or beast that would annoy you. I saw Mary 
in town to-day, and asked her if she had seen 
you. I shall certainly bespeak Mr. Ainslie as 
you desire.

Excuse me, my dearest angel, this hurried 
scrawl and miserable paper, circumstances 
make both. Farewell till to-morrow.

• 1" " Sylvander.

No. XXXVIII.

[Edinburgh,
Tuesday Morning, 18th March, 1788.)

I am just hurrying away to wait on the Great 
Man, Clarinda; but I have more respect to my 
own peace and happiness than to set out without

i According to a letter to Robert Muir ot 7th 
March, Burns intended to leave Mossgiel for Edin
burgh on Monday the 10th, reaching Glasgow the 
first night. He concluded his bargain for the farm 
of Ellisland on the 13th, as we learn from a letter to 
Miss Chalmers, dated Edinburgh, 14th, and on the 
17th he was Anally accepted as an officer in the 
Excise. From (say) the 12th till the 17th (the date 
of the above letter) he had no doubt been meeting his 
Clarinda; how often it Is now impossible to tell; but 
It seems from the tone of the succeeding letters, that 
he had contrived to allay the lady's fears for the cen
sure of her friends.

waiting on you; for my imagination, like a 
child’s favourite bird, will fondly flutter along 
with this scrawl, till it perch on your bosom.
I thank you for all the happiness bestowed 
on me yesterday. The walk—delightful ; the 
evening—rapture. Do not be uneasy to-day, 
Clarinda; forgive me. I am in rather better 
spirits to-day, though I had but an indifferent 
night. Care, anxiety, sat on my spirits; and 
all the cheerfulness of this morning is the 
fruit of some important ideas that lie, in their 
realities, beyond “the dark and narrow house" 
as Ossian, prince of poets, says. The Father 
of Mercies be with yoe, Clarinda ! and every 
good thing attend you !

Sylvander.

No. XXXIX.

Wednesday morning [19th March, 1788).
Clarinda, will that envious night-cap hinder 

you from appearing at the window as I pass?2 
“Who is she Wat looketh forth as the morning; 
fair as the sun, clear as the moon, terrible as 
an army witm banners?"

Do not accuse me of fond folly for this line ; 
you know I am a cool lover. I mean by these 
presents grating, to let you to wit, that arcli- 
rasc— Cr—ch has not done my business yes
ternight, which has put off my leaving town 
till Monday morning.3 To-morrow, at eleven,
I meet with him for the last time; just the 
hour I should have met far more agreeable 
company.

i At this date Clarinda lived In a small Aat or Hoor 
of a house situated, as Chambers says, over an alley, 
called General's Entry, in consequence, It is said, of 
General Monk having lived there when in command 
In Scotland. The house, accessible by a winding 
back-stair, was very humble In Its accommodation, 
and was latterly occupied by poor people. Alison s 
Square, where Miss Nimmo (the wearer of “ that 
envious night-cap ') lived, was right opposite, and 
we can readily see how Clarinda would feel the 
necessity of being cautious about the frequency of 
Burns's visite. General's Entry and Alison Square 
have now been swept away by the march of city 
improvement, Marshall Street, running between 
Nicholson Square and Bristo Street, occupying their , 
site.

s William Creech, the publisher of the Edinburgh 
edition of the poet's works, and whom Burns thought 
unreasonably postponed settling accoupA^w itfi him. 
(See the Life.) The poet's truculent'’letter to his 
publisher has never seen the light. £
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You will tell me this evening, whether you 

cannot make our hourof meeting to-morrow one 
o’clock. I have just now written Creech such 
a letter, that the very goose-feather in my 
hand shrunk back from the line, and seemed 
to say, “I exceedingly fear and quake.” I 
am forming ideal schemes of vengeance. 0 
for a little of my will on him ! I just wished 
he loved as I do—as glorious an object as 
Clarinda—and that he were doomed.—Adieu, 
and think on

Sylvandeb.

No. XL.

