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THE

WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

GENERAL

0 ——1

What you may think of this letter when
you see the name that subscribes it I cannot
know ; and perhapg 1 ought to make a long
preface of apologies for the freedom I am
going to take; but as my -heart means no
offence, but on the contrary is rather too
warmly interested in your favour, for that
reason [ 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 | 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
I have just now told you, but my resolution®
always failed me, and even now my heart
trembles for the consequence of what I have
gaid. 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) bears 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

“Wdressed to Ellison Begbie 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.

2 Above this wurd"' intention " is interlined in the
MS.

CORRESPONDENCE.

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 mdn to lan-
guish in suspence 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 not remember 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

3 The daughter of a small farmer in the parish of
Galston. 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 .fnr
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 deserib-
ing; but I hope, my dear E., you will do
me the justice to believe me, when 1 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.

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

GENERAL ( ‘ORRESPONDENCE.

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 I have written, I
am sensible it is vastly different from the
ordinary style of courtship,/ but I shall make
no apology—I know your 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 lettersYo you. By
uncommon, I mean their being written in such
a hasty manner, which, to téll 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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GENERAL CORRESPONDE

my 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. 1 would be heartily
out of humour with myself, if I thought I
were capable of having 8o 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.]

[ 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.
I 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 whengl,sit down to write to you,
that what to speak or what to write, I am
altogether at a loss.

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

)
J
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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 so0 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. 1 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 thoughts so as to write you on the subject.
I will not attempt to describe what 1 felt on
receiving your letter. 1 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 |
3

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
guch 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 such 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 wil] pardon
it in, my dear Miss—(pardon me the dear

expression for once) * * * *

TO WILLIAM BURNESS.?

IRVINE, 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 :—
‘ After such sermonizing the result was by no means
wonderful.” They look as if copied from a “ Com-
plete Letter Writer,” or a novel of the Richardson
type.

2 “One of the most striking letters in the Collection
(Cromek's Reliques of Burns), and, to us, one of the

+
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My health is nearly the same as when you
\\‘(:1'(‘ 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 are 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. 1 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 edrliest 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 flax-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,

“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 !ho world shows
how ardently he wished for honourable fame; and
his contempt of life, founded on this despair, is the
genuine expression of a youthful and generous mind.
In such a state of reflection and of suffering the
imagination of Burns naturally passed the dark
boundaries of our earthly horizon and rested on
those beautiful 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.
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The soul, uneasy, and confined at home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.}

[t 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 Wwoyld
not exchange the noble enthusiasm “nh h
they inspire me for T} that this w orld I to
offer. As for this \Hnld I despair of ever
making a figure in it. N\ am not formed for
the bustle of the busy, no™ the flutter of the
gay. I shall never again be capalye of enter-
Indeed, I amh altogether
his life. 1
y probably

ing into such scenes.
unconcerned at the thoughts of
foresee that poverty and obscuri
await me, and I am, in some measyre, 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 méwhich were too much
neglected at the time ofs giving them, but
which I hope have been remembered ere it is
yet too late. Present my@lutiful 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 BURNESS.

P.S. My meal is nearly out, but [ am going
10 Imrrms till I get more.

TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, Barr.,

OF BALLOCHMYLE.

SIR,

We who subseribe this are beth members of
St. James's Lodge,
in the office of Warden, and as we have the

Tarbolton, and one of us

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.
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

We look on our mason lodge to be a

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

heart is interested in the welfare of its fellow-
reatures ;
orders of mankind,
which we mdy with certainty depend to be
kept from want should we be in circumstances

but to us, Sir, who are of the lower

to have a fund in view, on

| of distress or old age, this is a matter of im-
portance.

We are sorry to observe that our Lodge's
have for a

good while been in a wretched situation. We

affairs with respect to its finances,

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. Y

For these and other reasons we humbly be
the favour of you, as soon as convenient, t
all a meeting, and let us consider on som
means to retrieve our wretched affairs. W
are, &e.?

TO MR. JOHN MURDOCH,

SCHOOLMASTER,

STAPLES INN BUILDINGS, LONDON.3

LOCHLEA, 15th Jan. 1783.
DEAR SIR,

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, | embrace it with pleasure, to fell you
that I have not forgotten, nor ever will forget,
the many obligations I lie under to your kind-
ness and friendship.

2irhe scpn[ntinn of the St. David's and St. James's
Fredgason 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 Blum. (Llllll 1877-79).

Respecting Sir J. Whitefoord, see note to a letter
| afterwards addressed to him by Burns:
| 8 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.
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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

RESPONDENCE.

—possibly some pitiful, sordid wretch, who in
my heart I despise and detest. 'Tis this, and
this alone, that endears economy to me.? In
the matter of books, indeed, I am very pro-

\'pr_\' luml
(and, ind
a dying
difficulty

a recital as you.would be pleased with: but | fuse. My favourite authors are of the senti- of his br
that is what I am afraid will not be the case. | mental kind, such as Shenstone, particularly —
I have, indeed, kept gretty clear of vicious | his Elegies; Thomson; Man of Feeling®—a vou for
habits; and in this res*:t, I hope, my con- | book I prize nett to the Bible; Man of the - Sir. that
duct will not disgrace the education I have World; Sterne, especially his Sentimental : ‘_”r;.‘,‘]”,]
gotten; but, as a man of the world, I am most Journey; Macpherson’s Ossian, &c.; these E Ay brotl
miserably deficient. One would have thought | are the glorious models after which I endea- 3 [ must r
that, bred, as I have been, under a father who vour<o form my conduct, and ’tis incongruous, { shiall
has figured pretty well as un homme des | 'tis absurd to suppose that the man whose lars relat
affaires, I might have been, what the world [ mind glows with sentiments lighted up at ——
calls, a pushing, active fellow; but to tell you | their sadred flame—the man whose heart dis- u:lllll(‘!;]
the truth, Sir, there is hardly any thing more | tends with bcnev()lu:m'c to all the human race be ot t
my reverse. | seem to be one sent into the | —he ‘“ whe_can soar'above_this little scene of, been pre
world to see and observe; and I very easily | things "—can he descend to~mind the paltry white pe
compound with the knave who tricks me of | concerns about which the terreefitial race fret, (R
my money, if there be any thing original [ and fume, and vex themselves! O hoy the - ‘bvw‘“lll'w
about. him, which shows me human nature in gloriuqs triumph swells my heart! [ fo gct X ot sork:
a different light from any thing I have seen | that I am a poor, insignificant devil, uqp- ] Gl of 1
before. In short, the joy of my heart is to | noticed and unknown, stalking up and down aniafac
‘“‘study men, their manners, and their ways;” | fairs and markets, when I happen to be in R
and for this darling subject, I cheerfully sac- | them, reading a page or two of Mankind, and -
rifice every other consideration. I am quite | ““catching the manners living as they rise,” We had
indolent about those great concerns that set | whilst the men of business jostle me on every 3 oW it
the bustling, busy sons of care agog; and if I | side, as an idle incumbrance in their way.— 3 aatarvii
have to answer for the present hour, I am | But I dare say I have by this time tired your 1 o 3l
“ very easy with regard to any thing further. | patience; so I shall conclude with begging ]‘“"“[\ "
Even the last, worst shift of the unfortunate | you to give Mrs. Murdoch—not my compli- '] - l;;“_l
and the wretched does not much terrify me: | ments, for that is a mere commonplace story; of farmi
I know that, even then, my talent for what | but my warmest, kindest wishes for her wel- Lothians
country folks call ‘‘a sensible crack,” when | fare; and accept of the same for yourself, make i
once it is sanctified by a hoary head, would | from, dear Sir, yours.—R. B. of land
procure me so much esteem, that even then— 3 be¥ond '
I would learn to be happy.! However, I am Q— sblato
funlcr no apprehensions about that; for tlulnu-_'h TO MR. JAMES BURNESS X . [
indolent, yet so far as an extremely delicate ’ SR & 10 Dis fat]
constitution permits, I am riot lazy; and in WRITER, MONTROSE.* N egbe Teque
many things, especially in tavern matters, 1 LOCHLEA, 21st June, 1753. 7 :,"ll‘”\:‘ll‘lt
am a strict economist; not, indeed, for the DEAR SIR, ; afterward
sake of the money; but one of the principal My father received your favour of the 10th I‘ someiof 3
parts in m)w”)miliun is a kind cf pride of | current, and as he has been for some months \f‘ ;IIH‘ ""l““(‘
s(ulll:l‘l"l., and ¥'scorn to fear the face of any | 2 Not for to hide it in a hedge, ,‘vl;l.h‘ 'u
man living: above every thing, I abhor as hell, | Nor for a train-attendant, 4 wards
the idea of sneaking in a corner to avoid a dun | Dut Ser the glorioas peivilege tJohn ¢
Of being independent father

! The last shift alluded to here must be the condi [ . Spttle bo w Young Frienc P “The |
tion of an itinerant beggar. l 3 0f this sickly, fwntimvnlul work, Burns tells us he opinions,
" e et e

Is only but to beg ) . —— General

See stanza third, ““ Epistle to Davie,” vol. i. p. 240 (\:l::; ::-.“,”v' . \-lnlr‘r l-‘rnlln-r of my h“.lv” ”‘- when he p Ayr, by

avie, . L. p. 240. ry young, lost his father, and having discovered b

for the ¢«
- v
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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.
reasog, I now hold the pen for him to thank
you for your kind letter, and to assure you,

For this melancholy |

Sir, that it shall not be my fault if my father's |

correspondence in ‘the north die with him.
My brother writes to*John Caird,! and to him
I must refer you for the news of our family.

[ shall only trouble you with a few particu- |

lars relative to the present wretched state of this |

country. Our markets are exceedingly high;
oatmeal, 17d. and 18. per peck, and not to
be got even at that price.
been pretty well supplied with quantities of
white peas from England and elsewhere, but

We have indeed |

want of proper methods in our improvements
of farming. Necessity compels us to leave our
old schemes, and few of us have n]vpnrtuniti&s
of being well informed in new ones. In short,
my dear Sir, since the unfortunate beginning
of .this American war, and its as unfortunate
conclusion!, this country has been, and still is,
Even in higher life, a
couple of our Ayrshire noblemen, and the

decaying very fast.

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

| o . . ~ . .
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

b g ]
that resource is likely to fail us, and what will

Yecome 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, are mountainous
and barren; and our landholders, full of ideas
of farming gatheredsfrem the English and the
Lothians, 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 p We are also much at a loss for
in his father’s repositories some of my father's letters,
he requested that the correspondence might be
My father continued till the last year of
his life to corréspond with his 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 this edition for the purpose of exhibiting
the Poet before hg had attracted the notice of the
public, and in hi§ domestic family relations after-

wards GILBERT BURNS

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
Mrs. Black promises to take the
cheese under her care so far, and then to send
it to you by the Stirling carrier.

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

season.,

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

My father sends you, probably for the last
wishes for

time in this world, his warmest

| your welfare and happiness; and my mother

[ and the rest of the family desire to enclose

| 1793:

tJohn Caird, husbhand of Elspet, asister of the poet's ‘

father.

“The poet here figures as the farmer. That his
opinions, as an agriculturist, were valued, may be
from the following note attached to a
General View of the Agriculture of the County of
Ayr, by Colone )

gathered

Fullarton, of Fullarton, drawn up
for the consideration of the Board of Agriculture and
VOL. 1V,

county where he was born.”

Internal Improvement, and published at Edinburgh,
“In order to prevent the danger arising from
horned cattle in yards, the best
mode is to cut out the budding knob, or root of the
horn, while the calf is very young. This was sug-
Robert Burns, whose general
talents are no less conspicuous, than the poetic
powers which have done so much honour to the
We rather think this
suggestion has never found much favour.

studs and straw

gested to me by Mr
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their kind compliments to you, Mrs. Burness, |
and the rest of your family, along with,
Dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin,
RoBr. BURNESS.

T‘H MR. JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE.

’ LOCHLEA, 17th Feb. 1784.

DEAR COUSIN,

I would have returned you my thanks furl‘
vour kind favour of the 13th of December |
.;num‘l'. 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.

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 [ shall ever honour and revere.

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

My dear Cousin, yours sincerely,
RoBeErT BURNESS.

TO\MR. JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE.

\
|

/ MOSSGIEL, 8d August, 1784.
Sl\' 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. ]

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

We have been surprised with one of the
most extraordinary phenomena in the moral

{ world which, I daresay, h&s happened in the

course of this last century. We have had a
party of Presbytery Relief,! as they all them.

gelves, 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
ame 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.*
He continued, however, to preach in private
to his party, and was supported, both he, and

[ their spiritual mother, as they affect to call

old Buchan, by the contributions of the rest,
several of whom were in good 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 does with postures
and practices that are scandalously indecent;
they have likewise disposed of all their effects,
and hold a community of goods, and live nearly
an idle life, carrying on a great farce of pre-
tended devotion in barns and woods, where

| they lodge and lie all together, and hold like

' The Relief Church was 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 Presbyteria
Church.

2 Mrs. Buchan 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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GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE,

wise a community of women, as it is another
of their tenets that they can commit no moral
gin. 1 am personally acquainted with most
of them, and I ean assure you the above men-
tioned are facts.

This, my dear Sir, of the
instances of the folly of leaving the guidance

is one many
of sound reason and common sense in matters
of religion. Whenever we neglect or despise
these sacred monitors, the \\him.~irill notions
of a perturbated brain are 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

v

are, if once they are sanctified under the sacred
name of religion, the unhappy mistaken vota-
ries are the more firmly glued to them.

[ expect to hear from you soon, and I beg
you will remember me to all friends, and he-
lieve me to be,

My dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin,

RoBERT BURNESS.

Direct to me at Mossgiel, parish of Mauch-

line, near Kilmarnock.

TO MR.

PARK,

THOMAS ORR,?

NEAR KIRKOSWALD.

MOSGAVIL,® 11th November, 1784,
DEAR THOMAS,

I am much obliged ta you for your last
letter, though 1
it gave me no manner of concern.

assure you the contents of
[ am pre-
sently so cursedly taken in with an affair of
gallantry, that I am very glad Peggy? is off my
hand, as I am at present embarrassed enough
her.t |

without don’t choose to enter into

| me Fergusson, by Connel,® and 1

23

particulars in writing, but never was a poor
I should

be glad to see you to tell you the affair, mean-

rakish rascal in a more pitiful taking.

while I am your friend,
RoBERT BURNESS.

TO MR. JOHN RICHMOND,

EDINBURGH.?

MOSSGIEL, Feb. 17, 1786.
MY DEAR SIR,

I have not time at present to upbraid you
for your silence and neglect; I 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 gince 1 saw you, and have composed,
the
poem on Mr. M‘Kinlay’s being called to' Kil-
marnock ; Drink,” a the
“Cotter’s Saturday Night;” an ““Address to
the Devil,” &e.
my poem on the ““ Dogs,

among several others, ““Ordination,” a

““Scoteh poem ;

[ have likewise completed

but have not shown

it to the world. My chief patron now is Mr.
Aiken in Ayr, who is pleased to express great
20 good as send

will

I have no news to acquaint

approbation of my works. Be
remit

vou the money.

| you with about Mauchline; they are just going

1 Thomas Orr was an old companion of the poet’s, |

the friendship dating from his Kirkoswald school
days in the autumn of 1775,  Hw ograsionally visited
the Burnses at Lochlea in the harvest time to assist
them in shearing.

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

3 Peggy Thomson, the fair fillette whose charms put
an end to the poet’s studies at Kirkoswald. See Life

¢ This embarrassment was caused by the birth of
an illegitimate child by Elizabeth Paton, formerly a
servant with his father at Lochlea

| prentice in the office of Gavin
| time pursuing his legal studies in Edinburgh.

|
|
|

on in the old way. I have some very impor-
tant news with respect to myself, not the most
agreeable
but

another time.”

news that I am sure you cannot
guess, I shall give you the particulars
I am extremely happy with
Smith,® he 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, { am sure neither

good nor bad fortune should estrange or alter
me. Excuse haste, as I got yours but yester-
day. I am, my dear Sir, yours,

RoBERT BURNESS.

f}lm‘rl\ a lawyer's ap-

amilton, and at this

5 An early friend of Burns,

The
poet lodged with him on his first visit to the capital.

¢ The Mauchline carrier.

7 About this time the result of the intercourse be-
tween Burns and Jean Armour became public.

8 James Smith, shopkeeper in Mauchline See next
letter with note,




TO MR. JAMES SMITH,!

MAUCHLINE.

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

If you see Jean tell her I will meet her, so

help me God, in my hour of need.*

R. B.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY.?

MOSSGIEL, 3d March, 1786.
SIR, .

[ 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, &c.

[.\‘1'(‘ the ru]ll]hl('l«' [lm\'ir:ll part of the
epistle among the Poems, vol. ii. p.123.]

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR,

KILMARNOCK. 4

MOSSGIEL, 20th Murch, 1

DEAR SIR,

I am heartily gorry 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,

1This is the same James Smith, shopkeeper in
Mauchline, to whom one of the poet’s finest poetical
epistles is addressed. See vol. ii. p. 105.

2 This painful episode in the bard'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.”

4 Robert Muir, wine merchant, Kilmarnock, -#¥a
proprietor of a small encumbered estate called Loan-
foot, was one of the poet’s acquaintances, who exerted

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

| poet signs his name as aboye

I here inclose you my ‘Scotch Drink,” and
‘““may the ——— follow with a blessing for
vour edification.” I hope, sometime before
we hear the gowk,5 to have tfle 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 BURNESS.

TO MR. AIKEN.S

MOSSGIEL, 3d April, 1786.

DEAR SIR,

[ received your kind letter with double
pleasure, on account of the second flattering
ifistance of Mrs, C.’s 7 notice and approbation.
[ assure you I

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 flatiring mark of friendship kind, &ec.

[See Poems, vol. ii. p. 126.]

My proposals for publishing I am just goin
to send to the press. I expect to hear from
you by the first opportunity.

[ am, ever dear Sir, yours,
ROBERT BURNESS.®

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 had procured him, and one who was dear to
his heart. This gentleman had no very great fortune,
or long line of dignified ancestry; but what Robert
says of Captain Matthew Henderson might be said of
him with great propriety He held the patent of
his honours from Almighty God.” Nature had indeed
marked him a gentleman in the most legible charac
ters.”—GILBERT BURNS,

5 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. b4

7 Probably Mrs. Cunningham, wife of Sir William
Cunningham, of Robertland, who, in the words of
Gilbert Burns, “ paid a very flattering atfention, and
showed a great deal of friendship for the poet

% This is the latest letter extant, with the exception
of one to his cousin, James Burness, in which the
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TO [JOHN BALLANTINE, OF AYR.']

[April, 1786.]
HONOURED SIR,

My proposals? came to hand last night, and,
knowing that you would wish to have it in
your 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 I 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. DPerdition
seize her falschood !

Rosr. Bunrxs.

TO MR. M‘WHINNIE, WRITER, AYR.

MOSSGIEL, 17th April, 1786.
It is injuring some hearts, those hearts that
clegantly bear the impression of the good
Creator, to say to them you give them the

trouble of obliging a friend; for this reason,

1This 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 feeling
was first given to the world by Allan Cunningham,
who, without known authority, names Ballantine as
the addressee. As to this gentleman see Life, p. b4.
Ihe “her” referred to in the letter is, of course,
Jean Armour.
2This intimation to the public ran as follows:
‘“Proposals for publishing by Subscription, ScoTTIsSH
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 8o many
Subscribers appear as will defray the necessary ex-
pense, the work will be sent to the press.
Bet out the brunt sfde of your shin,
For pride in poets is nae sin;
Glory's the prize for which they rin,
And Fame's their joe;
And wha blaws best his horn shall win,
And wherefore no?
ALLAN RaMsay

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

I 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,
RosT. BURNS.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEI#

MOSSGIEL, 20th April, 1

SIR,

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

I have here, likewise, inclosed a small piece,
the very latest of my productions.* I am a
cood deal pleased with some sentiments myself
as they are 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 scente of revelry and mirth—but to me
it brings no joy equal to that meeting with
which your last flattered the expectation of,

Sir, your indebted humble servant,
Rosr. BURNS.

3 A prospectus of his poems. Mr. M‘Whinnie sub-
scribed himself, and induced others to do so.

4 This was the *“ Mountain Daisy ;" in the original
MS. it is entitled the “Gowan.’
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To JOHN ARNOT,
OF DALQUHATSWOQD, ESQ.!

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

[MOSSGIEL, April, 1786.]

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, ¥ 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 T wish
to make a shilling or two by him.

It may do—maun do, 8ir, 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.?

11t seems to us strange that Burns 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 Arng
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. Ihad 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 désespoir.” 1t 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-
;'I'lhlli‘il 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
rievous 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 =o great a poet, 1 had, ere
now, done as a much wiser man, the famous
Achitophel 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, 1 have lost—
I have lost—my trembling hand refuses its
office, the frighted ink recoils up the quill

Tell it not in Gath—1I have lost—a—a—a wife!

Fairest of God's creation, last and best !
Now 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, |ul|‘.:-\'i\.‘|f:<'ll sons of |)i~:l]v1mint~
ment. A damned star has always kept my
zenith, and shed its baleful influence in that
emphatic curse of the prophet— ¢ And behold
whatsoever he doth; it shall not prosper!” 1
rarely hit where I aim; and if I want anything,
[ am almost sure never to find it where I seek
it. For instance, if my penknife is needed, 1
pull out twenty things—a plough-wedpe, a
horse-nail, an old letter, or a tattered l'hr)inw‘
in short everything but my penknife, and that,
at last, after a painful, fruitless search, will be
found in the unsuspected corner of an un-
suspected pocket, as if on purpose thrust out
of the way. Still, Sir, I fiad long had a wish-
ing eye to that inestimable blessing, a wife.
My mouth wattxed «eliciously 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
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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,” I left no stone unturned,
sounded every unfathomed depth, stopped up
every hole and bore of an objection ; but, how

shall T tell it? notwithstanding all this turn- |
ing of stones, stopping of bores, &c.—whilst
I, with secret pleasure, marked my project
swelling to the proper crisis, and was singing
Te Deum in my own fancy; or, to change the
metaphor, whilst I was vigorously pressing
on the siege; had carried the counterscarp |
and made a practicable breach; nay, having
mastered the covered way, 1 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, fromt, 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 either 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, Pharaoh at the Red Sea, Darius
at Arbela, Pompey at l‘hzn‘.xaliu,ll‘]«l\\':lrd at
Bannockburn, Charles at Pultaway, Burgoyne
at Saratoga, mno 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. |

VL.’@

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 besaltified 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

| secreaming elk in the vortex of Moskoestrom ;

and Religion, a feebly struggling beaver down
the roarings of Niagara. 1 reprobated the
first moment of my existence; execrated Adam’s
folly-infatuated wish for that goodly looking,
but poison-bgeathing 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 honours-thick upon him;
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost,

And nips his root, and then he falls as I do.!

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 ery;
but as I am an old fox 1 shall give them
dodging and doubling for it, and by and by,

1 The bard quotes Shakespeare alittle 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,
Rosr. BURNS.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY.

MOSSGIEL, 17th May, 1786.
DEAR SIR,

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

Rosr. BURNS.

TO MR. DAVID BRICE.?
MOSSGIEL, 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. 1
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.®> 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 Rankine' (vol. i. p. 224), it

is believed, was the poem alluded to in this hurried |

note.

2 Shoemaker in Glasgow.

31In May, 1786, Jean Armour went to reside with a
relation ¢f her mother’s in Paisley. See the note to
the poent, 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
[ been in thy arms! It is not the losing her
that makes me so unhappy, but for her sake
I 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! I can
have no nearer idea of the place of eternal
punishment than what I have felt in my own
breast on her account. 1 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 hom&
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 BURNESS, WRITER,
MONTROSE.

MOSSGIEL, NEAR MAUCHLINE, July 5th, 1786.
MY DEAR 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.* 1 shall then write you more at large;
meanwhile you are just to look on this as a

4 A copy of the first edition of the poems, then
passing through the press.
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mementome. 1 hope all friends are well.—I am
cver, my dear Sir, your affectionate Cousin,
RoBT. BURNESS.!

T0 JOIIN RICHMOND, EDINBURGH.

MOSSGIEL, 9th July, 1786.

With the sincerest grief I read your letter.
You are truly a son of misfortune. 1 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.”

I 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, I am informed, will give

me a certificate as a single man, if 1 comply
with the rules of the church, which for that
very reason I intend to do.

[ 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 youn
have any subseribers, return them by Connell.
The Lord stand with therighteous; amen,amen.

R. B.

TO MR. DAVID BRICE, SHOEMAKER,
GLASGOW
MOSSGIEL, 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.

write to you. . Poor Armour is come back
again to Mauchline, and I went to call for her,
and her mother forbade me the house, nor did
she herself express much sorrow for what she
has done. 1 have already appeared publicly
in church, and was indulged in the liberty of
standing in my own seat. I do this to get a
certificate as a bachelor, which Mr. Auld has
promised me. I 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.? 1 have no news to tell you
that I remember. I am really happy to hear
of your welfare, and that you are so well in
Glasgow. I must certainly see you before 1
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,3 30th July, 1786
MY DEAR RICHMOND,

My hour is now come—you and [ will never
meet in Britain more. 1 have orders, within
three weecks at farthest, to repair aboard the
Nancy, Captain Smith, from Clyde, to Jamaica,
and to call at Antigua. Thig, except to our
friend Smith, whom God long preserve, is a
secret about Mauchline.  Would you believe
it? Armour has got a warrant to throw me
in jail till T find security for an enormous
sum.* This they keep an entire sceret, but I
got it by a channel they little dream of; and
[ am wandering from one friend’s house to
another, and, like a truec son of the gospel,

2 As to Burns's and Jean's penitential appearances
in church, sce note, vol. i. p. 46. Why her friends
should have insisted on her “standing along” with
him is not to us clear.

3 This is a place near Kilmarnock, where resided
Mrs. Allan, an aunt of the poet, to whese house his
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, but to frighten
him out of the country

~
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““have no where to lay my head.” I know
you will pour an exccration 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—Ilgt me hear from you by the return of

coach. I will write you ere I go. 1 am, dear

Sir, yours, here and hereafter,

B.

TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY.

KILMARNOCK, August, 17806,
MY 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 adicu, 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 ! may guid luck hit you,

And, 'mang her favourites admit you!

If e’er Detraction shore to smit you,

May nane believe him!

And ony deil that thinks to get you,
Good Lord deceive him.

TO JOHN LOGAN, ESQ.

OF LAIGHT.

)

KILMARNOCK, 10th Aug. 1786.
SIR,

I gratefully thank you for your kind offices
in promoting my subseription, and still more
for your very friendly letter.—The first was
doing me a favour, but the last was doing me
an honour.—I 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 copigs till called for, or otherwise
transmitted to the gentlemen who have sub-
seribed.  Mr. Brige 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, |
intend doing myself the honour of waiting on
you, Wednesday, the 16th inst.

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

R. B.

TO MONS. JAMES SMITH,

MAUCHLINE.

MosSGIEL, Monday Morning, 14th Aug. 1786.

MY DEAR SIR,

I went to Dr. 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 Port Antonio will cost my master, Charles
Doug 1

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 :

besides

upwards of fifty pounds

“Jamaica, 8r. Axx's, 1th 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. 1 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 Jamai !
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running the risk of throwing myself into a
pleuritic fever in consequence of hard travel-
line in the sun.  On these accounts, he refuses
sending me with Smith; but a vessel rails
from Greenock the first of S(‘]»I(‘Illll('l‘, 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. DPerish the drop of

blood of mine that fears them! 1 know their
worst, and am prepared to meet it :—

I'll daugh, an’ sing, an' shake my leg,
As lang's I 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 you as I ride through
to Cumnock. Afterall, Heaven bless the sex!
[ feel there is still happiness for me among
them:

\ 8

0 woman, lovelyswoman ! Heaven designed you

To temper man !—we had been brutes without you!1

R. B.

TO MONS. THOMAS CAMPBELL,

PENCLOE.

[NEW CUMNOCK, 19th Aug. 1786.])
MY DEAR SIR,
I have met with few men in my life whom
[ more wished to see again than you, and

Chance seems industrious to disappoint me of

that pleasure. I 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 h'rumv)' up to the

wishes of parting friendship!

R. B.
Mr. J. MERRY'S, Saturday Morn

10 woman, lovely woman! nature made thee
To temper man! we had been brutes without you.
Otway, Venice Preserved, i. 1

TO WILLIAM NIVEN,

MERCHANT, MAYBOLE.

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

MOSSGIEL, 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. Neverdid 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.”? Remember me in the most
respectful . manner to the Bailie and Mrs.
Niven,3 to Mr. Dun,*and the two truly worthy
old gentlemen I had the honour of being
introduced to on Friday; though I am afraid
the conduct you forced me on may make them
sce me in a light T 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.
[ 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
anL;\(’,

B.%

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

3 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 Kirkoswald 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
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T0 MR. JOHN RICHMOND,
EDINBURGH.

M3SGIEL, Sunday, 8d Sept. 1786.

Wish me luck, dear Richmond! Armour has
just brought me a fine boy and girl at one
throw. God bless the lijtle dears!®

Green grow the rashes, O,
Green grow the rashes, O,

A feather bed is no sae saft
As the bosoms o' the lasses, O

' TO MR. ROBERT MUIR,
KILMARNOCK.

MoSSGIEL, Friday Morning [(Sept. 1786].
MY FRIEND, MY BROTHER,

Warm recollection of an absent friend presses
80 hard upon my heart, that I send him the
prefixed bagatelle [the «“ Cal{”?], 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 Maybole, where his 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 the bard; and they spent a happy night together,
Jurns being as usual the life and soul of the party.
He had, as we know, heavy griefs hanging at his
hes: but amongst genial men over a glass of Scotch
drink no pain could long molest him. Comic verses
flashed from his mouth al improvviso, to the astonish-
ment of the company, all of whom felt that a paragon
of mirthful genius had come among them

1 See note, p. 170, vol. ii

2 See vol. ii. p. 170.

If you think it worth while, read it to
Charles [Samson] and Mr. W. Parker, and if

they choose a copy of it, it is at their service,

as they are men whose friendship I shall be
proud to claim, both in this world and that
which is to come.

[ 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.

Mo0SSGIEL, Tuesday noon, Sept. 26, 1786.

MY 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 iﬁ will go.

'Tis there that man is blest! 'Tis'there, my

friend, man feels a consciousness of somet hing
within him above the trodden clod! The grate-
ful reverence to the hoary (earthly) author of
his being—the burning glow when he clasps
the woman of his soul to his bosom—the tender
yearnings of heart for the little angels to whom
he has given existence—these nature 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, I don’t know, but if I can
make my wish good, F \\ill endeavour to drop
you a line some time bdfore. My best com-
pliments to Mrs. Ilnrm*“\i\ I should be equally
mortified should I drop in\yhen she is abroad;
but of that I suppose there 1y 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,

B.
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and if To MRS. STEWART, OF STAIR.!

ervice,
hall be
d that

[Sept. or 5)«(_ ], 1786.
MADAM,

The hurry of my preparations for going

) abroad has hindered me from performing my
'_“‘ will promises 80 soon as [ intended. 1 have here
in_the sent you a parcel of songs, &e. which never
oubled made their appearance except to a friend or
I most most.

two at Perhaps some of them may be
no great entertainment to you, but of that I

The

song to the tune of * Ettrick Banks,”# you

. B.

am far from being an adequate judge.
SE.
I think, myself,
it has some merit; both as a tolerable deserip-

o much, even in manuscript.
, 1786.

. . tion of one of nature’s sweetest scenes, a July
cive it . . ) . . ;
E o evening, and one of the finest ]»l(‘-w\nt nature s
riend’s . . .
workmanship, the finest indeed we know any-
wakens : . : A ’

thing of—an amiable, beautiful young woman;
heart,

Hf my o s . .
. 6 that permission, without which I would not
1 roO.
. dare to spread the copy.
e, my E

thi I am quite aware, Madam, what task the
1iething

world would assign me in this letter.

> grate-
thor of

to take notice of him, should heap the altar
3 ('I;l‘l'\

with the incense of flattery. Their hizh an-

tender

» whom :
recounted, with the

This, Madam,
altogether unfit.

1 and actions, should be
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task

Besides a certain disqualifying pride of heart,

rt; and

is a for which 1 am

ion, by
;I»Ajw't.-,

of his

[ 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 :
that
refined adulation is by no means the road to

do not

and more, T am afraid even the most

will be
d, if 1

p 2 your good opinion
itation. :

‘ One feature of your character I shall ever
f 1 can : . :
| with grateful pleasure remember ;—the recep
to drop ; ..
. I tion I got when I had the honour of waiting
sL com- va_ o . . .
on you at Stair. I am little acquainted with
equally
abroad; . . ,
é lence of temper and goodness of heart.  Surely
nece. . . : )
did those in exalted stations know how happy
I have '

. they could make some classes of their inferiors
in the

rdinary 18ee the note to the song *
Afton

2 The addressed to
Lass o' Ballochmyle,” Set

of 18th Nov,

. Flow gently, sweet
rdinary

Miss
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song Alexander,

R. B to Miss Alexander

will easily see the impropriety of exposing

but I have no common friend to procure me |

The |

obscure bard, when any of the great condescend |
cestry, their own great and god-like qualities |

| marnock.

land, and his circumstances wegpe altogether such as

| be considered large at

: | Kilmarnock.
politeness, but I know a good deal of benevo-
|

‘RAL CORRESPONDENCE.

Ih_\' 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.

AYRSHIRE [8th October 7], 1786.
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

I 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; he offers 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

1ot
deh

3 John Wilsonprinter of the first edition of Burns's
poems, and long supposed to be the subject of the
poct's epitaph on * Wee Johny"” (see vol. ii. p. 165),
was a much-esteemed and respectable citizen of Kil-
The poet himself, in a letter to Rebert
Muir, calls him ** honest John my quondam printer.”

Burns was at the time on the eve of lul,\ing Scot-

to inspire no great faithAmT IS pecuniary resources:
while the odium atfiched to his works, as immoral
and heterodox, wefe reasons sufficiently weighty to
influence any buginess man of common prudence.
We therefore seef no reason why Wilson should be
blamed, as he had frequently been, for his conduct
toward Burns. Wilsay was a native of Kilmarnock,
where his father kept a small shop, though it might
that time, for the disposal
in the Fore Street, then the
principal thoronghfare. There were two brothers in
the bookselling trade, John and Peter. The latter
was established in business in Ayr, and the former in
Though careful and generally secure
in their dealings, they were nevertheless active and

of general merchandise,

| enterprising in disposition; and to their united efforts

the county is indehted for the first newspaper it pos-
The Ayr Advertiser, of which they were the
Though the
only newspaper in a populous and extensive district,
it was but indifferently patronized for some time,

sessed.

original publishers, was begun in 1803.

| and, it is said, the projectors were more than once
“The |

on the eve of abandoning it altogether. The specula-

tion, however, ultimately became a paying one, inso-

I much that the Wilsons realized a handsome fortune,
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There is scarcely any thing hurts me so
much in being disappointed of my second
edition as not having it in my power to show
my gratitude to Mr. Ballantine by publishing
|n:\' poem of ““The Brigs o" Ayr.” [ would
a wretch if I thought I were

detest myself ¢
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 I believe, on the whole, I have very little
merit in it, as my gratitude is not a virtue,
the consequence of reflection; but sheerly 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 wretchedness,
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
[ have only one answer—the feelings of a
father.
overbalances every thing that can be laid in

This, in the present mood I am 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, yet, [ think;
I have every evidence for the reglity o gTife
beyond the stinted bourne of/ our pfésent

/
On the death of his brother Petér, John Wilson re-

moved from Kilmarnock to Ayr, when the newspaper

firm was 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, 1821, leaving a widow but no
children. He was of very small stature, but active
and genteel in appearance.
raries of Burns

Ayrshire Contempo-
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if so, then, how should I, in the

existence :
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
blessed me with immortality !—1I
quently wandered from that order and recu

breast, and
have fre

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
Should

vou, my friends, my benefactors, be successful

ening over my folly-devoted head.
in your applications for me, perhaps it may
not be in my power in that way, to reap the

What |
written in the preceding pages, is the settled

fruit of your friendly efforts. have
tenor of my present resolution; but should
inimiecal circumstances forbid me closing with
your kind offer, or enjoying it only threaten
to entail farther misery———.

To tell the truth, I have little reason for
complaint ; as the world, in general, has been
kind to me fully up to my deserts. [ was,
for some time past, fast getting into the pining
[ saw
myself alone, unfit for the strugcele of life,
shrinking at every rising cloud in the clanes

distrustful snarl of the misanthrope.

directed atmosphere of fortune, while, all
defenceless, I looked about in vain for a cover.
It never occurred to me, at least never with
the force it deserved, that this world is a busy
scene, and man, a creature destined for a pro-
gressive struggle : and that, however I might
possess a warm heart and inoffensive manners
(which last, by the bye, was rather more than
[ could well boast); still,
passive qualities, there was something to be

more than these

done. When all my school-fellows and youth-
ful compeers (those misguided few exeepted
who joined, to use a Gentoo phrase, the ““ halla-

chores” 2 of the human race) were striking off

1 8o early as this period some of the poet’s friends
were endeavouring to obtain for him an appointment
in the excise.

? Haldlkhor.
or scavengers, who are considered so vile that they
cannot be further defiled. Whitworth's Anglo-Indian
Dictionary. Gentoo was formerly used as equivalent

to Hundo

A name given in India to sweepers
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with eager hope and earnest intent, in some
one or other of the many paths of busy life,
| was “standing idle in the market-place,
or only left the chase of the butterfly from
flower to flower, to hunt fancy from whim to
whim

You sece, 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.

TO MISS KENNEDY.!
MOSSGIEL, 14th October, 1786.2
MADAN,
Permit me to present you with the inclosed

song &

honour of your acquaintance. I have, in these
verses, attempted some faint sketches of your
portrait in the unembellished simple manner
of descriptive TrurH.—Flattery 1 leave to

s, whose exaggerating fancies may

your LOVE
make them imagine you still nearer perfection
than you really are.

Poets, madam, of all mankind, feel most
forcibly the powers of BeauTyY; as, if they are
really roETs 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

s o small though grateful tribute for the,

AvtuMmy; the grandeur of sumMmer, or the |

hoary majesty of wiNTER; the poet feels a
charm unknown to the rest of his species.
Even the sight of a fine flower, or the company
of a fine woman (by far the finest part of God’s
works below), have sensations for the poetic
heart that the HERD of man are strangers to.

On this last account, madam, I am, as in many

! Miss Margaret Kennedy, the inspirer of the song
alluded to in the letter, and beginning, * Young
Some hints as to
this unfortpnate young lady's career are given in a

Peggy blooms our honniest lass.”

