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NOTICE.

Tux third volume, the Editor hopes, will be found full
of new interest to all who admnire the genius of Burns.
The friends of the Poet and of this publication have alike
exerted themselves; and the result is, that many va-
luable pieces of poetry, from four lines in length up to
a hundred, are now, for the first time, united to his
works, Some of thesc hitherto unpublished pieces will
be found to equal, others to approagh, the Poet’s best
productions. Various readings, illustrative criticism, and
characterfstic notes, are added.
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1850 //

ADDRESS *
TO

EDINBURGH,

1.
Enpina! Scotia’s darling seat !
A1l hail thy palaces and tow’rs,
‘Where once beneath a monarch’s feet
Sat- Legislation’s sov’reign pow'rs !
From marking wildly-scatter’d flow’rs,
*  As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d,
And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours,
I shelter in thy honour’d shade.
VoL. 11 B

o
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THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS.

II.
®Here wealth still swells the golden tide,
As busy Trade his labour plies ;
There Architecture’s noble ‘pride
Bids elegance and splendour rise ;
Here Justice, from her native skies,
High wields her balance and her rod ;
There Learning, with his eagle eyes,
Seeks Science in her coy abode.

II1.

Thy sons, Edina ! social, kind,

‘With open arms the stranger hail ;
Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind,

Above the narrow, rural vale;
Attentive still to sorrow’s wail,

Or modest merit’s silent-claim ;
And nevér may their sources fail !

And never envy blot their name!
"

IV, .

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn,

Gay as the gilded summer sky,
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn,
¢ Dear as the raptur’d thrill of joy !
Fair Burnet strikes th’ adoring eye,

. Heav’n’s beauties on my fancy shine ;

I'see the Sire of Love on high,

And own his work indeed divine !



THE.POEﬂS OF ROBERT BURNS.

s V.
There, watching high the least alarms,
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ;
Like some bo](i vet’ran, gray in arms,
And mark’d with many a seamy scar :
The pond’rous wall and massy bar,
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock ;
Have oft withstood assailing war,
And oft repell’d th’ invader’s shock.

VI.
With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears,
I view that noble, stately dome,
Where Scotia’s kings of other ycars,
Fam’d heroes! had their royal home:
Alas, how chang’d the times to come !
Their royal name low in the dast!
Their hapless race wild-wand’ring roam,
Tho’ rigid law cries out, "twas just !

: VII.
Wild beats my heart to trace your steps,
‘Whose ancestors, in days of yore,
Thro’ hostile ranks and ruin’d gaps
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bore :,
Ev’n I who sing in rustic lore,
Haply, my sires have left their shed,
And fac’d grim danger’s loudest roar,
Bold-following where your fathers led !
B2
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VIIL. .
*Edina! Scotia’s darling secat!
All hail thy palaces and pow’rs,
Where once beneath a monarch’s feet
Sat Legislation’s sov'reign pow'rs !
From marking wildly-scatter’d flow’rs,
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d,
And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours,
I shelter in thy honour’d shade.

“ I enclose you two poems,” says Burns to Chalmers,
““ I huve carded and spun since I past Glenbuck. One
blank in the Address to Edinburgh, ¢ Fair B—,” is the
heavenly Miss Burnet, daughter to Lord Monboddo, at
whose house I have had the honour to be more thau
once. There has not been any thing nearly like her in
all the combinations of beauty, grace, and goodness, the
great Creator has formed sincer Milton’s Fve on the first
day of her existence.” 1lis admiration both of the young
lady’s Joveliness and the grandeur of Ediuburgh in verse
is as elegant as it is vigorous. '

I have heard the sccond verse quoted as a noble one
by an eminent English poet, and the fifth verse repeated
with a glowing brow by Sir Walter Scott, who added,
‘* The description is vivid and happy.” His own strik-
ing lines on the same splendid scene in Marmion came to
my mind as he spoke :—

¢ When satcd with the martial show
‘That peopled all the plain below,
The wandering eye could o’er it go
And mark the distant city glow
With gloomy splendour red:
For on the smoke-wreaths huge and slow,
That round her sable turrets flow,
The morning beams were shed,
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Ana unged them with a lustre proud
Like that which streaks a thunder cloud.
Such dusky grandeur clothed the height
Where the huge castle holds 1ts state,
And all the steep slope down,
‘Whose riugy back heaves to the sky,
Piled deep and massy, close and high—
Mine own romantic town !
Yonder thg shores of Fife you saw,
Here Preston bay and Berwick law,
And broad between them rolled
The gallant Firth the eye might note,
Whose 1slands on its bosom float
Like emeralds chased in gold.”

Burns loved to wander on the hills of Braid, and it was
frequently his pleasure to climb Arthur’s Seat, and
throwing himself down on the green sward on its sum-
mit, give way to such rapturous cxpressions as those
which Scott gives to Fitz-Eustace : —

«¢ pitz-Fustace’ heart felt closely pent
As if to gave his rapture vent
The spur he to his charger lent,
And rawsed his bridle-hand ;
And making demi-volte in air,
(‘ried, < Wherc's the coward that would not dare
To fight for suchaland " >”

Other points of the landscape attracted the Poet’s
notice.—* }{e was passionately fond,” says Dugald
Stewart, ‘“of the beautics of natare; and I recollect once
he told me, when I was admiring a distant prospect in
one of our morning walks, that the sight of so many
smoking cottages gave a pleasure to his mind which none
could understand who had not witnessed, like himself,
the happiness and the worth which they contained.”



LINES
oN

MEETING WITH LORD DAER.

Tuis wot ye all whom it concerns,
1, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns,
October twenty-third,
A ne'er-to-be-forgotten day,
Sae far T sprachled up the brae,
1 dinner’d wi’ a Lord.

I've been at druken writers’ feasts,
Nay, been bitch-fon *mang godly priests,
Wi’ rev'rence be it spoken ;
I've even join’d the honour’d jorum,
When mighty Squireships of the quorum,
Their hydra drouth did sloken.

But wi’ a Lord—stand out my shin,
A Lord—a Pecr—an Earl’s son,

Up higher yet my bonnet !
And sic a Lord !—lang Scotch ells twa,
Our Pcerage he o’erlooks them a’,

As I Jook o’er my sonnet.
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But, oh! for Hogagth’s magic pow’r !
To show Sir Bardie’s willyart glow'r,

And how he star’d and stammer’d,
When goavan, as’ if led wi’ branks, !
Av’ stumpan on his ploughman shanks,

Hé in the parlour hammer’d.

I sidling shelter’d in a nook,
Arn’ at his lordship steal’t a look,
Like some portentous omen ;
Except good sense and social glee,
An’ (what surpris’d me) modesty,
I marked nought uncommon.

I watch’d the symptoms o' the great,
The gentle pride, the lordly state,
The a;'rogunt assumjng ;
The feint a pride, nae pride had he,
Nor saifce, nor state, that I could see,
Mair than an honest ploughman,

Then from his Lordship I shall learn,
Henceforth to meet with unconcern

One rank as weel’s another ;
Nae honest worthy man need care
To meet with noble youthful Daer,

For he hut meets a brother.
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Basil, Lord Daer, uncle to the present Earl of Selkirk,
died too soon for his country. Hehad enterprise, talents,
and taste, and those winning manncrs which make their
way to all hearts. [lis name was always pronounced by
Dugald Stewart with affection. Late in life he speaks in
his letters of his “ young friend Basil’” with much warmth.
—“The first time I saw Robert Burns,”” said the Professor,
““ was on the 23rd of October, 1786, when he dined at my
house in Ayrshire, together with our common friend,
John Mackencie, surgeon, in Mauchline, to whom I am
indebted for the pleasure of his acquaintance. My ex-
cellent and much lamented friend, the late Basil Lord
Daer, happened to arrive at Catrine the same day, and,
by the kindness and frankness of his manners, left an
impression on the mind of the Poet, which never was
cffaced. The verses which the Poet wrote on the occa-
sion are among the most imperfect of his pieces; but a
few stanzas may, perhaps, be an object of curiosity, hoth
on account of the character to which they relate, and of
the light which they throw on the situation and feclings
of the writer befgre his name was known to the public.”

In a letter to Dr. Mackenzie, the Poet says of the
verses, on meeting with Lord Daer, ““ They were really
extempore, but a little corrected since. They may enter-
tain you a little with the help of that partiality with
which you are so good as to favour my performances.”’
Burns has described, in language which almost defics
translation, the emotions which he felt on finding himself
for the first time in the presence of a living lord. His
account of his jovial experiences among the writers, the
priests, and the squireships of the west, is very humor-

* ous, and, perhaps, very true; and his “ watching the
symptoms of the great,” is one of his sharp touches.



*EPISTLE

TO MAJOR LOGAN.

Il an, thairm-inspirin’, rattlin® Willie !
Though fortune’s road be rough an’ hilly
To every fiddling, rhyming billie,
We never heed,
But take it like the unbacked filly,
Proud o' her specd.

When idly goavan whyles we saunter
Yirr, fancy barks: awa' we cantgr
Uphill, down brae, till some mishanter,
* Some black bog-hole,
Arrests us, then the scathe an’ banter
. We're forced to thole.
Hale be your heart ! Hale be your fiddle!
Lang may your elbuck jink and diddle,
To cheer you through the weary widdle «
O’ this wild warl’,
Until you on a crummock driddle
A gray hair'd carl.
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Come wealth, come poortjth, late (‘)r soon
Jeaven send your heart-strings ay in tune,
And screw your temper pins aboon

A fifth or mair,
The melancholious, lazie croon

O’ cankriecare.

May still your life from day to day

Nae ¢ lente largo” in the play,

But ¢ allegretto forte” gay
Harmonious flow

A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey—
Encore! Bravo!

A blessing on the cheery gang

Wha dearly like a jig or sang,

An’ never think o' right an’ wrang
By square an’ rule,

But as the clegs o’ feeling stang
Are wise or fool.

My hand-waled cursc keep hard in chase
The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race,
Wha count on poortith as disgrace—
o Their tuneless hearts !
May fireside discords jar a base

To a’ their parts!
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But co:ne, yourghand, my careless brither,
1'th’ ither warl’ if there’s anither,
An’ that there is I've little swither
' *  About the matter ;
We cheek for chow shall jog thegither,
I’se ne'er bid better.

We've faults and failings—granted clearly,
We're frail backsliding mortals merely,
Eve's bonny squad priests wyte them sheerly
For our grand fa’;
But still, but still, 1 like them dearly—
God bless them a’!

Ochon for poor Castalian drinkers,

When they fa’ foul o’ carthly jinkers,

The witching curs’d delicious hlinkers
Hae put me hyte,

And gart me weet my waukrife winkers,
Wi’ girnan spite.

But by yon moon !—and that’s high swearin'—
An’ every star within my hearin’ !
An’ by her een wha was a dear ane!
I'll ne'er forget;
I hope to gie the jads a clearin’
In fair play yet.
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f 1
My loss I mourn, but not,repent it,

T'll seek my pursic whare T tint it,

Ance to the Indies T were wonted,
Some cantrz'lip hour,

By some sweet elf 1'll yet be dinted,
Then, vive Pamour !

Faites mes baissemains respeclueuse,

To sentimental sister Susie,

An’ honest Lucky ; no to roose you,
Ye may be proud,

That sic a couple fate allows ye .

To grace your blood.

Nae mair at present can 1 measure,
An’ trowth my rhymin’ ware’s nac treasure ;
But when in Ayr, some half-hour’s leisure,
Be't light, be’t dark,,
Sir Bard will do himself the pleasure
To call at Park.

Rosent Burxs.
Mossgiel, 30th Octoler, 1786.

Sevgral of the stanzas of this epistle, which is now
*published for the first time, resemble passages in other,
productions of the poet; yet it has a spirit all its own.
Major Logan lived at Parkhouse, near Ayr, with his mo-
ther and sister, and was not only a first-rate performer
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on the violin but a plegﬂant man, and not a little of a
wit. The Bard refers happily to his musical skill ;5=
s Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon,
Heaven send your heart-surings ay 1o tune,
An’ screw youwr temper-pins aboon
A fifih or marr,
The melanchohous lazie croon
, O'cankrie care.”

The unfortunate termination of his courtship with Jean
Armour was often present to his mind: he alludes to it
in the verse beginning with

+¢ But by yon moon !—and that’s high swearn,’
and contemplated his voyage to the West in the suc-
ceeding stanza. Some of the lines as well as the sen-
timents will remind the reader of the verses “On a
Scotch Bard gone to the West Indies.”

To David Auld of Ayr, I am indebted for a copy of
this poem from the original in his possession. To him,
as well as to the talents of my friend Thom, the admirers
of Burns owe much. From the chisel of the latter came
those clever personations of Tam O’Shanter and Souter
Johnny, which attracted so much notice wherever they
were cxhibited—and to the love of the former for his
native disgrict, the lttle world of Ayrshire owes the
continuance of those rustic statues on the banks of the
Doon. They have found a not unsuitable sanctuary, and
that, too, in the.midst of the scene made immortal bythe
Bard.



14

THE BRIGS OF'AYR,

A POEM,

INSCRIBED TO J. BALLANTYNE, ESQ., AYR.

Tuy simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough,
Learning his tuncful trade from ev’ry bough ;.
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush,
Hailing the setting sun, swcet, in the green thorn
bush ;
The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill,
Or deep-ton’d plovers, gray, wild-whistling o’er the
hill ;-
Shall he, nurst in the peasant’s lowly shed,
To hardy independence bravely bred,
By early poverty to hardship steel’d, .
And train’d to arms in stern misfortune’s field—
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes,
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ?
nOr labour hard the panegyric close,
.With all the venal soul of dedicating prose ?
No! though his artless strains he rudely sings,
And throws his hand uncouthly o’er the strings,
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L]
He glows with all thq epirit of, the Bard,
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward !*
Still, if some patron’s gen’rous care he trace,
Skill'd in the secref to bestow with grace ;
When Ballantyne bt‘zfrie'{n'ds his humble name,
And hands the rustic sfganger up to fame,
With heartfelt throes his grateful bosom swells,
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. ¥

“T'was when the stacks get on their winter-hap,
And thack and rape sccure the toil-won crap ;
Potatoe-bings arc snugged up frae skaith
Of coming Winter’s biting, frosty breath ;

The bees, rejoicing o’er their summer toils,
Unnumber’d buds an’ flow’rs’ delicious spoils,
Seal’d up with frugal gare in massive waxen piles,-
Are doom’d by man, that tyrant o’ersthe weak,
The death o’devils smoor’d wi’ brimstone reek :
The thundering guns are heard on ev’ry side,
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ;

The feather’d freld-mates, bound by Nature’s tie,
Sircs, mothers, children, in one carnage lie :
(What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds,

And exccrates man’s savage, ruthless deeds !)
Nae mair the flow’r in field or meadow springs®
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings,
Except, perhaps, the robin’s whistling glee,
Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half-lang tree :
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The hoary n@rmqpr*me theysunny days,

Mild, calm, screne, wide-spreads the noon-tide blaze,

While thick the gossaflour waves wanton in the rays.

"Twasggin that scason, when a six'nple bard,

Unknown and poor, bllllphCltV s reward,

Ae night, within the ancie I'l!é,h of Ayr,

By whim inspired, or ]1 le prest wi’ care,

He left his bed, and to#k his wayward rout,

And dow 1%%1‘)) Simpson's* wheel’d the left about :
m(Whethcr impell'd by all-directing Fate,

To witness what I after shall narrate ;

Or whether, rapt in meditation high,

He wander'd out he knew not where nor. why)

The drowsy Dungeon-clock.f had number’d two,

And Wallace Tow’r+ had sworn the fact was true :

The tide-swoln Firth, with gullen sounding roar,

Through the s#ill night dash'dhoarse along the shore.

All else was hush'd as Nature’s closed c’e :

The silent moon shone high o’er tow'r and tree :

The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam,

Crept, gently-crusting, o’er the glittering stream.—

When, lo! on cither hand the list'ning Bard,
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is heard ;
Two dusky formns dart thro’ the midnight air,
SW1ft as the gosx dnvee. on the wheelmg hare ;

* A noted tavern lt the Auld Brig end
t The two steeples, %+ The gos-hawk, or falcon.



THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. 17

1 °
Anc on th’ Auld Brig lis airy skap® upigars,
The ither flutters o’er the rising piers : .
Our warlock Rhymer instantly tlesery’d
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside®
(That Bards are second-sighted is nac joke,:
And ken the lingo of .thé’ritual folk ;
Fays, Spunkics, Kelpies, o', they can explain them.
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken themn. )
Auld Brig appear’d of ancient Pictish race,y
The very wrinkles gothic in his face :
He scem’d as he wi’ Time had warstl'd lang,
Yet, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang.
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat,
That he at Lon’on, frae ane Adams, got;
In’s hand five taper staves as smooth’s a bead.
Wi’ virls and whirlygigupns at the head.
The Goth was stalking round with anxious scarch,
Spying the t.ime-wom flaws in ¢v'ry arch ;—
[t chanc’d his new-come neebor took his e’e,
And e'en a vex’d and angry hcart had he!
Wi’ thieveless sneer to see his modish mien,
He, down the water, gies him this guide’en :—

AULD BRIG.
I doubt na’, frien’, ye’ll think ye're nae shelp-
shank,
Ance ye were streekit o'er frae bank to bank !
VOL. I}, ¢
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But gin ye.be a'brig as auldias me,

THho’ faith, that day 1 doubt ye'll never see;
There'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a boddle,
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle.

NE&}?HI(‘G.

Auld Vandal, ye byt show your little mense,
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ;
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a strect,
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet—
Your ruin'd, formless bulk o’ stane an’ lime,
Compare wi’ bonnie Brigs o’ modern time ?
There’s men o’ taste wou’d tak the Ducat-stream,*
Tho’ they should cast the vera sark and swim,
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' the view
Of sic an ugly, Gothic hulk as you.

AULD BRIG.