Friday, nine o'clock, Night [21st March, 1788].
I am just now come in, and have read your 

letter. The first thing I did was to thank the 
Divine Disposer of events, that he has had 
such happiness in store for me as the connexion 
I have with you. Life, my Clarinda, is a 
weary, barren path; and woe be to him or her 
that ventures on it alone ! For me, I have 
my dearest partner of my soul : Clarinda and 
I will make our pilgrimage together. Wher
ever I am I shall constantly let her know how 
I go on, what I observe in the world around 
me, and what adventures I meet with. Will 
it please you, my love, to get, every week, or 
at least, every fortnight, a packet, two or 
three sheets, full of remarks, nonsense, news, 
rhymes, and old songs?

Will you open with satisfaction and delight, 
a letter from a man who loves you, who has 
loved you, and who will love you to death, 
through death, and for ever? Oh Clarinda! 
what do I owe to Heaven for blessing me with 
such a piece of exalted excellence as you ! I 
call over your idea, as a miser counts over 
his treasure ! Tell me, were you studious to 
please me last night? I am sure you did it to 
transport. How rich am I who have such a 
treasure as you ! You know me ; you know 
how to make me happy, and you do it most 
effectually. God bless you with 

Long life, long yputh, long pleasure, and a friend !
To-morrow night, according to your own 

direction, I shall watch the window ; 'tis the 
star that guides me to Paradise. The great 
relish to all is—that Honour—that Innocence 
—that Religion, are the witnesses and guar-

t>

an tees of our happiness. “The Lord God 
knoweth," and perhaps “ Israel, he shall know" 
my love and your merit. Adieu, Clarinda ! I 
am going to remember you in my prayers.

Sylvandeb.

[The above is the last of the amatory epistles 
of Sylvander to Clarinda. The sentimental 
pair, it is to be inferred from this letter, held 
their parting meeting on Saturday the 22d; on 
Monday the poet left Edinburgh; some time 
in April, probably towards the end of it, he 
“privately gave" his Jean “a matrimonial 
title to his corpus. ” The first of the following 
series is an answer to a hotly indignant letter 
(now lost), written by the lady nearly a year 
after their separation.]

No. XLI.

TO MRS. M-LEHOSE.

Ellisland, March 9th, 1789.
Madam,

The letter you wrote me to Heron's carried 
its own answer in its bosom ; you forbade me 
to write you, unless I was willing to plead 
guilty to a certain indictment that you were 
pleased to bring against me. As I am con
vinced of my own innocence, and, though con
fions-of high imprudence and egregious folly, 
can lay mv hamf xrpomny breast, and attest 
the rectitude of my heart, ydu will pardon 
me, Madam, if I do notcarrymycomplaisance 
so far as humbly to acquiesceXin the name of 
“ Villain," merely out of complii leht to your 
opinion, much as I esteem youf judgment, 
and warmly as I regard your worth.

I have already told you, and I again aver it, 
that, at the time alluded to, I was not under 
the smallest mortal tie to Mrs. Burns; nor did 
I, nor could I then know all the powerful cir
cumstances that omnipotent necessity was busy 
laying in wait for me. When you call over 
the scenes that have passed between us, you 
will survey the conduct of an honest man 
struggling successfully with temptations, the 
most powerful that ever beset humanity, and 
preserving untainted honour in situations 
where the austerest virtue would have forgiven 
a fall ; situations that, I will dare to say, not 
a single individual of his kind, even with half
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his sensibility and passion, could have en
countered without ruin; and I leave you to 
guess, Madam, how such a man is likely to 
digest an accusation of “perfidious treachery.”

Was I to blame, Madam, in being the dis
tracted victim of charms which, I affirm, no 
man ever approached with impunity? Had I 
seen the least glimmering of hope that these 
charms could ever have been mine; or even 
had not iron Necessity—But these are un
availing words.

I would have called on you when I was in 
town, indeed I could not have resisted it, but 
that Mr. Ainslie told me you were determined 
to avoid your windows while I was in town, 
lest even a glance of me should occur in the 
street.

When I shall have regained your good 
opinion, perhaps I may venture to solicit your 
friendship; but, be that as it may, the first of 
her sex I ever knew shall always be the object 
of my warmest good wishes.

Robt. Burns.

No. XLII.

(Ellisland, February, 1700.)