»n‘._-lr to thfit song (p. 51, vol ii.). The song was put

wherd~1t stands in ignorance of its lrm'\(lulv-, It
should follow the ** Brigs of Agr.' \

? This Jetter has been hitherto ]rlul-l)illt'lll}\ilhnut [

a date, or with a hypothetical one. The date Treve
given, together with the third paragraph, was supplied
through the publication of a copy said to have been
carefully taken from the original in 1787.
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other things, indebted to Mr. Hamilton’s kind-
ness in introducing me to you.  Your lovers
may view you with a wish, I 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 oufré 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 /Aeart
that the snares of villany never beset you in
the road of life—that iNNocENcE may hand
vou by the path of noxouvr to the:dwelling of
PEACE, is the sincere wish of him who has the
honour to be, &e.

TO DR. MACKENZIE,
MAUCHLINE#

Wednesday morning [1st Nov. 1786].
DEAR SIR,

I never gpent an afternoon among great
folks with half that pleasure as when, in com-
pany with you, I had the honour of paying
my devoirs to that plain, honest, worthy man,
the professor [Dugald Stewart]. 1 would
be delighted to see him perform acts of kind-
ness and friendship, though I were not the
[ think
his character, divided into ten parts, stands
four parts Nathan-

object; he does it with such a grace.

thus,—four parts Socrates
icl—and two parts Shakspeare’s Brutus.

The foregoing verses were really extempore,
but a little corrected since.* They may enter-
tain you a little, with the help of that partial-
ity with which you are so good as to fa¥ur the
performances of, Dear Sir, Your very humble

servant,

@
Dr. Mackenzie was a surgeon in Mauchline and
early friend of the poet’'s. He was married to one of
the Mauchline belles (see note at page 227, vol. i.), and
afterwards practised for many years at Irvine. In his
latter days he retired to Edinburgh, where he died,
January 11th, 1837,
Phe vagges alluded to were those ‘“On meeting
Lord Daer.”) See vol. ii. p. 185.
J
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TO MRS. DUNLOP OF DUNLOP.!
[November], 1786.

MADAM

[ am truly sorry I was not at home yester-

day, when I was so much honoured with your

1 8peaking of his letters, Jeffrey says (see Edin-
burgh Review for Jan. 180 ): ““Of his other letters,
l]m;v 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 been 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
«count of the acquaintance which subsisted for
seyeral years between this lady and the bard of Coila.
“Of all the friendships,” he says, “which Robert
acquired in Ayrshireand 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, anderestoring 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
This was the beginning of

as soon as convenient.
a correspondence which ended only with the poet's
life.”

Dr. Currie adds:
was of particular value to Burns. . . .
the decline of life, the generous affections of youth,
her 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

“The friendship of Mrs. Dunlop
Preserving, in

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 became the wife of John
Dunlop, Esquire, of Dunlop, in the same county.
The family of Craigie is said to have been destended
from the father of the immortal defender of Scottish
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order for my copies, and incomparably more
by the handsome compliments you are 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 possessors 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, 1515at 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 decidedly
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 with 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
wag 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 fine emotions of the Ayrsh
which found expression in the verses ‘“To a {‘
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
parcel of her letters to Burns, which he had found
amongst the poet's papers; and he was anxious that
she would allow of their publication, in connection
with those of Burns to herself. But Mrs. 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 ac nuu‘;‘nn«l as render
ing Burns's the intelligible, 8he 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,
il she had obtained the whole. But this account is
contradicted by Gilbert Burns. See note to letter
to Mrs, Dunlop, p. 253.

are more

: poet

use,

perused a

more




y more
pleased
ly per-
ankind

plause

ed back
state in
ne. Al
s family
1sion of
vas con-
lowager
1 retire-
ther of
ept onel,
oyat the

ion and

ladies
Itivated
vely ac
be the
I'he fact
y more
ldressed
ative of
in Mrs.
rm affa-
| dignity
at once
d raised
s, to the
1e, there
iendship
renerous
mind of
feelings,

\ige poet
ﬁnllm‘.'
le poem
urns, on
eiress of
as warm

ambers,
order to
n of the
rused a
d found
jous that
nnection
nlop was
and not
value of
s render-
fused to
1 her in-
jestingly
by one,
her own,
ccount is
to letter










a8 the s
n'nlln'l‘i\'(‘
with rap
life gives
honour h
been tho
you coulq
chord m
attempts
the Savit

Gre

The fir

which 1
life of H:
of Sir W

earlier y
many a 8
laborious
over the
In those
being st
where th

Syne
To m

[ chos
my line
dozen of
Leglen w
as ever |

];I”r.:l ey

pose my
recollect
my hear

make a s

his merit

N

DEAR

| have
of Ossiar
RONES, |
but I wi
Scoteh P
convenic
ISonof
parish. &

I'hou dre:
v



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

as 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
heen 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 Saviour of his country.
Great patriot hero! ill-requited chief!

The first book I met with in my early years,
which T perused with pleasure, was, “The
life of Hannibal;” the next was, ‘‘The History
of Sir William Wallace:”
carlier years I had few other authors; and

for several of my

many a solitary hour have [ stole out, after the
laborious vocations of the day, to shed a tea
over their glorious, but unfdrtunate stories
In those boyish days I remember, in particular,
being struck with that part of Wallace's stor)
where these lines occur

Syne to the Leglen wood, when it was late,

To make a silent and a safe retreat.

[ chose a fine summer Sunday, the only day
walked half a
pay my respeets to the

Leglen wood, with as much devout enthusiasm

my line of life allowed, and

dozen of miles to
as ever pilgrim did to lLoretto; and as I ex-
]\!ulwl every den and dell where I could sup
pose my heroie countryman to have lodged, |
recolleet (for even then I 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.

R. B.

TO MR. ARCHD. LAWRIE.!
MOSSGIEL, Nov. 13, 1786.

DEAR SIR,

| 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 I wish the songs, with the volume of the
Scotch poets, returned, as soon as they can be
conveniently dispatched. 1f they are left at

o

1Sonof theev.George Lawrie, minister of Loudoun
parish. Sq¢" Life, and note to poem beginning 0
Thou dread Pgwer,” vol. ii. p. 183.
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Mr. Wilson's, the
they will easily reach me.

bookseller, Kilmarnock,
My most respectable
compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Lawrie, and a
poet’s warm wishes for their happiness;—to
the young ladies, particularly the fair mu-
sician, whom I 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 sweetest 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. I am, dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R. B.

TO MONSR. ARCHIBALD LAWRIE,

COLLINE DE ST. MARGARETE.

MAUCHLINE, Nov. 15, Ji86.
DEAR SIR, /
If convenient, please return me by G ()Il!l(‘“,
the bearer, the two volumes of songs I left
last time I was at St. Margaret's Hijl.
My best compliments to all the gdod family.

A Dieu je vous commende.

R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR.

MOSSGIEL, 18th Nov. 1786.
MY DEAR SIE,
Inclosed you have “Tam Samson,”? as I
intend to print him. I am thinking for my
Edinburgh expedition on Monday or Tuesday,
come s¢’en-night, for pos. I will see you on
Tuesday first.

I am ever, Your much indebted,

R. B.

TO MISS WILHELMINA ALEXANDER.?

MOSSGIEL, 18th Nov. 1786.
MADAM,

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

2 “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.

51




38

whim, that

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

I believe the world generally | might have been expected from such a scene.

allows them a larger latitude in the laws of | I am going to print a second edition of my

propricty, than the sober sons of judgment ‘ poems, but cannot insert these verses without

and prudence. [ mention this as an apology
for the liberties that a nameless stranger has
taken with you in the enclosed poem, which
héBegs 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
réveur as he wandered by you. I had roved
out as chance directed, in the favourite haunts
of my muse—the banks of the Ayr, to view
nature in all the gaiety of the vernal year.
The sun was flaming over the distant western
hills: not a breath stirred the crimson opening
blossom, or the verdant spreading leaf. It
was a golden moment for a poetic heart. |
listened to the feathered warblers, pouring
their harmony on every hand, with a congenial
kindred regard, and frequently turned out of
my path, lest [ 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
bards excepted who hold commerce
Had Calumny and Vil-

visionary

with aerial beings!
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 return
home; and perhaps but pogrly answers what

your permission.
I have the honour to We, Madam, Your most
obedient, and very humble servant,

R. B.!

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ.,

BANKER, AYR.

MOSSGIEL, 20th November, 1786,

SIR,

Enclosed you have my first attempt in that
irregular kind of measure in which many of
our finest Odes are wrote.? Iow far 1 have
succeeded 1 don’t know, but I shall be happy
to have youropinion on Friday first (24th Nov.),
when [ intend being in Ayr.

[ hear of no returns from Edinburgh to Mr.
Aiken respecting my second edition business,
80 I am thinking to set out beginning of next
week for the City myself.
patron, Mr. Aiken, is in town, I want to get

If my first poetic

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 | come down on Friday. 1 have the
honour to be, Sir, Your much indebted humble
servant, L

R., B.

IN THE NAME OF THE NINE. AMEN.

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,® Poet Laureat

1'To the Glenriddell copy of this letter Burns added
the following note :—* Well, Mr. Burns, did the lady
give you the desired permission? No! She was too
fine a lady to notice so plain a compliment. As to
her great brothers, whom I have since met in life on
more equal terms of respectability—Why should 1
quarrel their want of attention to me? When Fate
swore that their purses should be 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., 1792.

2 The poem entitled ‘“ A Winter Night.’

3 The poet's birthday.
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and Bard-in-Chief, in and over the districts
and countries of Kyle, Cunningham, and
Carrick, of old extent, to our trusty and well-
beloved Wailliam Chalmers and John M ‘Adam,
students nd practitioners in the ancient and
mysterious science of confounding right and
wrong.
Ricur TrusTy,

Be 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, &e. &e. &e., male and female

We have discovered @ certain nefarious, abom-
inable, and wicked song or ballad, a copy
whereof We have here enclosed; Our Will
therefore is, that Ye pitch upon and appoint
the most execrable individual of that excerable
species, knowa by the appellation, phrase,
and nickname of The Deil’'s Yell Nowte:!
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 Bard!

TO MR. GEORGE REID,

BARQUHARIE.?

[EDINBURGH, 20th Nov. 1786.)
MY DEAR SIR,

John Samson begged your pownie in such

a manner, seconded by Mr. Dalrymple of

1 01d bachelors;
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 his brother has used
it. The poem inclosed was ‘ Holy Willie's Prayer

*Mr. George Reid, Barquharie, ncar Ochiltree,

so says Dr. Currie; but Gilbert

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

There was a most agreeable little party in

Prentice’s on Monday night.

the evening; a Mr. Lang, a dainty body of a
clergyman; Mr. and Mrs. Stodart—a glorious
fellow with a still 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 are truly his,

R. B.

TO JAMES DALRYMPLE, ESQ.,3
ORANGEFIELD.,
[EDINBURGH, Nov. or Dec. 1786.]
DEAR SIR,

[ suppose the devil is so elated with his suc-
cess with you, that he is determined by a coup
de 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 | 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, ‘1 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,

[ am naturally of a superstitious cast, and
as soon as my wonder-scared imagination
regained its consciousness, ad resumed its
functions, I cast about what this mania of

yours might portend. My foreboding ideas

Ayrshire, lent the poet a pony, on which he performed

| his 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 shonld break
his journey at Covington and pass a night there
John Samson was a hrother of the more renowned
“Tam"” of the “ Elegy.”

3 Mr. Dalrymple, a relative of Robert Aiken of
Ayr, and cousin of the Earl of Glencairn, was a
gentleman who interested himself in the fortunes o
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 his 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 kevs to.

You want to know how I come on. [ am

with my Latin, in “auld use and wont.”

The noble Earl of Glencairn took me by I|1\'}

hand to-day, and interested himself in my
concerns, with a goodness like that benevolent
He is

a stronger proof of the immortality of the soul

Being whose image he so richly bears.

than any that philosophy ever produced. A
mind like his can never die. Let the worship-
ful squire H. L., or the reverend Mass J, M.
go into their primitive nothing. At Dhdst,
they are but ill-digested Iumps of chaos, only
one of them strongly tinged with bituminous

particles and sulphurcous effluvia.  But my

noble patron, 4‘!\‘]'“.’[] as the heroic swell of
throb of

magnanimity, and the generous
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye

at ““the war of elements, the wreck of matter,

and the crash of worlds.’
v

TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD.?

EDINBURGH, 18t D¢ 1756

SIR,
Mr. Mackenzie,® in
warm and worthy friend, has informed me

Mauchline, my very

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 Addison's Cato, v. 1.

2 8ir 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 8ir Arthur Wardour in the Ant
quary)and the failure of the Ayr bank, he was obliged
to dispose of these, and take up his residence at
Whitefoord House in the Canongate of Edinburgh
(See the song entitled ““ The Braes of Ballochmyle
at vol. 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

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

ISPONDENCE.

have, Sir, in one or two instances, been
patronized by those of your character in life,
when [ was introduced to their notice by social
friends to them, and honoured acquaintances
to me; but you are the first gentleman in the

country whose benevolence and goodness of

i heart has interested himself for me, unsolicited

and unknown. | am not master enough of the

just in statu quo, or, pot to insult a gentleman ; etiquette of these matters to know, nor did |

stay to inquire, whether formal duty bade, or
cold propricty disallowed, my thanking you
in this manner, as [ am convinced, from the
light in which you kindly view me, that you
will do me the justice to believe this letter is

not the manwuvre of the necedy, slfarping
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.
[ do not think prodigality is, by any means,
a necessary concomitant of a poctie turn, but
[ Dbelieve a carcless, indolent attention to
cconomy, 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 kindeof pride, that will ever
keep him out of the way of those windfalls of
fortuneg which frequently light on hardy im
pudence and foot-licking servility. It is not
casy to imagine a more helpless state than his
whose ‘umiv fancy unfits him for the world,
and-whose character as a scholar gives him
someApret nsions to the /,;,/[h sse of life yel

is af poor as I am.

Far my part, I thank Heaven, my star has

[ been kinder; learning never elevated my ideas

above the peasant’s shed, and 1 have an inde-
pendent fortune at the plough-tail.

[ was ~l|!|nll\tll 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 triduce the morals of such a one as |
am, and 2o unhumanly cruel, too, as to medd
with that late most unfortunat:, unhappy pu
With a tear of

for the warmth with which

of my story. gratitude, |
thank you, Sir,
vou interposed in behalf of my conduct. |
um, | acknowledge, too frequently the sport
of whim, caprice, and passion, hut reverence

to God, and integrity to my fellow-creatures,
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GENERAL
I hope I shall ever preserve. I have no re-
turn, Sir, to make you for your goodness but
onc—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
vou in a filial relation.  If ever Calumny aim
the poisoned shaft at them, may Friendship
be by to ward the blow !

R. B.?

TO.GAVIN HAMILTON,

MAUCHLINE.2

EDINBURGH, Dec. Tth, 1786.

HONOURED SIR,

I have paid every attention to your com-
mands, but can only say what perhaps you
that
Muirkirklands were bought by a John Gordon,
W.S., but for whom | know not; Mauchlands,
Haugh Miln,
ham, ~H]>]m\\<l to be for Ballochmyle Laird,
and Adamhill and Shawwood
for Oswald’s folks. —This is

ceount, and will be =o late ere it reach you,

will have heard before this reach you,

by a Fredrick Fothering-

were hought
so imperfect an

that were it not to dischar

my conscience
I would not trouble vou with it: but after all
my diligence | could make it no sooner nor
better.3

1'To this letter Sir John sent the following reply

Enixsunran, 4th Dec, 1786

Kin,

I received your letter a few days ago. 1 do not
pretend to much interest, but what I have 1 shall he
ready to exert in procuring the attainment of any

ject you have Your character as

n view a man
your order), as well as a poet
entitles you, I think, to the ¢
tant of Ayrshire. T have

wiger; I submit it to your consideration whether it

forgive my reversing

stance of every inhabi
heen told you wish to be a

would not be more desirable, if a swm could be raised
by subscription for a second edition of your poems,
to lay it out in the small farm. 1 am
persuaded it would be a line of life much more agrec
able to your feelings, and in the end more satisfactory
When you have considered this, let me
whatever

stocking of a

know, and
I will endeavour to
will permit. With
fricnd the doctor, I am your
friend and wellwisher,

you determine upon

promote as far as my abilities

compliments to my

JOHN WHITEFOORD.
2 Mr
already described in previous notes.

Ihe lands of Mauchline Mains, East, West, and
South Mossgavil, Haugh-Mill, &c., in Ayrshire, which
the Loudoun family was at this date compelled to
dispose of, were sold in‘ﬂw- Exchange Coffee-House,

Hamilton's connection with Burns has heen

ORI
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For my own affairs, I am in a fair way of
becoming as eminent as Thomas & Kempis or
John Bunyan; and you may expect henceforth
to sce my birth-day inserted among the won-
derful events, in the poor Robin’sand Aberdeen
\Imanacks, along with the black Monday,
and the battle of DBothwell-bridge. .\‘)' Lord
Gléncairn and the Dean of Faculty, Mr. f1.
Erskine, bave 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.*—My subscription bills come
out to-morrow, and you shall have some of
[ have Mr. Dal-

Orangefield, Solomon em-

them next post. met in

rymple of what
phatically calls ““a friend that sticketh closer
than a brother.”—The warmth with which he
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.

I always remember Mrs. Hamilton and Miss
Kennedy in my poetic prayers, but you both
in prose and verse.

May cauld ne'er catch you but a hap,®
Nor hunger but in plenty's lap!

Amen !
R. B.
TO JOIHN BALLANTINE, Esq.,
BANKER, AYR
EDINBURGH, 13th Dec. 1786

MY HONOURED FRIEND,
.

I 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.—1I arrived here on Tuesday was
se'nmight,® and have suffered ever since 1 came
Edinburgh, on the 5th Dec. 1786.
nissioned by Gavin Hamilton (factor
of the Earl of Loudoun in Mauchline parish) to send
him early intelligence of the result of the sale.

4 Burnsseems to have been under a misapprehension
to this transaction

Burns seems to

have heen conn

with respect See note to follow-

ing letter
5 “But a hap " =without a covering.
6 The poet here makes a strange misstatement.

e 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.—1 have found a worthy warm friend
in Mr. Dalrymple 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 are to pay one guinea.! I
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 Betty*
—the Dean of Faculty—Sir John Whitefoord.
—1I have likewise warm friends among the
* literati; DProfessors 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 hous
yesternight. 1 am nearly agreed with Creech
to print my book, and I suppose 1 will begin
on \Inynl.ti\_ I will send a \llll»"l'i]lllull bill
or two, next, post; when [ intend writing my
first kind patren, Mr. Aiken.
to-day, and he is very well.
Dugald Stewart, and some of my learned

[ saw his son

friends, put me in the periodical paper called
the Lounger, a copy of which I here inclose

11t would appear.that Burns had 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:-

y 10th Jan. 1787.

‘““ A motion being made by the Earl of Glencairn,
and seconded by Sir John Whitefoord, 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 hook.”

? Lady Betty Cunningham, an unmarried sister of
Lord Glencairn.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

you.>—1I was, Sir, when I was first honoured
with your notice, too obscure; now I tremble
lest 1 should be ruined, by being dragged too
suddenly into the glare of polite and learned
observation.

I 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.

I have the honour to be, good Sir, your ever
grateful humble servant,

R. B.

[f any of my friends write me, my direction

iz, care of Mr. Creech, bookseller.

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR,
F
KILMARNOCK.
EDINBURGH, 15th Dec. 1786.
MY DEAR SIR,

I delayed writing you till I [was] able to give
you some rational account of [myself] and my
affairs. T am got under the ptronage] of the
of

tlencairn, Sir John Whitefoord, the Dean of

Duchess of Gordon, Qountess Dowager

Faculty, Professors Blair, Stewart, Gre[gory?],
and several others of the noblesse and literati.
I believe I shall begin at Mr. Creech’s as
[publisher]. I am still more undetermined
as to the future; and, as usual, [ne]ver think
of it. I have now neither house nor home
that [ can call my own, and live on the world
at large. 1 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 [ will write him in a day or two. Mr.
Parker, Charles [Samson], Dr. Corsan, and hon-
est John my quondam printer, I remember in
my prayers when/l pray in rhyme.
whom till I have/an opportunity. . .
P.S. 1 forgot to tell you how honest-hearted
[Andrew Bruce?] and [his wife?] Matty

She is [no]blest of the Creator’s

3 Anappreciative eriticism 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 publish
the above letter, says it is in a fragmentary condition
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TO MR. ROBERT AIKEN, AYR.

EDINBURGH, 16th Dec. 1786.
DEAR PATRON OF MY VIRGIN MUSE,

I wrote Mr. Ballantine at large all my
operations and ““eventful story,” since 1 came
to town,—I have found in Mr. Creech, who is
my agent forsooth, and Mr. Smellie, who is
to be my printer, that honour and goodness
of heart which I always expect in Mr. Aiken’s
friends. Mr. Dalrymple of Orangefield I shall
ever remember; my Lord Glencairn 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 I have found in him!
His Lordship has sent a parcel of subscription
bills to the Marquis of Graham, with down-
right orders to get them filled up with all
He 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.

the first Scottish names about Court.

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 are wide of the mark. |

Various concurring circumstances have raised
my fame as a Poet to a height which T am

absolutely certain I have no merits to support;

and [ look down on the future as I would into

the bottomless pit.

You shall have one or tyo more bills when
[ 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.
MY DEAR FRIEND,
I have just time for the carrier, to tell you
that I received your letter; of which 1 shall

and has no address; but from the names and refer-
ences occurring in it, it is manifestly written to Mr.
Muir. The 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’ thae 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.
Charles and Mr. Parker.

My compliments to

TO MR. WILLIAM CHALMERS,
WRITER, AYR.
EDINBURGH, Dec. 27th, 1786
MY DEAR FRIEND,

I confess I have sinned the sin for tthich
ther

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 lll:l.i‘twl_\'. |»1‘<‘\i<l1' over the dull routine
of business—a heavily-solemn oath this!

I am and have been, ever since | came to
Edinburgh, as unfit to write a letter of humour,
as to write a commentary on the Revelation
of St. 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 who was
himself an emperor, and raised the second or
third persecution, I forget which, against the
Christians, and after throwing the said Apostle
Johm, 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 Zebedee to a desert island in the Archi-
pelago, where he was gifted with the second
sight, and saw as many wild beasts as I have
seen since I 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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. N o
you reach this paragraph, you will have suf-
fered, 1 inclose you two poems I have carded

and spun since I passed Glenbuck.!  One

GERIERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

blank in the address to Edinburgh—‘ Fair |

B———,” is heavenly Miss Burnet, daughter
to Lord Monboddo, at whose house I have had
the honour to be more than once.? 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 an you for some of them if
they want them.

My direction is—care of Andrew Bruce,

merchant, Bridge Street.
R. B.

TO LORD MONBODDO,

8T. JOHN STREET

SATURDAY EVE [30th Dec. 1788)
I shall do myself the honour, Sir, to dine
with you to-morrow, as you ebligingly request.
MY conscience twitting me with having
neglected to send Miss Eliza? a song she once
mentioned to me as a &
—1I inclose it for her, with one or two more,
by way of a peace-offering. —I have the honour
10 be, my Lord, ¥ very humble servt.,

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES SIBBALD,

BOOKSELLER. 4

LAWNMARKET [3rd Jan. 17587
SIR,

8o 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 eertainly the “ Address % Edinburgh,” the
other probably his ‘“ Address to a Haggis.” Glenbuck
is in Ayrshire, just on the border of Lanarkshire

2 See note to the ‘‘ Address to Edinburgh;” also
next letter, with note.

3 Miss Burnett, daughter of Lord Monboddo. See
note to poem “ On the Death of the late Miss Burnet.
¢ Mr. James 8ibbald was the publisher of a monthly

¢ she wished to have |

Rude am I in speech,

And little blest in the set, polish'd phrase;
f mine had seven years’ pith,

Forsince these arm ¢

Till now, some nine moons wasted, they have used

Their dearest efforts in the rural field;

And therefore, little can I grace my cause

In speaking for myself.?
The warmth with which you have befriended
an obscure man and young author in your
three last Magazines—1 can only say, Sir, |
feel the weight of the obligation, and wish |
could express my sense of it. 14 the mean-
time accept of this conscious acknowledg-

{ ment from, Sir, Your obliged servant,

R B

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, Esaq.

EDINBURGH, Tth Jan. 1757,

. To tell the truth among friends, |
feel a miserable blank in my heart, and |
don’t think I shall ever meet with so delicious
an armful again. She [Jean Armour] has her
fanlts; and so have youand I; and so has every-
bhody:

Their tricks and craft hae put me daft;
They've ta'en me in and a’ that ;

But clear your decks, and here's ** The Sex
I like the jads for a that:

For a’ that and a that,
And twice as muckle's a’ that, &«

I have met with a very pretty girl,
a Lothian farmer’s daughter, whom | have
almost persnaded to accompany me to the
West country, should 1 ever return to settle

there. By the by, a Lothian farmer is about

[ an Ayrshire squire of the lower kind; and |

had a most delicious ride from 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 been good, and | thirsty

periodical, the Edinburgh Magazine. The three num
bers spoken of were those of October, November, and
December, published respectively in the beginning of
the month following. Each number gave extracts
from the Kilmarnock edition, accompanied with
appreciative comments by the editor

5 Othello, i. 3. [Slightly misquoted to suit the cir
cumstances. )
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TO MR. MACKENZIE, SURGEON,
MAUCHLINE.

EDINBURGH, 11th Jan. 17

MY DEAR SIR,

Yours gave me something like the pleasure
of an old friend’s face. 1 saw your friend and
my honoured patron, Sir John Whitefoord,
just after I read your letter; and gave him
vour respectful compts.  He was pleased to
say many handsome things of you, which I
heard with the more satisfaction as I knew
them to be just.

Ilis son John, who calls very frequently-on
me, is in a fuss to-day like a coronation.
This is the great day
of the Caledonian Hunt; and John has had
the good luck to pre-engage the hand of the
Miss

M *Adam, our countrywoman. Between friends,

beauty-famed and  wealth-celebrated
John is desperately in for it there, and I am
afraid will be II("[H'l'iIYl' indeed.

I am sorry to send you the last speech and
dying words of the Lounger,

A gentleman waited on me yesterday, and
gave me by Lord Exlintoun’s order, ten guineas
by way of subscription for a brace of copies of
my second edition

I met with Lord Maitland ' and a brother
of his to-day at breakfast, They are exceed-
ingly casy, accessible, agreeable fellows, and
scemingly pretty clever.—I am ever, my dear
Sir, Yours,

TO THE EARL OF EGLINTON 2

EDINBURGH, 11th January, 1757

My Logrb,

\s | have but slender pretensions to phil-
,.‘I,I,\. I cannot rise to the exalted ideas of
v citizen of the world at large; but have all
those niitional prejudices, which I believe glow

peculiarly strong in the breast of a Scotch

! Afterwards the eighth Earl of Launderdale He
was at this time a conspicuons member of the House
of Commons on the opposition side.

¢ Archibald, eleventh Earl of Eglinton, who died
in 1796.  As he had no male issue the title and about
one half the lands went to his cousin, Colonel Hugh
Montgomery of Coilsfield, alluded to in the ** Brigs
of Ayr

| Tordship.
the Assembly and Ball |
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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, I have
no higher enjoyment than singing her sons
and 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
casy then to guesshiow .~|\$;rvn|rl) [ was gra-

tified to be Monoured with\ the countenance

and ;l|l|ll‘ul){'(lin'n of one of my deéar loved coun-
try’s most illustrious sons, when Mr. Wauchope
called on me yesterday on the part of your
Your munificence, my lord, cer-
tainly deserves my very grateful acknowledg-
ments; but your patronage is a bounty pecu-
liarly suited to my feelings.® 1 am not master

cnough 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
doit.  From the emotions of my inmost soul
I do it. <Relfish ingratitude I hope I am
incapable of #and mercenary servility, I trust,
I shall ever have so much honest pride as to

detest,

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ

EDINBURGH, Jan. 14th, 1787.
MY HONOURED FRIEND,

It gives me a secret comfort to observe in

| myself that 1 am not yet so far gone as Willie

Gaw’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 | am leaving something undone
that | ought to do, it teazes me (l!‘l'll.l”‘\' till
I doit.

I am still “dark as wad Chaos” in respect
to futurity. My generous friend, Mr. Patrick
Miller, brother to the Justice Clerk, has been

talking with me about a lease of some farm or

* As mentioned in preceding letter, the earl sub
scribed ten guineas for two copies of the poet s works,
and otherwise gave him his patronage.

4 “*This is one of many such old saws, picked up by
the poet from the lips of his own mother, who pos
sessed a rich store of traditionary humour and

wisdom CROMEK
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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 1 will be happier any where than in my
old Il('i;’Il]nllll']lnmi. but Mr. Miller is lm‘]lh]‘.l('
of land; and though I 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 pipmised to meet Mr. Miller on his
lands some time in May.

I 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 and elegant; all
the different lodges about town 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 Bard, Brother Burns,” which rung
through the whole assembly with multiplied
honours and repeated acclamations.  As [ had
no idea such a thing would happen, I was
downright thunderstruck, and, trembling in
every nerve, made the best return in &y
power. Just as 1 Ifid finished, some of the
grand officers said o loud that I could hear,
with a most comforting accent, ““ Very well
indeed !” which set me something to rights
again.

I have just now had a visit from my land-
lady," who is a staid, sober, piously-disposed
sculdudry-abhorring widow, coming on her cli-
macteric. Sheisat present in great trib§lation
respecfing some ‘‘ Daughters of Belial” who
are on the floor immediately above. My land-
lady, who, as I have said, isa flesh-disciplining,
godly matron, firmly believes her husband is
in heaven; and having been very happy with
him on earth, she vigorously and perseveringly
practises some of the most distinguished Chris-

tian virtues, such as attending church, railing

against vice, that she might be qualified

to meet her quondam Bed-fellow in that happy
place where the unclean and the ungodiy shall

! The landlady was, says Chambers on the authority
of the poet's friend John Richmong
Baxter's Close, Lawnmarket. Thi
morous, albeit slightly coarse, pyg
published in W, Scott Douglas’s Fdinburgh Edition
As giving us a glimpse of the poet's everyday sur
roundings in Edinburgh it is worth having.

Pagraph was first
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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, we can easily distinguish ourlaughter-
loving, night-rejoicing neighbours when they
are eating, when they are drinking, when they

are &e., ¢ My. worthy landlady tosses
slecpless 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 I 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 base 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, and gnashing their
teeth over a cup of God’s wrath.”

I have to-day corrected my 152d page. My
best good wishes to Mr. Aiken.

I am ever, Dear Sir, Your much indebted

humble servant,

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOD.

EDINBURGH, 15th January, 1787,
MADANM,

Yours of the 9th current, which I am this
moment honoured with, is a deep reproach to
me for ungrateful neglect. 1 will tell you the
real truth, for | am miscrably awkward_at a
fib—1 wished to have written to Dr. \I"\‘\’l'l‘:
before I wrote to you;. but, though every day
since | reeeived yours of December 30th, the
idea, the wish to write to him has constantly
pressed on my thoughts, yet I could not for
my soul set about it I know his fame and
character, and | am one of “ the sons of little
men.”  To write him g mere matter-of-fact
affair, like a nn'rrh:ml“k‘ order, would be dis-

gracing the little character | have; and to

write the author of *“ The View of Society and
Manners” a letter of sentiment—1 declare
every artery runs cold at the thought. 1 shall

try, however, to write to him to-morrow or

[ next, day. His kind interposition in my

behalf I have already experienced, as a gentle-

2 8ee note to next letter

man wig

of Lord
subseri]
The
have n
vour in
from T
an imp
Judgme
applied
here, wl
tures, ai
song yo
not a ¢
thing o
have se(
[ will §
[ have
When |
had atte
the addi
stood.
to do ju
his Cour
least att(
You ai
my |.,-:..,
myself a
any airs
helieve t
but in a
nation, w
of men o
all l]u P
and [;rhi
the flll ¢
with all 1

and erud
assure y«
I tell ¥
The nove
without
reckoned
at this th
public no
where |
! The ph

curred int
Night,” wh

That stre

2 Stanzas
tow'r or pa



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

47

man waited on me the other day, on the part ! abilities are inadequate to support me; and

of Lord Eglinton, with ten guineas, by way of
subseription for two copies of my next edition.
The word you object to in the mention 1

have made of my glorious countryman and

vour immortal ancestor, is indeed borrowed

from Thomson; but it does not strike me as

an improper cpithet I distrusted my own

judgment on your finding fault with it, and |

applied for the opinion of some of the literati
here, who honour me with their eritical strie-
tures, and they all allow it to be proper.!
song you ask I cannot recollect, and 1 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

You will

I have mentioned some others of the name.

[ will print in this edition

sCe

When I composed my ** Yision " long ago, |
had attempted a deseriptign of Kyle, of which
the additional stanzas are a part as it originally
stood. My heart glows with a wish to be able
to do _ill~|i\'n‘ to the merits of the *“Saviour of
his Country,” which sooner or later | shall at
least attempt.

You are afraid 1 shall grow intoxicated with
my ]lr'm]n rity as a poet: alas! Madam, | know
myself and the world too well. T do not mean
any airs of affected modesty; | am willing to
believe that my abilities deserve some notice;
but in a most enlightened, informed age and
nation, when poetry is and has been the study

of men of the first natural genius, aided with
: ¢ powers of polite les . polite books,
all Ih‘ powers of polite learning, polit l

and
the fu

with all my imperfections of awk ward rusticity

lite company —to be dragged forth to

e of learned and polite observation,

and crude unpolished ideas on my head—1
HESTIY Madam, | do not d
I tell tremble for the

The novelty of a poet in my obscure situation,

you, issemble when

you | consequences.

without which

any of those advantages are
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 | am absolutely, feelingly certain, my

I The phrase which Mrs. Dunlop objected to o
curred in the second line of “ The Cotter's Saturday
Night,” which ran originally thus

That stream'd through great, unhappy Wallace heart

2 §t

By stately
and ending with the first duan

anzas in the * Vision

tow'r or palace fair

beginning *

The |

|
|

too surely do 1 sce 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. 1 have studied myself, and

know what ground 1 occupy;,and however a

| friend or the world may differ from me in that

‘
hear or say more about it.

particular, I stand for my own opinion, in
with all the
I mention this to you once for all

silent resolve, tenaciousness of
property.
to disburthen my mind, and 1 do not wish to

But,

When proud fortune’s ebbing tide recedes,

that when

the highest

you will bear me witness,
bubble of at

unintoxicated, with the inebriating cup in

my

fame was I stood
my hand, looking

the

forward with rueful resolve
the blow of
Calumny should dash it to the ground, with

to hastening time, when

all the 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-
seription is a trifle.  Has a paltry subscription-
bill any charms to the heart of

of the

a bard, com-
pared with the patron: descendant of

the immortal Wallace?

B.

TO DR. MOORE.?

EDINBURGH, Jan. 1787,
S
Mrs. Dunlop has been so kind as to send
me extracts of letters she has had from you,

John Moore, M.D.

the anthor of Zeluco, was
the son of the Rev, Charles Moore, Stirling, and was
born there in 1730,  His father dicd while Dr. Moore

was yet a child, when his mother removed with him
At Glasgow Dr. both
his elementary and academical education. So pre-
that 1747, when only
he was honoured with the
ecial patronage of Colonel Campbell, afterwards
the fifth Duke of Argyle
to the hospitals connected with the British army in
Flanders, and brought under
distinguished officers, as a young man likely to be an
At
for some time an attaché

to Glasgow, Moore received

cocious were his talents, in

seventeen years of age

by whom he was introduced
the notice of various
ornament to the medical profession.

clusion of the war he
to the

the con-
wa

British cinbassy of Lord Albemarle in Paris.




1S

where vou do the rustic bard the honour of

noticing him and his works. I hose who have

felt the anxieties and solicitudes of authorship,

He afterwards settled in practice in Glasgow as the
partner of Mr. Hamilton, the university professor of
anatomy. A certain dislike, however, to the drudgery
of medical practice prevented him from enjoying
that amount of public patronage to which he was
entitled by his talents. (It was thercfore with no
unwilling mind that, early in 17069, though for some
years married and the father of seve ral children, he

agreed to take the charge of the young Duke of

fourteen, whose health was such as to require the
constant attendance of a physician. With this young
nobleman Dr. Moore made one short excursion on
the Continent. But the connection was abruptly
dissolved in July by the death of the Duke. In the
following year Dr. Moore was selected to atte nd the
next brother and heir of the deceased duke, and with
him he spent five years in continental travel, finally
returning in 1778, when his grace had attained his
majority. In that year Dr. Moore removed his family
to London, with the design of prosecuting his pro-
fession there. As yet he had given the world ‘no
decided proof of his literary talents; but this he now
did (1779) by the publication of his View of Society
and Manners in France, Switzerland, 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, German,
and Italian. Encouraged by the success of his first
literary venture, he soon after published a similar
work on Italy, which was, however, less Javourably
received. &

In 1785 he produced a volume entitled Medical
Sketches, 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

Hamilton, stepson of his first patron, a youth of |

at the close of the ensuing year that his attention |

was drawn to the poetry of Burns
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 hetween 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.
Mobre, the poet, in the ensuing August (1787), ad
drgssed a sketch of his own life, whicl was published
in the front of Dr. Currie's memoir, and will be found
An vol. i. of this work immediately after Lockhart's
Life.

Dr. Moore, when on the verge of sixty (1780), ap

Some expressions
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can only know what pleasure it gives to be no-
ticed in such a manner, by judges of the first
character.  Your eriticisms, Sir, I receive with
reverence: only I am sorry they mostly came
too late: a peccant passage or two that 1 would
certainly have altered, were gone to the press,

The hope to_be admired for ages ix, 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
inmates of the hamlet, while ever-

» and manners shall allow me

rustic

changing langu:
to be relished and understood. I am very
willing to admit that I have some poetical
abilities; and as few, if any, writers, cither
moral or poetical, are intimately acquainted
with the classes of mankind among whom |
have chiefly mingled, I may have seen men
and manners in a different phasis from what
is common, which may assist originality of
thodZht
of my character has by far the greatest share

Stidl 1 know very well the novelty

in the learning and polite notice 1 have lately

had: and in a language where Pope and
Churchill have raised a laugh, and Shenstone
and Gray drawn the tear; where Thomson

and
Lyttelton and Collins described the heart, I am

Jeattic have painted the landscape, and

not vain enough to hope for distinguished

poetic fame

R. B.1
them the subject of a hook, induced him to proceed,
late in the summer of 1702, to Paris. He there
witnessed the insurrection of the 10th of Angust, the
King, the terrifi

dethronement of the massacres of

| September, and the tremendous party stroggles which

peared for the first time as a writer of fiction. His

novel of Zelueco, which was then published, took a
very respectable place amongst works of that class,
mainly on account of the powerful moal painting
which forms the most conspicuous feature of its com
position.