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi’ windy pride !—
This mony a year I've stood the flood an’ tide ;
And tho’ wi’ crazy eild I'm sair forfairn,
['ll be a Brig, when ye're a shapcless cairn -
As yet ye little ken about the matter,
But twa-three winters will inforin ye hetter.
When heavy, dark, continued a’-day rains,
Wi’ deepening deluges o’erflow the plains ;

+ % A noted ford, just above the Auld Brig,
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When from the hills where springs the brawling Coil,
Or stately Lugar’s mossy fountains boil,
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course,
Or haunted Garpa]*.dmws his fecble source,
Arous’d by blust'ring'winﬁ s an’ spotting thowes,
In mony a torrent down gls snaw-broo rowes ;
While erashing ice, borne on ;he roaring speat,
Sweeps dams an’ mills, an’ brff;‘;s, a’ to the gate ;
And from Glenbuck,t down to the Rattonﬂicy,jﬁ
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen’d tumbling sca—
Then down ye’ll hurl, deil nor ye never rise !
And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies«
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost,
That Architeeture’s noble art is lost!

NE\¥ BRIG.

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs rtust say’t o’t!
The L—d Qe thankit that we’ve tint the gate o't !
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring cdifices,

Hanging with threat’ning jut like precipices ;
O’cr-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves,
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves:
‘Windows, and doors in nameless sculpture drest,
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest;

* The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places in the West of
Scotland, where those fancy-scaring beings, known by the name of
Ghaists, still continue pertimaciously to inhabit.

1 The source of the river Ayr.

% A small lmmling-place above the large key.

o2
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Forms like some hedlam Stetuary’s dream,

THe craz’d creations of misguided whim ;

Forms might be worshipp’d on the bended knee,

And still the second dread command be free,

Their likeness is not found on carth, in air, or sea.

Mansions that would dmgmce the building taste

Of any mason reptile, bird or beast ;

Fit only for a doited monkish race,

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace ;

Or cuifs of latter times wha held the notion

That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ;

Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection !

And soon may they cxpire, unblest with resur-
rection !

AULD LRIG.

O ye, my Hear-remember’d ancient yealings,
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings !
Ye worthy Proveses, an’ mony a Bailie,

Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil ay ;

Ye dainty Deacons and ye douce Conveeners,

To whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners ;

Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ;

Ye goé’ﬂy brethren o’ the sacred gown,”

Wha meckly gie your hurdies to the smiters ;

And (what would now be strange) ye godly writers ;
A’ ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo,

Were ye but here, what would ye say owdo!
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How would your spirilg groan in deep vexation,

To see cach melancholy alteration ;. .

And agonizing, curse the time and place

When ye begat the base, degen’rate race !

Nae langer rev’rend men, their country’s glory,

In plain braid scots hold forth a plain braid story !

Nae langer thrifty citizens an’ douce,

Meet owre a pint, or in the council-house;

But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless geutry,

The herrs ment and ruin of the country ;

Men, three parts made by tailors and by barbers,

Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on d—d new Brigs
and Harbours! |

NEW BRIG.
Now haud you there | for taith ye've said enough,

And muckle mair than ye can mak toshrough,

As for your 1’nesthood I shall say but little,

Corbics and (,lclgy are a shot right kittle :

But, under favour o’ your langer beard,

Abuse v’ Magisteates might weel be spar'd :

To liken them to your auld-warld squad,

I must needs say, comparisons are odd.

In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can have a haundle

To mouth ¢ a citizen,” a term o' scandal ;

Nae mair the Council waddles down the street,

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ;

Men wha grew wise priggin’ owre hops an’ raisins,
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Or ﬁather’d lib’ral views in hpnds and seisins,

1f kaply Knowledge, on a random tramp,

Had shor’d them with a glimmer of his lamp,

And would to Common-sense for once betray’d them,
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them. -

What farther clishmaclaver might been said,
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed,
No man can tell ;- but all before their sight,
A fairy train appear’d in order bright :
Adown the glitt'ring stream they featly danc’d ;
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd :
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat,
The infant ice searce bent bencath their feet :
While arts of minstrelsy among them rung,
And soul-ennobling bards heroie ditties sung.—
0 had M‘Laughlan,* thairm-inspiring Sage
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage,
When thro’ his dear strathspeys thoy. bore with

highland rage ;

Or when they struck old Scotia’s melting airs,
The lover's raptur’'d joys or hleeding cares ;
How would his highland lug been nobler fir'd,
And ev’n hismatchless hand with finer touch inspir'd!
No guess could tell what instrument appear’d,
But all the soul of Music’s self was heard ;

* A well known performer of Scottssh music on the violin,
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Harmonious concert ryng in every part,
While simple melody pour’d moving on the hearf.

The Genius of the®stream in front appears,
A venerable Chief advance’d in years ;
His hoary head with water-lilies crown’d,
His manly leg with garter tangle bound.
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring,
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring ;
Then, crown’d with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy,
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye :
All-checring Plenty, with her flowing horn,
Led yellow Autumn, wreath’d with nodding corn;
Then Winter’s time-bleach'd locks did hoary show,
By Hospitality with cloudless brow.
Next follow’d Courage, with his martial stride,
From where the Feal wild woody coverts hide ;
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air,
A ferale form, came from the tow’rs of Stair :
Learning and Worth in equal measures trode
From simplc Catrine, their long-lov'd abode:
Last, white-rob’d Pcace, crown’d with a hazel wreath,
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath
The broken iron instruments of death ; .
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kingling

wrath.
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Burns wrote this poem in Edinburgh‘ for the second
edition of his works, and it is "i]kely he desired to com-
plinfent his Ayrshire friends under pretence of drawing
a picture of times ancicrnt and modern.  That he has
done both is quite clear.- The dourage of the Mont-
gomerys is recorded in a couplet: and learning and
worth in equal measures move in Catrine, the residence
of Dugald Stewart; nor is Mrs. Stewart of Stair, after-
wards of Afton, forgotten :—

¢ Benevolence, with mild, bemgnant arr,
A female form, came from the towers of Staw.”
In after-days the beautiful solitude of Gptrine was in-
vaded by a cotton-mull, and the Professor carried away
his household gods; the lady of Star also moved: she
built a mansion on the banks of Afton-water, and there
at present two of her daughters reside.  Feal is a small
stream in the viemity of Coilsfield, in those days the seat
of Colonel Montgomery, afterwards Earl of Eglinton.

The idea of the poem was taken from Fergusson’s
*“ Plane Stanes and Causeway,” The Edinburgh bard
makes a “cadie” or public messenger overhear the con-
versation and report it : no attempt 1s made to personify
the speakers.—In the dialogue between the Brigs of
Ayr,” says Currie, ““ Burns himself is the auditor; the
Poet, pressed by care or inspired by whim, wandered out
in the darkness of a winter night to the mouth of the Ayr,
where the stillness was interrupted only by the rushing
sound of the influx of the tide. The dungeon clock had
struck two ; the sound had been repeated by Wallace-
tower; the moon shone bright, and the infant ice was
forming on the stream. The bard heard the *clanging

=sugh’ of wings, and speedily perceived
¢ The sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside.’

These genii enter iuto a conversation, and comparc an-
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cient times with thcepresent. They differ, as may be
expected, and taunt and scold cach other in broad $otch.
This conversation, which is certainly humorous, may be
considered as the preper business of the poem.”

Ayr was one of the military stations of Edward I.,
and the place where the hero Wallace first displayed his
courage and strength. It became a royal burgh as early
as 1202, and the ““Auld Brig” might well have the
““ very wrinkles gothic in its face,”” for it was erected in
the reign of Alexander I, The “ New Brig” stands
a hundred yards or so below the old one, and was chiefly
raised by th patriotic exertions of that Ballantyne to
whom the poem is inscribed. Ayr gave birth to the ac-
complished Count IHamilton, author of the ‘“ Memoirs of
Grammont.” It was the residence too, of the heroic
Wallaces of Craigic, and, moreover, Cromwell saw it
with the eye of Edward I., for he constructed a fort be-
tween the town and the sea to keep the West in awe.

Soon after the appearance of ¢ The Brigs of Ayr,”
other brigs in the north began to speak. A Nithsdale
rhymer wrote a volume of verses, and #ne of the pieces
was entitled ““ A Conversation between the Auld Brig
and New Brig of Dumfries.”” Ic observed them to be
big with coming words, and being a person of patience,
as well as discernment, lingered within car-shot to hear
what passed. 'The brigs were in no hurry to begin, if I
may trust the only lines which remain on my memory :—

“ Ance upon a day
Dumfries’ twa brigs stood still and nought did say.”
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On the Blunk Leaf of a Copy of thé Poems, presenied to
an Old Sweethearl, then married.

Oxcr fondly lov'd, and still remember’d dear;
Sweet early object of my youthful vows !

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere,—
Friendship ! ’tis all cold duty now allows.

And when you read the simple artless rhymes,
Onc friendly sigh for him—he asks no more,—
Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes,
Or haply lies beneath th’ Atlantic roar.

The name of the lady to whom this double present of
praise and poetry was given has not been mentioned.
Burns, it is evident, had at that time no better prospect
before him than emigration to the West Indies: his
prose and verse of the year 1786 arc filled with allusions
to that reluctant step: he seems to have loaked for

J.othiﬁg better than to dic soon amid torrid climes, if he
escaped drowning in the passage. e, perhaps, did not
dread the voyage so much as he felt hurt and humbled
to be obliged to go abroad from want of encouragement
at home.



27

ON
THE DEATH OF ROBERT DUNDAS, Isa.,
OF ARNISTON,

LATE LORD PRESIDENT OF THHT COURT OF SESSION.

Lony on the bleaky hills the straying flocks

Shun the fierce storms among the sheltering rocks ;
Down from the rivulets, red with dashing rains,
The gathering floods burst o’er the distant plains ;
Beneath the blasts the leafless forests groan ;

'The hollow caves return a sullen moan.

Ye hills, ye plains, ye*forests, and ye caves,
Ye howling winds, and wintry swelling waves !
Unhcard,*unscen, by hwnan ear or eye,

Sad to your sympathetic scenes 1 fly ;

Where to the vyhistling blast and waters’ roar
Pale Scotia’s recent wound 1 may deplore.

O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear !

A loss these evil days can ne’er repair !

Justice, the high vicegerent of her God,

Her doubtful balance ey’d, and sway’d her rod ;
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow

She sunk, abandon’d to the wildest woe.
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Wrongs, injurics, from many a&arksome den,
Now 4ay in hope explore the paths of men:
See from his cavern grim Oppression rise,
And throw on poverty his cruel c‘ycs :

Keen on the helpless victim sec him fly,

And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting ary :

Mark ruffian Violence, distained with crimes,
Rousing clate in these degenerate times ;

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey,

As guileful Fraud points cut the erring way :
While subtile Litigation's pliant tonguc

The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong :
Hark, injur'd Want recounts th' unlisten'd tale,
And much-wrong'd Mis’ry pours th’ unpitied wail !

Ye dark waste hills, and brow’n unsightly plains,
To you I sing my grief-inspired strains :

Yec tempests, rage! ye turbid torrents, roll!

Ye suit the jovless tenor of my soul.

Life’s social haunts and pleasures I resign,

Be nameless wilds and lonely wanderings mine,
To mourn the woes my country must endure,
That wound degenerate ages cannot cure.

These lines were composed, it appears, in compliance
with the request of Advocate ITay.—*“ The enclosed
poem,” Burns thus wries tu that gentleman, * was
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wisues o wousequepge of your suggestion last time I
had the pleasure of secing you. It cost me an hpur or
two of next morning’s sleep, but did not please me, so it
laid by, an ill-digegted effort, till the other day 1 gave it
a critic-brush. These kinds of subjects are much hack-
neyed, aud, besides, the wailings of the rhyming tribe
over the ashes of the great are curscdly suspicious, and
out of all chardeter for sincerity. These idcas damped
my muse’s fire : however 1 have done the best I could.”
How the poem was welcomed, and what the Poet felt,
he has written with his own hand under the copy of the
poem which he gave to Dr. Geddes. ¢ The foregoing
pocem,” lie says, “ has some tolerable lines in it, but the
incurable wound of my pride will not suffer me to cor-
rect, or even perusc it. I sent a copy of it, with my best
prose letter, to the son of the great man, the theme of the
picce, by the hands of one of the noblest men in God’s
world, Alexander Woud, surgeon. When, behold! his
solicitorship took no more notice of my poem or me than
1 bad been a strolling figddler, who had made free with his
lady’s name over a silly new reel! Did the gentleman

T

imagine that 1 looked for any dirty gratuity ?
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ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER
TIHHE DEATH OF JOHN N’I‘LEOD, ESQ.,

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY, A %RT!C‘CLAR
FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR’S.

Sap thy tale, thou idle page,
And rueful thy alarms:
* Death tears the brother of her love
From Isabella’s arms.

Sweetly deckt witl, pearly dew
The morning rose may blow; *
But cold successive noontide blasts

May lay its beauties low,

¥air on Isabella’s morn
The sun propitious smil’d ;

But, Jong ere noon, succeeding clouds
Succdeding Bopes beguil'd.

Fate oft tears the bosom cords
That nature finest strung :
So Isabella’s heart was form’d,

And so that heart was wrung.
®
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Wer; it in tk; poet’s power,
Strong as hé shares the grief

That pierces Isabella’s heart,
To give that heart relief.

Dread Qmrfipotence, alone,
Can heal the wound he gave;

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes
To scenes beyond the grave.

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow,
And fear no withering blast ;

There Isabella’s spotless worth
Shall happy be at last.

The fifth verse has been restored frqm the Poet’s ma-
nuscripts, and I am dlso enabled to add, from the same
source, that the family of the M‘Leod’s having suffered
much from misfortune, Burns was deeply impressed
with the bercavements they had in a short space of
time endured. ,That he sympathized much in such dis-
tresses, his works sufficiently show 3 some of his noblest
poems—such as the Elegy on Mathew Herfderson, were
composed on occasions of domc¥ic mourmnfr
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TO MISS LOGAN,

WITH BEATTIE'S POEMS AS A NLW* YEAR'S GI¥'T,
Jan. 1, 1787,

Aca1n the silent wheels of time
Their annual round have driv’n,
And you, o’ scarce in maiden prime,
Arc so much nearer Heav’'n.

No gifts have I from Indian coasts
The infant year to hail ;

1 send you more than India boasts
In Edwin’s simple tale,

Our sex with guile and faWess love
Is charg’d, perhaps; too truce;

But may, dear maid, cach lover prove
An Edwin still to you!

The lady . fi;n Burns presented the Minstrel of
Beattie, inscribed with tRese elegant lines, was the “ Sen-
timental Sister Susie’” of the Epistle to Major Logan.
She lved at Park-house, and sometimes at Camlarg;
Sung, T have heard, with taste and feeling, and, with
her brother, belped to cheer the Bard in many of his des-
ponding hours.
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" THE AI‘TERI_%&N WAR.

A FRAGMENT.

1.
When Guilidford good our pilot stoody’
And did our heln thraw, man,
Ae ‘gight, at tea, began a plea,
ithin America, man :
Then up they gat the maskin-pat,
. And in the sea did jaw, man ;
An’ did nae less, in full Congress,
Than quite refuse our law, man.

1I.
Then t%:)’ the lakes Montgomery takes,
I wat he was na €law, man;
Down Lowrie’s lﬁn he took a turn,
And«Carleton did ca’, man;

But yet; what-reck, he, at Quebec,
Montgomery-like did fa’, man, ‘
Wi sword in hand, bgfqre his bmld, )

Amang his en’miés a'; man.
' 11,
Poor Tamimy Gage, within a cage,
Was kept at Boston ha’, man ;
Till Willie How¢ took o’er the knowe -
For Philadelphia, man ;
VOL. 1IL. D
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‘Wi’ sword an’ gun he thgught a sin

Guid Christian lélood to draw, man :
But at New York, wi’ knife an’ fork,
Sir-loin he hacked sma’,crmn.

IV.
Bur’!p'ync gaed up, like spur a*“hip,
Till Fraser brave did fa’, man;
Then lost his way, ae misty day,
In Samptoga shaw, man.
Cornwallis fought as lang’s he dought,
An’ did the buckskins claw, man
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save,
He hung it to the wa’, man.
V.
Then Montague, an’ Guilford, too,
Began to fear a {a’, man ;
And Sackville dour, wha®stood the stoure.
The German Chief to thraw, man :
For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk,
Nae mercy had at a’, man ;
An' Charlig Fox threw by the box,
An’ lews'd his tinkler jaw, man.
VI.
Then Rockingham took up the game,
Till death did on him ca’, man ;
When Shelburne meek held up his cheek,
Conform to gospel law, man ;
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Saint Stephen's oys, wi’ jarring noise,
They did his measuregs thraw, man,
For North an’ Fox united stocks,
An’ bore Birfd to the wa’, man.

. VIL ;
Then cluﬁ'an’ hearts were Charlie's;hrtes,
He swept the stakes awa’, man,
Til}l the diamond’s ace, of Indian race,
Led him a sair foux pas, man ;*
The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads,
On Chatham’s hoy did ca’, man ;
An’ Scotland drew her pipe, an’ blew,
¢ Up, Willie, waur them a’, man !

VIIL.
Behind, the throne then Grenville’s gone,
A secret word of twa, man ;
While slee Dundas arous’d the class,
Beworth the Roman wa’, man :
An’ Chatham’s wraijth, in heavenly graith,
(Inspired Bardies saw, man)
Wi’ kindling eyes cry’d ¢ Willie, rise |
¢ Would I hae fear’d them a’, man ?’
IX.
But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co.,
Gowff’'d Willie like a ba’, man,
Till Suthron raise, and coost their claise
Behind him in & raw, man ;
D2
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An’ Caledon threw by theyrrone,
An’ did her whittle draw, man ;
An’ swoor fu’' rude, thro’ dirt an’ blooc

To make it guid in law, nian.
£ % % £ %

“ The page of Burns,”” Campbell observes, ‘¢ contains
a lively image of contemporary life, and the country
from which he sprung.” Dr. Blair said something not
unlike this when he remarked of this poem * Burns’s
politics smell of the smithy.” To understand the allusion
of the critic, the reader would require to be acquainted,
as no doubt many are, with the scene which a country
~mithy presents,

¢¢ When ploughmen gather wy’ their graith,”

and ale, politics, and parish scandal are all alike care-
fully discussed. The forge is small, and all within it is
black, save the fire, which, awahened by a pair of large
bellows, blazeg bright, while the blacksmith anxiously
heaps the glowing coals over the sock which he wishes
to weld, or the coulter he has to sharpen,, and drops
m a word now and then in the conversation main-
tained among his customers and auditodli  All at once
out comes the blazing iron from the fire—flash after
flash passes over the faces of the gathered groups—the
quick clang of hammers is heard-the smithy darkens
down as the iron cools, and when it is restored to the
fire for dnother heat, the controversy of tongues is re-
Jhewed, tnd so the cvening passes. Blair intimated
'y his remark that the opinions of the Poet respecting
the Amepican war were unstatesmanlike, and only worthy
of rude, yeady-witted ploughmen.
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THE DEAN OF FACULTY.