I have indeed been ill, Madam, the whole 
winter. An incessant headache, depression of 
spirits, and all the truly miserable consequences 
of a deranged nervous system, have made 
dreadful havoc of my health and peace. Add 
to all this, a line of life into which I have 
lately entered obliges me to ride, upon an 
average, at least two hundred milcsævery week. 
However, thank Heaven, I am now greatly 
better in health. . . .

I could not answer your last letterbut One. 
When you in so many words tell a man that 
you look on his letters with a smile of con
tempt, in what language, Madam, can he 
answer you? Though I were conscious that I 
had acted wrong—and I am conscious I have 
acted wrong—yet would I not be bullied Into 
repentance.

I cannot, will not, enter into extenuatory 
circumstances; else I could show you how my 
precipitate, headlong, unthinking conduct, 
leagued with a conjuncture of unlucky events 
to thrust me out of a possibility of keeping the 
path of rectitude, to curse me by an irrecon

cilable war between my duty and my nearest 
wishes, and to damn me with a choice only of 
different species of error and misconduct.

I dare trust myself no farther with the sub
ject. The following song is one of my latest 
productions, and I send it to you^s I would 
do any thing else, because it pleases myself:_

Thou lingring star, with less'ning ray,
That lov'st to greet tire early morn, Ac.*

11. B.

No. XLIII.

Leadhills, Thursday noon, Aug. 1791.

I have received both your letters, Madam, 
and ought, and would have answered the fi/st 
long ago ; but on what subject could I write 
you? How can you expect a correspondent 
should write you when you declare that you 
mean to preserve his letters with a view, 
sooner or later, to expose them on thespillory 
of derision and thp rack of criticism? This 
is gagging me completely as to speaking the 
sentiments of my bosom ; else, Madam, 1 could 
perhaps too truly ,

Join grief with grief, and echo sighs with thine.

I have perused your most beautiful, but 
most pathetic poem8—do not ask me how 
often or with what emotions. You know that 
“ I dare to sin, but not to lie 1 ’’ Your verses 
wring the confession from my inmost soul—1 
will say it, expose it as you please—that I 
have, more than once in my life, been the 
victim of a damning conjuncture of circum
stances ; and that to me you must be ever 

Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes.

I have just, since I had yours, composed 
the following stanzas. Let me know your 
opinion of them.

Sensiliility how charming,
Thou, my friend, canst truly tell, Ac.1

I have one other piece in your taste ; but I 
have just a snatch of time.

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 
On every blooming tree, Ac.<

1 See vol. Iii. p. 68.
1 All traces of this poem and of the two letters re

ferred to in the opening sentence of the above epistle 
seem to be lost.

1 See vol. iii. p. 119. « See vol. iii. p. 88.
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Such, my dearest Nancy, were the words of 
the amiable but unfortunate Mary. Misfortune 
seems to take a peculiar pleasure in darting 
his arrows against *1 honest men and honnie 
lasses.’’ Of this you are too, too just a proof; 
but may your future fate be a bright exception 
to the remark ! In the words of Hamlçt, 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! Remember me. \
R. B.

No. XLIV.

Dumfries, 23d November, 1791.

It is extremely difficult, my dear Madam, 
for me to deny a lady anything; but to a lady 
whom I regard with all the endearing epithets 
of respectful esteem and old friendship, how 
shall I fijid the language of refusal? I have, 
indeed, a shade of the lady, which I keep, and 
shall ever keep in the sanctum sanctorum of 
my most anxious care. That lady, though an 
unfortunate and irresistible conjuncture of cir
cumstances has lost me her esteem, yet she 
shall he ever to me

Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart.