His subsequent novels, entitled Edward |

and Mordaunt, respectively published in 1796 and |

1800, were less esteemed.
affairs of France, and probably some design of making

7

The interest he felt in the |

marked the remainder of the He was conse

quently enabled to gratify the curiosity of the British

year

public by a work under the title of A Jowinal during
a Residence in France, & ) work
under the title of A View of the Cause
of the French Revolution, closes the list of Dr
After several years spent in ease and

subsequent
and Progress
Moore's
publications
retirement at Richmond, he died at
Clifford Street February 20th, 1=02. H
left five sons, the eldest of whom was the gallant and

his house in

London,

lamented General Sir John Moore

The portrait from which om is taken
was painted about 1770, by William Cochrane (known
as Cochrane of Rome)

engraving

1Dr. Moore's answer to the above letter was as

follows

“Crivvorp STreer, January, 23, 1787

Sin,
“T have just received your letter, hy whigh' T find 1
have reason to complain of my friend M@ Dunlop
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TO MR. CLEGHORN,!

SAUGHTON MILLS, NEAR EDINBURGH.

DEAR CLEGHORN,
You will see by the above that 1 have added
If you think

it will do, you may set it agoing—

a stanza to *“ Bonnie Dundee.”

Upon a ten stringed instrument,
And on the psaltery.

MR. CLEGHORN, FARMER.
God bless the trade.

for transmitting to you extracts of my letters to her,
by much too freely and too carelessly written for your
perusal. Imust forgive her, however, in consideration
of her good intention, as you will forgive e, I hope,
for the freedom I use with certain expressions, in
consideration of my of the in
general, If I may judge of the author's disposition
from his works, with all the other good qualities of
a pocet 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
curions 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 Poet, and have
made me ofgen regret that I did not see the poems,
ghe certain effect of which would have heen my see-
{n; the author, last summer, when I was longer in
scotland than I have been for many years.

‘1 rejoice very sincerely at the encouragement you
receive at Edinburgh, and T think you peculiarly
fortunate in the of Dr. Blair, who, 1 am
informed, interests himself very much for you. 1
nobody can have a

admiration poems

ease and

patronage

beg to be remembered to him;

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. George Blannatyn)e.
‘Before 1 received your letter, I sent inclosed in
a letter to Mrs. Dunlop a sonnet by Miss Williams, a
yourig poetical lady, which she wrote on reading your
‘Mountain-daisy;" perhaps it may not displease you:
While soon, * the garden’s flaunting flowers’ decay,
Aund scatter'd on the earth neglected lie,
The ‘ Mountain-daisy,’ cherish'd

A poet drew from heaven, sh
Ah, like that lonely flower the
Mid penury's bare soil and 14t
He felt each storm that on the mo!
Nor ever knew the shelter of the vi
Ily genius in her native vigour nurst,
On nature with impassion’d look he gazed?
Then through the cloud of adverse fortune bhurst

Indignant, and in light unborrow'd blazed.
from rude affliction shield thy band;
His heaven:taught numbers Fame herself will guard

Scotia!

I have been trying to add to the number of your
subscribers, but find many of my acquaintance are

| TO
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THE REV. G. LAWRIE:®

NEWMILLS, NEAR KILMARNOCK.

EDIN., Feb, 5th, 1787,
REVEREND AND DEAR SIR,

When I look at the date of your kind letter,

\ my heart reproaches-me severely with ingrati-

| tude in neglecting so long to answer it. |
| 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 for 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
You

are dazzled with newspaper accounts and -dis-

| much as my friends are apt to imagine.

tant reports; but, in reality, 1 haveno great
temptation to be intoxicated with the cup of
prosperity. Novelty may attract the attention
; of mankind awhile; to it I owe my present

j éclat; but

[ sce the time not far distant when
[ the popular tide which has borne me to a

height of .which I am, perhaps, unworthy,
| shall recede with silent celerity, and leave me
| a of at

[ leisure to my former station. 1 do not say

barren waste sand, to descend my
this in the affectation of modesty; I see the
consequence is unavoidable, and am prepared
for it. I had been at a good deal of pains to
form a just, impartial estimate of my intel-
lectual powers before | came here: I have not
added, since [ came to Edinburgh, anything
to the account; and 1 trust 1 shall take every
atom of it back to my shades, the coverts of

| my unnoticed carly years.

already among them. I have only to add, that, with
every sentiment of esteem, and the most cordial good
wishes,
“1 am your obedient humble servant,
‘“J. MOORE.”

I Cleghorn was one of the genial fellows who com-
the Crochallan Fencibles, of which Burns
became a member on his first visit to Edinburgh
Phe version of ““ Bonnie Dundee,” as sent in the letter,

posed

will be found in the section containing Songs altered
by Burns.

2 See our notice of the Rev. Dr Lawrie, and of his
instrumentality in brifiging Burns before the Edin-*
| burgh public, through drawing Dr. Blacklock's at
' tention to his poems, in vol. ii. of this work, p. 183.
| See also Lockhart's Life, p. 62,




In Dr Blacklock, whom I see very often, |

have found what | would have expected in our

friend, a clear head and an excellent heart.

By far the most agreeable hours | spend in
Edinburgh must be placed to the account of
Miss Lawrie and her pianoforte. | cannot
help repeating to you and Mrs Lawrie a com-
pliment that Mr. Mackenzie, the celebrated
“Man of Feeling,” paid to Miss Lawrie, the
I had come in at

other night, at the concert,
the interlude, and sat down by him till I saw
Miss Lawrie 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; | told him 'twas the daughter of a rev-
erend 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 8t. Margaret's.

1 am, my dear Sir, Yours, most gratefully,

Rosert Burys

TO MISS - !

WNTRYWOMAN,

MY DEAR

I am so impatient to show you that | am
once more at peace with you, that | send vou
the book | mentioned directly, rather than
wait the uncertain time of my sceing you. |
am afraid | have mislaid or lost Collins’ Poems,
If I can find

them, | will forward them by you: if not, you

which | promised to Miss [rvin,

must apologize for me
I know you will langh at it when | tell vou
that your piano and you together have played
the deuce somehow about my heart My
! The recipient of this letter is not known, We put

it in its present place becanse we think that, not
improbably, it was sent to the Miss Lawrie of

preceding letter, who, along with her planofo
enabled the very susceptible poet tospend some ** most
agreeable hours No safe conjecture, however, can
be formed as to the person meant, beyond that of her
being an Ayrshire lady, which the term * country
woman " implies, and which of course Miss Lawrie
was.  Another conjecture is, that it was addressed to
Miss Margaret (or “ Peggy ) Chalmers, to whom a

number of letters by Burns will be found in our pages.
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breast has been widowed these many months,
and | thought myself proof against the fasci

nating witcheraft; but 1 am afraid you will

feelingly convinee me w II;II‘lE:nlll. 21 say,
I am afraid, because | am not sure what gs the
matter with me. | have one miserable bad
symptom; when you whisper, or look Kkindly
to another, it gives me a draught of damna-
tion. | have a Kind of wavward wish to be
with you ten minutes by yourself, though
what 1 would say, Heaven above knows, for
I am sure | 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 perhaps give vourself
airs of distanee on this, and that will completely
cure me; but | wish you would not; just let
us meet, if vou please, in the old * beaten
way of friendship

I will not subseribe myself your humble
servant, for that is a phrase, | think, at least
fifty miles off from the heart; but | will con-
clnde with sincerely wishing that the Great
Protector of innocence may shield you from
the barbed dart of Calumny, and hand you by

the covert snare of deceit

To THE HONOURABLE BAILIES OF
CANONGATE, EDINBURGH.?
Gth February, 1787
GENTLEMEN
| am sorry to be told that the remains of
Robert Fergusson, the so justly celebrated poct,

2 Peelingly persuade me what T am
o Vow Like It, i

In the beaten w friendshiy
Hawmlet
A frequent quotat of the hard's
The letter thus crroneously addressed was deliverad

to the proper authoriti the ma ers of the Kirk
| Kirkyvard Funds of Canongate, who, at a meeting
held on the 22nd February, had the matter hrought

officially before them by their treasurer, who produced

the above petition After being read and « idered
the e rdered to be engr L in their
ederunt book, along with the anf, which runs as
follows

Therefore the said Managers, in consideration of

the landable and disinterested motion of Mr. Bun

priety of his n est, did, and hereby d

and the pr i
unanimously grant power and Hberty to the said

Robert Burns to erect a headstone ot the grave of the
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o man whose talents for ages to come will do

honour to our Caledonian name, lic in your
churchyard among the ignoble dead, unnoticed
and unknown,

Some memorial to direct the steps of the
lovers of Scottish song, when they wish to shed
of the bard

a tear over the ‘*narrow house”

who is no more, is surely a tribute due

I.“.

the honour of paying.

gusson’s memory —a tribute | wish to have

I petition you then, Gentlemeh, to permit
me to lay a simple stone over his revered

ashes, to remain an unalienable property to

his deathless fame. | have the honour to be,

Gentlemen, your very humble servant,

Roserr Burrss

TO THE EARL OF BUCHAN!

EpINBURGH, [Tth Feb, 17587.)

MY Lorb,
The honour your lordship has done me, by

yvour notice and advice in yours of the 1st

instant, I shall ever gratefully remember!

Praise from thy lips ‘tis mine with joy to hoast,

hey best can give it who deserve it most

Your lordship touches the darling chord of

my heart, when you advise me to fire my

muse at Scottish story, and Seottish

SCCNes

I wish.for nothing more than to make a

leisurely pilgrimage through my native couns

try; to =it and muse on those onee hard-con
said Robert Fergusson, and to Keep up and preserve
the same to his memory in all time coming. FEx
tracted forth of the records of the Managers, by
WILLIAM SPROTT, Clerk

Burns s poetical insceription for the tombstone will
be found in vol. il p. 201, See also letter to My
Peter Stuart on next page

! The Earl of Buchan, who was a patron of literature
so far as parsimonious habits would permit him, and

a dabbler in literature himself, seems to have heer

giving the poet what he no doubt decmed I advice

He was the elder brother of the witty Henry Erskine of
the Scoteh har, and of Thomas Frskine of the English
bar, who became lord-chancellor.  He was vain and
silly, and a good deal of a butt in the society of his

He died in 1529
This letter with the above date first appeared in the
Bee of April 27th, 1791, The text as it is printed in
that periodical differs in some slight respects from
that given ahove, which follows the holograph copy
preserved in the British Museam

compeers at an advanced age
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Ol
tended ficlds, where Caledonia, rejoicing, saw
her bloody lion borne through broken ranks
to vietory and fame ; and, catching the inspir-
ation, to pour the deathless names in song
But, my Lord, in the midst of these enthusiastic
dry moral-looking

reveries, a long-visazed,

|-|l.|nlu|n strides across my magination, and
pronounces these emphatic words :
“1, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence.  Friend,
[ do not come to open the ill-closed wounds
f your follies and misfortunes, merely to give
these wounds to

I will

not mention how many of my salutary advices

vou pain; I wish through

imprint a lasting lesson on vour heart

vou have despised: | have given you line upon
line, and precept upon precept; and while |
was chalking out to you the straight way to
wealth and godly character, with andacious
cffrontery vou have zigzagged across the path,
the

months

contemning face know

to
It

since home was o hot for your stay that you

me my you

consequences, is not three

vet

were on the for the western side of the
\tlantic,
your disgrace

‘Now
whom you make such a racket, puts it in your
he

follow

wing
not to make a fortune, but to hide
that your dear-loved Scotia, about
situation ol
these

power Lo return to t your

fore-

will vou will-0" - wisp

meteors of faney and whim, till they bring vou

once more to the brink of ruin? 1 grant that

the inmost ground you ean oceupy is but half

till it is half

| can sayv is ineffectual,

a step from Want; hut
If all
let her who seldom ealls to vou in vain, let

You know

ripe of ruthless op-

N nll'lb
Trom- i that
the call of Pride prevail with vou.
how vou feel at the iron
i know how vou bear the galling
I hold you
life,

|i.|lnl;

pression; y

sneer of contumelious greatness

out the conveniences, the in

comforts of

dependence and character, on the one

I tender you servility, dependence, and wretceh-

edness<, on the other I will not insult your

common sense by bidding vou make a choice

Thi<, my Lord, isan unanswerable harangue
I must return to my humble station, and woo
my rustic muse in my wonted wav at the
plongh-tail.  Still, my Lord, while the drops

of life warm my heart, gratitude to that dear-

loved country in which I boast my birth, and

gratitude to those of her distinguished sons,

who have honoured me so much with their




patronage and approbation, shall, w hile steal-
ing through my humble shades, ever distend

my bosom, and at times, as now, draw forth |

the swelling tear.

R. B.

TO MR. PETER STUART, '

EDITUR OF THE ‘‘STAR ' NEWSPAPER, LONDON

EpINBURGH, February, 1787,
MY DEAR 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 _\é’ ver putting pen to paper to say
thank youg(but if you knew what a devil of a
life my conscience has led me on that account,
your good héart would think yourself too
much avenged. By the bye, there is nothing
in the whole frame of man which seems to be
g0 unaccountable as that thing called Con-
science. Had the troublesome yelping cur
powers eflicient to prevent a mischief, he
might be of usé; but at the beginning of the
business, his feeble efforts are to the workings
of passion, as the infant frosts of an autumnal
morning to the uncloudcd fervour of the rising
sun: and no sooner are the tumultuous doings
of the wicked deed over, than, amidst the
bitter native cansequences of folly in the very
vortex of our horrors, up starts Conscience,
and harrows us with the feelings of the damned.

[ have inclosed you, by way of expiation
some verse and prose, that, if they merit a
place in your truly entertaining misecllany,
you are welcome to. The prose extract is
literally as Mr. Sprott sent it me.

The inscription on the stone is as follows:

“HERE LIES ROBERT FERGUSSON, POET,

“ Born, September 5th, 1751 Died, 16th
October, 1774,

No sculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay,
‘ No storied nrn nor animated bust,’

This simple stone directs pale 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 Robert
Burns, who erected this stone, this burial-place is to
remain for ever sacred to the memory of Robert
Fergusson,” '

R B
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TO DR. MOORE.

EpiNsuRraH, 16th Feb, 1757
SIR,
Pardon my seeming neglect in delaying so
:Inll'.f 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

acqhaintance with a country clergyman.  Merc

greatness never embarrasses me; | have nothing
to ask from the great, and [ do not fear their
judgment: but genius, polished by learning,
and at its proper point of clevation in the eye
of the world, this of late | frequently meet
with, and tremble at its approach. | scorn
the affectation of seeming maodesty to cover
self-conceit.  That 1 have some merit 1 do
not deny; but I see with frequent wringing
of heart, that the novelty of my character,
and the honest national prejudice of my coun
trymen, have horne 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

of paying her in kind, but have
hitherto quitted the idea in hopeless despon
dency. 1 had never before heard of her; but
the other day | got her poems, 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, | think, two
characteristie features in her poetry —the un
fettered wild flight of native genius, and the
querulous, sombre tenderness of ** time-settled
SOTTOW

I only know what pleases me, often without

being able to tell why.

'The following was Dr. Moore's aifswer to this
letter

Crivvorp Srriry, 28th Feb, I7¥
“Dran i,
Your letter o 15th gave me a great deal of
pleasure, It is
correctngss ‘n‘z‘ taste, considering where you have

been for syine

surprising that you improve in

ime past Ated I dare swear there is
no danger of your admitting any polish which might

weaken the vigour of your native powers

kam glad to perceive that you disdain the nan
seous affectation of decrying your own merit as a
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TO JOHN BALLANTINE,, ESQ.

EDINBURGH, Feb. 24th, 1787.
MY HONOURED FRIEND,

I will soon be with you now, in guid black
prent;—in a week or ten days at farthest. |
am obliged, against my own wish, to print
subscribers’ names; so if any of my Ayr
friends have subscription bills, they must be
sent in to Creech directly. | am getting my
phiz done by an eminent engraver,' and if it
can be ready in time, I will appear in my
book, looking like all other fodls to my title-

page. I have the honour to be ever your

grateful
R. B.

poet, an affectation which is displayed with most
ostentation by those who have the greatest share of
self-conceit, and which only adds undeceiving false-
hood tg disgusting vanity. For you to deny the
merit of your poems, would be 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 T beg you will accept as a small mark of my
esteem. It is sent by the sea to the care of Mr.
Creech, and, along with these four volumes for your-
self, I have also sent my Medical Sketches in one
volume, for my friend Mrs. Dunlop of Dunlop: this
you will be so obliging as to transmit, or, if you
chance to pass soon by Dunlop, to give to her.

“T am happy to hear that your subscription is so
ample, and shall rejoice at every piece of good fortune
that befalls you. For you are a very great favourite

in my family ; and this is a higher compliment than |

perhaps you are aware of. It includes almost all the
professions, and of course, is a proof that your
writings are adapted to 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 benefit
of his comrades. This union of taste partly proceeds,
no doubt, from the cement of Scottish partiality,
with which they are all somewhat tinctured. Even
your translator, who left Scotland too early in life
for recollection, is not without it.

‘“F remain, with great sincerity, your obedient
servant,

“J. MOORR."”

! This was Beugo, who engraved the first portrait
of Burns, from the original painting by Nasmyth.
Beugo 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 painter gave it. It was considered
to be a better likeness.

VOL. IV,

TO THE HON. HENRY ERSKINE.?

EDINBURGH, February 1787,
SIR,

I showed the enclosed political ballad to
my Lord Glencairn, to have his opinion
whether I should publish it; as | suspect my
political tenets, such as they :Il’i', may be
rather heretical in the opinion of some of my
best friends. [ 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, &ec., |
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 for your
suffrage. 1 am, with the sincerest gratitude
for the notice with which you have -been
pleased to honour the rustic batd, Sir, your
most devoted, humble servant,

R. B.

8
TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN.
EDINBURGH, Feb. 1787.
MY Lorp,

I wanted to purchase a profile of your lord-
ship, which I was told was to be got in town;
but | am truly sorry to see that a blundering
painter has spoiled a ‘“human face divine.”
The enclosed stanzas 1 intended to have
written below a picture or profile of your
lordship, could I have been so Impp_\\u to
procure one with any thing of a likeness.

As [ will soon return to my shades, I
wanted to have something like a material
object for my gratitude; 1 wanted to have it
in my power to say toa friend, there is my
noble patron, my generous henefactor. Allow
me, my lord, to publish these verses.® 1 con-

? To Harry Erskine, the learned and witty Dean of
Faculty, Burns was introduced hy the Earl of Glen-
cairn, a fousin of the eminent lawyer. The political
ballad referred to in the letter is that beginning

When Guilford good our pilot stood.

~Vol. 1. p. 2.
3The verses beginning “ Whose is that noble,
dauntless brow.” It does not appear that his lord-
ship granted the poet’s request, as the verses did not
see the light till long after the poet and patron’s
dehith.  They are given here in facsimile. See a

Ia}er letter to this nobleman, of Janunary, 1758,

03
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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. 1 owe much to your lord-
ship: and, what has not in some other in-
stances always been the cale with me, the
weight of the obligation is a pleasing load.
I trust I 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, are flattering to my pride; and
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 eelebrated his patrons,
,1]('.’“’ to

particularly when they were name
fame, and illustrious in their coun
me, then, my lord, if you think {
have intrinsic merit, to tell the wbrld how

he verses

much [ have the honour to be,
Your lordship’s highly indebted, and ever

grateful humble servant,
R. B

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.

EpiNsuraH, March Sth, 1787,
DEAR SIR,

Yours came safe, and | am, as usua!, 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 divoreing
his wife, and their Gravities on the Bench
were unanimously of opinion that Maxwell
may prosecute for damages directly, and need
not divoree his wife at all if he pleases; and
Maxwell is immediately, before the Lord
Ordinary, to prove, what I dare say will not
be denied, the Crim. Con.—then their Lord-
ships will modify the damages, which I sup-
pose will be pretty heavy, as their Wisdoms
have expressed great abhorrenee of my gallant
Right Worshipful Brother's conduct.!

0, all ye powers of love unfortunate, and
friendless woe, pour the balm of sympathizing

! Respecting this case see note to the fragment
heginning *“ By all I loved neglected and forgot

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

; allow |

pity on the grief-torn, tender heart of the
hapless Fair One!

My two songs on Miss W. Alexander and
Miss Peggy Kennedy were likewise tried yes.
terday by a jury of literati, and found defama-
tory libels against the fastidious powers of
Poetry and Taste; and the author forbidden to
print them under pain of forfeiture of character.
I cannot help almost shedding a tear to the
memory of two songs that had cost me some
pains, and that I valued a good deal, but |
must submit.?

My most respectful compliments (o Mrs,
Hamilton and Miss Kennedy.

My poor unfortunate Songs come again across
my memory. D—n the pedant, frigid sonl of
Criticism for ever and ever! | am ever, dear

Sir, your obliged

R. B.

TO MR JAMES CANDLISH,?

STUDENT IN PHYSIC, GLASGOW COLLEGE

EpiNpurGH, March 21st, 1787
MY EVER DEAR, OLD ACQUAINTANCE,

I was equally surprised and pleased at your
letter, though I dare say you will think hy my
delaying so long to write to you that | am so
drowned in the intoxication of good fortune as
to be indifferent to old, and once dear con-
nexions, ™ The truth is; 1 was determined to
write a good letter, full of argument, ampli
fication, erudition, and, as Bayes says, all that.
I thought of it, and thought of it, and, by my
soul, [ could not; and, lest you should mistake
the cause of my silence, | just sit down to tell
you so. Don't give yourself credit, though,
that the strength of yvour logic seares me: the
trath is, I never mean to meet you on that
You have shown me one thing
that
pride of reasoning, with a little affectation of

ground at all.
to be demonstrated:

srong

which was

2 The two songs alluded to are the “ Lass o' Bal
lochmyle,” and ** Young Peggy hlooms our bonniest
lass;” and if Burns was not exaggerating here, we
cannot help thinking that the verdict of the * jury of
literati ” errs on the side of severity.

8 James Candlish was, like his correspondent, the
son of obscure parents in Ayrshire, and appears to
have become acquainted with the poet at the parish
school of Dalrymple, and renewed their companion
ship for a short time at the Ayr grammar-school
See.note to the ' Belles of Manchline,” vol. i, p. 227







T ino Bt ol bl amsll, borlifislone
F//A/’%w #aﬁrw/{, /Mm///é %’W?
And whafe fiat aye of fore 7

Amd whiofe Bat gmmoroud, flygmedy mun
o 'm%/rl»ﬁ/ 7% aa&mx//z 7 Lbé |

Mamger, &5 . v Bial-byaw
//:/a//m/' Lhage M;Q |
W@ %[/%am/, MJZ% MWM

Kois othort Wit admicr<. . ’
@1' fma&é«// Yummer-Lun
%%/JM %jmw{;{ I

d guaridian Oy ' 2
T%/nﬁfé ”Mi/ﬁ%f “
Amang K %/sz MM% Yime

%fﬁ/ Dau may W dwrn

Marh e/mf/{ T 47/ 4

K«(fM 4«4:\“ %Z;M '




singul
I likev
in the
ventur
but e
streng
Knl.\‘l) H

I m
toaw
Paul’s
as whe
Thorn.
least; |
welcon

I an
old fric

MAl

| re
little, 1
friend
hosom
befrien
will no
| receir
small a
I have 1
among
times fi
of thin
Gleneai
man, d
strictur

priety «
You
views al

Dari
Was
Ath

The a
my higl
my mos
and Seo
to sing.

in my |




\

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

gingularity, may mislead the best of hearts.
I likewise, since youand I were firstacquainted,
in the pride of despising old women’s stories,
ventured in ‘‘the daring path Spinoza trod;”
but experience of the not the
strength, of human powers, made me glad to
grasp at revealed religion.

I must stop, but don’t impute my-brevity
to a wrong cause. 1 am still, in the Apostle

weak ness,

Paul's phrase, ‘‘ The old md®Avith his 11(:01].\"
as when we were sporting about the

Thorn.”
least; and so [ shall vx}»w-! to hear from you;

¢ Lady
I shall be four weeks here yet at
welcome sense, welcom@ nonsénse.

| am, with the warmest sincerity, my dear
old friend, yours &e.,
B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

EpINBURGH, March 22d, 1787
MADAM,

I read your letter with watery eyes. A
little, very little, while ago, I had scarce a
friend but the stubborn pride of my own
hosom; now | am distinguished, patronized,
befriended by you. Your friendly advices, |
will not give them the cold name of eriticisms,
| receive with reverence. | have made some
small alterations in what I before had printed.
I have the advice of some very judicious friends
among the literati here, but with them | some-
times find it necessary to claim the privilege
of thinking for myself. The noble Earl of
Gleneairn, to whom | owe more than to any
man, does me the honour of giving me his
strictures: his hints, with respeet to impro-
priety or indelicacy, | follow implicitly.

You kindly interest yourself in my future
views and prospeets; there | ean give you no
light. It is all

Dark as was Chaos ere the infant sun
Was roll'd together, or had tried his heams
Athwart the gloom profound.

The appellation of a Scottish bard is by far
my highest pride; to continue to deserve it is
my most exalted ambition. Scottish scenes
and Seottish story are the themes I could wish
to sing. | have no dearer aim than to have it

in my power, unplagued with the routine of

b5

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.

But these are all Utopian thoughts: 1 have
dallied long enough with life; 'tis time to be
in earnest. | have a fond, an aged mother to
care for: and some other bosom ties perhaps
equally tender.  Where the individual only
suffers by the consequences of his own thought-
lessness, indolence, or folly, he may be excus-
able; nay, shining abilities, and some of the
nobler virtues, may half sanctify a heedless
character; but where God and nature have
intrusted the welfare of others to his care;
where the trust is sacred, and the ties are dear,
that man must be far gone in selfishness, or
strangely lost to reflection, whom these con-
nexions will not rouse to exertion.

I guess that 1 shall clear between two and
three hundred pounds b¥ my authorship; with
that sum 1 intend, so far as I may be said to
have any intention, to return to my old ac-
quaintance, the plough, and, if 1 can mect
with a lease by which I ean live, to commence
farmer. 1 do not intend to give up poetry;
being bred to labour, secures me independence,
and the Muses are my chief, sometimes have
been my only enjoyment. If my practice
second my resolution, | shall have principally
at heart the serious business of life; but while
following my plough, or building up my
~|Ilwk.~,

dear, that only feature of my character, which

I shall cast a leisure glance to that

gave me the notice of my country, and the
patronage of a Wallace.

Thus, honoured Madam, T have given youn
the bard, his situation, and his views, native
as they are in his own bhosom.

B.

TO MRS. DUNLOD.

EDINBURGH, 15th April, 1787,

MADAM,
There is
I dislike. The periods of Johnson and the
pauses of Sterne may hide a selfish heart.
For my part, Madam, | trust 1 have too much
pride for servility, and too little prudence for

an affectation of gratitude which
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selfishness. I have this moment broken open
youRletter, but

Rude am I in speech,
And therefore little can I grace my cause
In speaking for myself—

g0 | shall not trouble you with any fine
specches and hunted figures. [ 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 [ shall punctually attend
to; only, by the way, I 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 I have the honour of
waiting on you,

Dr. Smith! was just gone to London the |

morning before I received your letter to him.

R. B.

TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ.,
AYR.
EDINBURGH, 18th April, 1787,
SIR,
[ have taken the liberty to send a hundred |
copies of my book to your care.? . . .

trouble you then, 8ir, 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 subseription bills have been
mislaid, so all who say they have subscribed
must be served at subscription price; other-
wise, those who have not subscribed must pay
six shillings. Should more copies be needed,
an order by post will be immediately answered.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

I wrote him by David Shaw, which I hope he
received. 2

I have the honour to be, with the most
grateful sincerity, Sir, your obliged and very
humble servant,

R. B.

TO MR. GEORGE REID, BARQUHARIE,

WITH A PARCEL, CARE OF WM. RONALD, TOBACCONIST,
| MAUCHLINE.

EDINBURGH, 10th April, 1787.
MY DEAR SIR,

The fewer words I can tell my story in so
much the better, as 1 am in an unco tirryfyke?
of a hurry.

| I have sent two copies of my bhook 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
does 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 I had taken to pieces Rt. Hon-
ourables, Honourables, and Reverends not a
few; but it, with many more of my written
things were stolen from my room, which
terrified me from ““scauding my lips in ither

| folk’s kail " again. By good luck, the fellow

is gone to Gibraltar, and | trust in heaven he
will go to the bottom for his pains. 1 will
write you by post when | leave Auld Reekie,

‘ which will be in about ten days.

R. B.

TO DR. MOORE.

EDINBURGH, 23d April, 1787,

My respectful compliments to Mr. Aiken.

! Adam Smith, LL.D., the author of the Wealth of
Nations, &e. b

2 Though, as we see from the above, the new edi-
tion of the poems was ready for delivery on the 15th |
April, it was not formally published until the 21st. |
It took the form of a handsome octavo volume, and
was sold to the subscribers at five shillings; non-sub-
scribers had to pay a shilling extra. The first edition,
consisting of 2800 copies, was speedily exhausted, and
a second impression was thrown off.  Within the year,
the demand not being supplied, a third edition was
produced in London by arrangement with Mr, Creech.

I received the books, and sent the nn‘ you
mentioned to Mrs. Dunlop. I am ill &Killed
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 remetber it. To be
highly pleased with your book, 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.

8 Uneo tirryfyke = extraordinary bustle.
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I leave Edinburgh in the course of ten days
or a fortnight, and, after a few pilgrimages
over some of the classic ground of Caledonia,
Cowden Knowes, Banks of Yarrow, Tweed,
&c., | shall return to my rural shades, in all
likelihood never more to quit them. [ have
formed many intimacies and friendships here,
but | am afraid they are all of too tender a
construction to bear carriage a hundred and
fifty miles. To the rich, the great, the
fashionable, the polite, I have no equivalent
to offer; and I am afraid my meteor appear-
ance will by no means entitle me to a settled
correspondence with any of you, who are the
permanent lights of genius and literature.

My most respectful compliments to Miss
Williams. If once this tangent flight of mine
were over, and [ were returned to my wonted
leisurely motion in my old cirele, I may pro-
bably endeavour to return her poetic compli-

ment in kind.
R. B!

1 Dr. Moore's answer to the above was in the fol-
lowing terms:

“Cuirrorp Streer, May 23, 1757,
Dear Sin,

“I had the pleasure of your letter by Mr. Creech,
and soon after he sent me the new edition of your
poems.  You seem to think it incumbent on you to
send to each subscriber a number of copies propor-
tionate to his subscription money, but you may
depend upon it, few subscribers expect more than
one copy, whatever they subscriied ; T must inform
you, however, that I took twelve copies for those
subscribers, for whose money you were so accurate
as to send me a receipt, and Lord Eglinton told me
he had sent for six copies for himself, as he wished
to give five of them as presents.

‘““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 wniﬁ |
imagine you have a peculiar talent for such compo-
sitions, which you ought to indulge. No kind of
poetry demands more delicacy or higher polishing.
Horace is more admired on account of his odes than
all his other writings. But nothing now added is
equal to your ‘ Vision," and ‘Cotter's Saturday Night.'
In these are united fine imagery, natural and pathetic
description, with sublimity of language and thought.
It is evident that you already possess a great variety
of expression and command of the English language;
you ought therefore to deal more sparingly, for the
future, in the provincial dialect—why should you,
by using that, limit the number 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
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TO MRS. DUNLOP.

EDINBURGH, 30th April, 1787,

Your eriticisms, Madam, | understand
very well, and could have wished to have
pleased you better. You are right in your
guess that | am not very amenable to counsel.
Poets, much my superiors, have so flattered
those who possessed the adventitious qualities
of wealth and power, that I am determined

some larger work than any you have as yet attempted.
I mean, reflect upon some proper subject, and arrange
the plan in your mind, without beginning to execute
any part of it till you have studied most of the best
English poets, and read a little more of history.—
The Greek and Roman stories you can read in some
abridgment, and soon become master of the most
brilliant facts, which must highly delight a poetical
mind. You should also, and very soon may, become
master of the heathen mythology, to which there are
everlasting allusions in all the poets, and which in
itself is charmingly fanciful. What will require to
be 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. 1 know
very well you have a mind capable of attaining know-
ledge by a shorter process than is commonly used,
and I am certain you are capable of making a better
use of it when attained than is generally done.

“T beg you will not give yourself the trouble of
writing to me when it is inconvenient, and make no
apology when you do write for having postponed it

-be assured of this, however, that I shall always be
happy to hear from you. I think my friend Mr, —
told me that you had some poems in manuscript by
you 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.

“1 understand you intend to take a farm, and
make the useful and respectable business of husbandry
your chief occupation ; this I hope will not prevent

\ynur making occasional addresses to the nine ladies
who 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 being a successful farmer. 1 fear it will not be
in my power to visit Scotland this season; when I do
I'll endeavour to find you out, for 1 heartily wish tg
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. Iam, dear Sir, your friend
and obedient servant,

J. MOORE.




to flatter no created being, either in prose or

verse.

I set as little by princes, lords, clergy, crities,
&ec. as all these respective gentry do by my
bardship. \ I know what I may expect from
the wnrld}ih_\' and bye—illiberal abuse, and
perhaps contemptuous neglect.

I am happy, Madam, that some of my own
favourite picces are distinguished by your
particular approbation. For my ¢ Dream,”
which has unfortunately incurred your loyal
displeasure,’ 1 hope in four wéeks, or less, to
have the hénour of appearing, at Dunlop, in
its defence in person.

TO MR WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.

y LAWNMARKET, Monday Morning,
.l {S0th April, 1787.)
DEAR SIR,

In justice to Spenser, | must acknowledge
! that there is scarcely a poet in the language
could have been a more agreeable present to

mey Gl in justice to you, allow me to say,

Sir) 1 have not met with a man in Edin-

burgh to whom 1 would so willingly have been
indebted for the gift. The tattered rhymes |
herewith present you, and the handsome
volumes of Spenser for which I am so much
indebted to Your gnmlln'.“, may pe I'h.A]n be
not in proportion to one another; but be that
as it may, my gift, though far less valuable,

is as sincere a mark of esteem as yours.
The time is approaching when 1 shall return
to my shades; and I am afraid my numerous
# Edinburgh friendships are of so tender a con-
struction that they will not bear carriage with
me,  Younrs is one of the few that I could wish

of a more robust constitution. It is indeed
very probable that when I leave this city, we
part never more to meet in this sublunary
sphere; but | have a strong fancy that in som«
future eccentric planet, the comet of happier
systems than any with which astronomy is yet

! Mrs. Dunlop had written the poet a letter con
taining comments on the new edition, and dwelling
with particular emphasis on his reprinting * The
Dream,” which she thought would very probably
damage the bard’s future prospect.

2 The colonel of the convivial club humorously
yelept the Crochallan Fencibles. See note to song
“ Rattlin' Roarin' Willie." |
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acquainted, you and I, among the harum
scarum sons of imagination and whim, with
a hearty shake of a hand, a metaphor, and a
laugh, shall recognize old acquaintance:
Where Wit may sfarkle all its rays,
Uncurstwithr-Caution’s feaps;
That Pleasure king in the blaze,
Rejoice for endless years.

I have the honour to be, with the warmest
sincerity, dear Sir, &c.,

TO THE REV. DR. HUGH BLAIR
LAWNMARKET,
EDINBURGH, 3d May, 1787,
REVEREND AND MUCH-RESPECTED SIR,
I leave Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but
could not go without troubling you with half

a line, sincerely to thank you for the kindness,
| patronage, and friendship you have shown me.
| 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 are applauded
to the end of time, will ever instruct and- mend
[ the heart. However the meteor-like lm\v\l_\
| of my appearance in the world might attract
‘ notice, and honour me with the acquaintance
of the permanent lights of genius and liter-
ature, those who are truly benefactors of the
immortal nature of man, | knew very well
that my utmost merit was far unequal to the
task of preserving that character when onee
the novelty was over: | have made up my
mind that abuse, or almost even negleet, will
not surprise me in my quarters,

I have sent you a proof impression of Beugo's
work for me, done on Indian paper, as a trifling
but sincere testimony with what heart-warm
gratitude I am, &e.?

R. B

' Dr. Blair responded to the above epistle in these
| terms:

“Anaviesquane, Epinsunon, éth May, 1787

“Dran Bin,

‘T was favoured this forenoon with your very dhlig
ing letter, together with an impression of your por
trait, for which T returu you my best thanks. The
success you have met with I do not think was beyond
your merits; and if T have had any small hand in
contributing to it, it gives me great pleasure. 1
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TO JAMES JOHNSON,

MUSIC ENGRAVER, EDINBURGIL!

LAWNMARKET,
Friday noon, 4th May, 1787.
DEAR BIR,

I have sent you a song never before known,
for your collection; the air by Mr. Gibbon,
but | know not the author of the words, as |
got it from Dr. Blacklock.

Farewell, my dear Sir! 1 wished to have
scen you, but I have been dreadfully throng,
as | march to-morrow. —Had my acquaintance

know no way in which literary persons 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. I
was the first person who brought out to the notice
of the world the poems of Ossian; first, by the Frag-
ments of Aneient Poetry, which I published, and
afterwards, by my setting on foot the undertaking
for collecting and pffvlishing the Works of Ossian;
and T have always Considered this as a meritorious
action of my life.

“Your situation, as you say, was indeed very sin-
gular; and in being brought out, all at once, from
the shades of deepest privacy to so great a share of
public notice and observation, you had to stand a
severe trial. T am happy that you have stood it so
well; and as far as 1 have known or heard, though
in the midst of many temptations, without reproach
to your character and behaviour.

“You are now, I presume, to retire to a more
private walk of life; and I 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 proper, you will not, I 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, be 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, your fate
as a poet will very much depend.  There is no doubt
a gloss of novelty which time wears off. As you
very properly hint yourself, you are not to be 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 be a good
poet without being 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 illiberal censure, which it is al-
ways best to overlook and despise. He will be in-
clined sometimes to court retreat, and to disappear
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 be not always praised. T have taken
the liberty, you see, of an old man to give advice and

7
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with you been a little elder, 1 would 'have
asked the favour of your mrrunl\mlnlcm-c: as |
have met with few people whose company and
conversation gave me so much pleasure, because
[ have met with few whose sentiments are so
congenial to my own.

When Dunbar and you meet, tell him that
[ left Edinburgh with the idea of him hanging
somewhere about my heart.

Keep the original of this song till we meet
again, whenever that may be.