1 NEW BALLAD.

I
Dire was the hate at old Harlaw,
That Scot to Scot did carry ;
And dire the discord Langside saw,
For beauteous, hapless Mary*:
But Scot with Scot ne’er met so hot,
Or were more in fury secen, Sir, .
Than twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job—
Who should be Faculty’s Dean, Sir.—
11.
This Hal for genius, avit, and lore,
Among the first was number’d ;
~ But pioys Bob, 'mid lcarning’s store,
Cumman%nent tenth remember’d.—
Yet simple Bob the victory got,
" And won his heart’s desire 3
Which shews that heaven can boil the pot,
Though the devil p—sin the fire.—
IIL.
~3quire Hal besides had in this case
- Pretensions rather brassy,
For talents to deserve a place
Arequalifisations saucy ; -
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.

So, their worships of the Fa. alty,
*Quite sick of merit’s rudeness,
Chose one who should owe it all, d'ye see,
To their gratis grace and goodness,—

Iv.
As onxbn Pisgah purg’d was the sight
Of a son of Circumcision,
So may be, on this Pisgeh height,
Bob’s purblind, mental vision: .
Nay, Bobby's mouth may be open’d yet
Till for eloquence you hail him,
And swear he hag the Angel met
That met the Ass of Balaam.

Nu one has equalled J.ockhart’s account of Burns
among the stately literati and lawyers of Edinburgh:—
“It needs no efort of imagination to conceive what the
sensations of an isolated set of scholars must have been
in the'presence of this big-buned, black-brov-ed, brawny
stranger, with his great flashing cyes, who, having forced
his way among them from the plough-tail at a single
stride, manifested in the whole train of his hearing and
conversation a most thorough conviction that, in the
society’of the most eminent men of his nation, he was
exactly where he was entitled to be, Hardly deigned to
flatter them by exhibiting even an occasional symptom
of keing flsttered by their notice, by turns calmly mea-
suredifimself against the most cultivated understandings
of his fime in fiscussion—overpowered the bon-mots of
the mapt celebrated convivialists by broad floods of mer-
rimant! imoresnated with all the burnine life of #énius—
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astounded bosoms ha®ikually cnveloped in the thrice-
piled folds of social reserve by compelling them to (Yem-
ble beneath the fearless touch of natural pathos—and all
this without the smallest willingness to be ranked among
those professional ministers of excitement, who are con-
tent to be paid in money and smiles for doigg what the
spectators and auditors would be ashamed §f doing in
their own persons, even if they had the power of doing it.

“The lawyers of Edinburgh, among whom Burns fi-
gured at his outsct with at le&st as much success as among
the professional literati, were a very different race of
men from these ; they would uveither, I take it, have par-
doned rudcness nor been alarmed by wit. Buyt, being in
those days, with scarcely an cxception, members of the
landed aristocracy of the country, and forming by far the
most influential body in the society of Scotland, they
were, perhaps, as proud a set of men as ever enjoyed the
tranquil pleasures of unquestioned superiority. What
their haughtiness as a body was, may be guessed when
we know that inferior bimth was reckoned a fair and le-
gitimate ground for excluding any man from the bar.
To this body belonged nineteen out of twenty of those
“Patricians,’ whose statcliness Burns so long remem-
beted, and so hitterly resented. It might, perhaps, have
been well for him had stateliness becn the worst fault of
their manncrs,” *

The pocm was first published in the Reliques of Burns,
It explains itselfy I have heard that it was-any thing
but graciously received by the two competitors, Had
and Bob.
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TO A LADY,
[

1ith a Present of a Pair of Drinking: Glasses.

Famr ﬁnpress of the Poet’s soul,
And Queen of Pogtesses ;

Clarinda, take this little boon,
This humble pair of gla?ses.

And §ill them high with generous juice,
As generous as your mind ;

And pledge me in the generous toast—
¢ The whole of human kind!”,

¢ To those who love us!”—second fill ;
But not to those whom we love ;

Lest we love those who love not us é—
A third—* to thee and me, love !”

To the beautiful Clarinda—the Mrs. Mac. whom he
loved to tgast in company-—Burns eddressed a num-
ber of letters; some are written with tenderness and
feeling, others are bold and vehement ; and they all shew
the; of an impassioned heart, and sometimes the
quigkness of a clear understanding. That the lady re-

the whole as a sort of sentimental firtation on
paper, ?ete can be no déubt.~~" I can say with truth,
madam,)’” he thus opens .thé correspondence, ** that 1
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never met with a gerson in my life whom I more
anxiously wished to meet again than yourself. Yap are
a stranger to me; but I am an odd being; some yet
unnamed feclings, things, not principles, but better than
whims, carry me further than boasted reason ever did a
philosopher. Our wgrthy common fricnd, ig her usual

pleasant way, rallied®* me a good deal on new ac-
(uaintance. She tells me you are not on ritic, but
a poetess.””

Of ¥he powers of Clariada in rhyme, I shall give
@ specimen, such as will induce the reader to desire
more.—* Your last verses,”” says Burns, ‘“ have so
delighted mec, that I have got an excellent old Scots
air that suvits the measure, and you shall sec them in
print. I want four sthnzas—you gave me but three, and
one of them alluded to an expression in my former let-
ter; so I have taken your two first verses, with a slight
alteration in the sccond, and have added a third, but you
must help me to a fourth. Here they are; the latter
half of the first stanza js worthy of Sappho; 1am in
raptures with it:"—

¢ Talk not of lave, it gives me pain,
For love has been my foe ;
}1e bound me with an iron chain,
And plung’d me deep 1n woe.
But friendship’s pure and lasting joys
My heart was formed to prove—

Then avelcome win and wear the prize,
But never talk of love.

Your friendship much can make me blest,
Oh! why that blss destroy ?

Why urge the only one request
You know I will deny?

Your thought, if love must harbour there, ,
Conceal 1t in that thought ;

Nor cause me from that bosom tear
The very friend I sought.”
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CLARINDA.

e
CLARINDA, mistress of my soul,

The measur’d time is fun!
retch beneath the dreary pole
So marks his latest sun.

To what dark cave of frozen night
Shall poor Sylvander hie;

Depriv’d of thee, his life and light,
The sun of all his joy.

We part—but, by these precious drops
That fill thy lovely eyes!

No other light shall gnide my steps
Till thy bright beams arise.

She, the fair sun of all her sex,
Has blest my glorious day ;
And shall a glimmering planet fix
My worship to its ray ?

i The Bqd had recovered from his fall, and was con-
. lul departure from Edinburgh, when he wrote
o s to *“ Clarinda.” He sent her, it appears, &
. ot" the acoount which he gave of himself to Dr.

~Moore, and added, 1,do not know if you have s just
" idea of my chamcter, but I wish you to see me, as L a,
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as most people of myerade are, a strange will-o’-wisp
being * the victim, too frequently, of much imprudgnce
and many follies. My two great constituent elements
are pride and passior:.the first I have endeavoured to
harmonize into integrity and honour; the last makes me
a devotee to the warmest degree of enthusiaﬁm in love,
religion, or friendship——either of them, or ther, as
I happen to be inspired.”

Having explained or apologized respecting his feelings
and his prejudices, the Poet proceeds :—‘* What a strange
mysterious faculty is that thing called imegination! 1
have often amused myself*with visionary schemes of
what happiness in another world might be enjoyed
hy small alterations—alterations that we can fully enter
into in this prescnt state of existence. For instance,
suppose you and I, just as we are at prcsent—the same
reasoning powers, sentiments, and even desires; the
same fond curiosity for knowledge and remarking obser-
vation in our minds; and imagine our bodies free from
pain, and the necessary sypplies for the wants of nature,
at all times and easily within our reach: imagine, farther,
that we were set free from the laws of gravitation which
bind us to this globe, and could at pleasure fly without
wconvenience through all the yct unconjectured bounds
of creation—what a life of bliss would we lead in our
mutual pursuit of virtue and knowledge, and our mutual
enjoyment of friendship and love! 1 see you laughing at
my fairy fancies, but I am certain I would be a happy
creature beyoud any thing we call bliss here below; nay,
it would be a paradise congenial to you, too. Don’t you
see g8 hand in hand, meking our remarks on Siriug; the
neatest of the fixed stars; or surveying a comet faming

nnoxious by us, as we just now would mark the passing
pomip of a travelling monarch.”

3
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VERSES.

IWritten under the Portrait of F:'rgusson, the Poet, in o
copy of that Author’s works presented to a young Lady
in Edingurgh, March 19th, 178%.

Curst on ungrateful man,,that can be pleas'd,
And yet can starve the guthor of the pleasure}
O thou my clder brother in misfortune,

By far my elder brother in the muses,

With tears I pity thy unhappy fate!

Why is the bard unpitied by the world,

Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ?

This apgstrophe to Fergusson, bears a striking affimity
to one in the ““ Epistle to William Simpson :”—
“ () Fergusson' thy glorious parts
I suited law's dry musty arts ;
My curse upon your whunstane hearts,
Ye E'nbrugh gentry !
The tythe o’ what ye waste at carees,
‘Wad stow'd hus pantry 1"

This was written before Burns visited the Scottish
capital. Kven without a poet’s susceptibility, we may
feel how this prophetic parallel of Fergusson’s case with
his gwn must have pressed on the memory of our bard,

®when he paid this second tribute of affection to his
¢ elder brother” in misfortune,
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'SKETCH.

A LITTLE, upright? pert, tart, tripping wight,
And still his precwus self his dear delight ;
‘Who loves his own smart shadow in the’ streete
Better than ¢’er the fairest she he meets

A man of fashion, too, he made his tour,
Leam’d vive la bugatelle, et vive Pamour;

$¥ travell’d monkeys théir grimace improve,
Polish their grin, nay, sigh for ladies’ love.
Much specious lore, but little understood ;
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood :

His salid sense—Dby inches you must tell,
But mete his cunning by the old Scots cll;
His meddling vanity, p busy fiend,

still making work his selfish craft must ggend.

The * Skctch” was a portion of & long poem which
Burns contemplated, called “ The Poet’s Progress.” He,
however, completed no more than the little contained in
this page ; perhapd the response of Dugold Stewart, to
whom he communicated the sketch, damped his ardour.,
—'* The fragment,” says Burns, ‘beginning * A little,
upright, pert, tart,” &c., I have not shewn to any man
living till I now shew it to you. It forms the postulata
the axioms, the definition of a character, which, if it ap-
pear at all, shall be placed in a variety of lights. This
particular part I send you mercly as a sample of my
hand at portrait sketching.” ‘
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TO
MRS SCOTT,

or

WAUCHOPE,

I minp it weel in early date,
When 1 was beardless, young and blate,
An’ first could thresh the barn ;
O haud a yokin at the pleugh ;
An’ tho’ forfoughten sair encugh,s
Yet unco proud to learn:
When first amang the yellow corn
A man 1 reckon’d was, °
An’ wi’ the lave ilk merry morn
Could rank my rig and lass,
Still shearing, and clearing,
‘The tither stooked raw,
W.’i’ claivers, an’ haivers,
Wearing the day awa.
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E’en t.hen, a .wish, I mind its pow'r,
A wish that to my latest hour
Shall strongly heave my breast,
That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake
Some usefu’ plan or beuk could make,
Or sing a sang at least.
The rough burr-thistle, spreading wide
Amang the bearded bear,
1 turn’d the weeder-clips aside,
An’ spar’d the symbol dear:
No nation, no station,
My envy e'er could raise,
A Scot still, but blot still,
T knew nae higher praise.

Bat still the clements o’ sang
In formless jumble, right an’ wrang,
‘Wild floated in my brain ;
"Ti/t on that har’st I said before,
My partner in the merry core,
She rops'd the forming strain :
I sec her yet, the sonsie quean,
That lighted up her jingle,
Her witching smile, her pauky een
That gart my heart-strings tingle :
I fired, inspired,
At every kindling keek,
But bashing and dashing
I feared aye to speak.
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!hmh o W sex, Tk guidrolrigh vaps,
ee ih winter dayr,

'ln common :
WA&Q & jo he baln of wos,
e sk o ﬁh ths beav'n balbw,

To eup woman, © '
Yo witly swinghs, who histe the hape
' Be mindfu’, 6’ your mither ;
§he, honest woman, may think shaie
That ye'e connected with her,
Ye're wae men, ye're nae men
Phat slight the ,lovely denrs
o shae ye, daclaim ye,
I}%West birkie sweard.

“For you, no bxed to bariy and byre,
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre,
to you for your line .
1y The vnafled ploid ye kindly spare,
{8y me should grtefully be ware
JTwad M e fo the nine,
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This beautiful little poem is now given entire.—“ Oh'!
that he, the prevailing Poet,” savs Wilson, speaking of
the aspirations of his youth, ‘“could have seen this heht
breaking in upon the dmkncss that did too long and too
deeply overshadow his Bvinglot! Some glorious glimpses
of it his prophetic soul did sce—witness ¢ The Vision,’
or that somewhat humbtler but yvet high strain-—in which,
bethinking him of the undefined aspirations of his beyish
genjus that had bestirred itsclf in the darkness, as if the
touch of an angel’s hand were to awaken a sleeper i his
cell—he said to himself :—

¢ Even then a wish, 1 nund 1ts power,
A wish that to my liatest hou,
Shall strongly heave my breast,
That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake,

Some usefu’ plan, or beuh could mahe,
Or sing a sany at least,

“ Such hopes were in him, m lus “ bright and shining
youth,’ surrounded as it was with toil and trouble, that
could not bend down the brow of Burns from its natural
upright iuclination to the sky: and such hupes, let us
doubt 1t not, were with hird in his dark and faded prime,
when life's lamp burned Jow indeed, and ne was willing
at last, t‘d.rl\' as it was, to shut his eyes on this dearly
beloved, but s rely distracting world.”

The lady to whom the Fpistle is addressed, was a
painter and poetess : her sketches with the peneil were
very beautiful; of* her skill in verse, the reader may
judge from her letter to the bard :—

* My cantic, witty, thyming ploughman,
1 haffiins doubt it 1s na' true, man,
‘That ye between the stilts was bred,
Wi ploughmen schooled, wi' ploughmen fed 5
I doubt 1t sair, ye've drawn your knowledge
Either frac grammar-school or college,
Guid troth your saul an” body baith
War better fed I'd gie my aith,
‘Than theirs who sup sour mulk an’ parritch,
An’ bummil through the single Carrstch.

VOL. III. E
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Whaes er heard the ploughmau speak,
Could tell @if Homer was a Gieek ?
¢ 1ic'd flee as soon upon a cudgel,

As get a single hne of Virgil
And then sac slee ye crack your jokes
O Wallie 1ttt and Charbe Kox:
Qur great men a’ sae weel descuive,
An" how to gar the nation thrive,
Ane maist wad swear ye dwalt amang; them,
And a¢ ye saw theni sae ye savg then.

. Rut be yc¢ ploughman, be ye pecr,
Y ¢ are a funuy blade 1 swears
An’ though the cauld I 1l can lde,
Yet twenty miles an' mair 1'd ride
O'cr moss an’ mowr, an’ never grumble,
‘Though iy auld yad should gie a stumble,
To crack a winter mght wr’ thee,
An’ hear thy sangs an’ sonnets slee.
O gif t kenned but where ye baide,
T'd send to vou 4 marled plaid 3
>T'wad haud yow shouthers warm an’ braw,
An’ douce at kKirk or market shaw ;
I'ra’ south as weel as north my lad,
A" honest Scotsmen lo'e the maud.”

Mrs. Scott of Wauchope was niece to Mrs. Cockburn,
authoress of a beautiful variation of “The Flowers of
the Forest :”” she has been long dead.



EPISTLE TO WILLIAM CREECH.

M RITTEN AT SELKIRK.

AvrLp chuckie Reekie’s# sair distrest,
Down droops her ance weel-burnisht crest,
Nae joy her bonnie buskit nest
Can yield ava,
Her darling bird that she lo'es best,
Willie’s awa!

O Willie was a witty wight,
And had o’ things an unco slight ;
Auld Reckie ay he.kccpit tight.
An’ trig an’ braw :
But nfw they’ll busk her like a fright,
Willie’s awa!

The stiffest®o’ them a’ he bow’d ;
The bauldest o’ them a’ he cow'd;
They durst nae mair than he allow'd,
That was a law :
We've lost a birkie weel worth gowd,
Willie’s awa !

& Edinburgh.
E 2
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Now gawkies, tawpies, gawks, z:nd fools,

Frae colleges and boarding-schools,

May sprout like simmer puddock-stools
In glen br shaw;

He wha could brush them down to mools,
Willie's awa !

The brethren o’ the Commerce-Chaumer *

May mourn their loss wi’ doolfu’ clamour:

He was a dictionar and grammar
Amang them a’;

I fear they’ll now mak mony a stammer,
Willie’s awa !

Nac mair we see his lnvee door
Philosophers and poets pour,t
And toothy critics by the score,
In bloody raw !
The adjutant o’ 4’ the core,
Willie’s awa!

Now worthy Gregory's latin facc,
Tytler's and Greenficld’s modest grace ;
Mackenzie, Stewart, sic a brace
As Rome ne'er saw ;
They 2’ maun mecet some ither place,
Willie’s awa !

% The Chamber of Commerce at FEdinburgh, of which Creech was
Secretary.

4+ Many literary gentlemen were accustomed to meet at Mr. Creech’s
house at breakfast.
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Poor Burns—c’ea Scoteh drink canna quicken,
He cheeps like some bewilder’d chicken, ¢
Scar'd frac its minnic and the eleckin
By hoodic-craw ;
Grief’s gien his heart an unco kickin’,
Willie's awa!

Now ev'ry sour-mou’d girnin’ blellum,
And Calvin’s fock, are fit to fell him
And sclf-conceited eritie skellum
His quill may draw;
I1¢ wha could brawlie ward their bellum,
Willic’s awa!

