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NOTICE.

Wirn this volume closes the correspondence of
Burns. A number of letters are now printed for
the first time ; others not in Currie's edition have
been admittéd : and several, before imperfect, are
given entire, without alteration, or omission.
That Burns wrote many of his letters in extreme
haste this work sufliciently shows : that he wrote
others in wild fits of fun and humour might like-
wise be proved, did public taste permit the disclo-
sure of what was meant to be private : yet, in the
hasticst of these published effusions, there are
marks of his truly original mind, cven the slightest
of them will be found to record some sentiment, or
ix some important date, which those who desire to
trace the history of thegPoet would not willingly
logt.

In the progress of this work it has been more
than once intimated that Burns addressed before
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his marriage a number of Letters to a lady in Edin-
burgh, whosc name we choose with the Poet and
herself to conceal in that of Clarinda. They are
in general hasty cffusions, with passages of great
brilliancy and force: if the remark of Wilson be
accurate, that the Poet was drunk when he com-
posed some of his letters, few would feel disinclined
to claim for three or four of these cflusions the
protection of insobriety, there is an audacity and
dash ahout them which alarm the timid and the
sensitive. Nay Syme, as he collected tor Currie
the correspondence of the Bard, was afraid lest
Clarinda might be tempted to burn them, and
wrote to her accordingly. Iler reply can never be
quoted, but to her praise.

. What can have impressed,” said Clarinda,
““ such an idea upon you as that I ever conceived
the most distant intention to destroy these precious
memorials of an acquaintance, the recollection of
which would influence me were I to live till four-
score. Be assured 1 never will suffer one of them
to perish: this I give you my solemn word of
honour upon: nay more, on condition that you
send me my letters, I will select such passages
from our decar bard’s letters as will do honour to
his memory, and cannot hurt my own fame even
with the most rigid. His Jetters however are really
not literary : they are the passionate cffusions of'an
elegant mind : ‘indeed too tendér to be exposed to
the eye of any but a partial friend. Were the world
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composed of minds such as yours, it would be cruel
even to bury them : but ah! how very few weald
understand, much less relish such compositions.
The bulk of mankind are strangers to the delicate
refinements of superior minds.” )

The promised cxtracts were prohably made, for
Clarinda scems to have offered them in full sincerity
of soul: they were not however employed by
Currie, in the life of the Poet; ner do we hear
more of the letters till the year 1502, when they
unexpectedly made their appearance from the press
of stewart, of Glasgow. It scems that Finlay, a poct
and antiquarian, bad obtained them from Clarinda,
with permission only to make extracts for his
life of Burns: forgetting, however, his promise,
he printed the whole—twenty-five in nuwuber—with
an announcemrnt that the “ originals” might be
seen by all who were cither suspicious or curious.
This alarmed Clarinda, and exasperated the pro-
prietors of the posthumous works of the Pocet : un
injunction was moved for and obtained, the publica-
tion was stopt, and up to the present hour the law
forbids the introduction of Clarinda’s letters among
the other works of Burns. The consequence is
that they are printed and sold without let, or hind-
mance, by a certain portion of the trade, while Book-
sellers of character are prevented from giving them
to tne world in a shape worghy of their merits.

During the progress of this work the cditor
deemed it his duty to the memory of the Poet, and
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to the kindness of five thousand purchasers, to soli-
cit permission from Clarinda to unite ““ The Letters”
to the rest of the works of Burns. This request he
regrets to say was not complied with: she con-
tinues to think that the time is not yet come, when
they can be published with propriety : he bows to
her decision and respects her motives. He is how-
ever of opinion, that as they are alrendy pretty
widely knows it would be judicious to permit the
reprint: it is in vain to wait for the time when
“ passionate effusions,” offered at the shrinc of wit
and beauty, will be regarded as sermons.
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TO JOIIN RICHMOND,

EDINBURGH,

Mossgiel, 9th July, 1786.
My peAr Frirxp,

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

No news worth any thing : only godly Bryan was
in the inquisition yesterday, and half the country-
side as witnesses againet him. He still stands out
steady and denying : but proof was led yesternight

VoL, vII. B
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of circumstances highly suspicious : almost de facto:
one*of the servant girls made faith that she upon a
time rashly entered the house—to speak in your
cant, “ in the hour of cause.”

1 have waited on Armour since her return home:
vot from any the least view of reconciliation, but
merely to ask for her health and—to you I will
confess it—frdm a foolish hankering fondness—very
ill pliced indeed. The mother forbade me the
house, nor did Jean shew the penitence that might
have been expecied.  kHowever the priest, 1 am.
informed, will give me a certificate as a single man,
if I comply with the rules of the church, which for
that very reason I intend to do.

I am going to put on sack-cloth and ashes this
day. 1 am indulged so far as to appear in my own
seat. Peccavi, paier, miserere mei. My book will be
ready in a fortnight. If you bave any subscribers
return them by Connell,  The Lord stand with the
rightecous : amen, amen. R.B.

[The minister who so boldly took it upon hLim to
pronounce Burns a single man, after he had been
married according to the law and usage of Scotland,
was the Rev. Mr. Auld, of Mauchline. That he had
no such power, no one cap deny. The kirk of Scotland
and the civil law were long at variance on the important
subject of marriage. 'When a §oung pair were married
by a magistrate, the minister of their parish not uncom-



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 3

monly caused them to endure a rebuke in the church
before they were re-admitted to its busom; this wus
sometimes resisted by the more obstinate or knowing
of the peasantry, and ill blood, harsh words, and threats
of kirk-censure were the consequences  Burns, instead
of mounting the common scat of shame, was allowed to
stand in his own reat.  There might be other reasons
for this: Auld wa~ alurmed Jest severity on his part
should call forth a burning satire on tle other ; more-
over, the repentance-stool had other occupants : the
poet was one of seven who appeared, figuratively at
least, in sack-cloth on the same day. In one of his
memorandum books oceurs the following singular en-
try :—** Mem: to cenquire at Mr. M‘Math whether,
when o wan has uppezred in church for a child, and
had another prior to it in point of time, but not dis-
covered till after, he is liable for that one again. Note.
The child was . five and a half years old before the
father was cited.”

The kindness of James Grierson, Esq. of Dalgonar,
in Dumfries-shire, hus enabled me to add this letter to
those addressed to John Richmond on love and poetry.
1t came too late to be inserted according to its dutgé-
Ep.]
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No. CXXX.
TO Mgrs. DUNLOP,

Ellisland, New-year-day Morning, 1789.

Tumis, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes, and
would to God that I came under the apostle James's
description '—the prayer of a rightcous man availeth
much. In that case, Madam, you should welcome
in a year full of blessings: every thing that ob-
structs or disturbs tranquillity and sclf-enjoyment,
should be removed, and every pleagure that frail
humanity can taste, should be yours. 1 own myself
so little a Presbyterian, that I approve of sct 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 ex-
istence to a kind of instinct, or even somectimes,
and with some minds, to a state very little superior
to mere machinery.

This day; the first Sunday of May; a breezy,
blue-skyed noon some time about the-beginning,
agd a hoary morning and calm sunny day about
the end, of autumn ; thése, time out of mind, have
been with me a kind of holidry.

I believe 1 owe this to that glorious paper in the
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Spectator, *“ The Vision of Mirza,” a piece that
struck my young fancy before I was capable of
fixing an idea to a word of three syllables: * On
the 5th day of the moon, which, z.w(-ording to the
custom of my fore-fathers, I always keep holy, after
having washed myself, and offered up my morning
devotions, I ascended the high hill of Bagdat, in
order to pass the rest of the day in:meditution and
prayver.”

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the
substance or structure of our souls, so cannot ac-
count for those seecming caprices in them, that une
should be particularly pleased with this thing, or
struck with that, which, on minds of a different
cast, makes no eatraordinary impression. 1 have
some favoritg flowers in spring, among which
arc the mountain-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 dclight. , I never hear the loud,
solitary whistle of the curlew in a summer noon,
or the wild mixing cadence of a troop of grey
plovers, in an autumnal morning, without feeling
an elevation of soul like the enthusiasm of devotion
or poetry. Tell me, my dear friend, to what can
this be owing ? Are we a picce of machinery, which,
like the Kolian 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
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und important realitics—a God that made all things

—man’s immaterial and immortal nature—and a

world of weal or woe beyond death and the grave.
RR. B.

[That this mood of fecling and reflection was not
uncommon in the household of  The Burns” the
following letter will sufliciently shew :—

“ Mussgiel, 1st Jan, 1789,
¢ Dear BroTuier,

“T uave just finished my New-year’s day breakfast
in the usnal forin, which naturally makes me call to
mind the days of former years, and the society in which
we used to begin them ; and when I look at our family
vicissitudes, ¢ thro’ the dark postern of time long
elapsed,” T cannot help remarking to you, my dear
hrother, how good the God of Seasons is to us; and
that, however some clouds may seem to lower over the
portion of time before us, we have great reason to hope
that all will turn out well.

_ “Your mother and sisters, with Robert the second,
join me in the compliments of the season to you and
Mrs. Burns, and beg you will remember us in the same
manner to William, the first time you sce him.
‘1 am, dear Brother, yours,
““ GILBERT BURNS,”]
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No. CXXXL

TO Dr. MOORE.

Filisland, 1) Jan 1 7R9,
Sin,

As often as T think of vriting to you, which has
been three or four times every week these six
months, it gives me something =0 like the idea of
an ordinary-sized statne offering at a conversation
with the Rhodian colossus, that my mind misgives
me, and the saffair always miscorries somewhere
between purpose and resolve. I have at last got
some business with vou, and business letters are
written hy the style-book. I suy my husiness is
with you, 8ir, for you never had any with me,
except the business that benevolence has in the
mansion of poverty.

The character and employment of a poet were
formerly my pleasure, but are now my pride. [
know that a very great deal of my late cclat was
owing to the singularity of my situation, and the
honest prejudice of Scotsgnen ; but still, as T said
in the preface to my first edition, I do look upon
‘myself as having s@me pretensions from Nature
to the poetic character. I have not a doubt but
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the knack, the aptitude, to learn the muses’ trade,
is a'gift bestowed by Him *“ who forms the secret
bias of the soul;”—but I-as firmly believe, that
excellence in the profession is the fruit of industry,
labour, attention, and pains. At least I am re-
solved 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 cvery species
of composition. I shall try (for until trial it is
impossible to know) whether she has qualified me
to shine in any one  The worst of ivis, by the time
one has finished a piece, 1t has been so often viewed
and reviewed before the mental eye, that one loses in
a good mecasure, the powers of critical discrimina-
tion. Here the best criterion 1 know is a friend—
not only of abilities to judge, but with good-nature
enough, like a prudent tcacher with a young learner
to praise perhaps a little more than is exactly just,’
lest the thin-skinned animal fall into that most
deplorable of all poetic diseases—heart-breaking
despondency of himself. Dare I, Sir, already im-
mensely indebted to your goodness, ask the addi-
tional obligation of your being that friend to me :
I inclosé you an essay of mine in a walk of poesy
to me entirely new ; I mean the epistle addressed
to R. G. Esq. or Robert Graham of Fintry, Esq.’
a gentleman of uncommon worth, to whom I lie
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under very great obligations. The story of the

poem, like most of my poems, is connccted with

my own story, and to give you the one, I must
give you something of the other. I cannot boast.
of Mr. Creech’s ingenuous fair dealing to me. 1le

kept me hanging about Edinburgh from the 7th

August 1787, until the 13th April 1758, before he
would condescend to give me a st(ttcmcnt of affairs;

nor had T got it exen then, but for an angry letter

I wrote him, which irritated his pride. 1 could”

not a “ tale” but a detal “ unfold,” hut what am I

that should speak against the Lord's anointed
Bailic of Edinburgh.

I believe I shall, in whole, 100L. copy-right in-
cluded, clear about 400/ some little odds ; and even
part of this depends upon wha the gentleman has
yet to settle with me. 1 give you this information,
because you did me the honour to interest yourself
much in my welfare. I give you this information,
but I give it to yourself only, for T am still much in
the gentleman’s mercy. Perhaps I injure the man
in the idea 1 am sometimes tempted to have of
him—God forbid Ishould! A little time will try,
for in a month I shall go to town to wind up the
business if possible.

To give the rest of my story in bricf, 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
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mother ; another still younger brother, and three
sisters, in a farm.  On my last return from Edin-
burgh, it cost me about 180l to save them from
ruin. Not that 1 have lost so much—I only inter-
posed between my brother and his impending fate
by the loan of so much. I give mysclf no airs on
this, for it was mere seltishness on my part : I was
conscious th:i.t the wrong scale of the balance was
pretty heavily charged, and I thought that throwing
a little filial piety and fraternal affection into the
scale in my favor, might help to smooth matters at
the grand reckoning. 'There is still one thing
would make my circumstances quite easy : I have
an excise oflicer’s commission, and I live in the
midst of a country division. My request to Mr.
Grabam, who is one of the commissioners of ex-
cise, was, if in his power, to procure me that divi-
sion. If] were very sanguine, I might hope that
some of my great patrons might procurec me a
treasury warrant for supervisor, surveyor-general, &e.

Thus, sccure of a livelihood, “to thee, sweet
poetry, delightful maid,” 1 would consccrate my
futurc days. R.B.

[The poet was not slow in perceiving that Ellisland
was not the bargain he had reckoned on. Ile had
intimated this before to Margaret Chalmers; and time
only confirmed his surmises. Well might he apply to
himself the words of Seripturd? ““ And behold nothing
which this man sets his heart upon shall prosper.”—Ebp.]
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No. CXXXIL
TO Mr. ROBERT AINSLIE.

Fllisland, Juan. 6, 1730,

Maxy 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, T am sure, make you one of the
most blest of the human race.

I do not know if passing a “ Writer to the sig-
net” be a trial gf scientilic merit, or a mere business
of friends and interest.  However it be, let me quote
you my two faourite passages, which, though I
have repeated them ten thousand times, still they
rousc my manhood and steel my resolution like
inspiratiod:

* On Reason bu,ld resolve,

That column of true majesty 1 man.”
Yorxa.

“ Tlcar, Alfred, hero of the state,
Thy gemus hicaven®s lagh will declare ;
The triumph of the tra'y great,
Is never, never to despair !
1s never to despair ! .
M.\sﬂuu OF ALFRED.

I grant you enter the lists of life, to struggle for
bread, business, notice, and distinction, in common
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with hundreds.—DBut who are they? Men, like
yourself, and of that aggregate body your compeers,
seven tenths of them come short of your advan-
tages natural and accidental ; while two of those
that remain, either neglect their parts, as flowers
blooming in a desert, or mis-spend their strength,
like a bull goring a bramble bush.

But to chinge the theme : I am still catering for
Johnson'’s publication ; and among others, 1 have
brushed up the following old favourite song a little,
with a view to your worship. 1have 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.

[The name of the song which the poct brushed up
and sent to his friend, is no where intimated. Iic was
at this period, and indeed for years after, collecting and

amending scraps of old song for the Musical Museum.
Epn.]
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No. CXXXIII,
TO
PROFESSOR DUGALD STEIVART.

Lllisland, 20th Jan. 178).
SIR,

Tue inclosed sealed packet I sent to Edinburgh,
a few days after I had the happiness of meeting
you in Ayrshire, but you were gone for the Conti-
nent. I have now added a few more of my produc-
tions, those for which I am indebted to the Nithsdale
Muses. The picee inscribed to R. G. Esq. is a copy
of verses I sent Mr. Grabam, of Fintry, accompany-
ing a request for his assistance in a matter, to me,
of very great moment. To ihat gentleman I am
already §oubly indebted : for deeds of hinduness of
serious import to my dearest interests, done in a
manner grateful to the delicate feclings of sensibility,
This poem is a species of composition new to me,
but 1do not intend it shall be my lust cssay of the
kind, as you will see by the “ Poct’'s Progress.”
These fragments, if my design succeed, are but a
small part of the intended whole. I propose it shall
be the work of my Jtmost exgrtions, ripened by
years; of coursc I do not wish it much known.
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The fragment beginning * A little upright, pert,
tart, &c.” I bave not shewn to man living, till I
now send it you. It forms the postulata, the
axioms, the d.eﬁnilion of a character, which, if it
appear at all, shall be placed in a variety of lights.
This particular part I send you mercly as o sample
of my hand at portrait-sketching ; but, lest idle con-
jecture shouf('i pretend to point out the original,
please to let it be for your single, sole inspection.

Need I make any apology for this trouble, to a
gentleman who has trcated me with such marked
henevolence and peculiar kindness—who has en-
tered into my interests with so much zeal, and on
whose critical decisions 1 can so fully depend? A
poct as I am by trade, these decisions arc to me of
the last consequence. My late tranysient acquaint-
ance among some of the mere rank and file of
greatness, 1 resign with ease; but to the distin-
guished champions of genius and learning, I shall
be ever ambitious of being known. The native ge-
nius and accurate discernment in Mr.*8tcwart's
critical strictures ; the justness, (iron justice, for
he has no bowels of compassion for a poor poetic
sinner) of Dr. Gregory's remarks, and the delicacy
of Professor. Dalzel's taste, 1 shall ever revere.

1 shall be in Edinburgh some time next month.

I have the honor to be, Sir,

Your highly obligéd, and very humble servant,
' IL B'
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[The poet alludes to the merciless, though not wholly
unmerited, strictures of Dr. Gregory on the poens of
the “ Wounded IHare,” when he savs he has no bowels
of compassion for a puun: poctic sinner.  Stewart was
more gentle in his eriticisis : of him and his lady—a
poctess of no mean powers—Burns ever spoke in terms
almost rapturous; they were Kind to him when friends
were few and praise scauty—he was not a man to forget
such obligativns.—Ep.] *

No. CXXX1V.
TO BISHOP GEDDES.

oy Ellislund, 3d Feb. 1739,
VENERABLE FATHER,

As I am conscious that wherever I am, you do
me the honor to interest yourself in my welfare, it
gives me pleasure to inform you, that I amn 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 tho®e great and important
questions—what I am} where I am ? and for what
I am destined ?
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In that first concern, the conduct of the man,
there was ever but one side on which I was ha-
bitually blameable, and there I have secured my-
self in the way pointed out by Nature and Nature's
Gop. I was stnsible that, to so helpless a creature
as a poor poet, a wife and tamily were incumbrances,
which a specics of prudence would bid him shun ;
but when the alternative was, being at eternal war-
fare with myself, on account of habitual follies, to
give them no worse name, which no general example,
no licentious wit, no sophistical 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 misery
among my hands, and who could trifle with such a
deposit ?

In the affair of a livelihood, I think myself tolerably
secure: I have good hopes of my farm, but should
they fuil, I have an excise commission, which, on my
simple petition, will, at any time procure the bread.
There is a certain stigma affixed to the character of
an excise oflicer, but I do not pretend to horrow
honour from my profession ; and though the salary
be comparatively small, it is luxury to any thing
that the first twenty-five years of my life taught
me to expect.

Thus, with a rationtl aim and method in life,
you may easily guess, my reverend and much-ho.
noured friend, that my characteristical trade is not
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forgotten. I am, if possible, more than ever an
enthusiast to the muses. I am determined to sthdy
man and nature, and in that view incessantly ; and
to try if the ripening and corrections of years
can enable me to produce somctln’ng worth pre-
serving.

You will see in your book, which I beg your
pardon for detaining so long, that I have been tuning
my lyre on the bavnks 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 pleagure of meeting with you; which, if you
are then in Edinburgh, I shall have about the be-
ginning of March.

That acquaintance, worthy Sir, with which you
were pleased tg honour me, you must still allow me
to challenge ; for with whatever unconcern I give
up my transicnt connexion with the merely Great,
I cannot lose the patronizing notice of the learned
and good, without the bittcrest regret. R. B.

[Alexander Geddes, to whom this letter is addressed,
was a scholar and controversialist; a poet, too, and one
of the bishops of the broken remnant of the ancicnt
Catholic church of Scotland. ®He is known in verse as
tll:e author of a very qlever rustic poem, beginning
thus e

VOL. vII, €
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“ There was a wee bit wifickie,
. And she gaed to the fair g

She got a wee bit drappikie,
Which cost her mcikle care:

The drink gaed to the wifie’s head,
And she was like to spue,

Ahd ‘0P quo’ this wee wifiekie,
‘] wish I binna fou,’ "

Nor is he unknown as the translator of one of the
hooks of the IJiad, which he Englished in opposition to
Cowper. In hjs controversies and conversation he was
so liberal that he incurred the displeasure of some of
his brethren in Scotland, which induced him to remove
to London, where he was patronized by Lord Petre,
und undertook a ““ New Translation of the Bible,” the
prospectus to which is said to have alarmed both Jews
and Christians. He was a man of undoubted talents
and learning; his temper was quick, and his vanity
not little. He died 20th February, 1802, in the sixty-
fifth year of his age.

The volume which Burns sent to the bishop was the
Ldinburgh copy of his poems, with the addition, in his
own handwriting, of such compositions as the muse of
Nithsdale had inspired. The blanks, too, in the print
were all filled up.  This precious book belongs to Mar-
garet Geddcs, the wife of my friend John Hyslop, sur-
geon, Finshury-square, grandson of John Maxwell, of
Terraughty, to whom the poct addressed one of his
most spirited epistles; it is in good preservation, and
in equally excellent hands.—Eb. ]
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No. CXXXV.
TO Mz. JAMES BURNESS.

Ellisland, 9 Feb. 1789.
My pEaR Sin,

Wny I did not write to you long ago is what.
cven on the rack, I could not answer. 1f you can
in your mind form an idea of indolence, dissipation,
hurry, cares, change of country, entering on untried
scenes of life, all combined, you will save me the
trouble of a blushing apology. It could not be
want of regard for a man for whom I had a high
esteem before I knew him—an estcem, which has
much increased since I did know him; and this
caveat entered, I shall plead guilty to any other in-
dictment with which you shall please to charge me.

After I parted from you, for many months my
life was one continued scenc of dissipation. Here
at last I um become stationary, and have taken a
farm and—a wife.

The farm is beautifully situated on the Nith, a
large river that runs by Dumfries, and falls into the
Solway frith. I have gotten®a lease of my farm as
long as I pleased ; but how it may turn out is just
4 guess, und it is yet to improve and enclose, &ec. ;
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however, I have good hopes of my bargain on the
whole.

My wife is my Jean, with whose story you are
partly acquainfed. I found I had a much loved
fellow creature’s happiness or misery among my
hands, and I durst not trifle with so sacred a deposit.
Indeed I have not any reason to repent the step I
bave taken, as I have attached myself to a very good
wife, and have shaken myself loose of every 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 I have no great faith in her fickle Jadyship, 1
have provided myself in another resource, which,
however some folks may affect to despise it, is still
a comfortable shift in the day of misfortune. In
the heyday of my fame, a gentleman whose name at
least I dare say you know, as his estate lies some-
where near Dundee, Mr. Graham, of Fintry, one of
the Commissioners of Excise, offered me the com-
mission of an excise officer. I thought it prudent
to accept the offer ; and accordingly I took my in-
structions, and have my commission by me. Whether
I may ever do duty, or be a penny the better for it,
is what I do not know ; but I have the comfortable
assurance, that, come whatever ill fate will, I can,
on my simple petitiorf to the excise-board, get into
employ.

‘We have lost poor uncle Robert this winter. He
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has long been very weak, and with very little altqra-
tion on him, he expired 3d Jan.

His son William has been with me this winter,
and goes in May to be an apprentice to a mason.
Ilis other son, the eldest, John, comes to me I ex-
pect in summer. They are both remarkably stout
young fellows, and promisc to do well. Ilis only
daughter, Fanny, has been with me éver since her
father's death, and I purpose keepi;lg 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 coppliments to Mrs. B. and family.

1 am ever, my dear Cousin,
Yours, sincercly,
R. B.

—_—

[Fanny Burns, the poct’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 culling of a Lon-
don merchant.—Ep.]
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No. CXXXVIL.

TO Mzrs. DUNLOPD.

.

Ellisland, 4th March, 1789.

Here am I, my honoured friend, returned safe
from the capital. To a man, who has a home,
however humble or remote—if that home is like
mine, the scene of domestic comfort—the bustle of
Edinburgh will soon be a busincss of sickening
disgust.

¢ Vain pomp and glory of this world, 1 pate you!”

When I must skulk into a corner, lest the rattling
cquipage of some gaping blockhead should mangle
me in the mire, I am tempted to exclaim—* What
merits has he had, or what demerit have I had, in
some state of pre-existence, that he is ushercd 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 50 out of humour with the
Ptolemean system of astronomy, that he said, had
he been of the CrEaTOR’S council, he could have
saved him a great deal of labour and absurdity. I
will not defend this blasphemous speech ; but often,
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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 conceit of his
conscquence in the world, could have pushed out the
longitude of his common size, as a snail pushes out
his horns, or as we draw out a perspective. 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 sub-
jects, in the way of tossing the head and tiptoe
strutting, would evidently turn out a vast advantage,
in enabling us at once to adjust the ceremonials in
making a bow, or making way to a great man, and
that too within a second of the precise spherical
angle of reverence, or an inch of the particular point
of respectful distance, which the important creature
itself requires ; as o measuring-glance at its towering
altitude, would determine the affair like instinct.
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 en-
couraged such a shoal of ill-spawned monsters to
crawl into public notice, under the title of Scottish
Poets, that the very term Scottish Poetry borders on
the burlesque. When 1 write to Mr. Carfrae, I
shall advise him rather to'try one of his deceased
friend’s English pieces. I am prodigiously hurried
with my own matters, else I would have requested
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a pyrusal of all Mylne's poetic performances ; and
would have offered his friends my assistance in either
selecting or correcting what would be proper for the
press. What if is that occupies me so much, and
perhaps a little oppresses my present spirits, shall
fill up a paragraph in some future letter. In the
mean time, allow me to close this epistle with a few
lines done by ;1.. fricnd of mine * * * * * ] gmive
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.

Like the fair plant that from our touch withdraws,
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause,

Be all a mother’s fondest hope can drcam,

And all you arc, 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 truc 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.’”

R. B.

[These beautiful lines, we have reason to believe, are
the production of the lady to whom this letter is
addressed. Eb.]
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No. CXXXVIL
TO THE Rev. P. CARFRAE.

1789.
Rev. Sin,

I po not recollect that I have ever felt a severer
pang of shame, than on lovking 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, great]y enhanced in its value by the en-
dearing, though melancholy circumstance, 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 be an improper step. My success,
perhaps as much accidental as merited, has brought
an inundation of nonsense under the name of Scottish
poetry. Subscription-bills for Scottish poems, have
so dunned, and daily do dun the public, that the
very name is in danger off*contempt. For these
reasdhs, if publishing opy of Mr. Mylne's poems in
a magazine, &c. be at all prudent, jp my opinion it
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cestainly should not be a Scottish poem. The profits
of ‘the labours of a man of genius, are, I hope, as
honorable as any profits whatever ; and Mr. Mylne's
relations are most justly cntitled to that honest
harvest, which fate has denied himself to reap.
But let the friends of Mr. Mylne's fame (among
whom I crave the honour of ranking mysclf),
always kecp 1n eye his respectability as a man and
as a poet, and take no measure that, before the
world knows any thing about him, would risk his
name and character being classed with the fools of
the times.

I have, Sir, some experience of publishing; and
the way in which I would proceed with Mr. Mylne's
poems, is this:—I will publish, in two or threc
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 onc of the productions of a Lothian
farmer, of respectable character, lately deceased,
whose poems his friends had it in idea to publish,
soon, by subscription, 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 effectual
manner, to those tender connexions, whose right it
is, the pecuniary reward of those merits. R. B.

[The Rev. Peter Carfrac gave the following account
of Mylne to tha poet of Ayrshire. He was a man
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highly respectable for every accomplishment and vingue
which adorns the character of a man or a Christian.
To a great degree of literature, of taste, and poctic
genius, was added an invincible modesty of temper,
which prevented, in some measure, hig figuring in life,
and confined the perfeet knowledge of his character
and talents to the small circle of his chosen friends.
He was untimely taken from us, a few m-e]n ago, by
an mﬂ.umn.xturv fever, in the prime of hfc——bcl(wed bv
all who enjoye ed his acquaintance, and Tamented by all
who bave any regard for virtue or genius. There is a
woe pronounced in seripture against the person whom
all men speak well of ; if ever that woe fell upon the
head of mortal man, it fell upon him. He has left
behind him a considerable number of compositions,
chiefly poctical; sufficient, I imagine, to make a large
octavo volume. In particular, two complete and regular
tragedices, a farce of three acts, and some smaller poems
on different subjects. Jt falls to my share, who have
lived in the most intimate and uninterrupted friendship
with him from my youth upwards, to transmit to you
the verses he wrote on the publication of your incom-
parable poems. It is probable they were his last, as
they were found in his scrutoire, folded up in the form
of a letter addressed to you, and, I imagine, were only
prevented from being sent by himself, by that melan-
choly dispensation which we still bemean.”—Ep.]
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No. CXXXVIIIL.

TO Dr. MOORE.

Ellisland, 23rd March, 1789.
SiIr,

Tae gentleman who will deliver you this is a
Mr. Nielson, a worthy clergyman in my neighbour-
hood, and a very particular acquaintance of mine.
As I have troubled him with this packet, I must
turn him over to your goodness, to recompense
him for it in a way in which he much needs your
assistance, and where you can cffectually serve him :
—Mr. Nielson is on his way for France, to wait on
his Grace of Queensberry, on some little business
of a good deal of importance to him, and he wishes
for your instructions respecting the most eligible
mode of travelling, &c. for him, when he has crossed
the channel. I should not have dared to take this
liberty with you, but that I am told, by those who
have the honour of jour personal acquaintance,
that to be a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of
recommendation to you, and ‘that to have it in your
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power to serve such a character, gives you m‘rch
pleasure.

The inclosed ode is a compliment to the memory
of the late Mrs. swald, of Auchencruive. You,
probably, knew her personally, an honour of which
I cannot boast ; but I spent my early years in her
neighbourhood, and wmong her servants and tenants.
I know that she was detested with tht most heart-
felt cordiality. However, in the patticular part of
her cenduct which roused my poetic wrath, she was
much less blameable.  In January last, on my road
to Ayrshire, 1 had put up at Bailic Whigham’s, in
Sanquhar, 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 1 were both much fatigued with the
labours of the day, and just as my friend the Bailie
and I were bidding detiance to the storm, over a
smoaking 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 favorite horse, whom
I had just christened Pegasus, twelve miles fartner
on, through the wildest moors and hills of Ayrshire,
to New Cumnock, the next inn. The powers of
poesy and prose sink under me, when 1 would
describe what I felt. Suffice it to say, that when a
good fire at New Cumnock had so far recovered
my frozen sinews, I sa{ down and wrote the inclosed
ode.
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was at Edinburgh lately, and settled finally with
Mr. Crecch; and I must own, that, at last, he has
been amicable and fair with me. R. B.

[The Rev. Edward Niclson, whom the poet introduces
to the noticec of Moore, was minister of Kirkbean, on
the Solway :—he was cloquent and lcarned, and not
without naturil talents, but he was a jovial man, and
loved good cheéer and merry company, more than be-
came his station. He lived on a smuggling coast ;.num-
bered among his parishioners men concerned in the
contraband trade, nor did he escape the suspicion of
silently permitting a traflic which injured the morals of
his people more deeply than cither his admonitions or
example could mend.—Ep.]
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No. CXXXIX.
T® Mx. HILL.

Ellisland, 2nd April, 1789.

I wiLr make no excuse, my dear Bibliopolus,
(Gov forgive me for murdering langhage !) that I
have sat down to write you on this vife paper.

It & cconomy, Sir; it is that cardinal virtue,
prudence ; so I beg you will sit down, and either
composce or borrow a panegyric.  If you are going
to borrow, apply to * ¥ ¥ * % to compose, or rather to
compound, something very clever on my remark-
able frugality; that I write to one of my most
esteemed friendp on this wretched paper, which was
originally intended for the venal fist of some
drunken exciseman, to take dirty notes in a miser-
able vault of an ale-cellar.

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand bless-
ings—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 nosc !—lead me, hand me in thy clutch-
ing palsied fist, up those heights, und through
those thickets, hitherto inaccessible, and impervious
to my anxious, weary fect :2-not those Parnassian
crags, bleak and barren, wherc the hungry worship-
pers of fame are, breathless, clambering, hanging



32 THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS. »

ween heaven and hell ; but those glittering cliffs
of® Potosi, where the all-sufficient, all-powe;;;ful
deity, Wealth, holds his immediate court of joys'and
pleasures ; where the sunny (xposure of plenty,
and the hot walls of profusion, produce thoge Dliss-
ful fruits of luxury, exotics in this world, and
natives of paradise !—Thou withered sybil, my sage
conductress, ‘usher me into thy refulgent, 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 scenes 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 !—
He daily bestows his greatest kindpess on the un-
deserving and the worthless—assure him, that I
bring ample documents of meritorious demerits!
Pledge yourself for me, that, for the glorious cause
of Lucrg, 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.

I want a Shakespeare ; I want likewise an English
dictionary—Johnson's, I suppose, is best. In these
and all my prose commissions, the cheapest is
always the best for me. There is a small debt of
honour that I owe MrsRobert Cleghorn, in Saugh-
ton Mills, my worthy friend, and your well-wisher.
Please give him, and urge him to take it, the first
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time you see him, ten shillings worth of any thix.lg
you have to sell, and place it to my account. J

The library scheme that 1 mentioned to you, is
already hegun, undgr the dircction of Captain
Riddel. There is another in emulatibn of it going
on at (,"luﬁcburn, under the auspices of Mr. Mon-
teith, of Closcburn, which will be un a greater scale
than ours. Capt. Riddel gave his infant society a
great many of his old books, else T had written you
on that subject; but, one of these days, 1 shall
trouble you with a commission for **The Monkland
Friendly Society”—ua copy of The Spectator, M ror,
and Lounger, Man of Feeling, Mun of the World,
Guthrie's Geographweal Grammar, with some re-
ligious picces, will likely be our first order.

When 1 grow richer, 1 will write to you on gilt
post, to make dinends for this sheet. At present,
every guinea has a five guinea errand with

My dear Sir,
Your faithful, poor, but honest friend,
R.B.

[The Monkland Society existed only while Captain
Riddel lived, whose activity and taste aided in its estab-
lishment and continuance.  Such clubs, when wisely
conducted, are extremely beneficial : they diffuse useful
and clegant knowledge among the rude and unlettered,
and dircet men’s minds to the contemplation of what is
worthy and noble.  History, biography, voyages and
travels, are chiefly required ; tla: peasantry of the north
are sufliciently well acquainted with divinity and verse.
—Lp.] *

YOL. ViI. »
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« No. CXL.
TO Mzs. DUNLOP.

A"
! Ellisland, 4tk April, 1789.
I ~no sooner hit on any poetic plan or fancy, but
1 wish to send it to you : and if knowing and read-
ing these gire half the pleasure to you, that com-
municating them to you gives to me, 1 am satisfied.
I have a poctic whim in my head, which Lat pre-
sent dedicate, or rather inscribe, to the Right Ion.
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 :
SKETCH.
How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ;
How virtue and vice blend their black and their white;
How genius, the illustrious father of fiction,
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction—

1 sing : If these mortals, the eritics, should bustle,
1 care not, not I, let the critics go whistle.

But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory,
At once may illustrate and honour my story.

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits ,
Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hits ;
‘With knowledge s0 vast, and with judgment so strong,
No man with the half of *cm e’er went far wroug ;
‘With passions 50 potent, and fancies so bright,
No man with the half of ’cm ¢’er went quite right,
A sorry, poor misbegot son of the muses,
For using thy name offers fifty excuscs.

[See vol. iii. page 103.]

On the 20th current I hope to have the honour of
assuring you, in person, how sineerely I am—
¢ R. B.
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Mo. CXLI.

TO Mgrs. MMURDO,

PRUMLANRIG,

Lllislend, 2nd May, 17589.
Mavay,

I mave finished the picce which had the happy
fortune to ke honoured with your approbation ; and
never did little wiss with more sparkling pleasure
shew her .qqxlaudul sampler fo partial mamma, than
I now send my poem to you and Mr. MMurdo if
he is returned to Drumlanrig.  You cannot easily
imagine what thin-skinned animals—what sensitive
plants poor poets are.  How do we shrink into the
embittered corner of self-abascment, 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 I can tell you, Madam, given me
a balloon waft up Parnassus, where on my fancied
elevation I regard my poetic self with no small de-
gree of complacency. Qurcly with all their sins,
the rhyming tribe are not ungrateful creatures.—I
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reqollect your goodness to your humble guest—I
se¢ Mr. M‘Murdo adding to the politeness of the
gentleman, the kindness of a friend, and my heart
swells as it would burst, with\varm cmotions and
ardent wishes ! It may be it is not gratitude—it
may be a mixed sensation. That strange, shifting,
doubling animal maw is so generally, at best, but a
negative, oft¢n a worthless creature, that we cannot
see real goodficss and native worth without feeling

the bosom glow with sympathetic approbatiqn.

With cvery sentiment of grateful respect,

I have the honour to be,
Madam,
Your obliged and grateful humble servant,

R. B.

[The poem alluded to was the song of Bonnie Jean ;
the heroine is the eldest daughter of Mrs. McMurdo,
and sister to Phillis—their charms give lustre to some
of the poet’s happiest lyrics,—Eb.]
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Yo. CXLIIL
TO Mr. CUNNINGHAM.

Ellisland, 4th May, 1789.
My prar Sig,

Yorr dutfy-free favour of the 26th April T received
two days ago ; I will not say I perused it with plea-
sure ; that is the cold compliment of ceremony ; L
perused it, Sir, with delicious satisfaction ; — in
short, it is such a letter, that not you, nor your
friend, but the, legislature, by express proviso in
their postage laws, should frank. A letter informed
with the soul of friendship is such an honour to
human nature, that they should order it free ingress
and egress to and from their bags and mails, as an
encouragement and mark of distinction to super-
eminent virtue.

I have just put the last hand to a little poem,
which I think will be something to your taste. One
morning lately, as 1 was out pretty early in the
fields, sowing some grass seeds, 1 heard the burst
of a shot from a neighbouring plantation, and pre-
sently a poor little wounded hare came erippling by
me. You will guess my indignation at the inhuman
fellow who could shoot a hare at this season, when
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alb of them have young ones. Indeed there is
something in that business of destroying for our
sport individuals in the animal creation that do not
injure us materially, which I 3uld never reconcile
to my ideas of virtue.
Inhuman man! curse on thy barb’rous art,
And bl d be thy d iming eye!
ng never pity sooth thee with a sigh,
Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart!
[See vol. iii. page 107.]
Let me know how you like my poem.g I am
doubtful whether it would not be an improvement
to keep out the last stanza but onc altogether.
Cruikshank is a glorious production of the author
of man. You, he, and the noble Colonel of the
Crochallan Fencibles are to me
* Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my heart.””

I have a good mind to make verses on you all, to

the tunc of “ Three guid fellows ayont the glen.”
R. B.

[Dr. Gregory addresscd the following criticism to
Burns on his poem of the Wounded Hare. The poet
said of it, “ Gregory is o good man; but he loves to
crucify one. I believe in his iron justice—but, like the
devils, I believe and tremble.”’—

“DEear Sir,

“1 TAKE the first leis‘ure hour I could command, to
thank you for your letter, and the copy of verses in-
closed in it. As there is rcal peetic merit, I mean
both fancy and tenderness, and some happy expressions
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in them, I think they well deserve that vou should
revise them carcfully, and polish them to the utmdst.
This, I am sure, you can do if you please, for you have
great command both pf expression and of rhymes; and
you may judge from the two last picces of Mrs. Hunter’s
poetry, that I guve you, how much correctness and high
polish enhance the value of such compositions. As
you desire it, I shall with great freedom give yon my
most rigorous criticisms on your verses.” I wish vou
would give me another edition of them, thuch amended,
and I ill send it to Mrs. Hunter, who T am sure will
have much pleasure in reading it. Pray give me like-
wise for myself, and her too, a copv (as much amended
as you please) of the « Water Fowl on Loch Turit.

“The ‘Wounded ITare’ is a pretty good subject; but
the measure or stanza yvou have chosen for it is not a
good one : it does not flowe well ; and the rhyme of the
fourth line is alpost lost by its distance from the first ;
and the two interposed, close rhymes. If I were you,
I would put it into a different stanza yet.

¢ Stanza 1. The execrations in the first two lines are
too strong or coarse; but they may pass. ¢ Murder-
aiming’ is a bad compound epithet, and not very in-
telligible. < Blood-stained,’ in stanza iii. line 4, has
the sume fault; Mleeding bosom is infinitely better.
You have accustomed yourself to such epithets, and
have no notion how stiff and quaint they appear to
others, and how incongruous with poetic fancy and
tender sentiments.  Suppose Pope had written, ¢ Why
that blood-stained bosom gored,” how would you have
liked it? Form isneither a pgetic, nor a dignified, nor
a plain, common word : it is a mere sportsman’s word :
unsuitable to pathetic owserious poetry.
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{ “‘Mangled’ is a coarse word. ‘Innocent’ in this
sefise is a nursery word ; but both may pass.

“ Stanza 4. * Who will now provide that lifc a mo-
ther only can bestow,” will nog do at all: it is not
grammar—it is¢not intelligible. “Do you mecan  pro-
vide for that life which the mother had bestowed and
used to provide for ?’ .

““There was a ridiculous slip of the pen, ‘TFeeling’
(T suppose) for ¢ Fellow,’ in the title of your copy of
verses; but even fellow would be wrong: it is buta
colloquial and vulgar word, unsuitable to YOyg senti-
ments. ‘Shot’ is improper too. On secing a person
(or a sportsman) wound a hare; it is needless to add
with what weapon: but, if you think otherwise, you
should say, with a fowling picce.”’—Eb.]
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No. CXLIII.
TO Mr. SAMUEL BROWN.

Mossgriel, Ath May, 1789
DEar Uscug,

Tuis, I hope, will find you and your conjugal
yoke-fellow in your good old way ; I am impatient
to know if the Ailsa fowling be commeheed for this
season vet, as I want three or four stonds of feathers,
and Ighope you will bespeak them for me. It
would be a vain attempt for me to enumerate the
various transactions I have been engaged in since 1
saw you last, but this know,—l1 am engaged in a
smuggling trade, and God knows if ever any poor
man experienced better returns, two for one, but as
freight and dcli\‘ ery have turned out so dear, 1 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 imitation of the old Patriarchs, get
men-servants and maid-servants, and flocks and
herds, and beget sons and daughters.

Your obedient Nephew,
R. B.

[Samuel Brown was brother to the poet’s mother, and
seems to have been a joyous and tolerant sort of person,
for his nephew shews little of that understrapping virtue
called delicacy in relating his fortunes. Ile seems to
have been somewhagignorant tQo of the poet’s motions,
for certainly the license to which he alludes was taken
out nearly a twelvemonth sbefore the letter was written.

—Eb.]
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No. CXL}QZ.
TO RICHARD BROWN.

Mauchline, 215t May, 1789.
My Dear Friexp,

I was in the country by accident, and hearing 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 evey 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, wishing you
and she were to make two at the ensuing lying-in,
with which Mrs. B. threatens very soon to favour
me, wishing 1 had longer time to write to you at
present ; and, finally, wishing that if there is to be
another state of existence, Mr. B., Mrs. B., our
little ones, and hoth families, and you and I, in some
snug retreat, may makea jovial party to all eternity!

My Direction is at Ellisland, near Dumfries.

« Ydur's, R.B,
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I:{(). CXLV.
TO Mgr. JAMES IIAMILTON.

LEllislund, 26th May, 1789,
Deuar Sig,

I se®n 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 sym-
pathy with your misfortunes; but it is a tender
string, and I know not how to touch it. It is easy
to flourish a set of high-fown sentiments on the
subjects that would give great satisfaction to—a
breast quite at ease; but as oxr ohserves, who was
very seldom mistaken in the theory of life, *“ The
heart knoweth its own sorrows, and a stranger in-
termeddleth not therewith.”

Among some distressful emergencies that I have
experienced in life, I ever laid this down as my
foundation of comfort—Thuat he who has lived the
life of an honest man, has by no means lived in vain !

With every wish for your welfare and future
success,

I’am, my dear Sir,
Sincerely yours,
R.B.
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W[James HHamilton was a grocer in Glasgow, and in-
tecested himsclf early insthe fame and fortunes of the
poct. That he had not the success in life which his
friend imagined he merited, seqms plain by this letter,
and perhaps there are few who will not feel that Burns
has, with uncommon delicacy, condoled with him in
his misfortunes, and suggested a topic of consolation at
once rational and religious.—Ebp. ]

No. CXLVL
TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ.

Ellisland, 30th May, 1789.
Sir,

I nap intended to have troubled you with a long
letter, but at present the delightful sensations of
an omnipotent tooth-ache so engross all my inner
man, as to put it out of my power even to write
nonscnse. llowever, as in duty bound, I approach
my bookseller with an offering in my hand—a few
poetic clinches, aad a song :—To expect any other
kind of offering from the Rhyming T'ribe would be
to know them much less than you do. I do not
pretend that there is much merit in these morceaua,
but I have two reasons for sending them; primo,
they are mostly ill-natured, so are in unison with my
present feelings, whilé fifty troops of infernal spirits
are driving post from ear to,ear along my jaw bones ;
and secondly, they are so short, that you cannot leave
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off in the middle, and so hurt my pride in the idea
that you found any work of mine too heavy to gét
through.

I have a request 'd beg of you, and I not only
beg of you, but conjure you, by all your wishes and
by all your hopes, that the muse will spare the
satiric wink in the moment of your foibles ; that
she will warble the song of rapture round your
hymeneal couch; and that she will saed on your
turf theghonest tear of elegiuc gratitude ! Grant my
request as speedily as possible—send me by the very
first fly or coach for this place three copies of the
last edition of my poems, which place to my
account.

Now may the good things of prose, and the good
things of verse, come among thy hands, until they
be filled with the good things of this life, prayeth

R. B.

[The poetic address to *“ The Tooth-ache” seems to
Le the offspring of this period. The “venomed stang”
was fully felt during the composition of the epistle:
but no one, save a sutfecrer under this * hell of a’
diseases,” can sympathize in the expression that fifty
troops of infernal spirits were driving post from ear to
ear along his jaw-bones! This letter may be taken as
another proof of the poet’s desire to render himsclf
acceptable to his friends: he %eldom folded up one
without enclosing in it, or jnserting in once of the pages,
a short poem or one of his sweetest lyrics.—Eb.]
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No. CXLWJI.

TO MR. MCAULEY,

OF DUMBARTON.