R. B.

make reflections, which your own good-sense will, 1
dare say, render unnecessary.

‘“As you mention your being just about 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 be made you there may
answer; as I am persuaded you will not easily find a
more generous and better hearted proprietor to live
under than Mr. Miller. When you return, if you
come this way, I will be happy to see you, and to
know concerning your future plans of life. You will
find 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 al] success and prosperity,
I am, with real regard and esteem, dear Sir, yours
sincerely,

“HUGH BLAIR.”

1 8hortly before the close of his first visit to Edin-
burgh, Burns made the acquaintance of Johnson.
The engraver had commenced the preparation of the
Scots Musical Musewmn, a large collection of national
songs, with their airs harmonized for the pianoforte
by Stephen Clarke, an Edinburgh organist, between
whom and Burns afterwards sprang up a warm friend-
ship. When Johnson's undertaking was brought under
the poet’s notice, he readily consented to assist in it.
When the first volume appeared in May, 1787, it was
found to contain two songs acknowledged by Burns—
‘“Green grow the rashes,” and “ Young Peggy blooms
our bonniest lass "—besides other two afterwards
without much authority associated with his name
“*The Joyful Widower,” and ““ O whaur did ye get that
Hauvermeal Bannock.” David Laing in the preface
to a new edition of the Musewm superintended by him,
and published by Blackwood and Sons in 1539, says:—
“The Musical Musewm was a work so congenial to
the poet’s mind, that it evidently had a decided
effect in directing his efforts more exclusively to
song writing. Burns, from the period of his acquaint-
ance with Johnson, ought to be considered not merely
as a contributor, but as the proper and eflicient
editor of the work. He not only contributed a large
number of original songs, expressly written for it,
but he applied to every person 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.”
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TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN.

[LAWNMARKET, 4th May, 1787.)

MY Lorp,

| go away to-morrow morning carly; and
allow me to vept the fulness of my heart in
thanking your Lordship for all that patronage,
that benevolence, and that friendship, with
which you have honoured me.  With brimful
cyes | pray, that you may find in that Great
Being, whose image you so nobly wear, that
friend which 1 have found in you. My gra-
titude is not selfish design— that | disdain—it
is not dodging after the heels of gréatness
that is an offering you disdain. It isa feeling
of the same kind with my devotion,
-2 R B

TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ.,

EDINBURGH,

SELKIRK, 15th May, 1757,
MY HONXOURED FRIEND,

The enclosed | have just wrote, nearly ex-
tempore, in a solitary inn in Selkirk, after a
miserable wet day’s riding. 1 have been over
most of East Lothian, Berwick, Roxburgh,
and Selkirkshires; and next week | begin a
tour through the north of England. Yester-
day | dined with Lady Harriet, sister to my
noble ’-.'nrnn“ Quem Deus conservet! 1 would
write till | would tire you as msich with dull
prose, as | daresay by this Iin\lf you are with
wretched verse, but | am ju«lull to death; »so,
with a grateful farewell,

I have the honour to be, good Bir, yours
sincerely,

R. B.

Auld chuckie-Reekie's ® sair distrest,
Down droops her ance weel-burnish'd crest,
Nae Joy her bonnle buskit nest
Can yleld ava,
Her darling bird that she 1o'es best,
Willie's awa!®

1 James, Earl of Glencaim,

* Edinburgh

3 Bee the rest of this poem, and a notice of Creech,
the poet’s Edinburgh bookscller, at pages 211-213
vol. il

To MR, PETER HILL!?
CARE OF ME. CKEECH, BOOKSELLEK, EDINBURGH
| BERRY-WELL,] May 17th, 1757

DEAR SIR,

If Mr. Alexr. PPattison, or Mr. Cowan, from
aisley, or in genemal, any other of those to
whom I have sent l'“llil’~ on credit before, ;l'-pl)
to you, you will give them what number they
demand, when they require it, provided always
that those whio are non-subscribers shall pay
one shilling more than subseribers. ~This |
write to you when | am miserably ** fou,” con-
sequently it must be the sentiments of my
heart.

R B

To MR PATTISON, BOOKSELLER,

PAISLEY.?

BERRY-WELL, NEAR DUNSE, May 17, 1787
DEAR SIR,
I am sorry | was out of Edinburgh, making
a slight pilgrimage to the classic scenes of this
country, when | was favoured with yours of
the 11th instant, enclosing an order of the
Paisley Banking Company on the Royal Bank,
for twenty-two pounds seven shillings sterling,

payment in full, after carriage deducted, for

ninety copies of my book | sent you.  Accor-
ding to your motions, | see you will have left
Scotland before this réaches you, otherwise |
would send you *“ Holy Willie " with all my
heart. | was so hurried that | absolutely
forgot several things | ought to have minded,
among the rest sending books to Mr. Cowan,
but any order of yours will be answered at
Creech's »lln"-. You will |~||;|~l remember
that non-subseribers pay six shillings, this is

¢ Hill was at this date Creech’s principal assistant
and as he was of a cheerful social nature the poet
and he soon were on terms of intimacy About
a year later Hill started in business on his own
count, having as app

pirentice one who was to attain a
wide fame in his profession - Archibald Constabh
Hill had a successful carcer, and died at an advanced
age in 1506,

S Mr. Pattison was a manwfacturer; Burns play

fully dubs him Bookseller because of his success in so

rapidly disposing of so many copies of the new edi
tion of the poems. See Clarinda Correspondence,
Feb, 22, 1788, for a racy sketch of a day passed with
Pattison.
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Creech's profit; but those who have subseribed,
though their names have been neglected in
the printed list, which is very incorrect, they
are supplied at the subseription price. | was
not at Glasgow, nor do | intend for London;
and | think Mrs. Fame is very idle to tell so
many lies on a poor poet.  When you or Mr.
Cowan write for copies, if you should want
any, direct to Mr. Hill at Mr. Creech’s shop,
and | write to Mr. Hill by this post, to answer
cither of your orders. Hill is Mr. Creech's
first clerk, and Creech himself is presently in
London. | suppose | shall have the pleasure
against your return to Paisley, of assuring
you how much | am, dear Sir, your obliged
humble servant,

R B

TO MR. W. NICOL}!

MASTER OF THE HIGH SCHOOL, EDINBURGH.

CARLISLE, June 1, 1787
KIND HONEST-HEARTED WILL

“I'm sitten down here, after seven and forty
miles ridin’, ¢'en as forjesket and forniaw’d as
a forfoughten cock, to gie you some notion o'
my land-lowper-like stravaguin sin’ the sorrow.
fu' hour that | sheuk hands and parted wi’
Auld Reckie. '

My auld, ga'd gleyde o' a meere has huch.
yall'd up hill and down brae, in Scotland and
[ ]

wi'me.? It's true, she's as poor’s a sang-maker,

gland, as teuch and birnie as a vera devil

and as hard’s a kirk, and tipper-taipers when
she taks the gate, just like a lady's gentle-
woman in a minuwae, or a hen on a het gindle;
but she's a yauld, poutherie girran for a’ that,
and has a stomack like Willie Stalker's meere
that wad ha'e disgeested tumbler-wheels, for
she'll whip me aff her five stimparts o' the
best aits at a down-sittin' and ne'er fash her

/71 Bome account of this crony of the poet's will be
found in the Life and elsewhere.  He died in 1797,

# This mare was the poet's favourite, Jenny Geddes,
named after the woman memorable in Scottish tra
dition as the first who displayed a physical foree
opposition to the introduction of Episcopacy into
SBcotland, by flinging her stool at the Dean of Edin
burgh's head, in 8t. Giles's Church, July 23, 1637, when
he commenced to read the liturgy, exelaiming at the
same time, “ Villain ! dost thou say the mass at my
Jug?”

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE, 61

thumb. When ance her ringbanes and spavies,
her erucks and cramps, are fairly soupl'd, she
beets to, beets to, and aye the hindmost hour
the tightest. 1 could wager her price to a
thretty pennies, that for twa or three wooks
ridin’ at fifty mile a-day, the deil-sticket o
five gallopers acqueesh Clyde and Whithorn
could cast saut on her tail.

I hae dander'd owre a’ the kintra frae Dum-
bar to Seleraig, and hae forgather'd wi' mony
a guid fallow, and mony a weelfar'd hizzie. |
met wi' twa dink quines in particlar, ane o’
them a sonsie, fine, fodgel lass, baith braw and
bonnie; the tither was aclean-shankit, straught,
tight, weelfar'd winch, as blythe's a lintwhite
on a flowerie thorn, and as sweet and modest's
a new blawn plumrose in a hazle shaw. They
were baith bred to mainers by the beuk, and
onie ane o' them had as muckle smeddum and
rumblegumtion as the half o' some presbytries
that you and | baith ken. They play'd me
sik a deevil o' a shavie that 1 daur say if my
harigals were turn'd out, ye wad see twa nicks
i' the heart o' me like the mark o' a kail-
whittle in a castock.

I was gaun to write you a lang pystle, but,
Gude forgic me, I gat mysel’ sae notouriously
bitchify'd the day after kail-time that | can
hardly stoiter but and ben,

My best respecks to the guidwife and a’ our
common friens, especiall Mr. and Mrs, Cruik-
shank, and the honest guidman o' Jock's
Lodge.

I'll be in Dumfries the morn, gif the beast
be to the fore, and the branks bide hale.

Gude be wi’ you, Willie! Amen.

R. B3

3 No man had ever more command of this ancient

Doric dialect than Burns. He has left a curious testi-
mony of his skill in a letter to Mr. Nicol, an attempt
to read a sentence of which would break the teeth of
most modern Scotchmen,” —8IR WALTER SeorT.
All the versions of this amusing letter that we have
seen differ from each other in various small points.
Our version is substantially Cromek's, who was the
first to print the letter, The following may be given
as a translation of it in English :

“I've sat down here, after seven-and-forty miles’
riding, e'en as fatigued and tired out as a cock spent
with fighting, to give you some notion of my vaga-
bond-like wanderings since the sorrowful hour that
1 shook hands and parted with duld Reckie [Edin-
burgh).

“ My old, galled screw of a mare has hobbled up
hill and down hill, in Scotland and England, as tough




To MR. JAMES SMITH,

AT MILLAR AND SMITH'S OFFICE, LINLITHGOW.

MAUCHLINE, 11th June, 1787,
MY DEAR BIR,

I date this from Mauchline, where | arrived
on Friday evening last. | slept at John Dow's,
and called for my daughter; Mr. Hamilton
and family; your mother, sister, and brother;

my quondam Eliza, &ec., all—all well. If

anything had been wanting to disgust me
completely at ‘Armour’s family, their mean
servile compliance would have done it.  Give
me a spirit like. my favourite hero, Milton's
Satan:

Hail, horrors ! hail,
Infernal world! and thou, profoundest hell,

and lively as a very devil with me. It's true she's as
wor as a dong-maker, and as hards a church, and
qu along gingerly when she takes the road, just

ke a lady's gentlewoman in a minuet or a hen on a
hot gridiron ; but she's a vigorous, spirited g for all
that, and has a stomagh like Willie Stalker's mare,
that would have digested cart-wheels, for she'll whip
e off her five-eighths of a bushel of the best oats at
a single feed and never put herself about in the least
Whenh once her ring-bones and spavins, her stiff joints
and cramps are fairly suppled she gets better and
better, And is always the last hour the smartest, |
could wager her price to twopence halfpenny that for
two or three weeks' riding at Aftf miles a day devil o
one of any five gallopers between Clyde and Whithorn
conld ¢ :u&anll on her tail,

“1 have gone leisurely over all the country from
Dunbar to Selkirk, and have come across many a good
fellow and many a well-favoured lass. 1 met with
two neat girls in particular, one of them a jolly, fine,
plump lass, both well dressed and pretty ; the other
was a clean-limbed, straight, tight, good-looking

wench, as bjithe's a linnet on a flowery thorn, and as
sweet and modest’s a new-hlown primrose in a hazel
grove, They were both bred to manners by the hook
wnd any one of them had as much shrewdness and
Intelligence as the half of some preshyteries that yon
and T both know, They played me such a devil of a
trick that I daresay if my pluck were turmed out you
would see two nicks in the heart of me like the mark
of a kitchen-knife on u eabbage-stalk

T was golng to write you a long epistle, but, God
forgive me, I got myself so notoriously drunk to-day
after dinner-time that 1 can hardly stagger from one
end of the house to the other.,

Y My best respects to your good lady and all our
common friends, especially Mr. and Mrs. Cruikshank
any the honest goodman of Jock's Lodge.

‘T be in Dumfries to-morrow if the heast he alive
and the bridle Keep whole. God be with you, Willle !
Amen."”
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Receive thy new possessor ! one who brings

A ll_l‘l!ltl Jml to be chang'd by place or time !

| t'allll‘lhll"M'lllc to my mind. — Farming—the
only thing of which I know any thing, and
Heaven above knows but little do | understand
even of that, | cannot, dare not risk on farms
as they are. If | do not fix, I will go for
Jamaica. Should [ stay, in an unsettled state
at home, I would only dissipate my little for-
tune, and ruin what I intend shall compensate
my little ones for the stigma | have brought
on their names.

I shall write you more at large soon; as this

letter costs yon no postage, if it be worth

reading you cannot complain of your penny-
worth.
I am ever, my dear Sir, yours,
R B

P8, The cloot! has unfortunately broke,
but I have provided a fine buffalo horn, on
which T am going to aflix the same cipher
which you will remember was on the cloot.

TO MR. WILLIAM NICOL,

EDINBURGH

MAUCHLINE, June I8, 1757
MY DEAR FRIEND,

I am now arrived safe in my native country,
after a very agreeable jaunt, and have the
|»||’:1~Ilrl' to find :||| my friends well | break-
fasted with your grey-headed, reverend friend
Mr. Smith; and was highly pleased both with
the cordial welcome he gave Sne, and his most
excellent appearance and sterling good sense

I have been with Mr. Miller at Dalswinton,
and am to meet him agnin in August.  From
my view of the lands, and his reception W my
bardship, my hopes in that business are rather
mended; but still they are but slender.

I am quite charmed with Dumfries folks
Mr. Burnside, the clergyman, in particular,
i a man whom | shall ever gratefully remem

bher; and hix wife, Gude forgie me! | had

almost broke the tenth commandment on her
account,  Rimplicity, elegance, good pense,
sweetness of di-w»iliun. good humour, kind
hospitality, are the constitugnts of her manner

1 Cloot < hoof; of polished sheep-cloots snuff “mulls®
(boxes) were frequently made
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and heart; in short—but if | say one word
more about her, I shall be directly in love with
her.

I never, my friend, thought mankind very
capable of anything generous; but the stateli-
ness of the patricians in Edinburgh, and the
servility of my plebeian brethren (who perhaps
formerly eyed me askance) since | returned
home, have nearly put me out of conceit alto-
gether with my species. 1 have bought a
pocket Milton, which [ carry perpetnally about
with fhe, in order to study the sentiments
the dauntless magnanimity, the intrepid, un-
yielding independence, the desperate daring,
and noble defiancgof hardship, in that great
personage, SAT/ 7[ "Tis true, | have just now
a little cash; bt 1 am afraid the star that

hitherto has shed its malignant, purpose-blast-

ing rays full in my zenith: that noxious planet
%0 baneful in its influences to the rhyming
tribe; I much dread it is not yet heneath
the horizon. — Misfortune dodges the path of
human life; the poetic mind finds itself miser-
ably deranged in, and unfit for the walks of
business; add to all, that thoughtless follies

and hare-brained whims, like so many ignes

Jatui, eternally diverging frgm the right line
8

of sober diseretion, sparkle with step bewiteh-
ing blaze in the idly-gazing eyes of the poor
heedless bard, till, pop, ** he falls like Lucifer,
God grant that this
may be un unreal picture with respeet to me!

never to hope again,”

but shoull it not, 1 have very little dependence
on mankind. T will elose my letter with this
tribut¢ my heart bids me pay you—the many
ties of acquaintance. and friendship which |
have, or think 1 have, in life, 1 have felt along
the lines, and, damn them, they are almost all
of them of such frail contexture, that | am

sure they would not stand the breath of the
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TO ROBERT AINSLIE, Esq.!

ARROCHAR, BY Locn Long
28th June, 1787,
MY DEAR Sik,
I write this on my tour through a country
where savage streams tumble over savage

'The numerous letters written by Burns to this
gentleman (of which the above is the first), entitle
him to particular notice here. It is a circumstance
which speaks loudly in behalf of Mr. Ainslie, that
though he had just completed his twentieth year, he
recommended himself to an intimate friendship with
such a man as Burns, who was also seven or eight
years his senior. This friendship was formed in

| Edinburgh, in the spring of 17587, and seems to have

least adverse breeze of fortune; but from you, |

III_\ over !'n':ll‘ Nir, | l‘-l'k \\il'l 1‘““"!'\'"1'!‘ for
the Apostolie love that shall wait on me
“throush good report and bad report " —the
love which Solomon emphatieally says ““is
strong as death.”t My complimeyts to Mrs,
Nicol, and all the cirele of our commion friends.

R B

"8, I shall bedn Fdinburgh apout the lat-
ter end of July. ;

shot up with that tropical rapidity of growth which

belongs to generous natures,
Robert Ainslie was(the eldest son of a gentleman

who resided at Berrywoll, near Dunse, in the capacity
of land-agent for Lord Douglas over his lordship's
Berwickshire estates. The poet has described the
Alnslie family in the memoranda of his southern
tour, (See vol. L. p. 176.) Robert Aindlie served his
apprenticeship, as a writer to the signet, with Mr,
Samuel Mitchelson, in Carrubber’s Close, Edinburgh,
the gentleman at whose house Smollett in his Hum

phrey Clinker represents the Bramble household as
having first tasted a haggis. His acquaintance with
Burns was formed while still an apprentice.  In the
course of the same yeaW757) and in the beginning
of 1788, while Burns continued to reside at Edin

burgh, he had frequent meetings with Mr. Alnslie; and
after his departure from the capital, he wrote many
confiding letters to his young friend only some of
which have been preserved. They also met once
at Ellisland, where the poet gave him a written
copy of his “Tam o Shanter,” which Mr. Ainslie
afterwards presented to Sir Walter Scott.  Before
this visit Mr. Ainslie had in 1759 become a member
of the Soclety of Writers to the Signet, and com

menced Husiness in Edinbargh, prosecuting this call

ing with success. Hy a lady named Cunningham,
the daughter of a colonel of the Scots brigade in
the Dutch service, he became the father of a nu

merous family, He died in 1535, in the seventy

second year of his age.  MraAinslie had at all times
of his life a taste for litdratark, and could write well,
whether to a humorous or a gyave purpose. Of the
'nvrln?j' class of his u-mp---nhu\y, some papers in the
Edinburgh Magazine for 1824, -\u the reform of the
Scottish judicatories, may be « n)l Two little vol
umes, respectively entitled 4 HNather's Gift to his
Children and Reasons for the Hoph that is in Us, both
embodying the evidences for Yhristianity, are the
principal examples of his grave style.  These belong
to his later years, when no doubt he would look

| back with regret on such youthful errors as that

referred to in the letter of 23d August following.
There is some evidence to show that latterly his
attitude towards Burns was somewhat colder than

| in the early period of their friendship. See letter

in Clarinda Correspondence, pp. 287-8.
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mountains, thinly overspread with savage
flocks, which starvingly support as savage in-
My last stage was Inverary—to-
I ought

habitants,
morrow night's stage Dumbarton.
sooner to have answered your kind letter, but
you know | am a man of many sins.

1%,

TO MR. JAMES SMITH,

LINLITHGOW,

[MOSSGIELY), June 30th, 1787,
MY DEAR FRIEND,

On our return, at a Highland gen-
tleman's hospitable mansion, we fell in with a
merry party, and danced till the ladies left us,
at three in the morning.
none of the French or English insipid formal
movements; the ladies sung Scotch songs Tike
angels, at intervals; then we flew at Bab at

Our dancing was

the Bowster, Tullochgorum, Loch Erroch Side,! |

&c., like midges sporting in the mottie sun,
or craws lnrugnunlil'ulmu a storm in a hairst

[harvest] day. — When the dear lasses left us, we

|
|
|
[
|

his rider’s breekless a

the evening. We dined at another good fellow’s
house, and, consequently, pushed the bottle;
when we went out to mountour horses, we found
ourselves “* No vera fou but gaylie'yet.” [Not
very tipsy but pretty well.] My two friends
and I rode soberly down the Loch side, till by
came a Highlandman at a gallop, on a tolerably
good horse, but which had never known the
ornaments of iron or leather. We scorned to
be ulll-g:t”nlml by a Highlandman, so off we
started, whipand spur. My companions, though
seemingly gaily mounted, fell sadly astern; but
my old mare, Jenny Geddes, one of the Rosinante
family, she stralned past the Highlandman in
spite of all his efforts with the hair halter:
just as | was passing him, Donald wheeled his
horse, as if to cross before me to mar my pro-
gress, when down came his horse, and threw
¢ in aclipt hedge: and
down came Jenny Geddes over all, and my
bardship between her and the Highlandman's

| This natural drain of the lake has a channel of only

ranged round the bowl till the good-fellow hour |

of six; except a few minutes that we went out
to pay our devotions to the glorious lamp of day
peering over the towering top of Benlomond.
We all kneeled; our worthy landlord's son held
the bowl; each man a full glass in his hand;
and |, as priest, repeated some rhyming non-
sense, like Thomas-a-Rhymer's prophecies |
suppose. of the
gifts of Somnus, we proceeded to spend the

After a small refreshment

day on Lochlomond,? and reach Dumbarton in

1 Beoteh dance-tunes,

! This Queen of the Scottish lakes is situated
chiefly in the county of Dumbarton, a small portion
only belonging to Stirlingshire, which forms the
greater part of its eastern houndary. Placed at the
southern extremity of the Gramplan range, it is in
closed everywhere except towards the south by lofty
hills, the chief of which, Benlomond, rises beside its
cast shore to the height of 3192 feet above the ordi-
nary level of its waters. The lake Is about twenty-two
miles long, and about eight in breadth towards the
south; but the northern molety, confined hetween
opposing hills, is for the most part only one mile in
breadth. Fed at the north extremity by a small
river flowing through Glenfalloch, it receives several
mountain streams from the west, and on the east the
Btirlingshire river Endrick. At the south point its
waters form the river Leven, so celebrated by means
of the beautiful ode of Smollett, a native of its banks.

about six miles, during which it descends about
twenty feet: it joins the Clyde beneath the walls of
Dumbarton Castle. Lochlomond contains ten islands
of considerable size, and more than that number of
lesser isles, the greater number of both kinds bheing
situated in the southern and more spacious part of
the expanse. The depth of the lake Is very various,
In the southern part it seldom exceeds twenty
fathoms; in the northern, where it Is narrow and
bounded closely by steep mountains, it s much
greater, reaching over a hundred,  In point of pic

turesque beauty Lochlomond is probably surpassed
by few lakes in Europe. It comprehends almost
every variety of landscape, from the softest to the
most savage and magnificent, In the southern and
broader part the wooded shores and islands, in
association with the smooth expanse of water, afford
a prospect of the richest beauty ; while more to the
north, the lofty mountains, precipitous and in some
places naked of soll and vegetation, convey impres-
sions of the utmost grandeur, Tts various charms
have heen the admiration of travellers since gver fine
landscape hegan to be admired In Scotland ; and
small steamers dally, during the summer months,
convey tourists from the lower to the upper extremity

The road from Glasgow to Inverary, passing along the
west shore affords other means of inspecting the
beauties of Lochlomond. 1t was by this read that
Burns eame down to Dumbarton.  When the preced

ing letter was written he was at Arrochar at the head
of Loch Long, distant about a mile and a half from
Tarbert on Lochlomond.  Benlomond Is the most
prominent mountain in most views of the lake. The
lake abounds in deliclous trout. Nothing more is
known of this tour of Burns than what he tells in his
letters here. A memento of his visit to Inverary
exists in the epigram on p. 213 of vol, i,
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horse.
cautious reverence, that matters were not so

Jenny Geddes trode over me with such

bad as might well have been expeeted; so |
came off with a few cuts and bruises, and a
thorough resolution to be a pattern of sobriety
for the future.

I have yet fixed on nothing with respect to
the serious business of life. | am, just as
usual, a rhyming, mason-making, raking, aim-
less, idle fellow. However, | shall somewhere
have a farm soon. | was going to say, a wife
too; but that must never be my blessed lot.
I am but a younger son of the house of Par-
nassus, and like other younger sons of great
families, | may intrigue, if | choose to run all
risks, but must not marry.

I am afraid | have almost ruined one souree,

the principal one indeed, of my former happi- |

ness —that eternal propensity | always had to
fall in love.

feverish rapture.

My heart no more glows with
I have no paradisaical eyen-
ing interviews, stolen from the restless cares
and prying inhabitants of this weary world.
I have only This last is one of
your distant acquaintances, has a fine figure,
and elegant manhers; and in the trin of

some great folks whom you know, has seen |

I do like her

a deal; but what piques me is her conduet at

the politest quarters in Europe.

the commencement of our acquaintance. |
frequently visited her when | was in [Edin-
burgh?), and after passing regularly the inter-
mediate degrees between the distant formal
bow and the familiar grasp round the waist, |
ventured, in my careless way, to talk of friend-
ship in rather ambiguous terms; and after her
return to [ Harvieston?],! | wrote to her in the
Miss, construing my words farther
I suppose than even | intended, flew off in a

same style.

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 | had to
travel before | could reach the climate of her
favour.  But | am an old hawk at the sport,
and wrote her such a cool, deliberate, prudent
reply,?

as brought my bird from her aérial

! The blanks have been filled up on the supposition
that the lady referred to may have been Peggy
Chalmers ; but this is far from certain

200 this letter Mr, R. L. Stevenson, in an article
on " Rome Aspects of Robert Burns,” originally con

towerings, pop down at my foot, like Corporal
Trim’s hat. .

As for the rest of my acts, and my wars,
and all my wise sayings, and why my mare
was called Jenny Geddes, they shall be re-
corded in a few weeks hence at Linlithgow, in
the chronicles of your memory, by

R. B

TO MR. JOHN RICHMOND.

MOSSGIEL, Tth July, 1787,
MY DEAR RICHMOND,

I am all impatience to hear of your fate
since the old confounder of right and wrong
has turned you out of place, by his journey to
answer his indictment at the bar of the other
world.* He will find the practice of the court
so different from the practice in which he has
years been thoroughly hackneyed,

for 80 man}
that his friends, if he had any connections
truly of that kind, which I rather doubt, may
well tremble for his sake. His chicane, his
left-handed wisdom, which stood so firmly by
him, to such good purpose, here, like other

tributed to the Cornhill Magazine, has the following
comments: —*“In June we find him back in Mauch
line, a famous man. There the Armour family greeted
him with a ‘ mean servile compliance,” which increased
his former disgust.  Jean was not less compliant ; a
second time the poor girl submitted to the fascin
ation of the man whom she did not love, and whom
she had so cruelly insulted little more than a year
ago; and though Burns took advantage of her weak
ness, it was in the ugliest and most cynieal spirit,
and with a heart absolutely indifferent.  Judge of
this by a letter, written some twenty days after his
return ; a letter, to my mind, among the most degrad-
ing of the collection ; a letter which seems to have
been Inspired by a boastful libertine bagman. ‘1 am
afraid,” it goes, ‘1 have almost ruined one source, the
principal one indeed, of my former happiness —that
eternal propensity 1 have to fall in love. My heart
no more glows with feverish rapture. 1 have no para
disaleal evening interviews, Even the process of
‘hattering’ [Burns elsewhere speaks of * battering
himself into a passion ') has failed him, you perceive
Still he had some one in his eye; a lady, if you please,
with ‘a fine figure and elegant manners,” and who
had ‘seen the politest quarters in Europe, After
giving the rest of this paragraph Mr. Stevenson adds :

“1 avow a carnal longing after this transcription
to buffet the Old Hawk about the ears. There is
little question that to this lady he must have repeated
his addresses, and that he was by her (Miss Chalmers)
eventually, though not at all unkindly, re

3 An allusion to the recent death of the lawyer in
whose office Richmond had been employed as a clerk.

ed




66

ity turn king's evidence, and then the devil's

bagpiper will touch him off ** Bundle and go!"

If he has left you any legacy, I beg your

pardon for all this; if not, | know you will
swear to every word I said about him.

I have lately been rambling over by Dum-
barton and Inverary, and running a drunken
race on the side of Loch Lomond with a wild

Highlandman;! his horse, which had never

known the ornaments of iron or leather, zig-
zagged across before my old spavin'd hunter,
whose name is Jenny Geddes, and down came
the Highlandman, horse and all, and down
came Jenny and my bardship; so | have got
such a skinful of bruises and wounds, that I
shall be at least four weeks before | dare
venture on my journey to Edinburgh.

Not one new thing under the sun has hap-
pened in Mauchline since you left it. | hope
this will find you as comfortably situated as
formerly, or, if heaven pleases, more so; but
at all events, I trust you will let me know of
course how matters stand with you, well or ill.
"Tis but poor consolation to tell the world
when matters go wrong; but you know very
well your connection and mine stands on a
different footing.

I am ever, my dear friend, yours,

R B

TO ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ., AYR

MAUCHLINE [14th July, 17587)
MY HONOURED FRIEND,

The melancholy occasion of the foregoing
poem ? affects not only individuals but a
country. That | have lost a friend, is but
repeating after Caledonia.  This copy, rather
an incorreet one, | heg you will aceept till |
have an opportunity in person, which | expect
to have on Tuesday first, of assuring you how
sincerely | ever am, honoured Sir, your oft
obliged,

R. B
MR. HAMILTON'S OFPIOR, Saturday Evening |

! This frolie, with its disastrons result, is more
fully described in the previous letter

2 The “Elegy on the Death of Sir James Hunter
Blair
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accomplices in rfobhcry and plu{ulcr, will, an TO MR. PETER HILL, EDINBURGH.
the piratical business is blown, in all probabil-

MAUCHLINE, 19th July, 1787.
DEAR SIR,

I have just got a letter from Seot the hook-
‘hintlrr, where he tells me he needs a little
money at present. | have written him to call
on you; and | beg you will pay him his
account, or give him part-payment as you sce
‘ Ibl'nlwr,

When Mr. Creech returns, I beg you will
let me know by first convenient post. | am,
dear Sir, your very humble servant,

R B

TO ROBERT AINSLIE.

MAUCHLINE, 23d July, 1787,
MY DEAR AINSLIE,

There is one thing for which 1 set great
store by you as a friend, and it is this, that |
have not a friend upon earth, besides yourself,
to whom | can talk nonsense without forfeit-
ing some degree of his esteem. * Now, to one
like me, who never cares for speaking any
thing else but nonsense, such a friend as you
is an invaluable treasure, | was never a
rogue, but have been a fool all my life; and,
in spite of all my endeavours, | see now plainly
that | shall never he wise. Now it rejoices
my heart to have met with such a fellow as

[ you, who, though you are not just such a hope-

[ less fool ax I, yet | trust you will never listen
%0 much to the temptations of the devil as to
grow so very wise that you will in the least
disrespect an honest fellow because he i a
fool.  In short, | have set you down as the
staff of my old age, when the whole list of my
friends will, after a decent share of pity, have

| forgot me

Though in the morn come sturt and strife,
Yet joy may come at noon;

And 1 hope to live a merry merry life
When a' thir days are done thes

Write me soon, were it but @ew lines just

| ; )
[ to tell me how that good sagacious man, your

father,® s, — that kind dainty body, your
mother,—that strapping chiel, your brother
Douglas - and my friend Rachel, who is ax far

3 The members of this family are hriefly sketehed
in Burns's Border Tour,  Bee vol. i, p. 176
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before Rachel of old as she was hefore her
blear-cyed sister Leah.

R. B.

[This letter should have been followed by the
poet's famous autobiographical letter to Dr.
John Moore, dated Mauchline, 2nd August,
1787.  As it ix only nominally a letter, how-
ever, being really a sketch of the writer's life
up to the date of writing, we have given it
immediately after Lockhart's Life in vol. i.]

TO MR. ARCHIBALD LAWRIE.

EpINBURGH, 14th August, 1787,
MY DEAR SIR,

Here am | that is all | can tell yvou of
that unaccountable being, myself. What |
am doing no mortal ean tell; what I am think-
ing, | myself cannot tell; what | am usually
saying, is not worth telling. The clock is
just striking one, two, three, four, — —, —,
. i , twelve, forenoon; and here |
sit in the attic story, alias the garret, with a
friend on the right ‘hand of my standish
a friend whose kindness | shall largely experi-
ence at the end of this line — there — thank you

a friend my dear Mr. Lawrie, whose kind-
ness often makes me blush; a friend who has
more of the milk of human kindness than
all the human race put together, and what is
highly to his honour, peculiarly a friend to
the friendless as often as they come in his way;
in short, Nir, he is, without the least alloy, a
universal philanthropist; and his much heloved
name is a bottle of good old Port! In a
week, if whim and weather serve, | shall set
out for the north —a tour to the Highlands,

I ate some Newhaven broth, in other words,
hoiled mussels, with Mr. Farquhar's family,
t'other day.  Now | see you prick up your
cars.  They are all well, and Mademoiselle ix
particularly well.  She begs her respeets to
vou all; along with which please present those
of your humble servant. | ean no more. |
have so high a veneration, or rather idolatris-
ation, for the clerie character, that-even a little
vel fuisse Priestling, in his
Pynna, pennae, pennae, &e., throws an awe
over my mind in his presence, and shortens
my sentences into single ideas
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Farewell, and belicve me to be ever, my
dear Bir, yours,

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE, :\I'\'.

BERRYWELL, DUNSE

EDINBURGH, 23d August, 1757

As | gned up to Dunse,
To warp a pickle yarn,
Robin, silly besdy,
He gat me wi’ haim

From henceforth, my dear Sir, | am deter-
mined to set off with my letters like the
]'1‘I'ilN|i1‘.’I| writers, viz., prefix a Kkind of text,
quoted from some classic of undoubted autho-
rity, such as the author of the immortal* piece
of which my text is a part.  What | have to
say on my text ix exhausted in chatter | wrote
you the other day, before | had the pleasure
of receiving yours from Inverleithen; and sure
never was anything more lucky, as | have but
the time to write this, that Mr. Nicol on the

opposite side of the table takes to correct a

proof sheet of a the They are gabbling
Latin 8o loud that | eannot hear what my own
soul is stying in my own skull, so must just
give you a matter-of-fact sentence or two, and
end, if time permit, with a verse de rei gener-
atione,

To.morrow | leave Edinburgh in a chaise:!
Nicol thinks it more comfortable than horse-
back, to which | say Amen; so Jenny Geddes

[ goes home to Ayrshire, to use a phrase of my
mother's, ““wi' her finger in her mouth

Now for a modest verse of classical antho
rity:

The cats like kitchen ?
The dogs like bhroo; 8

The lasses like the lads weel
And th' anld wives too

CHORUS
And we're a noddin,
Nid, nid, newldin
We're a' noddin’ fon at ¢'on

If this does not please you, let me hear from
you: if you write any time hefore the first of

' The poet was just about to start on his Highland
[ tour, particulars of which will be fonnd in vol |
# Anything eaten with bread, as beef, fish, ‘cheese
&c
| Broth, soup, or the like
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September, direct to Inverness, to be left at
the post-office till called for; the next week at
Aberdeen; the next at Edinburgh.

The sheet is done, and | shall just conclude
with assuring. you that I am, and ever with
pride shall be, my dear Sir, yours, &e.

(all your boy what you think proper, only
interject Burns.  What say you to a scripture
name; for instance, Zimri Burns Ainslie, or
Achitophel, &ec., &e.; look your Bible for these
two heroes. If you do this, I will repay the

compliment.!
R. B.

TO ST. JAMES'S LODGE, TARBOLTON.

EDINBURGH, 23d Aug. 1787,
MEN AND BRETHREN,

I am truly sorry it is not in my power to
be at your quarterly meeting. If | must be
absent in body, believe me | shall be present
in spirit. | suppose those who owe us monies,
by bill or otherwise, will appear | mean
those we summoned. If you please, [ wish
you would delay prosecuting defaulters till |
come home. The court is up, and 1 will be
home before it sits down. In the meantime,
to take a note of who appear, and who do not,
of our faulty debtors, will be right in my
humble opinion; and those who confess debt
and erave days, | think we should spare them.
Farewell!

! Judging from the tone of this letter we are in-
clined to doubt whether Burns was in all respects
the best of friends for such a young man as Ainslie,
on whose illegitimate son he here desires his name to
be bestowed. The following statement of Robert
Chambers's does not tend to lessen this doubt. * Dur
Ing this very month, while preparing for a tour amongst
the nobles of the land, he was assalled with a repetition
of the legal proceedings which had sent him into hiding
a twelvemonth before, though regarding a different
person—a fact substantiated beyond doubt by a docu-
ment, dated the 15th of Angust, libérating him from
the restraints of a writ in weditatione fuge. This
document he had himself preserved, and probably
carried about with him for sometime, so that it had
boen liable to be used as a plece of spare paper for
memoranda of his own. Most characteristically it
contains, seribbled with a pencil in his own hand, a
couple of verses of an old indecorously comical song.”
With such #h illustrious and case-hardened fellow-
sinner as Burns for his friend, it seems hardly likely
that Alnslie would be troubled with any very serfous
** compunctious visitings * for his errors.

Within your dear mansion may wayward Contention,
And withered Envy ne'er enter;
May Secrecy round be the mystical hound,
And Brotherly Love be the centre,
R. B

To THE FREE MASONS OF 8T, JAMES LobGE,
care of I1. MANSON, TARBOLTON,

TO MR. ROBERT MUIR.