Up wimpling stately Tweed I've sped,
And Eden scenes off erystal Jed,
And Ettrick banks now roaring red,
¢ While tempests blaw 5
But every joy and pleasure’s fled,
Willie’s awa !

May T be slander’s common speech ;

A text for infamy to preach

And lastly, streckit out to bleach
In winter snaw ;

When I forget thee! Willic Creech,
Tho’ far awa!
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‘
May never wicked fortune touzle him !
May never wicked men bamboozle him'!
Until a pow as auld’s Methusalem

He canty claw!
Then to the blessed New Jerusalem,

Fleet wing awa!

The “ Epistle to William Crecch” was the sole poctic
fruit of the Border tour of Burns. It was written on
the 13th of May, 1757, and forwarded in a letter cons-
mencing thus :—** My honoured friend—The enclosed 1
have just wrote, nearly extempore, at a solitmy inn at
Selkirk, after a miserable wet day’s riding. l1have been
over most of East Lothian, Berwick, Roshurgh, and Sel-
kirkshires; and next weck I begin a tour through the
nortn of England.”

The cminent bookseller to whom this Epistle is ad-
dressed was a very singular person: he was the son
of the minister of Newbattle, and by his ~other, con-
nected with a noble family in Devonshire. He was a good
classical scholar ; was educated for the medical prots ssion,
but finally resolving to be a hookselleg, apprenticed lnm-
self to Kincaid of Edirburgh. e forsook however the
business for a tirny, and wenton a tour to the Continent,
with Lord Kilmaurs, afterwards Earl of Glencairn. On
his return, he became partner with Kincaid, who soon
retired, leaving Creech in sole possession of the business,
which he carried on for forty-four years with great suc-
cess. He was not only the most popular bookseller in the
north, but he published the writings of almost all the
distinguished men who adorned Scottish literature to-
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wards the close of thg eighteenth century.  Ilis shop
occupicd a couspicuous place in the centre of the Qld
Town, and 1t was his pleasure to give breakfasts
to his authoms: thesq meectings were called Creech’s
Ievees.  He not only encouraged authors, but he wrote
pros. himsclf. he published a volume of trifles under
the rame of ‘¢ Edinbutgh Fugitive Pieces,” which was
re-printed in 1815.

* Mr. Creech’s style of composition,” says Robert
Chambers, in his valuable * Scottish Biography,” ““is
only worthy of heing spoken of with respect to its ironi-
cal humour. In private iife he shone conspicuously as
a pleas..  companion and conversationist, being possessed
of an exhaustible fund of droll anccdote, which he
could . arrate in a characteristic manner, and with un-
failing effect. He thus secured zencral esteem, in despite,
it appeared, of extraordinary fondness for money and
penuriousness of habits, which acted to the preclusion,
not only of all benevolence of disposition, buteven of the
common honesty of discharging his obligations when
they were due.” In these concluding words the secret
of the Jong abode of Burns in Fdinburgh is explained,
and al sotace pussages in his letters expressing doubt
auld apprehensior.  Creech would not part with the
monvy vty the Poet on his works, apnd the Poet could
it enter mto farming speculations with an empty pocket.



TIHE
HUMBLE PETITION
or
BRUAR WATER*

TO THE

NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE.

I.°

My Lord, T know your noble ear
Woe nc'er assails in vain
Embolden’d thus, 1 beg you'll hear
Your humble slave complain,
How saucy Pheebus’ scorching beams,
In flaming sur;mer-pride,
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streams,
And drink my crystal tide.

* Bruar Falls, in Athole, are excecdingly picturesque and beautiful;
but their eftect is much impaired by the want of trees and shrubs,
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The lightlv-jumpin’ glowrin’ trouts, ,

That thro’ my waters play,

1f, in their random, wanton spouts,
They near the margin stray ;

11, hapless chanee! they linger lang,
I'in scorching up so shallow,

They're left the whiteniag stanes amang,

In gasping death to wallow.

1IT.
Last day I grat wi’ spite and teen,
As Pocet Burns came by,
That to a bard 1 should be scen
Wi half my channcel dry :
A panegyric rhyme, 1 ween,
Even as 1 was he shor’d me ;
But had 1 in my glory been,
e, kneeling, wad ador'd me.

IV.
Here, foamjng down the shelvy rocks,
In twisting strength 1 rin ;
There, high my boiling torrent smokes,
Wild-roaring o’er a linn :
Enjoying large cach spring and well, .
As Nature gave them me,
I am, altho’ I say’t myscl,
Worth gaun a mile to sce.
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Y.
. Would then my noble master please

To grant my highest wishes,
He'll shade my banks wi' tow'ring trees,
And bonnie spreading bushes.
Delighted doubly then, my Lord,
You'll wander on my banks,
And listen mony a grateful bird
Return you tunetul thanks.
VI.
The sober laverock, warbling wild,
Shall to the skies aspire
The gowdspink, music’s gayest child,
Shall sweetly join the choir :
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite clear,
The mavis mild and riellow ;
The robin pensive autumn cheer,
In all her locks of vellow. .

VII.
This, too, a covert shall insure,
T'o shicld them from the storm ;
And coward maukin sleep sceure,
Low in her grassy form :
Here shall the shepherd make his seat,
To weave his crown of flow'rs 5
Or find a shelt'ring safe retreat
From prone descending show'rs,
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VIII.

And here, by sweet endearing stealth,
Shall meet the loving pair,

Despising worlds with all their wealth
As empty idle care.

The flow'rs shall vic in all their charms
The hour of heav'n to grace,

And birks extend their fragrint arms
To screen the dear embrace.

1X.

Here haply too, at vernal dawn,
Some musing bard may stray,

And eye the smoking, dewy lawn,
And misty mountain gray ;

Or, by the reaper’s nightly beam,
Mild-chequeringr thro® the trees,

Rave to my darkly-dashing stream,
Hearse swelling on the breeze.

X.

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool,
My lowly banks o’erspread,

And view, deep-bending in the pool,
Their shadows’ wat'ry bed!

Let fragrant birks in woodbines drest
My craggy cliffs adorn ;

And, for the little songster’s nest,
The close embow'ring thorn.

C
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XI1.
30 may old Seotia’s darling hope,
Your little angel band,
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop
Their honour'd native land!
So may thro® Albion’s farthest ken,
To social-flowing glasses,
The grace he—+ Athole’s honest men,
And Athole’s bonnie lasses!”

““ The first object of interest,”” says Chambers, *“ that
occurs upon the public road after leaving Blar, 1s a chasin
in the hill on the right hand, through which the httle
river Bruar falls over a series of beautiful cascades.
Formerly, the falls of the Bruar were unadorned by
wood ; but the Poet Burns, being conducted to see them
(Sep. 1787), by his friend the Duke of Athole, recom-
mended that they should be invested with that necessary
decoration—a plantation.  Trees have ban  thickly
planted along the chasm, and are now far advanced to
maturity, Throughout this young forest, a walk has
been cut, and a number of fantastic little grottoes erected
for the conveniency of those who visit the spot. The
river not only makes several distinct falls, but rushes on
through a channel, whose roughuess and haggard sub-
limity adds greatly to the merits of the scence, as an
objert of interest among tourists.”

« Speaking of this visit of Burns to the Bruar, and of the
origin of the puem, Professor Walker says, ““He passed
two or three days with the Duke of Athole, and was
highly delighted by the attention he received, and the
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company to whom Be was introduced. These, on the
other hand, were no less pleased with the correct and
manly deportment of the interesting stranger.  As the
hour of supper wasadistant, he begged 1 would guide
him through the grounds. It was already growing dark ;
yet the softened, though faint and uncertain, view of their
heauties which the fnoonlight afforded us, seemed ex-
actly suited to the state of his feelings at the time.
When we reached a rustie hat on the river Tilt, where it
is overhung by a woody precipice, he threw himself on
the heathy seat, and gave himself up to a tender, ab-
stracted, and voluptuous enthusiasm of imagination.
By the Duke’s advice he visited the Falls of Bruar, and
in a few days I received a letter from Inverness, with the
verscs enclosed.”

I have just time,” says the Poct to Walker, ** to
write the foregomg, and to tell you that it was (at least
most part of it) the cffusion of an half-hour I spent at
Bruar. [ do not mean it was extempore, for | have en~-
deavoured to brush it up as well as Mr. Nicol’s chat and
the jogging of the chaise would allow. It cascs my
heart a good deal, as rhyme is the coin with which
a poet pats his debts of honour or gratitude. What
I owe to the noble family of Athole, of the first kind, [
shall ever proudly boast; what [ owe to the last, so
help me God inany hour of need ! I shall never forget.”



ON
SCARING SOME WATER-FOWL
IN LOCH-TURIT,

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF OCHTERTYRE.

Wy, ye tenants of the lake,

For me your wat’ry haunt forsake ?
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why

At my presence thus you fly ?
Why disturb your social joys,
Parent, filial, kindred ties 2—
Common friend to you and me,
Nature's gifts to all are free: |
Peaceful keep your dimnpling wave,
Busy feed, or wanton lave ;

Or, beneath the sheltering rock,
Bide the surging billow’s sho<k.

Conscious, blushing for our race,
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace.
Man, your proud usurping foe,
Would be lord of all below :
Plumes himself in Freedom’s pride,
Tyrant stern to all beside.
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»
The cagle, frgm the cliffy brow,
Marking you his prey below,
In his breast no pity dwells,
Strong ncces‘sity compels :
But man, to whom alone is giv'n
A ray direct from pitying heav’n,
Glories in his heart humane—
And creatures for his pleasure slain.

Tn these savage, liquid plains,

Only known to wand’ring swains,
Where the mossy riv'let strays,

Far from hwman haunts and ways ;
All on Nature you depend,

And life’s poor season peaceful spend.

Or, if man’s superior might

Dare invade your native right,
On,the lofty cther borne,

Man with all his pow’rs you scorn ;
Swiftly seck, on clanging wings,
Other lakes and other springs ;
And the foe you cannot brave,
Scorn at least to be his slave.

Burns visited Ochtertyre and Loch-Turit in the com-
pany of Nicol, during his third northern tour. The fine
humanities which distinguish ** The Mouse’ and ‘¢ The
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4
Daisy,” another of his productions. scem to have been ac-
tiverwit.hin him on this last of his Highland excursions

¢ Tell me, fellow-creatures, why
At my presence thus ye fly *
Why disturh your social Jod s,
Parent, filial, kindred ties °—
Common friend to you and me,
Natures gifts to all are free.”

He was stayving, when he wrote these touching lines,
with Sir William Murray of Ochtertyre.  Other inspira-
tions came upon him. e met Miss Euphewia Murray
of Lintrose, commonly called ¢ The ¥Flower of Strath-
more,” and celebrated her beauty in that fine lyne,
beginning—

+¢ Blythe, blythe, an’ merry was she,
Blythe was she, but and ben 3

Blythe by the banks of Earn,
And blythe m Glentunt Glen.”

‘“ The house of Ochtertyre,” observes Chambers, ** 1s
little and over-neat; but its situation on an eminecoce
starting from the face of a hill, and its glorious park, and
lake, and trees, and all its other sunny lovehnesses, ren-
der it, ncvertheless, one of the most delightful seats m
brodd Scotland. Jt has been spoken of in terms of rap-
ture by all lLitcrary travellers, including Burng who spent
some time here, and has rendered the adJaccnt vule of the
Turit altogether classical by kis glowing pen.”



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE, IN THE PARLOUR OF THE
N

INN AT KENMORE, TAYMOUTH.

AvpmirinG Nature in her wildest grace,

These northern scenes with weary feet I trace s
(er many a winding dale and painful steep,

Th’ abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep,

My savage journey, curious, I pursue,

"Till fam’d Breadalbane opens to my view.—

The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides,
The woods, wild scatter’d, clothe their ample sides ;
Th’ outstretching lake, imbosomed "mong the hills,
The eye with wonder and amazement fills 5

The Tay, nieand'ring sweet in infant pride,

The palace, rising on its verdant side ;

The lawns, wood-fring’d in Nature’s native taste ;
The hillocks, dropt in Nature’s careless haste ;

The arches, striding o’er the new-born stream ;
The village, glittering in the noontide beam—

* * * *

Poctic ardors in my bosom $well,
Lone wand’ring by the hermit’s mossy cell :
VOL. IIL K
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t
The sweeping theatre of hangipg woods ;
T incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods—

* * ¥ *

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taught lyre,

And look through nature witls creative fire ;

Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconeil’d,

Misfortune’s lighten’d steps might wander wild ;

And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds,

Find balm to soothe her bitter—rankling wounds :

Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward streteh
her sean,

And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man.

% * * *

Burns, like all travellers of taste, was struck with the
magnificent scene, of which the splendid castle of the
the Earl of Breadalbane can scarcely be called the chief
attraction.—*“ The house,” says Chambers, *“ is after the.
fashion of Inverary, with circular turrets at the cor-
ners, and a minor tower rising prominent above, toge-
ther with several additional portions of less altitude,
though equaily beautiful architecture. It contains one of
the best collections of pictures in Scotland.” Among the
pictures are many of the portraits of Jameson. The vale
i bounded by lofty, abrupt, and fincly wooded hills, and
though not spacious enough to admit a well-laid lawn
and park, such as adorn the baronial residences of the
south, yet the stream, and vale, and upland unite in
forming a landscape wondrous for its picturesque beauty.
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The surface of the groynd 1s always grecn, and the hoary
trees are of great antiquity and size.
The Poet has bestowed some happy lines on this
beautiful scene :— o
*« The lawns, wood-fring’'d m Nature's natine taste:
The hillocks. dropt in Nature’s careless haste:
The arches, striding o'er the new-horn stream :
‘T'he village, ghftermg in the noontide beam.’
The images contained in these couplets are worthy of
a painter, and show that Burns had a finc eye for what
was stribing and lovely.  All that he savs of 1t in tus
jowrnal is simply, ** Taymouth deseribed 1n rhyme.”  *
The cxcurstons of the Poet in the north were hurried
and abrupt; his companions, who felt not as he felt,
dragged him from rock to rock, and from hill to hill,
and, watching his looks, expressed their wonder that he
did not burst out into voluntary numbers, whenever they
pulled him to a place which the tourists’ books had taught
them to adoure.  Professor Walker acted differently—
he allowed Burns to choose his own points of view, aud
followed, tather than Jed Kim.
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WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL,
]

STANDING BY THE FALL OF FYERS,

NEARI LOCH-NESS.,

Axoxa the heathy hills and ragged woods
The foaming Fyers pours his mossy floods ;
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds,
Where, thro” a shapeless beach, his stream resounds,
As high in air the bursting torrents flow,
As deep-recoiling surges foam helow,
Prone down the rock the writening sheet descends,
And viewless Echo's ear, astonish’d, rends.
Dim seen, through rising mists and ceascless show'rs,
The hoary cav ern, wide surrounding, low'rs.
Still thro’ the gap the struggaling river teils,
And still below, the horrid cauldron boils—
* * » * * *

Those who wish to see the Fall of Fyers in its true
Highland glory, should go, after two days’ rainupon the
uplands has swollen the stream and filled up the channel,

.4l the banks are all but overflowing. Then, I am told by
those who have seen some of the finest cascades in foreign
parts as well as in Britain, that, save the falls of Terni,
no other can be compared, for romantic beauty, with
those of Fyers.— In its medium fulness,” observes
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Chambers, ¢ it pours through a parrow gullet in the

rock in a round unbroken stream, which graduglly

whitens as it descends, till it falls into a half-seen pro-

found, upwards of tvgp hundred feet below the point of

descent.  About a quarter of a mile further up the ravine, ..
there is another cascade, usually called the Upper fall—

a fearful gulph, down which the water descends by three

lcaps, and over which a mean-looking bridge has been

thrown, by way of station for a sight of the cataract.”

These falls are but a short distance from Inverness.

On none of the fine scenes in the lowlands did Burns
pen a line, while on the beauties of the Highlands he was
tfluent and inspired.  Ossian’'s own poetic land abounds
with scenes worthy of the pencil of a Wilson or a Turner.
The savage magnificence of the mountaiuns, the splendour
of the lakes, and the softened elegance of the romantic
vales, arc only equalled by the picturesque beauty of many
of the isles.  The landscapes of the Celtic PParnassus—
a~ some one called the land of Ossian——are yet to be
painted.
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POETICAL ADPRESS
10
MR, W. TYTLER,

WITH THE PRESLNT OF THE BARD'S PLOTUKL

Ruverep defender of beautcous Stuart,
Of Stuart, a name once respected,
A name, which to love. was the mark of a truc heant

But now 'tis despis’d and neglected.

Tho" something like moisturc conglobes in my eve.
Let no one misdecm me disloyal 3

A poor friendless wand’rer ;nuy well claim a sigh.
Still more, if that wand'rer were ruyus:

My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne ;
My fathers have fullen to right it ;

Thosc fathers would spurn their degenerate son,
That name should he scoffingly slight it.

_Still in prayersfor King George I most heartily join,
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry,
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ;
Their title’s avow’d by my country.
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But why of this cpogha make such a fuss,

But loyalty truce ! wt’re on dangerous ground,
Who knows how the fashions may alter?

The doctrine, to-day, that is loyalty sound,
T'o-morrow may bring us a halter.

1 send you a trifle, a head of a bard,
A trifle searce worthy your care ;

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard,
Sincere as a saint’s dying prayer,

Now life’s chilly evening dim shades on your cye,
And ushers the long dreary night :

But you like the star that athwart gilds the sky,
Your colirse to the latest is bright.

William Tytler, to whom these lines are addressed,
wrote, as the verses intimate, an elegant defence of Mary
Queen of Scots, which dispersed a httle the dark cloud
of calumny which had hung for centuries over her head.
His son is well known, in Scottish law and literature, by
the title of Lord Woodchousclee ; his taste in poetry was
of the first order, nor was he unskilful in music: he is
called by Lord Byron a voluminous writer, and placed
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at the head of the Scotch literati : Jhis grandson, Patrick
Fraser Tytler, is still more distinguished : his Biographies
of *eminent Scotsmen are full of research and new n-
telligence ; but his chief work is pis *“ History of Scot-
land,” which promises, when completed, to surpas- all
other works on the subject for accuracy, and cqual the
best of them in eloquence of narvative and truce deline-
ation of character.