[ 3
Ellisland, 4th June, 1789.
Dear'Sir,

Tuoucu I am not without my fears respecting
my fate, at that grand, universal inquest of right
and wrong, commonly called The Last Day, yet 1
trust there is one sin, which that arch-vagabond,
Satan, who I understand is to be lk.ing’s evidence,
cannot throw in my teeth, I mean ingratitude.
There is a certain pretty large quantum of kindness
for which I remain, and from inability, I fear must
still remain, your debtor ; but though unable to re-
pay the debt, 1 assure you, Sir, 1 shall ever warmly
remember the obligation. It gives me the sincerest
pleasure to hear by my old acquaintance, Mr. Ken-
nedy, that you are, in immortal Allan's language,
¢ Hale, and weel, and living ;" and that your charm-
ing family are well, and promising to be an amiable
and respectable addi§on to the company of per-
formers, whom the Great Manager of the Drama of
Man is bringing into action for the succeeding age.
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With respect to my welfare, a subject in whigh
you once warmly and effectively interested yourscif,
I am here in my old way, holding my plough,
marking the growth 3 my corn, or the health of
my dairy ; and at times sauntering by'the delightful
windings of the Nith, on the margin of which I have
built my humble domicile, praying for seasonable
weather, or holding an intrigue with the Muscs;
the only gypsies with whom I have new any inter-
course., As I am cntered into the holy state of
matrimony, 1 trust my face is turned completely
Zion-ward ; and as it is a rule with alt *honest fcl-
lows to repeat no grievances, I hope that the little
poetic licences of former days will of course fall
under the oblivious influence of some good-natured
statute of cclestial prescription. In my family de-
votion, which, like a good presbyterian, I occasion-
ally give to my household folks, I am extremely
fond of the psalm, “ Let not the errors of my
youth, &c.” und that other, “ Lo, children are God's
heritage, &c.” in which last Mrs. Burns, who by the
bye has a glorious “ wood-note wild” at either old
song or psalmody, joins me with the pathos of
Handel's Messiah. R. B.
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No. CXL\ I

Q. MR. ROBERT AINSLIE.

Lllisland, 8th June, 1789.
My Dcar Frienp,

I am perfectly ashamed of myself when I look at
the date of your last. It is not that I forget the
friend of my heart and the comparfion of my pere-
grinations ; but 1 have been condemned to drudgery
beyond sufferance, though not, thank God, beyond
redemption. I have had a collection of poems by
a lady put into my hands to preparc them for the
press ; which horrid task, with sowing corn with my
own hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, plasterers,
&c. to attend to, roaming on business through Ayr-
shire—all this was against me, and the very first
dreadful article was of itsclf too much for me.

13th. I have not had a moment to spare from
incessant toil since the 8th.  Lifc, my dear Sir, isa
serious matter. You know by cxperience that a
man’s individual sclf is a géod deal, but believe me,
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a wife and family of children, wlwnevel',you"l havz
the honour to be a hushand and a father, will shew
you that your present and most anxious hours of
solitude are spent on frifles. The welfare of those
who are very dear to us, whose only stpport, hope,
and stay we are—this, to a generous mind, is ano-
ther sort of more important object of care than any
concerns whatever which centre merely in the indi-
vidual. On the other hand, let no yo f unmar-
ried, rakghelly dog among you, mak
pretended liberty and freedom 8 B
relations we stand in to king, co N dred, and
friends, be any thing but the visionary fancics of
dreaming metaphysicians ; if religion, virtue, mag-
nanimity, gencrosity, humanity and justice, be aught
but empty sounds ; then the man who may be said
to live only for others, for the beloved, honourable
female, whose tender faithful embrace endears life,
.and for the helpless little innocents who are to be
the men and women, the worshippers of his God,
the subjects of his king, and the support, nay the
very vital existence of his counTry, in the ensuing
age ;—compare such a man with any fellow what-
ever, who, whether he bustle and push in business
among labourers, clerks, statesmen ; or whether he
roar and rant, and drink and sing in taverns—a fel-
low over whose grave no one will breathe a single
heigh-ho, except from the cabweb-tic of what is
called good fellowship—who has no view nor aim
but what terminates in himsclf—if there be any gro-
VOL. VIL E
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velling searthborn wretch of our species, a renegado
togcommon scnse, who would fain believe that the
noble creature man, is no better than a sort of fungus,
generated out of nothing, nobudy knows how, and
soon dissipatimg in nothing, nobody knows where;
such a stupid beast, such a crawling reptile, might
balance the foregoing unexaggerated comparison,
but no one eJse would have the patience.

Forgive ¥, my dear Sir, for this long silence.
To make gmends, 1 shall send you sogn, and
more enc ill, without any postage, one or
two rhym Jater manufacture, R.B

[This truly noble letter is worth a couple of sermons
oxllomestic morality : he who wrote it spoke from his
0

experience, and no one has talke] more wisely on
this momentous matter.~Ep.)
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No‘. CXLIX.
TO Mg. M\MURDO.

Ellisland, 19tk June, 1789.
Sir, .

A poer and a beggar are, in so magy points of
view alike, that one might take them it the same
individaal character under dlﬂ'erent bnations ;
were it not that though, with "@ ng poetic
license, most poets may be styled beggars, yet the
converse of the proposition does not hold that every
beggnr is a poet. In one particular, however, they
remarkably agree ; if you help either the one or the
other to a mug of ale, or the picking of a bone, they
will very willingly repay you with a song. This
occurs to me at present, as I have just dispatched
a well-lined rib of John Kirkpatrick's Highlander ;
a bargain for whi¢h I am indebted to you, in the
style of our ballad printers, ““ Five excellent new
songs.” The enclosed 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, which I have by me, shall do themselves
the honour to wait on your after leisure : petitioners
for admittance into favour, myst not harass the con~
descensiort of their benefactor.

You see, Sir, what it i to patronise a poet. Tis
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lik~c being a magistrate in a petty borough ; you do
thgm 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 famjly ; two blessings by the bye, to which
your rauk dogs 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 cottagedlive an exclusive right.

I have the honour to be,
Sir,
Your much indebted and very humble servant,
R.B.

[Of John Mc<Murdo, of Drumlenrig, I have alrcady
spoken : he was one of Burns’ firmest Nithsdale friends,
and was united with others, at the poet’s death, in the
management of his affairs, which prospered so well,
that two hundred pounds per annum became the widow’s
portion for muny years before she was laid in the grave.
Burns was sensible of other charms at Drumlsnrig
than those of loveliness, wit, and a well-spread table:
he adinired the mansion, copied after the design of
Inigo Jones—and more the winding Nith, which seems
anxious at that place to become as picturesque as pos-
sible. The rushing river, the woody banks, the stately '
towers, and the lofty hidls, all unite in rendgring this
onc of the pleasantest spots in Upper Nithsdale,.~Ep.]
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No. CL.
TO Mgrs. DUNLOP.»'

Ellisland, 21st June 1789.
DEear Mabpawm,

WiLL you take the effusions, the n}lsemble effu-
slons of low spirits, just as they flow from their
bitter §pring? I know not of any particular cause
for this worst of all my foes besetting me ; but for
some time my soul has been beclouded with a
thickening atmosphere of evil imaginations and
gloomy presages.

Monday Evening.

I have just heard Mr.Kirkpatrick preach a sermon.
He is a man famous for his benevolence, and 1
rever¢ him; but from such ideas of my Creator,
good Lord, deliver me! Religion, my honoured
friend, is surely a simple business, as it equally con-
cerns the ignorant and the learned, the poor and the
rich. That there is an incomprehensible Great
Bemg; to whom I owe my existence, and that he
must be intimately acquainted with the operations
and progress of the internal machinery, and con-
sequent outward deportment of this creature which
he has made; these are, I think, self-evident pro-
positions: That there is a rRal and eternal distinc-
tion between virtue and,vice, and consequently, that
I am an accountable creature ; that from the seeming
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hature of the human mind, as well a5 from the
evident imperfection, fiay, positive injustice, in the
administration of affairs, both in the natural and
moral worl#, there must be a retributive scene of
existence beyond the grave ; must, I think, be al-
lowed by every one who will give himself a mo-
ment’s reflection. I will go farther, and affirm,
that from the sublimity, excellence, and purity of
his doctriné and precepts, unparalleled by all the
aggregated wisdom and learning of many @receding
gges, though, to appearance, he himself was the
obscurest and most illiterate of our speeies ; ‘there-
fore Jesus Christ was from God.

‘Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases the
happiness of others, this is my criterion of goodness ;
and whatever injures society at layge, or any indi-
vidual in it, this is my measure of iniquity.

What think you, madam, of my creed? I ‘trust
that I have said nothing that will lessen me in the
eye of one, whose good opinion I value almost néxt

to the approbation of my own mind. '
A ‘R. B.

[The Devil, the Pope, and the Pretender, darkened,
for's century at lenst, in three-fold alliance the sérimons
of many a sound divine both in Scotland and’ England.
The extinction of the house of Stuart lessened our,dread
of the Pope, and prepaged, though no one acknowledged
it, the nation for the healing and brotherly“seasure of
Catholic emancipation. Other fears than such as arise
from zeal in religion now molest the church.—Ep.]

£
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No. CLL

TO Mk.

) * 1789.
My DEar Sis, -

Tar hurry of a farmer in this particular season,
and the indolence of a poet at all times and seasons,
will, I hope, plead my excuse for neglecting so lo’flg
to answer your obliging letter of the 5th of August.

That you have done well in quitting your labo-
rious concern in **** I do not doubt; the weighty
reasons you mention, were, I hope very, and de-
servedly indeed, weighty ones, and your health is a
matter of the last importance; but whether the
remaining proprietors of the paper have also done

, well, is what I much doubt, The ***#*, g0 far as I
was a reader, exhibited such a brilliancy of point,
such an elegance of paragraph, and such a variety
of iskelligence, that I can hardly conceive it possible
to continue a daily paper in the same degree of ex-
cellence : but if there was a man who had abilities
equal to the task, that man's assistance the pro.
prietors have lost.

When I received your leiter I was transcribing

"‘for #'%'R # my letter to the magistrates of the
Canangate, Edinburgh, begging their permission to
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place a tomb- stone over poor Fergussom and fhweir
adict in consequence of,my petition, but Tow-1-shall
send them to * * * % % ¥ %, Poor Fergusson ! -3
there be a life beyond the gratve, which I trust the!e
is: and if there be a good God presiding over, all
nature, which I am sure there is; thou art now en-
joying existence in a glorious world, where worth
of the heart, alone is distinction in the man ; where
riches, deprived of all their pleasure-purchasing
powers, return to their native sordid matter; where
titles and honours are the disregarded reveries of in
e dream : and where that heavy virtue, which is
the negative consequence of steady dulness, and those
thoughtless, though often destructive follies, which
are the unavoidable aberrations of frail human na-*
ture, will be thrown into equal obhvnon as if they
had never been ! .

Adieu, my dear Sir! So soon as your present
views and schemes are concentred in an aim, I shall
be glad to hear from you; as your welfare and
happmess is by no means & subject indifferent to

'5 — Yours, R. .B~

[The name of the gentleman to whom this laﬁer is
addressed has not transpired; this is the more to be
lamented, since he seems to have wanted neither talent
nor spirit, as his letter, to which that of Burns is an
answer, will sufficiently shew : .

e “London, 5th A 1789,
¢ My DEAR SIR, s
+  ““Excusk me when I say, th8t the uncommon abilities
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.
»

whikh § youspossess, must render your correspondense
very- lcceptable to any onc. I can assure you, I am
pnrtlcu.larly proud of your pkrtmhty, and shall endea-
,,;(pnl, by every method#in my power, to merit a conti-
auance of your politeness. }

“When you can spare a few moments, I should be
proud of a letter from you, directed for me, Gerrard-
street, Soho.

“I cannot express my happiness suffisiently at the
instance of your attachment to my late inestimable
friend, Bob Fergusson, who was particularly intimate
‘ with myMIf and relations. While I recollect with plea-
sure his extraordinary talents, and many amiable qug-~
lities, it affords me the greatest consolation, that I am
honoured with the correspondence of his successor in
national simplicity and genius. That Mr. Burns has
refined in the art of poetry, must readily be admitted ;
but, notwithstanding many favourable representations,
I am yet to lcarn’that he inherits bis convivial powers.

; ¢ There was such a richness of conversation, such a
plenitude of fancy and attraction in him, that when I
call the happy period of our intercourse to my memory,
I feel myself in a state of delirium. I was then younger
than him by eight or ten years; but his manner was so,
félicitous, that he enraptured every person around him."*
and {lffused into the hearts of young and old the spirit
which operated on his own mind.”]
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No. CLIL

TO MISS WILLIAMS.

Ellisland, 1789,

Mapanm, '

Or the many problems in the nature of that won-
derful creature, man, this is one of the most ex-
traordinary, that he shall go on from day to day,
from week to week, from month to month, or pek-
haps from year to year, suffering 2 bundred timies
more in an hour from the impotent conciousness of
neglecting what he ought to do, than the very doiig
of it would cost him. I am deeply indebted to you,
first for a most elegant poetic compliment; then for
a polite, obliging letter : and, lastly, for your ex-
cellent poem on the Slave-Trade; and yet, wretch
that I am ! though the debts were debts of honour,
and the creditor a lady, I have put off and put off
even the very acknowledgment of the obligation,
until you must indeed be the very angel I take you
for, if you can forgive me.

Your poem I hav~ read with the highest plea-
sure. I have a way whenever I read a book, I mean
a book in our own trade, Madam, a poetic one,
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and whert it is my own property, that I takesa
pencil and mark at the engds of verses, or note ¢h
margins and odd papey, little criticisms of approba-
tion or disapprobation as I peruse glong. I will
make no apology for presenting you with a few-
unconnected thoughts that occurred to me in my
repeated perusals of your poem. I want to shew
you that I have honesty enough to tell'you what I
take to be truths, even when they are not quite on
the sidaypf approbation ; and Ido itin the firm faith
that you have equal greatness of mind to hear them
. with pleasure.
. I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr.Moore,
_-where he tells me that he has sent me some books :
4hey are not yet come to hand, but I hear they are
on the way.
;. Wishing you ‘all success in your progress in the
. path of fame ; and that you may equally escape the
.danger of stumbling through incautious speed, or
. losing ground through loitering neglect. R.B.

[The lady to whom this letter is addressed was the well
known Helen Maria Williams—her answer is charac-
teristic 1~
“ 7th Auguat, 1789.
“ DEAR SR,
# ] pq fiot lose 8 moment in rcturmnv you my sincere
'acknowledgments for yoar letter, and your criticism on
ity poem, which is a very flattering proof that you have
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cead it with attention. I think your objections are per-
gectly just, except in ong instance.

““ You have indeed been very profuse of pancgyric
on my little performance. A%nuch less portion of ap-

_plause from gou, would have been gratifying to me;

“#ince I think its value depends entirely upon the source
from whence it proceeds—the incense of praise, like
other incense, is more gratcful from the quality, than
the quantity of the odour.

““ T hope you still cultivate the pleasures of poetry,
which are precious even independent of the gawards of
fame. Perhaps the most valuable property of poetry is
its power of disengaging the mind from worldly cares,
and leading the imagination to the richest springs of
intellectual enjoyment ; since, however frequently life
may be chequered with gloomy scenes, those who truf
love the Muse, can always find one little path adornéz
with flowers and chceered by sunshine,”]
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NoyCLIIL
TO MR.JOHN LOGAN.

Ellisland, near Dumfries, 7th Hug. 1789.
DEA{S!R,

I vrenNDED to have written you long cre now,
and as I told you I had gotten three stanzas and a
half on my way in a poetic epistle to you; but
that old enemy of all good works, the devil, threw
me into a prosaic mire, and for the soul of me I
cannot get out of it. I dare not write you a long
letter, as I am going to intrude on your time with a
long ballad. Ihave,as you will shortly see, finished
“ The Kirk’s Alarm ;” but now that it is done, and
that 1 have laughed once or twice at the conceits in
some of the stanzas, I am determined not to let it
get into the public; so 1 send you this copy, the
first that I havc sent to Ayrshire, except some few
of the stanzas, which I wrote off in embryo for
Gavin Hamilton, under the express provision and
request that you will only read it to a few of us, and
do not on any account give, or permit to be taken,
any copy of the ballad. If I cguld be of any service
to Dr. M‘Gill, I would do it, though it should be at
a much greater expense thhn irritating a few bigoted
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priests, but I am afraid serving Mm in his present
Pnbarras is a task too hgrd forme. 1 have enemies
enow, God knows, though I do not wantonly add to
the number.  Still as I think'there is some merit in
two or three &f the thoughts, I send it to you as a
small, but sincere testimony how much, and with
what respectful esteem,
« I am, dear Sir,
‘ +  your obliged humble servant,
- R.B.

[ An crror into which the biographers of Bums
have fullen is corrected by this letter. The ¢ Kirk’s
Alarm’ is neither an carly production nor of westexn
descent ; it was composed at Ellisland with the hope
rendering some service to the Reverend Dr. M‘Gill,
against whom & cry of heresy had been raised—and not
witholit reason. I have seen only two copies of this
satire in the poet’s handwriting : one is contained in
the Afton MSS. and the other is in the collection of the
daughter of the gentleman to whom this letter is ad~
dressed.—Eb.]
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NoJCLIV.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, 6¢h Sept. 1785
DEar Mapam,

I nave Tnentioned in my last, my appointment
to the Excise, and the birth of little Frank ; who,
by the bye, I trust will be no discredit to the ho-
nourable name of Wallace, as he has a fine manly
countenance, and a figure that might do credit to
a ljttle fellow two months older; and likewise an
excellent good temper, though when he pleases he
has a pipe, only not quite so loud as the horn that
his iromortal namesake blew as a signal to take out
the pin of Stirling bridge.

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic, and
part prosaic, from your poetess, Mrs. J. Little, a
very ingenious, but modest composition. I should
have written her as she requested, but for the hurry
of this new business. I have heard of her and
her compositions in this country ; and I am happy
to add, always to the honour of her character. The
fact is, I know not well how, to write to her: I
should sit down to a sheet of paper that I knew
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Mot bow to stain. I am no dabatSne-drawn letter-
Writing ; and, except when profnptéd by friendship
or gratitude, or, which hapQ::s extremely rarely,
inspired by the Muse (I know not her name} that
_presides over epistolary writing, I sit down, when
(necessitated to write, as I would sit down to beat
hemp. .

Some parts of your letter of the 20th August,
strullk me with the most melancholy concern for
the state of your mind at present. P

Would I could write you a letter of comfort, I
would sit down to it with as much pleasure, as I
would to write an cpic poem of my own composi-
tion, that should equal the Iliad. Religion, my dear
friend, is the true comfort ! A strong persuasionin
a future state of existence ; a proposition so obvi-
ously probable, that, setting revelation aside, every
nation and people, so far as investigation has
reached, for at least near four thousand years, have,
in some mode or other, firmly believed it. In vain
would we reason and pretend to doubt. I have my-
self done so to a very daring pitch; but, when 1
reflected, that I was opposing the most ardent
wishes, and the most darling hopes of good men,
and flying in the face of all human belief, in all
ages, 1 was shocked at my own conduct.

I know not whether I have ever seht you the
following lines, or if ypu have ever seen them ; but’
it is one of my favourite quotations, which I keep
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constantly by me in-my progress through life, in the »
language of the book of Job,*
¢ Against tho dly) battle and of war"—
spoken of religion :
* *Tis thizgumy friend, that streaks our morning bright

*Tis ¢hes that gilds the hoiror of our night.

‘When wealth forsakes us, and when fiiends are few

‘When fiiends are faithless, or when foes pursuc;

*Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the smar®,

Dissims affliction, or repcls his dart,

‘Within the breast hids purest raptures rise,

Buds smiling conscience spread her cloudless skies.”

1 have been busy with Zeluco. 'The Doctor is so
obliging as to request my opinion of it ; and 1 have
been revolving in my mind some kind of eriticisms on
novel-writing, but it is a depth beyond my research.
I shall however digest my thoughts on the subject
as well as I can. Zeluco is a most sterling per-

.
formance.
Farewell! 4 Dieu, le bon Dieu, je vous commende !

R. B.

[The communication from Dr. Moore to which the
poet’s letter alludes contained the following advice—
given I am glad to say in vain :—

“ Clifford Streel, 10th June, 1789.
¢ DEAR SIR,

“ Ir I were to offer an opinion, it would be, that in
your future productions you should abandon the Scot-
tish stanza and dislect, and adopt the measure and
language of modern English pocetry.

““ The stanza which you tsc in imitation of Christ
Kirk on the Green, with the tiresome repetition of ¢ that

VOL. VII, ¥
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day,’ is fatiguing to English ears, !nd I should think
Dot very agreeable co Seottish.

¢¢ All the fine satire and hutaour of your Holy Fair is
lost on the El;glish ; yet, without more trouble to your-
selt, you could have conveyed the whole tp them. The
same is true of some of your other poems. In your
Epistle to James Smith, the stanzas from that beginning
with this live, ¢ This life, so far’s I understand,” to that
which ends,with, ¢ Short while it grieves,” are easy,
flowing, gaily philosoph.cal, and of Horatian clegance—
the language is English, with a few Scottishe#vords, and
some of thosc so harmonious, as to add to the beauty ;
for what poct would not prefer gloaming to twilight.

“ I imagine, that by carefully keeping, and occasion-
ally polishing and correcting those verses, which the
Muse dictates, you will, within a year or two, have an-
other volume as large as the first, ready for the press;
and this without diverting you from:every proper atten-
tion to the study and pructice of husbandry, 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 shew ill humour, although
you retain a sneaking kindness to this agreeable gipsey,
and pay her occasional visits, which in no manney
alienates your heart from your lawful spouse, but tends,
on the contrary, to promote her interest.”

The poetic Epistle from Miss Janet Little was ushered
in by the following account of herself :—

“ Loudon House, 12th July, 1789,
“ SR, ' :
““ THouaH I have not the happiness of being personally
.. acquainted with you, yet 4mongst the number of those
who have read and admired your publications, may I
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he permitted to truble you with this. You must kno\\!
Sir, I am somewhat in love wjth the Muscs, though {
cannot boast of any favogs they have deigned to confe?”
upon me as yet ; wmy situhtion in life has been very much
ugainst me as to that. I have spent sonf yeurs in and
about Eccleéfechan, (where my parents reside) in the
station of o servant, and am now come to Loudon House, ¢
at present possessed by Mrs. I——: she is dgughter
to Mrs. Dunlop, of Dunlop, whom I understand you
are particularly acquainted with. As I'had the pleasure
of perusigg your poems, I felt a partiality for the author,
which I should not have experienced had you been in a
more dignified station. I wrote a few verses of address
to you, which I did not then think of ever presenting ;
but as fortune scems to have favored me in this, hy
bringing meinto a family, by whom you arc well known,
and much esteemed, and where perhaps I may have an
opportunity of seging you; I shall, in hopes of your
future friendship, take the liberty to transcribe them.

Fair fa’ the honest rustic swain,

The pride o' a’ our Scottish plain:

‘Thou gi’es us joy to hear thy strain,

And notes sae sweet :

0ld Ramsay’s shade reviv'd again
In thee we greet.
Lov’d Thalia, that delightfu’ muse,
Seem’d lang shut up as a recluse;
To all she did her aid refuse,
Since Allan’s day :
*Till Burns arose, then did she chuse
To grace his lay.”

There ar’e nine other verses—some worse, none better
than these. The Milkmaid hag little of the Plough-
man’s inspiration.—~Ep.|



oay,

‘68 THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

No. CLV.
£
TO CAPTAIN ‘RIDDEL,

CARSE. .

Ellisland, 16th Oct. 1789.
#1 v

Bic with ¢he idea of this important day at Friars
Carse, I have watched the elements and, skies in
the full persuasion that they would announce it to
the astonished world by some phenomena of terrific
portent.—Yesternight until a very late hour did I
wait with anxious horror, for the appearance of
some Comet firing half the sky; or aerial armies
of sanguinary Scandinavians, darting athwart the
startled heavens, rapid as the ragged lightning, and
horrid as those convulsions of nature that bury
nations.

The elements, however, seem to take the matter
very quietly : they did not even usher in this morn-
ing with triple suns and a shower of blood, symbo-
lical of the three potent heroes, and the mighty
claret-shed of the day.—For me, as Thomson in
his Winter says of the storm—I shall ¢ Hear asto-
nished, and astonished sing” -

The whistle and the man ; I sing
The man that won the whistle, &c.

Here are we iunet, three merry boys,
Three merry boys 1 trow are we ;

And mony a night wi’ve merry been, *
And mony mae we hope to be.
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*

Wha first shall rise to gang aw:
A cuckold coward louh is he

Wha [ast beside "Jis chair shall fa*
He is the king'amang us three.

To leave the heights of Parnassus®and come to
the humble vale of prose.—I have some misgivings
that I take too much upon me, when I request you
to get your guest, Sir Robert Lowrie, to frapk the
two enclosed covers for me, the onesof them, to
Sir William Cunningham, of Robertland, Bart. at
Kilmarn®®k,—the other, to Mr. Allan Masterton,
Writing-Master, Edinburgh. The first has a kin-
dred claim on Sir Robert, as being a brother
Baronet, and likewise a keen Foxite; the other is
one of the worthiest men in the world, and a
man of real genius; so, allow me to say, he has
a fraternal claim'on you. I want them franked for
to-morrow, as I cannot get them to the post to-
night.—I shall send a servant again for them in
the evening. Wishing that your head may be
crowned with laurels to-night, and free from aches
to-morraw,

I have the honor to be, Sir,
Your deeply indebted humble Servant,
R. B.

[The bard seems to have prepared himself for cele-
brating a gontest which did not tuke place for a year
afterwards™ The whistle was contended for 16th Oct.
1790: the successful competitory Fergusson, of Craig-
darroch, was killed by a fall from his horse, many years
after this jovial contest ; he®xcelled in ready eloquence,
-and loved witty company.—Ep.]
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No. CLVI.

TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL.

Ellisland, 1789,
Sir, o

I wiss from my inmost soul it were in my power
to give you a more substantial gratification and re-
turn for all the goodness to the poet, than trans-
scribing a few of his idle thymes.—However, “ an
old song,” though to a proverb an instance of in-
significance, is gencrally the only cpin a poet has to
pay with,

If my poems which Ihave transcribed, and mean
still to transcribe into your book, were equal to the
grateful respect and high esteem I bear for the gen-
tleman to whom I present them, they would be
the finest pvems in the language.—As they are,
they will at least be a testimony with what sin-
cerity I have the honour. to be,

Sir,
Your devoted humble Servant,
R.B.
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No. LLVII
TO MR. R(]BERT AINSLIE.

Ellisland, 152 Nov. 1799
My DEar Friewnp,

I uap written you long ere now, could 1 have®
guessed where to find you, for I am you
have more good sense than to waste the Erecl s days
of vacation time in the dirt of business and Edin-
burgh.—a&herever you are, God bless you, and lead
you not into temptation, but deliver you from evil !

I do not know if I have informed you that I am
now appointed to an excise division, in the middle
of which my house and farm lie. In this I wasex-
tremely lucky. Without ever having been an ex-
pectant, as theyscall their journeymen exciscmen, I
was directly planted down to all intents and purposes
an officer of excise ; there to flourish and bring
forth fruits—worthy of repentance.

I know not how the word exciseman, or still
more opprobrious, gauger, will sound in your ears.
I too have secn the day when my auditory nerves
would have felt very delicately on this subject ; but
a wife and children are things which have a won-
derful power in blunting these kind of sensations.
Fifty pojpds a year for life, and a provision for
widows and orphans, you will allow is no bad set-
tlement for a poet. For the®ignominy of the pro-
fession, I have the engouragement which I once
heard a recruiting sergeant give to a numerous, if-
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bt # respcct%andlence, in the streets of Kil-
—_ cmen, for your furtlfer and or
lgcod'i‘agemenf I can assu§ you that our Tegiment
is¥he most blackguard corps under the crown,
conseqgently with us.an honest fellow has the surest
wthance for preferment.” .

Y, need not doubt that I find several very
unpld®ant and disagreeable circumstances in my
business ; but I am tired with and disgusted at the
language of complaint against the evils of life.
Human existence in the most favourable situations
does not abound with pleasures, and has its incon-
veniences and ills ; capricious foolish man mistakes
these inconveniences and ills as if they were the
peculiar property of his particular situation; and
hence that eternal fickleness, that love of change,
which bas ruined, and daily does ruin many a fine
fellow, as well as many a blockhead, and is almost,
without exception, a constant source of disappoint-
ment and misery.

I long to hear from you how you go on—not so
much in business as in life. Are you pretty well
satisfied with your own exertions, and tolerably at
ease in your internal reflections? Tis much to
be a great character as a lawyer, but beyond com-
parison more to be a great character s a man.
That you may be both the one and the Gther is the
carnest wish,¥and thet you will be both is the firm
persuasion of, .

My dear, Sir, &ec. R.B,-
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Neo. CLVIIL

TO Mag. RICIIARD BROWN.

Ellislund, 4th November, 1789.

I uavs been so hurried, my ever dear friend, that
though I got both your letters, I have not becn able
to command an hour to answer them as I wished ;
and even now, you are (o look on this as merely
confessing debt, and craving days. Few things
could have given me so much pleasurc as the news
that you were snce more safe and sound on terra
firma, and happy in that place where happiness is
alone to be found, in the firecide circle. May the
benevolent Director of all things peculiarly bless
you in all those endearing connections consequent
on the tender and vencrable names of husband and
father! I have indeed been extremely lucky in
getting an additional income of £50 a year, while,
at the same time, the appointment will not cost me
above £10 or £12 per annum of expences more
than I gaust have inevitably incurred. The worst
circumstance is, that the excise division which I
have got is so extensive, no®less than ten parishes
to ride over; and it abgunds besides with so much
business, that I can scarcely steal a spare moment.
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Hdweyer, labour endears rest, and both together
alsolutely n‘ssary for the proper, enjoymerit
human existence. I canndf meet you any where.
No 18ss than an order from the Board of Excise, at
Edinburggh, is necessary before I can have so much
#ime as to meet you in Ayrshire. But do you come,
and sqfime. We must have a social day, and per-
haps hen it out with half the night, before you
go again to sea. You are the carliest friend I now
have on earth, my brothers excepted; a=d is not
that an endearing circumstance? When you and I
first met, we were at the green period of human
life. The twig would casily take a bent, but would
as easily return to its former state. You and I not
only took a mutual bent, but, by the melancholy,
though strong influence of being beth of the family
of the unfortunate, we were entwined with one
another in our growth towards advanced age; and
blasted be the sacrilegious hand that shall attempt
to undo the union! You und I must have one
bumper to my favourite toast, ‘May the companions
of our youth be the friends of our old age!” Come
.and see me one year; I shall see you at Port
Glasgow the next, and if :we can contrive to have a
gossiping between our two bed-fellows, it will be so
much additional pleasure. Mrs. Burns jgls me in
kind compliments to you and Mrs. Brown. Adieu!
1 am*ever, may dear Sir, yours,
R. B.
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Neo. CLIX.

TO R. GRAIIAM, ESQ.

Or FINTRAY,

th December, 1780
Sir,

I nave agood while had a,wish to trouble you
with a letter, and had certainly done it long ere now
—but for a humiliating something that throws cold
water on the resolution, as if one should say, “ You
have found Mr.”Graham a very powerful and kind
friend indecd, and that interest he is so kindly taking
in your concerns, you ought by every thing in your
power to keep alive and cherish.” Now though
since God has thought proper to make one powertul
and another helpless, the connection of obliger and
obliged is all fair ; and though my heiag under your
patronage is to me highly honourable, yet, Sir, allow
me to flatter myself, that, as a poet and an honest
man you firstinterested yourself in my welfare, and
princip&ad such, still you permit me to approach
you.

I have found the excise blisiness go on a great
deal smoother with me than I expected; owing
a good deal to the generous friendship of Mr. Mit-
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ghel, my collector, and the kind assistance of Mr.
indlater, my‘suffervisor. I dare to be.honest, and
fear no labour. Nor do d find my hurried life
greatly mlmu:o:l to my correspondence “with the
Muses‘l’helr visits to me, indeed, and I believe to
anost of their acquaintance, like the visits of good
angel short and far between : but I mect them
now aftt' then as I jog through the hills of Nithsdale,
just as I used to do on the banks of Ayr. I take
the liberty to ificlose you a few bagatelles, all of
them the productions of my lcisure thoughts in my
excise rides.

If you know or Wve ever seen Captain Grose,
the antiquarian, you will enter into any humour that
is in the verses on him. Perhaps you have scen
them before, as I sent them to a London Newspaper.
Though I dare say you have none of the solemn-
league-and-covenant fire, which shone so conspicu-
ous in Lord George Gordon, and the Kilmarnock
weavers, yet I think you must have heard of Dr.
Mc<Gill, one of the clergymen of Ayr, and his here-#
tical book. God help him, poor man! Though he
is one of the worthiest, as well as one of the ablest
of the whole priesthood of the Kirk of Scotland, in
every sense of that ambiguous te et the poor
Doctor and his numerous family %minem
danger of being thrown out to the m of the
winter-winds, The intlosed ballad on that business',,
s, I confess, too local, but ], laughed myself at some

« eonceits in it, though I am convinced in my coti-
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science that there are a good many hea.v’y stanzas in,

it too. .

The electxon ballad, as you will see, a]ludes to tlf/
present cdnvass in our htnng of bordughs. I do not
believe there will be such a hard run m:st‘in the
whole general election. o -

Iam too little a man to have any poligjeal at-
tachments ; I am deeply indebted to, aid Have the
warmest veneration for, individuals of Both parties ;
but a mag, who has it in his power to be the father
of a country, and who * * * * * g u character that
one cannot speak of with patience.

Sir J. J. does “ what mailcan do,” but yet I
doubt his fate.

[In this letter, besides the verses on Grose, the puet
enclosed the Kirk’s Alarm, and the first ballad on
Miller’s election. His heart seems to have been with
Johnstone in the latter affair; he cordially disliked the
Duke of Queensbury, a uobleman who herried the land
which he ought to have enriched, and squandered his
rents among ¢

“ Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera girls.”

Captain Miller, the candidate in the Qucensbury in-
terest and son of the poet’s landlord, was & Whig—yet
this scems notgto have overcome Burns’s aversion to old
Q. a nﬂr which the caricaturists of London

loved to § ; poon the person of his Grace.—~Ep.]
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No. CLX.
TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Elhsland, 13th December, 1789.

Many thanks, d’Muda.m, for your sheet-full of
rhymes. Though at present I am below the veriest
prose, yet from you every thing pleases. 1 am
groaning under the miseries of a diseased nervous
system ; asystem, the state of which is most condu-
cive to our happiness—or the most productive of our
misery. For now near three weeks I have been so
ill with a nervous head-ache, that I have been obliged
forg time to give up my excise-books, being scarcey
able to lift my head, much less to%tide once a week
over ten muir parishes. What is man *—To day, in
the luxuriance of health, exulting in the enjoyment
of existence ; in a few days, perhaps jn a few hours,
loaded with conscious painful bei ing the
tardy pace of the lingering moment;
cussions of anguish, gnd refusing or denied a com-
forter, Day follows night, and night comes aftef
day, only to* curse him with life which gives him




¢ . ,
GENERAL CORBESPONDENCE. 79

no pleasure ; and yet the ;xwful, dark términation of
that life, is something at which he reeoils,

“ Tell us, ye dead ; wlll nonc of you in pity
MWisclose the P ——

What "t you are, and “_’f',;:,:;w'

A little time will make us learn’d as you ¢
Can it be possible, that when I resign this frail,
feverish being, I shall still find myself *in con-
scious existence ? When the last gaspsof agony has
announced that I am no more to those that knew
me, andYhe few who loved me; when the cold,
stiffened, unconscious, ghastly corse is resigned into
the earth, to be the prey oﬁﬁlbhtly reptiles, and
to become in time a trodden shall T be yet warm
in life, seeing and scen, enjoying and enjoyed? Ye
venerable sages, and holy flamens, is there probabi-
lity in your conjectures, truth in your stories, of

another world beyond death ; or are they all alike,

bascless visions, and fabricated fables ? 1f there is
another life, it must be only for the just, the bene-
volent, the amiable, and the humane; what g flat-
’tering idea, them, is a world to come! Would to
God I as firmly believed it, as I ardently wish it!
There I should meet an aged parcnt, now at rest
from the many buffetings of an evil world, against
ng and so bravely struggled. There
the friend, the disinterested friend of
fe ; theman who rejoiced to see me, be-
# couse he loved me and could serve me. —Muir, thy
Weaknesses were the aberrations of human nature,

but thy heart glowed with cvery thing gengrous,

“
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panly, and Abble ; and if ever emanation from the
All.good Being animatpd a human form, it was
h’ne I—There should I, Wit speechless agony of
rapture, again Wize my Tost, my ever déar Mary !
whose m fraught with truth, honour, con-
stanqy,*lovc.

* My Mary, dear departed shade !
Whe ¢1s thy place of heavenly rest ?
Scest th‘on thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear'st thou the groans thét 1cnd lus breast »*

Jesus Christ, thou amiablest of chamacters! I
trust thou art no impostor, and that thy revelation of
blissful scenes of existence beyond death and the
grave, is not onc many impositions which
time after time hve been palmed on credulons man-
kind. T trust that in thee * shall all the familics
of the carth be blessed,” by being yet connected to-
gether in a better world, where cvery tie that bound
heart to heart, in this statc of existence, shall be,
far beyond our present conceptions, more en-
dearing.

I @ a good deal inclined to think with those who
maintain, that what are called nervolis affections are
in fact discases of the mind. 1 cannot reason, 1
cannot think ; and but to you I would not venture
to write any thing above an order to a gobhler, You
have felt too much of the ills of life »
thise with a diseased wretch, who has im
than half of any faculties he possessed. Your good-
ness will excuse this distracted scrawl, which the

-
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writer dare scarcely read, and which he Would throw
into the firc, were he aple, to write any thing bettgry
or indeed%ny thing at all. . .

Rumour told me something oﬁ@%ﬁn ours,
who was returned from the East of "'West s, If
you have gotten news from James or Anthony, it
was cruel in you not to let me know; as I promise
you, on the sincerity of a man, who is weary of onc
world, and anxious aboit another, that scarce any
thing could give me so much pleasure as to hear of
any good thing befalling my honoured friend.

If you have a minute’s leisurgagake up your pen in
pity to le paurre miserable. * R. B.

[Muir, so touchingly alluded to in this letter, was one
of the poet’s carliest and least assuming friends—he was
mild and benevolent, and did deeds of kindness without
seeming to do them.—Ebp.

VOL. VII.
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No. CLXI.

*TO SIR JOHN SINCLAIR. ;
1790.

SR,

Ton fu]lo‘wing circumstance has, 1 believe, been
omitted in the statistical account, transmjjted to you,
of the parish of Dunscore, in Nithsdfle. 1 beg leuve
to send it to you,ghecause it is new, and may be
dseful. Iow far deserving of a place in your
patriotic publiiation, you arc the hest judge.

To store the minds of the lower classes with use-
ful knowledge, is certainly of verygreat importance,
both to them as individuals, and to socicty at large.
Giving them a turn for reading and reflection, is
giving them a source of innoeent and laudable
amusement ; and besides, raises them 1o a more dig-
nifitd degree in the scale of rationality. Impressgd
with this idea, o gentleman in this parish, Robert
Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, sct on foot a species of
circulating library, on a plan so simple as to be
practicable in any corncr of the counggy; and so
useful, as to deserve the notice of ¢ fountry
gentleman, who thinks the improvemeg

g

of hi¢ own species,#whom chance has thrown into
the humble walks of the peasant and the artizan, =
mytter worthy of his attention.
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Mr. Riddel got a number of his own tenants,
and farming neighbouns, to Yorm themselves intoe%
society for the purpose of having a ljhraryyamong
themselves. They entered into a 1 en ment
to abide by it for three years; wigh a savigf clause
omtwo, in case of a removal to a distance, or death.
Each member, at his entry, paid five shillings; and
at each of their meetings, which werg held every
fourth Saturday, sixpence more. With their entry-
money, aiM the credit which they took on the faith
of their future funds, they laid in a tolerable stock of
books at the commencemel MVvhat authors thgy
were to purchase, was dw:ﬁci d by the majo-
rity. At every meeting, all the books, under certain
fines and forfeitures, by way of penalty, were to be
produced ; and the members had their choice of the
volumes in rotation. He whose name stood for that
night, first on the list, had his choice of what volume
he pleased in the whole collection ; the second had
his choice after the first ; the third after the second,
id so on to the Jast. At next meeting, he who'had
been first on the list at the preceding meeting, was
last at this; he who had been second was first ; and
80 On t.hrough the whole three ycars. At the expi-
e engagement, the books were sold by
¥nly among the members themselves ;
i d his share of thc common stock, in
money or in books, as he chosé to be a purchaser or
not. *
At the breaking up of this little society, which was
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formed under Mr. Riddel's patronage, what with
“henefactions of books ftom Rim, and what with their
own pyrchases, they had collected together upwards
of one jundrAd and fifty volumes. It will casily be
guesse@¥that o goed deal of trash would be bought.
Among the books, however of this little library, were,
Blair's Sermons, Robertson's History of Scotland,
Hume's Histgry of the Stewarts, The Spectator, Idler,
Adventurer, Mirror, Lounger, Observer, Man of Feel-
ing, Man of the World, Chrysal, Dog} @izote, Jo-
seph Andrews, &c. A peasant who can read, and
enjoy such books, jgeertainly a much superior being:
his neighbour, wh#berhaps stalks beside his team,
very little remBved, except in shape, from the brutes
he drives.
Wishing your patriotic excrtions their so much
merited success,
I am, Sir,
your humble servant,
. A Peasanr. |

[The above is extracted from the third volume of Sir
John Sinclair’s Statistics, p. 598.—It was inclosed to Sir
John by Mr. Riddel himself in the followiggdetter, also
printed there :

Sir Jonn,

* I enclose you a letter, written by Mr. Burns, as an
addition to the account of Bunscore parish. It contains
an uccount of a small library which he was so good
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(at my desire) as to set on foot, in the barony of Monka
land, or Friar's Carse, in this garish. As its utility hag
been felt, particularly among the younger classof peopft,
I think, that if a similat plan were established in the
different parishes of Scotland, it would fend tly to
the speedy improvement of the tenaptry, tradeSspeople,
and work-people. Mr. Burns was s0 good as to take
the whole charge of this small concern. e was trea-
surer, librarian, and ccnsor, to this little society, who
will long have a grateful sense of Lis public spirit aud
exertions fgr their improvement and information.

PFuave the honour to be, Sir John,
Your’s st sincerely,
"% Ronerr Rmmn..’
.

How the pious Kirkpatrick happened to omit all
reference toghe Monkland Book Club in his account of
Dunscore, is easily explained.’ 1Te was a rigid and austere
Calvinist: the hooks which the poet introduced he
reckoned frivolous and vain; neither did Blair’s Ser-
wmons, nor Robertson’s History, soothe him—they were
the works of children of the New Light !—Ep.]
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No. CLXI.

TO CHARLES SHARPE, Esaq.

OF IIODDAM,

Under a fictitious Signature, enclosing ¢ Ballad,
1790 or 1791.

IT is true, Sir, $ou are a gentleman of rank and
fortune, and I am a poor devil : you are a feather in
the cap of socicty, and 4 am a very hobnail in his
shoes ; yet I have the honour to belong to the same
family with you, and on that score I now address
you. You will perhaps suspect that I am going to
claim affinity with the ancient and honourable housc
of Kirkpatrick: No, no, Sir: I cannot indeed be
properly said to belong to any house, or cven any
province or kingdom ; as my mother, who for
many years was spouse to a marching regiment,

*gave me into this bad world, aboard the packet-
boat, somewhcre between Donaghad d Port-
patrick. By our common family, I 8, 43ir, the
family of the Mused. I am a fiddler and a poet ;
and you, I am told, plagpan exquisite violin, and
have a standard taste in the Belles Lettres. The
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other day, a brother catgut gave me a charmingy
scots air of your conunmlwn. If I was pl(usul
with the tune, I was m rapturcs with the tigle wu
have given it; and t'Lme up the idea, 1 have spun
it into the threc stanzas cnclos(‘( Will you allow
me, Sir, to present you them, as the dearest offering
that a misbegotten son of poverty and ,thyme Las
to give® 1 have a longing to t.lkl‘ vuu by the
hand and unburthen my heart by s :nmg;, “ Sir,
honour yop as a man who supports the dignity of
human nature, amid an age when frivelity and
avarice have, between them, debuased us helow the
hrutes that perish ! But, alad Sir! to me you dfe
unapproachable. It is true, the Muses baptized me
in Castalian strcams, but the thoughtless gipsies
forgot to give me a name.  As the sex have served
many a good fellow, the Nine have given me a great
deal of pleasure, but, bewitching jades! they have
beggared me.  Would they but spare me a little of
their cast-linen! Were it only in my power to say,
that I have a shirt on my back! But the idle
wenches, like Solomon’s lilies, “ they toil not, neither
do they spin;” so I must e’en continue to tic my
remnant of a cravat, like the hangman'’s rope, round
my naked throat, and coax my galligaskins to keepf
together gieir many-coloured fragments. As to the
affair of*shoes, I have given that up. My pil-
grimageé in my ballad-trade? from town to town,
and on your stony-heartgd turnpikes too, are what
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ot even the hide of Job’s Behemoth could bear.
B The coat op my back is,no more : 1 shall ot speak
evit of thc dead. It would be equally unhandseme
and ungmteful to find fault With my old surtout,
which se kindly supplies and conceals the want of
that coat. My hal indecd is a great favourite ; and
though I got it literally for an old song, I would
not exchange it for the best beaver in Britain. I
was, during Several years, a kind of fac-totum scr-
vant to a country clergyman, where I gickt up a
good many scraps of learning, particularly in some
branches of the mathematics. Whenever I feel
intlined to rest mysd¥ on my way, 1 take my scat
under a hedge, la&g my poetic wallet on the one
side, and my fiddle-case on the other, and placing
my hat between my legs, I can by means of its
brim, or rather brims, go through the whole doc-
trine of the Conic Sections.
However, Sir, don’t let me mislead you, as if I
would interest your pity. Fortune has so much
forsaken me, that she has taught me to live without
her; and amid all my rags and poverty, I am as
independent, and much more happy, than a monarch
of the world. According to the hackneyed meta-
#phor, 1 value the several actors in the great drama
of life, simply as they act their parts. :Lgan look
on a worthless fellow of a duke with ¥aqualified
contempt, and can regard an honest scavenger with
sincere respect. As you, $ir, go through your réle



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. S!]

with such (listingnisflcd merit, permit me to makg
one-in the chorus of ypivergal applause, and assure
you that with the highest respect,

I have the honour to be, &c.

& .

[The family of Hoddam i> one of old standing in the
county of Dumfries : it has mingled bloodwith some of
the noblest names in the sonth of Scotlandy and is at pre-
sent worthily represented by General Sharpe, Member of
Purliamen®for the five boroughs. Noris the name known
through that alone: my friend Charles l\'irklmtrick
.Sharp(- is distingui~hed by his scholarship and genius,
by his eritical l\uuwl( dge both lﬁ"l.q;cr.zturv and art, and
by a wit terse and kecn.  The poét in his humourous
letter serivusly alludes to the conneetion between his

correspoudent and the Knight of Closeburn—and what
was still more weleome perhaps, congratulates him on
his being able to rechon hin with the Muses.  Charles
Sharpe of Ioddam had not only fine taste in musical
composition, hut wrote verses with a happiness which
justified, I am told, the commendations of Burns.—Ev. ]
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No. CLXIIL
TO MR. GILBERT BURNS.

Fllisland, 1ith Jummr'u, 1790.
Drar Bro1Tuer,

1 meax to take advantage of the frank, though I
have not in my present frame of mind much ap-
petite for exertioﬁ% writing. My nerves are in a
cursed state. I feel that horrid hypochondria per-
vading every atom of hoth body apd soul. 'This
farm has undonc my cnjoyment of myself. TItisa
ruinous affair on all hands. But let it go to hell !
I'll fight it out and be off with it.

We have gotten a set of very decent players here
just now. I have seen them am evening or two.
David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote to me by the manager
of the company, a Mr. Sutherland, who is a man of
apparent worth. On New-year-day evening I gave
him the following prologue, which he spouted to
his audience with applause. ;

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city,
That queens it o’er ¢ur taste—the more’s the pity:

Tho’ by the bye, abroad why will you roam ?
Good scosc and taste are mrtives here at home.