I am rather anxious for her sake, as to her 
voyage. I pray God my fears may he ground
less.1 By the way, 1 have this moment a 
letter from her, with a paragraph or two con
ceived in sa stately a style that I would not 
pardon it in any created being except herself;

i The above letter appeared in the authorized 
“Clarinda Correspondence'' published by the lady's 
grandson, W. C. M’Lehose, in 1843, In the editions 
of the poet's works edited by the Rev. G. Gilflllan 
and Mr. W. Scott Douglas, it is headed “To Mrs. 
M’Lehose, Edinburgh." From the context of the 
letter itself, however, we think it more reasonable 
to infer that it was addressed to some intimate friend 
of Mrs. M’Lehose, perhaps Mary Peacock, in answer 
to one from that lady soliciting Burns to send her 
the silhouette of her friend executed by Miers (see 
letter xxv. and note). At this date Mrs. M’Lehose’s 
voyage to the West Indies to rejoin her husband had 
been determined on, and her intimate friend's wish 
to gain possession of her portrait was natural. It 
seems likely that the lady who received the letter 
gave it to her friend as the best way of delivering 
tile message, that Mrs. M’Lehose had kept it, that it 
hail been found among her papers after her death, 
and that it had been published in the Correspon
dence under the careless assumption that it was 
addressed to her. We see no reason that Burns had 
to address the “divine Clarinda" of the previous 
year herself in this indirect manner.

but, as the subject interests me much, I shall 
answer it to you, as I do not know her present 
address. I am sure she must have told you 
of a girl, a Jenny Clow,2 who had the misfor
tune to make me a father, with contrition I 
own it, contrary to the laws of our most ex
cellent constitution, in our holy Presbyterian 
hierarchy.

Mrs. M— tells me a tale of the poor girl’s 
distress that makes my very heart weep blood.
I will trust that your goodness will apologize 
to your delicacy for me, when I beg1 of you for 
Heaven’s sake,-to send a porter to the poor 
woman—Mrs. M., it seems, knows where she 
is to be found—with five shillings in my name; 
and, as I shall be in Edinburgh on Tuesday 
first, for certain, make the poor wench leave a 
line for me, before Tuesday, at Mr. Mackay’s, 
White Hart Inn, Grassmarket, where I shall 
put up ; and before I am two hours in town, 
I shall see the poor girl, and try what is to be 
done for her relief. I would have taken my

•In August, 1787, Bums was apprehended on a 
fugie warrant at the instance of a servant-girl, most 
probably the Jenny Clow referred to, who was then, 
to use his own phrase, “under a cloud" on his ac
count in Edinburgh. ' On the 15th he found security 
to her satisfaction, and was released. The letter 
from Mrs. M’Lehose which seems to have roused the 
poet's ire from being “ conceived in so lofty a style " 
reads as follows:—

November, 1791.
Sir,

I take the liberty of addressing a few lines in be
half of your old acquaintance Jenny Clow, who, to 
all appearance, is at this moment dying. Obliged, 
from all the symptons of a rapid decay to quit her 
service, she is gone to a room almost without common 
necessaries, uhtended and unmourned. In circum
stances seidistressing, to whom can she so naturally 
look for aid as to the father of her child, the man for 
whose sake she has suffered many a sad and anxious 
night, shut from the world with no other compan
ions than guilt and solitude? You have now an 
opportunity to evince you indeed possess these fine 
feelings you have delineated, so as to claim the just 
admiration of your country. I am convinçed I need 
add nothing farther to persuade you to act as every 
consideration of humanity as well as gratitude must 
dictate. I am, Sir, your sincere well-wisher,

A. M.
Both Jenny Clow and her child may be supposed 

to have been dead when Alderman Shaw's committee, 
in 1804, made provision for Burns’s other illegitimate 
children. Whether she was the “Highland wench 
in the Cowgate," that he speaks of in writing to 
Thomson, as having bome^iim “three bastards at a 
birth," we cannot tell.
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boy from her long ago, but she would never 
consent.

I shall do myself the very great pleasure to 
call for you when I come to town, and repay 
you the sum your goodness shall have ad
vanced. . . . and most obedient

R B.

No. XLV.

Dumfries, 15th December, 1791.

I have some merit, my ever dearest of 
women, in attracting and securing the heart 
of “Clarinda." In her I met with the most 
accomplished of all womankind, the first of all 
God’s works; and yet I, even I, had the good 
fortune to appear amiable in her sight.

By the by, this is the'sixth letter that I have 
written you since I left you;1 and if you were 
an ordinary being, as you are a creature very 
extraordinary—an instance of what God Al
mighty in the plenitude of his power, and the 
fulness of his goodness can make!—I would 
never forgive you for not answering my letters.