In the letter enclosing these stanzas, Burns says,
“ My muse jilted me here, and turned a corner on me,
and I have not got again into her good graces.”” There
was a good deal of stately jacobitism in Edinbuargh
in those days: and it is probable, from the tone of
this address, that the  revered defender of beautcous
Stuart” was numbered among them. His father, who
was from Aberdeen, inhcerited much of the Iieghland
love for our old line of princes. The margins of lus
books boure evidence of his regard for the < hne of
Bruce.” The feeling is not yet quite cxtinct.  When lis
late Majesty left Edinburgh, and the songs in his praise
had ceased, a Ilighland piper ventured out, and playing
up “ Ye're welcome, Charlie Stuart!” gathered a crowd,
who soon bought up his ballads ; they were ¢gheered with
the thoughts of ‘¢ Auld lang syne.” .
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WRITTEN

N
FRIARS-CARSYE HERMITAGE,

ON THE BANKS OF N1TH.

[rirsT cory.]

Titov whom chance may hither lead,
Be thou clad in russet weed,

Be thou deckt in silken stole,

Gruve these maxims on thy soul.

Life i:,.but a day at most,

Sprung from night, in darkness lost ;
Day, how rapid in its flight—

Day. how few must sce the night ;
ITope not sunshine every hour,

Fear not clouds will always lower.
Happiness is but a name,

Make content and ease thy aim.
Ambition is 2 metcor gleam ;

Fame a restless idle dream :
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Pleasurcs, insects on the wing
« Round Peace, the tenderest flower of Spring

Those that sip the dew al(wc,
Make the butterflies thy own ;
Those that would the bloom devour,
Crush the locusts—save the Hower.
For the future be prepar’d.
Guard wherever thou can’st guard ;
But thy utmost duly done,
Welcome what thou can’st not shun.
Follies past, give thou to air,
Make their consequence thy care :
Keep the name of man in wind,
And dishenour not thy kind.
Reverence with Jowly heart,
Him whose wondrous w ork thou art ;
Keep his goodness still in view,
Thy trust—and thy example, too, .

Stranger, go ! Heaven be thy guide!
Quod, the Beadsman on Nithside.

The kindness of my friecnd Mrs. Hyslop ha enabled
me to give, from the interleaved volume which belonged
to Dr. Geddes, the original rough draught of this poem.
It is scldosp, indced, that Burns bestowed so much
labour on his compositions : he thought so well, how-
ever, of thiy, that he preserved the variations, as cminent
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painters preserve the §rst and second thoughts of their
best pictures. It appears that he wrote the first versgon
in June, 1788 : the amended and enlarged copy follows,
in the manusceript, widh this heading—* Altered from the
foregoing, December, 1788.”  Some of the changes are
curious, and will be felt by the reader: in the improved
veraon 1 find the hines-e—

¢ Want thou cottager or king ?
Peer or pearant *—no such thing '

These and other lines are not 1 the edition pubhshed by
Currie or Gilbert Burns.  [ad the poem been in his
native dhalect, it would have come full and finished from
his faney ; his sentiments, when he wrotc in the Scottish
language, put on at once their proper costume of words,
and he had few changes to make.  He wrote English
with the fear of the eritics before him.

So highly did the Poct think of this poewm, that he
wrote out many copies and forwarded them to his fiiends
—a number of these are still in existence.  He looked
upon it as an attempt to rise out of rustic Scotch into
classic Enghish: the gentle prase bestowed showed him
what was felt—that he had not equalled the happinces nf
eapression ig some of his carlier pieces.
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WRITTEN

¢

IN
FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE,
ON NITHSIDT.

[sEconp copy.]

Tuov whom chance may hither lead,
Be thou clad in russet v eed,

Be thou deckt in silken stole,

Grave these counsels on thy soul.
Lifc is but a day at most, '
Sprung from night, in darkness lost ;
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour,

Fear not clouds will always lower.

As youth and love with sprightly dance,
Bencath thy morning star advance,
Plcasure with her siren air

May delude the thoughtless pair ;

Let Prudence bless Enjoyment’s cup,
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up.
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As thy day grows warm and high,

Life’s meridian flaming nigh, .
Dost thou spurn the humble vale?

Life’s proud summits would’st thou scale ?
Check thy climbing step, elate,

Evils Iurk in felon wait :

Dangers, cagle-pinion’d, bold,

Soar around cach cliffy hold,

While cheerful peace, with linnet song,
Chants the lowly dells among,.

As the shades of ev’ning close,
Beek'ning thee to long repose ;

As life itself becomes discase,

Seck the chimney-neuk of case,

There ruminate with sober thought,

On all thou'st soen,' and heard, and wrought :
And teach the sportive younkers round,
Saws of experience, sage and sound.
Say, man's true, genuine estimate,

The grand cgiterion of his fate,

Is not—Art thou high or low ?

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ?

Wast thou cottager or king ?

Peer or peasant ?—no such thing !

Did many talents gild thy span?

Or frugal nature grudge thee one ?

Tell them, and press it on their mind,
As thou thyself must shortly find,
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The smile or {frown of awfpl Heav'n,

To virtue or to viece is giv'n.

Say, to be just, and kind, I'md wise,
There solid self-enjoyment lies ;
That foolish, sclfish, faithless ways

L.ead to the wretched, vile, and base.

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep

To the bed of lasting slecp s

Neep, whence thou shalt neer awake,
Night, where dawn shall never break.
“Till future life, future no more,

To light and joy the good restore,

To light and joy unknown before.

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide !
Quod the beadsman of Nith-side.

The hermitage i which these clegant lines were
written was the property of Captain Riddel, a distin-
guished antiguarian, who hved at Friars-Carse somc
mile or so above Ellisland. A small door admitted the
Poet at his own pleasure into the wood where the Her-
mitage was built ; there he found such seclusion as he
loved ; flowers and shrubs were thickly planted round the
place, and in the interior were chairs and a table for the
accommodation of visiters. The first dozen lines of the

. poem, or perhaps more, were inscribed with a diamond,
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which Burns cever carried about with him, on a pane of
glass m the window. While Riddel lived, and even
during the life of Burns, the verses were respected ; The
proprictor, however, gt length removed them and had
them secured in a frame.

Friars-Carse is altogether onc of the loveliest spots
i the Nith - the natusal beauty of the place was much
mproved by the taste of the antiquarian. lle formed
preturesque lines of road ;. planted clegant shrubberies ;
raised @ rude Druidic temple on the summit of a rough
pmecipitous ll, which over-towers the Nith, and in
all the cluef walks of his grounds he placed many rare
aud valuable reliques of Scotland’s clder day - such as
seulptured troughs, ornamented crosses, and inscribed
altars which he had collected at much outlay from ail
purts of Scotland.—** 1 shall transeribe for you,” says
Burns to Mrs. Dunlop, ““a few hnes 1 wrote in a
hermitage, belongimg to a gentleman m my Nithsdale
nerghbourhood.  They are slmost the enly favours the
mu~c~ have conferred on e thos countey ™
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TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL,

OF GLENRIDDEL.

EXTEMPORE LINEX® ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER.

Ellisland, Monday Frening.

Your news and review, Sir, I've read through and
through, Sir,
With little admiring or blaming ;
The papers are barren of home-news or forcign,
o murders or rapes worth the naming.

Our f{riends, ghe reviewers, those chippers and
hewers,
Are judges of mortar and stone, Sir;
But of meet or unmeet, in a fabric cowplete,
I'll boldly pronounce they are none, Sir.

My goose-quill too rude is to tell all your goodness
Bestow’d on your servant, the Poet ;

Would to God I had one like a beam of the sun,
And then all the world, Sir, should know it !
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The review which Captain Riddel sent to the Bard
contained some sharp strictures on his poetry. Bugns
estimated at once the right value of all such criticisms :
he felt that truc geniws had nothing to dread, and that
dulnes~ and stupidity would sink, from their own weight,
without the wd of satire.  In another place, when speak-
ing of the ““ chippers and hewers,” he questions their
jurisdiction, and claims to be tried by his peers. His
peers could not casily be found, so the Poet was safe.
He scemed to imagine that eritics sbould first shew their
feeling in original compostition, before they commenced
judges by trade, and was half inchued to complain, with
Pope, that—

—— <« Not one sprig of laurel graced those ribalds,
From slashing Bentley down to prddiimg Tibbalds.”

Burns was a frequent guest at the board of Gleuriddel,
and, as he returned to Ellisland, loved to linger on Nith-
side,

< Dehghted with the dashing roar,”
when the river, swollen, perhaps, with rains on the moun-
tams, was rough aud raging, and .
s Chafed agunst the scaurs red side,”

on the summat of which he had bult his abode.

VOL. 111 G
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A MOTHER’S LAMENT
ronr
THE DEATII OF HER SON.
Fare gave the word, the arrow sped,
And pierc’d iny darling’s heart ;
And with him all the joys are fled
Life can to me impart.
By cruel hands the sapling drops,
In dust dishonour'd laid :
So fell the pride of all my hopes,
My age's future skhade.

The mother-linuct in the brake
Bewails her ravish’'d young ;

So I, for my lost darling’s sake,
Lament the live-day long. “
Death, oft I've fear’d thy fatul blow,

Now, fond 1 bare my breast,
0, do thou kindly lay me low
With him I love, at rest!

*“ The Mother’s Lament,” says the Poet, in a copy of
the poem now hefore me, ‘¢ was composed partly with
a view to Mrs. Fergusson of Craigdarroch, and partly to
the worthy patroness of my early unknown muse, Mrs,
Stewart of Afton.”
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FIRST EPISTLE
TO R. GRAHAM, Esa.

OF FINTRAY.

WueN Nature her great master-piece designed,
And fram’d her last, best work, the human mind,
Her eye intent on all the mazy plan,

She form’d of various parts the various man.

Then first she calls the useful many forth ;
Plain plodding industry, and sober worth :
Thenee peasants, farmers, native sons of earth,
And merchandise” whole genus take their birth :
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds,
And all mechanies” many-apron’d kinds.
Some other Tarer sorts are wanted yet,
The lead and buoy are necdful to the net ;
The caput mortunm of gross desires
Makes a material for mere knights and squires ;
The martial phosphorus is taught to flow,
She kneads the lumpish philosophic dough,
Then marks th’ unyielding mass with grave designs,
Law, physie, politics, and deep divines :
Last, she sublimes th’ Aurora of the poles,
The flashing clements of female souls.

G2
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The order’d system fair before her stood,
Nuture, well pleas’d, pronounc’d it very good ;
But ere she gave ereating labour o'er,

Half-jest, she tried one curious labour more.
Some spumy, fiery, ignis fatuns matter,

Such as the slightest breath of air might scatter ;
With arch alacerity and conscious glee

(Nature may have her whim as well as we,

Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it)
She forms the thing, and christens it—a poct,
Creature, tho’ oft the prey of care and sorrow,
When blest to-day, unmindful of to-morrow.

A being form’d t'amuse his graver friends,
Admir'd and prais’d—and there the homage ends:
A mortal quite unfit for fortune’s strife,

Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ;

Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give,

Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live ;
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan,
Yect frequent all unheeded in his own.

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk,

She laugh'd at first, then felt for her poor work.
Pitying the propless climber of mankind,

She cast about a standard tree to find ;

And, to support his helpless woodbine state,
Attach’d him to the generous truly great,
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A title, and the only one I claim,
To lay strong hold for help on bounteous Graharg.

Pity the tuneful muses’ hapless train,

Weak, timid landsmen on life’s stormy main !

Their hearts no sclfish stern absorbent stuff,

That never gives—tho” hwbly takes enough ;

The little fate allows, they share as soon,

Unlike sage proverb’d wisdom'’s hard-wrung boon.

The world were blest did bliss on them depend,

Ah, that * the friendly ¢’er should want a friend !”

Let prudence number o’er each sturdy son,

Who life and wisdom at one race begun,

Who feel by reason and who give by rule,

(Instinet’s a brute, and sentiment a fool !)

Who make poor will do wait upon I should—

We own they're prml‘ont, but who, feels they're
good ?

Ye wise on.cs, henee! ye hurt the social eye!

God’s image rudely etch’d on base alloy !

But come ye whq the godlike pleasure know,

Heaven's attribute distinguished—to bestow !

Whose arms of love would grasp the human race :

Come thou who giv’st with all a courtier’s grace ;

Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes !

Prop of my dearest hopes for future times.

Why shrinks my soul half blushing, half afraid,

Backward, abash’d to ask thy fricndly aid ?
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I know my need, I know thy giving hand,

I ¢rave thy friendship at thy kind command ;

But there are such who court the tuneful nine—
Heavens ! should the branded character be mine !
Whose verse in manhood’s pride sublimely flows,
Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose.

Mark, how their lofty independent spirit

Soars on the spurning wing of injur’d merit !

Scek not the proofs in private life to find ;

Pity the best of words should be but wind!

So to heaven’s gates the lark’s shrill song ascends,
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends.

In all the clam’rous cry of starving want,

They dun benevolence with shameless front ;
Oblige them, patronize their tinsel lays,

They persecute you all your future days !

Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain,

My horny fist assume the plough again;

The pie-bald jacket let me patch once more ;

On cightcen-pence a week I've liv’d before.

Tho', thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last shift!
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy gift :

That, plac’d by thee upon the wish’d-for height,
Where, man and nature fairer in her sight,

My muse may imp her wing for some sublimer flight.

Burns enters this poem in his manuscripts as ‘“ accom-
panying a request.”  What that request was, the letter
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which enclosed it sufficiently shows:—* You know,
I dare say,” he observes, ‘“ of an application I lately
made to your Boatd to be admitted an officer of Fx-
cise.—I have, accordmg to form, been examined by a
supervisor, and to-day I gave in his certificate, with a re-
quest for an order for instructions. I had intended to
have closed my late appearance on the stage of life in the
character of a country farmer; but, after discharging
some filial and fiaternal claims, [ find 1 could only fight
for existence in that miserable manner, which I lived to
see throw a venerable parent into the jaws of a jail ;
whence death, the poor man’s [ast, and often best, friend,
rescued him, I know, Sir, that to need your goodness
is to have a claim oo it: may I, therefore, beg your
patronage to forward me in this affair, till 1 be appointed
to a division, where, by the help of rigid economy, 1
will try to support that independence so dear to my soul,
but which has been too often distant from my situation,”
The division to which the Poet was appointed included
ten country parishes, and took up much of the attention
which Ellisland required.  The manuscript of the poem
now before me is united with the ‘“ Lines on the Her-
mitage,”” amd cndorsed thus:— The three foregoing

poems arc the favour of the Nithsdale muses.”
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ON THE DEATH OF
STR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR.

Tur lamp of day with ill-presaging glare,
Dim, cloudy, sunk bencath the western wave
Th’ inconstant blast howl'd thro’ the darkening air,
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave.

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell,
Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia’s royal train ;*.
Or mus’d where limpid streams once hallow'd well,
Or mouldring ruins mark the sacred fanc.

Th’ increasing blast roared round the beetling rocks,
The clouds, swift-wing'd, flew o’cr the starry sky,
The groaning trees untimely shed their locks,
And shooting metcors caught the startled eye.
The paly moon rose in the livid cast,
And 'mong the cliffs disclos'd a stately form,
In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast,
And mix’d her wailings with the raving storm.

* The King’s Park, at Holyrood-house.
1 St. Anthony’s Well. 1 St. Anthony’s Chapel.
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Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow,
*Twas Caledonia’s trophied shield I view'd :
Her form majestic droop’d in pensive woe,
The lightning of her eyc in tears imbued.

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war,

Reelined that banner, erst in ficlds unfurl'd,
That like a deathful meteor gleam’d afar,

And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the world.—

* My patriot son fills an untimely grave!”
With accents wild and lifted aris—she cried ;
« Low lies the hand that oft was stretch’d to save,
Low lics the heart that swell’d with honest pride.

* A weeping country joins a widow's tear,
The helpless poor mix with the orphan’s ery;
The drooping arts surround their patron’s bier,
And graseful science heaves the heart-felt sigh'!

“ I saw my sons resume their ancient fire;
T saw fair frecdom’s blossoms richly blow :
But ah! how hope is born but to expire !
Relentless fate has laid their guardian low.

* My patriot falls, but shall he lie unsung,
While empty greatness saves a worthless name !
No; every muse shall join her tuneful tongue,
And future ages hear his growing fame,
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“ And I will join a mother’s tender cares,
Thro™ future times to make his virtue last :
That distant years may boast of other Blairs !”—
She said, and vanish’d with the sweeping blast.

In one of the Poct’s memorandum-books I once saw
these verses written with a pencil : he intimated that he
had just composed them, and noted them down lest they
should escape from his memory. No alterations appeared
in any of the lines, and I remember enough of them to
enable me to say that they differed in nothing from the
printed copy. They were admitted into the first Liver-
pool edition, but excluded from others. I now replace
them among the works of Burns. The observations
which were ade on his English compositions apply
forcibly to these verses: the sentiments are natural, but
the language is too cumbrous— the Poet labours, but not
very successfully.



JEPISTLE

TO 1MUGH PARKER.