(Vide vol. iil, p. 115.)
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1 can no more.—If once I was clear of this cursey]
farm, 1 should respirc.morc.u: case.,
’ R

[“ The best faid schemes of mic‘ and men,” siys e
bard, ‘wang aft agley,” and surcly no speculation in
which Barns ever engaged promised moge comfort to
his bosom, and .:‘mml.m(-v to bis lmard‘ than did the
leasing of Ellisland. Yet the farm wae undoubtedly foo
high renteg! during the period of his occupation, and he
probably had not the shill or the patience to enable him
to cultivate ground with the peculiar nature of which
he was unaequainted.  Soen after he forrovk it, the
half of Ellislund was let to a neighbouring farmer for
the same reut which the poet gave fur the whole; but
then it must be remembered that the prospeet of how-
tilities with Vratee had raised the price of grain and
the vilue of gronnd.  Land which let with difliculty at
ten shillings an acre in 1788, was leased with easc at
three pounds in the course of @ few vears.—Lin.]
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No. CLX1V.
TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Ellistand, 25th Janum;f/, 1790.

It has been owing to unremitting burry of busi-
ness that I have not written to you, Madam, long
ere now. My health is greatly better, and T now
begin once more to'share in satisfaction and enjoy-
ment with the rest of my fellow-creatures.

Many thanks, mmy much esteemed.fricnd, for your
kind letters; but why will you make me run the
risk of being contemptible and mecrcenary in my
own cyes 2 When 1 pique myself on my independent
spirit, I hope it is neither poctic licence, nor poetic
rant; and 1 am so flattered with the honour you
have done me, in making me your compeer in
friendship and friendly correspondence, that I can-
not without pain, and a degree of mortification, be
reminded of the real inequality betwecn our situa-
tions. ’

Most sincerely do I rejoice with you, de# Madam,
in the good news of Anthony. Not only your
anxicty about his fate, but pny own esteem for such
a noble, warm-hearted, manly young fellow, in the
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little I had of his acquaintance, has intercsted m-~
deeply in his fortunesq . ‘

Falconer, the unfgrtunntc author of thc.“ Sﬁ'ip-
wreck,” which you so much admire, is no more.
After witnessing the dreadful geatastrophe he so
feelingly describes in his poem, #hd after weathering
many hard gales of fortune, he went to the bottom
with the Aurora frigate ! *

I forget what part of Scotland had the honour of
giving hign birth ; but he was the son of obscurity
and misfortunc. He was one of those daring ad-
venturous spirits, which Scotland, beyond any other
country, is remarkable for producing. Little does
the fond mother think, as she hangs delighted over
the sweet little leech at her bosom, where the poor
fellow may hereafier wander, and what may be his
fate. I remember a stanza in an old Scottish ballad,
which, notwithstanding its rude simplicity, speaks
feelingly to the heart :

¢ Little did mny mother think,

day she cradled me,
What land 1 was to travel in,
Or what death T should die!”

Old Scottish songs are, you know, a favourite
study and pursuit of mine, and now I am on that
subject, allow me to give you two stanzas of another
old simple ballad, which I am surc will please you.
The catastrophe of the piece js a poor ruincd female,
lamenting her fate. She. concludes with this pathetic

wish :
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No. CLXI1V.
TO MRS. DUNLOPY.

Ellisland, 25th Jammt;t/, 1790.

It has been owing to unrcmitting hurry of busi-
ness that I have not written to you, Madam, long
ere now. My health is greatly better, and I now
begin once more toShare in satisfaction and enjoy-
ment with the rest of my fellow-creatures.

Many thanks, my much estcemed, friend, for your
kind letters ; but why will you make me run the
risk of being contemptible and mercenary in my
own cyes 2 When I pique myself on my independent
spirit, I hope it is ncither poetic licence, nor poetic
rant; and I am so flattered with the honour you
have done me, in making me your compeer in
friendship and friendly correspondence, that 1 can-
not without pain, and a degrec of mortification, be
reminded of the real inequality between our situa-
tions.

Most sincerely do I rejoice with you, de# Madam,
in the 'good news of Anthony. Not only your
anxiety about his fate, but ny own esteem for such
a noble, warm-hcarted, manly young fellow, in the
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little I had of his acquaintance, has interested m-~
deeply in his fortunesq .

Falconer, the unfgrtunate author of the Ship-
wreck,” which you so much admire, is no more.
After witnessing the dreadful geatastrophe he so
feelingly describes in his poem, #hd after weathering
many hard gales of fortune, he went to the bottom
with the Aurora frigate !

I forget what part of Scotland had the honour of
giving hign birth ; but he was the son of obscurity
and misfortunc. He was one of those daring ad-
venturous spirits, which Scotland, beyond any other
country, is remarkable for producmg Little does
the fond mother think, as she hangs delighted over
the sweet little leech at her bosom, where the poor
fellow may hereafter wander, and what may be his
fate. I remember a stanza in an old Scottish ballad,
which, notwithstanding its rude simplicity, speaks
feelingly to the heart :

# Little did my mother think,
day she cradied me,
What land I was to travel in,
Or what death 1 should die!”

Old Scottish songs are, you know, a favourite
study and pursuit of minc, and now I am on that
subject, aJlow me to give you two stanzas of another
old simp$ ballad, which I am surc will please you.
The catastrophe of the piece {3 a poor ruined female,
lamenting her fate. She concludes with this pathetic

wish :
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O that my father had ne’er on me smil’d;
O that my mother had ne‘er to me sung !

O that my cradle had nevet been rock'd ;
Bat that I had died when 1 was young!

O thatthe grave it were my.bed 5
My blankets were my winding sheet;

The clocks af d the worms my bedtcllows a';
And O sadfsound as I should sleep!”’

I do not rvmcmbu' in all my reading, to have met
with any lhmn' more truly the language of miscry,’
than the exclamation in the last line. Misery, i»
like love; to speak its language truly, ¢he author
must have felt it.

I am every day expecting the doctor to give your
little godson* the small-pox. They are rife in the
country, and I tremble for his fate. By the way, 1
camnot help congratulating you on his looks and
spirit.  Every person who sees him, acknowledges
him to be the finest, handsomest child he has ever
seen. I am myself delighted with the manly swell
of his little chest, and a certain miniature dignity in
the carriage of his head, and thg glance of his fine
black eye, which promise the {%ﬂuntcd gallantry
of an independent mind.

I thought to have sent you some rhymes,. hut
time forbids. I promisc you poetry until you are
tired of it, next time I have the honour of assuring
you how truly I am, &ec.

“

R. B.

. 3
* The bard's second scn, Francis.
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[““Falconer,” says Currie, “‘ was in carly life a sea-boy,
on board a man of wary in which capacity he attracted
the notice of Campbell, the authoer of the satire on<Dr.
Johunson, entitled ‘ Lexiphanes,” then pyrser of tle ship.
Campbell topk him as his servant, and delighted in giving
him instruction ; and when Falcond afterwards acquired
celebrity, hoasted of him us his scholar. The Editor
had this information from a surgeon of a man of war,

“in 1777, who knew Dboth Camnphell and l."ulconer, und
who bimself perished soun after by shipwreek, on the
coust of America.”

Currie seems to have been imperfectly acquuinted
with the chequered life and fortunes of Falconer.  His
parentage wis humble, but his education was above the
common : he displayed his poetic talents at an early age
in a poem published in 1751, in memory of Frederick
Prince of Wules: the Shipwreck, by which his name will
he known to posterity, appeared 1762, and obtained fur
him the notice of the Duke ot York. His Marine Dic-
tionary, printed in 1769, introdueed his name to wany
on whowm the pathos of his poetry was lost: nor should
it be forgotten, that before he sailed on his last fatal
expedition, he wrgle a poem called the Demagogue, in
which he satirized with skill, as well as bitterness, one
of the profligate patriots of the day.—Ep.]
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No. CLXV.
70 Mr. PETER IIILL,
!I!OOKIHLLER, EDINBURGH,

* Ellisland, 2nd Feb. 1790, *

No! I will not say one word about apologies ot
excuses for not writing—I am a poog, rasc&y
gauger, condemned to gallop at least 200 miles
every week to inspect dirty ponds and ycasty barrels,
and where can I find time to write to, or importance
to interest any body? the upbraidings of my con-
science, nay the upbraidings of my wife, have per-
secuted me on your account these two or three
months past.—I wish to God I was a grecat man,
that my corrcspondence might throw light upon you,
to let the world see what you really are: and then
I would make your fortune, withgat putting myhand
in my pocket for you, which, all other great
men, I suppose I would avoid as much as possible.
What are you doing, and how are you doing? Have
you lately seen any of my few friends? What has
become of the BorouGH REFORM, or how is the fate
of my poor namesake Mademoisclle Burngydecided ?
O man ! but for thee and thy sclfish appetites, and
dishonest artifices, tht beauteous form, and that
once innocent and still ingetmous mind, which shone
conspicuous and lovely in the faithful wife, and the
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affectionate. mother ; afid shall the unfortunates
sacrifice to thy pleaswres have no claim on thy
humanity ! ,er

1 saw lately in a Revxew, some extracts from a
new poem, called the Village Curate; send it me.
I want likewise a cheap copy of £he World. Mr.
Armstrong, the young poct. who does me the ho-
thour to mention me so kindly in his works, please
give him my best thanks for the copy of his book—
1 1 writg him, my first leisure hour. I like his
poetry much, but 1 think his style in prose quite
astonishing.

Your book came safe, and I am going to trouble
you with farther commissions. I ecall it troubling
you~—Dbecause I want only, Books ; the cheapest way,
the best ; so yourmay have to hunt for them in the
cvening auctions. I want Smollett’s Works, for the
sake of his incomparable humour. I have already
Roderick Random, and Humphrey Clinker.—Pere-
grine Pickle, Laygeelot Greaves, and Ferdinand,
Count Fathom, want ; but as I said, the ve-
riest ordinary copies will serve me. I am nice only
in the appearance of my poets. I forget the price
of €owper's Poems, but, I believe, I must have
them. I saw the other day, proposals for a publi-
cation, jtled, ‘“ Banks's new and complete Chris-
tian's Family Bible,” printed for C. Cooke, Pater-
noster-row, London.—He prothises at least,.to give
in the work, ] think it is éhree hundred and odd en-
gravings, to which he has put the names of the first

voL. vIL H
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grtists in London.—You will know the character of
the performance, as some nymbers of it are pub-
lishted ; and if it is really what it pretends to be, set
me down as asubscriber, and Send me the published
numbers,

Let me bear frqm you, your first leisure minute,
and trust me you shall in future have no reason to
complain of* my silence. The dazzling perplexity
of novelty will dissipatc and leave me to pursue my
course in the quiet path of mecthodical routine. *

R. B.

[Perhaps no set of men more effectually avail them-
selves of the casy credylity of the public, than a certuin
description of Paternoster-row bookscllers. Three hun-
dred and odd engravings !—und by the first artists in
London, too!—no wonder that Burns was dazzled by
the splendour of the promisc. It is no unusual thing for
this class of impostors to illustrate the Ioly Seriptures
hy plates originally engraved for the History of England,
und I have actually seen subjects designed by our cele-
brated artist Stothard, from Clarigga Harlowe and the
Novelist’s Magazine, converted, - incredible dexte-
rity, by these Bookselling-Breslaws, into Scriptural
embellishments! One of these venders of ¢ Fumily
Bibles’ lately called on me, to consult me professionally
about a folio engraving he brought with him.—It repre-
sented Mons. Buffon, seated, contemplating various
groups of animals that surrounded him :¥fe merely
wished, he said, to be informed, whether by unclothing
the Naturalist, and giving him a rather more resolutc
look, the plate could not, at » trifling expense, be made
to pass for ¢ Daniel in the Lion’s Den!” CronMed]
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No. CLXVL!

TO Mr. W. NICOL.,

Ellisland, Feb. 9, 1790,
My Dear Sir,

Tuar d-mned mare of yours is dead. I would
freely have given her price to have saved her ; she
has vexed me ,beyond description. Indebted as I
was to your goodness beyond what I can ever repay,
I eagerly grasped at your offer to have the mare with
me. That I might at least shew my readiness in
wishing to be grateful, I took every care of her in
my power. She’ifas never crossed for riding above
half a score of times by me or in my keeping. I
drew her in the plough, one of three, for one poor
week. I refused fifty-five shillings for her, which
was the highest bode I could squeeze for her. I fed
ber up had her in fine order for Dumfries fair ;
when follr or five days before the fair, she was seized
‘with an unaccountable disomder in the sinews, or
somewhere in the bones of the neck ; with a weak-
nefs or total want of power in ber fillets, and in
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skort the whole vertebra of her spine seemed to be
discased and unhinged, apd in eight and forty hours,
in spite of the two best farriers in the country, she
died and be d4mned to her! The farriers said that
she had been quite {frained in the fillets beyond cure
before you had bought her ; and that the poor devil,
though she might keep a little flesh, had been jaded
and quite worn out with fatigue and oppression.
While she wa$ with me, she was under my own eye,
and I assure you, my much valued friend, evei""’y
thing was done for her that could be done ; and the
accident has vexed me to the heart. 1n fact I could
not pluck up spirits to write to you, on account of
the unfortunate business.

There is little new in this country. Our thea-
trical company, of which you must he.ve heard, leave
us this week. "Their merit and character arc indeed
very great, both on the stage and in private life;
not a worthless creature among them; and their en-
couragement has been accordingly. Their usual run
is from eightcen to twenty-ﬂve%ounds a night :
seldom less than the one, and the house will hold no
more than the other. There have been repeated
instances of sending away six, and eight, and ten
pounds a night for want of room. A new theatre is
to be built by subscription ; the first ston}is to be
laid on Friday first to come. Three hundred gui-
neas have been raised by’thirty subscribers, and thirty
more might have been got if wanted. The manager,
Mr. Sutherland, was introduced to me by a friend
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from Ayr; and a worthier or cleverer fellow I have
rarely met with. Som of otir clergy have slipt ig by
stealth now and then,; but they have got w/% farce
of their own.  You must have heard how the Rev.
Mr. Lawson of Kirkmahoe, seconded by the Rev.
Mr. Kirkpatrick of Dunscore, ahd the rest of that
faction, have accused in formal process, the unfor-
tunate and Rev. Mr. Heron of Kirkgunzeon, that in
ordaining Mr. Niclson to the cure of souls in Kirk-
bean, he, she said Ieron, feloniously and treasonably
bound the said Niclson to the confession of faith, so
far as it was agreeable to reason and the word of
God !

Mrs. B. begs to be remembered most gratefully to
you. Little Bobby and Frank arc charmingly well
and healthy. [I'am jaded to death with fatigue. For
these two or three months, on an average, I have
not ridden less than two hundred miles per weck.
I have done little in the poetic way. I have given
Mr. Sutherland Prologues ; one of which was
delivered last weeK. I have likewisc strung four or
five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of Chevy Chase,
by way of Elegy on your poor unfortunate mare,
beginning (the name she got here was Peg
Nicholson)

¥ Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
As ever trod on airn ;
But now she’s floating dogrn the Nith,
And past the mouth o’Cairn.”
[ » [See vol, iil. page 138.]

My best compliments to Mrs. Nicol, and little
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Neddy, and all the family ; I hope Ned is a good
scholar, and will come out to gather nuts and apples
with“fix next harvest. . R. B.

[The nuts which the poet promised the son of his
friend might bc gathered on every burn-bank in the vale
of Nith : not so the apples ; a few might be scen in pri-
vate gardens, and gentlemen’s orchards, but they werc
not to be found giving beauty to the hedgé-rows, and
fragrance to the public road, as in the sunnier regions
of the south. The ancient golden pippin, and the true
honey-pear, were plentiful in the old orchard of the
house of Comyn, at Dalswinton, but the garden of
Ellisland, during the superintendance of the poet pro-
duced only green kale and goovscberries—it is otherwise
now, Ebp.]
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No. CLXVIL
TO MR. CUNNINGHAM.

v Ellisland, 13th February, 1790,

1 nxa your pardon, my dear and much valued
friend, for writing to you on this very unfashionable,
unsightly sheet—

* My poverty but not my will consents.”

But to make amends, since of modish post I
have none, except one poor widowed half-sheet of
gilt, which lies in my drawer among my plebeian
fool's-cap pages, like the widow of a man of fashion,
whom that unpolite scoundrel, Necessity, has driven
from Burgundy apd Pineapple, to a dish of Bohea,
with the scandal®earing help-mate of a village-
priest; or a glass of whisky-toddy, with a ruby-
nosed yoke-fellow of a foot-padding efciseman—I
make a vow to inclose this sheet-full of epistolary
fragments in that my only scrap of gilt paper.

I am ,indeed your unworthy debtor for three
friendly letters. I ought to have written to you
long ere now, but it is a literfl fact, I have scarcely
a spare‘noment. It ismot that I will not write to
you; Miss Burnet is not more dear to her guardian
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angel, nor his grace the Duke of Quednsbury to
« the powers of darkness, thanemy friend Cunningham
to'1am. It is not that I cannot write to you; sh

you doubt it; take the following fragment, w
was dntendéd for You some time ago, and be
vinced that I can cantithesize sentiment, and circhy
volute periods, as well as any coiner of phrase ip
the regions ‘of philology.

December, 1789.
My pear CUNNINGHAM,

Wuere are you? And what are you doing 2
Can you be that son of levity,  who takes up a_
friendship as he takes up a fashion; or arc you,
like some other of the worthiest fellows in the
world, the victim of indolence, laden with fetters
of ever-increasing weight ?

What strange beings we are! Since we have a
portion of conscious existence, equally capable of
enjoying pleasure, happiness, dd rapture, or of
saffering pgin, wretchedness, and misery, it is surely
worthy ofgh inquiry, whether there be not such a
thing as a science of life; whether method, eco-
nomy, and fertility of expedients, be not applicable
to enjoyment ; and whether there be not a want of
dexterity in pleasure, which renders our little scant-
ling of happiness stil less ; and a profuseness, an
intoxication in bliss, whick leads to satietyffdisgust,
and self-abhorrence. There is not a doubt but that
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health, ta‘fents, character, deccent competency, re-»
spectable friends, are? real ssubstantial blessings ;
%yet do we not dajly sce those who enjoysefiny
of these good tbmgq, contrive notwithstanding
e as unhappy as others to Mwhose®lot faw of
have fallen? I believe one great source of
this mistake or misconduct is owing to a certain
stimulus, with us called ambition, “hxch goads us
up the hill of life, not as we ascend other eminences,
for the lawdalle curiosity of viewing an extended
landscape, but rather for the dishonest pride of
looking down on others of our fellow creatures,
seemingly diminutive in humbler stations, &c. &c.

. Sundey, 14th February, 1790,
Gop help me! I am now obliged to join
“ Night to day, n*l Sunday to the week.”

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of these
churches, I am d-mned past redemption, and what
is worse, d-mned t0 all eternity. I am deeply read
in Boston's Four-fold State, Marshal on Sanctificd-
tion, Guthrie’s Trial of a Saving Intere&;‘“&c. ; but
¢ there is no balm in Gilead, there is no physician
there,” for me; so I shall e’'en turn Arminian, and
trust to “ Sincere though imperfect obedience.”

*Tuesday, 16th.
Luckivy for me, I was prevented from the dis-
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scussion of the knotty point at which T had Just
'made a full stop. Allmy fears and care are of this
w67 : if there is another{ an honest mw
nothmg to fear from it. I hate a man that es
to be a Deist ; Hut I fear, every fair, unprej
inquirer must nt' some degree be a Sceptic. 1t is
not that there are any very staggering arg’uments
against the Jimmortality of man ; but like electricity,
phlog1ston, &c. the subject is so involved in dark-
nesd, that we want data to go upon. One thing
frightens me much : that we are to live for ever,
seems too goud news to be true. That we are to
enter into a new scene of existence, where, exempt
from want and pain, we shall enjoy ourselves and
our friends without satiety or separation —how
much should I be indebted to any onc who could
fully assure me that this was certain !

My time is once moregexpired. I will write to
Mr. Cleghorn soon. (God bless him and all his
concerns! And may all the Bowers that preside
over conviviality and friendship; be present with all
their kindest influence, when the bearer of this,
Mr. Syme, and you meet! I wish I could also
make one,

Finally, brethren, farewell ! Whatsoever things
are lovely, whatsoever things are gentle, whatsoever
things are charitable, whatsoever things are kind,
think on these thingd, and think on

: " R.B.
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[Of the Ecntlcmnn to whom this letter is addressed
wy friend, Jumes Hogg,ein hig notes on Burns, says,
*“ The Lament, as well ks the song beginninW
bad.d u cave,’ were wfitten on the occasion of Mr.
Alexunder Cunningham’s darling syectheagt slighting
hi#ﬁnd marrying another. If I may judge from what
1 saw of that very amusing and socihl gentleman, she
acted a wise part.” If I may judge of the condition of
the young lady from what the poct says in the Lament
~—of the circling and clasping arms, and tore pointed
still .

Aye promised father’s tender name,”

she acted with little respect to her reputation in for-
saking her first love—the only marvel is that she found
asecond. But the truth is, the Shepherd has made a
strange mistake : if his censure of the man is not more
accurate than his account of the origin of the Lament,
the character of Alexander Cunningham stands where
it did. That very affecting poem was composed by the
poet on his own sorrows,*.in the spring of 1786, and
published in the Kilmarnock edition of his works, be-
fore he ever saw or heard of Alexander the silversmith.
He gives this account of it to Dr. Moore. Gilbert
Burns confirms him were confirmation required —
and indeed no one perhaps is ignorant of it, save him
who made the assertion. .

The following letter from the pen of Cunningham
will be read with intcrest :

. “ Edinburgh, 28th January, 1790.

“In some instances it is rec%oned unpardonable to
quote any one’s own words, but the value I have for
your friendship, nothing (dn more truly or more ele-
gantly express than
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¢Time but the impression stronger makes,
As streams thejr c\mngcls deeper wear.’

o Having written tocyou twice without having heard
from you, I gm apt to think mly letters have miscarried.
My conjecture is gnly framed upon the chapter of acci-
dents turning up against me, as it too often does, in the
trivial, and I may with truth add, the more important
affairs of life; but I shall continue occasionally to in-
form you what is going on among the circle of your
friends in these parts. In these days of merriment, I
have frequently heard your name proclaimed at the jovial
board—under the roof of our hospitable friend at Sten-
house-mills, there were no

¢ Lingering moments number’d with care.’

1 saw your Address to the New-year, in the Dum-
fries Journal. Of your productions I shall say nothing,
but my acquaintances allege that when your name js
mentioned, which every man of celebrity must know
often happens, I am the champion, the Mendoza, against
all snarling critics, and ow-minded reptiles, of
whom ¢ few on this planet do craw!.”’]
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No. €LXVIIIL
TO Mr. HILL.

. Lllisland, 2d March, 1790,

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly
Society, it was resolved to augment their library by
the following boeks, which you arc to send us as
soon as possible :—The Mirror, The Lounger, Man
of Feeling, Man of the World, (these, for my own
sake, I wish to have by the first carrier), Knox's
History of the Reformation ; Rae's History of the
Rebellion in 1715; any good History of the Re-
bellion in 17-15; A Display of the Secession Act
and Testimony, by Mr. Gibb; Hervey's Medita-
tions ; Bevcridge's Thoughts ; and another copy of
Watson's Body of Divinity.

I wrote to Mr. A. Masterton three or four months
ago, to pay some money he owed me into your
hands, and lately I wrote to you to the same pur-
pose, but I have heard from neither one or other of

ou. .
! In addition to the books I commissioned in my
Inst, I want very much, An Index to the Excise
Laws, or an Abridgement of all the Statutes now in
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force, relative to the Excise, by Jellinger Symons;
I want three copiesiof this bookg if it is now
to™»e had, cheap or dear, get it for me. An
honest coufitry neighbour of mine wants too a
Family Bible, the larger the better, but second-
handed, for heedoes not chuse to give above ten
shillings for the book. I want likewise for my-
self, as you can pick them up, second-handed or
cheap, copies of Otway's Dramatic Werks, Ben
Jonson'’s, Dryden's, Congreve's, Wycherley's, Van-
brugh’s, Cibber's, or any Dramatic Works of the
more modern, Macklin, Garrick, Foote, Colman, or
Sheridan. A good copy too of Moeliere, in French,
1 much want. Any other good dramatic authors in
that language I want also; but comic authors
chiefly, though I should wish to bave Racine, Cor-
neille, and Voltaire too. 1 am in no hurry for all,
or any of these, but if accidentally meet with
them very cheap, get thé# for me. *

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how
do you do, my dear friend > and how is Mrs. Hill ?
1 trust, if now and then not so elcgantly handsome,
at least as amiable, and sings us divinely as ever.
My good wife too has a charming * wood-note
wild ;” now could we four '

I am out of all patience with this vile world, for
one thing, Mankind are by nature benevolent crea-
tures, except in a few scoundrelly instances. I do
not think that avarice of the good things we chance
to have, is born with us; but we are placed here
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amid so much nakedness, and hunger, and poverty,
and want, thag we are qnder,a cursed necessity of
studying seMshness, m rder that we may kvasf!
Still there are, in every age, a few souly, that all the
wants and woes of life cannot debdse to Zelfishness,
or even to the necessary alloy of eaution and pru-
dence. If ever I am in danger of vanity, it is when
I contemplate myself on this side of my disposition
and charagger. God knows I am no saint ; I have
a whole host of follies and sins to answer for ; but
if 1 could, and I believe I do it as far as I can, I
“would wipe away all tears from all eyes. Adicu!

R. B

{That Burns at this periud had turned his thoughts
on the drama, his erder to his bookseller for dramatic
works, und his letters to Lady Iarriet Don, plainly
enough intimate. “ No 1 hnows,” he thus writes,
“ what nature has fitt for till he try: and if
after a preparatory course of some years’ study of men
and books, I should find myself unequal to the task,
there is no great harm done. Virtue and study are
their own reward. I have got Shakespeare, and begun
with him : and T shall stretch a point, and make myself
master of oll the drumatic authors of any repute in
both English und French—the only languages which I
knoy.” Eb.]
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<No. CLX'X,
TO Mrs. DWNLOP.

Ellisland, 10th Ap‘ 1790.

I mave just now, my ever honoured friend, en-
joyed a very high luxury, in reading a paper of the
Lounger. You know my national prejudices. I
h#% often read and admired fscctator, Adven-
turer, Rambler, and World ; but still &ith a certain
regret, that they were so thoroughly and entirely
English. Alas! have 1 often said to myself, what
are all the boasted advantages which my country
reaps from the union, !*n counterbalance the
annihilation of her indepefM¥ence, and even her very
name! I often repeat that couplet of my favourite
poet, Goldamlth—

States of native liberty posscst,
'rho' very poor, may et be very blest.”

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms,
 English ambassador, English court,” &c. And I
am out of all patience to see that equivocal cha- ,
racter, Hastings, impeached by “the Commons of
England,” fell mé} my friend, is this weak pre-
judice? I Selieve in my conscience such ideas as

“ my country ; her indepeﬂence ; her honour; the

1




orvEnir conrus PONDENGE. 1y

illustrious names that mark the history of my na-j
tive land ;', §e.—1 bellyve these, among your men
of the world, men who in fact guide for the most
part and govern our world, arg looke!(.l on’as so
many modifications of wrongheadedness. They
Kknow the ute of bawlirg out such terms, to rouse
or lead Tur kiBBLE; but for their own private u-e,
with almost all the able statcsmen that gver existed,
or now #Rist, when they talk of right and wrong,
they only anean proper and inproper; and their
measure of conduct i+, not what they oveur, but
what they pare. For the truth of this I shall not
ransuck the | nations, hut appeal to on®of
the ablest judges of men that ever lived—the cele-
brated Larl of Chesterfield. In fact, a man who could
thoroughly contrdl his vices whenev er they imterfered
with his ifiterests, and wlo could completely put on
the appearance of ev %mw as often as it swited
his purposes, is, on the Stanhopian plan, the perfect
man ; a man to lead nations. But are great abili-
ties, complete without a flaw, and polished without
a blemish, the standard of human evcellence?
This is certainly the staunch opinion of men of the
world ; but I call on honour, virtue, and worth, to
give the stygian doctrine a loud negative ! However,
this must be allowed, that, if you abstract from
man the idea of an existence beyond the grave,
then, the true measure of human congict is, proper
and smproper : virtue and vice, as dispositions of
the heart, are, in thagncase, of scarcely the same
VOL. VII.
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“import and value to the world at-large, as harmony
and discord in the mddifigeitions of aound; and a
delfoate sense of honour, 1 ¢ a nice ear for mausic,
though it nthy sometlmes give the possessor an
ecstacy unknown %o the coarser organs of the herd,
vet, considering the harsh gratings, and inharmonic
jars, in this ill-tuned state of being, it is odds but
the mdwxdual would be as happy, and certainly
would be as much respected by the truewjudges of
society as it would then stand, withecut either a
good ear or a good heart.

You must know I have just met with the Mirror
and Lounger for the first timey'ad I am quite in
raptures with them ; 1 should be glad to have your
opinion of some of the papers. The one I have
just read, Lounger, No. 61, ha$ cost me more
honest tears than any thing I have read “of a long
time. Mackenzie has b*called the Addison of
the Scots, and in my opinion, Addison would not
be hurt at the comparison. If he has not Addison’s
exquisite humour, he as certainly outdoes him in
the tender and the pathetic. His Man of Feeling
(but I am not counsel learned in the laws of eriti-
cism) I estimate as the first performance in its kind
I ever saw. From what book, moral or even pious,
will the susceptible young mind receive impressions
more congenial to humnmty and kindness, gene-
rosity and volerice ; in short, more of all that
ennobles th® soul to herself, or endears her to

- others—than from the sunple affecting tale of poor
Harley.
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Still, with all my admiration of Mackenzie's
writings, 1 do not khow §f they are the fittest
reading for a young mdn who is about to s~ dut,
as the phrase is, to make his way inte life. Do not
you think, Madam, that among the few Yavoured of
Heaven in the structure of their, minds, (for such
there certainly are) there may be a purity, a tender-
ness, a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are of
no use, may, in some degree, absolutely disqualify-
ing for thg truly important business of making a
man's way into life? If I am not much mistaken,
my gallant young friend, A * * * ¥ * ¥ g very much
under these disqualifications; and -for the young
females of a family I could mention, well may they
excite parental solicitude, for I, a common ac-
quaintance, or a8 my vanity will have it, an humble
friend, have often trembled for a turn of mind
which may render thej ‘ - eminently happy—or pe-
culiarly miserable!

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ;
but as I have got the most hurried season of excise
business over, I hope to have more leisure to tran-
scribe any thing that may show how much I have
the honour to be, Madam,

Yours, &c.
R. B.

[Of all the letters which Burns wro Henry Mac-
kenzie, not one has been flanded down o us : the fol-
lowing is from the pen of the Man of Feeling, and was
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wddressed to the poet when about to set off on his
Border tour: —

SDxan Sir,

“ AMInsT awaricty of occupations in which I am at
this moment® engagdd, 1 have only time to scrawl these
few lines to return you very sincere and cordial thanks
for the engraving and the letter accompanying it. The
anecdote yov obligingly communicate is not less gra-
tifying to the,feclings of the man than flattering to the
vanity of the author.

‘I heartily wish you a pleasant journey gnd all hap-
piness and success in the cause and in the objects of it.
I hope, as soon as you return to Edinburgh, to have
the pleasure of sceing you. Mr. Stewart told me he
had given you u letter to Mr. Brydone, otherwise 1
would have written a few lines to him by you, as he
expressed to me a very strong desire to see you at his
house on the banks of the Tweed. Onee more T wish
you cvery thing pleasant and prosperous.

“ Yours veryfaithfully,
“ HENRY MACKENZIE.”

It is singular that the poet rcad the Mirror and
Lounger for the first time in 1790—in the year 1786
there appeared in the latter a generous article from the
pen of Macksnzie on the pocms of Burns, in which he
was placed migh the summit of the Scottish Parnassus.
—Eb.]
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No. CLXX.

TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL.

FEllisland, 1790
SIR,

1 somanL not fail to wait on Captain Riddel to-
night—I wish and pray that the goddess of justice
herself would appear to-morrow among our hon.
gentlemen, merely to giye them a word in their ear
that mercy to the thief is injustice to the honest man.
For my part I have galloped over my ten parishes
these four days, until this moment that I am just
alighted, or rather, that my poor jackass-skeleton
of a horse has let me down ; for the miscrable devil
has been on his knees half a score of times within
the last twenty miles, telling me in his own way,
¢ Behold, am not I thy faithful jade of a horse, on
which thou hast ridden these many years !’

In short, Sir, I have broke Ay hogiis wind, and
almost broke my own neak, besides s injuries in
a part that shall be namecless, owing to a hard-
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*hearted stone for a saddle. I find that every offender
has so many great mery to g#pouse his cause, that I
shilkaot be surprised if 1 Zm not not committed to
the strong Mold of the law to-morrow for inso-
lence to the dear' friends of the gentlemen of the
country. ’

I‘ ha‘ the honour to be, Sir,

- your obliged and obedient humble
R.B

[Collector Mitchell was a kind and considerate gen-
tleman, and befriended the poet on several occasions :
to his grandson, Mr. John Campbell, surgcon, in Aber-
deen I am indebted for this characteristic letter. Ep.]
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Nas. CLXXIL

TO Dx. MOORLE

Dumfries, Excise-Office, 14th July, 1790,

Sig, o

Comine into town this morning, to attend my
duty in this office, it being collection-day, I met with
a gentleman who tells me he is on his way to London ;
so I take the opportunity of writing to you, as frank-
ing is at present under a temporary death. T shall
have some snatches of leisure through the day, amid
our horrid business and bustle, and I shall improve
them as well as I can; but let my letter be as
stupid a§™* % % ¥ % ¥ ¥ %% a5 miscellaneous as a
newspaper, as short as a hungry grace-before-meat,
or as Jong as a law-paper in the Douglas cause; as
ill spelt as country John's billet-doux, or as unsightly
a scrawl as Betty Byre-Mucker's answer toit; I
hope, considering circumstances, youn will forgive it ;
and as it will put you to no expense of postage, I
shall have the less reflection about it.

1 am sadly ungrateful in got returning you my
thanks for yourmostvalugble present @luco. In fact,
you are in some degree blameable for my neglect.
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JYou were pleased to express a wish for my opinion
of the work, which so {Juttcr_q:l me, that nothing less
wayld serve my over-weenipg fancy, than a formal
criticism on  the book. In‘fact, 1 have gravely
planned a somparktive view of you, Fielding, Ri-
chardson, and Smollett, in your different qualities
and merits as govel-writers. 'This, I own, betrays
my ridiculous ¥ity,and I may probablynever bring
the business’to bear; and I am fond of the spirit
young Elihu shews in the book of Job—*¢ And 1 said,
I will also declare my opinion.” I 'have quite
disfigured my copy of the book with my annotations.
I never take it up without at the same timne taking
my pencil, and marking with asterisms, parantheses,
&c. wherever I meet with an original thought, a
nervous remark on life and mannegs, a remarkable
well-turned period, or a character sketched with
uncommon precision.

Though I should bardly think of fairly writing
out my ° Comparative View,” 1 shall certainly
trouble you with my remarks, such as they are.

I have just reccived from my gentleman that
horrid summons in the book of Revelations— That
time shall be no more !”

The little collection of sonnets have some charm-
ing poetry in them. If indced I am indebted to the
fair author for the book, and not, as I rather sus-
pect to a cclebrated author of the other sex, I
should certuizy have writfen to the{lady, with my
grateful acknowledgments, and my own ideas of the
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comparative excellence of her pieces., 1 would do,
this last, not from anygaamigy of thinking that my
remarks could be of lm(-h consequence to Mfs.
Smith, but merely from my own feelings as an
author, doing as 1 would be donc’hy. * R.B.

[The Sonncts to which Burns alludes were those of
Charlotte Suiith : the volume which helonged to the poet
it now hefire me; one note alone intimates that the
book passed through his hands; the fair authoress, in
viving the souree of line 14, in the ¥th sonnet—

“ 1lave power to cure all suiness but despair.”
quotes Milton—

*¢ Vernal delight and joy, able to drive
All sayness but despar.”

To this Burns added with the pen

* Ile sang sae sweet as might dispel
A’ rage but fell despair.”

These 1in®are to be found in one version at least of the
fine ballad of Gill Morrice. Ep.]
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No. CLXYIL

TQ Mr. MURDOCH,

EEA‘“ER OF FRENCH, LONDON.

Lllisland, July 16, 1790.
My Dgar Sig, .

I receivep a letter from you a long time ago,
but unfortunately as it was in the time of my pere-
grinations and journeyings through Scotland, I mis-
laid or lost it, and by consequence your dircction
along with it. Luckily my good star brought me
acquainted with Mr. Kennedy, who I understand, is
an acquaintance of yours: and by his means and
mediation I hope to replace that link which my un-
fortunate negligence had so unluckily tiuke in the
chain of our correspondence. I was the more vexed
at the vile accident, as my brother William, a jour-
neyman saddler, has been for some time in London ;
and wished above all things for your direction, that
he might have paid his respects to his Father's
Friend.

His last address he sent me was, “ Wm. Burns,
at Mr. Barber’s sadd)er, No. 181, Strand.” 1 writ
him by Mr. Kennedy, but neglected to ask him for
your address ; so, if you find a spare half minute,
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please let my brother know by a card where and
when he will find you, kpd the poor fellow will joy-
fully wait on you, as oncS)f the few surviving friends
of the man whese nare, and Christianname too, he
has the honour to bear. ! ’

The next letter 1 write you shall be a long one, 1
have much to tell you of * hair-brggdth 'scapes in
th' imminent deadly breach,” with" all ‘the event-
full history of a life, the early years of Which owed
so much to your kind tutorage; but this at an
hour of leisure. My kindest compliments to Mrs.
Murdoch and fumily.

I am ever, my dear Sir,
Your obliged friend,
R. B.

[The promised account of himself was never written:
but this is the less to he regretted, since we have that
which her®ffdered of his earlier days to Dr. Moore—a
valuable memoir, from which all biographers have
borrowed, and no one has questioned or contradicted.
—Ebp.]
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No. CLXXIIIL.

0 Mz. McMURDO.

Ellisland, 2nd Au;;'u.r!, 1790.
SIr, h
Now that you are over with the sirens of Flattery,
the harpies of Corruption, and the furies of Ambi-
tion, these infernal deitics, that on all sides, and in
all parties, preside over the villainous business of
Politics, permit a rustic muse of your acquaintance
to do her best to sooth you with a song.—
You knew Henderson—I have not flattered his
memory. e
I have the honour to be, Sir,
Your obliged humble Servant,

R. B.

[This brief letter enclosed the admirable poem on the
death of Captain Matthew Ilenderson, and no one could
better feel than the geftleman to whorm it was addressed
the difference between the,dissonunce of politics, and
the harmony of the muse. Who Henderson was has to
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me been a source of some solicitude: Mys. Burns had
only heard of his name, an¥ Mrs {Me Murdo remembered
him as an agreeable and ‘jitty man, but knew nothing
of his lincage.  Sir Thotas Wallace was epplied to, and
his communication atiorded a littld more Hght.  He
was inthinate, he said, with Ifenderson, and much at-
tached to him as all who knew hifs were. During
the stay of Burns in Ldinburgh the @nptain lived in
the High Street, dined regularly at Fortune’s Tavern,
and was & member of the Capillaire Club which was
composed of all who inclined to the witty and the
joyous. “ With his family,” say s Sir Thomas, “J was not
acquainted : but he wasa gcntle&an of true principles
and probity, and for abilitics, goodness of heart, gentle-
ness of natnre, sprightly wit and sparkling humonr
would have been an honour to any family in the land.”’

~—Ep.]
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No. CLXXIY.

TO Mgrs. DUNLOP.

<

8th Augrust, 1790,
Drar Mapaw, .

Arrtrr a long d toil, plague, and care, I sit
down to write to ¥6u. Ask me not why I have
delayed it so long? It was owing to hurry, indo-
lence, and fifty other things; in short to any thing
—but forgetfulness of lu plus aimable de son sexe.
By the bye, you are indebted yout best courtesy to
me for this last compliment ; as I pay it from my
sincere conviction of its truth— a quality rather
rare in compliments of these grinnipe, bowing,
scraping times.

Well 1 hope writing to you, will egse a little my
troubled soul. Sorely has it been bruised to-day!
A ci-devant friend of mine, and an intimate ac-
quaintance of yours, has given my feelings a wound
that I perceive will gangrene dangerously ere it
cure. He has wounded my pride ! R.B

(I have enquired fh vain after the name of this ci-
devant friend, and the n#iure of the quarrel between
him and the poet.—Ep.]
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No« CLXXV.
TO Ma. CUNNINGHAM.

Ellisland, 8tk Angust, 1790.

ForciveE me, my once dear, and ever dear friend,
my seeming negligence. Ymalm&t sit duwn and
fancy the busy life I lead. ¢

I Tiid down my goose feather to beat my brains
for an apt simile, and had some thoughts of a
country grannum at a family christening ; a bride
on the market-day before her marriage, or a ta-
vern-keeper at an eclection-dinner ; but the resem-
blance that hits my fancy best is, that blackguard
miscreant _Satan, who roams about like a roaring
lion, secking, searching whom he may devour.
However, togsed about as I am, if T chuse (and
who would not chuse) to bind down with the
crampets of attention the brazen foundation of in-
tegrity, I may rear up the superstructure of Inde-
pendence, and from its daring turrets, bid defiance
to the storms of fate. And is not this a “ consum-
mation devoutly to be wished "

“ Thy spirit, Independence, lct me share;

Lord of the lion-heart,and eagle-cye!

Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare,
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky!»
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Are not these noble verses?  They are the Tntros*
(‘uctmn of Smollet’s (Mde 11 Independence : if you
hive not seen the poem, {I will send it to you.—
How wretchtd is the man that hangs on by the
favours of* the great! To shrink from every dig-
nity of man, at the approach of a lordly piece of
self-consequence, who amid all his "tinsel glitter,
and« at.'ttcly hauteur, is but a creature formed as
thou art—and perhaps not so well formed as thou
art—came into the world a puling infait as thou
didst, and must gogaut of it as all men must, a

naked corse.
R D

[** The preceding letter to Mrs. Dunlop explains the
feclings under which this was writfen. The strain of
indignant invective goes on some time longer in the
style which our bard was too apt to indulge, and ot
which the reader has already seen so much,”—CuRRik.
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N¢. CLXXVI

TO CRAUFORD TAIT, Ese.

EDINBURGII.

Bilisl 3th October, 1790,
DEar Sir, W
Arrow me to introduce to your acquaintance the
bearer, Mr. Wm. Duncan, a friend of mine, whom
I have long known and long loved. His father,
whose only son he is, has a decent little property in
Ayrshire, and has bred the young man to the law,
in which department he comes up an adventurer to
your good town. I shall give you my friend's cha-
racter in two words : as to his head, he has talents
enough, and more than enough for common life ;
as to his heart, when nature had kneaded the kindly
clay that composes it, she said, I can no more.”
You, my good Sir, were born under kinder stars;
but your fraternal sympathy, I well know, can
enter into the feelings of the young man, who goes
into life with the laudable #nbition to do some-
thing, and to be somethingz among his fellow-crea-
tures ; but whom the consciousness of friendless
VOL. VIL K



130 THE WORKS OF ROBERT HURNS.

*obscurity présses to the carth, and wounds to the
sQul! i

‘Even the fairest of his firtues are against hlm
That indepertlent spirit, and’that ingenuous mo-
desty, qualities inseparable from a noble mind, are,
with the million, circumstances not a little disqua-
lifying. What pleasure is in the power of the for-
tunate and the happy, by their notice and patronage,
to brighten the coun ge and glad the heart of
such depressed yout not so angry with
mankind for their my of the purse:—
The goods of this v : be divided without
being lessened—but why be a niggard of that which
bestows bliss on a fellow-creature, yet tukes nothing
from our own means of enjoyment?: We wrap
ourselves up in the cloak of our own better-fortune,
and turn away our eyes, lest the wants and woes of
our brother-mortals should disturb the selfish
apathy of our souls!

1 am the worst hand in the world at asking a
favour. That indirect address, that insinuating
implication, which, without any positive request,
plainly expresses your wish, is a talent not to be
acquired at a plough-tail. Tell me then, for you
can, in what periphrasis of language, in what cir-
cumvolution of phrase, I shall envelope, yet not
conceal this plain story.—* My dear Mr. Tait, my
friend Mr. Duncan, #bom I have the pleasure of
introducing to you, is a young lad of your own
profession, and a gentleman of much modesty, and
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great worth. rhaps it may be in Your power to”
asgist him in the, .n ignportant consideratign
of getting a pluce, ))d at all events, your notice
and acquaintance will be a very grc'at jequisition
to him; and I dare pledge myself that he will
never disgrace your favour.” ’

You may possibly, be surprised, Sir, at such a
letter from me; ’tis, I own, in the ysual wdy of
calculating these matteg more than our acquaint-
ance entitlas me to ; by b mpanswer is short: Of
all thg men at yours ife, whom I knew in
Edinburgh, you are t ccessible on the side
on which I have assailed you. You arc very much
altered indeed from what you were when 1 knew
you, if generosity point the path you will not
tread, or humanfty call to you in vain.

As to myself, a being to whose interest I believe
you are still a well-wisher ; I am here, breathing at
all timgg, shinking sometimes, and rhyming now
and then. Every situation has its share of the
cares and pains of life, and my situation I am per-
suaded has a full ordinary allowance of its pleasures
and enjoyments.

My best compliments to your father and Miss
Tait. If you have an opportunity, please re-
member me in the solemn league and covenant of
friendship to Mrs. Lewis Hay I am a wretch for
not writing her; but I am so huckneyed with self-
accusation in that way, that my conscience lies in «
my bosom with scarce the sensibility of an oyster
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‘in its shell. Where is Ladv M‘Kenzie ? wherever
she is, God bless her} I} ukewise beg leave to
trouble you with comp melﬁts to Mr. Wm. Hamil-
ton; Mrs, Hd‘mnltpn and fmmly, and Mrs. Chal-
mers, wheri you are in that country. Should you
meet with Miss, Nilnmo, please remember me
kindly to her.
' R. B.

No. CLXXVIIL

TO —————
Elliglund, 1790.
DEar Sir,

Wuerner in the way of my trade, Lgan be ot
any service to the Rev. Doctor, is I fear very
doubtful. Ajax’s shield consisted, 1 think, of seven
bull hides and a plate of brass, which altogether
set Hector’s utmost force at defiance. Alas! I am
not a Hector, and the worthy Doctor’s foes are as
securely armed as Ajax was. Ignorance, supersti-
tion, bigotry, stupidity, malevolence, self-conceit,
envy—all strongly bound in a massy frame of
brazen impudence. “Good God, Sir! to such a
shield, humour is the peck of a sparrow, and satire
the pop-gun of a school-boy. Creation-disgracing
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scelerats such as they, God only can wend, and thg
devil only can punistt] In the comprehending way
of Caligula, I wish the ald had but one neck.’ I
feel impotent as a child to the ardour,of my wishes!
O for a withering curse to bist the arermins of
their wicked machinations. O for a poisonous
tornado, winged from the torrid *zone of ‘Tartarus,
to sweep the sprealling crop of ther villainous
contrivances to the lowest hell ! .
N R. B.

g

¥

[ This letter T suhpccﬁ was addressed to Gavin Haniil-
ton: it cnclosed the Kirk’s Alarn, written to aid the
cause of Dr. M<Gill.  Both the preacher and the pocet
fuiled : MeGill recanted his heresy, and Burns had the
mortification of hurting the feelings of many, without
benefitting one. En.]
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1\;0. CLXXVYIIL
TQ Mrs. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, November, 1790.