STIRLING, 20th August, 1787,
MY DEAR SIR,

I intended to have written you from Edin-
burgh, and now write you from Stirling to
make an excuse. Here am |, on my way to
Inverness, with a truly original, but very
worthy man, a Mr. Nicol, one of the masters
of the High-school in Edinburgh. | left Auld
Reekie yesterday morning, and have passed,
besides by -excursions, Linlithgow, Borrow.
stounness, Falkirk, and here am | undoubtedly.
This morning | knelt at the tomb of Sir John
the Graham, the gallant friend of the immortal
Wallace; and two hours ago | said a fervent
prayer for old Caledonia over the hole in a
blue whinstone, where Robert d¢ Bruce fixed
his royal standard on the Manksof Bannock
Burn; and just now, fronf-Stirling Castle,? |
have seen by the setting sun the glorious pro-
spect of the windings of Forth through the

2 Stirling and its eastle are of great but unknown
antiquity.  The latter was an important fortress in
the days of Bruce, when it was besleged by Edward
L In person, and reduced with great diiculty.  Dur-
ing the reigns of *“ the Jameses " it was the favourite
soat of Scottish royalty. In a room which still exists,
James 1L, in 1452, stabbed the Earl of Douglas with
his own hand, from rage at his refusing to give up a
league which he had formed against the government.
James 111 eregted a parliament-hall and a chapel
royal, the former of which still remains. James V.
wis reared in this castle, under the care of 8ir David
Lyndsay, and, in mature life, added to the former
building the still-existing palace, a building of rather
fantastic architecture, deseribedghelow.  Queen Mary
also spent a portion of her )--xlul years in Stirling

castle.  Her son, James VI, » was baptized here,
resided in the palace, with his preceptor, Buchanan,
during the whole of his minprity. Seated on a lofty
mass of basalt, in the centre of a wide plain, with an
ample river flowing beneath, and an amphitheatre of
magnificent hills in the distance, Stirling Castle has
an attraction for the lovers of the picturesque such
as few places in Scotland ean hoast of.  About three
miles almost directly south from Stirling is the site
of the hattle of Bannockburn, fought, Monday, June
24th, 1514
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rich carse of Stirling, and skirting the equally
rich carse of Falkirk. The crops are very
strong, but so very late that there is no harvest,
except a ridge or two perhaps in ten miles, all
the way | have travelled from Edinburgh.

I left Andrew Bruce!and family all well,
I will be at least three weeks in making my

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

tour, as | shall return by the coast, and have |

many people to eall for,

My best compliments to Charles [Samson],
our dear kinsman and fellow-saint; and Messrs,
W. and H. Parkers. | hope Hughoe [Parker)
is going on and prospering with God and Miss
M ‘Causlin.

If | could think on any thing sprightly, |
should let you hear every other post; but,
dull, matter-of-fact business like this serawl,
the less and seldomer one writes, the hetter.

Among other matters-of-fact | shall add this,
that | am and ever shall be, my dear Sir, your

obliged,

R B

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.

STIRLING, 25th August, 1787
MY DEAR SIR,

Here am | on my way to Inverness. |

Falkirk and Stirling, and am delighted with
their appearance: richly waving erops of wheat,
harley, &
in one or two places, an 8ld-wife's ridge

, but no harvest at all yet, except

Yesterday morning | rode from this town up

the meandering Devon's banks, to pay my
respeets to some Ayrshire folks at Harvieston
After break fast, we made a party to go and see
the famous Caudron-linn, a remarkable caseade
in the Devon, about five miles above Har
vieston; and after spending one of the most
pleasant days | ever had in my life, | returned
to Stirling in the evening.? They ane a family

' A shopkeeper on the North Briilge, Edinburgh,
to whom Burns on his arrival in the city requested
his letters to he addressed. He was probably a
native of Kilmarnock

LA second excursion to Harvieston which Burns
made In October 1787, in company with Dr. Adair,

eve him a better introduction to the well-known |

serfes of natural curiosities which mark the course
of the little river Devon, in Clackmannanshire. Dy
Adair's account of this trip with the poet is given in
VOL. IV,

09

Sir, though I had not had any prior tie; though
they had not been the brother and sisters of a

| certain generous friend of mine, | would never

forget them. | am told you have not seen
them these several years, so you ean have very
little idea of what these young folks are now.
Your brother? is as tall as you are, but slender
rather than otherwise; and | have the satisfac-
tion to inform you that he is getting the hetter
of those consumptive symptoms which I sup-
pose you know were threatening him. His
make, and particularly his manner, resemble
(I put
in the word still, to please Mrs. Hamilton.)

you, but he will still have a finer face.

Good sense, modesty, and at the same time a
just idea of that respect that man owes to
man, and has a right in his turn to exact, are
striking features in his character; and, what
with me is the Alpha and the Omega, he has
a heart that might adorn the breast of a poet!
Grace has a good figure, and the look of health
and cheerfulness, but nothing else remarkable
in her person. | searcely ever saw so striking
a likeness as is between her and your little
Beenie; the mouth and chin particularly.
She is reserved at first; but as we grew better
acquainted, | was delighted with the native
frankness of her manner, and the sterling

sense of her observation.  Of Charlotte | can-

- ‘| ak in e ter [ admiration: she
have rambled over the rich: fertile carses of | B0 3P¢ ik in common terms of admiration: she

ix not only ln';m‘lil'lll but lovely Her form is
elegant; her features not regular, but they
have the smile of sweetness and the settled
complaceney of good nature in the highest
degree; angd her complexion, now that she has
happily recovered her wonted health, is equal
to Miss Burnet's \fter the exercises of our
riding to the Falls; Charlotte was exactly Dr.

Donne’s mistress:
Her pure and eloguent blood

Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinetly wrought,
t say her body thought.

Ihat one would alnw

the appendix to Lockhart's Life in vol. i. of this work.,
As elsewhere explained, Harvieston was the resi
dence of relatives and connections of Gavin Hampilton
(see vol. il pp. 251 282).  Burns has sung of the i
in several of his poems, especially those bheginning,
“ How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon,
and, * Fairest mald on Devon's banks, erystal Devon,
winding Devon The scenery of the Caldron Linn
and the Rumbling Bridge is celebrated throughout
Seotland

' Half-brother was the real relationship

von
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Her eyes are fascinating; at once expressive
of good sense, tenderness, and a noble mind.

I do not give you all this account, my good
Sir, to flatter you. [ 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 about you. | had to describe the little
ones with the minuteness of anatomy. They
were highly delighted when [ told them that
John ! was so good a boy, and so fine ascholar,
and that Willie ? was going on still very pretty:
but | have it in commission to tell her from
them that beauty is a poor silly bauble with-
out she be good. Miss Chalmers | had left

in Edinburgh, but I had the pleasure of mee
ing with Mrs. Chalmers, only Lady Mackenzie®
being rather a little alarmingly ill of a sore
throat somewhat marred our enjoyment.

I shall not be in Ayrshire for four weeks
My most respectful compliments to Mrs,
Hamilton, Miss Kennedy,* and Dr. Mac
kenzie. [ shall probably write him from some
stage or other.

I am ever, Sir, yours most gratefully,

R. B

TO MR. JAMES BURNESS, (

MONTROSE

INVERNESS, 4th Scept, 1787
DEAR COUSIN,

I wrote you from Edinburgh that I intended
being north. 1 shall be in Stonehive * some-
time on Monday the 10th inst., and | beg the
favour of you to meet me there, [ under-

stand there is but one inn yt.uu hive, 8o yon
cannot miss me \s | a®®in the country |

certainly shall see any of my father’s relations

H
that are any way near my road; but 1 do not

1 This is the *“ wee eurlie John,” mentioned in the
“ Dedieation to Gavin Hamilton

* Wilhelmina Hamilton (then nine years old), after
wards wife of the Rev. John Tod of Mauchline

3 A danghter of Mrs. Chalmers, and therefore a
sisterf Miss (Peggy) Chalmers, Burns's friend and
corrggpondent,

4 MSter of Mrs. Gavin Hamilton

5 Ktonchaven.  Burns's spelling is a compromis
between the correct and the local pronumciation
Steenhive

even know their names, or where one of them
lives, so I hope you will meet me and be my
guide.  Farewell! till 1 have the pleasure of
meeting you.®

| am ever, dear Sir, yours,

TO WILLIAM INGLIS,

INVERNESS

ETTLES HOTEL, Tuesday Evening
Mr. Burns presents his most respeetful com-
pliments to Mr. Inglis,— would have waited
on him with the enclosed,” but is jaded to
death with the fatigue of the day’s journey
won't leave Inverness till Thursday morning

TO MR. JOSIATT WALKER,

BLAIR OF ATHOLE®

INVERNESS, 6th Sept. 1787
MY DEAR SIR,

I have just time to write the foregoing,’
ind to tell vou that it was, at least the most
part of it, the effusion of a half-hour | spent

at Bruar I do not mean it was extempore, for
I have endeavoured to brush it up as well as
Mr. Nicol's chat and Y||l'.|-~ ging of the chaise

would allow It eases my heart a good deal,

as rhyme is the coin with which a poet pays

his debts of honour or gratitude What | owe

S It will be seen from the poet’s jonrnal (published
in the Appendix to Lockhart's Life) that Mr. Burne
met his now famous cousin as requested and intro
duced him to several of his relatives

"This was a letter of introduction to Mr. Inglis
(then provost of the burgh) from the poet's fricwd
CColonel ” William Dunbar, W.N

Mr. Josiah Walker was at this time tutor in the
family of the Duke of Athole. He had formed th
nequaintance of Burns in l-lluinn’:h where he and
the poet met frequently at Dr. Blacklock s, Professor
Stewart's, and other houses. In 1815 he was nominated
throngh the interest of the Athole family, Prof v
of Humanity (Latin) in the University of Glasgow
He died in 1881, He was anthor of a poem entitled
The Defence of Order,” published about the hegin
ning of the present century, which was severely
handled in the Edinburgh Review; and of a life of
Burns, published in Morison's edition of the poct's
works (Edin. 1511, 2 vols), which is no less severely
handled by Professor Wilson, in the
panying the present edition

Viz. the  Humble Petition of Broar Water

ARIY  HCCOm
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to the noble family of Athole, of the first kind,
| shall ever proudly boast; what | owe of the
last, 5o help me God in my hour of neeil! |
shall never forget.

The *“little angel-band ! 1 declare | prayed
for them very sincerely to-day at the Fall of
Fvers. | shall never forget the fine family-
picee 1 saw at Blair; the amiable, the truly
noble duchess, with her smiling little seraph
in her lap, at the head of the table: the lovely
‘olive plants,” as the Hebrew bard finely says,
round the happy mother: the beauntiful Mrs,
Grahame ; # the lovely, sweet Miss Catheart,®
&e. | wish I had the powers of Guido to do
them justice! My Lord Duke's kKind hospital
ity markedly kind indeed Mr. Graham of
Fintrav's charms of conversation Sir W
Murray's friendship In short, the recollee
tion of all that polite,

agreeable  company

raises an honest glow in my hosom

To MR JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE

[ FOWNFIELD [MONTROSE, 13 Sept. 1757)
/ six o'clock mornin
MY DEAR COUSIN,

Mr. Nicol and Mr. Carnegie have taken
some freak in their head, and have wakened
me just now with the rattling of the chaise to
carry me to meet them at Craigie to go on our
journey some other road, and breakfast by the
way. | must go, which makes me very sorry
I beg my kindest, best compliments to your
wife and all the good friends | saw vesternight
Write me to Edinburgh in this week with a
direction for your nephew in Glasgow Direet
to me ecare of Mr. Creech, Edinburgh—1 am

ever, my dear Cousing — Yours truly,

The “little angel-band * consisted of Lady Char
lotte Murray, aged twelve, afterwards Lady Menzic
of Castle Menzieg; Lady Amelin, aged seven, afte
wards Viscountess Strathallan; and Lady Elizaheth
e infant of five months, afterwards Lady Macgrego
Murray of Lanrick

Mrs. Grahame and Miss Catheart were danghters
of Lord Catheart, and sisters of the Duchess of Athole
Ihe whole of the three fair sisters went to the Csilent
Iand * evelt before their short-lived  enlogist I'he
hushand of the first-mentioned lady was General
I w o tirnhame, the hero of Barrosa, afterwards
ereated a peer by the title oF Lord Lynedoch

RESPONDENCE. 7

TO MR, GILBERT BURNS,
R
kY

Epixsurran, 17th Sept. 1787
MY DEAR Sn

I arrived here safe vesterday evening, after
a tour of twenty-two davs! and travelling near
six hundred miles, windings included My
farthest streteh was about ten miles beyond
Inverness. | went through the heart of the
Highlands by Criefl; Taymouth, the famqus
seat of Lord Breadalbane, down the Tay,

among caseades and druidieal eireles of stones

y
to Dunkeld, a seat of the Duke of Athole;
thence across Tay, and up one of his tributary
streams to Blair of Athole, another of the
duke's seats, where | had the honour of spend-
ing nearly two days with his grace and family:
thence many miles through a wild country
among cliffs grey with eternal snows and
gloomy savage glens, till | erossed Spey and
went down the stream throngh Strathspey, so
famous in Seottish musie; Badenoch, &e. till
I reached Grant Castle, where | spent half a
day with Sir James Grant and family ; and
then erossed the country for Fort George, but
cafled by the way at Cawdor, the ancient seat
of Macbeth; there | saw the identical bed in
which tradition savs king Duncan was mur-
dered; fastly, from Fort George to Inverness,

| returned by the coast, through Nairn, Forres,
i s0 on to Aberdeen, thenee to Stonchive,
where James Burness, from Montrose, met me
hy appointment I spent two days among
our relations; and found onr aunts, Jean and
Isabel, still alive, and hale ol women.' John
Caird, though born the same vear with our
father, walks as vigorously as | can: they have
had several letters from his son in New York
William Brand is likewise a stout old fellow:
but further particulars I delay till 1 see you,
which will be in two or three weeks The
rest of my stages are not worth rehearsing ;
warm as | was for Ossian’s country, where |
had seen his very grave, what eared 1 for fish
ing towns or fertile earses? | slept at the
famons Brodie of Brodie’s one night, and dined

at Gordon Castle next dav, with the dnke,

Thi naturally enongh remarks Robert Cham
hers, “appears a singnlar term for Ban to have

|
| employed in addressing his brother, bt so it is in

the oviginal manuseript
tAs to the Kincardinshire relatives of the poet see
Pateow ol Ancestry of Ban vol. i p. 170
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&

duchess, and family. I am thinking to cause
my old mare to meet me, by means of John
onald, 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. [ have been trying for a berth for
William, but am not likely to be successful.
Farewell.

R. B.
TO MR. JAMES BURNESS, MONTROSE.
EDINBURGH, 19th Sept. 1787.

MY DEAR SIF,"

I send you along with this nine copies®

which you will transmit as marked on the |

blank leaves. The one to Lord Gardenstone
you will transmit as soon as possible. Your
hints about young Hudson 1 shall carefully
remember when [ call for him.

Anything you send me, direct to the care
of Mr. Andrew Bruce, Merchant, Bridge St.,
Edinburgh, but I #wm_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.
SIR

I have been on a tour through the High-
lands, and arrived in town but the other day,
80 could not wait on you at Dalswinton about
the latter end of August, as I had promised
and intended.?

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.
2"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.

| pay his debts of gratitude.

‘ prohibits the most distant instance of ungrate-
| ful disrespect. 1 am informed you do not
come to town for a month still, and \\'illiin
[ that time I shall certainly wait on you, as by

[ this time I suppose you will have settled your

scheme with respect to your farms,
. . J
My journey through the Highlands was

perfectly inspiring, and I hope I have laid in
[ shall

make no apology for sending the enclosed : it

| a good stock of poetical ideas from it.

is a small but grateful tribute to the memory
of our common countryman.®>—I have the
honour to be, with the most grateful sincerity,
Sir, your mosf obliged humble servant,

R. B.

P.S.—I have added another poem,* 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

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 T unfortunately miss you at Dalswinton,
perhapg’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 gratéfil 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 [ have the honour to be again, Sir, your
obliged humble servant,

R. B.

TO WILLIAM NICOL, EDINBURGH.

AUCHTERTYRE, Monday, [15th Oct. 1787).
MY DEAR SIR, .
I find myself very comfortable here, neither

oppressed by ceremony, nor mortified by

3 The “Elegy on the Death of Sir James Hunter
Blair.” Sir James, like Mr. Miller and the poet, was
a native of Ayrshire, hence the 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 called at Mr. Ramsay’s of
Auchtertyre as 1 came up the country, and
am 80 delighted with him that I shall certainly
accept of his invitation to spend a day or two
with him as I return.? I leave this place on
Wednesday or Thursday.

Make my kind compliments to Mr. and
Mrs. Cruikshank and Mrs. Nicol, if shé is
returned.

[ am ever, dear Sir, your dceply indebted,

R.\B.

TO WILLIAM CRUIKSHANK,3

ST. JAMES'S SQUARE, EDINBURGH.

AUCHTERTYRE, Monday, [15th Oct. 1787].

I have nothing, my dear Sir, to write to
you, but that 1 feel myself exceedingly com-
fortably situated in this good family: just
notice enough to make me casy but not to
embarrass me.
at the foot of the Ochill-hills, with Mr. Tait
of Herveyston and Mr. Johnston of Ala, but

[ was storm-staid two days

was 8o well pleased that 1 shall certainly
spend a‘day on the banks of the Devon as I

1 The short and pleasant visit here alluded to was
one he paid to Sir William Muarray of Ochtertyre, in

Strathearn, Perthshire, whom the bard had met at.

Blair-Athole 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 Balmerino, on the Tower Hill in 1746.
Among the jnmates 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
scaring some Water Fowl in Loch-Turit

2 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. He 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.

3 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.

return. I leave this place I suppose on Wed-
nesday, and shall devote a day to Mr. Ramsay
at Auchtertyre, near .\'tirling: a man to whose
worth I cannot do justige. My respectful
kind compliments to Mrs. Cruikshank, and
my dear little Jeanic,* and if you see Mr.
Masterton, please remember me to him.
I am ever, my dear Sir, &ec.,
R. B.

TO PATRICK #ILLER, ESQ,

DALSWINTON.

EDINBURGH, 20th October, 1787.

SIR,

[ 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. 1
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.
In 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 asmall 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 casier
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
The banks of the

Nith are as sweet poetic ground as any I ever

joining personal industry.

saw ; and besides, Sir, 'tis but justice to the
feelings of my own heart, and the opinion of
my best friends, to say that I would wish to
call you landlord sooner than any landed
gentleman I know. These are my views and
wishes; and 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. I have the honour
to be, Sir, your obliged humble servant,
Rosr. Bunns.

4 The “ Very Young Lady " to whom he addressed
some verses, and of whom he sung, under the name
of “The Rose-bud.”
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TO JAMES HOY, ESQ.,

GORDON CASTLE.

EDINBURGH, 30th October, 1787.
SIR,

[ 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.!
May that obstinate son of Latin prose [Nicol]
be curst to Scotch mile periods, and damned

to seven league paragraphs; while declension

and 1'nll_ill'.:;lliull, 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 elaim
I have to your acquaintance, by the following
request. An engraver, James Johnson, in
Edinburgh, has, not from mercenary views,
but from an-_honest Scotch enthusiasm, set
about collecting all our native songs and set-
ting them to music; particularly those that
have never beén set before.  Clarke, the well-
known musgfcian, presides over the musical
arrangement, and Drs. Beattie and lil;u‘khg-k.
Mr. Tytder of Woodhouselee, and your hunible
servant to the utmost of lis small power, assist
in collecting the old poetry, or #ometimes 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 bardship, I suppose
will 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, that-the names of s0o many of the authors
of our pld Scottish songs, names almost forgot-
[ do not well know
I rather write at you;

ten, Avill be inserted.
where to write to you
but if you will be so obliging, immediately on

1 Bee note to p. 225, vol. ii., where a description of
Gordon Castle is given, and also an account of the
cause which hurried Burus from its hospitable roof.

receipt of this, as to write me a few lines, |
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, &e; The price to subscribers 5s. ;
to non-subscribers 6s. He will have three
numbers I conjecture.

My direction for two ag three weeks will be
at Mr. William Cruikshank’s, St. James's
[ am, Sir,

Square, New Town, Edinbur

yours to command,

TO REV. JOHN SKINNER.?

EDINBURGH [October 26th, 1787].
REVEREND AND VENERABLE SIR,

Accept, in plain dull prose, my most sincere
thanks for the best poctical compliment 1 ever

2 Mr. Hoy replied to the above letter in the follow

ing terms:
“ Gorpon CAsTLE, Oct. 31st, 1757
“Sir:

“If you were not sensible of your fault as well as
of your loss, in leaving this place so suddenly, I
should condemn you to starve upon eauld kail for ae
towmont at legst; and as for Dick Latine [Mr. Nicol],
your travelling companion, without banning him w¢
@’ the curses contained in your letter (which he'll no
value a bawbee) I should give him nought but Stra’-
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 be the production of Dr. Beattie. I sent
a copy of it, by her grace's desire, to a Mrs. M‘Pher
soen in Badenoch, who sings ‘Morag’ and all other
Gaelic songs in great perfection. ‘T 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 verses, some of the
writers of whith 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 sincercly,
“JaMmEs 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 Badenyon,” and some others greatly

”

V4
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received.. 1 assure you, Sir, as a poet, you
have conjured up #n airy demon of vanity in
my fancy, which the best abilities in your

other capacity would be ill able 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 he would
have willingly gone twenty out of his way to see him.
His 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 BURNSY,
BY THE
REV. JOHN SKINNER.

O happy hour for evermair,
That led my chill up Cha'mer's! stair, son
And gae him, what he values sair, 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 T could na gie 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. far

Sae proud’s T am that ye hae heard

0" my attempts to be a Bard,

And think my muse nae that ill-fawrd ill-favoured
Seil o' your face!

I wad na wiss for mair reward wish

blessing

Than your good grace.

Your bonny heukie, line by line little ook
I've read, and think it freely fine;
Indeed I winna ca’t divine, will not
As others might;
For that, ye ken, frae pen like mine,
Wad no be right.

But, by my sang, T dinna wonner, do not wonder

That ye've admirers, mony hun’'er,

Let gowkit fleeps pretend to skunner  stupid creatures
And tak offence; [loathe

Ye've nacthing said that lenks like blun'er lovks

To fowk o' sense.

Your pauky ““ Dream " has humowur in't, sly "

L never saw the like in print; v

The Birth-day Laurit durst na mint
As ye hae dane;

And yet there's nae a single hint
Can be ill ta'en.

insinuate

1 David Chalmers, the printer of the Aberdeen Journal, in
whose house Burus met his correspondent’s chill (son), Bishop
Skinuer

{
regret, and while I live I shall rv:n\, that
when I was in the north, 1 had not the pleasure
of paying a younger brother’s dutiful respect
to the auther of the best “Scotch song-ever
Your ““ Maillie,” and your guid ““ Auld Mare,”

And ““ Hallow-even's” funny cheer;
There's nane that reads them, far nor near,

But reezes Robie, praises
And thinks them as diverting gear matter
As Yorick’s Tobie.

But, O! 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
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, but's a' the 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 sae justly due you:
And but a Plowman! Sall I trow you? belicve

Gin it be sae, if
A miracle I will avow you, /
Deny't wha may ! P4

Sae what avails a leash o’ lair, freedom of learning
Thro' seven lang years, and some guid mair; 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 haud 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 me
T'o 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 see,
Sall gar me draw. shall make
odd week
holy book

And may be twa, some ¢rrow ouk

I'hat I can spare frae haly beuk,
(For that's my hobby,)

I'll slip awa’ to some by-neuk, -nook
And crack wi’ Robie, chat

An hour or sae by hook %(r crook,

Wad ye but only crack again,

Just what ye like, in ony 8train,

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 hame ye spier, ask

Whare I hae heft near fifty year, dwelt
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Scotland saw—¢“Tullochgorum’s my delight!”
The world may think slightly of the craft of
song-making, 4 they please, but{ as Job says
—“(Q that mine adversary had written a

"T'will 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;
I dinna covet to be reez'd

For this feel lilt; foolish piece of rhyme.

refused
praised,

But feel or wise, gin ye be pleas'd, if
Ye're welcome till't. to it
Sae, canty Plowman, fare ye weel; jolly
Lord bless ye lang wi’ bhe and heil, having and health
And keep you aye the Honest chiel fellow
That ye fiae been;
Syne lift you to a better biel then shelter
Whan this is deen! done

POSTSCRIPT. A
This auld Scots muse I've courted Mnu,
And spar’d nae pains to win heg;

Dowf tho' I be in rustic sang, ( dull
I'm no a late beginner. |
But now auld age taks dowie tl\rns, sad

Yet troth, as I'm a sinner,
I'll aye be fond of ROBIE BURNS,
While I can sign
JOHN SKINNER.
LinsuARrT, Sept. 25th, 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 soon after became assistant to the
schoolmaster of Monymusk. Here it was that, gn-
joying in the house of Monymusk every :ul\:mt:n“m-
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 years of age, he went to Shetland, to act as pre-
ceptor in the family of Mr. Sinclair of Houss and
Scalloway, where he remained ahout 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 numeraus

i»nuk!” —let them try. There is a certain
knmcllnin;: in the old Scoteh songs, a wild hap-
];‘: 1ess of thought and expression, which pecu-
liay marks them, not only from English
songs, but also from the modern efforts of
wn):-\\'ri;_'hls, in our native manner and lan-
guage. The only remains of this enchantment,
these spells of the imagination, rest with you.

OQur true brother, Ross of Lochlee," was like-

congregation, answering, almost literally, to Gold-
smith's description of the village preacher

A man he was to all the coumiftry dear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a year;

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,
Nor e'er bad 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 insurrection,

of 1745-6 brought upon the Scottish Episcopal com
munion. A military party came to his house when
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 onefoc-
casion he was seized, and imprisoned in the jajl of
Aberdeen for six months, for preaching to more than
four persons, that being then an offence on the part
of any Episcopal clergyman. For many years, W
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
within doors, and allow the rest to overhear him, as
they pest might, through the open doors and win-
dows. Long before the close of his own professional

career his eldest son had become the bishop of his

diocese, and a son of that gentleman had also 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 1799, 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 adicu
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 if his chair, after
dining happily with three
dants. He was buried at Longside, where a hand
some monument has been erected to him.  His mis

zenerations of his descen

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 Feclesiasti
cal History of Scotland, and of various theological
works, one of which attracted the praise of Bishop
Sherlock.

1 Alexander Ross, schoolmaster, Lochlee, Forfar
shire, author of the narrative poem * Helenore, or
the Fortunate Shepherdess,” and the songs, the ** Rock
and the wee pigkle Tow,” *“*Woo'd and Married an
a'," &c.
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wise ‘““owre cannie”—a “wild warlock”

but now he 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 sons of Caledonian
song. The world, busy in low prosaic pursuits,
may overlook most of us; but ‘“‘reverence fhy-
.‘"Iti”

lenge the jury.

The world is not our peers, so we chal-
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
ver in this town has set about collecting

eng
and publishing all the Scotch songs, with the
musie, that can be found. Songs in the English
language, if by Scotchmen, are admitted, but
the music must all be Scotch.  Drs. Beattie
and Blacklock are lending a hand, and the

first musician in town presides over that

department. 1 have been absolutely erazed
about it, collecting old stanzas; and every in-

formation remaining respecting their origin,
1 Mr. Skinner's answer to the above was as follows:
Lixsuart, November 14th, 1787

Sin,

Your kind letter, without date, but of post-mark
October 26th, 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 but 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.
I 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 appears single, as it were, and neither cramped
nor supported by acquisition, T will always sustain
the justice of its prior claim to applause. A small
portion of taste, this way, I have had almost from
childhood, especially in the old Scottish dialect, and
it is as old a thing as I remember, my fondness for
“Christ's-kirk on the green,” which T 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 heyond my expecta-
tions, and contrary to my intentions, at the same
time that I hope there is nothing to be found in them

pu———

authors, &c. &e. ThiMgast 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
Badenyon,” and ‘“ Ewie wi’ the Crookit Horn,”
I was determined,

”»

go in this second number.
before I got your letter, to write you, begging
that you 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.” half of Scotland

already give your songs to other authors.

One

Paper is done. 1 beg to hear from you; the
sooner the better, as I leave Edinburgh in a
fortnight or three weeks.—I am, with the
warmest sincerity, Sir, your obliged humble
servant,

R. B.!

uncharacteristic, or unbecoming the cloth, which 1
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 1 could wish, and you, perhaps, ex-
pect. My daughters, who are my only intelligencers,
are all fo familiate, 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 nobhle
friend, the duchess, has, I am told, heard of it. Tt
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
I have heard
said to be done by the Cathglic priest, Geddes, and
which hit my taste much.

There is another humorous thing,

\ 2>
There was a wee wifickie, was coming-#riie the fair,

Had gotten a little drapikie, which bred her meikle care;
It took upo’ the wifie's heart, and she be

an to spue,
And quo’ the wee wifiekie, * I wish I binna 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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TO MISS MARGARET CHALMERS.!

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 n11111hvr‘.\|-<-mul41‘
You will sce a small\gttempt on a shred of
paper in the book; but $hough Dr. Blacklock
commended it very highly, 1 am not just
gatisfied 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 cpistle yesternight

work you have in hand, and which I wish all success
to. You have only to notify your mind, and what
you want of the above shall be 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, 1 am incline d 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 be never more minded: whereas, from a pen like |

yours, as lwin‘?&np of the many, what comes will be
admired. Admiration will produce regard, and re-
gard will leave ap impression, especially when ex-
ample goes along.

Now binna saying I'm ill-bred, be not
Else, by my troth, I'll no be glad;
For cadgers, ye have heard it said,
And sic like fry, such
Maun aye be harlin’ in their trade,
And sae maun I. i

must always be dragging

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,

ok JOHN SKINNER.

I Afterwards Mrs. Lewis Hay, but ahout this period
one of the inmates of the home of Mr. Johy Tait of
Harvieston, twice visited by Burns in the afitupn of
1787. Previous to this date, however, the §0Get had
made her acquaintance in Edinburgh. The present
is the first of Burns's letters to this young lady 80 §ar
as is known, but probably one or more preceded it.

2 Miss Charlotte Hamilton, cousin of Miss Chalmers,
also a resident at Harvieston. See letter to Gavin
Hamilton, 28th August, 1787, with notes.

3 Of the Scots Musical Musewn.

from the old, vencrable author of *Tulloch-
gorum,”’ ““ John of Badenyon,” &c. | suppose
you know he is a clergyman. 1t is by far the
finest poetic compliment I ever got. 1 will
send you a copy of it. t

I 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 Il}"c-
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-
.l'vr-qu:hhin;' gravity of phiz! What sage
remarks on the good-for-nothing sons and
daughters of indiscretion and feMy{ And
what frugal lessons, as we straiféned the fire-
side circle, on the uses of the Tml\'(‘l‘ 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 her out to Harvie-
ston, but all in vain. My rhetoric scems
quite to have lost its effect on the lovely half
of mankind.
is a ““tale of other years.”—In my conscience

I have seen the day—but this

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 T regard the starry sky in a frosty
December night. I admire the beauty of the
Creator’s workmanship; 1 am charmed with
the wild but graceful eccentricity of their
motions, and—wish them good night. I mean
this with respect to a certain passion dont j'ai
eu Uhonneur d’étre un misérable esclave: 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 outlgst the heavensand the carth.

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES CANDLISH, GLASGOW.

JEDINBURGH, Nov. 1787,
MY DEAR FRIEND,

If once I were gone from this scene of hurry
and dissipation, I promise myself the pleasure
of that correspondence being renewed which

has been so long broken. At present I have

Y
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time for nothing. Dissipation and business

engross every moment. | am engaged in
assisting an honest Scotch enthusiast,! a friend

of mine, who is an engraver, and has taken it

into his head to publish a collection of all our,

songs set to music, of which the ‘'words and
music are done by Scotsmen. This, you will

easily guess, is an undertaking exactly to my

taste. I have collected, begged, borrowed,
and.gtolen, all the songs 1 coyld meet with.
“ l'nmfw.\".\ Ghost,” words anfl music,? I beg
from you immediately, to go into his second

I shall

show you the first number when 1 see you in

number: the first is already published.

Gilasgow, 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.

Direet to me at Mr. W. Cruikshank’s, St.
James's Square, New Town, Edinburgh.

. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP OF DUNLOD,

DUNLOP HOUSE, STEWARTON,

EvINBURGH, 4th Nov, 1787,
MADAM,

I will bear the reproaches aof my conscience
respecting this letter no longer. I was in-
debted to you some time ago for a l\lud. long
letter (your letters the longer the better), and
in the other day I heard from you, enclos-
ing a very friendly letter from Dr. Moore. 1

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 least worth two groats;
consequently you would haye .been a great
gainer, as you are £o benevolent as to bestow
yogr epistolary correspondence on me (I am
.\m* 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; but as I shall soon be at my weonted
leisure and rural occupation, if any remark on

what I have read or seen, or any new rhyme

1.Johnson, the publisher of the Musical Musewn.

2 “Pompey’s Ghost"” was a ditty which is said hy
Mr. Scott Douglas to have appeared in a standard
collection, entitled The Blackbird, published in 1764.

if the prosccution which I hear the

I may twist, that is worth while—if such a
letter, Madam, can give a person of your rank,
information, and abilities any entprtainment,
you shall have i with all my heart and soul.
It I'u|llil'<'~ no common exertion of good

[ense 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, :_l” mankind; nor do | know more than
one instance of a man who fully and truly
e, and all the

regards ““all the world as a st

men and women merely players,” and who
(the dancing-school bow excepted) only values
these players the dramatis personwe; who
build cities, and who rear hedges; who go¥m
provinees, or superintend flocks, merely as
they act their parts.  For the honour of Ayr-
shire, this man is Professor Dugald Stewart of
Catrine. To him I might perhaps add another
instance, a Popish Bishop, Geddes;? 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
Clerie character I%ever saw was a Roman
Catholie.

[ could ill endure those surly curbs of
““Chaos and old night "—those ghostly heasts
of prey who foul the hallowed grougd of
but,

Religion with their nocturnal prowling# ;

chean

fanatics are projecting against my learned and

truly worthy friend, Dr. M‘Gill,* 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.

[ expect to leave Edinburgh in eight or ten
days, and shall certainly do myself the honour
of calling at Dunlop House as [ return to Ayr-
shire.—I have the hopour to be, Madam, your
obliged humble servant,

R. B.

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. 1780,

4 In regard to this reverend gentleman (whose
name also ogenrs in the “Twa Herds") sce note to
the poem the “ Kirk's Alarm,” vol. iii.
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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 your kind letter, but a mixed im-
pulse of gratitude and esteem whispered to me

that I ought to send you something by way of
return.  When a poet owes anything, particu-
larly when he is indebted for good offices, the

1 The following sketch of Mr. Hoy's life and char-
acter is from the pen of Dr. Carruthers of Inver-
1ess:

“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, angd simplicity
of manners, he was not unlike Dominie 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 be a steady sedate lad, had him educated, accor
ding to his parents’ wishes, for the dissenting church.
Lord Ailmore becoming blind, young Hoy was en

gaged to be his reader and companion. Even at this |
early period he must have discovered considerable
signs of scientific genius, for he had an offer to go to
Ireland with Banks 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 bearings round
Gordon Castle, that Mr. Hoy was recommended to
the duke, and scarcely any other situation could have
been 8o admirably calculated to promote his own
happiness; for, as his whole enjoyment was in books,
80 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 peruse
the npmerous books of miscellgneous information
which were continually appearin became Mr. Hoy's
business to devote his forenoon » reading them as
they arrived ; and then he wa abled, as they sat

ey

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 gratefal thanks: my return 1 intended
should Rave been one or two pogtic bagatelles
which the world have not seen, or, perhaps,
for obvious reasons, cannot sce. These I shall
send you before I 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 I should
look upon as a peculiar obligation.

The duke’s song,? independent totally of his

téte a téte over their bottle of claret together after
dinner, to fill 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 heavenly 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
sceking 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 hae

When Burns was at Gordon Castle he was particu
larly delighted with Hoy's blunt manner, and perhaps
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 had 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 dramatist:

0 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 Museumn.
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dukeship, charms me. There is I know not
what of wildchappiness of thought and expres-
sion peculiarly beautiful in the old Scottish
song style, of which his Grace, old venerable
Skinner, the author of “Tullochgorum,” &e.,
and the late Ross, at Lochlee, of true Scottish
poetic memory, are the only modern instances
that I recollect, since Ramsay with his con-
temporaries, and poor Bob Fergusson went to
the world of deathless existence and truly im-
mortal song. The mob of mankind, that
many-headed beast, would laugh at so serious
a speech about an old song; but, as Job says,
€0 that mine adversary had written a book?”
Those who think that composing a Scotch song
is a trifling business—Ilet them try it.

I wish my 4ord Duke would pay a proper
attention m-’o Christian admonition—¢‘ Hide
not your candle under a bushel,” but ‘“Let
your light shine befo¥e men.” I could name
half a dozen dukes that I guess are a devilish
deal worse employed ; nay, I question if there
are half a dozen better: perhaps thw‘v are not
half that scanty number whom Hegven has
favoured with the tuneful, happy, and, I will
say, glorious gift.

I am, dear Sir, your obliged humble servant,

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

EDINBURGH, 6th November, 1787,

MY DEAR MADAM,

[ just now have read yours. The poetic
compliments [ 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 I
have said.  Besides, | 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 abo%e 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 [ am scldom out in my
conjectures); and yon may believe me, my dear
madam, I would not run any risk of M ting
you by any ill-judged compliment. [ wish t

show to the world the odds between a poet’s
friends and those of simple prosemgn. More
for your information, both the piéces go in.
One of them, ‘“ Where braving angry winter’s
storms,” is already set,—the tune is Nejl
Gow's Lamentation for Abercairney,; the other!
is to be set to an old Highland air in Daniel
Dow’s collection of ancient Scots music; the
name is “Ha g Chaillich air mo Dheith.”
My treacherous memory has forgot every cir-
cumstance about Les Ineas; only I think you
mentioned them as being in Creech’s posses-
sion. [ shall ask him about it. I am afraid
the song of ¢ Somebody " will come too late
as [ 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.

[ 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. O selfishness! he owns, in his
sober mnnu-n}s, 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, crucl 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 nlr_im't of their purse-
]ll'ullll 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 with an aged woman ;
She bade me cheer up my heart,
For the best o' my days was comin’.?

1 “My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form.” See vol.
ii. pp. 232, 233.

2 This old rhyme, Lockhart tells us, was a great
favourite with the poet. He is said to have often
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This day will decide my affairs with 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 but himself
That hideous sight—a naked human heart.

Farewell ! remember me to Charlotte.

R. B.

TO MISS MARGARET CHALMERS.

EDINBURGH, [18th 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), I am determined, if‘1
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
ipStance of my unfathomable, incomprehen-
sible wisdom. Talking of Charlotte, I must |
tell her that I have, to the best of my power,
paid her a poetic compliment now completed.!
The air is admirable : true old Highland. It
was the tune of a Gaelie 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. T 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. 1 won’t say the poetry is first |
rate; though I am convineced it is very well;
and, what is not always the case with compli-
ments to ladies; it is not only &ncere, but just.

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

EDINBURGH, Nov. 21, 1787,
I have one vexatious fault to the kindly

welcome, well-filled sheet which T owe to your

repeated it to himself on his first journey to Edin
burgh. Glenap is in the south of Ayrshire.