I~x this strunge land, this uncouth clime,
A land unknown to prose or thyme;
Where words ne’er crost the muse’s heckles,
Nor limpet in poetic shackles ;

A land that prose did never view it,
Except when drunk he stacher’t thro’ it
Here, ambush’d by the chimla cheek,
Ilid in an atmosphere of reek,

I hear a wheel thru.m i’ the neuk,

I hear it—for in vain 1 leuk.—

The rcsl peat gleams, a fiery kernel,
Enhusked by a fog infernal :

Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures,
I sit and count my sins by chapters;
For life and spunk like ither Christians,
T'm dwindled down to mere existence,
Wi’ nae converse but Gallowa’ bodies,
Wi’ nac kend face but Jenny Geddes.*

# 18 mare.
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)
Jenny, my Pegasean pride !
Dowic she saunters down Nithside,
And ay a westlin leuk she throws,
While tears hap o’cr her auld brown nose !
Was it for this, wi' canny care,
Thou bure the Bard through many a shire ?
At howes or hillocks never stumbled,
And late or carly never grumbled ?—
0, had T power like inclination,
1'd hecze thee up a constellation,
To canter with the Sagitarre,
Or loup the ecliptic like a bar
Or turn the pole like any arrow ;
Or, when auld Phebas bids good-morrow,
Down the zodiae urge the race,
And cast dirt on his godship's face ;
For I cquld lay my bread and kail
He'd ne'er cast saut upo’ thy tail.—
Wi’ a’ this care and a’ this grief] '
And sma’, sma’ prospeet of relief,
And nought but peat reck i’ my head,
How can I write what ye can read 7—
Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o’ June,
Ye'll find me in a better tune
But till we meet and weet our whistle,
Tak this excuse for nae epistle.
RosErt Burxs.
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This hvely epistle, dated June, 1788, was addressed
to Hugh Parker of Kilmarnock, one of the Poet’s eagly
aud stedfast friends; the picturé which he gives of
himself corresponds with some of his letters; mnor is it
out of keeping with the account contained in the follow-
ing letter wiitten 22d Dec., 1788, to Mr John Tennant
i Avr. Iugh Parker has been dead these ten years
and upwards . Mller Curric of the Carse-mill has like-
wise heen gathered to his fathers—he was a hospitable
and facetious person, and one of the Poet’s neighbours
when he hved at Ellicland :—

“1 vesterday tried my cask of whiskey for the first
time, and T assure you it does you great credit. 1t will
bear five waters, strong; or six, ordinary toddy. The
whishey of this country is a most rascally liquor; and,
by consequence, ouly drank by the most rascally part of
the inhabitants. 1 am persuaded, if you once get a foot-
ing here, you might do a great deal of business, both in
the way of consumpt; add should you commence dis-
tiller again, this is the native barley country. 1 am
ignorant if, jin vour present way of dealing, you would
think it worth your while to extend your business so far
as this country side. I write you this on the account of
an accident which I must take the merit of having partly
designed to. A neighbour of mine, a John Currie, miller
in Carse-mill—a man who is, in a word, a ‘very’ good
man, cven for a £200 bargain—he and his wife were in
my house the time i broke open the cask. They keep a
country public-house and sell a great deal of foreign
spirits, but all along thought that whiskey would have
degraded this house. They were perfectly astonished at
my whiskey, both for its tastc and strength ; and by their
desire I write youto know if you could supply them with
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liquor of an equal quality, and what price. Please write
me by first post, and direct to me at Ellisland, near
Dumfries. If you could take a jaunt this way vourself,
I have a spare spoon, knife and fork very much at your
service. My compliments to Mrs. Tennant ard all the
good folks in Glenconnel and Barguharrie.”

Among the letters and memoranda of the Poet, many
lines and couplets occurin praise of ale or the ** dearest
of distillations—Ilast and best.” Some are worse—some
better than the following :—

“¢ I may be drunk to-night,
I'll never be drunk no more;
But ay where they sell gude ale,
I may look 1n at the door,”



E€LEGY
oN
THE YEAR 1788.

A SKETCH.

For Lords or Kings T dinna mourn,
E’en let them die—for that they’re born :
But oh! prodigious to reflec’!

A Towmont, Sirs, is gane to wreck !

O Eighty-cight, in thy sma’ space

What dirc events ha'é taken place !

Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us!
In what % pickle thou hast left us !

The Spanish empire’s tint a-head,

An’ my auld teethless Bawtie's dead ;
The tulzie’s sair ’tween Pitt an” Fox,
And our guid wife’s wee birdie cocks ;
The tane is game, a bluidie devil,

But to the hen-birds unco civil :

The tither's something dour o’ treadin’,
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden—
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Ye ministers, come mount the pu’pit,

. An’ ery till ye be hearse an’ roupet,
For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weel,
An’ gied you a’ buith gear an’ meal ;
E’en mony a plack, and mony a peck,
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck !—

Ye bonnie lasses, dight your e’en,
For some o’ you ha’e tint a frien’;
In Eighty-cight, ye ken, was ta’en,
What ye'll ne’er ha'e to gie again.

Observe the very nowt an’ sheep,
How dowf and dowie now they creep ;
Nay, even the yirth itsel’ does cry,
For embryo’ wells are grutten dry.

O Eighty-nine, thou’s but a bairn,

An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn!

Thou beardless boy, I pray tak’ care,

Thou now has got thy daddy’s ¢hair,

Nae hand-cuff’d, muzzl'd, hap-shackl’d Regent,
But, like himsel’ a full free agent.

Be sure ye follow out the plan

Nae waur than he did, honest man !

As muckle better as you can.
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In such satiric condolences as this Elegy, Burns loved
to indulge. The lines were hastily composed, but leisurg
could not well have made some of them any better. Of
the political strife between Pitt and Fox, Scott has said
truly—

¢ With more than mortal powers endow'd,
How high they soar’d above the crowd !
Theirs was no common party race
Josthng by dark intrigue for place:
Like fabled gods, their mighty war
Shook realms and nations in its jars
Beneath each banner proud to stand,
Looked up the noblest of the land ;
Till through the British world were known
The names of Pitt and Fox alone.
Spells of such force, no wizard grave
E'e1 framed in dark Thessalian cave,
Though s could drain the ocean dry,
And force the planets from the sky."

Yet not less truly has the ploughman Bard intimated the
natures of these illustrious rivals. Of Fox and Pitt he
says, under the similitude of the ** birdie cocks,”

¢ The tane is game, a bluidie devil
But to the hen-birds unco civil,
The tither's smﬁethmg dour o' trewdin',
But better stuff ne'er clawed a midde

Nor will the allusion to the "hand-cuﬂ’ed muzzled,
hap- shacklod'Regent" be lost on those who remember
the alarm into which the nation was thrown by the
King’s illness. “

VOI. III, i
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ADDRESS
TO

THE TOOTH-ACHE.

My_curse upon thy venom’d stang,
That shoots my tortur’d gums alang ;
And thro’ my lugs gies mony a twang,
‘Wi’ gnawing vengeance :
Tearing my nerves wi’ bitter pang,
Lik= racking engines ! .

‘When fevers burn, or aguc freezes,
Rheumatics gnaw, or' cholic squeezes ;
Our neighbour’s sympathy may ease us,
Wi’ pitying moad ;
But thee—thou hell o’ a’ diseases,
Ay mocks our groan!
Adown my beard the slavers trickle !
I kick the wee stools o'er the mickle,
As round the fire the giglets keckle,
To see me loup ;
Wlule, ravmglnad I wish a heckle
Were in their doup.
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]
O’ 2’ the num’rous human dools,

111 har’sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools,
Or worthy friends rak’d i’ the mools,
* Sad sight to see!
The tricks o’ knaves, or fash o’ fools,—
. Thou bear’st the gree.
Where’er that place be priests ca’ hell,
Whence a’ the tones o’ mis'ry yell,
And ranked plagues their numbers tell,
In dreadfu’ raw,
Thou, Tooth-ache, surely bear’st the bell
Amang them a’!

O thou grim mischief-making chiel,
That gars the notes of discord squeel,
"Till daft mankind 4ft dance a ree]_
In gore a shoe-thick !—
Gie a’ the faes o' Scotland’s weal
A towmond’s Tooth~ache!

The tooth-ache attacked Burns soon after he took up
his abode at Ellisland : like other sufferers, he was any
thing but patient under it; and his neighbours aver that
he spoke truth when he said he—

** Kicked the wee stools owre the mickle.”
Some of the verses are in his happiest mood.
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ODE,

SACRED TO THE MEMORY

oF

MRS. OSWALD.

DweLLER in yon dungeon dark,
Hangman of creation, mark !

Who in widow-weeds appears,
Laden with unhonoured years,
Noosing with care a bursting purse,
Baited with many a deadly curse !

STROPHE.

View the wither’d beldam’s face—

Can thy keen inspection trace

Aught of humanity’s sweet melting grace ?
Note that eye, "tis rheum o’erflows,

Pity’s flood there never rose.

See these hands, ne’er stretch’d to save,

Hands that took—but never gave.

Keeper-of Mammon’s iron chest,

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest

She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest !
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ANTISTROPE.
Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes,
(Awhile forbear, ys tort'ring fiends ;)
Seest thou whose step, unwilling hither bends ?
No fallen angel, hurl’d from upper skies;
"Tis thy trusty quondam mate,
Doom’d to share thy fiery fate,
She, tardy, hell-ward plies.

EPODE.

And are they of no more avail,

Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a-year ?

In other words, can Mammon fail,

Onnipotent as he is here?

O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bier,

While down the wretched vital part is driv'n!
The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear,
Expires iy rags, unknown, and goes to Heav'n.

The origin of this, harsh effusion is thus related by the
Poct to Dr. Moore :—** In January last, on my road to
Ayrshire, I had to put up at Bailie Whigham’s in San-
quhar, the only tolerable inn in the place. The frost was
keen, and the grim evening and howling wind were usher-
ing in a night of snow and drift. My horse and I were both
much fatigued with the labours of the day ; and just as my
friend the bailie and I were bidding defiance to the storm,
over a smoking bowl, in wheels the funeral pageantry of
the late Mrs. Oswald ; and poor I am forced to brave all
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the terrors of the tempestuous night, and jade my horse—
18y young favourite horse, whom I had just christened Pe-
gasus, further on through the wildest hills and moors of
Ayrshire to the next inn! The ‘powers of poetry and
prosc sunk under me when 1 would describe what 1
felt. Suffice it to say, that when a good fire at New
Cumnock had so far recovered my frozen sinews, 1 sat
down and wrote the enclosed ode.”” The Poet lived to
think more favourably of the name; one of his finest
lyrics, “O wat ye wha’s in yon town,”” was written in
honour of the beauty of the succeeding Mrs. Oswald.

It was probably to these verses, as well as to others
that Burns alluded in one of his last conversations upon
literary subjects.—‘“ He lamented,” said Mrs. Riddell,
* that he had written many epigrams on persons against
whom he entertained no enmity, and whose characters
he should be sorry to wouand. These, and some un-
guarded letters and verses, he feared would be handed
about by idle vanity or malevolence, when no dread of
his resentment would restrain them, or prevent the cen-
sures of shrill-tongued malice, or the insidious sarcasms
of envy, from pouring forth all their venom to blast his
fame.”’ ‘
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FRAGMENT
INSCRIBED

TO THE RIGHT HON. C. J. FOX.

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ;

How virtue and vice blend their black and their white;
How genius, th’ illustrious father of fiction,
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction—
I sing: if these mortals, the critics, should bustle,

1 care not, not I—let the critics go whistle!

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

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits ;

Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky
hits ;

With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong,

No man with the half of 'em e’er went far wrong ;

With passions so potent, and fancies so bright,

No man with the half of ’em e’er went quite right ;—

A sorry, poor misbegot son of the muses,

For using thy name offers fifty excuses.



104 THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS.

Good L—d, what is man? for as simple he looks,
1o but try to develope his hooks and his crooks ;
With hisdepthsand his shallows, hisgood and his evil,
All in all he’s a problem must puzzle the devil.

On his one ruling passion sir Pope hugely labours,

That, like th’ old Hebrew walkmg-sthch cats up its
neighhours;

Mankind are his show-box—a friend, would you
know him?

Pull the string, ruling passion the picture will shew
him.

What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system,

One trifling particular, truth, should have miss’d him ;

For, spite of his fine theoretic positions,

Mankind is a science defies definitions. -

Some sort ali our qualities cach to its tribe,

And think human nature they truly desecribe ;

Have you found this, or t'other? there’s more in the
wind,

As by one drunken fellow hig comrades you'll find.

But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, .

In the make of that wonderful creature, call'd man,

No two virtues, whatever relation they claim,

Nor even two different shades of the same, v

Though like as was ever twin brother to brother,

Possessing the one shall imply you've the other.
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What the great statesman thought of the lines in
which the plebeian bard delineated his character, no one
has said. This fragment is one of those many beginnings
which Burns made ia compliance with the opinions of
critics and scholars, that he ought to write a long regu-
lar poem.—“I have a poetic whim in my head,” he
observes to Mrs. Dunlop, ‘¢ which I at present dedicate
or rather inscribe to the Right Hon. Charles James Fox ;
but how long that fancy may hold, 1 cannot say. A few
of the first lines I have just rough sketched.”

The jacobitical inclinations of the Poet’s earlier days
were now vanishing amid the rumours of wars abroad
and party-disputes at home. For some time he appears
to have wavered between the factions of Pitt and Fox.
In his verses on the American war he seems to admire
Pitt ; and in his *“ Dream’” he speaks of Fox as a rattler of
dice rather than a statesman. As the French Revolution
proceeded, these opinions changed: the Tories treated
the Poet coldly ; the Whigs promised much, when they
got into power, and. as hope had bLeen his chief solace in
youth, he continued to hoi)e on.



106

ON SEEING
¥ A WOUNDED HARE

LIMP BY ME,

WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT.

IxHUMAN man ! curse on thy barb’rous art,
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ;
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh,

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart !

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field!

The bitter little that of life remains :

No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield.

-Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest,

No more of rest, but now thy dying bed!
The sheltering rushes whistling ¢’er thy head,
The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest.

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn ;
I'll niss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn,
And curse zw ruffian’s aim, and mourn thy hapless
fat



THE® POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. 107
Like most of the productions of Burns, this poem isﬂn
founded on fact. James Thomson, whose father occp-
pied a farm adJommg to that of Ellisland, told me that
once in the gloaming he shot at and hurt a hare, which,
like that of Gay, had come forth
¢ To taste the dew-besprinkled lawn.”

Burns was walking on Nithside, the hare ran bleeding
by him; * upon which,” said Thomson, * he cursed
me, and said he would not mind to throw me into the
water ; and I'll warrant he could hae don't, though I was
both young and strong.”” In his first rough-draught the
following fine verse stands between the third and fonrth

stanzas :—
«« Perhaps a mother’s anguish addsits woe;
The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side;
Ah! helpless nurslings, who will now provide
That hife a mother only can bestow "

It appears that Burns copied out these verses, and
laid them before the critical eye of Dr. Gregory. The
boor of Nithside hardly used the hare worse than the
critic of Edinburgh used, the poem :—* The wounded
hare is a pretty good subject; but the measure you
have chosen for it is not a good one—it does not flow
well, and the rhyme of the fourth line is almost lost
by its distance from the first. Murder-aiming is a bad
compound of shot, and not very intelligible; blood-
stained has the same fault: bleeding 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.”— Dr, Gregory,” said Burns, “ is a good
man, but he crucifies me : I believe in his iron justice;
but, like the devils, I believe and tremble.”
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TO DR. BLACKLOCK.

L4
IN ANSWER TO A LETTER.

Ellisland, 21s8¢ Oct.

‘Wow, but your letter made me vauntie!
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantic ?
I kenn’d it still your wee bit jauntie,
‘Wad bring ye to:
Lord send you ay as weel’s I want ye,
And then ye’ll do.

The ill-thief blaw the Her.on south !
And never drink be near his drouth !
He tald mysel by word o’ mouth, ,
He'd tak my letter ;
I lippen’d to the chiel in trouth,
And bade nae better.

But aiblins honest Master Heron,
Had at the time some dainty fair one,
To wa.re%his theologic care on,
! And holy study ;
And tn"ﬂ o’ sauls to waste his lear on,
E’en tried the body.

1789.
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"
But what d'ye think, my trusty fier,

I'm turn’d a gauger— Peace be here !
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear,

Ye’ll now disdain me!
And then my fifty pounds a year

Will little gain me.

Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies,
Wha, by Castalia’s wimplin’ streamies,
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies,
Ye ken, ye ken,
That strang necessity supreme is
"Mang sons o’men.

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies,
They maun hae brose and brats o’ duddies ;
Ye ken yourscls my Heart right proud is—
I necd na vaunt,
But I'll 8ned besoms—thraw saugh woodics,
Before they want.

Lord help me thro’ this warld o' care!
I'm weary sick o’t late and air !
Not but I hae a richer share

Than mony ithers ;
But why should ae man better fare,

And a’ men brithers ?
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Come, firm Resolve, take thou the van,
, Thou stalk o’ carl-hemp in man!
And let us mind, faint heart ne’er wan
A lady fair :
Wha does the utmost that he can,
Will whyles do mair.

But to conclude my silly rhyme,
(I'm scant o’ verse, and scant o’ time,)
To make a happy fire-side clime

To weans and wife,
That’s the true pathos and sublime

Of human life.

My compliments to sister Beckie ;
And eke the same to honest Lucky,
I wat she is a dainty chutkie,
’ As e’er tread clay !
And gratefully, my guid auld cockie, *
I’'m yours for ay.
Roserr BURNs.

The letter which brought these verses from Buras was
in rhyme, and dated from Edinburgh, 24th August,
1789. I subjoin it as a proof of the kindliness of Black-
lock’s nature, rather than as a sample of his poetry.
Some of Kis strains have elevation and fervour, with
occasional touches of tenderness :—

«¢ Dran BURNg, thou brother of my heart,
Both for thy virtues and thy art
If art it may be call'd in thee,
‘Which Nature’s bounty large and free,
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With pleasure in thy breast diffuses,
And warms thy soul with all the Muses.
‘Whether to laugh with easy grace,

Thy numbers move the sage's face,

Or bid the softer passions rise,

And ruthless souls with grief surprise,
*Tis Nature's voice distinctly felt,
Thro’ thee, her organ, thus to melt.

‘¢ Most anxiously I wish to know,

‘With thee of late how matters go ;

How keeps thy much lov'd Jean her health ?
What promises thy farm of wealth ?
Whether the Muse persists to smile,

And all thy anxious cares beguile ?

Whether bright fancy keeps alive ?

And how thy darling infants thrive?

s For me, with grief and sickness spent,
Since 1 my journey homeward bent,
Spirits depress’d no more I mourn,
But vigour, life, and health return.
No more to gloomy thoughts a prey,
1 sleep all night, and live all day;

By turns my book and friend enjoy,

And thus my circling hours employ ;

Happy while yet these hours remain,

1f Burns could join the cheerful train,

With wonted zeal, sincere and fervent, *
Salute once more his humble servant,

¢ THomAS'BLACKLOCK."

The Heron of whom such unceremonious mention is
made in the epistlc of Burns, was the author of a history
of Scotland ; and, what is to be regretted, ofa Life of the
Poet, written in a depreciating spirit, and, it is said,
with the memory of these verses upon him. His memoir
made its appearance at the very time the public subscrip-
tion was opened for the Poet’s widow and helpless chil-
dren, and, beyond question, did much harm to the family.
This was deeply felt by even very rude people; when
Heron himself sought shelter in London, and died of
want, as too many die, an old husbandman said, * What
better could come of him who harmed the widow and the
fatherless !”’