‘“ As cold waters to a thirsty soul, 50 is good
news from a far country.”

Fate has long owed me a letter of good "news
from you, in return for the many tidings of sorrow
which I have received. In this instance 1 most
cordially obey the apostle—‘ Rejoice with them
that do rejoice”—for me, fo sing foy joy, is no new
thing ; but fo preach for joy, as I have donc in the
commencement of this epistle, is a pitch of extra-
vagant rapture to which I never rose before.

I read your letter—I literally jumped™for joy—
How could such a mercurial creature as a poet
lumpishly keep his seat on the receipt of the best
news from his best friend. 1 seized my gilt-headed
Wangee rod, an instrument indispensably necessary
in my left hand, in the moment of inspiration and
rapture; and stride, stridle—quick and quicker—
out skipt I among the broomy banks of Nith to
muse over my joy by,retail. To keep within the
bounds of prose was unpossxble. Mrs. Little's is a
itiore elegant, but not a more sincere compliment ta
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the sweet little fellow, than I, extempore almost
pourcd out to himn in t‘,e following vérses.

“ Sweet flow’ret plpdge o meikie love
And ward o’ Juny a prayer,
What heart ¢ stanc wad thoy na m8ve
Sae helpless, sweet, an' fair.
Neveniber hirples o’cr the lea
Chill on thy lovely form ;
But gaue alas! the shelt'ning tree
Should shied thee frae the storm. ™
1o vol. i peao’

I am much flattered by your appmi)atiou of my
Tam o' Nhgnier, which you express in your former
lettar though by the bye, ypu load me in that said
letter with accusations heavy and many; to all
which I plead, not guilty ! Your hook is, I hear,
on the road to reach me. .\s to printing of poetry,
when you prepare it for the press, you have only
to spell it right, and place the capital letters pro-
perly : as to the punctuation, the printers do that
themsclves.

I hage @ copy of Tam o' Shanter ready to send
you by the first opportunity: it is too heavy to
send by post.

I heard of Mr. Corbet lately. He, imeeconsc-
quence of your recommendation, is most zealous to
serve me. Please favor me soon with an account
of your good folks; if Mrs. II. is recovering, and
the young gentleman doing well. R. B.
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No. CLMXIX.

TO Mz. PETER HILL.

.
Ellisland, 17th January, 1791.

Taxe these two guineas, and place them over
against that d-mned account of yours! ‘which bas
gagged my mouth these five or six months ! «*% can
as little write good things as apologies to the man
I owe money to. O the supreme curse of making
three guineas do the business of tive! Not all the
labours of Hercules; not all the Hebrews’ three
centuries of Egyptian bondage, were such an
insuperable business, such an infernal task!!
Poverty ! thou half-sister of death, thou cousin-
german of hell : where shall I find force of €xecra-
tion equal to the amplitude of thy demerits? Op-
pressed by thee, the venerable ancient, grown
hoary in the practice of every virtue, laden with
years and wretchedness, implores a little—little aid
to support his existence, from a stony-hearted son
of Mammon, whose sun of prosperity never knew a
cloud; and is by him denied and insulted. Op-
pressed by thee, the man of sentiment, whose heart

lows with independence, ;and melts with sensibi-
ity, inly pines under the neglect, or writhes in
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bitterness of soul, under the contumely of arrogant,
unfeeling wealth. ()pp’:qsed by thee, the son of
genius, whose ill-starred mbltion plants him at th
tables of the fashionfble and polnte, Jnust see in
uffering silence, his remark neglectcd' and his
person despised, while shallow greatness, in his
idiot attempts at wit, shall meet With countenance
and applause. Nor is’it only the family of worth
that have reason to complain of thee : the children
of folly and vice, though in common with thee the
offspring of cvil, smart equally under thy rod.
Owifiz ™o thee, the man of unfortunate dispusition
and neglected education, is condemned as a fool for
his dissipation, despised and shunned as a needy
wretch, when bis follies as usnal bring him to
want ; and when, his unprincipled necessities drive
him to dishonest practices, he is abhorred as a mis-
creant, and perishes by the justice of his country.
But far otherwwe is the lot of the man of family
and forftne.” Lis early follies and extravagance, are
«pirit and fire; his consequent wants, are the em-
barrassments of an honest fellow; and when, to
remedy the matter, he has gained a legal commis-
sion to plunder distant provinces, or massacre
peaceful nations, he returns, perhaps, laden with
the spoils of rapine and murder ; lives wicked and
respected, and dies a scoundrel and a lord.—Nay,
worst of all, alas for helplesy woman! the needy
prostitute, who has shivgred at the corner of the
street, waiting to earn the wages of casual prosti-
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tution, is lcft neglected and insulted, ridden down
by the chariot wheels ofi tae coroneted Rip, hur-
;'ying on to the guilty assignation ; she who with-
out the sam~ necessities to plead, riots nightly in
the same guilty trade.

Well! divines may say of it what they please;
but execration is to the mind, what phlebotomy i«
to the body : the vital sluices of bhoth arec wonder-
fully relieved by their respective evacuations.

R. B.

[The poct’s eloquent apostrophe to Poverty has “ull
his usual strength of sentiment and language. In con-
versation he loved to dwell upon the subjeet: he felt
that without wealth he could not have full indepen-
dence: he beheld the little that his poems brought
melt silently away, and he looked forward with much
fear and with little hope. Eb.]



GENFERAL CORRESFONDENCE. 139

No. th‘\ix.
TO Mzn. EUNNINGIIAM,

Ellisland, 23d January, 1791.

Maxy happy returns of the season to you, my
dear friend! As man} of the good things of this
life, as is consistent with the usual mixture of good
and evil in the cup of Being !

I have jast finished a poem (Tam o' Shanter)
whichr ¢pu will reccive inclosed. It is my first
essay in the way of tales.

I have these several months been hammering at
an clegy on the amiable and accomplished Miss
Burnet. I have got, and can get, no farther than
the following fragment, on which please give me
your strictures. In all kinds of poctic composi-
tion, I get great store by your opinion; but in sen-
timentaf®verfes, in the poctry of the heart, no
Roman Catholic ever set more value on the infalli-
bility of the Holy Father than I do on yours.

I mean the introductory couplets as text verSes.

ELEGY
On the lute Mliss BURNET of MoNBODDO.

¢ Life ne’er cxulted in so rich a prize,
As Burnct lovely from her native skies ;
Nor envious dcath so trinmph'd in & blow,
As that which laid t.h'accompﬁsh'd Burnet low.”
[ Vide vol. iil. page 201.]

Let me hear from you soon. Adieu! R. B™
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No. CLKXX XL
TO' A. F. TYTLER, Esae.

Ellisland, February, 1791.
Sir, .

Nornincg less than the unfortunate astinent 1
have met with, could have prevented my grateful
acknowledgments for your letter. His own favorite
poem, and that an essay in the walk of the muses
entirely new to him, where conseguently his hopes
and fears were on the most anxious alarm for his
success in the attempt; to have that poem so
much applanded by one of the first judges, s the
most delicious vibration that ever thrilled atong the
heart-strings of a poor poct. Ilowever, Provi-
dence, to keep up the proper proportion of evil
with the good, which it seems is necessary in this
sublunary state, thought proper to check my
exultation by a very serious misfortune. A day or
two after I received your letter, my horse came
down with me and broke my right arm. As
this is the first service my arm has done me since
.its disaster, I find mys¢lf unable to do more than
just in general terms thank you for this additjonal
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instance of vour patronage and fricnds#ip., As to
the faults vou detected % the piece, they are truly
there : one of them, the hit atthe lawyer and pnost

I shall cut out; as té the falling off n the catas-
trophe, for the reason you justly adduce It cannot
easily be remedied,  Your approbation, Sir, has
given me such addmonal spirits to persevere in this
species of poctic wmposmon that I am already
revolving two or three stories in my flney. If I
can bring these floating ideas to bear any kmd of
cmbodled fnrm, it will give me an additional "Op op-
portumt'y of ussuring you how much I have the®

honour to be, &c.
R. B.

[That no one welcomed the appearance of the far-
famed Tam o’ Shanter with a livelier scuse of its merits
than thes lutc®Lord Woudhouslee, the following letter
will testify :

“ Hill tells me he is to send off a packet for you this
day ; I cannot resist, therefore, putting on paper jyhat
I must bave told you in person, had I met szS” you
after the recent perusal of your tale, which is, that I
feel 1 owe you a debt, which, if undischarged, would
reproach me with ingratitude. I have seldom in my
life tasted of higher cnjoyment from any work of
genius, than 1 have received from this composition ;
andJ am much mistaken if this®poen alone, had you

never written another syllsble, would not have beqp

suffieicnt to have transmitted your name down to pos-
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terity with th reputation., In the introductory part,
where you paint the (-hgract‘r"of your hero, and exhibit
im at the alehouse i¥gle, with his tippling cronies,
you have dcljpeated nature ¥itk a humour aud naiveté,
that woul¢ have dbne honour to Matthew Prior; but
when you describe the infernal orgies of the witches’
sabbath, and the hellish scenery in which they are
exhibited, you display a power of imagination, that
Shakspeare himself could not have exceeded. T know
not that I hitve ever met with a picture of more horrible
fancy than the following :
¢ Coffins stood round like open presses, ‘

That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses; o~

And by some devilish cantnp shight,

Each in his cauld hand held a light.’
But when 1 came to the succeeding lines, iy blood ran
cold within me:

« A knife a father’s throat had Mangled,

‘Whom bis ain son of life bereft;
The gray hairs yet stack to the heft.’

““ And here, after the two following lines, 'ﬂl’;ﬁ\ajr
o’ horrible and awfw’,” &c. the descripti®e patv might
perhaps have been Dbetter closed, than the four lines
which suceced, which, though good in themselves, yet
as tk~v derive all their merit from the satire they con-
tain, arc here rather misplaced among the circum-
stances of pure horrour. The initiation of the young
witch is most happily described —the effect of her
charms exhibited in the dance on Satun himself-—the
apostrophe—* Ah little thought thy reverend graunie !’
—the transport of Tam, who forgets his situation, and
enters completely intd the spirit of the scenc, are. .l
» £-atures of high merit, in “his excellent composition.

The only fault it possesses is, that the winding upf*or
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conclusion of the story, js not commendurate to the
interest which is excited Jhy the descrifftive and cha-
racteristic painting of the prededing parts.—The pre-
paration is fine, but thedresuleis not agequate. But
for this perhaps you have a good apdlogy—y-au stick to
the popular tale.

““And now that I have got out my,mind, and feel a
little relieved of the wgight of that debt 1 owed you,
let me end this desultory seroll by an advice :—You
have proved yvour talent for a species of composition, in
which but a very few of our own poets have succeeded
—Go on—white more tales in the same style—yoit will
eclipge Rrior and La Fontaine; for, with equal wit,
cqual power of numbers, and equal »divete of expres-
sion, you have a bolder and more vigorous imagina-
tion.”

Through the kindness of my friend P. F. Tvtler, the
hirtorian of Scotlahd, I am enabled to fill up the chazm
in the poem to his grandfather, page 70, vol. iii.

¢ But why of that cpocha make such a fuss,
That gave us the Hanover stem,
If Sringing them over was lucky for us,
- I'n sure ‘twas as Jucky for them."”

Why Dr. Curric omitted these lines we have not heen
told : they seem harmless enough, and the royyl ssock
to whicb they refer would have smiled at them. Ebp.]
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No,@Lxxxn.

TQ Mzs. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, 7th Feb. 1791.
Wue~n I tell vou, Madam, that by a fall, not
from my horse, but with my horse, I have been a
cripple some time, and that this is the first day my
arm and hand have been able to scrve me in
writing ; you will allow that it is too good an
apology for my seemingly ungrateful silence. 1
am now getting better, and am able to rhyme a
little, which implies some tolerable ease; as I can-
not think that the most poetic genius ig to
compose on the rack. e o
I do not remember if ever I mentioned to y#
my having an idea of composing an clegy on the
late 2%iss Burnet, of Monboddo. I had the honour
of being pretty well acquainted with her, and have
seldom felt so much at the loss of an acquaintance,
as when I heard that so amiable and accomplished a
piece of God's work was no more. I have, as yct,
gone no farther than the following fragmeni, of
which please let me have your opinion. You know
:2.at clegy is a subject so.much exhausted, that any
new idea on the business is not to be ex
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‘tis ‘well if we can place an old idea i a new light,
_How far | have succc.\z&cd as to this’ last, you wxll
judge from what follows )
(See the f?eg-y pad¥ 20}, rolaiii )
I have proceeded no further.

Your kind letter, with your kind remembrance of
your godson, came gsafe. This'last, Madam, is
scarcely what my pride can bear.  As‘to the little
fellow, he is, partiality apart, the finest boy 1 have
of a long {ime seen. He is now seventeen mggyths
old, has the small-pox and measles over, has cut
several® teeth, and never had a grain of doctor’s
drugs in his bowels.

I am truly happy to hear that the ¢ little
floweret” is blooming so fresh and fair, and that
the “ mother plnt” is rather recoveriyg her droop-
ing head. Soon and well may her ¢ cruel wounds™
b d! I have written thus far with a good
dwdlfhculty When I get a little abler you

@hall hear farther from,
Madam, yours

F]

o B

‘VOL. V1. L
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No. CLXXXIII.
TQ THE Rev. ARCH. ALISON.

Ellisland, near Dumfries, 14th Feb. 1791.
Sin,

You must by this time have set me down as one
of the most’ ungrateful of men. You did me the
honour to present me with a book, which does
hofibur to science and the intellectunl powers of
man, and I bave not even so much as asknow-
ledged the receipt of it. The fact is, you yourself
are to blame for it. Flattered as I was by your
telling me that you wished to have my opinion of
the work, the old spiritual enemy of mankind, who
knows well"that vanity is one of the sins that most’
easily beset me, put it into my head to pon er
the performance with the look-out of a critigged
to draw up forsooth a deep learned dig‘ést of striog,
tures on a composition, of which, in fact, until I
read the book, I did not even know the first prin-
ciples. *"1 own,’ Sir, that at first glance, several of
your propositions startled me as paradoxical. 'That
the martial clangor of a trumpet had something in
it vastly more grand, heroic, and sublime, than the
twingle twangle of a jews-harp: that the delicate,
flexure of a rose-twig, when the half -blown flower’
is br.v;"Wuh the tgars of the dawn, was infinitety
Tiore beautiful and elegant than the upright stu"
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a burdock; and that from somethiné' innate ands
vindependent of all associatipns of ideas ;—these, I
had set down as irrefr:gnble,: orthodox truths, until
perusing your book shook my fz\ith.—'-ln,short, Sir,
except Euclid's Elements of Geometry, which I
made a shift to unravel by my father’s fire-side, in
the winter evening of the first season 1 held the
plough, I never read a book which gayé me such a
quantum of information, and added so much to my
stock of ideas, as your Essays on the Prigginles
of Taste.” ~ One thing, Sir, you must forgive my
mentioding as an uncommon merit in the work, 1
mean the language. To clothe abstract philosophy
in elegance of style, sounds something like a con-
tradiction in terms; but you have convinced me
that they are quite compatible. -

I enclose you some poetic bagatelles of my late
co ition. The one in print is my first essay in
thw of telling a tale.

d 1 am, Sir, &ec. R.B.

[The eloquent Alison was wmuch pleasedy T#have
heard, with this rustic recognition of the principles
which he laid down in his able and popular work. The
theory, however, hus been rudely shuken by various
hands. A man must have forgot nature who at any time
preferred a rank weed to & fragrant flower, or thought
the skreigh of a clockin’ hen more martial than the«
wleag of 8 trumpet or the cry of the cugleslnt & legs
were made for stockings,” %ays Voltaire, “therefore™
3utockings.” En.]
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No. CLXXXIV
TO Dr. MOORE.

Ellisland, 28th Junuary, 1791.

v not know, Sir, whether you are & subscriber
to Groses Antiquities of Scotland. If you are, hc
inclosed poem will not be altogether new to you.
Captain Grose did me the favour to send me a dozen
copies of the proof sheet, of which this is one.
Should you have read the piece befare, still this will
answer the principal end 1 bave in view : it will give
me another opportunity of thanking you for all your
goodness to the rustic bard ; and also of ¥jeming
Yyou, that the abilities you have been pléased ¢ com-
mend and patronize are still employed in the way
you wish.

"Th&Zlegy on Captain Henderson, is a tribute to the
memory of a man I loved much. Poets have in
this the same advantage as Roman Catholics ; they
can be of service to theirfriends after they have past
that bourne where all other kindness ceases to be of

* avail. Whether after all, either the onc or the other
be 0% rsF-srenl sergice to the dead, is, I fear, za=r
f‘ﬁr/o(l’)lematical ; but I am ‘sure they are highly ggati-
fying to the living : and as a very orthodox text, I
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forget where in scriptuge, says, *° whatsoever is not
of faith is sin;” so &y I, whatsoever is not deti- '
mental to society, and is of positive enjoyment, is of
God, the giver of all good thinas, and onght to be
received and enjoyed by his creatures with thankful
delight.  As almost all my rcligious tenets origi-
nate from my heart, | am wonderfully pleased with
the idea, that I can® still keep up a tender inter-
course with the dearly beloved friend, 3r still more
dearly beloved mistress, who is gone to the world of
spirits.  * -

“The hallad on Queen Mary was begnn while I was
busy with Percy’s Reliques of English Poetry. By the
way, how much is every honest heart, which has a
tincture of Caledonian prejudice, obliged to you for
your glorious story of Buchanan and Targe ! 'Twas
“n uncquivocal proof of your loyal gallantry of
soul, giving Targe the victory. Ishould have been
mb to the ground if you had not.

1 Mve jdst read over, once more of many times,
your Zeluco. I marked with my pencil, as I went
along, every passage that pleased me particplarly
above the rest; and one, or two 1 think, which,
with humble deference, I am disposed to think une-
qual to the merits of the book. I have sometimes
thought to transcribe these marked passages, or at
least so much of them as to point where they are,
and send them to you. Qriginal strokes that

“Sudngly depict the humgn hesth, is your anlkeld-
ingfs province, beyond any other novelist, I have
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ever perused.* Richardson indeed might perhaps, be
" excepted ; but unhappily, hls' dramatis persona are
beings of another world ¢ and however they may cap-
tivate the unexperienced, romuniic fancy,of a boy or
a girl, they will ever, in proportion as we have made
human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper years,
As to my private concerns, I am going on, a
mighty tax-gatherer before the Lord, and have lately
had the interést to get myself ranked on the list of
ext‘:;se as a supervisor. Iam not yet employed as such,
but in a few years I shall fall into the file Lf supervi-
sorship by seniority. 1 have had an immense, losg in
the death of the Earl of Glencairn ; the patron from
whom all my fame and fortune took its rise. Inde.
pendent of my grateful attachment to him, which
was indecd so strong that it pervaded my very soul,
and was entwined with the thread of my existence ¢
so soon as the prince's friends had got in, (and
every dog you know has bis day) my getting ¢Ward
in the excise would have been an easfer bubiness
than otherwise it will be. Though this was a con-
summation devoutly to be wished, yet, thank
Heaven, I can live and rhyme as I am ; and as to
my boys, poor little fellows ! if I cannot place them
on as high an elevation in life, as I could wish; I
shall, if I am favoured so much of the Disposer of
_events as to see that period, fix them on as broad
and ind?ndent a basis as possible. Among ‘the
e b AT, 3 .
mp=y wise adages Which have been treasured nfiby
our Scottish ancestors, this is one of the best, Belger
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bei the head o' the mn‘onauy, than the tail o' the
gexiry. [} . . v
Butl am got on a subj'oct, which however in-
teresting to me, is of o manner, of censequence to
you; so I shall give you a short poem dh the other
page, and close this with assuring you how sincerely
L have the honour to be, Your's, &c.
- ’ »  R.B
“'Written on the blank leaf of a book,‘\vhich I pre-
sented to a very young lady, whom I had fogmesly
characterised under the denomination of The Rose
Bud.

““ Dr. Moore, it would appear, was less enthusiastic
than Lord Woodl.wuhlce in the cause of Tam o’Shanter;
«or did he feel the exquisite poetry of the Elegy on
Matthew Henderson—he has spoken for himself on the
subie@d—here is his letter:
Py >
“ DeAR SIR,
Your letter of the 28th February I received only two
days ago, and this day I had the pleasure of graisng on
the Rev. Mr. Baird, at the Duke of Athol’s, who had
been so obliging as to tranemit it to ine, with the printed
¥erses on Allon Church, the Elegy on Capt. Henderson,
mnd the Epitaph, There are many poetical beauties in
the former; what I, particulurly admire are the three
striking similes fron, . )
- - * Or like tho wnor 1alflop the rivesham.3g ~
lngl the eight lines which Begin with '
4 * By this time he was cross the ford,’

London, 29th March, 1791.
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80 exquisitely'expressive of the superstitious impressions

of the country.- And the twel.t',-two lines from | _ S
* ¢ Coffins stood yound like open presses,’

which, in my op:mon, are equ2l to the wgredmnts of

Shakspeare’s cauldren in Macheth.

¢ As for the Elegy, the chief merit of it consists in the
g'rnphlcnl description of the objects belonging to the
country in which the poet writes, and which none bus
a Scottish peet could have described, and none but a
real poet and close observer of Nature could have so
described.

€~ here is something original, and wondeifully pleas-
ing, in the Epitaph. .

“ 1 remember you once hinted before, what’you re-
peat in*your last, that you had made somc remarks on
Zelueo, on the margin. T should be very glad to see
them, and regret you did not send them before the last
edition, which is just published. Prag transcribe them
for me; I sincerely value your opinion very highly, and
pray do not suppress one of those in which you censure
the sentiment or expression. Trust me it will brea no
squares between us—I am not akin to the Biskop of
Grenada.

¢ I must now mention what has been on my mind for
gome~tim~: I cannot help thinking you imprudent, in
scattering abroad so many copies of your verses. It is
most natural to give a few to confidential friends, parti-
cularly to those who are connected with the subject, or
who are perhaps themselves the subject, but this ought
to be done under promise not to give other copies.
Jf the poem you sent me on Queen Mary, I refused

eryss diessation for coples, but I lately saw it jy »
eispaper. My motive for Cautioning you on this sub-
Ject is, that I wish to engage you to collect all your fugi-



GENERAZL CORRESPONDENCE, 153
tive piecer, not already pyjnted, and after they have been
re-considered, and polisgxl to the utmosts of your power,
I would have you publish th&n by another subserip-
tion: in proigoting of ghich I will exert myself with
pleasure. v ° °

* In your future compositions, I wish you would use
the modern English.  You have shewn yonr powers in
Scottish sutficiently. Qlthough in tertain subjects it
gives additional zest to the humour, yet it s lost to the
English ; and why should you write only fdr a part of the
island, when you can command the admiration of the
whole: @ - s

$1If you chance to write to my friend, Mrs. Dunlop, of
Dunlop,’I beg to be atfectionately remembered to her
She must not judge of the warmth of my scmgiments
respecting her, by the number of my letters ; I hardly
ever write a line but on business ; and I do not know
that I should have scribbled all this to you, but for the
Vusiness part, that is, to instigate you to a new publica-
tion ; und to tell you, that when you think you have a suf-
ficient;number to mauke a volume, you should set your
friends on gétting subscriptions. I wish I could have
a few hours converSation with you, I have many
things to say, which I cannot write. It I ever go to
Scotland, I will let you know, that you may meet jne at
your own %.ouse, or my friend Mrs. Hamiltons or both.
- *¢ Adien, my dear Sir, &c.” En.l
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No. CLXXXV.

TO Mr. CUNNINGHAM.

N Y
<

' Ellislund, 12th Murch, lT‘)Il
Ir the foregoing piece be worth your strictures,
1€UHG€ have them.  For my own part, & thing that
I have just composed, always appears through a
double portlon of that partial medium in which an
author will ever view his own works. I believe in
general, novelty has something in it that inebriates
the fancy, and not unfrequently, dissipates and
fumes away like other intoxication, and leaves tHe
poor patient, as usual, with an aching heart. A
striking instance of this might be adduced,in the
revolution of many a hymeneal houtymoun But
lest I sink into stupid prose, and so sacrilegiously
intrude on the office of my parish priest, I shall fill
up the page in my own way, and give you another
song of my late composition, which will appeat
perhaps in Johnson's work, as well as the forme’fW
You must know a beautiful Jacobite air, There'lL
never be peace 'till Jamie comes hame. When poli-
*'rical combustion ceases to be the object of pripees
and 4.*TI5T8]'it then, you know, becomes the l&wfin
prey of historians and poets.
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“ By yon castle wa’ at ghe close of the day, *
I heard a man sing, §I®' his head it was grey;
And as he was singing, the tears fast down came —
There’ll never be peace till Jymie comes hame.”
[See vol. iv. page 192.]

o & °
If you 1i4he air, and if the stanzasy hit your
fancy, you cannot imagine, my dear friend, how
much you would oblige me, if, by the charms of
your delightful voice,s you would give my honest
effusion to “ the memory of joys that gfe past,” to
the few friends whom you indulge in that pleasure.
But I have, scribbled on ‘till 1 hear the clodi.>as
intjmated the near approach of
“ 'f'hnt hour, o* night's black arch the key.stane." —
So good night to you! Sound be your sleép, and
delcctable your dreams! Apropos, how do you
like this thought in a ballad, I have just now on
<le tapis ? '
¢ I look to the west when ] gac to rest,
That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be;

Far farin the west is he I lo'e best,
& The lad that is dear to my babie and me!”
4

Good night, once more, and God bless you !
R. B.
[The gentleman to whom this letter is addfBssed was
Jgyous and companionable: told a pleasing story ; sung
sengs merry or sad with much taste, and was aliays
welcome where wine flowed and mirth ubounded. He
was from first to last the stedfast friénd of Burns: he
béstirred himself actively too in behalf of the poet’s,
fumily. Ep.]
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No. CLXXX'VI.

TO Mzr..ALEXANDER DALZEL,

.
« FACTOR, FINpLAYSTON,

. Ellisland, 19th March, 1791,

"My DEar Sig, ¢
I nave taken the liberty to frank this letter to you,
as it encloses an idle poem of mine, which I send
you; and God knows you may perhaps pay dear
enough for it if you read it through. Not that this
is my own opinion ; but the auther by the time he
has composed and corrected his work,has quite po!
away all his powers of critical discrimination,

I can easily guess from my own heayt, \what you
have felt on a late most melancholy event.. God
knows what I have suffered, at the loss of my best
friend, my first and dearest patron and benefactor ;
the man to whom I owe all that I am and have ! I
am gone into mourning for him, and with more s;q-
cerity of grief than I fear some will, who by natma
ties ought to feel on the occasion.

I will be exceedingly obliged to you indeed, to let
me kpgw the newscof the noble family, how the
poofiriother and the twoaisters support their “loss.
1 ha%g a packet of poetic bagatelles ready to send to
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Lady Betty, when I gw the futal tidings in the
newspaper. I see by the same chahnel that the
honoured rRemaixns of my nobk patron, are dgsigned,
to be brougik:to tb%imily burjal phce, Dare I
trouble you to let me know privately before the day
of interment, that I may cross the country, and steal
among the crowd, to yay a tear to*the last sight of
my ever revered benefactor? It will oblige me be-
yond expression. ’ R. B.

[This gentleman, the factor, or steward, of Burns's
gpble friend, Lord Glencairn, with a view to encvurage
a second edition of the poems, laid the volume before his
lordship, with such an account of the rustic bard’s situ-
'nion and prospetts as from his slender acquuintance
with him he could furnish. The result, as communicated
to Burns by Mr. Dalzel, is highly creditable to the cha-
racter of Lord Glencairn.  After reading the book, his
lordsiffp declared that its merits greatly exceeded his
cxpectation, and he took it with him as a literary
curiosity to LEdinburgh. He repeated his wishes to be
of service to Burns, and desired Mr. Dalzel & inforin
him, that in patronizing the book, ushering it with effect
ingo the world, or treating with the booksellers, he
wotld most willingly give cvery aid in his power;
adding his request, that Burns would take the earliest
opportunity of letting him know in what way or manner
he could best further his interests. CromEx.]
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¥o. CLXXXVIL

TO LADY W.M. CONSTABLE.

Ellisiand, 11¢h Janyary, 1791.
My Laby,

Normine less than the unlucky accident of
having lately broken my right arm, could have pre-,
vented me the moment I received your ladyship’s
elegant present by Mrs. Miller, from returning you
my warmest and most grateful acknowledgments et
assure your ladyship, I shall set it apart : the sym-
bols of religion shall only be more sacred. In the
moment of poetic composition, the 'box skall be
my inspiring genius. When I would breathe the
comprehenswe wish of benevolence for the happiness
of ‘othe¥s, I shall recollect your ladyship ; when I
would interest my fancy in the distresses incident to
humanity, I shall remember the unfortunate Mary.

R.B.

[Puieicisc s was wriften acknowledging the pregput of
R valuable snuff-box, with & fine picture of Mary Queen
“of Scots on the lid. This was the gift of Lady Winai-
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fred Maxwell Constable, §f the noble fumly of Niths-+
dule: a lady equally genérous ual gentld, and who wyp

not the less respected by the people around her

house had s:ﬁ:.d in Jthe caule of the Stu JFhe
possession family were onde very ample: but

few catatés thrive in civil wars, rebellions, and confis-

cations : onc noble barony ufter another passed out of

the hands of the Maxwells: and the title s extin-

guished, never, 1 fear, to be revived.

The baronial Castle of Cacrluverock on’the Solway,
and the College of Lincluden on the banks of th&l.\.ltl.;‘
are still inclmded in the family possessions, and are
preserved with more care than what is usual with ruins
in the Solith of Scotlund. At the family scat, the bed
in wlu(‘h Queen Mary slept, during her ﬂlght from the

al field of Langside : a letter from Charles the First,
summoning Lord Maxwell with as many armed men as
he could muster, to aid him in supporting the crown
sgwinst the Parliament : and the letter from“the last
Countess, describing the all but wiraculous escape of
ber husband from the Tower of London in 1715—unite
in tellipg the<history of the House of Nithrdale, and
the cause—the honourable cayse of its decline. Ewv.}
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No. ¢LXXMVIIL

TO Mxs. GRAHAM,
.

OF FINIRAL,
Ll fgpd, 17N

Manaw,

Wiurrnir it 15 that the «tory of our My Queen
of Scots, has a pecular effect on the fechin~ o a
poet, or whether 1 have n the mclosed ballad, <uc-
ceeded beyond my usual poetic succes , 1 know not,
but 1t has pleased me beyond any offort of my nuse
for a good while pwt , on that account T indos#n
particulaily to you. It 1s true, the punty of my
motives may be sutpected T am glrcud,  decply
mdebted to Mr Graham » goodness , and what, w
the usual ways of men, 15 of nnmtely greater mnport-
anee, Mr. G. can do me service of the utmost 1im-
portance in time to come I was horn a poor dog,
and however I fmay occasionally pick a better hone
than I used to do, I know I must ive and die poor
but,I wil indulge the flattening faith that my poetry
will considerably outhve my poverty . and without
any_ fius g affectatien of spint, I can promise and
affirm, that it must be q10 o1dinary craving*of the
"latter shall ever make me do any thing injurious to
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thc honcst tame of &e"o;mer W hatevcr may e
my falings, for faling? are a  part of human naturg
may thes ever be those of a ‘gencrous heary, apd i
independent ggand ' JJ® 18 06 fuylt o4 nune thet |
was borg to fependence, nor s 1t Mr Lribans
ecfest prase that he Can comnmand mfluence but
it 16 lus mant to hestow  not only wth the kindness
of abrothur but wi b the politencssof g tth man,
wmd I tu tat ball b mme  to recone Sath thank

tulncs~  wd remambar with ndimnished Jrantude

e
. o

[Fothy ludy the poct dteenard  preseatad th new
cditten o1 hus pocns with these daracton e wods
watten on cne of the bl ik leave
e THISpTOb bl M that this pace mw be read
when th hand that now wute at shall be mouldornmg
w the dut Awat then boar witness that T proseat

vour the  Ulugnes ¢ 4 trrbute of Jnawtude 0 v put
ardentfand meere s vour amd Mr, Grahun  goodness
to me hw boon gencrons and noble My (veny Lluhl
of your~ 1w the howm of noed find suen 3 frend g 1
shall towh auay (nld of mine that thar (ulier fowad
mvou RosirrBiras ' Lnj]

Vo vt
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No. §LXXXIX.
TO THE Rev. G. BAIRD.

Ellisland, 1791.
szansvn Sig,

Wrv did you, my Geur Sir, write to me in such

a hesntntmg style on the business of poor Bruce ?
Don't I know, and have I not felt, the many ‘nls,.
the peculiar ills that poctic flesh is heir to? You
shall have your choice of all the unpublished poems
I have ; and had your letter had my direction so as"
to have reached me soomer, (it anly came to my
hand this moment) I should have directly put yBu
out of suspense on the sub_,ect 1 only ask, that
some prefatory advertisement in the book, as well
as the subscription bills, may bear, that the“publi-
cation is solely for the benefit of Bruce’s mother.
I would not put it in the power of ignorance to,
surmisé, or malice to insinuate, that I clubbed &
share in the work from mercenary motives. Nor
need you give me credit for any remarkable ge--
nerosity in my part of the business. I have auc‘h:
a host of peccadilloes, failings, follies, and bacﬁ-:
shdmgs (any body but myself might perhaps give
some of them a worse rppellation) that by way of
*¥ome“onlance, however trifling, in the account, I
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am fuin to do any gm‘l Jhat occurs in my very
limited power to a fllow-creature, ‘just for the
selfish purpose of clearing a Yittle the vista of re-
trospection. gg .0 . - B.

[The poet's reverend correspondent eolicited his help
in the contemplated edithn of Bruce in thesg words :—

“ Londim, sth Ic'ebr.tfary, 1791,
.« Slﬂ, -

“T Titot s you with this letter to inform y#E-rhare
I ag, in hopes of being able very soon to bring to the
press a ndw edition (leng sinee talked of ) of Michacl
Bruce's Poemis.  The profits of the edition are to 2o to
his mother—a woman of cighty years of age~poor and
helpless.  The poems are to be published by subserip-
tion ; and it muy e possible, I think, to make out a
Sadid. or Js. volume, with the assistance of a few hi-
therto unpublished verses, which T have got from the
taother of the poet,

““ But the deeign 1 have in view in writing to you, is
not werely to inform vou of these facts, it is to solicit
the nid of your name and pen in support of the scheme.
The reputation of Bruce is already high with evgry

-
reader of clussical taste, and I shall be anxious to guard
against tarnishing his character, by allowing auy new
poems to appear that may lower it.  For this purpuse,
the MSS. T am in possession of, have been submitted te
the revision of some whose eritical talents T can trust

L2

to, and I mean still to submit them to others. .

& May I'beg to know, thereforep if you willeanke the
trouble®of perusing the MSSe—of giving your opinion,
and suggesting what curtailments, alterations, 57 RITENG--
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\ ments, occut to you as ady xsl,:le ? And will you allow
us to let it be known, that*a few lines by you will he
«ddded to the volume? ¢

“1 know the extent of this request. It is bold to
make it.  But I have this ('onbolatlon, that though vou
see it proper to refuse it, you will not blame me for
having made it; you will see my apaology in the motive.

“* May I just add, thut Michacl Bruce is one in whose
company, from his past appearance, you would not, I
am convinCéd, blush to be found, and as I would sub-
mit every line of his #hat should now be published, to
~ourdtihn criticisms, you wonld be assured that nothing
derogatory either to him or you, would he admitted in
that appearance he may make in future.

“ You bave already puid an hononrable tribute to
kindred genius, in Fergusson—I fondly hope that the
mother of Bruce will experience your patronage.

“ 1 wish to have the subscription papers cireulated
by the 14th of March, Bruce’s birth.duy; which 1 v~
derstand some fricnds in Scotland talk this year of
ohserving—at that time it will be resolved, I imagine,
to place a plain, humble stone over his grave. This, at
least, I trust you will agree to do—to furnish, it a few
couplets, an inscription for it.

& On these points may 1 solicit un answer as early as
posslble, a short delay might dxauppomt us in pro~
curing that relief to the mother, which is the object of
the whole.

+¢ You will he plcased to address for me under cover
to the Duke of Athole, London.” G.B.]

PET L. ¢ { I -
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No. CXC.
TO Mrs. DUNLOP.

Ellisland, 11th .4/:"1'1, 1791,

1 am once more able, myﬁmnnurt‘d friend, o
veturn ynu,.\\ith my own hand, thanks &- thye,,
many instances of your friendship, and particularly
for your kind anxiety in this last disaster, that my
evil genius had in store for me.  However, life is
chequered — jov and sorrow — for on Saturday
morning last, Mrs. Burns made me a present of
fine boy; ruther stouter, but not so handsome as
“Yr grodson was at his time of life. Indeed I look
ou your little namesake to he my chyf d'eucre in
that species of manufacture, as I look on Tam
o'Shafiter to be my standard performance in the
poetical line. "Iis true, both the one and the other
discover a spice of roguish waggery, thyt might
perhaps be as well spared; but then they ulso
shew, in my opinion, a force of genius, and a
finishing polish, that I despair of ever excelling.
Mrs. Burns is getting stout again, and laid as
lustily about her to-day at breakfast, as a reaperg
from the corn-ridge. That is she peculjaupgivilege
2nd bfessing of our hale, sprightly damsels, that are
bred among the hay and heather, We canndt hope *
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+ for that highly polished f:ﬁnd, that charming de-
ghcncy of soul, which is found among the femule
world in the more clevated stations of life, and
which is certairly hy far' 'the most bewitching
charm in the famous cestus of Venus. It is indeed
such an inestimable treasure, that where it can be
had in its native heavenly purity, unstained by
some one’qr other of the many shades of affecta-
tion, and unalloy v some one or other of the
_wmang.species of caprice, 1 declare to Heaven, 1
should think it cheaply purchased at the expense of
every other earthly good! But as this angelic
creaturc is, I am afraid, extremely rare in any
station and rank of life, and totally denied to such
a bumble one as mine, we meaner mortals must put
up with the next rank of female exccllence—as tine
a figure and face we can produce as any rankK ot
life whatever ; rustic, native grace ; unaffected
modesty, and unsullied purity; nature’s mother-
wit, and the rudiments of taste; a simplicity of
soul, unsuspicious of, because unacquuinted with,
the cropked ways of a selfish, interested, disingce-
nuous world ; and the dearest charm of all the rest,
a yielding sweetness of disposition, and a generous
warmth of- heart, grateful for love on our part, and
ardently glowing with a more than equal return;
these, with a bealthy frame, a sound, vigorous
constigastion. which vour higher ranks can scarcely
ever hope to enjoy, a‘e the charms of ‘lovely
woman in ﬂq{ humble walk of life.



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 167

This is the greate ‘cﬁ'ort my broken arm hag
yet made. Do let me hear, by first post, how cher *
petit Méhsicur comes on wita his small-pox. )
almighty goodness pfserve andyrestre h.imli 5

{Homer’s deseription of the Cestus of Venus has
heen rendered into English L& many ftilful hands:
here are four versions .

“* Ingthis was every art and every eharn,
To win the wisert and the coldest warin .
Foud love, the gontle vow, the way dessre,
‘The Nind decent, the still.reviving fire,
Persuasive speech, and more persuasn e sighs,

Silvnce that spohy, and eloguence vr eyes.”
Pore.

* she spoke, and from her heaving bosom Incsed the vanoas
girdle with care. ‘I'mere contamed were her soul-winning charmis
Sagre wis love; there melting desire, there, of lovers, the tender
vows — the pleasing flattery was there which takes by stealth the

sonls of the wi-¢."”
MacrnLason,

L J
* Jt was an ambush of sweet snares, replete
With love, desre, soft intercourse ot hearts,
And musie of resistless whisper'd sonnds,
W bich from the wisest win their best 1esolves.'”
Rowrka.

* Then from her breast unclasped the embroides*d zone,
Where cach embellislanent divinely shone .
There dwell tho allarements, all that love inspire,
There »oft seduction, there 1ntense desire,
There witchery of words, whoc flatteries weave
Wiles that the wisdom of the wise deceive.””
SOTUHERY.

En.)
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Y

No. CX(]

TO

[ Ellisland, 17914,
DEar SR,
1 am exceedinglysgo blame in not writing you
eJdong azo; but the quth is, that I am the most
indolent of all human beings; and when 1 matri-
culate in the herald's office, I intend that my sup-
porters shall be two sloths, my crest a slow-worm.
and the motto, “ Deil tak ' e foremost.” So much
by way of apology for not thanking you sooner t
your kind execution of my commission,

1 would have sent you the poem ; but somehow’
or other it found its way into the public papers.
where you must have seen it.

I am ever, dear Sir, yours sincerely,

Ml

R. B.

{"he pnem to which the poet alludes is the Lamen
of Mary Queen of Scots: that his works found their
way to the newspapers could excite no wonder: he gave
copies to many of his friends, and they in their turn
distributed copies among their acquaintances. Burns
scems never to have surmised that he was injuring his

~..n pocket by this ‘pmctice: the poems which he
wrote at.Lirland, an& the songs which he composed
for_Johuson and Thomson, Svould have made a volume,
=4iid brought him a thousand pounds.—Ep.]
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da. CXCIL

TO -
v

gn Ellisland, 1791,
Thou cunuch of lunguage  thon Englehmar
W hn) never was south the Tweed . thou servile echo
of fashienable barbarisms : thou quack, vending
the nostrums of cmpirical  clocution - thou mar-
riagre-maker between vowels and consvnants, on
the Gretna-green of caprice @ thou cobbler, botch-
" n the flimsy socks of bombast oratory : thou
“hiRe smith, hammering the rivets of absurdity :
thou butcher, embruing thy hands in the bowels of
orthography o thou arch-heretic in pronunciation :
thou pitch-pipe of affected emphasis: thou car-
penter, mortising the aukward joints of jarring
sentences : thou squeaking dissonance of gadenec :
thou pimp of gender: thou Lyon Herald to silly
ctymology : thou antipode of grammar: thou exe-
cutioner of construction : thou brood of the speech-
distracting builders of the Tower of Babel : thou
lingual confusion worse confounded : thou scapem
e.:ullow: from the lwnd of synmx : thqueccavenger
“of mdod and tense : thou smurderous mmucheur of

ter v

infant learning : thou ignis fatuus, misleading the
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steps of benighted ignorarce: thou pickle-herring
jn the puppet-show of nonsense: th(:ge faithful
‘ecorder of barbarous idiom : thou perSecutor of
syllabication : thcu baleful ‘meteor, foretelling and
facilitating the rapid approach of Nox and Erebus.
R. B.

[This singular letige was, it is believed, sent to a
critic who had taked™the poet to task about abscure
“Jlanguage and imperfect grammar: he delighted in this
sort of scolding, and employed it sometimes very-*.op-
pily in conversation to repel petulance and’confound
those
“ Word-catchers wha live on syllables,”
that infested society then as they do now. The lan-
guage which Burns wsed in his poetry was new &0
many: no one had dared to use the mother-tungue ™
with such boldness before, and it has even been sur-
mised by one of his editors that he created words
whenever he wanted them. Those who are intimately
acquainted with the language of Scotland will acquit
Burns of the charge: the words instanced against him,
““cootie” and *“heugh,” are right old Scottish, and
current in Ayrshire, Galloway, and the county of Dum-
fries.—Ep.]

e MFENENE D
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No. CXCIIL
TO Mz, CUNNINGITAM.

11 Tane, 1791

Lt me interest you, mﬁ‘dmr ('unnitgham. in.
behalf of Yhe gentleman who waits on you with
e He is a Mr. Clarke, of Moffat, principal
schoolmaster there, and is at present suflering se-
vercly under the persecution of one or two powerful
individuals of his employers. e is accused of

“hurshness to bays that were placed under his care.

£dod help the teacher, if a man of sensibility and
genius, and such is my fricud Clarke, when a booby
father presepts him with his booby son, and jnsists
on Hghting up the rays of scienee, in a fellow's
head whose skull is impervious and inaccessible by
any other way than a positive fracture wih a
cudgel : a fellow whom in fact it savours of im-
piety to attempt making a scholur of, as he has
beecn marked a blockhend in the book of fate, at
the almiyhty fiat of his Creator.

The patrons of Moffat-school are, the ministers,
magistrates, and town-coungl of Edigburgh, an
us the business comes noy before the, let me beg
my dearest friend to do every thing in Iy puwer to
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‘serve the interests of a mar of genius and worth,
d a man whom [ particularly respect and esteem.
&u know some good fellows among the magis-
tracy and council, but particisarly you have muc
to say with a reverend gentleman to whom you
have the honour of being very nearly related, and
whom this country and age have bad the honour to
produce. I need not name the historian of Charles
V. Itell im throuﬂthe medium of his nephew’s
influence. that Mr. Clarke is a gvntlcman who will
‘not dxsgrace even his patronage. I know the
merits of the cause thoroughly, and say it, that’ my
friend is falling a sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance.
God help the children of dependence ! 1lated and
persecuted by their enemies, and too often, alas!
almost unexceptionably, reccived by their friends
with disrespect and reproach, under the thin df§-"
guise of cold civility and humiliating advice. O!
to be a sturdy savige, stalking in the pride of his
independence, amid the solitary wilds of his desurts;
rather than in civilized life, helplessly to tremble
for 2 subsistence, precarious as the caprice of a
fellow-creature ! Every man has his virtues, and
no man is without his failings; and curse on that
privileged plain-dealing of friendship, which in the
hour of my calamity, cannot reach forth the help-
ing hand without at the same time pointing out
those failings, and apnortioning them their share in
procuring mv present distress. My friends, for’
» sUCE-ThE World calls ye, and such ye think your-
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selves to be, pass by llv '\!I‘Kll(‘s if you please, bul-
do, also, spare my fMics . the first sill witness m .
my breast for themselves, :md the last will gx\ﬂ'
pain enough to tlm.mgumuus uinds without you.
Aund since deviating more or less from tht paths of
propricty and rectitude, must be incident to human
nature, do thou, l-ortunc put @ in my power,
alwiys from m\-.clf, and of mysclf, to bear the
con-equence of those errors ! 1 do nde want to he
independent that I may ¢in, ®at I want to_be inde-
pendent inemy sinning;. *
= Ty return in this rambling letter to the subject I
set out ‘with, let me recommend my friend, Mr.
Clarke, to your acquaintance and good offices ; hi-
worth entitles him to the one, and bis gratitude will
werit the other, I long much to hear from you.
Adieu! R. B.

[0 the po}wn on whose behalf he sought to interest
his fricnd, Burns addressed wany letters, which were
carefully preserved till the death of Mr. Clarke, when
his widow, offended by sume free language in which
they indulged, committed them to the flames. Ev.]
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No. CXCIV.
< \

TO THE EARL OF BUCIIAN

"
Ellisland, 1791,
My Lorn,

Lavgr sl sinks un‘der the ardour of my feelings
“when I would thank your lordship for the honour
you have done me in inviting me to make oné at
the coronation of the bust of Thomeon. In my
first enthusiasm in reading the card you did me the
honour to write me, I overlooked every obstacle,
and determined to go; but I fear it will not be in
my power. A week or two's absence, in the vefy*
middle of my harvest, is what I much doubt 1 dare
not venture on. I once alrcady made g plgrimage
up the whole course of the Tweed, and foadly
would I take the same delightful journey dour the
windings of that delightful stream.