1 This was the song ‘‘ How pleasant the banks of
the clear winding Devon.” See vol. ii. page 231.
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and Charlotte’s goodness—it contains too much
sense, sentiment, and gbtod spelling. It is
impossible that even you two, whom I declare
to my God | will give credit for any degree of
excellence the sex are capable of attaining, it
is impossible you can go on to correspond at
that rate; so, like those who, Shenstone says,
retire because they have made a good speech,
I shall, after a few letters, hear no more of
you. [ 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, nonsense; or to fyl
up a corner, ¢’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,
[ have found at last two girls who can be lux-
uriantly happy in their own 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 1 want

to be thought a wise man—I would fondly be
generous, and I wish to be rich.  After all, I
“Some folk

hac a hantle [good many] o’ fauts, and 1'm,but

am afraid 1T am a lost subject.

a ne’er-do-weel.”
Afternoon.—To close the melancholy re-
flections at the end of last sheet, 1 shall just
.‘Nlll a ]vit‘t'c' uf !]n'\'ulinll. |‘nlllll|<>lll_\' klln\\ll in
Carrick by the title of the “ Wabster’s grace:”
Some say we're thieves, and e’en sae are we,
Some say we lie, and e'en sae do we!
Gude forgie us, and I hope sae will He!
——Up and to your looms, lads.

TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ.,

EDINBURGH.

EDINBURGH, Surday morning,
Nov. 25, 1787

I beg, my dear Sir, you would not make .

any appointment to takc¥ to Mr. Ainslie’s ?
to-night.  On looking over my engagements,
constitution, present state of my health, some

2 This Mr. Ainslic 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 |
I shall be in to- |

day till one o’clock if you have a leisure hour. |

|

can’t sup abroad to-night.

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 |
blue-devilism, 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 are so to

me. [ tell you this just now in the conviction

that some inequalities in my temper and man- |
|

ner may perhaps sometimes make you suspect
that I am not so warmly as | ought to be your

‘
friend,

R. B.

TO MR. BEUGO," ENGRAVER,

PRINCES STREET.

ST. JAMES'S SQUARE, Tuesday Even

(27th Nov. 1787).

MY DEAR SIR,
A certain sourfaced acquaintance called
“(ilauber’s Salts” hindegs me from my lesson |
to-night.  To-morrow night 1 will not fail.

RoBr. BUuRNs.

TO MISS MABANE.?

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, |
hanging over the future letter, all for the im-

portant purpose of writing a complimentary
card to accompany your trinket. £
Compliment is such a miserable Hrwlﬂ:nnl

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 poct
and engraver were taking evening lessons in Latin
or French together.

v # Afterwards Mrs. Colonel Wright. Where or how
the poet formed the acquaintance of this lady it is |
now impossible to say. The letter first appeared in
Stewart's Collection of the Clarinda Letters (Glasgow
1802).

[
| the |>III“I'.
[ am getting slowly better.

expression, lies at such a chilly polar distance
from the torrid zone of my constitution, that
I cannot for the very soul of me, use it to any
person for whom I 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, 1 can
give myself the pleasure of calling on you only
for a minute. Tuesday evening, some time
about seven or after, 1 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].

I 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

quadruple alliance” to guarantee

formed a
I got my fall on Saturday, and

I have taken tooth and nail to the Bible, and
am got through the five books of Moses, and
half way in Joshua.
IYIHlk‘
ordered him to get me an octavo Bible in

[t is really a glorious

I sent for my book-binder to-day, and

sheets, the best paper and print in town, and
bind l’ with all the elegance of his craft.

I would give my best song to my worst
enemy—I mean the merit of making it—to
have you and Charlotte by me. You are
angelic creatures, and would pour oil and wine
into my wounded spirit.

[ inclose you a proof copy of the ‘ Banks

of the Devon,” 3 which present with my best

wishes to Charlotte. The ‘“Ochil-hills”#* you
3 See vol. ii. p. 231.
tThe song 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!

R. B.

TO MR. FRANCIS HOWDEN,'

JEWELLER, PARLIAMENT SQUARE

SQUARE, No. 2, Attic Storey
[Dec. 1787].

ST. JAMES

The bearer of this will deliver you a small
shade? 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. It 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 | as often neglected :

Leuk twice or{ere] you loup [leap] ance.

Let me conjure, you my friend, by the bended
bow of Cupid—Dby 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 pmy, of, dear Sir, your humble ser-

vant,
R. B.

1This 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 OF THE
LORD PRESIDENT.

December, 1787,

The inclosed poem was written in conge-
quence of your suggestion, last time I had/the
pleasure of secing you. It cost me an/hour
or two of next morning’s sleep, but ddd not
please me; m.h‘]:x)' 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 are 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, gnd, 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,

HARVIE

EDINBURGH, 19th Dec. 1787,

[ begin this letter in answer to yours of the
17th current, which is not yet cold since I
read it. The atmosphere of my soul is vastly
clearer than when I wrote you last.  For the
first time, yesterday I crossed the room on
crutches. It would do your heart good to see
my bardship, 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 ll'.‘lllm'l'lhi 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 [my path that meagre,

i'his gentleman wds an advocate at the Scottish
ba the time Burns resided in Edinburgh, and a
member of the club called *“The Crochallan Fencibles,”
to which the poet also belonged, and of which we
have spokén 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 October,
1811, leaving behind him the character of an able
lawyer, an upright judge, and at the same time a
very convivial companion. The verses will be found
in vol. ii. 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 buffetings many a hard-laboured
day already, and still my motto is—I DARE!
My worst enemy is moi méme. 1 lic so mis-
erably open to the inroads and incursions of a
mischievous, light-armed, well-mounted ban-
ditti, under the banners of Imagination, Whim,
Caprice, and Passion; and the heavy-armed
veteran regulars of Wisdom, Prudence, and
Forethought move so very, very slow, that I
am almost in a state of perpetual warfare, and,
alas! frequent defeat. There are 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.!

R. B.

TO MR. RICHARD BROWN,?

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

14 ¢Come, stubborn pride and unshrinking resolu-
lution, accompany me through this, to me, miserable
world!" In such language did thig 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 ¢he
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 and torpid sensuality. ‘There are
only two creatures that 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

kindness to you since those days in which we
met in the vale of misery; as I can honestly
v, that I never knew a man who more truly
deserved it, or to whom my heart more truly

8

wished it. 1 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 s8it dumb, nor yet cast out!”

[ 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 the
steady, affectionate husband, and the fond care-
ful parent. For ‘me, I am just the same wills
o’-wisp being I used tobe.  About the first and
fourth quarters of the moon, I generally set in
for the trade wind of wisdom; but about thé
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
who has wit and wisdom more murderously

conversation, on the subject of the intercourse of the
sexes, first corrupted his young feelings (though

not a wish without enjoyment; the other has neither | Brown is said to have demurred a little to this last

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 being 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
ScorT.

2This 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

VOL. IV.

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.

3 Mrs. M‘Lehose (Clarinda), who was, however,
familiarly speaking, a “grass” widow. See Intro-
duction to the Correspondence with Clarinda, vol.
iv.

54
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fatal than the assassinating stiletto of the
Sicilian banditti, or the poisoned arrow of the
My highland dirk, that used
to hang beside my crutches, I have gravely

savage African.

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.

tou !
Adieu! R B

TO MRS.'DUNLOP.?
EDINBURGH, Jan. 21st, 1788.
After six weeks’ confinement, I am
beginning to walk across the room.
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, God 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, T 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.

2 “This is one of the hest amongst a whole series
of eloquent hypochondriasm,” -JEFFREY

[ ing resolution, accompany 1
They | . 2
7 | to me, miserable world !

mised me upon his honour that I should have
the account on Monday; but this is Tuesday,
and yet I 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 wish that I were dead, but I'm no like
todie!” I had lately ‘“a hair-breadth ’seape
in th’ imminent deadly breach” of love too.
Thank my stars 1 got oft’ heart-whole, ‘‘waur
fleyed [worse frightened] than hurt.” —Inter-
ruption.
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through this,
Yo/ must not desert
me.  Your friendship I thin§l I can count on,
though I should date my lett 1\~ from a march-
ing regiment. Early in life, pujd all my life, I

reckoned on a recruiting drfim| as my forlorn

hope. Seriously, though, lJfe at present pre-

sents me with but a melangcholy\path; but

d T shall

struggle on. \

my limb will soon be sgund,

- \

EDINBURGH, [January), 178

My LoRrp,
[ know your Lordship will disapprove of n\l\
ideas in a request I am going to mike to you ;"
but [ have weighed, long and seriougly weighed,

my situation, my hopes, and turn ¢f mind, and
I

am fully fixed to myscheme, if l(r:m possibly

effectuate it. I wish to get intq the Excise ;/

terest wil
iterest W

asly procure me the grant from thécomfnis-

[ am told that your Lordship's

sioners; and your Lordship’s patronage and

3 Cunningham suggests that this sudden and alarm-
ing ‘““hint " was a rumour of Creech's insolvency; but
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.
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 frm is but a wretched lease,
but I think he will probably weather out the

You have likewise

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, | 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, are my views: I have re-
solved from the maturest deliberation; and
now | am fixed, I shall leave no stone unturned
Your
Lordship's patronage is the strength of my

to carry my resolve into execution.

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. 1 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; but 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.!
R. B.

1In reference to this letter Lockhart remarks: “Tt
would be hard to think that this letter was coldly or
negligently received ; on the contrary, we know that
Burns’s gratitude to Lord Glencairn lasted as long as
his life. But the excise appoingtment which he coveted
was not procured by any exertion of this poble patron’s
influence. Mr. Alexander Wood communi-
cated the state of the poet's case to Mr. Graham of
Fintry, one of the commissioners of excise, who had
met Burns at the Duke of Athole's in the autumn,
and who immediately had the p&et's name put on
the roll.” 1In regard to Lord Glencairn we have al-
ready given some particulars in a note on the poet's
fine “ Lament " for this nobleman in vol. iii. He was
the fourteenth who bore the title, to which he acceded
in 1775. In 1780 he p)mmuu- of the Scottish repre-
entative peers, but he deems to have done nqthing

/

( N
J

TO ROBERT GRAHAM,

OF FINTRY.

ESQ.,

[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

You know, |

dare say, of an application I lately made to

I now solicit your patronage.

your Board to be admitted an officer of Excise.
I 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, 1 dare engage for;
but with any thing like business, except
manual labour, T am totally unacquainted.

I had intended to have closed my late ap-
pearance on the stage of life, in the character
of a country farmer; but, 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.

I 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 of remembrancge, 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
earl was succeeded by his brother, who died in 1796,
since which time the 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 foes admire?

See vol. ii. p. 206.
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till T 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.
R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

EDINBURGH, Feb, 12th, 1788,
Some things in your late letters hurt me:
not that youw say them, but that you mistake
me. Religion, my honoured Madam, has not
only been all my life my chief dependence but
my dearest enjoyment. 1 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.!

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. 1 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,
[ 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

1 Mr. Skinner’s letter, to which this 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. Cruikshank, of the high-school here,
and gaid to be one of the best Latins 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.
[ 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.

MY DEAR FRIEND,

Lreceived yours with the greatest pleasure.
[ 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 Mauchline; and name a day and
place in Ayrshire, within a fortnight from this
date, where 1 may meet you. I only stay a
fortnight in Ayrshire, and return to Edin-
burgh. I am ever, my dearest friend, yours,

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

EDINBURGH, SBunday, 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

2 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-style
suitable to my feelings. You will conde
me for the next step I have taken. 1
entered into the Excise. 1 stay in the ’wcst,
about three weeks, and then return to Edin-
burgh for six weeks’ instructions; afterwards,
for I get employ instantly, 1 go.ow i plait @
Dicw et mon Roi. T have chosen this, my
dear friend, after mature-deliberation. The
question is not at what door of Fortune’s Palace
shall we enter in; but what doors does she open

to us? 1 was not likely to get anyphing to

do. 1 wanted un but, which is a «
an unhappy situation.

ngerous,
I got this yithout any
hanging on, or mortifying solicitftion. It is
immediate bread, and, thod®h poor in com-
parison of the last eighteen months of my
existence, 'tis luxury imreomparison of all my
preceding life: besides, the Commissioners
are some of them my acquatatances, and all
of them my firm friends.

'Y R. B.

TO MRS. ROSE OF KILRAVOCK.!
EDINBURGH, Feb. 17th, 1788.
MADAM,
Youare much indebted tosome indispensable
business I have had on my hands, otherwise
1 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

“Gordon Castle, he was hurried away from this place

by his stubborn companion, Mr. Nicol. The following
letter to the poet from thie elder Mrs. Rose of Kilravock
is alike admirable for its spirit, good sense, and kind
feeling.

“Bir:

“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
80 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 Kildrummie! 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 sodifferent 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. 1 wish I could transeribe, or
rather transfuse into language, the glow of my
heart when [ 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 adored 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.

*“k 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 believe that ‘friendship will
maintain the ground she has occupied, in both our
hearts,” in spite of ahsence, 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 coprse of your fame, so splendidly com-
menced. Any ¢ommunications of the progress of
your muse will be received with great gratitude, and
the fire of your genius will have power to warm even
us frozen sis ,rJ<x( 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 pm-ms,':iml some of us singing your songs, and
my little Hugh looking at your picture, and you'll
seldom be 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 anxicties—your present enjoy-
ments—yourdear little angel,! the prideof your
hopes:—my aged friend,? venerable in worth
and years, whose loyalty and other virtues will
strongly entitle her to the support of the
Almighty Spirit here, and his peculiar favour
in a happier state of existence. You cannot
imagine, Madam, how much such feelings
delight me; they are 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-
_graph, 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,® that first of
men, has promised to transmit it by the first
opportunity.

I 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 Kildrummie,* 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 acglaintance
for the same period; but, as the .\1&(& Paul
says, ‘““this I ask of grace, not of debt.” 1
have the honour to be, Madam, &ec.

R. B.

1 Hugh Rose, afterwards twentieth laird of Kilra-
vock.

2 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 Kilravock,
mentioned in the poet's notes of his tour.

TO RICHARD BROWN.

MOSSGIEL, 24th Feb. 1788.
MY DEAR SIR,

I cannot get the proper direction for my
friend in Jamaica, but the following will do:
To Mr. Jo, Hutchinson,at Jo. Brownrigg’s, Ksq.,
care of Mr-Benjanitn Henriquez, merchant,
Orange-street, Kinjston. 1 arrived here, at
my brother’s, only yésterday, after fighting my
way through Paisley/and Kilmarnock, against
those old powerful 1'+cs of mine, the devil, the
world, and the flesh\—so terrible in the fields
of dissipation. I have.met with-few incidents
in my life which gave me so mych pleasure as
meeting you in Glasgow. There is atime of
life beyond which we cannot form a tie wearth
the name of friendship. O youth! enchant-
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
I 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 neist 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.

T& MR. WILLIAM CRUICKSHANK.

MAUCHLINE, March 3d, 1788.
MY DEAR SIR,

Apologies for not writing are 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.

[ 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. TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ.

I should return my thanks for your- —
hospitality (I Ieave a blank for the epithet, as
| know none can do it justice) to a poor, way-
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, 8o I pass over it in silence. 1 am
just returned from visiting Mr. Miller’s farm.
The friend whom I told you I would take with
me ! 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. I have the two plans of life before
me; I shall balance them to the best of my
judgment; and fix on the most eligible. |
have written Mr. Miller, and shall wait on him
when I 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.
these
except Mr. Ainslie, whom | intend writing to
to-morrow, I will not write at all to Edinburgh
till I xeturn to it.

[ only

mention ideas to you; and, indeed,

I would send my compli-

ments to Mr. Nicol, but he would be hurt if

he knew I wrote to anybody and not todrim:
#0 | shall only beg my best, kindest, kindest
compliments to my worthy hostess; and the
sweet little Rose-bud.?

So soon as | am settled in the routine of life,
cither as an Excise-officer, or as a farmer, 1
propose myself great pleasure from a regular

correspondence with the only man almost 1

JpYer saw who joined the most attentive pru-
dence with the warmest generosity.

I am much interested for that best of men,
Mr. Wood; I hope he is in better health and
spirits than whdh 1 saw him last. T am ever,

my dearest friend, your obliged, humble ser-

vant, R. B.

1'This was Johin Tennant of Glenconner, father of
the James Tennant to whom one of the poet’s poetical
epistles is addressed, beginning ** Auld comrade dear,’
His visit in company with
this old friend is mentioned in next letter, as also in
one to Robert Muir on following ps ’

&ec., see vol. iii. p

2 His correspondent’s daughter, Miss Jenny Cruick-
shank, heroine of the song, ““ A Rose-bud by my early
walk.”

Joy unspeakable and full of glory.

MAUCHLINE, 3d March, 1785.%
MY DEAR FRIEND,

I am just returned from Mr. Miller’s farm.
My old friend whom I took with me was highly
pleased with the bargain, and advised me to
accept of it.  He 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
On the whole, if I find
Mr. Miller in the same favourable dis

the most cligible.
sition
as when I saw him last, I shall in all prdbabil-
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 : T have recon-
ciled her to her fate: I have reconciled her to
her mother: I 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
But—as
| :ll\\u_\s am on C\(‘I".\ occasion | Il:l\'t' 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 had not, neither during
She did all this

0! what a peace-

my life nor after my death.
like a good girl, and
maker is &e., &e. . . .
I shall be in Edinburgh the middle of next
week. My farming ideas I shall keep private
till 1 see.
day, and she tells me she has got no letter of
Tell her that

from Glasgow, from Kilmarnock, from Mauch-

I gota letter from Clarinda yester-

mine but one. I wrote to her
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 I suppose.

Your faithful friend,
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TO RICHARD BROWN.

MAUCHLINE, 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. Ihave been look-
ing at farms, and, after all, perhaps I may
settle in the charactery ofya farmer. 1 have
got 8o 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 ap honest passion, er native instinet,
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. I 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. [ am gratified with your kind in-
quiries after her; as, after all, 1 may say with
Othello
Excellent wretch!
Perdition catch my soul, but I do love thee!
I go for I‘]llinhur\gh on Monday. Yours,

) R. B.
4
/

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MOSSGIEL, 7th March, 1788.

MADAM,

The last paragraph in yours of the 30th
February affected me most, so I shall bhegin
my answer where you ended your letter.! That
I am often a sinner with any little wit I have,

11n that letter, according to Dr. Currie, Mrs. Dunlop

intimated that she had been informed that the poet
had ridiculed her.

I do confess: but I have taxed my recollection
to no purpose, to find out when it was 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, I cannot endure it in others.
You, my honoured friend, who cannot appear
in any light but you are sure of being respect-
able—you can afford to pass by an oceasion 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-
lmriwl !

I am highly flattered by the news you tell
me of Coila.? | may say to the fair painter
who does me so much honour, as Dr. Beattie
says to Ross the poet of his muse Scota, from
which, by the bye, 1 took the idea of Coila
('tis a poem of Beattie’s in the Scottish dialect,
which perhaps you have never scen):

Ye shake your head, but o my feg faith
Ye've set Auld Scota on her legs :
Lang had she lien wi' beffs and flegs, blows frights
Bumbaz'd and dizzie, stupefied
Her fiddle wanted strings and pegs,
Wae's me, poor hizzie. wench
R. B.

To MR, ROBERT MUIR.

MOSSGIEL, 7th March, 1788,
DEAR SIR,

I have partly changed my ideas, my dear
friend, since I saw you. [ took old Glen-
conner with me to Mr. Miller’s farm, and he
was 80 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. |
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. 111, vol. ii.
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despatch my business and reach Glasgow by
night. When I 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 I hope to scttle with some
credityand comfort at home, there was not any
friepdship or friendly correspondence that pro-
mised me more pleasure than yours; I hope I
will not be disappointed. I trust the spring
will renew your shattered frame, and make
your friends happy.! 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.

But 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 tales! 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 his 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 are 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 are
equally in the dark.

Those copies of mine you have on hand:
please send ten of them to Mr. John Ballantine
of the Bank 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.”"—Scots Magazine

TO [MR. WILLIAM NICOIL,

EDINBURGH?] 2

MAUCHLINE, 7th March, 1788.
MY DEAR SIR,

My life, since 1 saw you last, has been one
continued hurry; that savage hospitality which
knocks a man down with strong liquors, is the
devil. I have a sore warfare in this world :
the devil, the world, and the flesh, are three
formidable foes. The first 1 gencrally try to
fly from; the second, alas! generally flies 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, I shall commence
farmer at Whitsunday.? If farming do not
appear eligible, I shall have recourse to my
other shift; but this to a friend.

[ set out for Edinburgh on Monday morn-
ing; how long 1 stay there is uncertain, but
you will know so soon as I can inform you
myself.  However, 1 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,

I am, my dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R. B.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

EpINBURGH, March 14th, 1788.

I 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 six

| |

2 The address of this letter h!& 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 same information.
Mr. Scott Douglas suggests Nicol, Dunbar, Cleghorn,
or Alexander Cunningham, giving the preference to
the first, with some degree of probability.

3 The lease of Ellisland was signed on the 13th
March, 1788.
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miles above Dumfries. 1 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 discharged 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
I have incorporated into a life-guard. T trust
in Dr. Johnson's observation, *“ Where much

is attempted, something is done.” Firmness,
hoth in sufferance and exertion, is a character
I 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.! is ailing a good deal this
winter, and begged me to remember her to
time 1 wrote to you. Surely

you the first
woman, amiable woman, is often made in vain.
Too delicately 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.

[ am monstrously to blame, my dear Sir, in
not writing to you, and sending you the Direc-
tory. I have been getting my tack extended,
as | have taken a farm; and I have been rack-

ing shop accounts with Mt Creech, both of |

which, together with watching, fatigue, and a
load of care almost too heavy for my shoulders,
have in some degree actually Yevered me. 1
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, but not now. This is

1 Miss Kennedy, who was a sister of Gavin Hamil-
ton, and who, notwithstanding the 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-
fries-shire, where many perplexing arrange-
ments await me. 1| am vexed about the Di-
rectory ; but, my dear Sir, forgive me: these
cight days 1 have been positively crazed.
My compliments to Mrs. B. I shall write to
you at Grenada.—I am ever, my dearest friend,
yours,

R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT CLEGHORN.?2

MAUCHLINE, 31st March, 1788.

Yesterday, my dear Sir, as I was riding
through a tract of melancholy, joyless muirs,
between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being Sun-
day, 1 turned my thoughts to psalms, and
hymns, and spiritual songs; and your favourite
air, ““Captain O’Kean,” coming at length into
my head, I tried these words to it.  You will
see that the first part of the tune must be re-
peated.
The small birds rejoice in the green leaves returning,

&c.

[“The Chevalier's Lament,” vol. ii. p. 249.]

[ am tolerably pleased with these verses,
but as I have only a sketch of the tune, 1
leave it with 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
i to the verses sent him was adopted, and an additional
stanza was written, which now forms the second of
“The Chevalier's Lament."”

s “Baveuron Mirws, April 27th, 1788,

SIR,
““T was favoured with your very kind letter of the

31st ult., and 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
Suppose it should be 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
person of her great-great-great grandson ?

‘“Any skill T have in country business you may
truly command. Situation, soil, customs of coun-

tries, may vary from each other; but Farmer Atten-
| tion is agggod farmer in every place. Mrs. Cleghorn
| joins me in best compliments. 1 am, in the most
comprehensive sense of the word, your very sincere

friend,
‘“ ROBERT CLEGHORN."
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I am so 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?]!

MoOSSGIEL, Friday Morning.
SIR,

The language of refusal is to me the most
difficult language on earth, and you are the
[only] man of the world, excepting one of Rt.
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 80 large a scale, even for a brother, is what
I 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; | shall incur the displeasure of

a gentleman for whom 1 have the highest
respect, and to whom [ am deeply obliged.

[ am ever, Sir, your obliged and very hum-
ble servant,

R. B.

I The 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 Burns obtained asettlement 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 £600 which he received. After this
advance, the security mentioned in the letter would
not, it is thought, be required.

TO MISS CHALMERS.

MAUCHLINE, Tth April, 1788.
I am indebted to you and Miss Nimmo 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 [ 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 worth.

I am going on a good deal progressive in
mon grand but, the sober science of life. |
have lately made some sacrifices, for which,
were [ vivd voce with you to paint the situa-
tion and recount the circumstances, you would
applaud me.2

R. B.

TO MR. WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.8.,3

EDINBURGH.

MAUCHLINE, 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 sits 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 1 have taken is forty miles from this

place, hiring servants and preparing matters;
but most of all, I am earnestly busy to bring
about a revolution in my own mind.—As, till
within these eighteen months, 1 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 dissipatioh have
cnervated my mind to an alarming degree.
Skill in the sober science of life is my most

serious and hourly study. 1 have dropt all

2 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.

3 See p. b8.
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conversation and all reading (prose reading)
but what tends in some way or other to my
gerious aim.  Except one worthy young fellow,
I have not one single correspondent in Edin-
burgh. You have indeed kindly made'me an
offer of that kind. The world of wits, and
gens comme il faut which 1 lately left, and
with whom I never again will intimately mix,

from that port, Sir, I expect your Gazette :
what les beaur esprits are saying, what they
are 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 I appeal from
your wit and taste to your friendship and good
The first would be my favourite tri-
bunal, where I defied censure; but the last,

nature.

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.

I trust that this will find you in better health
than I did last time I called for you. A few
lines from you, directed to me, at Mauchline,
were it but to let me know how you are, 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,

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHLINE, 28th April, 1788,
MADAM,

Your powers of reprehension must be great
indeed, as I assure you they made my heart
ache with penitential pangs, even though I
was really not guilty. As I commence farmer
at Whitsunday, you will easily guess I must

be pretty busy; but that is not all.  As I got
the offer of the Excise business without solici-
tation, and as it cost me only six wecks’ 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—I thought five-and-thirty
pounds a-year 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 @p.

For this reason I am at present attending
these instructions, to have them completed
Still, Madam, I prepared
with the sincerest pleasure to meet you at the

before Whitsunday.

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, &ec.
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 see, Madam, the truth of the French
maxim, le vrai n'est pas towjours le vrai-sem-
blable ;
and was something so like the language of an

your last was so full of expostulation,

offended friend, that I began to tremble for a
correspondence, which 1 had with grateful
]»lﬁslm; set down as one of the greatest enjoy-
ments of my future life.

Your books have delighted me: Virgil,
Pryden, and Tasso were all equally strangers
to me; but of this more at large in my next.

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES SMITH,!

AVON PRINTFIELD, LINLITHGOW.

MAUCHLINE, April 28th, 1788,

Beware of your Strasburgh, my good Sir!
L.ook on this as the opening of a correspon-
dence, like the opening of a twenty-four gun
battery ! A

There is no understanding a man properly,
without knowing something- of his previous
ideas; that is to say, if the man has any ideas;

1 The poet's old 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, 1-26—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 see what a lamp
I have hung up to lighten your paths, when
you are idle enough to explore the combinations
and relations of my ideas. ’'Tis now as plain
as a pike-staff, why a twenty-four gun battery
was a metaphor I could readily employ.

Now for business.—1I intend to present Mrs.
Burns with a printed shawl, an article of which
| dare say you have variety: 'tis my first pre-
sent to her since I 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
rows;”

a ‘‘beginning of sor-
[ will write you till your eyes ache
reading nonsense.

Mrs. Burns ('tis only her private designa-
tion) begs her best compliments to you.

* R. B.

TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART.

MAUCHLINE, 3d May, 1788.
SIR,

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
ho be, most truly, Sir, your much indebted
humble servant,

.[ R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHLINE, 4th May, 1788.
MADAM,

Dryden’s Virgil has delighted me. 1 do not
know whether the critics will agree with me,
but the Georgics are 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 Georgicsy 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 Aneid.
Faultless correctness may please, and does
highly please, the lettered critic: but to that
awful character I 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
If I had
the Odyssey by me, I could parallel many
passages where Virgil has evidently copied,
but by no means improved, Homer.

instances, a servile copier of Homer.

Nor can
[ think there is anything of this owing to the

translators; for, from everything I have seen
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of Dryden, I think him, in genius and fluency
of language, Pope’s master. [ 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.!

MoOSSGIEL, 4th May, 1788.
DEAR UNCLE,

This, I 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 smuy-
gling 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 Nith, and in imita-
tion of the old patriarchs, get men-servants
and maid-servants, and flocks and herds, and
beget sons and daughters.

Your obedient Nephew,

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER,

EDINBURGH.

MAUCHLINE, 25th May, 1788.
MY DEAR SIR,

Y am really uncasy 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 decply both for my-
selfand 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 the summer of 1776 while
at Rodger's learning mathematics, &c. (see vol. i. p.
24). 1t is to be observed, that the nephew writes to
the uncle in a very Yrank 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
King’s Advocates on the one side, yet Human-
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.

MAUCHLINE, May 26th, 1788,
MY DEAR FRIEND,

[ am two kind letters in your debt; but I
have beeg from home, and horridly busy, buy-
ing and ‘»rv]n:u‘ing for my farming business,
over and above the plague of my Excise in-
structions, which this week will finish.

As I flatter my wishes that I 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, 1 am truly
pleased with this last affair: it has indeed
added to my anxicties 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,

2 On the 23d 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 be presented for payment six months
after date. Burns's signature as having received
payment is followed by the date 30th May, 1788,

3 The MS. is torn here,
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and has not a wish but to gratify my every
idea of her deportment. [ am interrupted.
Farewell ! my dear Sir.

Rosr. BUurNs.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHLINE, 27th May, 1788.
MADAM,

I have been torturing my philosophy to no
purpose, to account for that kind partiality of
yours, which unlike . . . , has followed
me, in my return to the shade of life, with
assiduous benevolence. Often did I 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 g0 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,! who, though in
appearance partakers, and equally noble par-
takers, of the same nature with Madame, are
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

caprices of the important few. We talked of

the insignificant creatures ; nay, notwiphstand-
ing their general stupidity and rascality, 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 clouterly 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.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

AT MR. DUNLOP'S, HADDINGTON.

ELLISLAND, 13th [14th] June, 1788.2
Where'er I roam, whatever realms I see,
My heart untravell'd, fondly tums to th
Still to my friend it turns with ceaseless pain,

And drags, at each remove, a lengthen'd chain
GovLpsyiti

This is thesecond day, my honoured friend,
that I have been on my farm. A solitary in-
mate of an old, smoky spence [parlour]; far
from every objeet I love, or by whom I am be-
loved; nor any acquaintance older than yester-
day, except Jenny Geddes, the old mare 1 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 ohjects seem larger than
the life. Extreme sensibility, irritated and
prejudiced on the gloomy side by a series 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,
I believe, the principal cause of this unhappy
frame of mind.

The valiant, in himself, what can he suffer?

Or what need he regard his single woes? &e.

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 merey of the naked

clements; but as I enabled her to purchase 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; viggrous health

2 Burns is a day too early in his dates in this and
the next letter; he arrived at Ellisland on the 13th,
consequently his ‘‘ second day” wonld have heen 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.
R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

ELLISLAND, June 14th [15th], 1788,

This is now the third day, my dearest Sir,
that I have sojourned in ‘hc.«; regions; and
during these three days ygu have occupied
more of my thoughts than in three weeks pre-
ceding; in Ayrshire I have sevgral variations
of friendship’s compass: here it points invari-
ably to the pole. My farm gives me a good
many uncouth cares and anxieties, but I 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 youn 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

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

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. [
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.!

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.?
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.

MAUCHLINE, 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 Dr. 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 Glencairn, 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 DEAR SIR,

I just now received your brief epistle ; and,
to take vengeance on your laziness, | have,
you see, taken a long sheet of writing paper,
and have begun at the top of the page, intend-
ing to seribble on to the very last corner.

1 In December, 1798, Ainslie married Miss Jean
Cunningham, daughter of Lieut.-col. Cunningham of
the Scots Brigade.

2 Alluding to his marriage.
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[ am vexed at that affair of the . . . , but
dare not enlarge on the subject until you send
me your direction, as I suppose that will be
altered on your late master and friend’s death.!
[ am concerned for the old fellow’s exit, only
as | fear it may be 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 sucli asneedy 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. H. I did not
mention it in my letter to you, nor did I ever
give Mr. Miers any such order. I have no
objection to lose the money, but I will not
have 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. I have it not,
indeed, to spare here, as [ am only a sojourner
in a strange land in this place; but in a day
or two I return to Mauchline, and there [
have 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
Jjust now been interrupted by one of my new
neighbours, who has made himself absolutely
contemptible in my eyes, by his silly, garrulous
pruriency. I 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 erack their jokes og prudence; but
'tis a squalid vagabond glorying in his rags.
Still, imprudence respecting money matters is
much more pardonable than imprudence re-
specting character. [ have no objection to
prefer prodigality to avarice, in some few
instances; but I appeal to your observation, if

' Mr. Samuel Mitchelson, W.S., under whom Ains-
lie served, died on the 21st June, 1785,

VOL. 1V,

you have not met, and often met, with the
samedisingenuousness, 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 he shall rise in the manly conscien-
tiousness of a self-approving mind, or sink
beneath a galling load of regret and remorse,
—these are alternatives of the last moment.

You see 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. [ admire the close of a letter Lord
Bolingbroke writes to Dean Swift :—* Adieun,
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!

B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHLINE, July 10th, 1788.
MY MUCH HONOURED FRIEND,

Yours of the 24th June is before me. 1
found it, as well as another valued friend—my
wife, waiting to welcome me to Ayrshire: 1
met both with the sincerest pleasure.

When [ 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
55
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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 H]l,“lll)lhill_'l, 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 ¢
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

as

Indian voyage, got a warrant to put me in jail,
till I should find security in my about-to-be
You know my lucky re-
On my éclatant return to

paternal relation.
reverse of fortune.
Mauchline, I was made very welcome to visit
my girl. The usual consequences began to
betray her; and, #s 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
Janey a more agreeable companion for my

journey of life; but, upon my honour, I have
never seen that individual instance. In house-
hold matters, of aptness to learn, and activity
to exccute, she is eminently mistress; and
during my absence in Nithsdale, she is regu-
larly and constantly apprentice to my mother
and sisters in their dairy and other rural
business. The Muses must not bhe offended
when I tell them, the concerns of my wife and
family will, in my mind always take the pas;
but I assure them their ladyships will ever
You are right, that a
bachelor state would have insured me more

come next in place.

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 heen

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, Madame,)
are 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 your church-yard lucu:
brations. Thoughts that are the spontaneous
result of accidental situations, either 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, I 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, are a monstrous tax in a close
correspondence.

R. B.

TO MR. PETER HILL!
BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

MAUCHLINE, 18th July, 1788.

You injured me, my dear Sir, in your con-
struction of the cause of my silence. From
Ellisland in Nithsdale to Mauchline in Kyle
is forty and five miles. 7here, a house a-
building, and farm enclosures, and improve-
ments to tend; Aere, 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 hM bheen Creech's chief
assistant last year, was noy set up in business for
himself, with the afterw ;\r}‘\' famons Archibald Con-

of the number.

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 [—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 of 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 [ am ““one of
you” I shall humbly but fervently endeavour
to be 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. |
want Smollett’s works for the sake of his in-
comparable humour. 1 have already Roderick
Random, and Humphrey Clinker.—DPeregrine
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. [
forget the price of Cowper's Poems;, but I
believe I must have them. 1 saw the other
day, proposals for a publication, entitled
““Banks's new and complete Christian’s Family
Bible,” printed for C. Cooke, Paternoster Row,
London.—He promises at least to give in the
work, I 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,

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 are already sufficiently tired of, my
dear Sir, yours sincerely,

R. B.

TO MR. GEORGE LOCKHART,
MERCHANT, GLASGOW.

MAUCHLINE, 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 Baillies I have seen
in Edinburgh.!  ““Fair and lovely are 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. 1 declare, one day I
had the honour of dining at Mr. Baillie’s, 1
was almost in the predicament of the children
of Israel; 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,
R. B.
e

TO MR. AJEXANDER CUNNINGHAM,
WRITER, [ST. JAMES' SQUARE, EDINBURGH.

ELLMLAND, NITHSDALE, July 27th, 1788.
MY GODLIKE-ERIEND,

Nay, do not stare

You think the phrase is odd-lik

Jut * God is Love " the saints declare,
Then surely thou art god-like. &c.

[See verses, vol. ii. p. 254.)

My spur-galled, spavined Pegasus makes so
hobbling a progress over the course of Extem-

Let me hear from you your first leisure

1 8ee the song on Miss Lesley Baillie, and the note.
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pore, that I must here alight and try the foot-
path of plain prose. I have wot 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
gay with the venerable Hebrew patriarch,
““Here am I with the children God has given
me!”1 [ 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. |
am, too, a marriecd 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 misery among my hands, and I could
not trifle with such a sacred deposit. [ am,
gince, doubly pleased with my conduct. I
have the consciousness of acting up to that
generosity of principle which I would be
thought to possess, and | am really more and
more pleased with my choice. When I tell
you that Mrs. Burns 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 he possesses,
and a certain hypocritical gravity as he looks

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

MAUCHLINE, August 2d, 1788,
HONOURED MADAM,

Your kind letter welcomed me, yesternight,
to Ayrshire. 1 am, indeed, seriously angry
with you at the quantum of your luckpenny;
| but, vexed and hurt as | was\ could not help
| laughing very heartily at the noble lord’s
apology for the missed napkin.

I would write you from Nithsdale, and give
scarce an

you my direction there, but I have
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, I am now very busy on my farm,
building a dwelling-house; as at present I am
almost an evangelical man in Nithsdale, for |
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 inter-
meddleth 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 hosom-chords

That nature finest strung.

You will excuse this quotation for the sake

on the consequences, | have no small hopes of
him in the 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 thisplacealternately.
Hitherto my direction was only ‘‘at Mauch-
line,” but ‘‘at Ellisland 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 poem 2 I shall transeribe in my first

leisure hour. \_ /

1 This is a rather misleading quotation. Of tP‘u-
four children born by Jean only one (Robert) was
now alive, as we learn from this same letter, and he
was not brought to Ellisland till August, 1789,

Burns's other child, the “ sonsie, dear-bought Bess,”

continued at Mossgiel till her womanhood.

2 Probably the well-known poem called ‘‘Mary's

o

Dream " by the Rev. John Lowe, written about 1772.

of the author. Instead of entering on this
[ subject farther, I shall transcribe you a few
| lines I wrote in a hermitage, belonging to a
| gentleman in my Nithsdale neighbourhood.
| They are almost the only favours the muses
have conferred on me in that country:

Thou whom chance may hither lead, &e.3

Since I am in the way of transeribing, the
wterday as

following were the production of y
[ jogged through the wild hills of New Cum-
nock. I intend inserting them, or sdmething
like them, in an epistle I am going to write
to the gentleman on whose friendship my Ex-
M, cise hopes depend, Mr. Graham of Fintry,
A one of the worthiest and most accomplished
gentlemen, not only of this country, but, I
will dare to say it, of thisage. The following
are just the first crude thoughts ‘“unhousel'd,

”»

unanointed, unanel’d:

3 See p. 13, vol. iii.
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Pity 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 shoyld want a friend!”
The little fate bestows they share as soon;
Unlike sage, proverb'd wisdom's hard-wrung hoon
Let Prudence number o’er each sturdy son,
Who life and wisdom at one race hegun;
Who feel by reason and who give by rule;
(Instinct’s a brute and sentiment a fool!)
Who make poor will do wait upon I showld;
We own they're prudent, but who owns they're good?
Ye wise ones, hence! ye hurt the social eye;
God’s image rudely etch’d on base alloy!
But come . . .1

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 he is unfortunate. 1
shall be in Ayrshire ten days from this date.
I have just room for an old Roman farewell.