I have sent in your hair, a part of the parcel 
you gave me, with a measure, to Mr. Bruce 
the jeweller in Prince’s Street, to get a ring 
done for me. I have likewise sent in the 
verses “On Sensibility," altered to

Sensibility how charming,
Dearest Nancy, thou canst tell, <6c.

to the editor of the “Scots Songs," of which 
you have three vînmes, to set to a most 
beautiful air—out of compliment to the first 
df women, my ever-beloved, my ever-sacred 
“Clarinda." I shall probably write you to
morrow. In the meantime, from a man who 
is literally drunk, accept and forgive ! !

* R B.

i In letter xltv. Bums speaks of his intention of 
visiting Edinburgh within a few days. He reached 
that city on the 29th November, and spent over a 
week in it. In the softened feelings arising from the 
contemplation of her approaching voyage to Jamaica 
to join her husband, Clarinda relented so far as to 
allow her platonic lover to call on her. Their last 
meeting took place on Tuesday evening the 6th 
December. The reconciliation seems to have been 
complete and the parting exquisitely tender. From 
the context it appears that Burns resumed the cor
respondence with all his former eagerness, but that 
the lady was not so liberal in her replies.

No. XLVI.

Dumfries, 27th Dec. 1791.
I have yours, my ever dearest Madam, this 

moment. I have jilat ten minutes before the 
post goes; and these I shall employ in sending 
you some songs I have just been composing to 
different tunes, for the “Collection of Songs" 
of which you have three volumes, and of which 
you shall have the fourth :

Ac fond kiss and then we sever;
Ae fareweel, and then for ever, &cA
Behold the hour, the boat arrive !

My dearest Nancy, 0 farewell, <$c.s
Ance mair I hall thee, thou gloomy December !

Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care, Ac.'*

The rest of this song is on the wheels. 
Adieu. Adieu.6

II. B.
1 See vol. iii. p. 121. 1 See vol. iii. p. 264.
< See vol. iii. p. 122.
6 The lady’s departure from Scotland was gradually 

drawing nearer. On the 25th daily. 1792 (his birth
day) she addressed him a letter which, as being the 
last of the correspondence on her part which is pre
served, and otherwise as being characteristic and in
teresting, we give in full:—

“ S5th January, 1792.
“ Agitated, hurried to death, I sit down to write a 

few lines to you, my ever dear, dear friend. We are 
ordered aboard on Saturday to sail on Sunday. And 
now, my dearest sir, I have a few things to say to 
you, as the last advice of her, who could have lived 
or died with you i I am happy to know of your ap. 
plying so steadily to the business you are engaged in; 
but, oh remember, this life is a short passing scene ! 
Seek God's favour—keep His commandments—be 
solicitous to prepare for a happy eternity ! There, I 
trust, we will meet, In perfect and never ending bliss. 
Read my former letters attentively; let the religious 
tenets there expressed sink deep into your mind; 
meditate on them with candour, and your accurate 
judgment must be convinced that they accord with 
the words of Eternal Truth ! Laugh no more at holy 
things, or holy men : remember, 1 without holiness, 
no man shall see God.’ Another thing, and I have 
done: as you value my peace, do not write me to 
Jamaica, until I let you know you may with safety. 
Write Mary often. She feels for you ! and judges of 
your present feelings by her own. I am sure you will 
be happy to hear of my happiness : and I trust you 
will—soon. If there is time, you may drop me a line 
ere you go, to inform me if you get this, and another 
letter I wrote you on the 21st, which I am afraid of 
having liven neglected to be put into the post-office.

“ So it w as the Rouelle, you were to have gone in ! I 
read your letter to-day, and reflected deeply on the 
ways of Heaven ! To us they often appear dark and 
doubtful; but let us do our duty faithfully, and sooner
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.

No. XLVII.

[Dumfries, March, 1793.]