Your lordship hints at an ode for the occasion -
but who would write after Collins? I read over
his verses to the memory of Thomnson, and des-
paired.—I got indeed to the length of threc or four
stanzas, in the way of address to the shade of the
bard, on cgowning his bust. 1 shall trouble your
lordship with' the subjoined copy of them, which, 1
ant drEig;will be but too convincing a proof how
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unequal I am to the t.n!. However, il affords me .
an opportunity of (l])]’f(l'l('lllng your slordship, :md
dcd.mng hiow sincerely and gratefull\ I have the
hohour to be, &e.  e@ . R.B.

[In the following t(-r.ms the noble lord Jmvited the
puet to his scat at Dryburgh : e
“Lorp Buemax has the pleasure to invite Mr.
Burns to mgke one at the coronation of th®pust ol
Thomson, on Ednam Hill, on the 22nd of September ;
for whicle day perhaps his muse may inspire un ode
suited to the oecusion.  Suppose Mr. Burns should,
leaving the Nith, to acress the country, and meet the
Tweed at the nearest point from his farm—and, wan-
dering along the, pastoral banks of Thomsow’s purs
pegent stream, cateh inspiration on the devious walk,
ull Le finds Lord Buchan sitting on the ruins of Dry-
burgh. There the Commendator will give him a hearty
weluum-. undetry to lizht his lamp at the pure flame of
nativé genius, upon the altar of Caledonian virtue.
This poetical perambulation of the Tweed, is a thought
of the late Sir Gilbert Elliot’s, and of Lord Minty's,
followed out by his accomplished grandson, the present
Sir Gilbert, who huving been with Lord Buchan lately,
the project wus renewed, and will, they hope, be
executed in the manner proposed.”
The public praised the verses, on which the Comi-
mendator of Dryburgh wrote to the poet as fullows : @
o ‘Yorr address to the shadeaf Thonsan has been
- well rkecived by the publicy and thougu should dis-
approve of your allowing Pegasus to ride you ott the
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ficld of your honourable and useful profession, yet I
‘ cannot resist an impulse which/s feel at this moment to *
suggest to your muse, Harvest Home, as an cxc(.llent
subject for her grateful song, in which the peculg
aspect and manners of our cotintry might furnish an
excellent portrait and landscape of Scotland, for the
employment of happy moments of leisure and recess.
from your more impdttant occ}lpatious.

¢ Your Halloween, and Saturday Night, will remain
to distant pesicrity as interesting pictures of rural inno-
cence and happiness ia your native country, und were
happilye written in the dialeet of the people; but
Harvest Home being suited to descriptive poetry, ex-
cept where colloquial, may cscape the disgrise of o
dialect which admits of no elegance or dignity of ex-
pression. Without the assistunce of any god or god-
dess, and without the invocation of any foreign muse,
you may convey in epistolary form tlle description of a
scene 50 gladdening and picturesque,” with all the cgii~e
comitant local position, landscape and costume, con-
trasting the peace, improvement, and happiness of the
borders, of the once hostile nations of Britain, with
their former oppression and misery, and showillg in
lively and beautiful colours, the beauties and joys of a
rural life. And as the unvitiated heart is naturally
disposed Yo overflow with gratitude in the moment of
prosperity, such a subject would furnish you with an
amiable opportunity of perpetuating the names of Glen-
cairn, Miller, and your other emincnt benefactors ;
which, from what I know of your spirit, and have scen
&F your poems and letters, will not deviate from the
chastity of ,praiee, that is so uniformly united to true
taste und genius.” ¢

The tavve’of his Iordslnp was questionable in matters
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of art a8 well as in thas«'of verse. He chused an iw- ,
“mense statue of Willidhy Wallace to b munuffctureds
and fixed on an cinence nearehis rtmden(c It stands

‘ geerlooking the fine vale and rifins, an Ogre rather than
aman. LEu.)

No. CXCV.
TO Mnr. THOMAS SLOAN.

Ellistandy Sept. 1, 1791,
My pEAR SLoay,

Suspense is worse than disappointment, for that
" remson 1 burry to tell you that I just now learn that
Mr. Ballantine does not choose to interfere more in
the business. I am truly sorry for it, but cannot
helpait.

You blame me for not writing you sooner, but
you will please to recollect that you omitted one
little necessury picce of information ;—jyour addréss.

However, you know equally well, my Lurried life,
indolent temper, and strength of attachment. 1t
must be a longer period than the longest life *“in
‘the world’s hale and undegenercte days,” that will
muke me forget so deur a friend as Mr. Sloan. ®
am peodigal enough at tjmes, but I 'WhI not part
with such o treasure as that,

vbu o vi. N
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. . !
I cag easily enter into the ¢mbarras of your pre-
sent situation. You know my favourite quotation
from Young— B

. ¢ ©n Reason bulld' kesorve!
That column of truc miajesty in man, "~

And that other favourite one from Thomson’s Al-
fred— o “

* What proves the herd truly creaT,
. Is, never, never to despair.”

>
Or, shall I quote you an author of your acquaint-
LEnce? ex \

“ ———Whether DOING, SUFFERING, OF FORBEARIN G,
You may do miracles by—PKHSEVERIA G.”

1 have nothing new to tell you. The fcw friends
we have are going on in the old way. 1 sold iy
crop on this day se’cnnight, and sold it very well.
A guinea an acre, on an average, above value. But
such a scene of drunkenness was hardly ever seen®
in this country. After the roup was over, about
thirty people engaged in a battle, every man for his
own hand, and fought it out for three hours. + Nor
was the scene much better in the house. No fight-
ing indeed, but folks lying drunk on the floor, and
decanting, until both my dogs got so drunk by at.
tending them, that they could not stand. You will
easily guess how I enjoyed the scene; as I was no
farther over than you used to see me.
¢ Mrs. B: and family have been in Ayrshire these
many weeks,

Fnrewell ! and God bless you, my dear Friend! °

R. B.

i
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U
[Thomas Sloan was g west of Scotland man, and seems ¢
to have been on intimate terms with Burws, e accom?

panied him on that excursiof to Wanlockhead when
Burns moved a blackggith, by Rhis verse and his wit, to
frost the shoes of his horse as feluted atepage 191,
vol. iii.  En.]

No. CXCVI. .
T® LADY E. CUNNINGHAM®

Mv' Laby,

I wouwLp, as usual, have availed mysclf of the
privilege your goodness has allowed me, of sending
you any thing L, compose in my poetical way ; but

" awl had resolved, so soon as the shock of my irre-
parable loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to
my late benefactor, I determined to make that the
firstepicce 1 should do myself the honour of sending
you, Jlad the wing of my fancy been equal to the
ardour of my heart, the enclosed had been much
mgre worthy your perusal : as it is, 1 begd leave to
lay it at your ladyship's feet. As all the world
knows my obligations to the late Earl of Glencairn,
1 would wish to shew as openly, that my heart glows,
and shall ever glow, with the most grateful sense
and remembrance of his lordghip’s goodness. gy 3
sablee I did myself the hguour to weaf to his lord-
ship’s memory, werc not the ¢ mo&‘é.‘y of woe.”
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* Nor shall my gratitude peris‘ai,with me !—If, among
my children, I shall have a son that has a heart, he
shall band it down to his child as a family honour,
and a family Jebt, that my deuiest existence I owe
to the noble house of Glencairn !

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the
poem may venture to see the light, I would, in some
way or othe-r, give it to the world.

R. B.

[The poem enclosed was The Lament for James, Ea:l,
of Glencairn. It is probable that the Earl's sister thought
well of the verses—for they were published roon after.
The poet sent copies of ““ The Lament” and * The Whis-
tle” to Mr. Tytler, afterwards Lord Woodhouselee ; the
answer which he received contains judicious censure as
well as merited praise. .

** The ballad of * The Whistle’ ix, in my opinion, truly
excellent. The old tradition which you have tuken up,
is the best adapted for a Bacchanalian composition of
any I have ever met with, and you have doune it full
justice. In the first place, the strokes of wit arise na-
tutally from the subject, and are uncommonly happy.
For example,

* The bands grew the tighter, the more they were wet.*
¢ Cynthia hinted she’d find them next morn.”

‘ Tho’ fate said.a hero should perish in light,

’ 8o up rose bright Pheebus, and down fell the knight.
‘ '

In the next place, you are- singularly happy in #he dis-*
crimination” of your heroes, and in giving each the
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sentiments and languasge snitable to his character. Aund, '
lastly, you have much merit iu the delicdey of the pane-
gyrick which vou have contrivgd to throw on each of
the dramatis persona,agerfectly appyoprigte to his clias
ructer. The compliment to Sir Robert, theilunt sul-
dier, is peculiarly fine.  In short, this composition, in
my opinion, does yon great honour, and I see not a line
or a word in it which T ®ould wish to be altered.

“As to * The Lawent.” T suspeet fromsshme expres-
sions in your letter to me, that you are more doubtful
with respeet to the merits of this picce than ofghe other,
and 1 own ¥ think you have reason; for, although it

~THutains some benutiful stanzas, as the first, * The wind
blew hull:nv,' e the fifth, * Ye scatter’d birds;:® the
thirteenth, < Awake thy last sad voice,” &e., vet it ap-
pears to me fuulty as a whole, and inferior to several of
those vou have already published in the samne strain.
My principal objection lies against the plan of the piece.
1 Bink it was unnecessary and improper to put the la-
mentation in the mouth of a fictitious character, an
aged bard —Ig had been much better to have lamented
youTepitron in your own person, to have expressed your
genuine feelings for his loss, and to bave spohen the
language of nature, rather than that of fiction on the
suhject.  Compare this with vour poem of the sime
tithe & vour printed volume, which begins, * O thou
pele Ork” and observe what it is that forms the charm
of that composition. 1t is, that it speaks the lancuage
of truth and of nature.” Ebp.]
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No: CXCVIIL

TO Mr. AINSLIE.

. Ellisland, 1791.
My DEAR AINSLIE,

Cax you minister to a mind diseased ? can you,
amid the horrors of penitence, regret, remorse,
head-ache, nausea, and all the rest of the d——-,
hounds of hell, that beset a poor wretch, who has
been g&"llty of the sin of drunkenness—can you
speak peace to a troubled soul ?

Miserable perdu that I am, I have tried every
thing that used to amuse me, but in vain: here
must I sit, & monument of the vengeance laid up
in store for the wicked, slowly counting every chick
of the clock as it slowly, slowly, numbers aver
thesc lazy scoundrels of hours, who, d—n them,
are, ranked up before me, every one at his neigh-
bour’s backside, and every one with a burthen of
anguish on his back, to pour on my devoted head—
and there is none to pity me. My wife scolds me !
my business torments me, and my sins come staring
me in the face, every one telling a more bitter tale
than his fallow.—When I tell you even * ** has
lost its power to please, vou will guess something
of my hell within, and all around me—1I began
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Elibanks and Elibragg, but the stanzas fell saunen-, '
joyed, and unfinished from my listless tongue: at
last T luckily thought of read;ng over an old letter
of yours, that lay @ me in my book-case, and I
felt something for the first time since I opened my
cyes, of pleasurable existence.——Well—I begin to
breathe a little, since | began to write to you. How
are you, and what are you doing? Howgoes Law?
Apropos, for connexion's sake do not address to me
supervisor, for that is an honour I canngf pretend
to—I am ¢ the list, as we call it, for a supervisor,
%hd will be called out by and bye to act as one;
but at present, I am a simple gauger, tho' t'other
day I got un appointment to an excise division of
250 per annum better than the rest. My present
income, down money, is 70! per annum.

ol have one or two good fellows here whom you
would be glad to know. * R.B.

[The poet was one of the most candid of corres-
pondents : he confessed his follies freely to his fricnlls :
nay itdias been surmised that he sometimes aggravated
them, in order to excuse his indolence in answering
letters—or from imagining that it was incumbent in a
son of song to maintein a reputation of irregularity.
—Eb.]
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No, CXCVIII.

TO MISS DAVIES.

It is impossible, Madain, that the generous
warmth aud angelic purity of your youthful mind,
can have any iden of that moral disease under
which - unhappily must rank as the chlef of sin-
ners ; I meana torpltude of the moral powers, that
may be called, a lethargy of conscience.—In valrr.
Remorsge rears her horrent crest, and rouses all her
snakes : beneath the deadly-fixed eye and leaden
hand of Indolence, their wildest irc is charmed into
the torpor of the bat, slumbering cut the rigours of
winter in the chink of a ruined wall. Nothing 1€ss, *
Madam, cduld have made me so long neglect your
obliging commands. Indeed I had que apology—
the bagatelle was not worth presenting. Betides,
so strongly am I interested in Miss Davies’s fate
and welfgre in the serious business of life, amid its
chances and changes : that to make her the snhiect
of a silly ballad, is downright mockery of these
ardent feelings; ’tis like an impertinent jest to a
dying friend.

« Gracious Heaven! why this disparity between
our wishes, and our powers? Why is the most
generous wish to make others blest, impotent and ®
ineffectual—as the idle breeze that crosses the path-
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less desert?  In my galks of life T have megthh
a few people to whom how gladly ‘would 1 have’
said-—*‘ Go, be happy! 1 kpow that your hearts
have been wounded®hy the scorn of thc proud,
whom accident has placed above you—or worse
still, in whose hands are, perhaps, placed many of
the comforts of your jife. " But there! ascend that
rock, Independence, and look justly down on their
littlencss of soul. Make the worthidss tremble
under your indignation, and the foolish sink before
your contetpt ; and largely impart that happiness
t0 othery, which, I am céftain will give yourselves
s0 much pleasure to bestow.”

Why, dear Madam, must I wake from ‘this de-
lightful reveric, and find it all a drcam? Why,
amid my generqus enthusiasm, must 1 find myself
pOor and powerless, incapable of wiping one tear
from the cye of pity, or of adding ond comfort to
the friend I Jove !—Out upon the world! say I,
thateits affairs are administered so il They talk
of reform ;—good Heaven! what a reform would I
make among the sons, and even the daughters of
. !—Down, immediately, should go fools from
the high places where misbegotten chance has
perked them up, and through life should they
skulk, ever haunted by their native insignificance,
as the hody marches accompanicd by its shadow.— '
As for a much more formldig)le clnss, the knaves,
I an? at a loss what togdo with them Had I.a

world, there should not be a knave i it.
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Bug the hand that coul& give, I would liberally
‘fill: and I would pour delight on the heart that
could kindly forgive, and generously love.

Still the inequalities of li- are, among men,
comparalively tolerable—but there is a delicacy, a
tenderness, accompanying every view in which we
can place lovely Woman, that are grated and
shocked at the rude, capricious distinctions of For-
tune. Woudan is the blood-royal of life: let there
be slight degrees of precedency among them—but
let them be aLL sacred.—Whether this last sen-
timent be right or wrong, I am not accountable™ .
it is an original component feature of my mind.

” R. B.

[Those who remember the pleasingsociety which, in
the year 1791, Dumfries afforded, cunnot have forgoteen
¢ the charming lovely Davies” of the lyrics of Burns.
Her maiden name was Decborah, and she was the
youngest daughter of Dr. Davies of Ténby in Pem-
brokeshire: between her and the Riddels of Friars
Carse there were ties of blood or friendship, and her
eldgst sister, Harriet, was married to Captain Adam
Gordon, of the noble family of Kenmure. Her ednoa-
tion was superior to that of most young ladies of her
station of life: she was equally agreeable and witty:
her company was much courted in Nithsdale and others
than Burns respected her talents in poetic composition.
Sk : was then in her twentieth year, and so little and so
handsome tka* some o.ie, who desired to compllment
her, welcomed. her to the ¥ale of Nith as one of- 'ﬂxe
Graces in miniature,
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It was the destiny gf Miss Davies to become ac-
quainted with Captain Ddanv, a pleasent and sightly’
wan, who made himself acceptable to her by sympa-
thizing in her pursuigg, and bY writinggverses to her,
calling her his * Stella,” an ominous nanse, which
might have brought the memory of Swift’s unhappy
wistress to her mind.  An offer of marriage was made
and accepted : but Delimy’s circumseances were urged
asan obstacle; delays ensued; a coldness ou the lover’s
part followed : his regiment was called abroad, he went
with it ; she heard from him once and no more, and was
left to moum the change of affection—to oop and
Le. He perished in battle or by a foreign climate,
soon aftet the death of the young lady, of whose love
he was so unworthy.

The following verses on this unfortunate attachment
form part of a pocm found among her papers at her
death: she takess Delany’s portrait from her bosom,

" préscs it to her lips, and says,

¢ Next to thyself 'tis all on carth,

Thy Stella dear doth hold,

Theeglass is clouded with my breath,
And as my bosom cold:

That bosom which so oft has glowed,
‘With love and friendship’s name,

‘Where you the sced of love first sowed,
That kindled into flame.

¢ You there neglected let it burn,

1t seized the vital part,

And left my bosom as an arn
To hold a broken heart ;

I once had thought I should have been
A tender happy wife,

And past my future days serene
With thee my James thryagh life.” | o

The ‘information contained in this note was obliging-
ly communicated to me by H. P. Davies, Esq. nephew
of the lady. Ebp.]
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“No. CXCIX.
10 Mas. DYNLOP.

Ellisland, 17th D ecember, 1791.

Maxy -thanks, to you, Madam, for, your good
news respecting the little floweret and the mothas:
plant. I hope my poctic prayers have been heard,
and will be answered up to the warnmnest sincerity
of their fullest extent; and then+Mrs. Henri will
find her little darling the representative of his
lnte parent, in every thing bt his abridged
existence.

I have just finished the following song, which
to a lady the descendant of Wallace—and many
heroes of his truly illustrious line—and hersclf
the mother of several soldiers, needs neither
preface nor apology.

PR L
““ Scene—A field of battle—time of the day, cvening ;
the wounded and dying of the victorious army are
supposed to join in the following
SONG OF DEATH.
«; Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye skics
Now gay with the bright setting sun ;
Fl.rcwclf"lovea and ) endshlps, ye dear, tender ties— ,
O ur race of existence is fun 1’

(See vol. iv. page 267. )
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The circumstance that gave rise to the fore-
going verses was, looking over with a musical’
friend MDonald's collection of 1lighland airs, I
was struck with oag, an Isle pf Sliye tune, en-
titled “ Oran an Aoig, or, the Song of’ Death,”
to the measure of which I have adapted my
stanzas. 1 have of lpte composed two or threc
other little picces, which, cre yon  full-orbed
moon, whose broad impudent face ndw stares at
old mother earth all night, shall have shrunk into
a modest erescent, just peeping forth it dewy
dawn, I shall find an hour to transcribe for you.
A Dieu je vous commende. R. B.

[To the fricndship of this accomplished lady we owe
mfhy of the best of the poet’s Jetters :~—it was one of his
remarks, that between the men of rustic life and the
polite world he observed little difference—that in the
formgr, though unpolished by fashion, and unenlight-
ened by scienee, he had found much observation and
much intelligence ; but a refined and accomplished
woman was a being alniost new to him, ang of which
ehoshaad formed but a very inadequate idea. CroMEK.]
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No. CC.

TO Mgzs. DUNLOP.

. v 5th January, 1792.

You see,my hurried life, Madam: I can only
command starts of time; however, I am glad of
one thigg; since I finished the other sheet, the
political blast that threatened my welffire is over-
blown. I have corresponded with Commissioner
Graham, for the board had made me the subject
of their animadversions; and gmow I have the
pleasure of informing you, that ‘1 is set to rights
in that quarter. Now as to these informers, may
the devil be let loose to —— but, hold! I %as
praying most fervently in my last sheet, and I
must not so soon fall a swearing in thjs.

Alas! how little do the wantonly or idly officious
think what mischief they do by their malicious
insinuations, indirect impertinence, or thoughtless
blabbings. What a difference there is in intrjnsic
worth, candour, benevolence, generosity, kfndness,
—in all the charities and all the virtues ; between
one class of human beings and another. For in-
sjance, the amiable circle I so lately mixed with
in the hogpjtable hgll of Dunlop, their gencrous
hearts — thejr uncontarginated dignified m#nds — b
their informed and polished understandings—what
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a contrast, when cqmpared—if such comparing,
were not downright sacrilege—with’ the soul of
the miscreant who can dcliperately plot the de-
struction of an homest man that néver offended
him, and with a grin of satisfaction se¢ the unfor-
tunate being, his faithful wife, und prattling in-
nocents, turned over tq beggary and ruin !

" Your cup, my dear Madam, arnvud safe. [
had two worthy fellows dining with mée the other
day, when 1, with great formality, prodgced my
whigimeeleetie cup, and told them that it had been
a*fumily-piece among the descendants of William
Wallace. This roused such an enthusiasm, that
they insisted of bumpcrmg the punch round in
it; and by and By, never did your great ancestor
lay a Suthron more completely to rest, than for
*a Wme did your cup my two fricnds. Apropos,
this is the scason of wishing. May God bless
you, my dc.ar fricnd, and bless me, the humblest
and gincerest "of your friends, by granting you yet
many returns of the season! May all good things
attend you and yours wherever they are Scattergd
over the earth ! R. B.

e & ;.

L )

[The poct spoke mildly to Mrs. Dunlop concerning
the conduct of the excise in the affair of what he called
his political delinquencies : he was not so bird-mouthed
to Erskine of Mar: his letter to that gentlemnan witl
remain a monument to the etertal dishemour of the
governfhent of that day, amd the Boards of Commis-
sioners. Ep.]
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No. CCIL.

TO Mr. WILLIAM SMELLIE,
\
PRINTER,

e . -
Dumfries, 22nd January, 1792,

1 sir down, my dear’ Sir, to introduce a youhg
lady to you, and a lady in the first ranks of fashion,
too. What a task ! to you—whgare no more for
the herd of animals called yuul%}fladica, than you
do for the herd of animals called young gentlemen.
'To you—who despise and detest the groupings end
combinations of fashion, as an idiot painter that
seems industrious to place staring fools and unprin-
cipled knaves in the foreground of his pigture,
while men of sensc and honesty are too often
thrown in the dimmest shades. Mrs. Riddel, who
will take this letter to town with her, and send it
to you, is a character that, even in your o¥n ’\;'u)',
as a naturalist and a philosopher, would be an ac-
quisition to your acquaintance. The lady, too, is a
votary to the muses; and as I think myself some-
What of a judge in my own trade, I assure you that
ber verses, ‘plways 30rrgct, and often eclegant, are =
much beyond the common run of the lady-poetesses
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of the day. Shei is Q great admirer of your book ;
and, hearing me say that Lwas adquainted with
you, she begged 8 be known‘to you, as she is just
gomg' to pay herwsdirst visit ¢o odr (aledonian
capital, [ told her that her best way was, to desire
her near relation, and your intimaf friend, Craig-
_darroch, to have yow at his house while she was
“there ; and lest you might think of a llvely West
Indian girl of eighteen, as girls of elg,htecn too
often deserve to be thought of, 1 shouldgtake care
to remove®that prejudice. T'o be impartial, how-
éver, in appreciating the lady's merits, she has one
unlucky failing : a failing which you will easily
discover, as s ems rather pleased with indulging
in it; and a g that you will easily pardon, as
it is a sin which very much besets yourself;—
where she dislikes, or despises, she is apt to make
no more a secret of it, than where she esteems and
respects. .
Iewill not present you with the unmeaning com-
pliments of the season, but I will send you my
warmest wishes and most ardent prayers, that
< EPRTUNE may never throw your sumsisTeNck to
" the m¥rcy of a KNAVE, or set your CIIARACTER OR
the judgment of a roor; but, that upright and
erect, you may walk to an honest grave, where men,
of letters shall say, here lies a man who did hongur
to science, and men of worth shall spy, here lies a
man who did honour to hyiman nutu:e,
R. B.

VOL, VI1I, o
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. [This letter introduces Mrs. Piddel to a gentleman
who has been' already. mentioned both in verse and
prose. William Smellie wus the "on of a mason in
Edinburgh, and seryed”an appig-ticeship to leardt the
art of printing with ITamilton and Balfour. The hours
of remission fromn labour—too often squandered—were
employed by Sméllie in acquiring knowledge, and he
attended some of ‘the University classes with such sue-:
cess, that Ite was enabled to put forth that cdition of
Terence which gained the prize offered by the Phileso-
phical Sogiefy. He aided too in the composition of
Buchan’s Domestic Medicine : wrote the chief articles
in the first edition of the Encyclopwdia Britannica-:
aided Gilbert Stuart in editing the Edinburgh Mugazine
and Review, which perished because of the satiric and
acrimonious spirit of the said Gil and translated
Buffon’s Natural History. But the wark through
which his name will likely be remembered, is the Phi-
Josophy of Natural History, the first volume of whith
was published in 1790 : he died June 24th, 1795,
leaving a name of no common eminence as a naturalist.
There are, however, levities in his writings which
might have been spared. Ebp.]
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*No. CCIL
TO Mr. W. NICOL.

20th February, 1792

O roov, wisest among the wisgf meridian blaze
. of prudence, full mogpn of discretjon, und chief of
" many counsellors! [low infinitely is fhy puddle-
headed, rattle-headed, wrong-headed, réund-headed
slave indebted to thy super-eminent gbogness, that
from the Yuminous path of thy own right-lined
fectitudg, thou lookest benignly down on an erring
wretch, of whom the zig-zag wanderings defy all
the powers of ;,akulunon, from the simple copula-
tion of units, lrpfto the hidden mysteries of fluxions!
May oune fecble,ray of that light of wisdom which
derts from thy sensorium, strait as the arrow of
heaven, and bright as the meteor of inspiration,
may it be my portion, so that I may be less un-
woithy of the face and favour of that father of
proverbs and master of maxims, that antipode of
folly, and magnet among the sages, the wise and
wm;v Willie Nicol! Amen'! Amen'® Yeu, 5o
be it 1>

For me! I am a beast, a reptile, and know ‘
nothing! ¥rom the cave of my ignorance, amld
the fogs of my dulness, and pestilential fumes of“
my political heresies, I look up to thee, as dotfl a
toad sthrough the iron-Rarred luceme of a pes-
tiferous dungeon, to the cloudless giory of a sum-~
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mer sun! # Sorely sighing in bitterness of soul, 1
say, when shdil my name be the quotation of ‘the
wise, and my countename be the delight of the
godly, like tfie illastrious losé=of Laggan’s many
hills 2 As for him, his works are perfect : never
did the pen of\alumny blur the fair page of his
reputation, nor tke bolt of hatred fly at his dwelling.
Thou mdrror of purity, when shall the elfine
lamp of my glimmerous understanding, purged
from sengnal appetites and gross desires, shinc like
the constellation of thy intcllectual pdiwers.— As
for thee, thy thoughts arc pure, and thy lips are
holy. Never did the unhallowed breath of the
powers of darkness, and the pleasures of darkness,
pollute the sacred flume of thy sky-descended and
heaven-bound desires : never did ,the vapours of
impurity stain the unclouded screnc of thy cerulean
imagination. O that like thine were the tenor of
my life, like thine the tenor of my conversation !
then should no friend fear for my strengthy no
enemy rejoice in my weakness! Then should I lie
down and rise up, and none to make me afraid. —
May thy 'pity and thy prayer be exercised for, O,
thou lamp of wisdom and mirror of momhtffr‘thy
devoted slave.

[This strain of irony was occasioned by a letter from
Mr. Nicol, containing 7ood advice. The poct seems to
have been reading the love-letter written by the school-
master at the réyuest of Mr. Thomas Pipes. Ebp.]
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®t0. CCIIL"
TO FRANCIS GROSE, Eso. F.S.A

])u»g'fr&'a, 1792,
Sin, ®
* 1 sEieve among all our Scots literati you have
not met with professor Dugald Stewart, whao fills
the moral philosophy chair in the University of
Edinburgh. To say that he is a man of the first
parts, and whaf is more, a man of the first worth,
tcPa gentleman of your general acquaintance, and
who so much enjoys the luxury of unencumbered
freedom ang undisturbed privacy, is not perhaps
recemmendation enough :—but when I inform you
that Mr. Stewart’'s principal characteristic is your
favourite feature; that sterling independence | of
,1gind, which, though every man's ngﬁt S0 few
men itave the courage to claim, and fewer still the
magnanimity to support : —When [ tell you, that ~
unseduced by splendour, and undisgusted by wretch-_,
edness, he appreciates the merits of the various
actors in the great drama of life, mercly as they
perform their parts — in, short, he is. a man after
your own heat, and I comply wih his earnest
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request in letting you know that he wishes above
all things to nieet with you. His house, Catrine, is
within less than a mile of Sorn Castle, which you
proposed,visi'ting ;9 or if yowttould transmit him
the enclosed,the would with the greatest pleasure
mect you anyXvhere in the neighbourhood. I
write to Ayrshiresto inform Mr. Stewart that I have
acquitted myself of my promise. Should your time
and spirits permit your meeting with Mr. Stewart,
“tis well ; (if not, I hope you will forgive this liberty,
nnd I have at least an opportunity of adsuring vou
with what truth and respect, ‘
' I am, Sir,
Your great admirer,
And very humble servant,
L Rl B.
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No. CCIY.
TO THE SAME

Iitries, 1792,

Amoxce the many witch stories Ishave heard,
rclating t® Alloway kirk, I di:.tinctly.remembcr
only two or three.

Upon « stormy night, amid whistling squalls of
wind, and hitter blasts of hail; in short, on such
a night as the devil would chuse to tuke the air
in; a farmer or farmer’s servant was plodding and
plwshing homeward with his plough-irons on his
shoulder, having been getting some repairs on
them at a neighbouring smithy. Ilis way Jay by
the, kirk of Alloway, and being rather on the
anxious look out in approaching a place so well
known to be a favourite haunt of the devil and
the devil's friends and emissuries, he Was struck
'u.ghzi:‘fb by discovering through the horrors of the
storm and stormy night, a light, waoich on his *
neaver approach plainly shewed itsclt to proceed
from the haunted edifice. Whether he had been®”
fortified from above on his devout supplicatioi® as
is cystomary with people When théy suspect the
immediate presence of Satan; or whether, accord-
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ing to another custom, he hgd got courageously

* drunk at the ¢mithy, I will not pretend to deter-

-

mine ; but so it was that he ventured to go up to,
nay into the wery kitk. As,dnck would have it
his temerity \¢yme off unpunished.

The memberyof the infernal junto were all out
on some midnight business qr other, and he saw
nothing but a kind of kettle or caldren, depending
from the rovf, over the fire, simmering some heads
of unchristened children, limbs of executed mal-
efactors, &ec. for the business of the «night.——It
was, in for a penny, in for a pound, with the
honest ploughman : so without ceremony he un-
hooked the caldron from off the fire, and pouring
out the damnable ingredients, inverted it on his
head, and carried it fairly home, where it remained
long in the funily, a living evidence of the truth of
the story.

Anotber story, which I can prove to be equally
authentic, was as follows : ‘

On a market day in the town of Ayr, a farmer
from Carrick, and consequently whose way lay
by' the very gate of Alloway Kirk-yard, in order
to cross the river Doon at the old bridge, ~which
is about two or thrce hundred yards farther on
than the said gate, had been detained by his bu-
siness, till by the time he reached Alloway it was
the wizard hour, between night and morning.

Though hé was terrified with a blaze str~am-
ing from the kirk, yet it is a well-known fuct
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»
that to turn back on these occasiond is running

by far the greatest *risk of mischief, he prudently
advanced on his road. When he had reached
the gate of the kgk-y.u'd he Jvas ssurprised and
entertained, through the ribs and arcws *of an old
gothic window, “lmh still faces gae highway, to
see @ dance of vutukes merrily f ooting it round
their old sooty blackguard master, who was keep-
ing them all alive with the power of*his bag-pipe.
The farmer stopping his horse to abserve them
a little, cauld plainly desery the faces o® wany old
women of his acquaintance and neighbourhood.
Ilow the gentleman was dressed tradition does
not say; but that the ladies were all in their
smocks: and oune of them happening unluckily
to have a smock which was considerably too short
ty answer all the purpose of that piece of dress,
our farmer was so tickled, that he involuntarily
burst out, with a loud laugh, “ Wecel luppen,
Maggy wi' Yhe short sark ! and recollecting him-
self, instantly spurred his horse to the top of his
speed. 1 need not mention the universally known
fact, that no dinbolical power can pursue Hou
'Beyord the middle of a running stream. Lucky
it was for the poor farmer that the river Doon was
so near, for notwithstanding the speed of his horse,

.

@

which was a good one, against he rcached the-

middle of the arch of the bridge, and consequeatly
the piddle of the stream, fhe pursuéng, vengeful
hags, were so close at hfs heels, that one of them
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actually sprung to seize him; but it was too late,
« Bothing was on her side of the stream but the
horse’s tail, which immediately gave way at her
infernal grip,sas if bfasted hy.a stroke of light-
ning; bitt Wye farmer was beyond her reach.
However, the Wosightly, tail-less, condition of the
vigorous steed was to the lagt hour of the noble
creature’s life, an awful warning to the Carrick
farmers, not tu stay too lute in Ayr mnarkets.

The last »elation I shall give, though cqually
true, is név so well identificd as the two former,
with regard to the scene; but as the best autho-
rities give it for Alloway, 1 shall relate it.

On a summer’s evening, about the time that
nature puts on her sables to mourn the expiry
of the cheerful day, a shepherd boy, helonging to
a farmer in the immediate neighbourhood of Al-
loway Kirk, had just folded his charge, and was
returning home. As he passed the kirk, in the
adjoining field, he fell in with a crew of men and
women, who were busy pulling stems of the plant
Ragwort. He observed that as each person pulled
a Ragworty he or she got astride of it, and called
out, “ up horsie!" on which the Ragwort fleaw o,
*like Pegasus, through the air with its rider. The
foolish boy likewise pulled his Ragwort, and cried
with the rest, “ up horsie!” and, strange to tell,
away he flew with the company. The first stage
at which the’ -cavalcace stopt, was a merchant’s
wine cellar in' Bourdeaux, where, without saying
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by your leave, they,quaffed away at ‘the best the
cellar could afford, until the mornipg, foe to the
imps and works of darknesh, threatened to throw
light on the mattergand frightenged them from their
carousals. g
The poor shepherd lad, being c/mally a stranger
to the scene and the diquor, heedfessly got himself
drunk ; and when the rest took horse, he. fell asleep,
and was found so next day by some b# the people
belonging to the Merchant. Somebsdy that un-
derstood &cotch, asking him what he “&q, he said
fuch-a-one’s herd in Alloway, and by some means
or other getting home again, he lived long to tell
the world the wondrous tale.
I am, &c. R. B.

[This letter was copied from the * Censura Litera-
ria.” It wae communicated to Sir Egerton Brydges,
the*Editor of that work, by Mr. Gilchrist of Stamford,
with the following remark.

““ In a collection of misccllaneous papers of the An-

, tiquary Grose, which I purchased a few y@ars sincd, I
Tound wthe following letter written to him by Burns,
when the former was collecting the Antiquities of
Scotland: When I premise it was on the second tra-
dition that he afterwards formed the inimituble tale of
¢ Tam O’Shunter,” I cannot doubt of its being read
with great intcrest. It were §f burning.day-light* to
poin® out to a reader (ypd who is not a reader of
Burns?) the thoughts he afterwards sransplanted into
the rhythmical narrative.” Ep.]

) W » . .
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Nd. CcCVv.
]
TO Ma. J. CLARKE.
EDINBURGIL
.-
July 16, 1792.
Mn. Buits$ begs leave to present his most re-
spectful contpliments to Mr. Clarke.—Mr. B. some
time ago &id himsclf the honaur of writfag Mr. C.
respecting coming out to the country, to give a
little musical instruction in a highly respectable
family, where Mr. C. may have his own terms, and
may be as happy as indolence, the Devil, and the
gout, will permit him. Mr. B. kpows well how
Mr. C. is engaged with another fanily ; but canrfot
Mr. C. find two or three wecks to spare to each of
them? Mr, B.is decply impressed with, and aw-
fully conscious of, the high importance of Mr. C.'s
time, whether in the winged moments of sympho-
nious exhibition, at the keys of harmony, while
hstemug Seraphs cease their own less delightful
strains; or in the drowsy arms of slumb’retis re-
pose, in the arms of his dearly beloved elbow-chair,
where the frowsy, but potent power of indolence,
tircumfuses her vapours round, and sheds her dews
on She head of her darlmg son. But half a line
conveying half a meaning from Mr. C. would make
Mr. B. the happiest of mortals,



GENFERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 205
2

[The family to whgm this letter refers was that of
M<Murdo, then of Drumlanrig, now of Duwfries, The
notes on the poet’s songs have already intimated with
what success the musician exersed his tglents, and how

. . » . .
Burns aided him by Cohposing lyties 11:}0‘:01" of the
charms of :he family.—Eb.]

No. CCV1,
TO Mgrs. DUNLOP.

SMunan W ater Foot, 22d Adugust, 1792,
°

Do not blame me for it, Madam—my own con-
science, hackneyed and weather-beaten as it is, in
watching and reproving my vagaries, follies, indo-
lence, &c. has continued to punish me sufficiently.

* KKK KKK
Do you think it possible, my dear and honoured
*ftiend;sthat I could be so lost to gratitude for many

favours; to esteem for much worth, and to the
houesi, kind, pleasurable tie of, now old acquaint-
ance, and I hope and am sure of progressive, in™
creasing friendship— as for a single day, not to tHink
of yau—to ask the Fates what they'dre doing and
about to do with my much loved friend and her
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wide scattered connexions, and to beg of them to
be as kind to you and’ yours as they possibly can ?
Apropos ! (though how it is apropos, I bave not
leisure to eyplain), Do you kane x that I am almost
in love vuth .n icquaintance of yours ?—Almost !
said I—I1 am it love, souse! over head and ears,
decp as the most unfathomabie abyss of the bound-
less ocean ; 5 but the word Love, owing to the inter-
mingledoms® of the good and the bad, the purc and
the impurg, in this world, being rather an equivocal
term for expressing one’s sentiments and‘sensations,
T must do justice to the sacred purity of my attach-
ment. Know, then, that the heart struck awe ; the
distant humble approach ; the delight we should
have in gazing upon and listening to a Messenger
of Heaven, appearing in all the vnspotted purity
of his celestial home, among the coarse, polluted,
far inferior sons of men, to deliver to them tidings
that make their hearts swim in joy, and their ima-
ginations soar in transport—such, so delighting.and
80 pure, were the emotions of my soul on meeting
the other day with Miss Lesley Baillie, your neigh-
bour, at M——. Mr. B. with his two daughters,
accompanied by Mr. H. of G., pussing through
Dumfries a few days ago, on their way to England,
,did me the honour of calling on me; on which I
“took my horse (though God knows I could ill spare
the” time), and accompanied them fourteen or fif-
teen miles, and dined’ and spent the day with dherm.
*Twas about n‘lne, I think, when I left them, and,
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riding home, I composed thc following hallad, of
which you will probahly think” you ha\o a dear bar-
gain, as it will cost you another groat of postage.
You must know thtvthere is @ old 1 )xl lad begin-
ning with— 7

“ My honnie Lizie Bailie /
'l rowe thye in my plaidiu..‘ &e.

So I pavodied it as follows, which is literally the
first copy, * unanointed, unanneal'd ;" ‘as Ilamlet

SAYS — '
° » O saw yehonny Lesley .
As she gacd o’er the border ?
She’s gane Jike Alexander,
To spread hier couquests farther.
See vol. v, page 14.

$o0 much for ballads. I regret that you are gone
to the east country, as I am to be in Ayrshire in
abgut a fortmgjﬁt This world of ours, notwith-
standing it has many good things in it, yet it has
cver had this curse, that two or three people, whe
woyld be thé happier the oftener they met together,
are, almost without exception, always so placed as
never to meet but once or twice a-year, which, con-
sxdermg the few years of a mans life, ds a véry
grca.t ¢ evil under the sun,” which 1 do not re-
collect that Sclomon has mentioned in his catalogue
of the miserics of man. 1 hope and believe that

there is a state of existence beyond the grave™

where the worthy of this life will renew tlecir
former intimacies, with thl! endeafifg addition,
that, “ we meet to part no more!” ,*



208 THE WORKS OF RQHE?T BURNS.

R el s, ye dead,
'Will none of you in pity disclose the seeret
What ’txs yon are and we muht shortiy be!”
A thousaﬁd\'mcs have I m'ldo this apostrophe to
the departed sons of men, but not one of them
has ever thoughl fit to answgr the qyestion. “ O
that some courteous ghost would blab it out !” but
it cannot by ; you and I, my friend, must make the
experiment by ourselves, and for ourselves. How-
ever, I afn so convinced that an unshaken faith
in the doctrines of religion is not only necessary,
by making us better men, but also by making us
happier men, that I should take every care that
your' little godson, and cvery little creature thut
shall call me father, shall be taught them.
So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at this
wild place of the world, in the intervals of my
labour of discharging a vessel of rum from Antigua.

" R.B
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"\vn. CCVIL®
")
TO Mz, CUNNINGIAM.

Doumfries, 10tk Septénger, 1792,
No ! I %ill not attempt an apology.—Amid all
my hurry of business, grinding the faces of the
publican and the sinner on the merciless wheels of
the Excise ; making ballads, and then drinking, and
singing them ; and, over and above all, the correct-
ing the press-work of two different publications ;
st8l, still I might have stolen five minutes to dedi-
cate to one of the first of my friends and fellow-
creatures. ] might have done, as I do at present,
snasched an hour near ¢ witching time of night,”
and scrawled a page or two. I might have congra-
tulated my friend on his marriage ; or 1 might hyve
. thanked the Caledonian archers for the honour they
have ddne me, (though to do myself justice, I in-
tended to have done both in rhyme, else I had done
both long ere now). Well, then, here is to youg
good health ! for you must know, I have set a mp-
perkin of toddy by me, just by way of spell, to keep
away the meikle horned Deil, or any of his subaltern
imps who may be on their nightly r8unds.
VOL. VII. P
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But what shall I write to yor !—* The voice said
“ery,” and I suid, “ %hat shall I cry?"—O, thou
spirit ! whatever thou art, or wherever thou makest
thyself visible be +hou a bogle by the ceric side of
an auld thorn, 'n the dreary glen through which the
herd-callan maun bicker in his gloamin route frae
the faulde!—Be thou a bro'wnie, set, at dead of
night, to thy task by the blazing ingle, or in the
solitary barn, where the repercussions of thy iron
flail half gfright thyself, as thou performest the
work of twenty of the sons of men, cre”the cock-
crowing summon thee to thy ample cog of substan-
tial brose. Be thou a kelpie, haunting the ford or
ferry, in the starless night, mixing thy laughing yell
with the howling of the storm and the roaring of the
flood, as thou viewest the perils and miseries of
man on the foundering horse, or in the tumbling
boat !—Or, lastly, be thou a ghost, paying thy noc-
turnal visits to the hoary ruins of decayed grandeur;
or performing thy mystic rites in the shadow ofethe
time-worn church, while the moon looks, without
2 cloud, on the silent, ghastly dwellings of the dead
around thee ; or taking thy stand by the bedside of
the villain, or the murderer, pourtraying ©n his
dreaming fancy, pictures, dreadful as the horrours
f unveiled hell, and terrible as the wrath of in-
censed Deity '—Come, thou spirit, but not in these
horrid forms ; ; come with the milder, gentle, easy
inspirations, which l.hou Lreathest round the wig of
a prating advdcate, or the téte of a tea-sipping
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gossip, while their Pongues run at the light-horsa
gallop of clish-maclaver fo» ever and ever—come
and assist a poor devil who n.qultc jagled in the at-
tempt to share half ®a idea among ha'l # hundred
words ; to fill up four quarto pages, while he has
not got one single sentence of recadlection, informa-
tion, or remark worth") putting pen to paper for.

I feel, 1 feel the presence of supernathiral assist-
ance! circled in the embrace of my glbow-chair,
my breast Jabours, like the bloated Sy®il on her
three-footed stool, and like her too, labours with
Nonsense.— Nonsense, auspicious name! Tutor,
friend, and finger-post in the mystic mazes of law ;
the cadaverous paths of physic; aad particularly in
the sightless soarings of scmoon piviniTy, who,
leaving Commort Sense confounded at his strength
of ‘pinion, Reason, delirious with eyeing his giddy
flight ; and Truth creeping back into the bottom of
her well, cursing the hour that ever she offered her
scorfled alliance to the wizard power of Theologie
Vision—raves abroad on all the winds. “ On earth
Discord! a gloomy Heaven above, opaning her

=laslous gates to the ninetecn thousandth part of the
tithe of mankind! and below, an inescapable and
inexorable hell, expanding its leviathan jaws for the
vast residuc of mortals!!!"—O doctrine! com-
fortable and healing to the weary, wounded soul gf
man! Ye sons and daughters of adliction, ye
pauvres miserables, to whon? day brings mo pleasure,
and night yiclds no rest, be comforte% “ "Tis but
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sne to nineteen hundred thoufand that your situa-
tion will mend in this world ;" so alas, the experi-
ence of the poor and the nec !' too often affirms ;
and 'tis tirfotcen hundred tHoudand to one, by thc
dogmas of * % % * ¥ % # % that you will be damned
eternally in the world to come ! !

But of all Nonsense, Religious Nonsensc is the
most nons¢neical; so enough, and more than enough
of it.  Onlp, by the by, will you, or can you tell
me, my dCar Cunningham, why a sectarian turn of
mind has always a tendency to narrow and illibe-
ralize the heart? They are orderly; they may be
just ; nay, I have known them merciful : but still
your children of saunctity move among their fellow-
creatures with a nostril-snuffing putrescence, and a
foot-spurning filth, in short, with"a conceited dig-
nity that your titled * * * % % ¥ ¥ % or any other
of your Scottish Lordlings of seven centuries stand-
ing, display when they accidentally miz among the
many-aproned sons of mechanical life. I rerhem-
ber, in my plough-boy days, I could not conceive it
possible that a noble lord could be a fool, or a godly
man could be a knave.—How ignorant are plough—
boys ! —Nay, I have since discovered that"a godly
woman may be a *¥¥¥% | __But hold—Here's t'ye

" again—this rum is g'enerous Antigua, so a very
urfit menstruum for scandal.

Apropos, how do you like, I mean really like,
the married life? Ah,"my friend! matrindony is
quite a different thing from what your love-sick
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youths and sighinge girls take it to be ! But mar-
riage, we are told is appoigted hy (od, and I shaft*
mever quarrel with any of his, mstltutlona. Tama
husband of older sfaiding than you, ard shall give
vou my ideas of the conjugal state, (en passant :
vou know I am no Latinist, is not conjugal derived
from yugum, a yokd?). Well thcn the scale of
wood wifeship 1 divide into ten parts. —ixoodn.lturc,
four : Good hense, two; Wit, one; l'oruonal(‘hum»,
viz. a sweet face, o]oqumt eyes, fine hm&q, graceful

arviage, {1 would add a fine waist too, but that is
S0 scon, spoilt you know) all these, one; as for the
other gnalities belonging to, or attending on, a wife.
such as Fortune, Connexions, Yducation, (I mean
cducation extraordinary) Family blood, &e. divide
the two remaiging degrees among them as vou
pitase ; only, remember that all these minor pro-
perties must be expressed by fractions, for there is
not any ony, of them, in the aforesaid scale, entitled
to she dignity of an infeger.

As for the rest of my fancies and reveries—how
I lately met with Miss Lesley Ballic, the mpst
Jeautiful, clegant woman in the world—how I ac-
Lompamcd her and her father's family fifteen miles
on their journcy, out of pure devotion, to admirc
the lovcliness of the works of God, in such an ung
cqualled display of them—how, in gallaping home
at night, 1 made a ballad qu her, p.f which t?xese
two ftanzas make a part-y- .
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Thou, bonnie Lesley, m‘g\ queen,
. Thy subjects we before thee;
'l’hi)u, bounic Lesley, art divine,
The hearts o' men adore thee.