R B~

TO MR. ROBERT M‘INDOE,
MERCHANT, GLASGOW.
MAUCHLINE, 5th August, 1788,
MY DEAR SIR,

[ am vexed for nothing more, that 1 have
not been @ Glasgow, than not meeting with
vou. I have seldom found my friend Andrew
M‘Culloch wrong in his ideas of mankind;
but respecting your worship he was as true as
Holy Writ. This is the night of our Fair,
and I as you see cannot keep well in a line;*
hut if you will send me by the bearer, John
Ronald, carrier between Glasgow and Mauch-
line, fifteen yards of black silk, the same kind
as that of which I bought a gown and petticoat
of you formerly—lutestring, 1 think is its
name—I will send you the money and a more
coherent letter when he goes again to your

good town. To be brief, send me fifteen yds.

? Byides the festivitics of a Mauchline Fair-night
the apparent excitement of the writer had another
excuse.  We quote from the kirk session records the
following entry: ) \‘

‘““Aug. 5, 1788. Sess. con.:—Compearefl Robert
Burns, with Jean Armour, his alleged spousé:-~They
both acknowledged their irregular marriage, and
their sorrow for that irregularity, and desiring that
the Session will take such steps as may seem to them
proper, in order to the Solemn Confirmation of the
same marriage,” &c. See vol. i. p. &3.

black lutestring silk, such as they used to
make gowns and petticoats of, and I 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. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

ELLISLAND, 16th August, 1788,

I am in a fine disposition, my honoured
friecnd, to send you an elegiac epistle; and
want only genius to make it quite Shen-
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
countijg—gloomy conjectures in the dark vista
of futurity mnwiuu\nvsﬂm_\' own inability
for the struggle of the world—my broadened
mark to misfortune in a wife and children ;—
[ 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 I declare
upon my soul I always find that the most sov-
ereign balm for my wounded spirit.

I 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
or two, impromptu. She repeated one or two
to the admiration of all present. My suffrage
as a professional man was expected : ¥for once
went agonizing over the belly of my conscience.
Pardon me, ye, my adored household gods,
independence of gpirit, 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.3
The.aix_was much admired: the lady of the
N\ .
house :hk)(l me whose were the words. ‘“ Mine,
Madam '
she took hot the smallest notice of them! The

they are indeed my very best verses:’

3 See page 244, vol. ii.
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old Scottish proverb says well, ‘“ King’s caff is
better than ither folks’ corn.” I 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. I 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
are 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 hunder year
Of God and fifty-three

Frae Christ was born, that bought us dear
As writings testifie.

I had an old grand-uncle with whom my
mother lived a while in her girlish years: the
good old man, for such he was, was long blind
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.”!

Lt 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? Noj; to find them in |

their precious importance and divine efficacy,
we must search among the obscure recesses

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

I am sure, dear Madam, you are 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.

R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE, WRITER.

CARE OF MR. AINSLIE, BOOKSELLER, NEW TOWN,
EDINBURGH.

MAUCHLINE, 23rd August, 1788,

I reccived your last, my dear friend, but I
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 Mr.
Nicol. 1 had mentioned the affair to Mr.
Cruickshank in the course of our conversation
about our common friend, that a lady had said
80 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. I have refused this;
and last post Mr. N. acquaints me, but in very
good-natured terms, that if I persist in amy
refusal, I am to be served with a summons to
compear and declare the fact.

Heaven knows how I should proceed! 1
have this moment wrote Mrs. M ‘—se, telling
her that I have informed you of the affair; and
I shall write Mr. Nicol by Tuesday’s post that
I will not give up my female friend till farther
consideration ; but that I have acquainted you
with the business and the name; and that 1
have desired you to wait on him, which I
entreat, my dear Sir, you will do; and give

2 l"r. Adam was rector of the Edinburgh High

School, in which Nicol and Cruickshank were teachers.
About a year previously a quarrel betwediAdam and

| Nicol broke out. The former, an amidble man as

of disappointment, affliction, poverty, and |

distress.

18ee the note to the poem ‘‘Man was made to
Mourn,” vol. i. p. 230.

well as an excellent scholar and ‘teacher, having of-
fended Nicol, a cruel disciplinarian, ‘“in the course of
hisduty as superintendent of the younger classes of the
school, the latter had made a personal assault upon
him ie the 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, as your and Mrs.
M ‘—se’s prudence shall suggest.

[ am vexed to the heart that Mr. Ainslie
has disappointed my brother.! I grasp at your
kind offer, and- wish you to enquire for a place
among the saddlers’ shops. 1f I get him into
a first-rate shop, I will bind him a year or two,
I almost do not care on what terms. He is
about eighteen; really very clever; and in
what work he has seen, not a despicable trades-
man; but I will have him a first-rate hand if
l'!“\”ll".

Why trouble yourself about Hamilton? Let
me pay the expense, for I do not know where
he is now to be found.? Dr. Blacklock
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 [ can refer you. Adieu! I am ever
most «'ul'xl‘l.l”‘\ yours, :

TO MR. BEUGO, ENGRAVER,
EDINBURGH.
ELLISLAND, 0th Sept., 1788,
MY DEAR SIR,

There is not in Edinburgh above the number
of the Graces whose letters would have given
me 80 much pleasure as yours of the 3rd in-
stant, which only reached yesternight.

I am here on my farm, »lf\\ with my har-
vest; but for all that most pleasurable part of
life called socian communication, I am here
at the very clbow of existence. The only
things that are to be found in this country, in
any degree of perfection, are stupidity and

canting.  P’rose they only know in grace
prayers, &e., and the value of these they esti-
mate, as they do their plaiding webs—by the
ell! As for the fMuses, they have as much an
idea of a rhinoceros as of a poet.  For my old

capricious but good-natured hussy of a Muse

By banks of Nith I sat and wept
When Coila I thought on,

In midst thereof I hung my harp
The willow trees upon.

! William Burns, who had already served part of
his apprenticeship as a saddler. We will hear more
of him in the course of the correspondence.

* This appears to refer to the subject mentioned in
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I am generally about half my time in Ayrshire
with my ‘“darling Jean,” and then I, at lucid
intervals, throw my horny fist across my be-
cobwebbed lyre, much in the same manner as
an old wife throws her hand across the spokes
of her spinning wheel. T

I will send you the “‘Fortunate S‘lv[»ln‘xwlcns”
as soon as I return to Ayrshire, for there 1
keep it with other precious treasure. 1 shall
send it by a careful hand, as I would not for
anything it should be mislaid or lost. 1 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 are 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. 1
sometimes write a friend twice a week, at
other times once a quarter.

I am exceedingly pleased with your fancy
in making the authgr 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 syllable about it.

If you see Mr. Nasmyth,* remember me to
him most respectfully; as he both loves and
deserves respect; though if he would pay less
respect to tht mere carcase of greatness, |
should think kim much nearer perfection.

R, B.
3 This joke was at the éxpense of Creech, thé poet's

Edinburgh publisher, who was then about to fssue his
own Fugitive Pieces.

* Mr. Nasmyth painted a portrait of Burns, which
was engraved by Beugo as a frontispiece to the Edin-
burgh edition of the poems published in 1787,

letter to Anslie of June 30th.

-~




TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FINTRY.

ENCLOSING A POETICAL EPISTLE.

ELLISLAND, 10th September, 1788.
SIR,

The scrapes and premunires into wiich our
indiscretions and follies, in the ordinaty con-
stitution of things, often bring us, are bad
enough ; but it is peculiarly hard that a man’s
virtueg should involve him in disquiet, and
the \‘cﬁ' 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 awk wardness 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 I 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 does by no
means promise to be such a penny-worth as I

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. [ 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 I 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; I 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 your power to effectuate. I ljve here,
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[0
Sir, in the very centre of a country Excise
division ; the present officer lately lived on a
farm which he rented, in my nearest neigh-
bourhood; and as the gentleman, owing toy
some legacies, is quite opulent, a removal
could do him no manner of injury; and on 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 donot know
the name of his division, as I 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 I 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
hardiesse.  Forgive me, Sir, 1 have told you
my situation. If asking anything less could
possibly have done, I would not have asked so
much.

If T were in the service, it would likewi

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.
I again, Sir, earnestly beg your forgiveness
for this letter. I have done violence to my

own feelings in writing it.

If 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,! which | 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 good-
ness, which [indeed looks like] producing my
debt instead of my discharge.

I am sure I go on Seripture grounds in this
affair, for I ““ask in faith, nothing doubting;”
and for the true Seripture reason too, because

1 8ee Epistle to Graham of Fintry, beginning:

When Nature her great master-piece design'd

¥ol. ii. p. 255.
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I have the fullest. conviction that ‘“my bene-
factor is good.”
I have the honour to be, Sir, your deeply
indebted humble servant, .
R. B.

TO MRS. ROBERT BURNS,

MAUCHLINE.

ELLISLAND, Friday, 12th Sept. 1788.
MY DEAR LOVE,

I received your kind letter &\'ilh q pleasure
which no letter but one from ygu could have
given me. I dreamed of you the whele night
last; but alas! I fear it will be_three weeks
yet ere I can hope for the happinessiof geeing
you. My harvest is going on. 1 have some
to cut down still, but I put in two stacks to-
day, 8o I am as tired as a dog.

[You mig]ht get one of Gilbert’s sweet-milk
cheeses and send it to . On second
thoughts T 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. I 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 be in Dumfries, and will
ask the price there. | expect your new gowns
will be very forward, or ready to make, against
I be home to get the baiveridge.! 1 have
written my long-thought-on letter to Mr.
Graham, the Commissioner of Excise; and
have sent a sheetful of Poetry besides. Now 1
talk of poetry I have [a fine] strathspey among
my hands to make [a song] to, for Johnson's
collection, which 1 2

! Baiveridge, or more correctly beverage, means here
the kiss which was usually given to a person of the
opposite sex by one who first donned a new dress
““One i8 said to gie the beverage, or to get the beverage;
‘she gat the beverage o' his braw new coat.'”
DR. JAMIESON.

2 The MS. of this letter is in a tattered condition,
and the latter part of it torn away. It was first pub-
lished among the poet's letters by Dr. Hately Waddell,
the original being in the possession of Andrew Nicol-
son, shoemaker, Dumfries.

as,

|

TO MISS CHALMERS,?

EDINBURGH.

ELLISLAND, near DUMFRIE
Sept. 16th, 1788,

Where are you? and how are you? and is
Lady Mackenzie recovering her health? for I
have hag' but one solitary letter from you. 1
will not think you have forgot meé, Madam;
and, for my part

Wlhen thee, Jerusalem, I forget,
Skill part from my right hand !

““ My heart is not of that rock, nor my soul
areless as that sea.” 1 do not make my pro-
gress among mankind as a bowl does among
its fellows—rolling through the crowd without
bearing away any mark or impression, except
where they hit in hostile collision.

I am here, driven in with my harvest folks
by bad weather; and as you and your sister
once did me the honour of interesting your-
selves much a l'égard de moi, 1 sit down to
beg the continuation of your goodness. I can
truly say that, all the exterior of life apart, 1
never saw two whose esteem flattered the
nobler feelings of my soul—1I will not say more,
but 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 |
think I have met with you, and have lived
more of real life with you in eight days than
I can do with almost anybody I meet with in
eight years—when I think on theimprobability
of meeting you in this world again—I could
sit down and cry like a child! If ever you
honour me with a place in your esteem, I trust
I can now plead more desert. I.am seccure
against that crushing grip of iron poverty,
which, alas! is less or more fatal to the native
worth and purity of, I 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, are indeed but lighter and deeper
shades of VILLANY.

3 This, so far as is known, is the last of the poet's

letters to Miss Chalmers. 1Inless 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 con-
sequence of the attachment of romance, per-
haps; but I had a long and much loved fellow-
creature’s happiness or misery in my deter-
mination, and I durst not trifle with so impor-
tant a deposit. Nor have I any cause to
repent it. If T have not got polite tattle,
modish manners, and fashionable dress, I am
not sickened and disgusted with the multiform
curse of boardmg-school affectation: and I haye
got the handsomest figure, the sweetest tomper,
the soundest constitution, and the kindest
heart in the country. Mrs. Burns believes,
as firmly as her creed, that I am le plus bel
esprit, et le plus-honnéte homme in the universe;
although she scartely ever in her life, except
the Seriptures of the Old and New 'I‘(‘sl:unm;t,
and the Psalms of\ David in metre, spent five
minutes together on either prose or verse. 1
must except, also, from this last a certain late
publication of Scots) poems, which she has
perused very devoutdy ; and all the ballady in
the country, ag-the has (O the partial lovey!
you will ery) the finest ““wood note wild " 1
ever heard./ T am the more particular in this
lady’s character, as I know she will henceforth
have the hopour of a share of your best wishes.
She is still wt Mauchline, as 1 am building
my house; for this hovel that 1 shelter in,
while occasionnlly here, is pervious to every
blast that blows, and eyvery shower that falls;
and I am only preserved from being chilled
to death by being suffocated-with smoke. |1
do not find my farm that pennyworth I was
taught to expect, but 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
pockey for any emergency of fortune. If I
could set all before your view, whatever dis-
respect you, in common with the world, have

lin the #;

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
if they

¢ dependence of absolute beggary,

same scorn at every thing unworthy

are not ip t
1c of common sense are they not
EQUAL And if the bias, the instinetive bias
of
they not be FRIENDS?

When I may have an opportunity of send-

feir souls run the same way, why may

ing you this, Heaven only knows. Shen-
confined idle

stone says, ‘““When one
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 quiye.

[ very lately—to wit, since harvest began
wrote a poem, not in imitation, but in the
manner of Pope’s Moral Epistles.! 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 pretty large poetic works; how the
superstructure will .ﬂnr on, | leave to that

rer of projects—riIME.

great maker and m!
Johnson's collection of Scots songs is L'()ill‘_" 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 I
have done in that way is two stanzas I made
to an air a musical gentleman? 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 bosom burns
The blissful day we twa did meet, &c.3
I shall give over this letter for shame. If
I should be seized with a seribbling fit, be-
fore this goes away, | shall make it another

| letter; and then you may allow your patience

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

a week’s respite between the two. 1 have not
I The * Epistle to Graham of Fintry " alluded to in
a preceding page.
2 Robert Riddell of Glenriddell, a very amateurish
musician indeed, but bold enough to let some of his
compositions see the light in Johnson's Musewmn and

elsewhere.
3 See vol. ii. p. 269,
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room for more than the old, kind, hearty
FAREWELL'

To make someamends, mes chéres Mesdames,
for dragging you on to this second sheet; and
to relieve a little the tiresomeness’of my un-
studied and uncorrectible prose, I 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 banks of Nith, belonging to a
gentleman in my neighbourhood, who is so
good as give me a key at pleasure, I wrote as
follows; supposing myself the sequestered,
venerable inhabitant of the lonely mansion.

LINES WRITTEN IN FRIARS' CARSE HERMITAGE.

Thou whom chance may hither lead,
Be thou clad in russet weed, &ec.!

R. B.

TO MR. MORISON,
MAUCHLINE.?

ELLISLAND, September 22d, 1788.
MY DEAR SIE,

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, 1 think, will at farthest be
my time, beyond which I 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 weck for the clock. My
compliments to Mrs. Morison.

I am, after all my tribulation,
Dear Sir, yours,—R. B.

1 See vol. iii. p. 13.

2 Morison was a cahinet-maker in Mauchline, and
the letter refers to some household furniture which

remove into his new house at Ellisland, having
hitherto been living at a place called The Isle, about
a mile distant from it.
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.,
OF FINTRY.

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. 1 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 has likewise bestowed kind,
generous, benevolent dispositiens! Did you
know, Sir, from how many fegrs and forebod-
ings the friendly assurance ¢f your patronage
and protection has freed mg, it would be some
reward for your goodness, 4

I am cursed with a pielancholy prescience,
which makes me the Aeriest coward in life.
There is not any exertion which T would not
attempt, rather than be in that horrid situation
—to be ready to call on the mountains to fall on
me, and the hills to-cover me from the presence
of a haughty landlord, or his still more haughty
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 . s
I will be able to weather by a twelvemonth,

| or perhaps more; though it would make me
the poet had ordered., He was now preparing to |

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. [ 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;
but besides the monstrous inconvenience of it
to me, I 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
persond, how much and how truly I am, Sir,
your deeply indebted and ever-grateful humble

servant, R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP.

MOREHAM MAINS, HADDINGTON.

MAUCHLINE, 27th Sept. 1788.

I 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 he had received mine;
and [ am quite at a loss to say whether it was
most polite or kind.

Your criticisms, my honoured henefactress,
are truly the work of a friend. They are not
the blasting depredations of a canker-toothed,
caterpillar critic; nor are they the fair state-
mentofcold impartiality, balancing with unfeel-
ing exactitudé the pro and con of an author’s

merits; they are the judicious observations of
animated friendship, selecting the beauties of |
the piece. I am 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 I 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 yeats of age
‘“‘Fate gave the word, the arrow sped,
And pierc'd my darling’s heart.”

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

You will not send me your poetic rambles,
but, you see, 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.

[ would not take my folio paper for this
epistle, and now I repent it. I 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 I 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, R. B.

TO MR. PETER HILL.

MAUCHLINE, 1st October, 1788,

about three

I have been here in this country
days, and all that time my chief reading has
been the ¢ Address to Loch Lomond” you

| were so obliging as to send to me.! Were |

impannclled one of the author’s jury, to deter-
mine his criminality respecting the sin of
poesy, my verdict ghould be “guilty! A poet
of nature’s making!” It is an excellent
method for improvement, and what 1 believe
every poet does, to place some favourite classic
author in his own walks of study and compo-
gition, before him, as a model.  Though your
author had not mentioned the name, I could
have, at half a glance, guessed his model to be
Thomson.  Will my brother-poet forgive me,
if T venture to hint that his imitation of that
immortal bard 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-shire ; died

[Vol. ii. p. 259.]

1835. It was published by the poet's correspondent.
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To soothe the throbbing passions into peace.
THOMSON.,
[ think the “ Address”
harmony, and elegance of%wersification, fully
“‘I‘“ﬂ” the ‘“Seasons.”
he has looked into nature for himself: you

is in simplicity,
Like Thomson, too,

meet with no copied deseription.  One par-

ticular eriticism I made at first reading; in no |

one instance has he said too much. He never
flags in his progress, but, like a true poet of
nature’s making, kindles in his course. His
beginning is simple and modest, as if distrust-
ful of the strength of his pinion; only, I do
not :l]!ug«‘l]l('l' like
Truth,
The soul ofsevery song that's nobly great.

Fiction is the soul of many a song that is
nobly great.  Perhaps I am wrong: this may
be but a prose eriticism. Is not the phrase,
in line 7, page 6, ‘““Great Lake,”

vulgarized by eve

too much

y-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

““ Benlomond’s lofty, cloud-envelop’d head,”
&e. are beautiful. A thunder-storm is a sub-
jeet which has been often tried, yet our poet
in his grand picture has interjected a circum-
stance, so far as [ know, entirely original :

The gloom
Deep seam’d with frequent streaks of moving fire.

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. ¢ Benlomond’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 he has contrived
to enliven his poem with a little of that passion
which bids fair, T think, to usurp the modern |

muses altogether. I know not how far this
episode is a beauty upon the whole, but the
swain’s wish to carry ““some faint idea of the
vision bright,” to entertain her ¢ partial listen-
ing ear,” is a pretty thought. But, in my
opinion, the most beautiful passages in the
whole poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry
frost

s, to Lochlomond’s ““hospitable flood ;”
their wheeling round, their lighting, mixing,
diving, &ec.; 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 he is obliged to leave
them, is a noble ray of poetic genius. ““The
howling winds,” the ‘“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, [
am perhaps tiring you with nonsense. I must,
however, mention that the last verse of the
sixteenth page is one of the most elegant
compliments [ have ever scen. [ must like-
wise notice that beautiful pars

raph beginning
“The gleaming lake,” &c. 1 dare not go into
the particular beauties of the last two para-
graphs, but they are admirably fine, and truly
Ossianic.

I must beg your pardon for this lengthened
scrawl. [ 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 he has
afforded me.

A friend of mine desired me to commission
for him two books, LAt¥ers on the Religion
essential 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 Bible you sent me
is truly elegant; I only wish it had been in
two volumes.

TO THE EDITOR OF “THE STAR.”!

November 8th, 1788,
SIR,
Notwithstanding the opprobrious epithets
with which some of our philosophers and

1 The editor of the London Star at this time was Mr,
Peter Stuart, to whose paper Burns sent several of his
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gloomy sectarians have branded our nature— the
principle of universal selfishness, the prone-
ness 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 follics or his crimes, who
but sympathizes with the miserics 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 AurHor oF ALL Goop, for the
consequent blessings of the glorious Revolu-
tion.! To that auspicious event we owe no
less than our liberties, civil and religious : to
it we are likewise indebted for the present
loyal 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\ which,.
[ am afraid, was too much the language of the
day. We may rejoice sufficiently in our de-
liverance from ]»‘4! 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 Gop

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.

““T'he 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
Psalm,” vol. iii. p. 30. Mr. Stuart, it would appear,
by sending the poet his paper, drew from him the
lines beginning, “Kind Sir, I've read your paper
through,"” &ec.

1 The General Assembly of the Church of Scotland
had appointed Wednesday the 5th November to be
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.
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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

-t

of their predecesso

The simple state of the case, Sir, secems 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.

In 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, I cannot pretend to determine;
but, likewise happily for us, the kingly power
was shifted into another branch of the family,
who/As they owed the throne solely to the call
of a\ free people, could claim nothing incon-
sistent with"the 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, I bless Gop; but cannot join in
the ridicule against them. Who does not
know that the abilities or defects of leaders
and commanders are often hidden until put to
the touchstone of exigeney ; 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 and

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.!

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.

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP,

AT MOREHAM MAINS.

MAUCHLINE, 13th Nov. 1788,
MADAM,

I had the pleasure of dining at Dunlop
yesterday. Men are said to flatter women
because they are weak; if it is so, poets must
he weaker still; for Misses Rachel and Keith,
and Miss Georgina M‘Kay, with their flatter-
ing attentions, and artful compliments, abso-

! How true a prophet the poet here was may be
gathered from the following:

New Year's Day [1876] was ushered in with unusual
festivities throughout the United States. It began
the Centennial year. TIn 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, hbonfires, 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.—Annual

Register
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lutely turned my head. I own they did not
lard me over as many a poet does his patron,
or still more his patroness, nor did they sugar
me up as a Cameronian preacher does J-s—s
C—st; but they so intoxieated 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 copse-
quence. I dare not say one word how much

I was charmed with the Major's friendly wel-

come, elegant manner, and acute remark, lest
[ should be thought to balance my orientalisms

of applause over-against the finest quey? 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 I am sorry to say,
they are far short of his other works. 1, 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 Tytler; a mortal who,
though he drudges about Edinburgh - a com-
mon printer, with leaky shoes, a sk)-lighted
hat, and knee-buckles as unlike as George-
by-the-grace-of-God and Solomon-the-son-of-
David; yet that same unknown, drunken
mortal is author and compiler of three-fourths
of Elliot's pompous Encyclopedia 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 fur.t(‘llin:‘ everybody this piece of in-
telligence. Next letter [ write you, I shall
send you one or two sets of verses | intend for
Johnson’s third volume.

What you mention of the Thanksgiving
day is inspiration from above. [Is it not re-
markable, odiously remarkable, that though
manners are more civilized, and the rights of
mankind better understood, by an Augustan
century’s improvement, yet in this reign of
heavenly Hanoverianism, and almost in this
very year, an empire beyond the Atlantie has

2 A young cow, a heifer.




116

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 re

son and
the flow of soul.” I have the honour to be,
Madam, your grateful humble servant,

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER.

MAUCHLINE, Nov. 15th, 1788.
MY 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.

I can easily see, my dear friend, that you
will very probably have four volumes. DPer-
haps you may not find your account lucratively
in this business; but you are a patriot for the
music of your country; and [ 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. 1 sece 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 fnir,goddoss that leads _\'n‘x
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 chbose your air, and [
shall task my muse to celebrate her.

R. B.
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\'l‘() DR. BLACKLOCK.!

MAUCHLINE, Nov. 15th, 1788,
REVEREND AND DEAR SIR,

As I hear nothing of your motions, but that
you are, 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;
but either it had not found you, or, what |
dread more, it found you or Mrs. Blacklock
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;” but, 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
be found in vol. iii. of this work in connection with
a poetical epistle by Burns to him (21st Oct. 1789)
written in return for an epistle in verse received from
the doctor. As we give here a portrait of Dr. Black
lock we also present the reader with a specimen of
his poetry, premising that the piece was intended as
a tribute of affection to his wife. o

ODE TO AURORA
ON \n-:u»!\“; BIRTH-DAY.

Of Time and Nature eldest born,

Emerge, thou rosy-fingered Morn ;

ayed,

And chase from heaven night's envious shade,
That T once more may pleased survey,

And hail Melissa's natal day.

Emerge in purest dress a

Of Time and Nature eldest born,
Emerge, thou rosy-fingered Morn.

In order at the tern 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, as 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 with beamns serenely bright,
All heaven's \':}'«t concave flames with light ;

S0 when through life's protracted day,
Melissa still pursues her way,
tues with thy splendour vie,
Increasing to the mental eye;
Though less conspicuous, not less dear,
Long may they Bion's prospect cheer;
- 80 shall his heart no more repine,

Blessed with her rays, though robbed of thine.
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you two melancholy things,! and I tremble
Jest they should too well suit the tone of your
present feelings.

In a fortnight I move, bag and baggage, to
Nithsdale; 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 are, and where you are. Can I be indif-
h-rvnt to the fate of a man to whom I owe 8o
much? A man whom I not only esteem, but
venerate.

My warmest good wishes and most respect-
ful compliments to Mrs. Blacklock, and Miss
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, I, 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 are ways of pleasantness, and all her
paths are peace.” Adieu!

R. B.

TO MR. JOHN M‘MURDO, ESQ.,

DRUMLANRIG.

SANQUHAR, 26th Nov. 1788,

SIR,

I write you this and the enclosed,? literally
en passant, for I am just baiting on my way
to Ayrshire. [ have philosophy or pride
(-nu'uyrh to support me with unwounded indif-
ferejee 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 bear the true elegant impressions of the
great Creator on the richest materials—their
little notices and attentions are to me amongst

! The “two melancholy things " were the “ Mother's
lament for the death of her son,” and the song begin-
ning, “The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill,”
being the two last pieces of vol. ii

21t is not certain what piece was inclosed. Scott
Douglas suggests the song, “ O, were I on Parnassus’
Hill,” which he thinks may have been composed on
this very journey.
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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. B.

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,” are 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 tie 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 “orldly concerns.
My small scale of farming is exceedingly more
simple and easy than what you have lately
seen at Morecham 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, 1
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-
enings good. Iam to be at the New-year-day
fair of Ayr; and, by all that is sacred in the
world, friend, I will come and see you. . . .

Your meeting, which you so well describe,

with your old schoolfellow and friend, was
56
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truly interesting. Out upon the ways of the
world I—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, < 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. [ shall give you
the verses on the other sheet, as I suppose Mr.
Ker! will save you the postage.

Should auld acquaintance be forgot??

Light be the turf on the breast of the Heaven-
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, &c.3

TO WILLIAM CRUICKSHANK.

ELLISLAND, [Decerer,] 1788.

I have not room, my dear friend, to.answer
all the particulars of your last kind letter. |
shall be in Edinburgh on some business very
soonj and as I shall be two days, or perhaps
three, in town, we shall discuss matters vind
1/'01":/. My knee, I believe, will never be en-
firely well: and an unlucky fall this winter
has made it still worse. I well remember the
circumstances you allude to, respecting Creech’s
opinion of Mr. Nicol; but, as the first gentle-
man owes me still about fifty pounds, I dare
not meddle in the affair.

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 scoundtel, Adam.* If notwith-

1 Postmaster in Edinburgh, who was ever ready to
frank a letter for a friend, or, as Chambers says, even
a parcel, though it took the bulk and weight of a
pair of buckskin breeches.

28ee p. 11, vol. iil.

3 8ee p. 12, vol. iii.

4 Respecting Dr. Adam and his quarrel with Cruick-
shank’s colleague, Nicol, see letter to Robert Ainslie,

standing your unprecedented industry in puh-
lic, and your irreproachable conduct in private
life, he still has you so much in his power,
what ruin may he not bring on some others |
could name?

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 delightfil, 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,® and let me have
your blots.  Adieu

TO MR. JOHN TENNANT,
AUCHENBAY.®

, CARE OF MR. JOHN ROBB, INNKEEPER, AYR.

£

December 22d, 1788,

I yesterday tried my cask of whiskey for
the first time, and I assure you it does you
great eredit. 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 yon
once get a footing here, you might do a great
deal of business, in the way of consumpt; and
ghould 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 your while to extend your
business so far as this country side.. [ write
you this on the accoant of an accident, which |
must take the merit of having partly designed
too. A ncighbour of mine, a John Currie,
miller in Carsemill—a man who is, in a word,
a good man, a “very” good man, even for a
£500 la#cain—he and his wife were in my

dated 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.

5 Verses written in Friars' Carse Hermitage.”

6 John Tennant was a son of Mr. Tennant of Glen-
conner, “guid auld Glen.” See note to the poctical
letter addressed to James Tennant, vol, iii. p. 25
Anchenbay.is a place in Ochiltree parjgh, Ayrshire,
the same parish in which Glenconner @ situated
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house the time I broke open the cask. They
keep a country public-house, and sell a great
deal of foreign 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. Please 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 tn' Mrs.
Tennant, and all the good folks in Glenconner
and Barquharrie.

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLODP.?

ELLISLAND,
) New-year-day Morning, 1789.

This, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes,
and would to God that 1 came under the
apostle James'sdeseription!—¢“‘the effectual fer-
vent prayer of a righteous man availeth much.”
In that case, Madam, you ghould welcome in a
year full of blessings: everything that obstruets
or disturbs tranquillity and self-enjoyment,
should be removed, and every pleasure that
frail Humanity ean taste, should be yours. 1
own myself 5o little a Preshyterian, that 1
approve of set times and seasons of more than
ordinary acts of devotion, for breaking in on
that habituated routine of life and thought,
which is so apt to reduce our existence to a
kind of instinet, or even sometimes, and with
some minds, to a state very little superior to
mere machinery.

Thix day; the first Sunday of May; a breezy,
blue-skyed noonsome timeabout the beginning,
and a hoary morning and calm sunny day about
the end, of autumn; these, time out of mind,

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

have heen with me a kind of holidays. Not
like the sacramental, executioner face of a
Kilmarnock Communion; but to laugh or ery,

1'The text of this letter is as given hy Mr. Scott
Douglas, who obtained a transcript of the poet's |
holograph MS. from its owner in America, Mr. Robert
Clarke, Cincinnati. Currie’s version of the letter |
(quoted in Lockhart's Life) shows some slight varia-
tions, and is also incomplete
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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, Lascended the high hill of Bagdat,
in order to pass the rest of the day in medi-
tation and prayer, &e.”

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of
the substance or structure of our souls, 8o can-
not account for those sceming caprices in them,
that one should be particularly pleased with
this thing, or struck with that, which on
minds of a different cast, makes no extraor-
dinary impression. 1 have some favourite
flowers in spring, among which are the moun-
tain-daisy, the hare-bell, the fox-glove, the
wild brier-rose, the budding birch, and the
hoary hawthorn,? that I view and hang over
with particular delight. T never hear the
loud, solitary whistle of the curlew in a summer
noon, or the wild mixing cadence of a froop
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 ean this be owing? Are
we a piece of machinery, which, like the Folian
harp, passive, takes the impression of the
passing accident?  Or do these workings argue
something within us above the trodden clod?
I own myself partial to such proofs of those
awful and important realities—aGod 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 been, I have ever looked on Mankind
in the lump to be nothing better than a foolish,
headstrong, credulous, unthinking Mob; and
their universal belief has ever had extremely
little weight with me. Still T 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. . {
Apropos to an Ass, how do you like the

2 8ee vol. i. p. 90, note
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following Apostrophe to Dulness, which I in-
tend to interweave in ‘“The Poet’s Progress.”

0 Dulness, portion of the truly blest! &c.
(See vol. iii. p. 17.)

I have sketched two or three verses to you
hut as a private opportunity offers immediately,
I must defer transeribing 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
ghall 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 you, 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 are written by the
style-book. 1 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 are now my
pride. I know that a very great deal of my
late éclat was owing to the singularity of my
gituation, and the honest prejudice of Scotsmen:
but still, as 1 said in the preface to my first
edition, I do look upon myself as having some
pretensions from Nature to the poeticcharacter.
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 prosccute with all
my vigour. Nature has given very few, if any,
of the profession, the talents of shining in
every species of composition. T 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 diserimination.
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 discases—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. He
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,
but for an angry letter I wrote him, which
irritated his pride. I could”—not a ““tale”
but a detail ““unfold;” but what am I that
I should speak against the Lord’s anointed
Bailie of Edinburgh?

I believe 1 shall, in whole, £100 copy-right
included, clear about £400 gome little odds;
and even part of this depende 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 1 give it to
yourself only, for I am still much in the gentle-
man’s mercy. Perhaps I injure the!man in
the idea I am sometimes tempted to have of
him—God forbid 1 should! A little time will
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try, for in a month I shall go to town to wind
II]; 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 50 much—I only interposed between my
wnding fate by the loan of
somuch. 1 give mygelf no airs on this, for it
was mere selfishness on 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 to smooth
matters at the grand reckoning. There is still
one thing would make my circumstances quite
casy: 1 have an excise officer’s commission,
and [ 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,

brother and his

to procure me that division. If I were very
sanguine, | might hope that some of my great
patrons might procure me a treasury warrant
for supervisor, surveyor-general, &e. . .

Thus, secure of a livelihood, ‘“to thee, sweet
poetry, delightful maid,” I would consecrate
my future days.

R. B.

TO MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

ELLISLAND, January 6th, 1780.
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, I am sure, make
you one of the most blest of the human race.
I do not know if |lu>.-ill<.,' a ““ Writer to the
Signet” be a trial of scientific merit, or a mere
husiness of friends and interest. However it
be, let me quote you my two favourite passages,
which, though I have repeated them ten
thousand times, still they rouse my manhood
and steel my resolution like inspiration.

On Reason build resolve,
That column of true majesty in man.—YOUNG.

CORRESPONDENCE.

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 are they?
Men like yourself, and of that aggregate body
your compeers, seven-tenths of them come
short of your advantages, natural and acei-
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.!
I 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.

ELLISLAND, 19th Jan. 1789.
SIR

A poet and a beggar are, in s0o 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
does not hold, that every beggar isa poet. In
one particular, however, they remarkablyagree:
if you help ecither 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 1 have just des-
patched a well-lined rib of J. Kilpatrick’s High-
lander; ? 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 shure in Hairst.”
2 This has been explained to be an allusion to a
piece of Highland mutton which M‘Murdo had
bought from Kilpatrick, and presented to the poet.
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which 1 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, R B

TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART.!

ELLISLAND, 20th Jan. 1789,
SIR,
The inclosed sealed packet 1 sent to Edin-
burgh, a few days after I had the happiness of
meeting you in Ayrshire, but you were gone

1 The attention of Dugald 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 Catrine, the Ayrshire residence of
the 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 the ‘ Lines on meeting Lord Daer.” The pro-
sount of this meeting, find ofeBurns then
and afterwards, so far ag he came in personal contact
with him, will be found ¥ the Appendix to Lyckhart's
Life, in volume i. > ¢

Duguld Stewart was the son of Dr. Matthew Stewart,
professor of mathematics in the University of Edin-
burgh, and was born there in 1753. The father (who
died in 1785) and the son are together referred to in
the ““Vision" as ‘“The learned sire and song’ The
son was appointed assistant and successor to his
father, but did not long hold the chair of mathematics,
having exchanged it for that of moral plilosophy.
In 1806, being appointed gazette-writer fof Scotland
with a salary of £600, he retired from the active
duties of his chair, and henceforth lived at Kinneil
House on the Firth of Forth. He died in 1828. Jlis
most important work is that on the Philosophy of the
Huwman Mind ?

fessor's

for the continent. [ have now added a few
more of my productions, those for which I am

indebted to the Nithsdale Muses. The picce

inseribed to R. G. Esq. is a copy of verses |
sent Mr. Graham of Fintry, accompanying a
request for his assistance in a matter to me of
very great moment.? To that gentleman I am
already doubly imlchfcd‘ 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, are but a small
part of the intended whole. I 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. 1 have not shown to
man living, till I now send it you.® 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 peeuliar kindness;
who has entered into my interests with so
much zeal, and on/whose critical decisions |
can 8o fully depend? A poet as | am by trade,
these decisions ard to me of the last conse-
quence. My late transient acquaintance among
some of the mere rank and file of greatness, |
resign with ease; but to the distinguished
champions of genius and learning, 1 shall be
ever ambitious of being known. The native
geniusand accurate discernmentin Mr. Stewart’s
critical strictures; the justness (iron justice,
for he has no bowels of compassion for a poor
poctic sinner) of Dr. Gregory’s remarks, and
the delicacy of Professor Dalzell's* taste, 1 shall
ever revere, ®

-2 The poetical epistle to Graham of Fintry begin
ning :—

When Nature her great master-piece design'd

3 See ‘“ The Poet’s Progress "’ and note, vol. iii. 15.
4 Professor of Greek in Edinburgh University.
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[ shall be in Edinburgh some time next
month.

I have the honour to be, Sir, your highly
obliged, and very humble servant,

R. B.

(To THE HION. HENRY ERSKINE.?!]
ELLISLAND, 22nd January, 1789.
SIR,

There are two things which, I 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
are so extremely difficult, or perhaps wholly
impracticable. A man of consequence and
fashion shall richly repay a”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 I 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
I 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] ? to time, as she may bestow her favours,
to present you with the productions of ‘my
humble Muse.