DELIA.V

AN ODE.

Fair the face of orient day,

Fair the tints of op'ning rose,

But fairer still my Delia dawns,
More lovely far her beauty blows.

Sweet the lark’s wild-warbled lay, | ‘
" $weet the tinkling rill to hear;

But, Delia, more dclightful still

Steal thinc accents on mine ear.

The flower-enamoured busy bec
The rosy banquet loves to,sip ;
Sweet the streamlet’s limpid lapse
To the sun-brown'd Arab’s lip ;—

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips

Let me, no vagrant insect, rove !

0, let me steal one liquid kiss!
For,.oh! my soul is parched with love.
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Tradition imputes the following origin to this ode :—
One day when the Poet was at Brownhill, in Niths,
dale, a friend read some verses composed after the
pattern of Pope’s song by a person of quality, and said,
*“ Buins, this is beyond you ; the muse of Kyle cannot
match the muse of London City.”” The Poet took the
paper, hummed the verses over for a minute or two, and
then recited, ** Delia, an Ode.” T have some suspicion,
nevertheless, that the verses are not by Burns.

The inn of Brownhill, in the parish of Closeburn, was
a favourite resting-place for Burns. Dalgarnock, where
the heroine of one of his songs went on a tryste, forms
part of the parish, and its old burial-ground has since

.become famous as the place where Old Mortality em-
ployed his chisel : Creehope-Linn, too, where the Came-
ronians sought shelter, is in the neighbourhood; more-
over, the landlord, Mr. Bacon, was a well-informed and
very facetious person—loved a dram and a joke, and had
the art of making his presence acceptable to very polite
visiters. The diamond of the Poet had not been idle on
the windows ; but accident and curiosity have now re-
moved all marks of his hand.

VOL. )1,
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TO JOHN M‘MURDO, ESQ.

0, courp I give thec India’s wealth
As I this trifle send!

Because thy joy in both would be
To share them with a friend.

But golden sands did never grace
The Heliconian stream ;

Then take what gold could never buy-
An honest Bard’s esteern.

John M*Murdo, Esq., steward to the Duke of Queens-
berry, was the faithful friend of Burns darfhig the whole
period of his residence in Nithsdale. At his fireside he
enjoyed many happy hours; nor was his muse silent.
The daughters of his friend were beautiful and accom-
plished, and inspired some exquisite lyrics. Thesc verses
accompanied a present of books or verse. Afterwards,
when on a visit, he took out a diamond, and wrote the
f})llowiug lings on a pane of glass :—

* Blest be M‘Murdo to his latest day !
Na envious cloud o'ercast his evening ray;
Nowrinkle furrowed by the hand of care,
Nor ever,sorrow add one silver hair!

O, may no son the father’s honour stain,
Nor ever daughter give the mother paln ™



PROLOGUE,

SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES, ON NEW

YEAR’S-DAY EVENING.

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city
That queen’s it o’cr our taste—the more’s the pity :
Tho’, by-the-by, abroad why will you roam ?

Good sense and taste are natives here at home :

But not for panegyric I appear,

T come to wish you all a good new year!

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye,

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story :

The sage grave ancient cough’d, and bade me say,
“You're one year older this important day.”

If wiser, too—he hinted some suggestion,

But ’twould be rude, you know, to ask the question ;
And with a wouldvbe roguish leer and wink,

He bade me on you press this one word—* think !”’

Ye sprightly youths, quite flushed with hope and
spirit,
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit,
To you the dotard has a deal to sayy

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ;
12
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e bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle,
That the first blow is ever half the battle ;

That tho’ some by the skirt may try to snatch him,
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ;
That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing,

You may do miracles by persevering.

Last, tho’ not least in love, ye youthful fair,
Angelic forms, high Heaven’s peculiar care !

To you old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow,
And humbly begs you'll.mind the important Now !
To crown your happiness he asks your leave,
And offers bliss to give and to receive.

For our sincere, tho’ haply weak endeavours,
With grateful pride we own your many favours ;
And howsoe’er our tongues may ill reveal it,
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it.

It has been related in the Life of Burns that he turncd
his thoughts on the drama, and even went so far as to
select a subject, and compose some verses. To enable
him to give a proper effect to his musings, he visited
sometimes, even while he lived at Ellisland, the Dumfrics
theatre, and appeared to take plcasurc in the perform-
ances. We know not, however, that he went so far as
to lay down & regular plot, arrange the characters, and
distribute the actfons to be perfurmed in his drama.
His time was much occupied in the distracting duties of
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the Excise, and the contest had commenced abroad that
was soon to be felt through all theecottages of Scotland,
and which promised morc than it performed for the hap-
piness of mankind. Burns was too fervent of nature not
to think and speak on the subject : arguing about liberty
and equality with hot-tempered and impetuous people
was any thing but favourable for a work which, whether
composed for a Scottish or English audience, required
repose and abstraction: no wonder, therefore, that his
drama stood still.—** Those who recollect,”” says Scott,
““the masculine and lofty tone of martial spirit which
glows in the pocm of Bannockburn, will sigh to think
what the character of the gallant Bruce might have
proved under the hand®of Burds.”

On the 11th of January, 1790, he thus writes to his
brother Gilbert: “ We have gotten a set of very decent
players here just now : I have seen them an evening or
two. David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote to me by the
manager of the company, a Mr. Sutherland, who is
a man of apparent worth. On New-year's-day I gave
him the following prologue, which he spouged to his au-
dience with applause.” Of this manager the Poet lived
to say something more, and in verse, too. The theatre
of Dumfrics is small and neat, and there is not a little
taste for the drama among the peoplc of the vale of
Nith. .
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SCOTS PROLOGUE,
FOR MR. SUTHERLAND’S BENEFIT NIGHT,

DUMFRIES.

WhaAT needs this din about the town o’ Lon'on,
How this new play an’ that new sang is comin’?
Why is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted ?
Does nonsense mend like whiskey, when imported ?
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame,

Will try to gie us songs and plays at hame ?

For comedy abroad he need nae toil,

A fool and knave are plants of every soil ;

Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece

To gather matter for a serious piece ;

There’s themes enough in Caledonian story,
Would shew the tragic muse in a’ her glory.—

Is there no daring bard will rise, and tell

How glorions Wallace stood, how hapless fell ?
Where are the muses fled that could produce

A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Bruce ;

How here, even here, he first unsheath’d the sword,
*Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ;
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And after mony a bloody, deathless doing,
Wrench’d his dear country from the jaws of ruin?
O for a Shakspeare or an Otway scene,

To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen !
Vain all th’ omnipotence of female charms
*(rainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion’s arms.
She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman,

To glut the vengeance of a rival woman :

A woman—tho’ the phrase may seem uncivil—
As able and as cruel as the Devil !

One Douglas lives in Home’s immortal page,

But Douglases were heroes every age:

And tho’ your fathers, prodigal of life,

A Douglas followed to the martial strife,

Perhaps if bowls row right, and Right succeeds,.
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads !

As ye hae generous done, if a’ the land.

Would take the muses’ servants by the hand ;

Not only hear, but patrounize, befriend them,

And where ye.justly can commend, commend
them

And aiblins when they winna stand the test,

Wink hard and say the folks hae done their best |

Would.a' the land do this, then I'll be caution

Ye'll soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation,

Will gar fame blaw until her trumpet crack,

And warsle time, an’ lay him on his back !
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For us and for our stage should ony spier,

“Whase aught thae chiels maks a’ this bustle here "
My best leg foremost, I'll set up my brow,

‘We have the honour to belong to you!

We're your ain bairns, e’en guide us as ye like,

But like good mithers, shore before ye strike.—
And gratefu’ still I hope ye’ll ever find us.

For a’ the patronage and meikle kindness

We've got frae a’ professions, sets and ranks :

God help us! we’re but poor—ye'se get but thanks.

To task the muse is dangerous, and this prologue was
a task : Burns produced sowe vigorous lines, but on
the whole it is not equal to many other of even his
hurried compositions. The themes which he points
out for the tragic muse are noble ones :—but the heroic
Wallace and the beauteous Mary would 1equire senti-
ment and pathos such as are rare in the modern drama.
James Grahame, the author of the Sabbath, dnd Thomas
Doubleday, of Newcastle, have composed dramas on the
subject of Queen Mary, and both have produced scencs
which cannot be perused without emeotion. Scott, too,
has thrown the charms of his genius around a life
already sufficiently romantic. The words which Gra-
hame ascribes to Mary when she looks from England
towards her native land, are touching :—

Manv.—O England! England ! grave of murdered princes !
Why did I leave thee, Scotland, dearest land ?
In thee I had sbme friends—they.died for me:
O were I on the side of yon dim mountain !
Though wild and bleak it be, it is in Scotland.
ADELAIDE.—Alss ! 'tia but a cloud.
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MArv.—No! 'tis a mountain of sweet Annerdale.
ADpgLAIDR.—Ah, no! ’tis but a cloud; you know our distance.
Manrv.—Well, then, it is a cloud that hovers o’er
My dear, my native land : I love that cloud,
That misty robe of spirits. O, Adelaide,
Come soothe me with that mournful song——
"Tis an old thing; we heard it in the days
Of happiness, and yet 1t filled our eyes
With tears: we heard it in the vale of Morven :
"Twas something  .>T'was about the voice of Cona.
Aneratpe.—The maiden with the distaff by the stream
*Twas she that sung it.
1 do remember—and after she had sung it
She tried to tell it o’er in broken Scottish.
Mauv.—Let me hear 1t.
AbELaIbg.—I feel my heart so full that but one note,
A single note, sung even by myself
Would quite untune my voice.
MAkY.~—~The wearygrook hies home—my home's a prison,
All things are free but me. Why did I leave
Lochleven's beauteous isle?  There I could range
Along the shore, or, seated on the bank,
Hope still for better days.”

The muse of Schiller, too, threw a halo round her
name in a foreign land. Mary’s woes still await some
future Shakspeare, or pathetic Otway.
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SKETCH.
NEW YEAR’S-DAY.

TO MRS. DUNLOP.

Turs day, Time winds th’ exhausted chain,
To run the twelvemonth’s length again :

[ see the old, bald-pated fellow,

With ardent eyes, complexion sallow,
Adjust the unimpair'd ma~hine,

To wheel the equal, dull routine.

The absent, lover, minor ﬁeir,

In vain assail him with their prayer ;
Deaf as my friend, he seces them prcss:
Nor makes the hrour one moment less.
Will you (the Major’s with the bounds,
The happy tenants share his rounds ;
Coila's fair Rachel’s care to-day,

And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray)
From housewife cares a minute borrow—
—That grandchild’s cap will do to-morrow—
And join with me a moralizing,

This day’s propitious to be wise in,



le‘s POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. 123

First, what did yesternight deliver ?

¢ Another year is gone for ever.”

And what is this day’s strong suggestion ?
* The passing moment’s all we rest on !”
Rest on—for what? what do we here ?
Or why regard the passing year ?

Will time, amus’d with proverb’d lore,
Add to our date one minute more ?

A few days may—a few ycars must—
Repose us in the silent dust.

Then is it wisesto damp our bliss ?
Yes—all such reasonings are amiss !

The voice of nature loudly cries,

And many a message from the skics,
That something in us never dies :

That on this frail, upcertain state,

Hang matters of eternal weight :

That fture life in worlds unknown
Must take its hue from this alone ;
Whether as heavenly glory bright,

Or dark as ntisery’s woeful night.—
Since then, my honor'd, first of friends,
On this poor being all depends,

Let us th’ important now employ,

And live as those who never die.—

Tho’ you, with days and honours crown'd,
Witness that filial circle round,



124 THE POCLMS OF ROBTLRT BURNS.

(A sight, life’s sorrows to repulse,

A sight, pale envy to convulse,)
Others now claim your chief regard ;
Yoursclf, you wait your bright reward.

The picture contained in this sketch of the fireside of
Mrs. Dunlop is equally true and beautiful. That lady
herself had not only a fine taste for poetry, but she
wrote verses elegant and flowing: her son, the late
Gencral Dunlop, exhibited all the courage of Tus houst,

“ Few better were or bravay;”

and it has been remarhed that, for fiery and persesering
impetuosity of attack, fow officers equalled him. Her
daughter Rachel, whose skill in drawing was consider-
able, employed her pencil, I kncw not with what success,
on the Coila of the Vision. To this Burns refers in one
of his letters :— I am highly flattered by the news you
tell me of Coila; I may say to the fair painter who dues
me so much honour, as Dr. Beattie says to Ross the
poet, of his muse Scota—from which, by-thesby, I tovk
the idea of C'oila—
‘ Ye shake your head, but by my fegs,
Ye've set auld Scota on her legs ;
Lang had she hien w1’ beffu an’ flegs,
Bum bazed and dizzie ;
ter fiddle wanted strings and pegs,
Waes me, poor hizzie!””

The Scota of Ross, described by Burns as the fore-
runner of Coila, figures in the Invocation to *“ The For-
tunate Shepherdess.” Some of the lines are pleasing :

¢« Come Scbta | thou that anes upon a day,
Gar'd Alfan Ramsay’s hungry heart-strings play

The merriest sangs that ever yet were sung,
Pity anes mair, for 1'm outthrow as clung.
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"F'is may be better, I'll tak fat ye gee,

Ye're nae toom-handed, gin yere heart be free;

But I'll be willing, gin ye b:d me write,

Bhind horse, they say, ride hardly to the fight :

And by gude hap may come again, but scorn—

They are no kempers a’ that shear the corn.”

Then Scota heard and said ¢ Your rough spun ware

Sounds but right doust and fowsome to my ear :—

Do ye pretend to wnte hike my amn bairn,

Or oni¢ ane that wins beyont the Kair 2

Yehe far nusta'en gin ye think sic a thought,

The Gentle Shepherd’s nac sae easy wrought:

There's scenen and acts, there's drift and there’s design,

And a’ maun hike a new-ground whittle shine,

Sie wnnpled wark would crack a pow ike thine.”
¢« hind Mastress,” says I, ¢ gin this be your fear,

Charge nae mair shot than what the picce'll bear.”
‘¢ (iac then,”” she says, © nor deave e wi’ your din,

Puff’--1 inspire gou, sae you may begim,

Speak my ain leed—t1s gueed auld Scots T mean,

Y our southern gnaps I count not worth a preen:

We've words 4 fouth that we can ca’ our ain,

Though frae themn now my childer sair refrain

Gn this ye do, and line your rhyme wi' sense,

But ye'll mak’ friends o' fremmet fowk, fa kens.”

These are homely verses, yet they are felt in the
romantic vales of Angus ::-rmd Rouss ““ a wild warlock,”
as Burns somewhere calls him, is likely tp keep the ap-
probation which he coveted—that of his native county.
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THE FOLLOWING POEM
WAS WRITTEN

T0 A GENTLEMAN WHO HAD SENT HIM A NEWSPAPLR,
AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE OF EXPENSE.

Kixp Sir, I’ve read your papey throungh,
And, faith, to me "twas really new!

How guessed ye, Sir, what maist I wanted?
This mony a day I've grain’d and gaunted,
To ken what French mischicf was brewin’ ;
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin’ ;
That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph,
If Venus yet had got his nose off';

Or how the collieshangie works
Atween the Russians and the Turks ;
Or if the Swede, before he halt, |
‘Would play anither Charles the Twalt :
If Denmark, any body spak o’t;

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't;
How cut-throat Prussian hlades were hingin’ ;
How libbat Italy was singin’ ;

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss

Were sayin’ or takin’ aught amiss :
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Or how our merry lads at hame,

In Britain’s court kept up the game :
How royal George, the Lord leuk o’er him !
Was managing St. Stephen’s quorum ;

If sleckit Chatham Will was livin’,

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ;

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin’,
If Warren Hastings’ neck was yeukin ;
How cesses, stents, and fees were rax'd,
Or if bare a—s yet were tax’d ;

The news o’ priyces, dukes, and earls,
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera girls ;
If that daft buckie, Geordie Wales,

Was threshin still at hizzies’ tails ;

Or if he was grown oughtlins douser,
And no a perfect kintra cooser.—

A’ this and mair T never heard of ; .

And but for you T might despair'd of.,

So g'rat(tfu’, back your news I send you,
And pray, a’ guid things may attend you!

Elisland, Monday 'momiug, 1790.

The Poet was unwilling to lay himself under obliga-
tions, and to soften the refusal of accepting a newspaper
free of expense, he declined it in rhyme. He, however,
took the opportunity of making a hasty summary of im-
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portant matters, on which cven a solitary newspaper had
thrown light, and this he has done with both knowledge
and humour. We know now—to the shame of Europe .
be it said—who has the “ tack of Poland;” and we
know, too, that the march of the Swede resembled any
thing but that of ‘ Charles the Twalt.” We also know
that Warren Hastings triumphed over the eloquence of
his opponents, and is now looked upon by many as a
sort of martyr in the cause of our empire in the East.
The favourable change which took place respecting him
in public opinion, I have heard ascribed to a pamphlet
written by Logan, the minister of Leith.

The modesty of the court of George the Third, and
the licence of that of the Prince bf Wales, formed a
strange contrast : Burns was not solitary in his sarcastic
strictures on the wild course of life pursued by some of
the young princes. His sallies are not at all ill-natured,
nor is he unwilling to believe that the folly of youth will
sober down into sedateness and wisdom. The satircs of
Wolcot on the King were vulgar, nor remarkable for
talent : those ascribed to Moore on the court of the
Fourth George are sharp and severe, and distinguished
by their sprightliness and wit. .
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THE KIRKS ALARM.
A BALLAD.

[SECOND YERSION.]

1.

Orrnopok, orthodox,
Who believe in John Knox,
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience-
There’s a heretice blast,
Has been blawn i the wast,
That what is not scpse must be nonsense.
Orthodox,”
That what is not sense must be nonsense,

IT.
Doctor !\Inc, Doctor Mac,
Ye should stretch on a rack,
To strike evil doers wi’ terror 3
To join faith and sense,
Upon any pretence,
Was heretic damnable error,
Doctor Mac,
Was herctgc damnable error.
VOL. III. X
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111,

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr,

It was rash I declare,
To meddle wi’ mischief a brewing ;

Provost John is still deaf

To the church’s relief,
And orator Bob is it's ruin,

Town of Ayr,

And orator Bob is its ruin,

Iv.
IYrymple mild, D'rymple mild,
Tho’ your heart’s like a child,
And your life like the new driven snaw,
Yet that winna swve ye,
Ol1d Satan must have ye
¥or preaching that three’s ane an’ twa,
' D'rymple mild,
For preaching that three’s ane an' twa.