« +The very Deil ke could-na-scathe
Whatever wad belang thee !
He'd look into thy bounie face
And say, ‘1 canna wrang thee.’
—behold all thesé things are written in the chroni-
cles of my maginations, and shall be read by thee,
my dear +fricnd, and by thy beloved spouse, my
other dear fTiend, at a more convenient season.
‘Now, to thee, and to thy before-designed bosom-,
companion, be given the precious things brought
forth by the sun, and the precious things hrought
forth by the moon, and the benignest influences of
the stars, and the living streams which flow from
the fountains of life, and by the trec of life, for
ever and ever! Amen!
R. B.
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_No. CCVHII,
"TO Mus. DUNLOP.

Duwfries, 24th Srpl.cbzbg, 1792,

I uave this moment, my dear Madam, yours of
Jhe twenty-third. All your other kind reproaches,
your news, &c. are out of my head when 1 read
and think on Mrs. H 's situation.  Good God !
a heart-wounded helpless young woman—in a
strange, forcign land, and that lIand convulsed with
every horror that can harrow the human feelings—
sitk—looking, longing for a comforter, but finding
none —a wmother's feelings, too : —Dbut it is too
mwuch : hes who wounded (he only can) may lle
hell !

*  * K ¥ ¥ ¥

I wish the farmer great joy of his ngw acquisi-
tion to his family, * * * ¥ % ¥ ¥ | cannot say that
I give’him joy of his life as a farmer. 'Tis, as a
farmer paying a dear, unconscionable rent, a cursed
life! As to a laird farming his own propertya;
sowing his own corn in hope; and reaping jf, in
spite of brittle weather, in gladness ;,knowing that
non¢ can say unto him, # what dost thou ¥—fatten-
ing his herds; shearing his flocKs ; rejoicing at
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Christmas ; and begetting sons -and danghters, un-
‘til he be the 'venerated, grey-haired leader of a
little tribe—'tis a heavenly life ! but Devil take the
life of reaging ‘the ffuits that ¢nother must eat.

Well, your kind wishes will be gratified, as to
seeing me when I, make my Ayrshire visit. 1 can-
not leave Mrs. BB , until her nine months racc
is run, which, may perhaps be in three or four
weeks. . She, too, scems determined to make e
the patriarehal leader of a band. However, if
Heaven will be so obliging as to let me have them
in the proportion of three boys to one girl,.I shall
be so much the more pleased. I hope, if I am
spared with them, to shew a set of boys that will
do honour to my cares and namc; hut I am not
equal to the task of rearing girls.« Besides, I am
too poor; a girl should always have a fortuse.
Apropos, your little godson is thriving charmingly,
but is a very devil. He, though two ycars younger,
has completely mastered his brother. Robert' is
indeed the mildest, gentlest creature I ever saw.
He has a most surprising memory, and is quite the
pride of his schoolmaster.

You know how readily we get into prattle upon
a subject dear to our heart: you can excusc it.
Cod bless you and yours !

R. B.
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No. CCIX.

TO Mrs. DUNLOP.

Suppposcd to have bhew weritien on 7‘{3/' Death of e Mrs.
H—, her Dawghiter.
*

[ nan hcen from home, and did noL‘u‘cl\e vour
Jetter untll my return the other day.  What shall
I say Jo comfort you, my much-valued, much-
afllicted friend! T can but grieve with you; con-
solation 1 have nonc to offer, except that which
religion holds out o the children of aflliction—
children of affliction ! —how just the expression!
ahd like every other family, they have matters
among them which they hear, sce, and fecl in a
serious, al}-important manncr, of which the world
has not, nor cares to have, any idea. The world
locks indilferently on, makes the passing remark,
and proceeds to the next novel occurrence. .

. Alas, Madam ! who would wish for many years ?
What*is it but to drag cxistence until our joys
gradually expire, and leave us in a night of misery :
like the gloom which blots out the stars one Ry
one, from the face of night, and leaves us, without
a ray of comfort, in the howling wagte ! *

I°am interrupted, andymust leave pﬂ' You shall
soon hear from me again. R. B.
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) N(). C X, (8]
TQ Mgrs. DUNLOP.

Dumfries, 6th December, 1742,

1 .snaLL be in Ayrshire, 1 think, neat week ;
and, if at all possible, I shall certainly, my much
esteemed friend have the pleasure of visiting at
Dunlop-house.

Alas, Madam! how scldom do we meet in this
world, that we have reason to congratulate our-
selves on accessions of happiness! 1 have nbt
passed half the ordinary term of an old man’s life,
and yet I scarccly look over the obituary,of & news-
paper, that I do not sce some names that I have
known, and which I, and other acquaintances, little
thought to meet with there so soon. Every other
instance of the mortality of our kind, makes us.
cast an anxious look into the dreadful abyss of
uncertainty, and shudder with apprehension for our
own fate, DBut of how different an importance are
the lives of different individuals? Nay, of what
impditance is one period of the same life, more
than another ?" A few years ago, I could have'laid
down in the dust, “ careless of the voice of the
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morning ;” and new not a few, and these most
helpless individuals, would, on losihg me and my
exertions, lose both their bt..xﬂ' and shicld.” By the
way, thesc helple®s wncs have® lately gqt an addi-
tion ; Mrs. B having given me a fine girl since
1 wrote you. There is a dn.u'mmg passage in
‘Thomson’s ** Edward and Eleanom :*

“ The valiant, in limself, what can he suﬂ'(l‘}
Or what need he regard hus sengle wobs *® &c.

As I am got in the way of quotat‘ons, 1 shall
give you®other from the same piece, peculiarly,
*alas ! too peculiarly apposite, my dear Madam, to
your present frame of mind :

“ Who so unworthy but may prowldly deck him
With s fair weathier virtue, that exults
Glad o'cr the summer main ? the tempest comes,
The rongh winds rage alond, when from the helin
° This virtue shrinks, and 1n & corner hes
Lamentmp—Ilcavens! it privileged from trial
Houw cheap a thing were virtue!”

I do not# remember to have heard you mention
TRomson's dramas. [ pick up favourite quota-
tions, and store them in my mind as ready armour,
offensive or defensive, amid the struggle of this

'lurbuleqt eaistence.  Of thesc is one, a very fu-
vourite one, from his “ Alfred :’

“ Attach thee fiumly to the virtuous deeds
And offices of life; to life itself, »
‘With all its vain and transicnt joys, sit loose.”

Probably 1 have quoted ;some of these td® you
formerly, as indeed whep I write frqm the heart, I
am apt to be guilty of such repetitions. The com-
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pass of the heart, in the musical style of expression,
“s much more'bounded, than that of the imagina-
tion ; so the notes of the former arc extremely apt
to run in{o one 'moth(.r, br.t °in return for the
paucity of its compass, its few notes are much
more sweet. 1 must still give you another quota-
tion, which I are almost sufs 1 have given you
before, but.I cannot resist the temptation. The
subject ig, re.lg’non—speakmg of its importance to
mankind, thy ‘author says,

“Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning bng\xt

I see you are in for double postage so T shall
e'en scribble out t'other sheet.  We in this country
here, have many alarms of the reforming, or rather
the republican spirit, of your part of the kingdom.
Indeed we are a good deal in commdtion ourselv ¢
For me, 1 am a placeman, you know; a very
humble one indeed, Heaven knows, but still so
much as to gag me. What my private sentiments
are, you will find out without an interpreter. "

* * * * *

I have taken up the subject, and the other day,
for a pretty actress’s benefit night, I wrete an
address, which I will give on the other page, called
“The Rights of Woman :”

*“ Whilc Europe’s eye s fixed on mighty things.”
“ [8ee vol. iii. page 224.]

I shall havé:'the ho;:our,.of receiving your erii-
cisms in person ut Dunlop. R. B.
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No. CCXI.

TO R. GRAHAM, E~¢. FINTRAY.

» o

Decepbrer, 1792,
IR,

I nave been surprised, confounded,and distracted

by Mr. Mlitchel, the collector, telling me that he
"has received an order from vour Bourd to enquire
mto 1ay political conduct, und blaming me as «
person disallected to government.

Sir, you are a husband — and a father.— You
know what yqu would feel, to see the much-loved
wife of your busomn, aud your helpless, prattling
little ones, turned adrift into the world, degraded
and disgrgeed from a situation in which they had
been respectuble and respected, and left almost
without the necessary support of a miserable exist-
ence.  Alas, Sir! must I think that such, soon,
will he my lot! and from the d-mndd, dark in-
sinuasions of hellish groundless envy too! I be-
lieve, Sir, I may aver it, and in the sight of Om-
niscience, that 1 would not tell a deliberate falsc-
hood, no, not though cven worse horrors, if wofse
can be, than those I have mentioned, hung over my
heal; and I say, tht;t the allegztlon whatever
villain has made it, is a lie! To the British Con-
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stitution, on revolution principles, next after my
<od, I am most devoutly attached ; you, Sir, have
been much and generously my friend. — Heaven
knows how wirmly-I have felt tac obligation, and
how gnwefully I have thanked you.—Fortune, Sir,
has made you powerful, and me impotent; has
given you patronage, and me dependance.—I would
not for my, single sclf, call on your humanity ;
were such ‘my insular, unconnected situation, I
would desplge the tear that now swells in my cye—
I could brave misfortune, I could face rum for ut
the worst, “Death’s thousand doors stand open;”

but, good God! the tender concerns that I have
mentioned, the claims and ties that I see at this
moment, and fecl around me, how they unnecrve
Courage, and wither Resolution! .To your pa-
tronage, as a man of some genius, you have allowed
me a claim ; and your esteem, as an honest man,
I know is my due: To these, Sir, permit me to
appeal ; by these may I adjure you to save mn.c
from that misery which threatens to overwhelm
me, and which, with my latest breath 1 will say it,
T have not deserved. R. B,

[Graham, of Fintray, stood the poet’s friend in this
henr of peril, and the Board had the generosity to
permnt himn to continue to eat the ““bitter bread” of
his situation for the remainder of his life. Burns ip.
his letter to Erskmc, of Mar, enters fully into“the
history of this dark transaction. Eb.]
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_ No. CCX-]I‘
TO Mrs. DUNLOP.

»
Dumfries, 31st lh*t.'m'zber 1792.
Drar Mapax,

A mvrly of business, thrown in hcapq by my
‘absence, has until now prevented my returning my
grateful acknowledgements to the good family of
Dunlop, und you in particular, for th:;.g,i hospitable
kindness which rendered the four days I spent
under that gegial roof, four of the pleasantest 1
ever enjoyed.—Alus, my dearest friend ! how few
and fleeting arc those things we call pleasures ! on
my road tg Ayrshire, I spent a night with a friend
whom I much valued ; a man whose days promised
to be many; and on Saturday last we laid him in
the dust !

" . Jan. 2, 1793,

1 nave just reccived yours of the 30th, and feel
much for your situation. IHowever I heartily re-
" joice in your prospect of recovery from that v#
jagndice.  As to myself, I am better, thougl® not
quite free of my complajnt."~You nlust not think,
a8 you scem to insinuate, that in my way of life f
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want exercise. ”Of that I have,enough; but occe-
«fional hafl drioking is theédevil to me. Against
this I have again and again bent my resolution, and
have greatly Succecded. Taverns I have totally
abandoned : it is the private parties in the family
way, among the hard drinking gentlemen of this

’country, that do pic the misclticf—but even this, I
have more than half given over.

Mr. (zgrl?et' can be of little service to me at
present ; at, feast I should be shy of applying. I
cannot possibly be settled as a supervisor, for se-
veral years. I must wait the rotation of the list,
and there are twenty names before mine.—I might

" indeed get? job of officiating, where a settled su-
pervisor wiis ill, or aged; but that hauls me from
my family, as I could not remove, them on such
an uncertainty. Besides, some envjous, maliciots
devil, has raised a little demur on my political
principles, and I wish to let that matter settle
before 1 offer myself too much in the eye of my
supervisors. I have set, henceforth, a seal on my
lips, as to these unlucky politics; but to you, I
must breathe my sentiments. In this, as in every,
thing else, I shall shew the undisguised emoflons
of my soul. War I deprecate: misery and ruin to
t}!ousands, are in the blast that amnounces the

, dgptructive demon. R. B,

[ The following extract,” says Cromek, *from
fetter addressed by Robert Bloomfield to the Earl of
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Buchian, contains soeinteresting aw exhibition"of the
modesty inherent in resk worth, snd.se philogophical;
and at the same time so poetical an estimate of the dif-
ferent characters ang dgstinies #f Burnsnd its author,
that I should esteem myself culpable were® to with-
“hold it from the public view.
¢ The illustrious soy that has lgft amongst us the
name of Burns, has often been lowered down to a com-
parison with me; but the comparison gxiets more in
circumstances than in essentials. That man gfood up
with the stamp of superior intellect on 'kis brow; a
visible - gréitness : and great and patriotic subjects
tould only have called into action the powers of his
mjnd, which lay inactive while he played calmly and
exguisitely the pastoral pipe.
¢ The letters to which I have alluded inyghy preface
to the ““ Rural Tales,” were friendly warnings, pointed
with immediate veference to the fate of that extraordi-
naly man. “° Remember Burns,” has been the watch-
word of my friends. I do remember Burns; but I em
not Burns ! I.mith(?mve I his fire to fan or to quench ;
noghis passions tefcontroul! Where then is my merit
if I make a peaceful voyage on a smooth sea, and with
no mutiny on board? To alady (I have it from herself),
who remonstrated with him on his danger from drink,
and ﬁ:bpursuits of some of his associates, he replied,
o , they would not thank me fommmy company,
if 1 did not drink with them.—I must give them a slice
of my constitution.” How much to be regretted that
"he did not give them thinner slices of his conatitu.tiog.
thet it might have lasted longer.’ Ebp.]

VOL. VIIL.
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N& cexX]lla
TO Mr. CUNNINGHAM.

- 38 March, 1793.

Since I vrote to you the last lugubrious sheet, I
‘bave not had time to write you farther. When 1
say that I had not time, that, as usual, meens, that
the three demons, indolence, business, and ennui,
have so cqupletely shared my hours among them,
as not to leave me a five minutes’ fragment to
take up a pen in. .

Thank heaven, I feel my spirits buoying upwafds
with the renovating year. Now I shall in good
earnest take up Thomson’s songs. I dare say
he thinks I have used him unkindly, and I nlust
own with too much appearance of truth. Apropos,
de you kpow the much admired old Highland air
called “ the Sutor's Dochter?” It is a first-rate.
favourite of mine, and I have written what ¥
one of my best songs to it. I will send it to you as
it was sung with great spplause in some fashion-
.#ble circles by Major Robertson, of Lude, who was
here with hig corps. .

* O® %% ¥ %
There is one commission that I must trouble



GENERAL GORRESPONDENCE. 227
you with. I lately,lost a valuable seal, a presept
from: a departed friend, which vexes me much. ©

I have gotten one of ypur Highland ,pebbles, «
which I fancy wolil® make a Very decemt one ; and
I want to cut my armorial bearing on it ; will you
be so obliging as inguire what yill be the expense
of such a business ? I do not kmow that my name
is matriculated, as the heralds call if, at all; but 1
have invented arms for mysclf, so yoy kpaw I shall
be chicf of the name; and, by courtesy of Scotland,

,will likewise be entitled to supporters. These,
however, I do not intend having on my seal. I am
a bit of a herald, and shall give you, secnndum
artem, my arms. On a field, azure, agholly bush,
seeded, proper, in base; a shepherd’s pipe and
crook, saltiernwise, also proper, in chief. On a
Wreath of thexcolours, a wood-lark perching on a
sprig of bay-tree, proper, for crest. Two mottoes;
round thestop of the crest, #ood notes wild ; at the
bbttom of the shield, in the usual place, Better «
wee bush than nae bield. By the shepherd’'s pipe
and crook I do. not mean the nonsensg of pairters
. of ;Arca.dia, but a Stock and Horn, and a Clud, such
88 yol? see at the head of Allan Ramsay, in Allan’s
quarto edition of the Gentle Shepherd. By the by,
do you know Allan? He must be a man of veyy
great genius—Why is he not more known }—Has
ape no patrons? ordo “ Pgverty's gold wind and
crushing rain beat keem and heavy’ on him? I
once, and but once, got a glante of that noble
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«

edmon of the noblest pastoral in the world ; and dear
2s it was, I meéan, dear.as t6 my pocket 1 would
- have bggght it ; but I yas told that it was printed
and engrared for Bubscribers énly. He is the
only artist who has hit genuine pastoral costume.
What, my dear Cugningham, is there in riches, that
they narrow and arden the heart so* I think,
that were I<ag rich as the sun, I should be as
generoug, @s the day; but as I have no reason to
imagine my aoul anobler one than any other man’s,
1 must conclude that wealth imparts a blrd-hme
quality to the possessor, at which the man, in his
native poverty, would have revolted,. What has
led me to ghis, is the idea of such merit as Mr.
Allan possesses, and such riches as a nabob or
government contractor possesses, and why they do
not form a mutual league. Let wealth shelter and
clierish unprotected merit, and the gratitude and
celebrity of that merit will richly repay it,
R. B.-

[The seal with the arms which the ingenious poet in-
vented for his house was carefully cut in Edinburgh and
hung at his watch for several years. Itis still‘in the
family and regarded a3 a relique.

That Burns admired such a painter as Allan was to
bé'expected : they both wrought on nature of Scottigh
grows), and both excelled in pictures of humour and
glee. ““ As an eitist, hotvever, Allan’s merits are of a-
limited nature ; ‘he neither excelled in fine drawmg nor
in harmonious colourmg, and grace and grandeur were
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beyond his reach. ¢ He painted pt;rtruits, which are
chielly remarkable ‘for a stgong honfely resemblance:
he painted landscapes, but these want light ang air, and,
he attempted the ehisgorical, but save in oné” picture,
¢ The Corinthian Maid,’ all his cfforts in that way werc
failures. His genius lay in expression, especially in
grave humour and spen drolleny. Yet it would be
difficult perhaps to name one of *his pictures where
nature is not overcharged : he could npt$top his hand
till he had driven his subject into the, debagable land
that lies_between truth and caricature.q He is among
painters,'what Allan Ramsay is among poets, a fellow

" of infinite humour, and excelling in all manner of
rustic arollery, but deficient in fifie sensibility of con-
ception, and little acquainted with lofty emotion or
high imagination.” *

To the above brief character which I wrote for the
Lives of the British Artists, in Murray’s Family Library,
%ay be addedy from the same source, that Allan was
born at Alloa, in Stirlingshire ; studied in Glasgow shd
at Rome; returned to his native land, became Master
of the Edinburgh Academy, and died there 6th August,
1796, in the fifty-third year of his age. In person he
was under the middle size, his form slender, his face
coarse and long, and his hair of the colour of #and.
His looks were mean and unpromising, till he was in
complny to his liking, when his large gray eyes grew
bright and penetrating, his manners pleasing, and his
conversation sprightly and humourous, inclining to
satire, and replete with observation'and gnecdote. E’).]
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No. CCXIV.

TO Miss BENSON,

«NOW MRS. BASIL MONTAGU.

Dumfries, 21st March, 1793.
MADAM,

Amone many things for which I envy those
hale, long-lived old fellows before the flood, 1s this
in particular, that when they met with any body
after their own heart, they had a gharming long 4
pibspect of many, many happy meetings with them
in after-hife.

Now, in this short, stormy, winter day of our
flecting existence, when you now and then, m the
Chapter of Acctdents, meet an individual whose
acquaintance is a real acquisition, there are all
the probabilities against you, that you shall spever
meet with that valued character more. On the
other hand, brief as this miserable being is, it is
none of the least of the miseries belonging to it,
that if there is  any migcreant whom you hate, or
creature whom, you despige, the ill-fun of the®
chances shall be'so against you, that in the over-
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takings, turnings, and jostlings of 1}¥, pop, at some
unlucky corner, eternally gomes tife wretch upor®
you, and will not allow yoyr indigpation gr con-
tempt a2 momen®s xeposc. As I amya sturdy
believer in the powers of darkness, I take these to
be the doings of thqt old author of mischief, the
devil. It is well-known that he has some kind
of short-hand way of taking down our thbughts,
and I make no doubt that he is J):n.'fg:tly ac-
quainted , with my sentiments respecting Miss
JBenson: how much I admired her abilities and
valued her worth, and how very fortunate I thought
myself in her acquaintance. For this last reason,
my dear Madam, I must entertain no hopes of the

very great pleasure of meeting with you again.
Miss Hamilton tells me that she is sending a
®phcket to yow and I beg leave to send you the
enclosed sonnet, though, to tell you the real truth,
the sonneteis a mere pretence, that I may have the
ofportunity of declaring with how much respectful

esteem I have the honour to be, &c.

R. B.
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No. CCXV.

TO PATRICK MILLER, Esq.

. (]
OF DALSWINTON.

Dumfries, April 1793.
Sir,

My poems having just come out in another
edition, will you'do me the honour to accept of
a copy? A mark of my gratitude to you, as a
gentleman to whose goodness I have been much
indebted ; of my respect for you, as a patriot who,
ina venal sliding age, stands forth t| e champion efy

liberties of my country; and of my veneration
r you, as a man, whose benevolence of heart
does honour to human nature.

There was a time, Sir, when I was your de-.
pendant : this language then would have been like
the'vile incense of ﬂatuery—l could not have used
it.—Now that connexion is at an end, do me the
honour to accept of this honest tribute of respect
from, Sir,

o Your much indebted humble servant,
R.B, ~
[The time vo'which Burnsvalludes was when ke hetd®™
the farm of Ellisland as tenant to Mr. Miller. Between -

- ]



va -
GENERAL coq:spoumw*z. 233

the laird and the farmer there passed Wb stern” words
respecting the relmqmshmg of  the leases—but it occa-
sioned a coldness which continued till the d of
the latter. At the bgialof the Bard, the’eyes ofi¥iller
were wet when many around were dry. En,]°®

No. CCXVI.

TO JOHN FRANCIS ERSKINE, Esq.

OF MAR.

Dumfries, 13th April, 1793.
S,

DecENERATE as human nature is said to be;
and in many instances, worthless and unprincipled
it is; still there are bright examples to the con-
trary : examples that even in the eyes of superior
beings, thust shed a lustre on the name of Man.

Suc¢h an example have I now before me, when
.you, Sir, came forward to patronise and befriend,
a distant obscure stranger, merely because poverty
had made him helpless, and is Britigh hardih8od
of%irt bad provoked thesarbitrary wantonness. of
power. My much esteemed friend,*Mr. Riddel of
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, Glentiddel, h¥s just read me a paragraph of a letter
“he had from ‘you. Agcept, Sir, of the silent throb
of g*t\tude i for wqrds would but mock the emo-
tions of imy soul. © e €

You have been misinformed as to my final dis-
mission from the Excise ; I am still in the service.
—Indeed, but for the exertions of a gentleman who
must’ be &nown to you, Mr. Graham of Fintray,
a gentle'mnn who has ever heen my warm and
generous f-iend, I had, without so mucl} as a hear-
ing, or the shghtest previous intimation, been
turned adrift, with my helpless family, fo all the
horrours of want.—Had I had any other resource,
probably I might have saved them the trouble of
a dismission ; but the little money I gained by
my publication, is almost every gminea embarked,
to save from ruin an only brother, who, thdﬁ&h

*one of the worthiest, is by no means one of the
most fortunate of men.

In my defence to their accusatmns, I said, cthat

whatever might be my sentiments of republies,

ancient or modern, as to Britain, I abjured the

idea ¥—That & consTITUTION, Which, in its original

prineiples, experience had proved to be every way
fitted for our happiness in" society, it would be

. insanity to sacrifice to an untried visionary theory :

—-That, in consideration of my being situated in-

‘e ﬁepnmnen}, howeyer humble, immediately in the

hands of peaple in powew, I had forborné taking finy.
active part, either personally, or as an suthor, in
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the present business of Reroxm. B that, where
I must declare my seﬁtimentg. I would say there
existed a system of corruption, between the gxe-
cutive power and tie meprescntative fmrt.of the
legislature, which boded no good to our glorious
consTITUTION ; and wlaich every ‘patriotic Briton
must wish to see amended.—Some such senti-
ments as these, I stated in a letter to my generous
Jatron Mr. Graham, which he laid l.)eforg the
Board at lazge; where, it seems, my lagt ‘remark
geye great offence; and one of Sur supervisors
general, & Mr. Corbet, was instructed to inquire
on the spot, and to document me—* that my
husiness was to act, not to think; and that what-
ever might be men or measures, it was for me to
be silent and obedient.”

M. Corbet was likewise my steady friend; so
between Mr. Graham and him, I have been partly
forgiven ; only I understand that all hopes of my
getting officially forward, are blasted.

-Now, Sir, to the business in which I would
more ‘immediately interest you. The partiality of

emy countrymeN has brought me forward as a
man of genius, and has given me a character to
swppart. In the Porr I have avowed manly and
independent sentiménts, which I trust will be found
in.the man. Reasons of no less weight than the
support of a wife and family, have pointed oht
as. %he” eligible, and situated as I was, the only
eligible line of life for me, my presemt occupation,
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Still my borest fame is my dearest concern; and
a thousand‘times have I trembled at the idea of
thoge degrading epithets that malice or misrepre-
sentatign may alfix to my fame, I have often,
in blasting anticipation, listened to some future
hackney scnbbler, with the heavy malice of savage
stupidity, exultmg in his hireling paragraphs—
“ B\Jnns, potwnthstandmg the fanfaronade of inde-
pendpnce to be found in his works, end after
having’ heen held forth to public view, and to
public estimation as a man of some genius, yet,
quite destitute of resources within himself to sup-
port his borrowed dignity, he dwindled into a
paliry exciseman, and slunk out the rest of his
insignificant existence in the meancst of pursuits,
and among the vilest of mankind,’
In your illustrious hands, Sig, permit nfe to
" lodge my disavowal and defiance of these slan-
derous falsehoods. Burws was a peor man, from
birth, and an exciseman by necgssity: but—a will
say it! the sterling of his honest worth, ne po-
~erty could debase, and his independent British
mind, oppreulon might bend, but could net subduye, -
Have not I, to me, a more precious stgke in my
Country's welfare, than the richest dukedom .in
. it 3—1I have a large family of children, and the
prospect of many. more. I have three sens, who}
I'see nlru‘g,ly, havg’ brought into the world:souls
ill qualified, to inbabit ¢he bodies of sLavzs.—Can
1 Jook tamely on, and see sny machination:io
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wrest from them theebirthright of my boys,—the
little independent BRiTONS, iR whose®veins runs
my own blood? —No! I wil] not! should .my
heart’s blood stream %iround my a%u.mpt tog defend
it! .

Does any man tell mg, that my, full efforts can
be of no service ; and that it does aot belong to
my humble station to meddle with t)xe- corfcern
Lof a pation ?

I can tell .hxm, that it is on such mdwlaunls as
I, that a nation has to rest, both for the hand of
support, and the eye of intelligence. The unin-
form'd mos may swell a nation’s bulk; and the
titled, tinsel, courtly throng, may be its feathered
ornament ; but the number of those who are ele-
vated enough in dife to reason and to reflect; yet
low tnough to kegp clear of the venal contagion of
& eourt !—these are a nation’s strength,

-1 know ngt how to apologize for the imperti-
nent dength of this epistle ; but one small request
I 1pust ask of you fartber—When you have ho-
doured this letter with a perusal, pleasg_ t0 comn

»wit ‘it to the flames. Burwns, in Whose behalf
you bave®so generously interested yourself, I have
here; in his native colours drawn as he is; but
should any of the people in whose hands is the very ,
bread he eats, get the least. knowledge of the
pioture, it would ruin the poor RaRD for gverl
.+ My *poems _baving juste come out ,jn another
eflition, -1 .beg leave to present you® with a copy
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as a small foark of that Igh esteem and ardent
gratitude, With which I have the honour to be,

. ¢ Sir,
«Your deeply indebted, & -
And ever devoted humble servant,
. R.B.

I[I’S&‘alcine of Mar gave a copy of the poet’s letter to
Cromek, Who published it in the * Reliques:” It was
rumoured that Burns was not only admonished byethe
Board of Excisg but actually dismissed from his situa-
Jion: this induced Erskine to propose a subscription in

uis favour, which was refused by the bard with that ele-
vation of sentiment which characterized his mind. It was
well that the future Earl of Mar heard the report, since
it drew from Burns this truly manly and well considered
, letter—it was all but the latest act 8f his life to write it
down from his memory among his memoranda. And yet
men are not wanting who impeach the sccuracy of the
poet : of these the chief is Mr. Figdlater, his suerior
officer in Dumfries at the time. t gentleman eu-
Jogizes the conduct of the Board of Excise: uvers that
the bard” feczived only a gentle—a courteous admoni-,
tion, and was never for a moment in danger of being
dismissed. He has fairly given the lie to the poet, and
the question is, to whose statement are we to attach
vjeredit. Burns informs Graham that Mitchell had con-
founded him with the information, that he had received
ofders to inguire intq his political conduct, for be was
-blamed as ;& person digaffected to the govérnment.
Does Mr. Findlater deny that the collector was 80 com-
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missioned? In the present letter the pdet farther says,
that bpt for the interposition of Graham of Fintray,
he would ' have been turned adrift with his helpless
family to all the hogors of wart ; and tnoreover that
he was documented by the Board, that his bufiness was
to act not to think, and that whatever might be men
andl measures, it was himduty to be gilent and obedient.
Those who contradict the testimonysof Burns should
do it on better authority than their own gssertion : ghe
poet's word will weigh down any other man’, go long
as he speaks from his own knowledgel dlater
argues, Buths states facts. The poet is supported by
the testimony of Robert Ainslie, to whom all his affairs
were knoWwn: in a letter to the editor, dated 3rd Sep-
tember, 1834, without being aware that his illustrious
friend’s assertions werc impeached, hec says, * You
know that the poet was a °friend of the people’
during the days of political ferment in his time: a
cir®umstance which impeded his advéhcement in the

' excise—he never rose higher than the  nicked stick,”
" the badge and implement of a common gauger. The

Coqmissione’-s of Excise, irritated at his opinions,
wrote him a formflfl official letter, sealing with the large
“seal of office, informing him that a * petty officer’ had
#no business with politics.’ » The proud heagt of Burns

' did not like this humbling : after a few wrathful words
"{t" secre® to one of his friends, he took a pencil and

‘wrote these lines on the envelope :
¢« In politics if yon would mix,

b

‘ s T And low your station be,

T Keep this in mind—be deaf and blind,

..ot great folks hear gpd see.”

"En.]
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No. CCXVIy
TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE.

April, 26, 1798.
Iam d-v..nably out of humour, my dgar Ainshe,
nd that is the reason, why I take up the pen fo
gou - "t13 the nearest way (probatum est), 4o recover
spirits again, 5
received your last, and was much entertained
with it, but I will not at this time, nor at any
other time, answer it,—Answer & letter? I never
d answer @ letter in my Lfe 'w-I have wrilten
any a letter in return for letters I have received ;
but then—they were ornginal matter—spurt-away !
zig, here; zag, there, as if th vil that, *my
YGrannie (an old woman indeed) ofteff told me, rode on
«ill-o’ -w:sn, or, in her more classic phrase, Srun-
XIE, were lookmg over my elbow.—Happy thought
that idea has engendered in my head ! SpbNxIEw—
Wou shalt henceforth be my symbol, sigmature,
tutelary gemus ! Like thee, hap-step-and-
, bere-awa-there-awa, higglety-pigglety, pell-
e, Bither-gud-yon, fm.-stam, happygo-tucky, up
tallpa’sbry-the light-o'thevmoon ; has been, is, and
shill he, my “progress through the mosees and



ompnu, RRESPORDENCE. 24!

moors of this v1le° bleak barren wlldgrnesu of a
life of ours.

Come then, my guardmn spirit ! ].1.1& thee, may I
skip away, amugng smyseelf by and¥ay my
hght : afd if any opaque-souled lubber of man
complain that my clfjne, lambent, glimmerous wan-
dermgs have' misled his btupld: steps over pre-
cipices, or into bogs, let the thlck,headed ]ﬁn
derbuss recollect, that he is not brunx.m =gthat

Spufrik’s wanderings could not copied hc ,
. Amd these perils none durst walk but he — ¢

I have no doubt but scholarcraft may be

as a Scotsman catches the 1tch,—~by friction. Llow
else can you agcount for it, that born blockheads,
b mere dint of handling books, gfow so wise that
even they themselves are equally convinced of
surprised g their own parts® I once carried this
philosophy to ghat degree that in a knot of country
folks who had ¥ library amongst them, and who, tg
the honour of their good sense, made me factotum
in the business ; one of our members; a hittle, wise-
Jooking, squat, upright, jabbering body of a tailer,
1 advised him, instead of turning over the leavillf,
¢o bind the book on hws back.—Johnie took the
" and as our meetings were every fourth

Pﬂeﬂqweh&vmgag@dsmmﬂshm
‘in mg‘ﬂ&nd of couwee, anothet.m rétuming,
Boukin was swre 0 ,Jay his handeon some heavy

VOL. ViI. R
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n;rto, or ponaerous folio, witi, and under which,
weapt up m his grey.plaid, he grew wise, as he
» grew weary, all thecway home. He carried this
ae far, ttaf an old musty 'Hémew concordance,
which we had in a present from a neighbouring
prest, by mere dint of applyjng 1t, as doctors do a
bhistering plaster, between his shouldlers, Stitch, in
a dozén pilgrimages, acquired as much rational
sheologv as the syd priest had done by forty years
perusal of th.e pages
Tell me, and tell me truly, what you think of
“his theory.
Yotirs,

SPUNKIE.
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. VIII.
Ng CCXvIII

TO MSS KENYEDY.

Mapam,

Permyr me to present you withethe enclosea
.song as a small though grateful tribute for the
honous of your acquaintance. ,l have, in these
verses, attempted some faint sketches of your w -
trait in the unembellished simple manner of d
scriptive TRurn.—Flattery, 1 leave to your LOVERS,
whose exaggerating fancies may make them ima-
gine you still aearer perfection than you really are.

Poets, Madam, of all mankind, feel most forcibly
the powers of BravuTy; as, if they are really ror1s
of nature's ing, their feelings must be finer,
and their taste more delicate than most of the
world. In the cheerful bloom of spgiNG, or the
pensive mildness of aurumy; the Srandeur of sum-
MER, Or the hoary majesty of winTkr; the poet
feels a charm unknown to the rest of his specils.
Even the sight of a fine flower, or the compm
a fine woman (by far the finest part of God's
below), haye sensations £0% the pogtic bearf® that
the %ERD Of man are sirangers to.~—On this last
account, Madam, I am, as in many other things,
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ingebted to Mr. ‘Hamilton's kindhess in introducing

. me to you. Your lovers: may view you with a wish,
I look on you with pleasure, their hearts, m your
presence, ¥say glow with dedire," mine nses with
admiration.

That the arrows, of misfortune, however they
should, as incideht to humanity, glance a shght
wound, may‘never reach your heart—that the snares
df villany yoay never beset you i the road of life
—that 1vNodknrer may hand you by the path of
HoNour to the dwelling of pEack, is the sincere,
wish of him who has the honour to be, &ec.

' R. B.

[The poet has been called the flatterer of woman,
bat there is perhaps little flattery in sayipg that a beat.-
teous creature is beautitul. The song addressed $o the
young lady has not been named. Miss Kennedy claimed
relationship with the Hamiltons of Mossgiel. Ep.]
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No. CCXIX.

m.MISS CRAIK.
>
Dunfries, ,40;&:: 1793.
Mapawm, P M

Some rather unlooked-for accidemts have pre-
vented my doing myself the honour of a second
"visit tQ Arbigland, as I was so hospitably invited,
and so positively meant to have done.—~Ho T,
I still hope to have that pleasure before the sy
months of harvest begin.

1 -enclose ypu two of my late pieces, as some’
Knd of returm for the pleasure I have received in
perusing a certain MS. volume of poems in the
posdession, of Captain Riddel. To rcpay one with
am old song, is é proverb, whose force, you, Madam,
I know, will not allow. What is said of illustrious
descent is, I believe, equally true of . talent for
poetry, none ever despised it wh pretensions
to it. @ The fates and characters of the rhyming
tribe often employ my thoughts when I am ;¥
posed to be melancholy., There is not, among gL
the martyrologies that ever were penned, so ruéful
a narrative as the lives of fhe pocts.—In the Lom-
parasive view of wretcheq, the criterion is not What
they are doomed to suffer, but howsthey are formed.
to bear. Take a being of our kind, give him a
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gronger imagiqt:ﬁon and a mor¢tdelicate sensibility,
which between themh wikl ever engender a more un-
“governable seteof passlons than are the usual lot
of man; doplant in him an frredistible impulse to
some 1dlc vagary, such as arranging wild flowers in
fantastical nosegays, tracing tke grasshopper to his
haunt by his chirping song, watching the frisks of
the little nifinwows in the sunny pool, or hunting
after the intrigues of butterflies—in short, send him
adrift after séme pursuit which shall eterpally mis-
lead him from the paths of lucre, and yet curse him
with a keener relish than any man lwing for the
plygapres that lucre can purchase; lastly, fill up
th¢ measure of his woes by bestowing on him a
spurning sense of his own dignity, and you have
created a wight pearly as miserable as a poet. To
you, Madam, I need not recount theairy pleasures
the muse bestows to counterbalance this catalogue
of evils. Bewitching poetry is like bewitching wo-
man; she has in all ages been gccused of mfis-
leading mankind from the councils of wisdom and
thé paths «<£_prudence, involving them in difficul-
ties, baiting them with poverty, branding them with
infamy, and plunging them in the whirling vortest
Of ruih ; yet, where is the man but must own"thht
ol our happiness on earth is not worthy the
m the holy hermit's solitary prospeat of
Riss is hat the glitter of a northern
sun rising over a frozen fegion, compared with the
many pleasures'the nameless raptures that we owe
to the lovely Queen of the heart oan:ns R.B.
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[Miss Helen Crails of Arbigland h#d merit both,as a
poetess and novelist : her baljads pay Be compared with
those of Macneill, and her noxefy; amid much graphic,
force, had a scasooi:]r} of the s.tiric,'whish rendered
them aceeptable to all who understood their allusions
She died somc years ago at Allonby - she was much of
an enthusiast, and lived estrangedyfrom her family for a
long period of her life. Her father was one of the wisest
gentlemen and most sensible improvers, off property on
the Scottish side of the Solway . his taste, too.,in archi-
tecture was of & pure kind  he lived to mgﬁod‘ old age,
aud had tfle misfortune to witness with his own eyes the
*melancholy death of his only son. The heir of Arbig-
land, atcompanied by some siateen young men of the
parish, set off one summer morning in his pleasurdeskiff
to pay a visit to the English shore: when more than
half-way over the Solway, a whirlwind suddenly arose,
seized the sails,ewhirled the skiff around, and down it
went with all og,board—though a vedsel was near, not
a soul was saved. The wretched father saw all this from
a seat on the top of the housc. after the shiff' sank he
sat still for®an hour, looking fixedly, it is said, on the
sed. Arbigland is now the property of his grandson,
Douglas Hamilton Craik, Esq. The situation on the
Solway side is beautiful : the house is a el of pho-
portion and elegant workmanship: The woods, which
partly enclose it, are very lofty, and some of the firs of
thg.epruce tribe are of enormous girth. Burns was o
frequent visitor here: nor has the ancient hospitality of

- the house of Craik declined, nor its love of literature.~-
En.}
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‘Ne (CXX

TO LAPY GLENCAIRN.

My LAhv,

Trae ﬁoﬁogr you have done your poor poet, in
wrting lum 0 very obliging a letter, and‘the plea-,
suré the enclosed beautitul verses have gwen im,’
camg very seasonably to his aid amud the cheerless
glegga and sinking despondency of discased nerves
and December weather As to forgetting the famuly
ot Glencairn, Heaven 15 my witness with what sin-
centy 1 could uge those old verses v@lch please me
more m their rude simpliaity than the most elegant
lines I ever saw.

H thee, Jerusalem, I forget,
Skill part from my nght hand

' My tongue Lo my mouth's roof let cleave,

do thee forget,
Jer and theée above
My chief joy do not set —

‘When I am tempted to do any thing nmpropu &
dgre not, because I look on myself as ascountahle
to your ladyshtp and family. Now aud then when
I bafpshe honpur 10 bg called to thie tables of the'

#1I huppen to meet with any mortfication
from the statelystupidity of self-sufficient squres,
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or the luxurious innplenc’e of upstgM nabobs, I
above the, creatures by calling tqﬁemémbmnoe iffa
I am patronised by the Noble,House of Glencairn ;
and at gala-times, Muchsas New-Year's dayg a chris-
tening, or the Kirn-night, when my punch-bowl
is brought from it§ dusty corner and filled up in
honour of the occasion, I begin with,—The Countess
of Glencairn! My good woman, with the enthu-
siasm of a grateful heart, next cries, My I;or@! and
so the toast goes on until I end with Ly Harriet's
listle angel! whose epithalamium I have pledged
myself tp write. ‘e
When T received your ladyship’s letter, I was just
in the act of transcribing for you some versesI
have lately composed ; and meant to have sent
them my first lejsure hour, and acquainted you with
my*late changegof life. I mentioned to my lord,
my fests concerning my farm. Those fears were
indeed too tgue; it is a bargain would have ruined
mesbut for the lucky circumstance of my having
an excise commission. -
People may talk as they please, of the jgnominy
of the excise; 50l a year will suppetc Ty wife and
children,s and keep me independent of the world;
and Jowould much rather have it seid that my pro®
fessieti borrowed credit from me, than that I bor-,
“Towed reredit fram my profession. Anothér advan-
tage I have in this businessgis the Pom
gives me.of the various shqdes of humgn ;
consequently assisting me vastly in. eny poetic pur-



250 THE WORKS OF BOBERT BURNS
¢

suits, I had ¢he most ardent enthusiasm for the
%muses when nob. o4y knew me, but myself, and that
ardour 13 by no means cooled now that my lord
Glencairy 's goodndss has in‘roduced me to all the
world. Not that I am in haste for the press I
have no 1dea of publishing, e]se I certainly had con-
sulted my noble gencmus patron but after acting
the part of an honest man, and' supporting my fa
mily, my whole wishes and views are directed to
poetic purseits. I am aware that thougil I were to
to give performances to the world superior to
tormer works, stil] if they were of the same kind
wath those, the comparative reception they would
mieet with would mortify me. I have turned my
thoughts on the drama I do not mean the stately
buskin of the tragic muse.

Does not your ladyship think that an Edwburgh
theatre wonld be more amused with affectation,
folly and winm of true Scotish growth, than man-
flers which by far the greatest part of the audience
cun only know at second hand ?

I have te-honour to be,
Your ladyship’s ever devoted '
And grateful humble servant, y:
R.B
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No. CCXXD
TO JOHN M<MURDY, Esa.

Dumfries, I)ecmgbz'r, 14'93.
Sig,

S is said that we take the greatest llbemes with
onr greatest friends, and I pay myself a very high
compliment in the manner in which I am going to
apply the remark. I have owed you money longer
than ever I owed it to any man.—Herc is Ker's ac-
count, and here are six guineas; and now, I don’t
owé® a shilling tey man—or woman efther. But for *
these-damned dirty, dog's-ear'd little pages,* I had
done myself the honour to have waited on you long
agos Independent of the obligations youf hospi-
tality has laid me under ; the consciougness of your
superiority in the rank of man and gentleman, of
itself was fully as much as 1 could eter make head
against ; sbut to owe you money too, was more than
I could fave. -

I thisk I énce mentioned something of a collec-_
“tion of Scots, Bongs I have for some years been
making : I séhd you a pemsal.of whnt I hdve &ot

e .

# Scottish Bank Notes, ¢
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together I @puld not conveniently spare them
Cabove five of six dags, and five or six glances of
them will prqbably more than suffice you. A very
fegr of them are ‘my own., When you are tired
of them, please leave them with Mr. Clint, of the
King's Arms. There is nqt another copy of the
collection in the world, and I should be sorry that
atly unfortupate negligence should deprive me of
what bas cqst me a good deal of pains.
R. B.

»  [The collection of songs mentioned.in this letter are
no6t unknown to the curious in such loose lore. They
were printed by an obscure bookseller when death had
secured himn against the indignation of Burns. Some-
o thing of the feeling which influenced that mercepary
miscreant seems not yet extinct. ®Indelicate poems
which the author composed in moments of social gaiéty
are published by booksellers who call themselves re-
spectabre  “ Adam A.’s Prayer,” and thc whole of
““ Burng’s Answer to the Reproof of a Tailor,” begin-
ping with these promising words,

©fy ~Lhat als ye now, ye lousy bitch,” *
may be found mingled with the “ Mountain Daisy” and
 Man was made to Mourn.” It was of such composi-
tions that Burns thus entreated the wgrld <~ ¢ The
cauthor begs whoever into whose haugds they may fally,
¢ they will do him the justice notga¥pyblish what he
himaelf thought proper to suppress.” Em] .
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No. CCXXIL.e

TO JOHN §f<MURDO, Esa.

DRUMLANRIG,

Dumfries, 1793.
Wlll Mr. M°Murdo do me the favour to accept
of these volures ; a trifling but sincere mark of -
the very high respect I bear for his worth as a man,
his manners as a gentleman, and his kindness as
fnend However inferior now, or afterwards, I.
mnf_mnk,‘ as a Joet; one honest virtue to which
few poets can pretend, I trust I shall ever claim as
mine :—to np man, whatever his station in life, or
his power to serve me, have I ever panfomplia"
ment ‘at the expence of TrRuTH. '
Trae AurHor. *

{‘ﬂt&e'imrd? ‘are written on the blank leaf of the’
poti’s works; ,mehshed in two small volumes in 1793 :
. té"book: is Defgre me: the handwriting is bold and®
freethe pen’ Mto have been conecious that it s -
making a dechiration of independence. Ro.] "
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‘N‘ol ch‘xlu'
TO CAPTAIN‘-

Dumpries, 5th Déeember, 1793
Sim,

Hrarep as 1 was with wine yesternight, I was
perhaps rather seemingly impertinent in my anxious
wish to be honoured with your acqtiaintance. You
will forgive it: it was the impulse of heart-felt
mspect. ““ He is the father of the Scottish county
reform, and is a man who does honour to the
busimess at the same tirge that ghe buainess Yloes
honour to him,” sad my worthy friend Glenriddel

,$0 somebody by me who was talking of your
coming tu this country with your corps. “Tken,”
1 said, “I have a woman’s longing to take him by
the hand and say to.him,  Sir, ] honeur you as a
man to Whodt" the interests of humanity are dear,
and as a patriot to whom the rights gf yoer country
are sacred.””

. In times like these, Sir, when our commoners

barely able by the glimmenof their own twi- -
%t undergtandingg to scrawl a frank, and when
lords are what gentlemun would be ashamed to be,
to whom shall a sinking country call for help? To
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the independent coustry gentleman #* To lnm wh
has too deep a stake in his countrynottobem
earnest for her walfare ; and who in ¢he honest
pride of man can®view with eqhnl conmpt the
msolence of office and the allurements of corrup-
tion.