I suppose, my dear Madam, that by your 
neglecting to inform me of your arrival in 
Europe1—a circumstance that could not be 
indifferent to me, as, indeed, no occurrence 
relating to you can—you meant to leave me 
to guess and gather that a correspondence I 
once had the honour and felicity to enjoy, is 
to be no more. Alas ! what heavy-laden sounds 
are these—“ No more ! ” The wretch who has 
never tasted pleasure, has never known woe ; 
what drives the soul to madness is the recol
lection of joys that are “no more.” But this 
is not language to the world : they do not un
derstand it But come ye few—the children 
of Feeling and Sentiment ! ye whose trembling 
bosom-chords ache to unutterable anguish, 
as recollection gushes on the heart ! ye who 
are capable of an attachment, keen as the arrow 
of Death and strong as the vigour of Immortal 
Being—come ! and your ears shall drink a talc 
—But, hush ! I must not, cannot tell it; agony 
is in the recollection, and frenzy in the recital.

But, Madam, to leave the paths that lead to 
madness, I congratulate your friends on your 
return ; and 1 hope that the precious health, 
which Miss Peacock tells me is so much injured, 
is restored or restoring. There is a fatality at
tends Miss Peacock’s correspondence and mine. 
Two of my letters, it seems, she never received; 
and her last, which came when 1 was in Ayr
shire, was unfortunately mislaid, and only 
found about ten days or a fortnight ago, on re
moving a desk of drawers.

1 present you a book:2 may I hope you will

or later we will have our reward, because ‘the Lord 
God Omnipotent reigns.' Every upright mind has 
here cause to rejoice. And now, Adieu. May Al
mighty God Ideas you and yours! take you into His 
blessed favour here and afterwards receive you into 
His glory ! Farewell. 1‘will ever remain your real 
friend, A. M."

i Mrs. M'Lehose's return to Edinburgh took place 
in August, 1792 (see our Introduction to the Clarlnda 
Correspondence). Burns, writing to her friend, Mary 
Peacock, on the 6th December of that year, speaks 
of his former divinity as a “far-distant person !" 
Miss P. sent a reply stating that her friend had re
turned, but that reply, as we see from the altove 
letter, was mislaid, and not found till long after
wards.

s No doubt the new edition of his poems.

accept of it? \ daresay you will have brought 
your books with you. The fourth volume 
of the Scotch Songs is published ; I will pre
sume to send it you. Shall 1 hear from you? 
But first hear me. No cold language—no 
prudential documents; 1 despise advice and 
scorn control. If you are not to write such 
language, such sentiments as you know l shall 
whjh, shall delight to receive, I conjure you, 
by wounded pride ! by ruined peace ! by frantic 
disappointed passion ! by all the many ills that 
constitute that sum of human woes, a broken 
heart ! ! !—to me be silent for ever. If ever 
you insult me with the unfeeling apophthegms 
of cold-blooded caution, may all the—but 
hold ! a fiend could not breathe a malevolent 
wish on the head of my angel ! Mind my 
request—If you send me a page baptised in 
the font of sanctimonious prudence, by heaven, 
earth, and hell, 1 will tear it to atoms ! 
Adieu ; may all good things attend you.3

R. B.

No. XLVIII.

[Castle DocolaS, 25th June, 1794.]

Before you ask me why I have not written 
you, first let me be informed of you how I 
shall write you ! “ In friendship,” you say; 
and 1 have many a time taken up my pen to 
try an epistle of “ Friendship ” to you ; but it 
will not do; ’tis like Jove grasping a pop-gun, 
after having wielded his thunder. When I 
take up the pen, recollection ruins me. Ah ! 
my ever dearest Clarinda ! Clarinda!—what 
an host of memory’s tenderest offspring crowd 
on my fancy at that sound ! But I must not 
indulge that subject—you have forbid it.

5 The whole of the above letter is given, with the 
exception of the two or three closing sentences, in 
the Clarinda Correspondence of 1843. This melo-* 
dramatic production was transcribed by its author, 
in the complete form given above, into the Glen- 
riddell collection of his MS. letters, where it is headed 
“ Letter to a Lady, never scrolled, but copied from 
the original Letter." At the end, Burns himself 
appends the misleading note:—“ I need scarcely re
mark that the foregoing was the fustian rant of 
enthusiastic youth." “ Fustian rant" describes the 
effusion accurately enough, but “enthusiastic youth” 
cannot lie fairly admitted as an excuse for the poet, 
who was at this date thirty-four years old. and com
plaining to other correspondents of experiencing the 
sensations peculiar to premature old age.