The enclosed are the principal

of her works on the banks of the Nith. The
Poem inscribed to R. G. Esq. is some verses,

companying a request, which I sent to Mr.
Graham of Fintry—a gentleman who has given
1 The above letter, first published by Chambers 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 the original is 22nd |

Jan

y, 1788, which is obviously a blunder.

2 The words between brackets have heen supplied
by Chambers on conjecture to make up a blank in
the original.
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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.

I have no great faith in the boasted preten-
sions to intuitive propriety and unlaboured
clegance. The rough material of Fine Writing
is certainly the gift of Genius, but I as firmly
believe that the workmanship is the united
cffort of Pains, Attention, and Repeated-trial.
The piece addressed to Mr. Graham is my first
essay in that didactie, 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 T shall certainly do myself the
honour of waiting on you, to testify with what
respect and gratitude, &ec. R. B.

TO ROBERT CLEGHORN

SAUGHTON MILLS.

, FARMER,

ELLISLAND, NEAR DUMFRIES, 23rd Jan. 1789.

I must take shame and confusion of face to
myself, my dear friend and brother farmer,
that | 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, I have had
time to think of nothing except now and then
a distich or stanza as 1 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. 1 have
no idea of the Press.
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 I wrote in a

I am more able to sup-

neighbouring Gentleman’s Hermitage, to which
he is 80 good as to let me haye a key.4

3 The Hon. Andrew Erskine. $ee note to letter of
20th Jan. 1793 in the Thomson Ce¢rrespondence.

4 Here follow the *‘ Verses written in Friars' Carse
Hermitage.” See vol. iii. p. 13.
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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
picces. 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 does well with me,
I shall certainly be an enthusiast in the busi-

Hess.

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER,

BELL'S WYND, EDINBURGH.
ELLISLAND, 23rd January, 1789.

CALEDONIA, A BALLAD.

There was once a day, but old Time then was young,
&ec. —See vol. iii. p. 22

I shal be in Edinburgh, my dear Sir, in
about a month, when we shall overhaul the
whole collection and report progress.

The foregoing 1 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.
MY 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 tools! 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 be 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

1These ‘“ defensive tools” were a pair of pistols
presented to the poet by Blair, and by the poet
shortly before his 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, 1859.
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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 I shall try
to cram into this letter, as I think the turn of
thought may perhaps please you.?

I remember with pleasure, my dear Sir, a
visit you talked of paying to Dumfries, in
Spring or Summer. 1 shall only say, 1 have
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 affair 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 ALEXANBER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ.,

WRITER, EDINBURGH.

N 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 and accomplished young lady whose
name begins with Ann;® a lady with whom |
fancy 1 have the honour of being a little ac-
quainted, I sincerely felt for a much esteemed
friend of mine. As you are 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 qualites of your heart, I am cer-
tain that a disappointment in the tender pas-
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 lové-disappointment, as such,
is an easy business; nay, perhaps he hugs him-

2 Here follow the ‘ Verses written in Friars’ Carse
Hermitage.”

3 Miss Anne Stewart was married to Mr. Forrest
Dewar, surgeon, on the 13th January, 1780. See note
to ¥erses beginning :

“My gud-like friend—nay, do not stare.”

—Vol. ii. p. 254.
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s¢Jf on_his escape; but to your scanty tribe of
m:uikin(l: 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 and Omega of human enjoyment.  All
the pleasures, all the happiness of my humble
compeers flow immediately and directly from
this delicious source. It is the spark of
celestial fire which lights up the wintry hut
of poverty, and 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.

I 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 I am so ill-
qualified, I shall ask your opinion of some
verses | have lately begun on a theme of which
you are the best judge I ever saw. It is Love
too; though not just warranted by the law of
nations. A married lady of my acquaintance,
whose erim. 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:

By all I lov'd, neglected and forgot, &c.!

TO ROBERT RIDDELL, ES(
OF FRIARS' CARSE.

\"!

ELLISLAND, 1789.
SIR,

I wish from my inmost soul it were in my
power to give you a more substantial gratifica-
tionand return for all your goodness to the poet,
than transcribing a few of his idle rhymes. —
However, ‘“an old song,” though, toa proverb,

an instance of insignificance, is generally the
only coin a poet has to pay with.

If my poems which I have transeribed, and

1 For the rest of this fragment and the story con-
nected therewith, see vol. iii. p. 21. The second half-
sheet of this letter has been 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.?
ELLISLAND, 3d Feb. 1789.
VENERABLE FATHER,

As I 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 1
was habitually blameable, and there I have
secured myself in the way pointed out by
Nature and Nature’s God. [ 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
follics, 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?

2 Dr. John Geddes, coadjutor bishop of the Roman
Catholic church in Edinburgh, and bishop of Morocco
in partibus, to whom Burns had been introduced by
Lord Monboddo. See letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 4th
Nov. 1787. He is not to be confounded with Jis
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
Gedd® died in 1799, Dr. Alexander in 1802. Alex-
ander was a bit of a poet and song-writer himself ;
see the reference o 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, I think myself
tolerably secure: I have good hopes of my
farm, but 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. 1 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.!
Some large poetic plans that are floating in my
imagination, or partly put in execution, I
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),
I cannot lose the patronizing notice of the
Learned and Good, without the bitterest regret.
R. B.

ADDRESS OF THE SCOTCH DISTILLERS
TO
THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM PITT.
[ELLISLAND, Feb. 1759.)
SIR,
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
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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 nof 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 natyre; nor do you need
the assistance of a fellow-creature’s bosom to
inform you, that 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 are 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 ot!hcna are the votaries of pleasure, or
underlings in business, you had attained the
highest wish of a British statesman; and with

to transcribe a series of notes and a number of un-
published pieces.
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the ordinary date of human life, what a pros-
pect 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:
Hew 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
neighbour, 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 publie
burdens, particularly in that branch of the
revenue called the Excise. This just privilege
has of late given great umbrage to some inter-
%sted, powerful individuals of the more potent
part of the empire, and they have spared no
wicked 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
suffer—our country was deeply wounded. A
number of (we will say) respectable individuals,
larzely 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
advantage ; you fell in the face of day.—On
the contrary, our enemies, to complete our
overthrow, contrived to make their guilt ap-

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

127

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 you 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, '

Joun BARLEYCORN— Praeses.

TO MR. JAMES BURNESS.

ELLISLAND, 9th Feb. 1789.
MY DEAR SIR,
Why I 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,

1 This sarcastic address in the style of Junius was
transcribed by its author into the Glenriddell 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.
1759, but was dropped as the king (George 111.) soon
afterwards recovered ffom his mental disorder.




T

-

128

dissipation, hurry, cares, change of country,
entering on untried seenes 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 I had a high esteem before I

knew him,—an esteem which has much in- |

creased since I did know him; and this caveat
entered, I shall plead guilty to any other indict-
ment with which you shall please to charge me.

|
After I parted from you, for many months

my life was one continued scene of dissipation.
Here at last I 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. 1 have got a lease of my farm as long
as | pleased; but how it may turn out is just
a guess, and it is yet to improve and inclose,
&c.; however, I 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 I durst not trifle with
80 sacred a deposit. Indeed I have not any
reason to repent the step I have taken, as |
have attached myself to a very good wife, and
have shaken myself loose of a very bad failing.

I have found my book a very profitable
business, and with the profits of it I have
begun life pretty decently. Should fortune
not favour me in farming, as | have no great
faith in her fickle ladyship, | 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 | daresay you know, as his estate
lies somewhere near Dundee, Mr. Graham of
Fintry, one of the Commissioners of Excise,
offered me the commission of an excise-officer.
I thought it prudent to accept the offer; and
accordingly I took my instructions, and have
my commission by me. Whether | may ever
do duty, or be a penny the better for it, is
what [ do not know; but | have the comfort-
able assurance, that, come whatever ill fate
will, I can, on my simple petition to the excise-
board, get into employ.

We have lost poor uncle Robert! this winter.

! Brother of the poet’s father. He lived at Stewar-
ton in Ayrshire.
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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 gretty consid-
erable architect in Ayrshire. His other son,
the eldest, John, comes to me I expect in

| summer. They are 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.?

All friends in this country and Ayrshire are
well. Remember 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.

I am ever, my dear cousin, yours, sincerely,

R. B.

TO MR. WILLIAM BURNS, l,l)N(}'l‘ll\\'\\',i‘

\"

ISLE,* 2nd March, 1780
MY DEAR WILLIAM,

I arrived from Edinburgh only the night
before last, so | could not answer your epistle
sooner.® | congratulate you on the Pprospect

2 “Fanny Burns, the poet's relation, merited all the
commendations he has here bestowed. I remember
her while she lived at Ellisland, and better still as
the wife of Adam Armour, the brother of bonnie
Jean; she went with her hushand to Mauchline, and
lived long and respectably.  Her son is now with his
paternal uncle, pursuing successfully the honourable
calling of a London merchant CUNNINGHAM.
| 3The poet’s youngest surviving brother, who was
| brought up as a saddler at Mauchline. He had paid
a visit of several weeks' duration to his brother about
a month previously, and had crossed the border in
search of employment. Longtown is in Cumberland,
not far from the Scottish border.

4 An old tower with some modern farm-buildings
attached about a mile from Ellisland, where the poet
found a temporary residence while his house was
building.

& This alludes to a short visit paid to Edinburgh in
the end of February for the purpose of arriving at a
| final 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 best letters that has been written by any
mechanie-lad in Nithsdale, or Annandale, or
any dale on either side of the border, this
twelvemonth.! Not that I would have“ou

1 The epistle thus flatteringly noticed may he of

interest to our readers; we, therefore, give it in full.
Loxerown, Feb, 15th, 1789,
Dear Sig,

As I am now in a manner only entering into the
world, I begin this our correspondence, with a view
of being a gainer by your advice, more than ever you
can be by 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, but you were more shy of your
counsel than I could have wished the time I staid
with you; whether it was because you thought it
would disgust me to have my faults freely told me
while I was dependent on you; or whether it was
hecause you saw that by my indolent disposition, your
instructions could have no effect, I cannot determine ;
but if it proceeded from any of the above causes, the
reason of withholding your admonition is now done
away with, for I now stand on my own bottom, and
that indolence which I am very conscious of, is some-
thing rubbed off by being called to act in life whether
I will or not; and my inexperience, which 1 daily
feel, makes me wish for that advice which you are so
able to give, and which I can only expect from you
or Gilbert, since the loss of the kindest and ablest of
fathers.

The morning after I went from the Isle, T left
Dumfries about five o'clock and came to Annan to
breakfast, and staid about an hour; and I reached
this place about two o'clock. I have got work here,
and T intend to stay a month or six weeks and then
go forward, as I wish to be at York about 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. I am to pay four shillings a week of
board wages, so that my neat income here will be
much the same as in Dumfries.

The inclosed you will send to Gilbert with the first
opportunity. Please send me the first Wednesday
after you receive this, by the Carlisle waggon, two of

my coarse shirts, one of my best linen ones, my |
velveteen vest, and a neckeloth; write to me along |

with them, and direct to me, Saddler in Longtown,
and they will not miscarry, for I am boarded in the
waggoner’s house.  You may either let them be given
in to the waggon, or send them to Coulthard and
Gellebourn's shop, and they will forward them. Pray
write me often while 1 stay here.—1 wish you would
send me a letter, though never so small, every week,
for they will be no expense to me and but little
trouble to you. Please to give my best wishes to my
sister-in-law, and believe me to be your affectionate
and obliged brother,
WILLIAM BURNS.

P.8. The great-coat you gave me at parting did me

always affect the stately stilts of studied com-
position, but surely writing a handsome letter
is an accomplishment worth courting; and,
with attention and practice, | 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 sheetful 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, garrulousness would lower
you in the eyes of your fellow-creatures. [I'll
probably write you next week.
brother,

[ am, your

R. B.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

ELLISLAND, 4th March, 1789.
Here am I, my honoured friend, returned
safe from the capital. To a man who has a
if that
home is like mine, the scene of domestic com-
fort—the bustle of Edinburgh will soon be a

home, however humble or remote—

business of sickening disgust.

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate you!

When | must skﬂl\( into a corner, lest the
rattling equipage of some gaping blockhead
should mangle me in the mire, | am tempted
to exclaim—*“ What merits has he had,' or
what demerits have T had, in some state of
pre-existence, that he is ushered into this state
of being with the sceptre of rule, and the key
of riches in his puny fist, and I 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 Ptolemean system of astro-

singular service the day I came here, and merits my
hearty thanks. From what has been said, the con-
clusion is this—that my hearty thanks and my best
wishes are all that you and my sister must expect from
W. B.
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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 labour and absurdity. 1 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 human
figure, that a man, in proportion to his own
concéit of his consequence in the world, could
have pushed out the longitude of his common
size, as a snail pushes out his horns, or as we
drawouta perspective. This trifling alteration,
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 ay of tossing the head and tiptoe
ntnm would evidently turn out a vast
advantage, in enabling us at once to adjust
the cerqmonials in making a bow, 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 requiresy; as a measuring glance at
its towering altitude would determine the affair
like instinet.

You are right, Madam, in your idea of poor
Mylne's poem,! which he has addressed to me.
The piece has a good deal of merit, but it has
one great fault—it is by far too long.  Besides,
my success has encouraged such a shoal of ill-
spawned monsters to erawl into public notice,
under the title of Scottish Poets, that the very
term Scottish I"oetry borders on the burlesque.
When I write to Mr. Carfrae, | shall advise
him rather to try one of his deceased friend’s
English pieces. 1 am prodigiously hurried
with my own matters, else 1 would have re-
quested a perusal of all Mylne's poetic per-
formances, and would have offered his friends
my assistance in either selecting or correcting
what would be proper for the press.  What it
is that occupics 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 you have seen the
original, you may guess whether one or two
alterations I have ventured to make in them,
be any real improvement.

1 Ree the succeeding letter to the Rev. P. Carfrac.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

Like the fair plant that from our touch withdraws,
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause,

Be all a mother’s fondest hope can dreapm,

And all you are, my charming . . . | seem.
Straight as the fox-glove, ere her bells disclose,
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows,
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind,

Your form shall be 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 sick’'ning envy must approve.?

TO THE REV. P. CARFRAE.?
[March,) 1750,
REV. SIR,
I do not recollect to have ever felt a severer
pang of shame, than on looking at the date of

| . . . .
[ your obliging letter which accompanied Mr.

Mylne's poem,

I am much to blame; the honour Mr. Mylne
has done me, greatly enhanced in its value hy
the endearing, though melancholy circum-
stances, of its being the last production of his
muse, deserved a better return.

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a
copy of the poem to some periodical publication;
but, on second thoughts, I am afraid that, in
the present case, it would he an improper step
My suceess, perhaps as much accidental as
merited, has hrought an inundation of non
sense under the name of Scottish poetry.  Sub-
scription-bills  for Seottish poems, have so
dunned and daily do dun the public, that the
very name is in danger of contempt.  For these
reasops, if publishing any of Mr. Mylne's pocms
*., be at all prudent, in my

in a magazine,

2 ““These heautiful lines, we have reason to helieve,

are the production of the lady to whom this Jetter is
addressed."—CURRIE. They form part of a poem
which Mrs. Dunlop had addressed to her danghter
Rachel, on her birthday. She had sent them to her
famous correspondent for his inspéction, and he here
coples them with a few suggested emendations.
3The above clergyman, a friend of Mrs. Dunlop,
had written to Burns on the 2nd January, 1789, in-
cloging a poem by a young Lothian farmer called
Mylhe(they'recently cut off by an inflammatory fever),
in the Toryh of an address to Burns in the Scots dialect,
on the pr{fnlh-:\tinn of his poems.  Mr. Carfrae wished
RBurns’s opinion as to the propriety of publishing this
address, together with some others of his picces, for
the advantage of his family. The above is the reply
to that letter
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opinion it certainly should not bc a Scottish
poem. The profits of the labours of a man of
geniug, are, 1 hope, as honourable as any pro-
fita whatever; and Mr. Mylne's relations are
most justly entitled to that honest harvest
which fate has denied himself:to reap. But
let the friends of Mr. Mylne's fame (among
whom [ crave the honour of ranking myself,)
always keep in eye his respectability as a man
and as a poet, and take no measure, that,
hefore the world knows any thing about him,
would risk his name and character being classed
with the fools of the times.

| have, Sir, some experience of publishing ;
and the way in which 1 would proceed with
Mr. Mylne's poems 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, be thought the most
excellent, and mention it, at the same time, as
one of the productions of a Lothian farmer, of
respectable character, lately deceased, whose
poems his friends had it in idea to publish soon
by subseription, for the sake of his numerous
family; not in pity to that family, but in justice
to what his friends think the poetic merits of

the deceased; and to secure, in the most effec-
tual manner, to those tender connexions,
whose right it is, the pecuniary reward of those
merits, !

R. B.

TO MR, WILLIAM BURNS,

LONGTOWN.

ISLR, Tuesday even, [10th March, 1780.)
DEAR WILLIAM,

In my last, I recommended that invaluable
apophthegm-—learn taciturnity.

It ix mhwolutely certain that nobody can
know onr 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 Seots 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

TAn 8vo volume of these poems, including two

tragedies, was published by William Creech, Edin
buryh, in 1700
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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 either make or mar you. Yours
is the time of life for'laying in habits; you
sannot avoid it, though you should choose; and
these habits will stick to your last sand. At
after periods, even at so little advance as my
years, 'tis true, one may still be very sharp-
sighted to one’s habitnal failings and weak-
nesses; hut to eradicate or even amend them,
is quite a different matter. Aequired at first
by accident, they by and bye begin to be as it
were convenient, and in time are in a manner
a necessary part of our existence.
time for more.

I have not
Whatever you read, whatever
you hear, concerning ‘the ways and works of
that strange creature, Man, look into the
living world about you—look into yourself for
the evidence of the fact, or the application of
the doetrine. I am, ever yours,

R. B.

TO DR. MOORE. o

-
ELLISLAND, 234 March, 1789.
SIR,
The gentleman who will deliver you this is
a Mr. Nielson,? a worthy clergyman in my
neighbourhood, and a very particular acquain-
As 1 have troubled him with
this packet, I must turn him over to your

tance of mine.

| zoodness, to recompense him for it in a way

in which he much needs your assistapee, and
where you can effectually serve Ili'xﬁm Mr.
Nielson is on his way for France, to wait on
his Grace of Queensberry, on some little husi-
ness of a good deal of importance to him, and
he wishes for your instructions respecting the
most eligible mode of travelling, &e. for him,
I ghould
not have dared to take this liberty with you,
but that I am told, by those who have the
honour of your personal acquaintance, that to

when he ‘has crossed the channel.

he 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.

2 The Rev. Edward Nielson, minister of Kirkhean,
ip Kirkendbrightshire —according to Allan Cunning
am a jovial, as well as eloguent and learned, clergy
uan
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The inclosed ode is a compliment to the
memory of the late Mrs. Oswald of Auchin-
cruive.!  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 conduet which roused my poetic wrath,
she was much less blameable. In January
last, on my road to Aytshire, I had put up
at Bailie Whigham's in $anquhar, the only
tolerable inn in the place. / 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
labours of the day; and just as my friend the
Bailie and I were bidding defiance to the
storm, over a smoking bowl, in wheels the
funeral pageantry of the late great Mrs. Oswald,
and poor I 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 | would describe what 1 felt. Suffice it
to say, that when a good fire at New Cumnock
had so far recovered my frozen sinews, | sat
down and wrote the inclosed ode.

I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled
finally with Mr. Creech; and I must own,
that, at last, he has been amicable and fair
with me.?

R. B.

1 See page 19, vol. iii.

2 Dr. Moore's answer to the above letter was as,
follows:

*“ Crivvorp-Srreer, 10th June, 1789,
“Dear Sig,

““T1 thank 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 appears in
the poems you have published. You ought carefully
to preserve all your occasional productions, to cor-
rect and improve them at yaur leisurg¢ and when
you can select as many of these as will thake & vol-
ume, publish it either at Edinburgh or London by
subscription : on such an occasion it may be in my
power, as it is very much in my inclination, to be of
service to you,

“If 1 were to offer an opinion, it would bhe, that,
in your futare productions, you should abandon the
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TO MR. WILLIAM BURNS.

ISLE, March 25th, 1759,

I have stolen from my corn-sowing this
minute to write a line to accompany your
shirt and hat, for I can no more. Your sister
Nannie arrived yesternight, and begs to he
remembered to you.  Write me every opportu-
nity—never mind postage. My head, too, is
as addle as an egg this morning, with dining
abroad yesterday. 1 received yours by the
mason. Forgive me this foolish-looking scrawl
of an cpistle.

I am ever, my dear William, yours,

R. B.

Scottish stanza and dialect, and adopt the measure
and language of modern English poetry.

““The stanza which you use in imitation of ‘Christ's
Kirk on the Green,’ with the tiresome repetition of
‘that day,’ is fatiguning 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 ‘Epistle to J. 8——— " the
stanzas from that beginning with this line, ‘ This life,
8o far's I understand,’ to that which ends with, ‘Short
while it grieves,’ are easy, flowing, gaily philosophi
cal, and of Horatian elegance,—the language is
English, with a few Scottish words, and some of those
s0 harmonious as to add to the beauty; for what
poet would not prefer gloaming to twilight

“1 imagine, that, by carefully keeping, and occa-
sionally polishing 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 and 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 ocea
sional visits, which in no manner alienates your heart
from your lawful spouse, but tends, on the contrary,
to promote her interest.

“1 desired Mr. Caddel to write to Mr. Creech to
send you a copy of Zeluco. This performance has
had great success here; but I shall be glad to have
your opinion of it, becanse I value your opinion, and
because I know you are above saying what you do
not think.

“T1 beg you will offer my best wishes to my very
good friend, Mrs. Hamilton, who, I understand, is
your neighbour. 1f she is as happy as‘1 wish her,
she is happy enough. Make my compliments also
to Mrs. Burns; and believe me to be, with sincere
esteem,

*‘ Dear Sir, yours, &c."”
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P.S.—If you are 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 be dejected, nor take any rash |
step—return to us in that case, and we will |

court Fortune's better humour.  Remember
this, 1 charge you.

TOo MR. PETER HILL.

ELLISLAND, 24 April, 1780,
I will make no excuse, my dear Bibliopolus,
(God forgive me for murdering language !) that

stained with the sanguinary scores of ‘“thae

cursed horse-leeches o' the Exeise.” It is

economy, Sir; it is that cardinal virtue, pru- |

deneé; so 1 beg you will sit down, and ecither
compose or borrow a panegyrie: (if you are
going to borrow, apply to our friend Ramsay !
for the assistance of the author of those pretty
little buttering paragraphs of eulogiums on
your thrice-honoured, and néver-enough-to-be-

\
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 resettor of stolen
goads —how they steal on a thoughtless troop
of night-nymphs as a spanicl winds the unsus-
pecting covey—or how they 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 pass for men of taste and learn-
ing, &e., &e., , while old Edinburgh like
the doating mother of a parcel of rake-helly
prodigals, may sing ““ Hooly and Fairly,” or

“Wae'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).

| was going to say — but thisd—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 Evy. Courant, to com-
pose, or rather to compound, something very
clever on my remarkable frugality; that |
write to one of my most esteemed friends on

! David Ramsay, editor of the Edinburgh Evening

Courant
VOL. 1V,

this wretched paper, which was originally in-
tended for the venal fist of some drunken ex-
ciseman, to take dirty notes in a miscrable
vault of an ale-cellar.

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand
blessings, —thou cook of fat beef 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 thy clutching palsied fist, up
those heights, and through those thickets,
hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my

[ anxions, weary feet :—not those d—n'd Par-
| nassian crags, bleak and barren, where the
[ have sat down to write you on this vile paper |

hungry worshippers of fame are, breathless,
clambering, hanging between heaven and hell;
but those glittering cliffs of Potosi, 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 of 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 he 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 God by the scencs of
his infant years, no longer to repulse me as a
stranger, or an alien, but to favour me with
his peculiar countenance and protection! e
daily bestows his greatest kindness on the un-
deserving and the worthless,—assure him that
I bring ample documents of nwrit*imu de-
merits!  Pledge yourself for me, tha¥, for the
glorious cause of luere, I will do any thing,
be any thing—but the horse-leech of private
oppression, or the vulture of public robbery! ! ! !

But 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 be Niven; he is

a raseal who imposed, or would have imposed
on me the other day most infamously.

I want a Shakspeare: let me know what
plays your used copy of Bell's Shakspeare
wants. | want likewise an English dictionary,

Johnson's, | suppose, is best.  In these and
all my prose commissions, the cheapest is
always the best for me. There is a small debt
&
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of honour that I owe Mr. Robert Cleghorn, in
Saughton Mills, my worthy friend, and your
well-wisher. Please give him, and urge him
to take it, the first time you see him, ten shil-

lings worth of any thing you have to sell, and
place it to my account.

The library scheme that 1 mentioned to you
is already begun under the direction of Cap-
tain Riddell and Me!
lation of it, going on at Closeburn, um‘lrr the
auspices of Mr. Monteith of Closeburn, which
will be on a greater scale than ours. Captain
Riddell gave his infant society a great many
of his old books, else I had written you on
that subject; but, one of these days, I shall
“The

a copy of The

There is another in emu-

trouble you with a commission for
Monkland Friendly Society,”-
Spectator, Mirror, and Lounger, Man of Feel-
ing, Man of the World, Guthric's Geographical
Grammar, with some religious pieces, will
likely be our first order.

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

Write me first post and send me the address |

of Stuart, publisher of the Star newspaper;
this I beg particularly, but do not speak of it.!
I'll expect along with the trunk, my Ainslie’s
map of Scotland ; and if you could send your
boy to Mr. Beugo, Engraver, he has a picture
of mine a-framing, which will be ready by this
time. You see the freedom 1 take with you
IMlease direct any parcels to me to the care of
Walter Auld, Saddler, When |
grow richer, I will write to you on gilt-post,
At present

Dumfries.

to make amends for this sheet.

concern interfere with the more serious matter,
the safety of your life and limbs, 1 have not
time in hurried days to write you anything
than a mere how d'ye letter. 1 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 |
know your pradence (would to God you had
resolution equal to your prudence!) if, anywhere
at a distance from friends, you should neel
money, you know my direction by post.

The enclosed is from Gilbert, brought Inl\
your sister Nanny. It was unluckily forgot
Yours to Gilbert goes by post. I have heard

from them yesterday. They are all well

Adieu!

TO MR. JAMES

BELLS WYND, EDINBURGH

JOHNSON,

FLLISLAND, 24th April, 1780

DEAR SIR,

My trunk was unaceountably delayed in
Edinburgh, and did not reach me till about
ten days ago; o | had not much time of your
music. | have sent you a list that | approve
of, but I beg and insist that you will never
allow my opinion to overrule yours. | will
write you more at large next post, as I, at

present, have scarce time to subseribe myself,

every guinea has a five guinea errand with, | dear Sir, yours sincercly,
) ‘ . h

my dear Sir, your faithful, poor, but honest
friend,
R. I
(By Stuart, | mean the famous Stuart, who
differed with the rest of the proprietors and
set up by himself.)

SADDLER

LONGTOWN

TO MR.

CARE OF MR

WILLIAM BURNS,
WRIGHT, CARRIER
ISLE, 15th April, 1750
MY DEAR WILLIAM,
I am extremely sorry at the misfortune of
your legs; | beg you will never let any worldly
L Why the poet wished this address, and why he

cantioned secrecy will be seen in his next letter to
Mrs. Dunlop

|
|
|

TO MRS. M'MURDO, DRUMLANRIG

ELLISLAND, 2d May, 17~0
MADAM,

I have finished the piece which had the
happy fortune to be honoured with your ap-

| probation ;2 and never did little Miss with

more sparkling pleasure show her applanded
sampler to partial Mamma, than 1 now send
my poem to you and Mr. M‘Murdo, if he is
returned to Drumlanrig.  You cannot casily

imagine what thin-skinned animals - what

sensitive plants poor poets are.  How do we

shrink into the imbittered corner of self-abas
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ment, when neglected or condemned by those
to whom we look up! and how do we, in erect
importance, add another cubit to our stature
on being noticed and applauded by those whom
we honour and respect! My late visit to
Drumlanrig has, | can tell you, Madam, given
me a balloon waft up Parnassus, where on my
fancied elevation I regard my poetic self with
no small degree of complacency.  Surely with
all their sins, the rhyming tribe are not un-
grateful creatures.—I recollect your goodness
to your humble guest—I see Mr. M‘Murdo
adding to the politeness of the gentleman, the
kindness of a friend, and my heart swells as it
would burst, with warm emotions and ardent
wishes! It may be it is not gratitude—it may
he a mixed sensation.  That strange, shifting,
doubling animal MAN is so generally, at best,
but a negative, often a worthless ereature, that
we cannot see real goodness and native worth
without feeling the bosom glow with sympa-
thetie approbation.  With every sentiment of
grateful respect, | have the honour to be, |
Madam, your obliged and grateful humble

servant,

TO MRS, DUNLOP
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psalmody, it is said, were composed for, and devoutly
sung on, the late joyful solemnity of the 23rd.

O sing a new song to the Lord, &c. &ec.

(See vol. iii. p. 29.)

So much for Psalmody.—You must know
that the publisher of one of the most blas-
phemous party London newspapers is an ae-
quaintance of mine,! and I am a little
tinctured with Buff and Blue 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 inseribe, 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 :—

How Wisdom and Folly meet, mix, and unite, &e.

(See vol. iii. p. 31.)

I beg your pardon for troubling you 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 Glenriddell; a very obliging

ncighhdurofmine. Johnvery obligingly offered
to d¢/so for me, and 1 will cither serve myself
thxt way or at Mauchline fair. It happens on
the 20th curt., and the Sunday preceding it, 1

| hope to have the honour of assuring you in

ELLISLAND, 4th May, 1780
You see, Madam, that I am returned to my
folio epistles again. I no sooner hit on any
poetie 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, | am satisfied.

As T am not devoutly attached to a certain
monarch, T eannot say my heart ran any risk
of bursting on Thursday was se¢’ennight, with
the struggling emotions of gratitude. God
forgive. me for speaking evil of dignities!
But 1 must say that | look on the whole
husiness as a solemn fi

e of pageant mum-
mery.  The following are a few stanzas of new
psalmody for that ““joyful solemmity,” which

I sent to a London newspaper, with the date

and preface following : ]
2t KILMARNOCK, 25th April. |

MR. PRINTER, |

In a certain chapel not fifty leagnes from the mar 1

ket eross of this good town, the following stanzas of

| that they should order it free ing

person how xineerely | am, Madam, Your

highly obliged and most obedient humble
servant,

R. B.

TO MR. ALEX. CUNNINGHAM.

ELLISLAND, 4th May, 1780
MY DEAR SIR,

Your duty.free favour of the 26th April |
received 1\\'01!;1}~.’l‘:0: I will not sy | ]n'l'llw‘tl
it with pleasure; that is the cold compliment
of ceremony; | perused it, Sir, with delicious
in short, it is such a letter, that
not. you, nor your friend, hut the legislature,

satisfaction;

by express proviso in their postage laws, should
frank. A letter informed with the soul of
fri

wlship is such an honour to INNman nature,

ess and egress

to and from their bags @ind mails, as an en-

! Peter Stuart, publisher of the Star newspaper
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couragement and mark of distinction to super-
eminent virtue.

I have just put the last hand toa little poem,
which, I think, will be something to your taste:—
One morning lately, as | was out pretty early
in the fields, sowing some grass-seeds, I heard
the burst of a shot from 4 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
do not injure us materially, which I could
never reconcile to my ideas of virtue.

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barh’rous art, &c.

(See vol. iii. p. 32.)

Let me know how you like my poem. | am
doubtful whether it would not be an improve-
ment to keep out the last stanza but one
altogether.

Cruickshank is a glorious production of the
author of man. You, he, and the noble Col-
onel! of the Crochallan Fencibles are to me

Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my heart.2
I have got a good mind to make verses on you
all, to the tune of *“ Three guid fellows ayont

the glen.
R. B.

TO MR. WILLIAM BURNS,

SADDLER, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.

FELLISLAND, 6th May, 1780
MY DEAR WILLIAM,

[ am happy to hear by yours from Neweastle,
that you are getting some employ.  Remem-
IN'r .
On Reason build Resolve
That column of true majesty in man,
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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. | fﬂr:(;t
to mention the circumstance of making them
pumps; but I suppose good calf shoes will be
no mistake. Wattie has paid me for the
thongs.

What would you think of making a little
inquiry how htsbandry 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 be hurtful,
I am, you know, an old veteran in these cam-
paigns, so let me advise you 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, as*making
the most of the little entertainment which the
sparfabilities of distant addresses always give,
but is the best lnrt‘it'r\':ni\'o for one's peace. |
need not'wﬁ\'i‘lium‘ﬁ_\'uu against guilty amours
they are bad and ruinous everywhere, but in
devil. [ shall be
in Ayrshire about a fortnight.  Your sisters

England they are the ve

send their compliments.  God bless youn!
R. B

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.

ELLISLAND, 13th May, 1780
SIR,

Though T intend making a little manuseript-
book of my unpublished poems for Mrs. Graham,
vet | cannot forbegg-ii"the meantime sending
| her the enclosed, which was the production of
| the other day.? In the plea of humanity, the
ladies, to their honour be it spoken, are ever
warmly interested. That is one reason of my

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 sec me; and |
took all the pains in my power to please and
entertain the old veteran.  He is high in your

1 William Dunbar, WS,
2 Giray's Bard, imitating Shakespeare:

As dear to me as are the rddy drops
That visit my sl heart — Jwlius Coenar, i 1

troubling you with this; another motive | have
is a hackneyed subject in my letters to you

God 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 Mitehell

with your letter. It happened to be collection-
3 The poem heginning :

Inhuman man! curse on thy harli'rous art.
See vol. dil. p 92
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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 I don’t wish to
degrade myself to a hungry rook, gasping for
a hwrsc], [ shall just give him a hint of my
wishes. [ am going on with a bold hand in
my farm, and am certain of holding it with
s;\.fvly for three or four years; and, I think, if
some cursed malevolent star have not taken
irremovable possession of my zenith, that your
patrbnage and my own priority then as an
expectant, should run a fair chance for the
division | want. By the bye, the Excise in-
structions you mentioned were not in the
bundle;! but 'tis no matter; Marshall in his
Yorkshire, and parti®dlarly that extraordinary
man Smith, in his Wealth of Nations find my
leisure employment enough. I could not have
given any mere man credit for half the intel-
ligence Mr. Smith discovers in his book. |
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, | must not tax you with answers to
cach of my idle letters. 1 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. I shall promise you a piece
of good old beef, a chicken, or perhaps a Nith
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 Roman senate, and led
their invincible armies, would have jumped at
such a dinner. | expeet your honours with a
kind of enthusiasm, 1 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 be, with sincerest
gratitude, your obliged and very humble ser-
vant, R. B.

'This was a parcel of books, including the two
mentioned in the same sentence, kindly sent on loan
by the poet's correspondent.
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TO RICHARD BROWN,

PORT GLASGOW.
MAUCHLINE, 21st May, 1789

MY DEAR FRIEND,

I 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 attend 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 be another state of
existence, Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Burns, our little
ones of both families, and you and I, in some

snug retreat, may make a jovial party to all
eternity !

My direction is at 1'Illi.~luml, near Dumfries.
Yours,

R. B.

TO MR. JAMES HAMILTON.2

ELLISLAND, 26th May, 1780,
DEAR SIER,

[ 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 1 know not how to touch
it. It is casy 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 inter-
meddleth not therewith.”

Among some distressful emergencies that |

have experienced in life, I ever laid this down

2 Hamilton was a grocer in Glasgow, and from
| the above letter would seem at the time to have
| been suffering under some heavy misfortunes in
l business.




as my foundation of comfort— 7hat he who
hues lived the life of an honest man, has by no
means lived in vain!
With every wish for your welfare and future
success; | am, my dear Sir, sincerely yours,
R. B.

TO GAVIN HAMILTON.

[ELLISLAND, June 1759.)
MY DEAR SIR,

It is indeed with the highest pleasure that
of case

I congratulate you on the return of d:
and nights of pleasure, after the horrid hours
of misery in which 1 saw you suffering exis-
tence when last in Ayrshire; | seldom pray for
anybody, “‘I'm baith dead-sweer and wretched
ill 0't;”! but most fervently do 1 bescech 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. |
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
be witness to more than one bowl of punch at
a time, and that cold drams you will never
more taste; and, above all things, | am con-
vinced, that~hfter drinking perhaps boiling
punch, you will never mount your horse and
gallop home in a chill late hour. Above all
things, as | understand you are in the habits
of intimacy with that Boanerges of gosp2l
poyers, Father Auld,? be earnest with him

GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE.

|

|

1

pieces of sacred poesy.® My best compliments
to Mrs. Hamilton and Miss Kennedy. —Yours,
&e.

R B.

N

TO MR. JOHN MAULEY, WRITER,

DUMBARTON A

ELLISLAND, 4th June, 1750
DEAR SIR,

Though | am not without my fears respect-
iu-: my fate, at that grand, universal inquest
of right and wrong, commonly called 7%
Last Day, yet | trust there is one sin, which
that arch-vagabond, Satan, who | understand
is to be king’s evidence, cannot throw in my
teeth— I mean ingratitude. There is a certain
pretty large quantum of kindness for which |
remain, and, from inability, | fear must still

remain, your debtor; but though unable to

repay the debt, | assure you, Sir, I shall ever
warmly remember the obligation. It gives
me the sincerest pleasure to hear by my old
acquaintance, Mr. Kennedy,® that you are, in
immortal Allan’s language, ‘‘ Hale, and weel,
and living;"” and that your charming family
are well, and promising to be an amiable and
respectable 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 cffectively inter-

| ested yourself, | am here in my old way, hold-

that he will wrestle in prayer for you, that you |

may see 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 fuith without works, the
only author of salvation. A hymn of thgnks-
giving would, in my opinion, be highly betom-
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

A gquotation from his own *‘ Dedication to Gavin
Hamilton.”

2 A note in vol. ii. p. 143 will explain the intro-
duction of * Father Auld’s " name here.

| ing my plough, marking the growth of my
mrn, or the health of my dairy; angd at times
sauntering by the delightful windings of the
Nith, on the margin of which | have built
my humble domicile, praying for scasonable
weather, or holding an intrigue with the
Muses; the only gypsies with whom | have
now any intercourse. As | am entered into

3“1t is not difficult,” Robert t'humlw‘ remarks in
reference to this letter, “ for one who has seen aught
of the unpublished manuscripts of Burns, to imagin
what sort of compositions he refers to as ‘pieces of
sacred poesy.'”

{ This gentleman se¢ms to have played the part of
Burns's host while rdurning from his Inverary ex
cursion. See pp. 63, 64,

5 Probably the John Kennedy to whom the letter
on p. 24 is addressed
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