I mentioned to you a Scots ode or song I had
lately composed, and which I think has shme ‘merit.
Allow me {0 enclose it. Whend fall inewjth gou at
the theatre, I shall be glad to have yout opinion of
1 Acoept of it, Sir, as a very humble but most
sincere tribute of respect from a man who, dear as
he prizes poetic fame, yet holds dearer an indepen-
dent mind, I have the honour to be,

R. B.

{1 have eopieJ this excellent letter from my friend
Robert Chambers’s interesting collection of Scottish
songs, He dbtained it from Mr. Stewart, o guise,
and émployed it, as has already becn fone in this
edition, to illustrate that glorious war ode, .
™" 4 Bcota wha hae wi’ Wallace bled.”

Ep.]
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N6, CCXX1g.

TQ Mgrs. RIDDEL,

“#v o way akout to bespeak a Play one evening at the
Dymfrics Theatre

L3
‘-

I an thinking to send iy “Address” to sonle
perlodlﬁl publication, but it has not bot your
sanction, so pray look over 1t.

As to the Tuesday’s play, let me beg of you, my
dear Madam, to gne us, ““ The Wonder, a Wo-
man keeps a Secret'” to which please add, “ The
Spoilt Child”—you will highly ‘oblige me by so
doing.

Ah,™wlnt an enviable creature you are. 'lhere
now, this cursed gloomy blue-devil day, you are
woing to a party of choice spirits—

14 S ¢ To play the shapes
Qf frolic fancy, and incessant form
‘Those rapid pictures, assembled tréin
©Of fleet ideas, never join'd before,
‘Where Lively uif éxcites to gay surprise;

- Or folly-painting Awmow:, grave bimself, !
' Oalls Jaughter forth, deep-shaking gvery nerve.”

Bt as'yqu rejoicg with them that do sejoies, do
also remember to weepawith them thst wesp, and
pity your widladthely friend. | < RB.

v
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) L]

[This Iady, to wholn the bard has go hafipily and
justly applicd the above quotation, peid the debt of}
nature a few months ago. The graces of her person
were anly equalled RJy the singular, endoWidets of her
mind, and her poetical talents rendered her ah intefest-
ing friend to Burns, in a part of the world where he
was in a great measurewxcluded ffom the sweet inter-
course of literary society. Grusenrt Bunys, 1820.]

No. CCXXYV.

,TO A LADY,

»
IN FAVOYR OF A PLAYCR 5 BENEFIT.

o
D“”}W’ 1794.
Mapaw,

You wage so very good as to promise me to
honour my friend with your presene. on“his benefit
night. Thatgnight is fixed for Friday first the
play a most interesting one! ‘The Way to Keep
Him.” I have the pleasure to know Mr. G. well,
His merit as an actor is generally acknowledged.
He has genius and worth whych would do hodbur
to patronage: be is & poor and nfodest man ;
clafms which from their very silendeshave, the more

VOL. VII.
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) .
forcible powet on the genen%us heart. Alas, for
ity! that from the imdolence of those who have

+ the good things of this life in their gift, too often

dods bra‘hen—frohha importanity snatch that boon,

the ngbtﬁll due of retmng, humble-want! Of all

the qualities we asgign to thesauthor and director of

Nature, by farethe most emviable is—to be able

“To wipezaway all tears from all eyes.” O what

in’signjﬁcgnt' sordid wretches are they, however

chance maychave loaded them with wealth, who go
‘to their graves, to their magnificent mausoleunty,
with hardly the gonsciousness of havmg mndeone
poor honest heart happy !

" But 1 crave your pardon, Madam I came to
“'beg, not to preach. :

' ‘R.B.



GENERAL QORERESPONDENCE. 259

No. CCXXVL v

TO THE' EARL OF BUCHAR,

With a Copy of Bauce’s Addreps to his Traapc at
Bannocidburn. o i

Dumfries, 12th Jaat;.ary,.l 794.
My Lorp, .
& Wirs your lordship allow me to prcsent you
with the enclosed little composition of mine, as a
small tribute of gratitude for the acquaintance with
which you have been pleased to honour me. In-
dependent of my enthusiasm as a Scotsman, I have
rarely met with any thing in history, which interests
nly feelings asen man, equal with the story of Ban-
nockburn. On the one hand, a cruel, but able

usurper, lgading on the finest army in Euro
extinguish the last spark of freedgur™among a
greatly-daring and greatly-injured people; on the

other hand, the desperate relics of a gallant nation,
devoting themselves to rescue then»bleedmg country,
or perish wigh her.

Liberty! thou art a prize truly, and indeed in-
valuable ! for never canst thou be too dearly
bought !

If my little ode has the hynour of your lord¥hip’s
approbation, it will gratify my highest ambition.

1 have the honour to be, &e. R.B, °
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Np.CCXXVIL

TO CAPTAIN MILLER,

DALSWINTON,

DxAr Sk,
The following ode is on a subject which I knowe
you by no means regard with indifference! Oh,
Liberty, '

“ Thou mak’st the gloomy face of nature gay,
Giv’st beauty to the sun, and pleasure to the day.”

It does me much good to mee: with a man
whose honest bosom glows with the generous eh-
thusiasm, the heroic daring of liberty, that I could
nos~faghear sending you a composition of my oyn
on the subjtyt, which I really think is in my bést
manner. A T
° 1, have the honour to be, -
B " “Dear Sir, &ec. RSB

" [Captain Miller, the ““sodger youth” of oné of Burns’s
elrction ballads, was member of Parliament in,thise
days for the Dumfries district of biitoughs: -lie has
long"ago retired from beth the House of Commons and
the army, and lives at the Forest on Nithside, aimont
opposite Friar's Carse. He inherita, it is said, nota
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little of his father‘s‘.sarcustic wit, and would have in-
herited the splendid estate of, Dalswinton, but the veft
outlay in the invention of steg.m-boats, nnpm\ememq
in the government packets, ande expefinfengs in artil-”
lery, reduced the family*from great afluende. Ep.]

No. CCXXVIIIL
TO Mazs. RIDDEL.

Dgar Mapawm,

I meanT to have cailed on you yesternight, but
as I edged up to your box-door, the first object
which greeted my view, was one of those lobster-
coated puppieg, sitting like another dragon, guard-
iflg the Hesperian fruit. On th& conditions and
capitulations you so obligingly offer, I shall cer-
tainly make my weather-beaten rustic phiz M
of your box-furniture on Tuesday; w'z4 ‘we may
arrange the business of the visit.

Among the profusion of idle compliments, which
insidious craft, or unmeaning folly, incessantly offer
at your shrine—a shrine, how far exalted above
such adoration—permit me, were it but for rarity's
sake, to pay you the honest tribute of a warm heart
and an independent mind ; and to assure you, that
I.am, thou most ammble gpd most accompﬁshed
of -thy sex, with the mgst respectﬁd esteem, and
fervent regard, thine, &c. . R.B. ¢
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" * No. ECXXIX.
< "TO ‘Mgs. RIDDLL.

I wiLL wait on you, my ever valued friend, but
whether in the anorning I am not sure. Sunday
closes & period of our curst revenue business, and
may probab‘ly kecp me employed with my pen until
noon. ' Fine cmployment for a poet's pen! There
is a species of the human genus that I call the gins
horse class : what enviable dogs they are ! Round’
and round, and round they go,—Mundell's ox, that
drives his cotton mill, is their exact prototype—
without an idea or wish beyond their circle; fat,
sleek, stupid, patient, quiet, and cantented; while
here I sit, altogether Novemberish,a d-mned me-~
hnge of fretfulness and melancholy ; not enough of

to rouse me to passion, nor of the other to
repose e~ torpor; my soul flouncing and fitt-
tering round b.r tenement, like a wild finch, caught
amsid the horrors of winter, and newly thrust into
a cage. Well, Iam persuaded that it was of me
the Hebrew sagp prophesied, when he fonatpld—-
“ And-behold, on whatsoever this mm doth get his
hgart, it sball not prosper!”. If my resentment i8
awaked, it is sure to be where it dqxp .not squeak;
and j1— L L

Pray that svisdom and. bliss be more freguent
visitors of . R.B.
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*No ,CCXXX.
d ®
TO Mgs. RIDDEE.

I mavg this moment got the song® from Syme,
&nd I am sorry to see that he has spoilt it a good
deal. It shall be a lesson to m¢ how I lend him
any thing again. '

I have sent you “ Werter,” truly happy to have
any the smallest opportunity of obliging you.

"Tis true, Madam, I saw you once since I was at
Woodlea »and that once froze the very life-blood
of my heart Your reception of me was such, that
a wretch meeting the eye of his judge, aho“‘»fﬂ
prdnounce sentence of death on hi , “Could only
have envied my feelings and situati But I hate
the theme, and never more shn.ll wnte or spehk
on it.

" One*thing I shall proudly say; that I can pay
Mrs. R. a higher tribute of esteem, and appreciate
hef amiable worth more truly, than any man whom
1 have seen approach ber. R. 33 '
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I:Iu. CCXXXI's
TO, Mrs. RIPDEL.

I nave .i)ff.en told you, my dear friend, that you
had a spice ¢f caprice in your compositiop, and you
.have as often disuvowed it ; even perhaps whilg
your opinions were, at the moment, irrefragably
proving it. Could any thing cstrange me from a
friend such as you? —No! To-morrow I shall
have the honour of waiting on you.
Farewell, thou first of friends, anrd most accom-
plished of women ; even with all thy litt}e caprices !
R.B.

[Beauty is s}‘hctimcs a little whimsical, and it is said
that Mrs. Riddel gave the bard the full benefit of the
# caprice” whichhe persists in saying was a part of
her composition. She was no less sensible of :his im-
perfections, but then she did not shut her eyes as many
did on his high qualities, and chronicle nothing in bet
mzmory but that he was always
. “ Crazed wi’ love or daized wi’ drink.”

. Enl
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Ng. CCXXXII
TO Mgzs. RIDDEL.

MADAM,

I RETURN your common-plate book. I have
perused it with much pleasure, and would have
continued my criticisms, but as it seems the critic
has forfeited your esteem, his strictures must lose
their value. .

If it is true that  offences come only from the
heart,” before you I am guiltless. To admire, es
tgem, and prize you, as the most acconpusfied of
women, and the first of friends~if giesc are crimes,
I am the most offending thing alive,« .

In a face where I used to meet the®kind com-
placengy of friendly confidence, now to find cold
neglect, and contemptuous scorn—is a wrench that
my heart can ill bear. It is, however, some kind
of miserable good luck, that while de haut-en-Bas
rigour may depress an unoffending wretch # the
groynd, it has a tendepcy to rowse a stubborn ¢
something in his bosom, which, ;ho'ugh it cannot e
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heal the wounds of his soul, is 1t least an opiate to
Llunt their poignancy. . )
With the profoundest respect for your abili-
*ties ; 5 the.mos{; smon:re esteem, ond ardent regard,
for your gentle heart and amiable manners ; and
the most fervent wish and prayer for your welfare,
peace, and bliss, I have the honour to be, Madam,
your most devoted humble servant,
. R. B.

[The offended lady, soothed by this submissive letter;e
readmitted the bard to her friendship. He found her,
in the words of another minstrel,

“ Forgiving all and good.”

The langnage in which Burns commonly indulged,
even in mixed companies, was racy. and vigorous,
scaring minds of small calibre, and giving occasion to
the sensitive and the delicate to lament that he had not

m%asculine intrepidity of spcech tamed down by
educ and polished company. Eb.] .
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No. CCXXXJL

TO JORN SYME, Esa.

You know that among other high diémtl:.s you
have the honour to be my supreme g ‘Murt of cri-
hcal judiature, fromn which there is no appca.l 1
enclose you a song which I composed since I
8aW you, and I am going to givt you the history
of it. Do you know that among much that I
admire in the characters and manners of those great
folks whom I liave now the honour to call my ac-
qfaintances, the Oswald famjly, there is nothing
charms me more than Mr. Oswald’s unconcealable
attachment to that incomparable woman. Did you
ewer, my dear Syme, meet with a man who dwed
more to the Divine Giver of all gged things than
Mr.O.? A fine fortune ; a pleasing exterior ; sglf-
evident amiable dispositions, andsan ingéhuous up-
right mind, and that informed too, much beyond
the usual run of young fellows of his rank and for-
tune : and to all this, such a woman!—but of
her I shall say nothing at all, in despair of sayifig
any thing adequate: in my song, I have endea-
voured to do justice to ghal would e his feelings,
on seeing in the scene I have drawn, ‘the habitation



268 /THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

of his Lucy. ‘As I am a gohd deal pleased with
‘ty performarice, I in my first fervour thought of
. sending it to Mrs. Oswald, but on second thoughts,
perhaps ¥what I offer as ,the ‘honest incense of
genuine respect, might, from the well-known cha-
racter of poverty and poetrv, be construed into
some modification or other of that servility which
my soul abhors. R. B.

[The song inclosed was that fine one beginning,
’ ‘0 wat ye wha's in yon town,’ , *
The oral communications of the poct with his friend
Jobn Syme were numerous: not so his communica-
tions with the pen: they were for some years near
neighbours, and intercourse by letter was unnecessary.
In one of Cunningham’s letters he says to Burns, ¢ 1
lately reccived a lcttd from our fridhd Barncallie—
what a charming fellow lost to society—born to great
ectations—with superior abilities, a pure heart and
untainted morals ; his fate in life has been hard in-
deed.” It was\the fate of Syme to lose the estate of
Barncallie in Gailoway, which passed from the family
at his fatler’s death. Of his talents something hes
alrcady been said : he was one of the most agreeable
men in company that ever did honour to a toast—he
was celebrated too for his wit, his wine, and his
dinners; some of his epigrams were imputed to Burns.,
His wife, a very handsome woman, was & most affec-
tiondie mother—her chief pleasure lay in seeing her
children healthy and her hugband happy. Eb.]
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No. CCXXXIy.
>

.

Du?nﬁ:iee, 1794.
MADAM,

« Norui®e short of a kind of nbsolute necesgity
(Olﬂd have mude me trouble you with this letter.
Except my ardent and just esteerh for your sense,
taste, and worth, cvery sentiment arising in my
breast, as I put pen to paper to you, is painful.
The scenes I have passed with the friend of my
soul and his agpiable connexions ! the wrench at

wmy heart to think that he is gone, for ever gone
from me, never more to meet in the wanderings
of ;a weary "world ! and the cutting reflection of all,
that I had most unfortunately, thm;;h most unde-
servedly, lost the confidence of thaf soul of worth,
ere it took its flight ! ‘

 Thesg, Madam, are sensatlons of no ordinary
anguish. — However, you also may be offended
with some imputed improprieties of mine; sensi-
bility you know I possess, and sincerity none will
deny me, o

To, oppose those pregldlzes which bave been
raised against me, is not the business ‘of this letter.
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ndgd it is a. warfare 1 know not how to wage.

‘Thé Powers of positive vice I can in some degree

. calculate, and agains$ direct malevolence I can be

on my jnard; buf who can ebtimate the fatuity

of giddy caprice, or ward off the unthinking mis-
chief of precipitate folly?

I have a favour to request of you, Madam ;
and of. your sister Mrs. , through your means.
You know that at the vnsh of my late friend, 1
made & colletion of all my trifles in verse which
I had ever written. They are many ‘of them local,
some of them puerile and silly, and all of them
unfit for the public eye. As I have some little
fame at stake, a fame that I trust may live when
the hate of those who “ watch for my halting,”
and the contumelious sneer of those whom acci-
dent has made iny superiors, will, with themselves,
be gone to the regions of oblivion; I am uneasy*
now for the fate of those manuscripts—Will Mrs.
have the goodness to destroy them, or retwrn
them to me ? 4 As a pledge of friendship they were
btstowed ami that circumstance indeed was all
Jheir merit. Mest unhappily for me, that merit
tlley no longer possess; and I hope thct Mrs.
~—'s goodness, which I well know, and ever
will revere, will not refuse this favour to a maa,
whom she once held in some degree of estimation.

With the sincerest gsteem, I'have the honour to
be: Mﬂdﬂm &c‘- 'y .

‘ . ~ R.B.
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[Burns, on severalfoccasions, recalled both his letters
and verses when on reflegtiog he thought he had begh
too communicative and confidipg. Iti is to be regretted
that rhymes overwgrm, and lettars tod gpep and out-’
spoken, should have fowMd their way to the World. Ep.]

No. CCXXXV,

TO Mz. CUNNINGHAM.

) 95th February, 1%94.

Canst thou minister to a mind diseased ? Canst
tRou speak peace and rest to a soul tost on a sea of
troubles, without one friendly st<t to guide her
course, and dreading that the next surge,may over-
whelm her? Canst thou give to a frame, trem-
blingly alive as the tortures of suspense, the sta-
bility and hardihood of the rock that braves the

¥blast? If thou canst not do the least of thegse,
why wouldst thou disturb me in my miseries, with_

thy i mqumes after me? .
® % B ¥ x #°

For these two months I havesnot been able to
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%o o ongtxtutan snd frame were, ab
W ‘e dtep Ancurable taint of hypo-
.chondria, whlch poisons my existence. . Of late a
number ok, domestic‘vexations, artl some pecuniary
share in the ruin of these cursed times; losses
which, though trifling, were yet what I could ill
bear, have so irritated me, that my feelings at times
could only be envied by a reprobate spirit listening
to the sentence that dooms it to perdition.

Are you deep in the language of consolation ?-

" have exhausted in reflection every topic of’ comfott.x
A heart at ease would have becn charmed with my ’
sentiments and reasonings ; but as to myself, I was
like Judas Iscariot preaching the gospel ; he might
melt and mould the hearts of those around him, but
his own kept its native incorrigibility,

Still therc are-two great pillars ﬂynt bear us up,
amig,the wreck of misfortune and misery. The

*one 1§ composed of the different modifications of
a certain noble, stubborn something in man, knowa
by the names t\f courage, fortitude, magnanimity.
The oruER is made up of those feelings and senti.
ments, which, however the sceptic may deny them,
or the enthusiast disfigurc them, are yet, I am con-
vinced, original and component parts of the human
soul ; those senses of the mind, if I may be allowedz;;
the expression, which connect us with, and link; e,
to, thése awful obscurg realities—an nll-powerﬁll
* and equally beneficent Giod ; and a world to ccme,

,Lbeyond death and the grave. The first gives the
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nerve of combat, 'wjile a ray. of hope"‘ ben.m‘i,,qa the,
‘field : the last pours the balm of cdmfort fhto the
wounds which time can never cure., , .
I do mot remetnber, my dedr Curmin‘!lam, that
you and I ever talked on the subject of religion at
all. I know some who laugh at it, as the'trick of
the crafty FEw, to lead the undiscerning many ; or
at most as an uncertain obscurity, vghigh mankind
can never know any thing of, and with’ which they
are fools if they give themselves muchfo dd. Nor
would 1 8uarrel with a man for his irrrcligion, any
more than I would for his want of a musical ear. 1
would regret that he was shut out from what, to me
and to others, were such superlative sources of enjoy-
ment. It is in this point of view, and for this reason,
that I will deeply imbuc the mind of every child of
nfine with religion. If my son shoutd happen to be a
eman of feeling, sentiment and taste, I shall thyg,add
largely to his enjoyments. Let me flatter myself
that this sweet little fellow, who is just now run-
ning about my desk, will be a man of a melting,
ardent, glowing heart; and an imagl‘nation, delighted
with the painter, and rapt with the poet. Let me
figure him wandering out in a sweet evening, to in-
‘hale the balmy gales, .;,nd enjoy the growing luxu-
,.biggiance of the spring ; himself the while in the bloom-
ing.youth of life. He looks abroad on all nature,
and through nature up to nyjure’s God. His®3oul,
by -swift delighting degregs, is rapt above this sub-
YoL. Vi1, T
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lunary sphere until he can be qllcnt no longer, and
Bursts out into‘the glorisus,enthusiasm of Thomson,

P e “ These,.n8 they change, Almighty Father, thesc
A1 ,bhut the varicd God.-’l‘he rolliy 7 year
1s nf..l of thee.”

And so on in all the spirit and ardour of that charm-
ing bymn. These sre no ideal pleasures, they
arc real delights; and I ask what of the delights
among “the! sons of men are superior, not to say
equal to thm.n> And they have this precious, vast
addition, that conscious virtue stamps them for
their own ; and lays hold on them to bring bersel§
*into the presence of a witnessing, judgiug, and
approving God. B

[The religious enthusiasm of Burn#*was reasonable
and-gractical : he was no heliever in the efficacy of faith"
without works, and regarded all claims to devotion which
were not founded on the charities of life with suspicien.
That he had his moments of doubt and fear is true; he
had too much knawledge to be presumptuous. Ebp.]
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No. CCXXXVI.

TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN.

* Muy) 1794.
My Loz,
. Wues® you cast your eye on the name at the
‘bottom of this letter, and on the title-page of the
book I'do myself the honour to dend your lordship,
a more pleasurable feeling than my vanity tells me,
that it must be a name not cntirely unknown to you.
The generous patronage of your late illustrious
brother found gne in the lowest obseurity : he intro-
wdueed my rustic muse to the partiality of my country;
and to him I owe all. My sense of his goudnesg, and
the anguish of my soul at losing my truly noble pro-
tector and friend, I have endeavoured to express in
a poem to his memory, which have now pyb-
lished. This edition is just fromethe preds ; and in
my gratitude to the dead, and my respect for the
living (fame belies you, my lord, if you possess not
the same dignity of man, which was your noble
‘brother’s characteristic feature), I had destined®a
copy for the Earl of Glencairn. I learnt jusé*now *
that gou are in town :—alJow me to present it you.
I know, my lord, such is the vile, venal contagion
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whlch pervades the world of letters, that professions
o respect frork an auther, particularly from a poet,
to a lord, arg more than suspicious. I claim my by-
past condyet, and thy feelings af this moment, as
exceptions to the too just conclusion. Exalted as
are the honours of your lordghip’s name, and un-
noted as is the ohscurity of mine ; with the upright-
ness of an honest man, I come beforc your lordship,
with an oﬁermg. however humble, ’tis all I have to
give, of my grateful respect ; and to beg of you, my

lord,—'tis all I have to ask of you, that you will do
me the honour to accept of it.

1 have the honour to be, R B.

[The original letter is in the possessica of the Honolir-
able Mrs. Holland, of Poynings. From a memorandu.™

on the back, it uppears to have been written in May,
1794, Ebp.]

”
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®o. CCXXXVIL
TO DR. ANDERSON.

Sir,

I am much indebted to my worl y friend Dr.
Blacklock for introducing me to a gaptlemah of Dr.
,Andu‘aoﬂ s celebrity ; but when you do me the
Imnour to ask my assistance in your proposed pub-,
lication, Alas, Sir! you might as well think to
cheapen a little honesty at the sign of an Advocate's
wig, or humility under the Geneva band, Tam =
miserable hurried devil, worn to the marrow in the
feiction of hokhng the noses of tife poor publicans
to the grindstone of the Excise! and like Milton's
Satan, for private reasons, am forced

. ‘¢ To do what yet tho' damn'd I would abhor.”
—and except a couplet or two of honest execration:
* * * * * * & % R. B.

[Drj Robert Anderson was one of the kindest and
most benevolent authors of his time : his door was never
shut against the deserving, and he held out his hand to
almost all young litcrary aspirants. He was on%of thg
first to discover the genius @f Campbell, and the poet,
ackaowledged his discernment in a dedication. He has
been for some time numbered with the dead. Ep.] ™
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No. C¢XXXVIIL
\ . .
TO DAVID MACCULLOCH, ESQ.
- Dumfrics, 21st. June 1794,
My DEAR Sir,

My lorg prrjected journey through your country
is at last fixed  and on Wednesday next, if you have
nothing of more importance to do, take a saunter
down to Gatehouse about two or three o'clock, I
shall be happy to take a draught of M¢ Kune's best
with you. Collector Syme will be at Glens about
that time, and will meet us about dish-of-tea hour.
Syme goes also to Kerroughtree, and Izt me remind
you of your kind promisc to accompany me there, '

. Will need all the friends I can muster, for I am in-*
deed ill at ease whenever I approach your honour-

ables and right honourables.
yours, sincerely, R.B.

[The endorsement on the back of the original letter
shows what is felt about Burns in far lands.
¢ Given to me by David M“Culloch, Penang, 1810.
. A. FrASER.”
¢ Received 15th December, 1823, in Calcutta, from
“‘Captain Fraser’s widow by me, Thomas Rankine.”

¢ Transmitted to Arclibald Hastie, Longon;
) March 27th,. 1824, from Bombay.” Eb.]
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No.*CCXXXIX,
TO Mrs. DUNLOP.

Castle Douglus, 26% June, 1794,

LIERE In a solitary inn, ina solitary village, am I
sct by myself, to amuse my brooding fancy as I may.
—Solitary confinement you know, is Howard's fa-
vourite idea of reclaiming sinners ; so let me consi-
der by what fatality it happens that I have so long
heen exceeding sinful as to negleet the correspon-
dence of the most valued friend I have on carth. To
tell yoii-shat I have been in poor health will not be
cxcuse enough, though it is truc. I am afraid that
1 am about to suffer for the follies of my youth. My
medical fricnds threaten me with « ﬂymg gout; Jut
I trust they are mistaken. .

I am just going to trouble your critical patience
with the first sketch of astanza I have been framing
as I passed along the road. The subject is Liberty :
you know, my honoured friend, how dear the théime
is to me. I design it an irregular ode for @enerals
Waihmgtons birth-day, After having mentxonedt
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the degeneracy of other kingdoris I come to Scot-
’

land thus : .

. ¢ T 2¢, Calcdonia, thy wild heaths among,
¢, famed for n.artial deed and st >red song,
To'hiee T turn with swimening cyes ;
Where is that soul of frecdom fled ?
Immingled with the mighty dead !
Teneath the hal'owed turf wiere Wallace lics,
Hear it not, Mallace, 1n thy bed of death,

Ye babbling winds in sil : sweep,
“~ Disturb 7¢ not the hero’s sleep.”
; Vol. ili, page 243.

»

with the addithons of

‘¢ That arm which nerved with thundering fate, ‘\
Braved usurpation’s boldest daring !
One quenched in darkness like the sinking star,
And one the palsicd arm of tottering, powerless age.”

You will probably have another scrawl from me
in a stage or two. R. B.
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No. CCXL.

TO Mgz. JAMES JOHNSON.
L ]

.
Suyfrics, 1794.
My veaxk Friexn, l‘u')fl 5 114
Yeo should bave heard from me dong ago; but
sover and above some vexatious share in the pecu-
niary Jasses of these accursed times, I have all this
winter been plagued with low spirits and blue devils,
sothat [ have almost hung my harp on the willow
trees.
1 am just now busy correcting a new edition of
my poems, angl this with my ordinry business, finds
e in full employment.
senddou by my friend Mr. Wallace forty-one
songs for your fifth volume; if we cannot finish
it any other way, what would you think of Scots
words to some beautiful Irish #rs? In the mean
time, at your leisure, give a copy of the Museum to
my werthy fricnd, Mr. Peter Hill, Bookseller, to bind
for me, interleaved with blank leaves, exactly as he
did the Laird of Glenriddel's, that I may insert every
anecdote I can learn, together with my own cfiti-
cisms and remarks on the songs.. A copyef thid
king I shall lcave with you, the cditer, to publish at®
some after period, by way of muking the Museum %
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back famous to, the end of time, and you renowned
fot ever.

- I have{got aa Highland Dirk, Jor which I have
great venerstion ; as it oncewas the dirk of Lord
Babmerino. It fell into bad hands, who stripped it
of the silver mounting, as well ds the knife and fork.
I have some thoughts of sending it to your care, to
get it mounted ancw,

Thank you.for the copies of my Volunteer Ballud
—Qur friend *Clarke has done indeed well! ‘tis
chaste and beautiful. I have not met with any
thing that has pleaged me so much. Youknow I am
no Connoisseur : but that Iam an Amateur—will be
allowed me. R.B.

[ Burns’s anxiety with regard to the corrertnosy i~
his writings was very great. Being questivned as to
his mode of composition, he replied, ¢ All my poetry i
the eflect of easy composition, but of laborious cor-
rection.’” CROMEX.] ¢
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_ No.CCXLL

TO PETER MILLER, Jux. Ese.
»
]
OF DALSWINTON.?

Dunfries Nov, 1794.
DEar Sir, )

s Your “offer is indeed truly generous, and most
sincere]y do I thank you for it ; but in my present
situation, I find that I dare not ac::cpt it.  You well
know my political sentiments ; and were I an insular
individual, unconnected with a wife and a family of
children, with,the most fervid enthusiasm I would
hve volunteered my services: I°then could and
e 'd bave despised all consequences that might
have ensut.

sMy prospect in the Excise is something ; atleast,
it is, encumbered as I am with the welfare, the very
existence, of near half-a-score of hefpless individuds,
what I dare not sport with. .

In ghe mean time, they are most welcome to my
Ode; only, let them insert it as a thing they have
met with by accident and unknown to me.—Nay, if
Mr. Perry, whose honour, after your character of
him I cannot doubt ; if he ill give me an sfldress '
and ehannel by which any thing will &me safe from
those spies with which he may b certain that his™
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v,p;respondoncc is beset, I will Jow and then send
hitn any bagatel]c that I may wnte In the pre-
sent huryy of Europe; nothing but news and poli-
ties will be gegarded ; but against the days of peace,
which Ieaven send soon, my little assistance may
perhaps fill up an idle column..of a newspaper. I
have long had it in my head to try my hand in the
way of Jittle.prpse essays, which 1 propose sending
into the worl through the medium of some news-
paper ; and should these be worth his \whnle‘ to these
Mr. Perry shall be welcome; and all my rewarg
shall be, his treating me with his paper, which, by
the bye, to any body who has the least relish for wit,
is a high treat indeed.

With the most grateful csteem, I am ever,
Dear Sir, R. B.,

[“ In a conversation with his friend Mr. Perry, (the
proprietor of *“ The Morning Chronicle,”) Mr. Miller
regresented to thafgentleman the insufliciency of Burns’s
salary to auswer the, imperious demands of 4 numerous
family. In their sympathy for his misfortunes, and in
their regret that his talents wede nearly lost to theworld
of Letters, these gentlemen agreed on the plan of settling
him in London. To accomplish this most desirable

, object, Mr. Perry, very spiritedly, made the Poet an

handsbme offer of an annual stipend for the exercise of

* his talents in hig newspaper, Burns’s reasons for ref1sing
“this offer are stated in the present letter.”, CroMEK.]
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No. CCRLII.

TO Mg. SAJUEL CLARKE, Jux.

DUMFRIES. °

Sll);[((.l/ Mrning.
. Dx2r Sin,

I was, T know, drunk last night, but I am sober
this m.orning. From the expressions Capt.
made use of to me, had I had nobody's welfare to
care for but my own, we should certainly have
come, according to the manners of the world, to
the necessity:of murdering one another about the
business. The words were such as, generally, I
belicve™mgd in a hrace of pistols; but I am still
Peased to think that I did not ruin the peace and
welfare of a wifc and a family of children in a
drunken squabble. Farther yoa know that the
report of certain political opinigns being®mine, has
already once before brought me to the brink of
destruction. I drcad lest last night's business may
be misrepresented in the same way.—You, I beg.
will take care to prevent it. I tax your wish®for
Mr. Burns's welfare with the tagk of waising as
soop as possible, on gve?y gentleman who was!
present, and state this to him, ax.xd, as you please,
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shew him this letter. What, lafter all, was the
ofjuoxious toast ? * May our ‘success in the pre-
sent war‘i)o equal to the justice of our cause.”—A
toast tha the most outmgoous drenzy of loyalty
cannot obwct to. 1 request and beg that this
morning you will wait on the parties present at the
foolish dispute. 1 suall ouly add, that I am truly
sorry that « Jnan who stood so high in my estima-
tion us Mr. —— , should use me in the manner iz
which I cun(-cue he has done. R. B.

[At thiz period of our poet’s life, when political’
animosity was mads the ground of private quarrel, the
following foolish verses were sent as an attack on
Burns and his {riends for their political opinions. They
were written by some member of a club styling them-
selves the Loyal Natives of Dumfrics, ar rather by the
united genius of that club, which Wgs more distiu-
guished for drunken loyalty, than cither for respectos
bility or poetical talent. The verses were_ ™ .aaed over
the table to Burns at a convivial meeting, and he i ip-
stantly indorsed the subjoined reply.

a THE BOYAL NATIVES' VERSES.
“ Ye stas of seditiop, give ear to my song,
Let Syme, Burns, and Maxwcll, pervade every throng,
‘With Craken the attorney, and Mundell the quack,
Send Willie the monger to hell with a smack.”

BURNS—Ezlempore.
¢« Ye true ¢ Loyal Natives,’ attend to my song,
In uproar and riot rejoice the night long;
"ixrom envy and hatred your corps is exempt;
But where i; your shieiu from the darés of contempt ?* "

e CroMEk. ]
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Wo. CCXLIIL
[0 Mus. RINDEL.

»
Supposes himself to be writing from the Dead to the
& Living.

Manan,

I vane say that this is the first epistle you ever
receive d from this nether world.  1'%Write you from
sthe rewmna of Hell, amid the horrors of the damned.
The tine and manner of my leaving your curth 1
do not exactly know, as 1 took my departure in the
heat of a fever of intoxication, contracted at your
too hospituble mansion ; but, on my arrival here, I
was fairly tried, and scntmc(-d to endure the purga-
{Brial torturcs of this infernal confine for the space

+ Saminety-nine years, cleven months, and twenty-
nine d.tys, >>and all on account of the impropricty of
1y conduct yesternight under your roof. Here am
I, laid on a bed of pitiless fuue with my achjng
head reclined on a pillow of ever-pxercmg thdrn,
while an infernal tormentor, wfinkled, and old, and
crael,shis name 1 think is Recollection, with a whip
of scorpions, forbids peace or rest to approach me,
and keeps anguish cternally awake.  Still, Madgm,
if 1 could in any measure be reinstated in the good,
opinion of the fair urcle;vhom my cond®ct lnst.
night so much injuredy I think & would be an



288 THE WORKS OF RORERT BURNS,

alleviation to' my torments. I,‘or this reason I
tronble you with this letter '0 the men of the

_company I will make no apology —Your husband, -

“'who insilted' ou my drmkmg mgre than I chose,

‘

has no right to blame me ; aad the other gentlemen
were partakers of my guilt. Put to you, Madam,
I have much to apologize. Your good opinion I
valued us one of the greatest acquisitions I had
made on ear-h, and I was truly a beast to forfeit it.
There was a' Miss I too, a woman of fine
sense, gentle and unassuming manners—o make
.on my part, a miscrable d-mned wretch's best'
apology to her. A Mrs. G—, a charmmg wo-
man, did me the honour to be prejudiced in my
favour; this makes me hope that I have not out-
vaged her beyond all forgiveness.—To all the other
ladies please present my humblest coritrition for my
conduct, and my petition for their gracious pardon.,
O all ye powers of decency and decorum ' willbper
to thtm that my errors, though great, were invo-
luntary—that an intoxicated man is the vilest of

’ beasts—-that it wgs not in my nature to be brutal to

any oné—that to be rude to a woman, when in my
senses, wgs impossible with me—but—
%* ¥ * ¥ ¥ ¥

Regret! Remorse! Shame! ye three hellhounds
that ever dog my steps and bay at my heels, spare
.me! gpare me! :

Forglve the offences, and pity the perdition of}
_Madam, your Lumble slavé. R. B.
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No. CCRLIV.
»

TO Mzs. RIDDEL.

Mz. Burns's compliments to Mrsh Riddel —is
much obliged to her for her polig attemtio in
sending ehim the book. Owing to Mr. B. being
*at present acting as supervisor of excise, a depart-
ment that Bceupies his every hour of the day, he
has not that time to spare which is necessary for
any belle-lettre pursuit ; but, as he will; in a Week
or two, agmn return to his wonted leisure, he will
then pay that’  pttention to Mrs. R.%s beautiful song,
““To thee, loved Nith”—which it so well deserves.
WHeR™~ «'pgcharsis’ Travels” come to hand, whlch
Mrs. Riddel mentioned as her gift to the Publi¢
library, Mr. B. will feel honoured by the indulg-
ence of a perusal of them beforg presentation :, it
is a book he kas never yet segn, and tift regula-
tions of the library allow too little leisuré for deli-

berate reading.
Friday Evening.
P.S. Mr. Burns will be much obliged to Mes.
Riddel if she will favour him with a perusal gf any »

of her poetical pieces whlcbhe may not have seen.
Dmﬁm—lm .,

VoL, V1I. U -
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. Ll am indebted to my friend St" Andrew Halliday
for, this characteristic not. He # now in the West
,{ndies, an(} wil'l not likelysec this edition of his favourite
po till 3l the'volumes have issugd from the press.
When he opéhs it he will obseove how much use I have
made of the many interesting conversations with which
he indulged me—his tagte is as tree as his heart is warm
~und in all mattors connected with the history and
literature of §cogland, I have never found him at a loss.
In the song df * To thee loved Nith” alluded to by the
poct, there are rome fine verses,

“ And now your hanks and bonnie braes

But waken sad remcmbrance’ smart .

The very shpdes I held most dear ;«
Now strike fresh anguish to my heatt :

Descrted bower ! where arc they now?
Ah! where the garlands that I wove

‘With faithfal care—each morn to deck
The altars of ungrateful love.

‘The flowets of spring how yay they\.blbome(l
When lust with him 1 wandered heré,
The flowers of spring are past away
For wintry horrors dark and drear. -t
Yon osicr'd stream by whose lonc banks -
My songs have lulled him oft to rest
Is now in icy fetters locked—
Cold as py false love’s frozen breast.” Ep.)
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~ Not CEXLV,

TO "MISS,FONTENELLE,

Dumfries, 1795,
Mapaa,

In such a bad world as our's, those who add to
the scanty sum of our pleasures, are j)oslmely our
benefactors.  To you, Madam, on our” humble

, Dumfri¢s boards, I have been more indebted for
entertainment than ever I was in prouder theatres.
Your charms as a woman would eusure applause
to the most indifferent actress, and your theatrical
talents would ensure admiration to the plainest
figure. 'llns, Madam, is not the unmeaning or
nsidious cotgpilment of the frivoious or interested ;
1 .%y it from the samec honest impulse that the

sublime (‘f‘ nature excites my admiration, pr her

Reauties ‘give me delight.
Will the foregoing lines* be of any service to

you in your approaching benefit night? If shey
will 1 shall be prouder of my musc ‘than ever.
They are nearly extempore : 1 know they have no
great merit ; but though they should add but little
to the entertainment of the evening, they give me
the happiness of aa opportunity to declare Row
much I have the honour to be, &g, (N b

° g . R.B, *

>,
+ Vide vol. iii. page 884. .
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No! CCXLVL
T() Mas. DUNLOP.

w 156th Decemlber, 1795.
My Dear Frieno, :

As 1 am in a complete Decemberish humour, '

gloomy, sullen, stupid, as even the Deity of Dul-
ness herself could wish, I shall not drawl out a
heavy letter with a number of heavier apologies
for my late silence. Only one I shall mention,
because I know you will sympathi%e in it : these
four months, a sweet little girl, my youngest child,
has heen so ill, that every day, a M or less
threatened to terminate her existence. There had
much need be many pleasures annexed to the states
of shysband and ftther, for, God knows, they have
many peduliar carec. 1 cannot desctibe to you the
anxious, sleepless hours thege ties frequently give
me. I seea train of helpless little folks; me and
my exertions all their stay: and on what a brittle
thread does the life of man ha.ng‘ If I am nipt off
" at the'command. of fate' eyen in all the vigour of
* manhood as I am—such things happen every day
°<~Gracious Giod ! what would become of my little
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flock! 'Tis here that I envy your people of fer-
tune.—A father on his death-bed) taking an awer-
lasting leave of his childrem, has indegd wbc enough 2
but the man of competent fortunc legves his sons
and daughters mdependency and friends ; while I—
but I shall run disgracted if I think any longer on
the subject !

To leave talking of the matter sQ gir'wely, 1 shall
sing with the old Scots ballad— '

“ O that 1 had ne'er been married,

1 would never had pae care;

Now I’ve gotten wife and bairus,
They cry crowdie! eve.rmair.

Crowdie! ance; crowdie! twice,
Crowdie ! three times 1n a day ;

An ye, crowdie! ony mair,
Ye'll crowdie! 8’ my mcal away.”’—

B Deu'mber, 24th.
We have had a brilliant theatre here this season ;
only, as all other business does, it experiences a
stagnation of trade from the epjdemical complaint
of the country, want of cash, 1 meisioned our
theatre merely to in an occasional Address
which I wrote for the benefit-night of one of the

actresses, and which is as follows—
ADDRESS, b

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON NER BENEFIT-NIGUT, Df 4, 1708,
AT THE THEATW) wnnhs.

“sﬂnnxlmmnweympﬁﬂdhvm"
m&u‘.iﬂ.p.m‘ﬁ
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. ' \25th, Christmas Morning.

. This, ny mugh-loveu fricnd, is a morning of
wxs.Tnes ; accgnt mine—so heaven Liear me as they
are sincere! that blessings ma.y attend your steps,
and affliction know you not!. In the charming
words of my favouvrite author, “ The Man of Feel-
ing,” ‘May the Great Spirit bear up the weight of
thy grey hairs and blunt the arrow that brings
them rest!” ¢

Now that I talk of authors, how do you like
Cowper? Is not the “Task™ a glorious poem ?

" The religion of the “Task,” bating a few seraps of
Calvinistic divinity, is the religion of God and
Nature; the religion that exalts, that ennobles
man. Were not you to send me your * Zeluco,” in
return for mise ? “Tell me how you lilre my marks
and notes through the book. I would not giyea

" farthing for a book, unless I were at libasty to blot
it with my criticisms.

I have latcly collected, for a friend's perusal, all
my letters ; I mearf-those which I first sketched, in
a rough cfraught aud afterwards wrote out fair.
On looking over some old ixusty papers, which,
from time to time, I had parcelled by, as trash that
were scarce worth preserving, and which yet at the
same time I did not care to destroy; I discovered
many of'these rude sketches, and have written, and

. 4m writing thefa out, in a bound MS. for my

'I:;;nd’s library. As I wrote always to you the
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)\ . P

rhapsody of the moment, I cannot find a single

seroll to you, except oue, bout thd commencensent

of our acquaintance. If there were ard possible®
° Y3

conveyance, I %ould send you a pegusal of my

book.

. R. B.

[Burns generally carried Cowper’s $Task” in his
pocket, and took it out when he fo“ful hineself in a
lonely rgad, or in a brewhouse where he had to wait
*sometimes to *‘ gauge the browst.” The copy which
he usad was one lent to him by Mrs. Dunlop, he en-
riched the margins with notes, critical and commen-
datory, and from the number of the marks and the
frequency of the praise it appears that the English bard
was a great favourite. This precious volume was after
she death of the poct placed in thedibrary at Dunlop :
but the famﬂy carrying it with them one winter to
Ediuburygh, it was unfortunately destroyed by fire,
along with 3ther volumes which had been in tb® hands
8f Burns, and attested cqually his feclings and taste.

En.] |
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No. CCXLVII.

TO Mzr. ALEXANDER TINDLATER,

SUPERVISOR OF EXCISE, DUMFRILS.

Sig,

Encuosep are the two schemes. 1 would not
have troubled you with the collector’'s one, but for
suspicion lest it be not right. Mr. Erskine pro-
mised me to make it right, if you will have the
goadness to show him how. As I have no copy of
the scheme for iayself, and the alte;ations beiny
very considerable from what it was formerly, I hope
that I, ehall have access to this scheme} send you,
when I come to face up my new books. So much
for schemes—And that no scheme to betray a
FRIEND, or mislead.a sTRANGER ; to seduce a yYoune
GIRL, Or Tob B HEN-R0OST ; to subvett LiBERTY, Of
bribe an Exc1sEMAN ; to disthrb the GENERAL A8-
SEMBLY, OF annoy & GossIPPING ; to overthrow the
credit of orTHODOXY, or the authority of oLp sowgs ;
to Lppose your wishes, or frustrate my hopeg—mA¥

‘easpBa~is the sincere wish and prayer of .
R. B."”
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*No. CCXLVIIL

TO THE EDITOR
OF THE MORNING CHRONICLE.

. I);ngﬁ'i(-.v, 1795.

Sir,

You will see by your subscribtrs’ list, that I have
been about nine months of that number.

I am sorry to inform you, that in that time,
seven or eight of your papers either have never been
sent me, or glse have never reached me. To be
deprived of any one number of-the first newspaper
in Great Byjtain for information, ability and, inde-
nendence, is what I can ill brook and bear; but to
be deprived of that most admirable oration of the
Marquis of Lansdowme, when he made the great,
though ineffectual attempt, (in she langudfe of the
poet, J fear too true,)™ to save a SINKING STATE '—
this was a loss that I neither can, nor will forgive
yon—That paper, Sir, never reached me; but I
demnd it of you. I am a Briton; ‘and musrbe

interested in the cause of L1BERTY:—I am 8 MaN

the RIGHTS of nusMANRATURE eannot be indif-e
ferent tome,” However, do not let me mislead yor:,
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4 am not a man in that situation of life, which, as
your subscribe!, can be uf any consequence to you,
in the cy\us of those w‘ whom sI1TUATION OF LIFE
ALONE is the criterion of yan.—4 am but a plain
tradesman, in this distant, obscure country town :
but that humble domicile in which I shelter my wife
and children, is the CasTeLLum of a Briton ; and
that scenty, hard-earned income which supports
them, is as trnly my property, as the most magni-
ficent fortune, of the most puUISSANT MEMBER of
your HOUSE of NOBLES.

.These, Sir, are _my sentiments ; and to them I
subscribe my name: and were I a man of ability
and consequence enough to address the puBLic, with
that name should they appear.

1 am, &ec.

t ~

[*¢ This letter”” says Cormek *‘ owes its origin to the
following circumstance. A neighbour of the Poet’s at
Duwmfries, called on him and complained that he had
been gréidly disappeinted in the irpegular delivery of
the Paper of The Morning ORronicle. Burus asked,
¢ Why do not you write to the Editors of the Paper
Good God, Sir, can 7 presume to write to the learned
Editors of a Newspaper ?—Well, if you are afraid of
wntmg to the-Editors of a Newspaper, 7 am not; and
xf you Yhink proper, I'll firaw up a sketch of a leﬁer

which you may fopy.

< ‘Burn’s tore a léuf from hm excise book, and mstmtl y
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produced the sketc{ which I have transcribed, amﬂ
which is here printed. Thg paor man thanked him, a{\‘de
took the letter home. Howeves, that caution ghich t
watchfulness of higenemies had tught’hiln to exerciss®
prompted him to the pruslence of begginda friend to
wait on the person for whom it was written, and request
the favour to have it r@urned. This request was com-
plied with, and the paper never appeased in print.”

James Perry, editor and proprictor of the Morning
Chronicle, was onc of the most intell}gplt and enter-
prising of British Journalists. He cogsideredehimsclf
to be a somnd old Whig, and by his satiric sallics and
Sharp scrutiny of public men and motives was as a
thistle #nd a thorn to the Tories fqr a full quarter of
a century. He was one of the first in giving interest
and importance to

“ The folio of four pages,”

which it bas jnaintained and more than maintained
sifffe. Perry wak a native of Aberde®n : he was social
and friendly and held fast by his integrity, during very
trying and chgugeful times, Ep. ]
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No. CCXLIX.'

TO CQLONEL W. DUNBAR.

i 0
'

I am not gone to Elysium, most noble Colonel,
but am still here in this sublunary world, serving
my God by propagating his image, and honouring
my king by begetting him loyal subjects.* Many
happy returns of the season await' my friend ! May
the thorns of care never beset his path ! May peace
be an inmate of his bosom, and rapture a frequent
visitor of his soul ! May the blood-hounds of rgis-
fortune never trace his steps, nor the Sereech-owl of
sorrow alarm his dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy
hourh, and pleasure number thy days,7hou friend of
the Bard! Blessed be he that blesseth thee, ahd
cursed be he that curseth thee! -

. {William Dunbar was one of the Edinburgh friends'of
the Poet ; and Colonel of the Crochallan Fenciblez—a
Club of choice Spirits, whose motto was wit and wine.