G
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I am extremely happy to learn, that your 
precious health is re-established, and that you 
are once more fit to enjoy that satisfaction in 
existence, which health alone can give us. 
My old friend Ainslie has indeed been kind 
to you. Tell him, that I envy him the power 
of serving you. I had a letter from him a 
while ago, but it was so dry, so distant, so like 
a card to one of his clients, that I could 
scarcely bear to read it, and have not yet 
answered it. He is a good honest fellow ; and 
can write a friendly letter, which would do 
equal honour to his head and his heart ; as a 
whole sheaf of his letters I have by me will 
witness : and though Fame does not blow her 
trumpet at my approach note, as she did then, 
when he first honoured me with his friendship, 
yet I am as proud' as ever ; and when I am 
laid in my grave, I wish to be stretched at my 
full length, that I may occupy every inch of 
ground which I have a right to. A

You would laugh were you to see me where 
I am just now!—would to Heaven you were 
here to laugh with me! though 1 am afraid 
that crying would be our first employment. 
Here am I set, a solitary hermit, in tjfe soli
tary room of a solitary inn, with a solitary 
bottle of wine by me—as grave Aid as stupid 
as an owl—but, like that owl, still faithful to 
my old song; in confirmation of which, my 
dear Mrs. Mac., here is your good health! 
May the hand-waled [hand-picked] benisons o’ 
Heaven bless your bonnie face; and the wratch 
wha skellies [looks askance] at your weelfare, 
may the auld tinkler deil get him, to clout his 
rotten heart! Amen.

You must know, my dearest Madam, that 
these now many years, wherever I am, in 
whatever company, when a married lady is 
called on as a toast, I constantly give you; but 
as your name has never passed my lips, even 
to my most intimate friend, I give you by the 
nam® of Mfs. Mac. This is so well known 
among my,acquaintances,, that when my mar
ried lady is called for, j6ie toast-master will

say—“0, we need not ask him who it is_
here’s Mrs. Mac. ! ” I have also, among my 
convivial friends, set on foot a round of toasts, 
which I call a round of Arcadian Shepherdesses; 
that is, a round of favourite ladies, under 
female names celebrated in ancient song ; and 
then you are my Clarinda. So, my lovely 
Clarinda, I devote this glass of wine to a most 

5 ardent wish, for your happiness !
In vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer, 
Point out a cens'ring world, and bid me fear: 
Above that world on wings of love I rise,
1 know its worst, and can that worst despise, 
“Wrong'd, injur’d, shunn'd, un pitied, unredrest, 
The mock'd quotation of the scorner's jest,"
Let Prudence’ direst bodements on me fall, 
Clarinda, rich reward ! o'erpays them all ! i

I have been rhyming a little of late, but 1 
do not know if they are worth postage.—Tell 
me what you think of the following monody.

Monody on a Lady famed for her Caprice.
How cold is that bosom which folly once tir'd, Ac.8

The subject of the foregoing is a woman 
of fashion in this country, with whom at pne 
period I was well acquainted. By some sean- 

| dalous conduct to me, and two or three othèr 
| gentlemen here as well as me, she steered so 

far to the north of my good opinion, that- 1 
have made her the theme of several ill-natured 
things. The following epigram struck me 
the other day as I passed her carriage.3

1 The poem, itself a fragment, to which the above 
belongs, will be found In vol. iii. p. 21.

8 The monody will lie found ,in vol. iii. p. 170—the 
subject of It being Mrs. Walter Riddell, of Woodley 
Park.

« This Is the epigram beginning
If you rattle along like your Mistress's tongue, 

which will be found in vol. iii. p. 174. Referring to 
the epigram, Chambers justly remarks:-“To have 
given expression to such sentiments regarding a 
female, even though a positive wrong hail l>een in
flicted, would have been totally indefensible, and 
still more astounding is it to find that the bard could 
have thought of exhibiting such an effusion to another 
female,” and that, too, several months after the 
quarrel had taken place.

END OF VOL. IV.
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