..-En.]
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No. CCL,

TO Mr. HERON,

OF HERON.

Dumfries, 594, or1795.
SiR. v
I EncrLosE you some copies of a couple of poli-
tical ballads ; one of which, I believe, you have
never seen. Would to Heaven I could make you
master of as many votes in the Stewartry—but—

‘* Who does the utmost that he can,
Does well, pcts nobly, angels could o more.”

In order to.bring my humble efforts to bear with
more effect on the foe, I have privately prin
ggod mury coples of both ballads, and have: sent
them among friends all about the country.

To pillory on Parnassus the rgpk reprobation of
character, the utter dereliction of all princifle, in a
profligate junto whichhas not only outraged virtue,
but violated common decency ; which, spurning
even hypocrisy as paltry iniquity below their daring ;
—to unmask their flagitiousness to the broadest
day—to deliver such over to their merited fate, is«
snrely not merely mnocenr} bat ﬁwdnble is not
only propriety, but virtde. You have already, as
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your auxiliary, the sober detestaiion of mankind on
the heads of Your oppcnents ; and I swear by the
lyre of Thalia to mustér on your side all the votaries
of horiest laughter, and fair, candid ridicule !

T am extrcmely obliged to you for your kind men-
tion of my interests in a lester which Mr. Syme
shewed me. At present my situation in life must
be in a great measure stationary, at least for two or
threc years. , The statement is this—I am on the
supervisors’ 17:t, and as we come on there by pre-
cedency, in two or'three years I shall be &% the head
of that list, and be appointed of course. Then, a
FR1END might be of service to e in getting me
into & place of the kingdom which I would like.
A supervisor’s income varies from about a hundred
and twenty to two hundred a year; but the busi-
ness is an incessant drudgery, and would be nef:ly
a complete bar to every species of literary putsuit.
The noment I am appointed supervisqx, in the com-
mon routine, I may be nominated on the collector’s
list ; and this is always a business purely of political
putronage. A coll~ctorship varies much, from better
than two hundred :. year to near a thousand. They
also come forward by precedeney on the list ; and
have, besides a handsome income, a life of complete
leisure. A life of literary leisure with a decent com-
petency, is the summit of my wishes. It would be
the piudish affectation of silly pride in me to say
that I do not ueed, ‘or warild not be indebted to a
political friend ; at the same time, Sir, 1 by no means
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lay mY affairs before you thus, to hook my depend,
ant situation on your benewolence. If, in my pro-
gress of life, an Opcnmg should \cur where the .
good offices of aggentleman ofyour pubhc chiaractdt
and political consequende might bring e forward, 1
shall petition your ggodness with the same frankness
as I now do myself the honout to subscribc myself,
. R.B.

o [Part of this letter was printed by Currie; the whole
“was published in the Reliques by Cromek. In the note
on theElection Ballads+a mistake wus made, which .the
editor sought to #épair in his observations on the song
to the air of the Banks of Cree: he had no wish ‘to give
pain, and certainly no desire to say what was untrue.
Patrick Heron, to whom this letter is addressed, died,
a#%ll his friewdd would desire to di€—in bed, at peace
with himself and"with mankind. Ep,]
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No. CCLI.

TO Mrs. DUNLOP.

IN LONDON.

Dunfries, 20th Decembés, 1796. .,

" 1 mave been prodigiously disappointed in this
London journey of yours. In thé+first place, when
your last to me reached Dumfrics, I was in the
country, and did not return until too late to answer
your letter ; in the next place, I thoupht yon would
certainly take this route; and now I Enow not what
is become of you, or whether this may reach you at
all.—~God grant that it may find youand yours in
prospering health and good spirits ! Do let me héar
from you the soonest possible.

As Iskope to g'é’t' a frank frém ggy friend Captain
Miller, I shall every leisure henr, tuke up the pen,
and gossip away whatever comes first, plose or
poetry, sermon or song. In this last article I have
abpunded of late. I have often mentioned to you a

. superh publication of Scottish Songs, which is
. making its appéaranceria your great metropolis, and
. ®here I have "the honour So preside over the Scot-
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tish verse, as no: less a_ persorage than Petel
Pindar does over the Lng:,hs'h

- ® * Decamber 29th.

Since I began this lctter, T have been appointed
to act in the capacty of supervisor here, and I
assure you, what with the load of basiness, and what
with that business being new to me, I equld scarcely
have commanded ten minates to have "poken to you,
had you been in town, much less to have written you
¢m cpistle. This appointment is only temporary,
and duzing the illness of the present incumbent ; but
I lqok forward #g an carly period when I shnll be
appointed in full form : a consummation qsvoutly
to be wished ! My politicul sins scem to be forgiven
m.e; . N .

e .
L
B

This is the season (New-ycar's.day is now my
date) of wishing; and mine are most fervtatly *
offered up for you! May life to you be a positive
blessing while it Ists, for your own sake ; and that
it may yet be greatly prolonged, # my wxsb for my
own sake, and 4or. the sake of the rest of*your
friends* What a " tmnsnent business is life! Very
lately I was a.boy ; but t'other day I was a young
man ; and I already begin to feel the rigid fibre apd
stiffening joints of old age coming fast o’er my i.'rqme.
With all my follies of youthygnd I fenr, a few vices
of memhood, still I congratulate mys¢if on having
had in carly days religion strongly dmpressed onmy

VOL. VI x
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:mind. I have nothing to say to any one as to which
seet he belongy to, or wnat. creed he believes : but I
Jook on Whe man, who is firmly persuaded of infinite
wisdom and goodness, superintenting and directing
every circumstance that can happen in his lot—I
felicitate such a man as having a solid foundation
for his mental £njoyment ; a firm prop and sure
stay, in the houyr of dificulty, trouble, and distress ;
and a never-failing ancher of hope, when he looks
beyond the grave.
January, 12th.

You will have scen our worthy and ingenjous
fribnd, the Doctor, long ere this. I hope he is well,
and beg to be remembered to him. I have just been
reading over agam, 1 dare say for thg hundred and
fifsieth time, his View of Society ands Manners ; “hnd
still 1 read it with delight. His humour is per-
fectly original—it is neither the humeur of Addison,
nor Swift, nor Sterne, nor of any body but Dr.
Moore. By the bye, you have deprived me of
Zeluco, remembé. that, when you are disposed to
rake up the sins ‘of my negle‘ct%'om among the

ashes of my laziness, .
He has paid me a pretty compliment, by quoting
mg in his last publication.* R.B.
v * * & % % %
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No. CCLIIL
ADDRESS OF 1 Scoren DistinLegs

L ) ‘ L]
THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM PITT.

L]
S R,

WuiLe pursy burgesses crowd your gate, sweat
ing under the weight of heavy addresses, permit us,
the quondam distillers in that part of Great Britain
called Scotland, to approach you, not with venal
apftobation, bub with fraternal coldolence ; not as
what you are just now, or for some time have been ;
but as what, iy all probability, you will shortly be.—

Ve shall have the merit of not deserting our friends
in the day of their calamity, and you will have the
satisfaction of perusing at least qpe honest address.
You are well acqiizinted with the dissection of human
nature y 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 obstr-
vation may doubt of it, or the raw,inexperionée of
youth may deny it, those,wfﬁ) make ghe fatal expe-
riment we have done, will feel.—You are a statels

- ]



308 THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.

aman, and consequently are not ignorant of the traffic

of ¢hese corporption 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, likewise, hav.e their price. With
that sullen disdajn which you can so well assume,
rise, illustrious Sir, and spurn these hireling efforts
of venal stupigdity. At best they are the compliments
of a man’s frie..ds on the morning of his cxecution :
they take a decent farewell ; resign you to your fate ;
and hurry away from your approaching hour.

If fame say true, and omens bemot 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 sym-
pathy of fellow-tecling to hail your passage to %uc
realms of ruin.

Wkether the sentiment proceed frgpn the selfish-
ness or cowardice of mankind is immaterial ; but,to
point out to a child of misfortune those who are
stdl more unhappy, is to give him some degree of
positive enjoyments In this light;’Sir, our downfal
may be again useful to you:—Though not sxactly
in the same way, it is not perhaps the first time it
has gratified your feelings. It is true, the triumph
of our evil star is exceedingly despiteful.—At an
"age when others are the votaries of pleasure, or un-

¢ derlmgs in bugmess, yf)u had attained the highest
vwish of a British _Statesman and with the ordinary
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date o human life, what a prosfect was before you! »
Deeply rooted in Hoyal JFubouk, youl,overshadowed
the land. The birds of passage, whieh Sollo® minis-, ¢
terial sunshine lhrough every clime pf political
faith and manners, flocked to vour branches; and
the beasts of the ficlce (the lordly possessors of hills
and valleys), crowded under your shade. * But be-
hold a watcher, a holy one came down from heaven,
and cried aloud, and said thus : lIew dovm the tree,
and cut of his branches ; shake of Mis leaves, and
spatter hi® fruit ; let the beasts get away from under
it, and !.hc fowls from his branches ! A blow from
an unthought-of quarter, onc of those terrible ac-
cidents which peculiarly mark the hand of Omni-
potence, overset your career, and laid all your fan-
cied honours in the dust. But turn your eyes, Sir,
to #he tragic gctnes of our fate.—An ancient na-
tion that for many ages had gallantly maintained
the unequal struggle for independence withs her &
much more powerful neighbour, at last agrees to
a union which should ever after make them one
people. In consideration of certgin circumstances,
it was covenanted that the forneer should enjoy a
stipulatgd alleviation in her share of the public
burdens, particularly in that branch of the revenue
called the Excise. This just privilege has of late
given great umbrage to some interested, powerﬁxl
individuals of the more potgnt parg of the efipire,
and they have spared no gvicked pair%, under insi-
dious pretexts, to subvert what they dared not'
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"openly to attack, frdm the dread which they‘yet en-
tertained of the spirtt of their ancient enemies.
. In this conspiracy we fell; nor did we alonc
suffer, our,country was deeply wounided. A number
of (we will say) respectable individuals, largely
engaged in trade, where we were not only use-
ful but absolutely necessary to our country in her
dearcst, interests ; we, with all that was near and
dear to us, were sacrificed without remorse, to the
infernal deityof political expediency! We fell to.
gratify the wishes of dark envy, and tht views of
unprincipled ambition! Your foes, Sir, werc avowed;;
were too brave to take an ungencrous advantage ;
you fell in the face of day.—On the contrary, our
enemies, to complete our overthrow, contrived to
make their guilt appear the villany, of a nation.—
Your downfal 'only drags with yow your prvate
friends and partisans: in our misery are more or
Icssinvolved the most numerous gnd most valu-
able part of the community—all those who imme-
diately depend on the cultivation of the soil, from
the landlord of a gprovince, down to his lowest hind.
Allow us, Sir, ‘yet farther, just to hint at ano-
ther rich vein of comfort in the dreary. regions
of adversity ;—the gratulations of an approving
conscience. In a certain great assembly, of which
you are a distinguished member, panegyrics on your
privaYe virtues. have so,often wounded your delicacy,
that we shall'not distlg;:sseyou with any thing.on the
"“subject. There,s, however, one part of your public
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condutt which our feclings w’“ll not permit us fee
pass in silence ; out gratitufle fnust erespass on ypur
modesty; we mean, worthy Sir, yobg whble beha-
viour to the Secgs Distillers.2-In evil hours, when
obtrusive recollection pfcsses bitterly o.n the sense,
let that, Sir, come li§e an healing angel, and speak
the peace to your soul which the world can ncither
give nor take away.

We have the honour to. hc‘,
Sir, * *
Your sympathizing fellow-sufferers,
And grateful humble Servants,
JonN BarLEYcoRN—DPrases.

#This iron'g':a! Address was found among the Papers
of the Poet. In cvil hours when obtrusive recollee-
tions pressed bitterly on the sense, perhaps the remem,
brance ofshaving aided in crushing the great and glorious
stirit of Burns came with no healing on its wings across
the mind of Pitt. The success of Nupoleon avenged the .
sufferings of the bard : nor has thy memory of the fate
Lord Melville escaped without veproach. When the
copyright of Burns’s works was debated in the House of
Lords in 1812, Earl Grey dwelt upon the sinfulness of
having neglected such a genius, and assigned to Lord
Melville a greater share in starving him than some of
of his Jordship’s friends scemed to relish, En.l .
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No. CCLIL

HON. THE ’lfKOVOST, BAILIES, AND TOWN
COUNCIL OF DUMFRIES.

GENTLEMEN,

TaeE literary taste and liberal spirit of your good
town has so ably filled the various departments of
your schools, as to make it a verygreat ochct. for
a parent to have his children educafed in them.
< Still, to me, a stranger, with my large family, and
very stinted income, to give my yoiag ones thaf
education I wish, at the high-school fees which ‘a

* stranger pays, will bear hard upon me.

Some years agé'; your good town did me the
honour of making me an honorary Burgess.—
Will you allow me to request that this mark of dis-

" uinction may extend so far, as to put me on a foot-
ing (of a real freeman of the town, in the schools
. If yqu are so very kind as to grant my request,
Jt will certainly be a cetistant incentive to me to
« strein every neive where I Can officially serve you;
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and wrill, if l)(hbl])lc, increasd that grateful respgct
with which I hava the honouf to bs,
. Gentlenen, \
eYour devotet humbie Servant,
R. B.

[The Provost and Bailies complicd at once with the
humble request of the Poet : he was Tndivced to make it
through the perswarions of James (ray and Thomas
Whltc asters of the Grammar School of Dumfries.
*These were not ordinary men : the ““Sabbath among the |
Mountains,” and the * Cona” of the former, show much
poetic fecling, while the mathematical discoveries of the
latter give him a station among the followers of scienee.
Gray, an accomplished scholar, ardent and enthusiastic,
died in the Last Indics : White, equally ardent and im-
ptuous remgnad at home. Their memories are still held
in grateful remeriibrance on the Banks of Nith. En,]
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No. CCLIV,
TO Mgzs. RIDIEL.

t " Dumfries, 20th January, 1796,

I canvor expyess my gratitude to you for allow-
ing me a longer perusal of “ Anacharsis.” "n fact,
I never met with a book that Lewitched me so

much; and I, ag'a member of the library, must

warmly feel the obligation you have laid us under.

Indeed to me, the obligation is strunger than to any

other individual of our society ; as “ Anacharsis’ is

an indispensable desideratum to a som 6f the muses.
The health you wished me in your morning's
o card, is, I think, flown from me for ever. I have
not been able to leave my bed to-day®ill dbout an
hour ago. These wickedly unlucky advertiscroents
“Ilent (1 did Wrongi) to a friend, and I am ill able
to go in quest of him.
The muses have not quite forsaken me. The
following detached stanzas 1 intend to interweave

in some disastrous tale of a shepherd.
R. B.
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No. CCLyV.
'TO® Mxs. DYNLOP.

Dumfrirs, .'Sl;l,’unua.ry, 17496.

Tugse many months you have®een two packets
in my debt—what sin of ignorance I bave com-
mitted against so highly valued a friend I am uttecry
at a loss to guess.  Alas! Madam, ill can I afford,
at this time, to be deprived of any of the small
remnant of my pleasures. I have lately drunk deep
of the cup pf aflliction. The autumn robbed me of
Thy only deufhter and darling ¢hild, and that at a
distance too, and so rapidly, as to put it out of my
power §o pay the last duties to her. 1 hadscareg” »
ehegun to recover from that shock, when I became
myself the victim of a most severe rheumatic fever
and long the dic spun doubtful; until afier many
weeks of a sick bed, it scems to have turned up
lifepand I am beginuing to crawl across my room,
and once indeed have been before my own door in

the street.
“ When p ¢ fascinates the tal sight,
Aﬂhction purifies the visual ray,
Religion hails the drggr, the ungried night.
And shats, for gver Bhuts ! life's doubtful da

R.°B..”
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the poet with somelittl4 dicpleasure.during the evening
of his daya. H) polit' zal sits and convivial delin-
Yuencies were likewy the canse of this: it is however
doubtful whether or not “she kpew of ‘is sinking con-
dition. That the bright career of Burns was so soon to
conclude in the darkness of deathtecems never to have
crossed the mind of, friend or foe till he returned from
the Brow a dying man. Eb. ]

(it secms all but certkin that Mrs. Dunlop regasded

#No. CCLVI.

TO Mgs. RIDDEL,

Who had desired him to go to the Birth-Day Assembly
- , on that day to shew his loyalty.

' e Dumfries, 4tk June, 1796.

I ax in such miserijole health as to be utterly in-
capable of shewing my loyalty in any way. Rackt
as I am with rheumatisms, I mect every face with
a greeting, like that of Balak to Balaam—* Come
cursesme Jacob; and come defy me Israel!” So
say I—Cpme curse me that east wind; and come,
defy me the north ! VVot‘.id‘you have me in such
e.renmstances copy you out a love-song ?
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1 'muy perhaps see you (&.Snturday, but I wiil
not be at the ball'—Way ghifuld 1 ¥ “man delights
not me, nor woman cither!”  Can Jou supply md
with tue song,® Let us all’ he unhanpy together”
—do if you can, and oblige le pauvre miserable.

4 . R. B.

[This is the luat letter which Burds addressed to
the beautiful and accomplished Mrs, Riddel. Tnad-
s dition T the composition of a very admirable me-
meir of the poet, that lady bestirred herself much in
rousiag his friends both in Scotland and England to
raise 2 monument at Dumfries to his memory.  She
subseribed largely herself: she induced others to do
the samne, and she corresponded with both Banks and
Flpxman on*the subject of designs.  Her letters are
now bhefore fae: one of them will suflice to show the
reader that Mrs. Riddel had forgiven the bard for all
hi> lampoone, and was carnest in doing his memoi§

lonour :
¢ Sin,

¢« IN answer to yours of the 10th last month, I Will
trouble you with a few lines on t‘: subject of the bard’s
monwnent, having corresponded with several persons
upon the subject (Dr. Currie, 8c¢.) whose judgment is
very far prefcrable to mine, aud we all agree that the
first thing to be done is to collect what money cus be
got for that purpose, in which we will aZ/ do what ser-
viee we can as soon as the posthumops works are puli-
lishgd ; but those who argat R11 seddled with that busi-
ness must get i off their hands before they commenty
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awnsther undertaking. P rhaps an application, or af any
rate the consulting with /lrf Flaxmafi on the subject of
the dcsngn', &c.‘,n;_ght anbwer better from and with
pcrsmm he is alrt.ady acquumcd with, and more heads
than ese shoulli be called in ¢ounsel on the occasion.

* If, therefore, you or the other gentlemen concerned in
this project think it proper, I will talk it over with
Mr. Flaxman and some other artisgs, friends of his,
whom I krow, and Mr. F. can then let you know hix
ideas on the subyect. The monument should be cha-
racteristic of hinf to whom it is raised, and the artist
must somchow be made acquainted with him.and Zés

“wurks, which it is possible he may not be at present.
The inscription should be first rate. 1 think ither
Roscoe or Dr. Darwin would contribute their talents
for the purpose, and it could not be given into better
hands. 1 have no names to add to yonr list; but when-
ever that for the posthumous works is clo.ge(l 1 will set
1o work in carnest. Pray remcnber nie ¢» Mr. Syme
when you see him, from whom, I know not ewhy, I never

L e,

1 am, Sir, M

¢ Your humble servant,

. “ Maria Rippen.”’

‘“ Richmond, 20th Mayy1799.”

L4

Of the merits of the designs it is diflicult to judge
without the drawings: Mrs. Riddel admired two, of
which she gives the following description. ¢ The first,
whigh I think the handsomest, is a shrine enclosing a
very beautlful female figure bending over a sort of
ts‘m-coplmgus, whick is parl.l.y covered by drapery This

o8 really very elef;ant and clapsioal, but it is expengive,
"‘he séeond dmgn is a female figure, likewise very
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clegaftt, on a pedestal : with tLh addition of an attri-
bute, either of these might ]»egfuken for (oxlla, whowm
Burns delighted to personify a¥ his zdardian’ genius.’
These dmgns were by Fluxmare: they seem not to have
plensed the friends of thopoet in the vale 'of Nith: the
wteution of a monument was abandoned till a luter day,
when it was successtully revived by William Grierson
in Dumfries, and.the late Alesander Kev, Exq. in
London. It would have been as well had the iculpture
cqualled the clegance of the architectural shrive which
encloses it: that this is the opiniord of others well

" qualificd to judge, the following passnge of a letier to

the Editor from one of our greatest living poets will "
abundenutly show :

*¢ Last summer I visited Stafta, Iona, and part of the
Western Jighlands, and returned through your town
of Dumfries, having for the first time passed through
Burns’s couniry. It gave me much pleasure to see
Kilnarnock, l\!au(-lllmo, M(mgu.l Farm, the Ayr,
which we crossed where he winds his way most roman-
tically through rocks and woods: and to have - sigl”
of Irwin @ud IMgar, which naebody sung till he named
tem in inmnortal verse. The banks of the Nith I had
seen before, and was glad to renew my acquaintanee
with them. By the bye, what a s¢Zry piece of sculpturce
is Burns’s monument in I)umfnes dnur«.hyard—-mon-
trous dn conception and clumsy in exccution. It is a
disgrace to the memory of the poet.” Eb.]
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No. CCLiVLL.

TO Mz. JAMES JOHNSON,

EDINBURGIIL.

Dumfries, 4th July, 1796.
How are you, my dear fricnd, and how comes on
your fifth volume ? You gnay probably think that
for some time past I have neglected jou and your
work ; but, alas! the hand of pain, ‘and sorrow,
«gnd care, has these many months lain heavy on
me! Personal and domestic afllictio.. have almost
entirely banished that alacrity and life with which 1
uzed to woo the rural muse of Scotia.

You are a good, worthy, honest fellow, and have
a good right to live in this world—because you
deserve it. Many a merry meeting this publication
has given us, and possibly it may give us more,
though), alas! I fear it, This protracting, slow,
congummg illhiess which hangs over me, will, 1
‘doubt\‘much my ever dear friend, arrest my sun
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befare he has well reached his middle carecrgsayd
will turn over the poet t8 far more important con-
cerns than studying ‘the® ljﬂhaqor. of &it, or thp
pathos of sentignent! Iowever, Impc is the cordial
of the human heart, and leendeavou? to cherish it
as well as I ean. o

Let me hear from you ®as soon as convenicnt.
—Your work is a great one; and now that it is
fipished. T sce, if we were to beggr agdin, two or
three things that might be mended; yet P will ven-
ture te pLrophesy, that to future ages your publica-
tion will be the text-book and standard of Scotfisin
sond and music. *

I am ashaned to ask another favour of you,
because you have been so very good already ; but
my wife has a very particular friend of hers, a
yeung ladx'who sings well, to whom she wishes to
present the “ Scots Musical Museun.” 1f you
have a spare copy, will you be so obliging asg’ s
send it" Ly the very first fy, as [ am anxious to
have it soon.

- .
Yours cver, R. 18

[*“In this humble and delicate manner did poor
Burns ask for a copy of a work of which he was_prin-
cipully the founder, and to which he had contriluted,
gratnitously, not less thay 124 original, al®ied, ohd
colfected songs! <The egditd® hus scan 180 trnm«cnbdl
by his own hand for the ¢ Museum.”” CROMEZ™™+ «°

VOL. VII. Y
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CCLVIIL
TO Mr. CUNNINGHAM.

Brow, Scr-bathing quarters, Tth July, 179G,
My DEar CUNNINGHAYM,

1 RECEIVED yours here this moment, and am
indeed highly flattered with the approbation of
the literary circle you mention; a literary circle
inferior to none in the two kingdoms. Alas! my
triend, I fear the voice of the bard will soon be
heard among you no more! For the$e cight < -
ten months I have been ailing, sometimes bedfast
~~4 sometimes not ; but these last threc months I
have been tortured with an excruciatihg rheuma-
tism, which has reduced me to ncarly the last
stage. ~ You actually would not know me if you
saw me.~—Pale, emacr.ted, and so feeble, as occa-
sionally to need help from my chair—my spirits
fled! fled!—but I can no more on the subject—
only the medical folks tell me that my last and
only chance is bathing and country quarters, and
riding.-—'The deuce of the matter is this ; when an
e.ciseman is off duty, h's s:ﬂary is reduced to 35/
tustean:of 50, —What way, in the name of thrift,
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shall T maintain mysclf, 'and keep a horse in couniry
quarters—with % wifg and Gve clfildren at hogne, on
352 I mention t]ns, bebausa Ishad mtended oo
beg your utmest interest, &nd that of all the friends
you can muster, to' move our commissioners of
excise (0 grant we the full salary ; I dare say you
know them all pcrson.llly If they do not grant it
me, I must lay my account with an exit truly eu
goéte, it 1 die not of discase, I wlust perhh with
hunger, L
I ®ave sent you one of the songs ; the other my
memory does not serve me with, and I havé no
copy here; but I shall be af home soon, when I
will send it you—Apropos to being at home, Mrs.
Burns threatens in a week or two, to add one more
to my pdtcrnnl charge, which, if of the right
®ender, ].m?cnd shall be introdliced to the world by
the respectable designation of .{lexander Cunninghanre
Burns, 1\[{ last was James Glencairn, sos yougean
,have no objection to the company of nobility.
Farewell. R. B._

[The poet’s humble request of the continnance of his
full salary was not granted. ¢ The Commissioners,”
says Currie, * were guilty of no such weakness,” To
be mercifal was ¢ clean against rules.” Eb.]
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No. CCLIX.

TO Mz. GILBERT BURNS.

Y " 10t July, 1796,
DEAr BroTugr,
Ir will be no very pleasing news to you'to be
told that I am dangerously ill, and not likely to, get
« hetter. An inveterate rheumatism has reduced me
to such a state of debility, and my appetite is so
totally gone, that I can scarcely stand on my legs.
I have been a week at sea-bathing, and T will con-
tinue there, or in a friend's housc in the countr\,
* all the summer, God keep my wifc and children :
if I amtaken from their head, they will he poor
indeed. I have contracted one or two serious
Gebts, partly from my illness these many months,
partly from too much thoughtlessness as to ex-
pense when I came £’ town, that-will cut in too
much on the little I leave them in your hauds.
Remember me to my mother.
Yours, R.B.

.
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No. ctLX?
10 Mrs. BURNS.

. * [ﬂ'olr,"}"llurxllru/.
My vEarkst Love, P .

I goruaven writing until I could tell you what
effect sea-bathing was likely to produce. It youl!
be*injustice to deny that it has eased my pains, and
I think has strengthened me; but my appetite is *
stll extremely bad,  No flesh nor fish can 1
swallow : porridge and milk are the only thing [
wan taste,® o am very happy te hear, by Miss Jess
Lewars, that you are all well. My very hest and
kindest compliments to her, and to all the, chilgren.

, T will’sce You on Sunday.
Your affectionate husband, R.B.

[One ¢vening during Bupdl’s stay at the Brow, he
wag visited by two young ladies who lived in the neigh-
bourhood and sympathized in his sufferings. During
their stay the sun, setting on the western hills, threw a
strong light upon him through the window: a child
perccived this, and pr()lCLde to draw the curtain,
“ Let me look at the suy, my loye,” said e sinRing
et *it will be long Aefore he will shine for®ne
again.” L.}
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“No. CCLXIL.
TO Mrs. DUNLODP.

Brow, Saturduy, 12th July, 1796.
Mapays, -

I uave written you so often, without receiving
-uny+«nswer, that I would not trouble you again,
but for the circumstances in which I am. An ill-
ncss which has long hung about me, in all proba-
bility will speedily send me beyond that howra
whence no traveller returns.  Your friendship, with
which for many ycars you honoured.pe, was -
. friendship dearest to my soul. Your conversation,
ang, especially your correspondence, were at once
highly cntertaining and instructive.  With" what
pleasure did I use to break up the scal! The
remembrance yet adds one pulse more to my poor
palpitating heart. Far;:yell ! !! R. B.

[ Burns had, however, the pleasure,” says Currie,
¢ of recciving a satisfactory explanation of his friend’s
silence, and an assurance of the continuance of her
fricndship- to his widow and children; an ussurance
thut has been amply fulfill.d. It is probable that the
gleazer ,art of her letters to him were destroyed by
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ourgbard about the time that this last was writtu.
e did not foresqe that hif own Jesers to her were to
appear in print, nor c8nceivy the duappmﬁtmcﬂt ﬂmt
will he felt, that a few of thig exc ellefit lady’s havemor
served to euruﬂ and agorn the collectgon.  The above
letter is rupposed to be the last production of Robert
Burus, who died on®the 21st .of the month, nine days
afterwards.” The hindness of thregfriends enable me to
add others of u date still later.  Ep.]

No. CCLXI.

TO Mr. JAMES BURNESS,
LE% .
hd WRITER, MONTROSE.

° * Dumfries, 12th July.
My near Covusiy,

Wuex you offered me money assistance, Mitle
did I think I should want iffo svon. A rascal of a
habgrdasher, to whom I owe a considerable bill,
taking it into his head that I am dying, has com-
menced a process against me, and will infallibly
put my emaciated body into jail, Will youebe so
good as to accomodate Joe, and that bysreturneof
post, With ten pounds ? ? *P, Jandeg ! did you knew
the pride of my hea.l% you would feel drbly.fﬂr

L] .
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me! Alas! I am not used to beg! The wortt of
it is, my health was coming alout finely; vou
know, and my. physici.n assured me, that melan-
choly and low spirits are half my disease : guess,
then, my horrors since this ousiness began. If T
hed it settled, I would be, I thivk, quite well ina
manner. How shall 1 use the language to you,
O do not disappoint me ! but strong necessity's
curst comreiana.

I have been thi.king over and over my brother's
affairs, and I fear I must cut him up; but o tluu
I will correspond at another time, particularly as
shall [require] your advice. .

Forgive me for once more mentioning by return
of post ;—save me from the horrors of a jail !

My compliments to my friend James, and to all
the rest. I do ndt know what I Lage writtc..
The subject is so horrible, I dare not look it over
again.  Farewell. ~ R.B.

[Jamnes Burness sent his cousin ten pounds the mo-
ment he received his lmger, though he could ill spare
the money, and concealca his kindness from the world,
till, on reading the life and letters of the poet, he was
constrained, in support of his own good name, to con-
ceal it no longer. 1 was informed by my friend Dr.
Burnds that his grandfather, now in his eighty-fourth
yeur, was ouched by the dubious way in which Thad left
th subject in thg poet’s mue, and felt that he was
Lizhle g%thc imputation of colduess of heart. In a
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matter of such deljcacy T conld not ask the family,angd
accordingly had lefe it as I folud it, without comment or
remark.  The following letttriywill gake all%s cldar u-
day, and right my venerable fgend in @ matter respest’
ing which he cannot be put anxious: o

TO MR. BURNESS,” MO.\:]‘ROSE.

‘ONIR, ¢ )

.

* AT the desire of Mrs. Burns, ermc ty acquaint
“oway wigh the melancholy and muceh regretted event of
* your friend’s death.  He expired on the morning of the
21st, about five o’clock.  The sigpation of the urfor-
tunate Mrs. Burns and her charming boys, vour feeling
heart can easily paint. It is, however, much to her
consolation that a few of his friends, particularly Mr.
John 8yme, collector of the stamps, and Dr. William
Maxwell, gt gentlemen of the fimst respectability and
conneetions, have stepped forward with their assistance
and advice; and T think there can be no doubt but that
a very lmudscene provision will be raised for tht wifw
8ud family. The former of these gentlemen has wrote
to most of the Edinburgh professors, with whom cither,
he or Mr. Burns were acquainted, and to several otfier
particular friends. You wilydasily excuse your not
havigg sooner an answer to your very kind letter, with
an acknowledgement of the contents, for, at the time it
was received, Mr. Burns was totally unable either to
write or dictate a letter, and Mrs. Burns wis]g;-d to
defer answering it till she saw what turn afiairs took.

T am, with much respect, your, most ob®licnt ahd
very humble servant, ) “JonN LEwars”.®

“ Dumfries, 23rd July, 1796.”
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TO MRS. ROBERT BURNS, PUMFRIES

. My pean Covsid,

“Ir was with much éoncern I reecived the melan-
choly news ‘of ‘the death of yotir husband.  Little did I
expect when I had the pleasure of, sceing you and him,
that a change so sudden would have happened.

“T sincerely sympathize with you in your affliction,
and will 1e very roady to do any thing in my power to
alleviate it.

“T am sensiblé"that the education of his family wag.
the ohject nearest to my cousin’s heart, and I hupe you s
wilt make it your study to follow up his wish by carc-
fully attending to that object, so far as may be possible
for you; or, if you think of parting with your son
Robert, and will allow me to take charge of him, 1 will
endeavour to discharge towards him the duty of u
father, and cducate him with my own sops

“T am happy to hear that somothmg i§ to he done
for you and the family; but as that may take some
tic > to carry it into effect, 1 beg you will aceent of the
inclosed five pounds to supply your present necessities.

““ My fricnd mentioned to me that any little thing he
hu#el was in the hands of his brother Gilbert, and that
the payment of it at prysent would be hard upon him;
I have thercfore to entredt that, so far as your circum-
stances will permit, you will use lenity in settling with
him.

‘I have farther to request that you will offer my best
thanks to Mr. Lewars for his very friendly letter to me
oa this' 1telancholy event, with my sincere wishes that
s2ch 2 warm heart s his ridy never want a friend.
e+ €I 3%all be glad to hear of your welfare, und your
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[
resolvgion in regard to your son, and l remain, dgar,
cousin, your uﬂcawnau, frield, .
v v ““Jaxes Bunness.
“ Monlrose, 20h July, 1746

TO MR. Bl"l{.\'l',ss, MONTROSNE.
* Dear Sing - .
* I was duly favefired with your®letter of the 29th
July. Your goodness is such as to randeg it yholly ont
of fuy power to mahe any suitable acknowledgement,

_ur to express what T feel for so much®indnes?.

K

Vil regurd to my son Robert, 1 cannot as yet
determine ; the gentlemen here (particularly Dr. Mapx-
well and Mr. Syme, who have so mdeh interested them-
~elves for me and the family) do not wish that 1 should
come to any resolution as to parting with any of them,
awd I own my own feelings rather incline me to heep
them with mg. 1 think they will be a comfort to me,
and my mo®® agrecable companions 3 but should any of
them ever leave me, you, Sir, would be, of all uthor.s,
the geutlemaun under whose charge I should wish tugge
agy of tlem, 2nd 1am perfectly seasible of your very
obliging offer. .

“Since Mr. Lewars wrote you, I have got a youwg ®
sun, who, as well as myself, is donu,r well,

* What you meution about ‘xy brother, Mr. Gilbert
Burns} is what accords with my own opinion, and every
respeet shall be paid to your advice. I am, dear Sir,
with the greatest respect and regard, your very much
obliged friend.

“ JEAN B;mxs." .
** Dumfries, 3rd August, 1798.5 . °
: - . Ep.
PR ] *
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No. GCIXIIL
TO JAMES GRACIE, Ese.

Brow, 1T ’mlnmlay Morningy, 16th July, 1796.
MY prar Sin, v
It would [ba] doing high injustice to this place
not to ackhowledge that my rheumatisms have,
derived great benefits from it already ; but, alas !
my loss of appetite still continues. I shali not
need your kind offer this week, and I return to town
the beginning of next week it not heing a 1tide
week. I am detaining a man in a burning hurry.
So, God bless yot. e RL

« "Tha admirers of Burns owe this letter to the kind-
ness of Mr. Finlayson, mcr(hant in 'l\lrk(.udbrm'bt.
Jumes Gracie, to whom it is ‘addressed, was at that time
a~Danker in Dumfries: he wrote, on being told that
Burns longed to be Jhome, that he would, if he
pleased, bring him back in a post-chaise—a kind and
delicate way of expressing his regard. It wal now
felt by all it seems, but a few, . that the puet was
not only dying, but dying in the deepest poverty. Ep.]
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CCLXIW.

TO JAAIES ARMOUR.

MASON, MAUCHLINE.

- Dumfrics, 18th July, 1796,
My prear Sir, ,
Dqs for heaven's sake, send Mrs. Armour here
immediately. My wife is hourly expecting to be
put to bed. Good God! what a situation for her
to be in, poor girl, without a friend! 1 returned
frogg, sea-bathiyg quarters to-day,,and my medical
friends would almost persuade me that I am better,
but I think and feel that my strength is so gone
that the disorder will prove fatal to me. *
Your son-in-law, R. B.

’.

[Thi# is the last of all the compositions of the great
poet of Scotland. | The original was long preserved in
the fumily of the Armours of Mauchline, and was given
into the keeping of Captain Jumes Glencairn Burm on
his most urgent entreaty, It is now in India, gnd may
he who so worthily holds it b® gs fortumate as he is kind,
hearted. Eb.]
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No. CCLXV.

[The following letters were r-ceived too late to be
placed in the proper order of composition : they are
printed now for the first time, and with them the
Poet’s ccrrespondence conelndes. Ep.]

TO Mz. JOHN KENNEDY,

Mossgiel, 3rd Murch, 1786,
Sig,

I nave done myself the pleasure of complying
with your reques* in sending you my Cottagere—I1f
you have a leisure minute I should De glad you
would copy it, and return me cither the original or
the transcript, as I havenot a copy « it by me, aud
1 have a friend who wishes to sef it.

Now Kennedy if foot or horsc
E’er bring ycijn by Mauchline Corss,
1,~d man there’s lasses therc wad foree
A hernits fancy, . .
And down the gate in faith they ’re worse
*  And mair unshancy,

. But as I'm sayin’ please step to Dow's
And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews,
Till some bit callan bring me news
s hat you are there,
And i we dinna find . bouze ,
1se ne'er drink mair,



GENERAL_CORRESPONDENCE. 335
be AN
1t's no T bike to sit an’ swallow
Then Jikea swire to pihe an’ wallow,
But gie nee just a true good fallow
Wisneht e,
And spunkic ance¥n mﬂ' us 1. el
Aud thn we'll shine,
Now if ye're ane™'warl’s folk,
Wha rate the wearer by the dloak
An ssklent ui"p:l\ erty their joke
fl‘ Wi’ lufter sncer,
W1’ you nedfiendship I wall trofe

Nor cheap noj dear.
»

?

But it as I'm informed weel .
Ye hatc as s the vera de il @ ¢
The fliuty heart that caunn teel—

Come 8z, here's tae yon
Hae there's my haun’ I wiss yon weel

And gade 1% wi' you.

&&he pergrh ¢o whom this letter iv addressed was then
at Dumfries House : he interested himself in the success
of the Kilmarnock edition of the poet’s works, and ob-
tained several subscribers. The Cotter's Saturday Night,
cAclosed in the letter, is now before me: it is written in
u less vigorous hand than what his latter verses exhibig :o ¢
there are some variations toe; but none which, affect the
sentiment or feeling of that tryde national poem. Ebv.]
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No. CCI XVI.

TO MR. AIKEN.

Mossgicl, 3rd April, 1786.
DEaRr Siz, . '

I rRECEIVED ¥our Kind letter with double pleasure,
on account of the second flattering instance of Niks. o
C."; notice and approbation, I assure you I

“ Turp out the brunt side o'y shin,”
as the famous Ramsay, of jingling memory, says,
at such a patfoness. Present her my most grateful
acknowledgements in your very best manner of td-

ling truth. I have inscribed the follow.ng stanza
on the blank leaf of Miss More's Work :—

TR '
“ Thou flattering mark of friendship kfad,
Still may thy pages call to ming .
The degy, the beautcous donor ;
N Though sweetly e every pm
Yet such a head, ‘more the heart,
Does both theygexes honour.
She showed hcr taste refined and just
When slie selected thee, ‘
Yet deviating own I must,
For so approving me. A
But kind still, 1] mind still
The giver in the gift ;
P11 bless her and wiss Her
A Friend abox* the Lift.»

- \ ¢ .
«. My proposals for publishing I am just going to
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send to press. I ceapect to hear from you by the
first opportunitye
1 zm;\v\’cr dea, Siv, vours,
Ropr. BUrNEss:

s

{This is the laa"time that the Poet spelt his nuwe
ageording to his forefathers - his poems were now in the
press, and he had to muke his elocfion : there i» no

~ agibt howeser that he wrote his name Burns often be-
tore this period. Indeed the family aver, that in the
Moptrose archives the name is somgptimes written Buines,
bt this &eems not to affect the pronunciation, which wa~
always Burness till the Bard of Ayr deprived it of a
syllable.  The Miss More alluded to is Hannab More,
whose life and works lately published, have recalled her
egne and 1Aegits to the attention of the world: R. Craw.
ford, Esq. of Kilmarnock, obligingly pointed out this
letter to the editor: it was first printed in the Kilmar-
uock Jdourna); of its genuineness there cumivr=se o

ehadow of doubt. . .Ep.}

VOL. VII.
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No. CCL XVIL
TO MR. JOiIN KENNEDY.

Mossse L 20th Aprd, 17+6
SIR,

By some neglect.in Mr, Hanulton, I did not hear
of your kind request for a subscription paper tili
this day. T will not attempt any achnowledgemept .
for this, nor the manner in which I see¢ your name
1n Mer. Hamilton's subseniption list.  Allow me only
to say, Sir, [ feel the weight of the debt.

I have here likewise mclored a small puce, the
very latest of my productions. I am a good deal
pleased with some sentiments myself, av they afe
just the native querulous feclings of a heatt, which,
as the elegantly melting Gray says, ¢ melancholy
has ¢.2.ched for her own.” .

Our race comes on a-pace, that much expected’

rene of revelry and mirth ; but to me it brings no
joy cqual to that meeting with which your last flat-
tered the expectation of ' Sir,

Your indebted humble Servant, R. B.

[The small piece, the very last of his production:
which the poet enclosed, was the inimitable ** Mountam
Daiby.” The name wnich heads it in this manuseript n
¢ Fae Gowan,” anl I almost pagret that any chang=
tod.. place, Ebp.]
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No.\venxvila

. » NN TRV
TO Mx. LOHN KEXNEDY.

Mossgicl, J¥th May, 1756,
DEar Sir, ° .
wel gave sent you the above hasty copy as I pro-
mised. In about three or four weeks I shall pro-
uaply set the press a going.  Pam much hurried at
present, otherwise your diligence, so very friendly
w my Subscription, should have a more lengthemd
acknowledgment from
Dear §ir,
Your obliged Servant, '
R.B.

® [The Epistle to Rankine, enclused in this hasty note,
is well known. Burps seems to have been indefatigghle
in making his works known through the medium of
friends  the copies of his lpst poems in his own hand-
wriging are numerous. is correspondents, living often
at a distance from cach other, were pleased with this
mark of eonfidetice, and read his pogms to all who were
villing to listen. Ep.]
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C(LXIX.

TO Mzr. JOHN KE.INEDY.
My,

ot Kilmarnock, Auvgust 1756,
My Dear Siv,

Youg truly facetious epistle of the 3rd inst) ge®
me much entertainment. 1 was sorry 1 had not the
pleasure of seeing you as I passed your way, but we
shall bring up all our lec way on Wednesday, the
16th current, when I hope to have it in my power
to call on you and take a kind, very probably a last
adieu, before I go for Jamaica ; and I »pect orc.rs
to repair to Greenock every day.—I have at last
made.my public appearance, and am solemnly inau-
gurated into the numerous class.—Coutd 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.—

Farewel, dear Friend! may guid Juck hit you
And ‘mang her favorites admit you !
If e’er Detraction shore to smit you,
. May nane believe him !
And ony de’il that thinks to get you,
Good Lord deceive him.

R. B.
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~& .
-

T o5—

Mussgicl, a— 1786.
SR * *
» e .

» Yours this moment I unseul
And faith I am gay and hearty !
To tell the truth an’ sitane the deil

I am as fu’ as Bartie :

* But foorsday sir, my promisc leal
Expeet me o’ your party,

ol ff a0 &t beastic I can speel,
Or hurl in a cartie,

R. B.

[How fou Bartie was we must leave n Kyle man to
tell: it scems a proverbidl saying, and may be interprofe
by aliue of an old song—

*1I'm no just fough®t 1'm gayley yet.”

The original is preserved in the Paisley Library. The
west of Scotlaand should be commended by all who write
about Burns : his company was eotirted : his poctry was
widely circulated : his memory revered, and ef®ry scrap
of his writing treasuredin his nagive distriot by high and
olow rich and poor. FEpg



342 THE WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS.
|

¢ - No. {LCL)\XI.

TO PROVOST MYEZWELL,

OF LOCHMABEN,

-
Ellisland, 20th December, 1759.

Dear Provosr,

As my friend Mr. Graham goes for your good
town to-morrow, I cannot resist the temptation to
send you a few lines, and as I have nothing to say
1 have chosen this.sheet of foolscap, andbegra
as you see at the top of the first page, because 1

“have ever observed, that when once people have
fairly 32t ‘out they know not where to stop. Now
that my first sentence is concluded, I bave nothing
t=dp but to pray heaven to help’ me on to another.
Shall I write you on Politics or Religion, two mas-
ter subjects for your sayers of nothing. Of the
first I dare say by this time you are nearly sur-
feited : and for the last whatever the; may talk of
it, who make it a kind of comipany concern, I
never could eendure it beyond tsoliloquy. I might
write you on farmirg, on building, on marketing,
but my poor distracted mind 15 so torn, so jaded,
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so gacked and bediveled wnth the tagk of the super- .’
latively damncd.to make “one guinea do the business
of three, that 1 dch.-“r abhor, and swobn ‘it the
fery vmrd buginess, thou;.,-u\ no leds’ than four It
ters ¢ g my very shoi sirnume aresin it.

Well, to make she matter short, I shall betake
myself to o subject et fiuitful of themes; a sub-
jeet the turtle fe#st of the sons’of Satan, and the
delicions secret -.u'mr.p]um of ‘the. habss of grace
—a subject sparkling with all ghe jewels that wit
i dind in the mines of genius: and pregnunt
with all the stores of learning from Moses and
Cehfucius to Franklin and Pri#stley—in short’ may
it please your Lordship, I intend to write * * %

L]

[Here the Poct inserted a song which can only be
sung at times when the Punch Bowl has done its duty
o™ wildeiciteis st free.] .

If at any time you expect a field-day in youre
towns a dag when Dukes, Earls, and Knigsw pay
*their court to weavers, tailors and cobblers, I should .
like to know of it.twe or three days before band,
It is not that I care three skips of a cur dog for
the politics, but I should ike to see such an ex-
hitfition of human nature. If you meet with that
worthy old veteran in religion and good fellowship,
M. Jeffrey, or any of his amihble family, I beg

you will give them my best compliments. ¢
® ‘R. B,
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[The original letter is in the possession of Mr.
Henderson, of Langholm, and from the smgular son,
which i* coitains cannot hut be considered as a great
curiosity. The DEllér amal JoTustone coutest at that
timb agitated the Boiot .b, and to th. the poet al-
ludes when he requests to receive notice of o ficld-
day among the chief men of the astiict,  The vew-
ran in religion and good fellowsu » was the Reverend
Aundrew Jeffrey, Miuister of Lochmaben, and fauhes
of the heroine of, thd exquisite svag *“The Blne «vod
Lasgs ” Tor this information—and more than this—I
amw indebted to Hugh Jcffrey, the minist v's con—»
worthy person and shilful with the pen—yet one niver
theless

“ Whom fortune uscs hard and sharp*' Ln ]
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