V.

Calvin's sons, Calvin’s sons,

Scize your spiritual guns,
Ammugition ye never can need ;

Your hearts are the stuff,

Will be powder cnough,
And your sculls are a storchouse of lead,

‘ Calvin’s sons,
And your sculls are a storehousg of lead.
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V1.
Rumble John, Rumble-John,
Mount the steps with a groan,
Cry the book is with heresy cramm’d ;
Then lug out your Jadle,
Deal brimstone like aidle,
And roar every note o’ the damn'd,
Rumble John,
And roar cvery note o the damn’d.

ViI.

Simper Mimes, Simper James,

Leave the fair Killie dames,
There's a holier chase in your view; *

I’ll tay on your head,

That the pack ye'll soon lead,
For puppies like you there's but few,

Simper Janes,

For puppies like you there’s but few.

VIII.

Singet Sawnic, Singet Sawnie,

Arc ye herding the penny,
Unconscious what danger awaits ?

With a jump, yell, and howl,

Alarm cvery soul,
For Hannibal's just at your gates,

Singet Sawnie,
For Hannibal’s just at your gntes.
x 2
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X.
Andrew Gowk, Andrew Gowk,
Ye may slander the book,
And the book nought the waur—Ilet me tell you;
Tho' ye're rich and look big,
Yet lay by hat and wig,
And ve'll hae a calf's-head o’ sma’ value,
Andrew Gowk,
And ye'll hae a calf’s-head o' sma’ value.
X.
Poct Willie, Poet Willi€,
Gie the doctor a volley,
Wi’ your “liberty’s chain”™ and your wit ;
O’cer Pegasus’ side,
Ye ne’er laid a stride,
Ye only stood by whemr he sh ,
' Poet Willie,
Ye onlv stood by when he sh
XI1.
Barr Steenie, Barr. Steenie
What mean ye ? what mean ye?
If ye'll meddle nac mair wi’ the matter,
Ye may hae some pretence man,
To havins and sense man,
Wi people that ken you nae better,
Barr Steenie,
Wi people that ken you nae better.
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XII.
Jamie Goose, Jamic Goose,
. Ye hae made but toom roose,

O’ hunting the wicked lieutenant ;

But the doctor’s your mark,

For the L—d's holy ark,
He has cooper’d and ca'd a wrong pin in't,

Jamie Goose,

He has cooper’d and ca’d a wrong pinin’t.
D

XII1.
Davie Bfuster, Davie Bluster,
Tor a saunt if ye muster,
It's a sign they’re no nide o’ recruits,
Yect to worth let’s be just,
Royal blood ye might boast,
If the ass were thesking o’ the brutes,
Davie Bluster,

If the ass were the king o’ the brutes.

XIV.

Muirlaxd George, Muirland George,

Whom the Lord made a scourge,
To claw common sensc for her sins ;

If ill manners were wit,

There’s no mortal so fit,
To confound the poor doctor at ance.

Muirland George,

To confound the poor doctor at ance,
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XV.
Cessnockside, Cessnockside,
Wi your turkey-cock pride,
0O’ manhood but sma’ is your share ;
Ye've the figure, it's true,
Even our facs maun allow,
And your friends daurna say ye hac mair,
Cessnockside,
And your friends daurna say ye hae mair.
XVI. .
Daddie Auld, Daddic Alld, -
There's o tod ¥ the fauld,
A tod meikle waur than the cletk ;
Tho' ye downa do skaith,
Ye'll be in at the death,
And if ye canna bite yeqcan bark,
' Daddie Auld,
And if ye canna bite ye can bark.

XVII.

Poet Burns, Poet Burns, »

Wi’ your priest-skelping turns,
Why desert ye your auld native shire ?

Tho’ your Musc is a gipsy,

Yet were, she even tipsy,
She could ca’ us nac waur than we are,

' Poct Burns,

She could eca’ us nae waur than we are.
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POSTSCRIVT.

Afton’s Laird, Afton’s Laird,
*When your pen can be spar'd,
A copy o’ this I bequeath,
On the same sicker score
T mentioned before,
To that trusty auld worthy Clackleith,
Afton’s Laird,
To that trusty auld worthy Clackleith.

Among the west country friends of Burns, John
Logan Esq. of Afton was conspicuous, and a regular
correspondence  was maintained between them for a
number of years. Of a]l the letters of the Poet, the
hunters after reliques or the admirers wof his hand-
gwriting have allowed none to remain in the family save

ifo]lowiﬁg, which the kindness of Miss Logan cnables

» give along with the second version of * The Kirk’s
Alarm,” which it at once enclosed and illustrated.

“Ellisland, near Dumfries, 7th Arg., 1780.

“ Dear Sir,—T intended to have written you long
ere 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 prosaig mire, and for the soul of me I cannot
get out of it. I dare not write you a long letter, as
[ am going to intrude on your time with a long ballad.
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have, as you will shortly see, finished ‘ The Kirk’s

arm;’ but now that it is done, and that I have
laughed once or twice at the conceits in some of the
stanzas, | am .determined not to let it get into the
public; so T send you this copy, the first that I have
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 could be of
any service to Dr. M‘Gill, I would do it, though it
should be at a much greater expense than irrtating a few
bigoted priests, but I am afraid serving him in his
present embarras is'a task too hard for me. 1 have
encmiies enow, God knows, though 1 do not wantonly
add to the number. Still, as 1 think there is some merit
m two or three of the thoeghts, I send it to you as a
small, but sincerc testimony how much, and with what
respectful estcem,

1 am, dear Sir,
* Your obliged humble Servant,
“ Ropenrt Burns.” B¢

L

Those who are curious in poetic variations may eom-
parc the present version with the cther, given in the
sccond volume: I have not repeated the notes, but
printed it as it came from Burns’ pen. The tune to
which he adapted it is called ‘“ Push about the brisk
bowl.” He thus introduces it to Graham of Fintray :—
** Though I dare say you have rone of the Solemn
League and Covenant fire which shone so conspicuous in
Lord George Gordon and the Kilmarnock weavers, yet I
think you must have heard of Dr. MGill, one of the
clergymen of Ayr, and his herctical book. God help
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him, poor man! Though he is one of the worthiest, a.?‘
weéll as one of the ablest of the whole priesthood of tlse
Kirk of Scotland, in every sense of that ambiguous term,
yet ‘the poor Doctor and his numerous family are in
imminent danger of being thrown out (9th December,
1790) to the mercy of the winter winds. The enclosed
ballad on that business is, I confess, too local; but 1
laughed mysclf at some conceits in it, though I am con-
vinced in my conscience that there are a good many
heavy stanzas in it, too.”

To another correspondent the Poet says :—* Whether
in the way of my trade I can be of any service to the
Rev. Doctor is, I fear, very doubtful. Ajax’ shicld
consisted, I 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 armerd as Ajax was. Igno-
rance, superstition, bigotry, stupidity, malcvolence, self-
conceit, envy—all strongly bound in a massy frame.of
brazen impudence,” .
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PEG NICHOLSON.

Peac Nicholson was a good bay mare,
As cver trode on airn ;

But now she’s floating dowp the Nith,
And past the mouth o’ Cairn.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mave,
And rode thro’ thick and thin ;

But now she’s floating down the Nith,
And wanting even the skin.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And ancc she bore a priest:

But now she’s floating down.the Nith,
For Solway fish a feast.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And the priest he rode her sair ;

And 'much oppressed and bruised she was ;
As priest-rid cattle are, &ec. &e.
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Peg Nicholson was the successor of Jenny Geddes :
the latter took her name from the zealous dame whg
threw a stool at the Dean of Edinburgh’s head, when the
ritual of the Episcopal Church was introduced : and the
former acquired the name of Peg Nicholson fiom that
frantic virago who attempted the life of George I1I.
Of the exit of Mrs. Margarct, the IPoct gives an account
to Willam Nicol, who had sold or rather lent her to the
Poet.

“ 8tr,~—That d-nin’d mare of your’s is dead.—I would
freely have given her price to have saved her: che has
veaed nie bevond description.—Indebted as I was to your
goodness bevond whasl can ever repay, 1 cagerly grasped
at your offer to leave the mare with me, that 1 might at
least shew my readiness in wishing to be grateful; 1
tooh cvery care of her in my power; she was never
cronsed 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 [ could squecze for her; I
fed her up and had her in fine order for Dumfries fair ;
when, four or five days before the fair, she was seized

n unaccountable disorder in the smews or some-
where in the bones of her neck, with a weakness or total
want of power iu her fillets, and, in short, the whole ver-
tebree of her spince seemed to be diseased and unhinged ;
and in cight and forty hours, in spite of the two best
farriers in the country, she died and be d-mn’d to
her. The farriers said that she had been quite strained
in the fillets before you had bought ber, and that the
poor devil, though she might keep a little flesh, had
been jaded and quite worn out with fatigue and oppres-
sion. While she was with me, she was under my own
eve, and I assure you, my much valued friend, cvery
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thing was done for her that could be done, and the acci-
dent has vexed me to the heart. In fact, I could not
pluck up spirits to write to you, ou account of the un-
fortunate business,”

One of the men of skill whom Burns brought to the
aid of Peg Nicholson was the cccentric Samuel Colan ;
a person eminently skilful in the ailments of four-footed
creatures, but who believed that all diseases among
cattle ar horses proceeded from witcheraft or the malice
of elves'and fairies. The swelling of a cow from cating
dewy clover was caused, he said, by a spell : pains in the
limbs arose he was certain from elf-arrows, and with re-
gard to witches, he declared that the Cauldside of Dun-
score was swarming with them. ‘I can stand,” said
he, “ ou my threshold and count aught—u1s presence be
near us!”  Little was to i« hoped from honest Sanucl’s
skill if his employer chanced to smile as he laid down
the rustic law regarding wmurrain, moonl, and other
ailments.



141

oN
CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON,

A GENTLEMAN WHO IIELD THE PATENT FOR HIS HONOURS
IMMEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD.

¢+ Should the poor be flattered
SHARSPEARE.

But now 1@ radiant course 1s run,
For Matthew’s course was bright;

[hs snul was hke the glorious sun,
A matchless heayv'nly hght!

O Drartu! thou tyrant fell and bloody !
The meikle devil wé’ a woodie
Haurl thee hamne to his black smiddie,
_O’er hurcheon hides,
#And like stock-fish come o’er his studdie
Wi thy auld sides !

He's gane ! he's gane! he's frae us torn,
The ae best feilow e’er was born'!
Thee, Matthew, Nature’s sel’ shall mourn
By wood and wild,
Where, haply, pity strays forlorn,
Frae man exil’d!
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Ye hills ! ncar neebors o’ the starns,
That proudly cock your cresting cairns !
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns,
Where echo slumbers!
Come join, ye Nature’s sturdicst‘baims,
My wailing numbers !

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens!

Ye haz'lly shaws and briery dens!

Ye burnies, wimplin® down your glens,
Wi toddkn din,

Or foaming strang, wi' hasty stens,
Frac lin to lin !

Mourn, little harebells o’er the lea;
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see
Ye wordbines, hanging bonnilic,

In scented bow'rs ,
Ye roscs on your thorny tree,

The first o* How'rs,

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade
Droops with a diamond at its head,
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed,
3 Al .. .
1’ th’ rustling gale,
Ye¢ maukins whiddin thro’ the glade
& ’
Come join my wail.
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Mourn, ye wee songsters o’ the wood ;
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ;
Ye curlews calling thro” a clud ;
Ye whistling plover ;
An’ mourn ye whirring paitrick brood !—
He’s gane for ever!

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ;
Ye fisher herons, watehing cels ;
Ye duck and drake, wi’ airy wheels
o Cirtling the lake
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels,
Rauir for his sake.

Mourn, clam’ring craiks at close o’ day,
*Mang fields o’ flow,ring clover gay ;
Aud when ye wing your annual way
Frac our cauld shore,
Tell thae far warlds, wha lics in clay,
Wham we deplore.

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow',

In some auld tree, or cldriteh tow’r,

What time the moon, wi’” silent glowr,
Sets up her horn,

Wail thro’ the dreary midnight hour
"Till waukrife morn !

143
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0, rivess, forests, hills, and plains !
Oft have ye heard my canty strains :
But now, what else for me remaigs
But tales of woe ?
And frae my ecn the drapping rains
Maun cver flow.

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year!

11k cowslip cup shall kep a tear:

Thou, simmer, while cach corny spear
Shoots uy,its head,

Thy gay, green, flow!ry tresses shear
For him that's dead !

Thou, autumn, wi' thy vellow hair,
In grief thy sallow mantle tear!
Thou, winter, hurling thro' the air
. The roaging blast,,
va v e
Wide o'er the naked world declare

The worth we've lost!

Mourn him, thou sun, great source of light !
Mourn, empress of the silent night !
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright,
My Matthew mourn !
For tlirough your orbs he’s ta’en his flight,
Ne'er to return.
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O, Henderson! the man—the brofher!
And art thou gone, and gone for ever?
And hast thou crost that unknown river,
Life’s dreary bound ?
Like thee, where shall I find another,
The world around ?

Go to your sculptur’'d tombs, ye great,

In a’ the tinsel trash o’ state !

But by thy honest turf I'll wait,
Thou man of worth!

And weep the %e best fellow’s fate
E’ervlay in earth.

THE EPITAPIIL.
Stor, passenger !—my story’s brief,
And truth I shal? relate, man ;
I tell nac common tale o’ grief—
For Matthew was a great man.

If thou uncommon merit hast,

Yet spurn’d at fortune’s door, man,
A look of pity hither cast—

For Matthew was a poor man.

If thou a noble sodger art,
That passest by this grave, man,
Therc moulders here a gallant heart—
For Matthew was a brave man.
VOL. Il L
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1f thou on men, their works and ways,
Canst throw uncommon light, man,

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise-
For Matthew was a bright man.

If thou at {riendship’s sacred ca’
Wad life itsclf resign, man,

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'—
For Matthew was a kind man !

If thou art staunch without a stain,
Like the unchanging blive, man,

This was a kinsman o’ thy ain—
For Matthew was a true man.

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire,
And ne'er guid wine did fear, man,

This was thy billie, dum, and sire—
For Matthew was a qucer man.

If ony whiggish whingin sot,
To blame poor Matthew dare, man,
May dool and sorrow be his lot!

For Matthew was a rare man.

The note to this exquisite elegy would have been brief
had I not obtained from Mrs. M‘Murdo the original poem
in the Poet’s hand-writing, which not only supplies some
interesting variations, but is accompanied by the follow-
ing characteristic note :~—‘* Now that you arc over with
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the sirens of flattery, the harpies of corruption, and the
furies of ambition—those infernal deitics that, on af
sides and m all parties, preside over the villainous busi-
ness of politics—permit a rustic muse of your acquaint-
ance to do her best to soothe you with a song. You knew
Henderson ¥ Thave not flattered his memory.””  Some of
the variations are instructive : when Burns altered, 1t was
for the better: every change brought an increase of pro-
pricty.  Compare the second verse with the following :—
€ He's gane, he's gane ' he's frae us toru!
The ac hest fellow e'er was bhorn;
T hew, Matthew, woods and wilds <hall mourn
Witha their buth;
For whunstane ‘nan to grieve wou'd scorn,
For poor plam worth.”

On comparing this copy with another belonging tu
Miss Stewart of Afton, 1 find changes such as the fol-
lowing :—

“ And mourn ye hirning (whirring) partrick-hrood,
He's gane for ever."”

In another verse this \'ariat.i(m oceurs :—

“ Ye bitterns, till the quagimire reels,
Rowte (rarr) for his sake.”

Nor has the €oct been less happy in other emendations ;
for instance :(—

* In some au'd tree or aulder (eldritch) tower.”
And again, mstead of the printed line in the Epitaph,
< 'This was thy bilhe, dam, and sire,”
I find the following, which jars with the sentiment with
which it is associated :—
“ ‘These bones a prother’s tears require.”
Iu hoth the manuscript copies, the motto beginning—
< But now his radiant course 1s run,”

formed the last verse of the ipitaph, and closed the sub-
Jjeet very beautifully.

|
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THE FIVE CARLINS.

A SCOTS BALLAD.

Tune— Chevy- Chase.

Tuere were five carlins in the south,
They fell upon a schente,

To send a lad to London town,
To bring them tidings hame.

Not only bring them tidings hame,
But do their errangls there ;

And diblins gowd and honour baith
Might be that laddic’s share.

There was Maggy by the banks o’ Nith,
A dame wi’ pride encughl ;

And Marjory o' the mony lochs,
A carlin auld and teugh.

And blinkin® Bess of Annandale,
That dwelt near Solway-side ;

And whiskey Jean, that took her gill
In Galloway sac wide.
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And black Joan, frac Crighton-pecl,
O’ gipsy kith an’ kin ;—

Five wighter carlins were na found
The south countrie within.

To send a lad to London town,
They met upon a day;

And mony a knight, and mony a laird,
This errand fain wad gac.

O mony a knight, and mony a laird,
This crrand fin wad gae ;

But nace ane could their fancy please,
) ne’er a ane but twae.

The first ane was a belted knight,
Bred of a bor(lcr-b.and ;

And he wad gae to London town,
Might nae man him withstand.

And he wad do their crrands weel,
And mcikledie wad say ;

And ilka ane about the court
Wad bid to him gudc-day.

The neist cam in a sodger youth,
And spak wi' modest grace,
And he wad gae to London town,

If sac their pleasure was.
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He wad na hecht them courtly gifts,
Nor meikle speech pretend ;

But he wad heeht an honest heart,
Wad nc’er desert his friend.

Then wham to chuse, and wham refuse,
At strife thir earlins fell
For some had gentlefolks to please,

And some wad please themsel.

Then out spak mim-mou’d Meg o' Nith,
A
And she spak up wi’ pride,
And she wad send the sodger youth,

Whatever might betide,

For the auld gudeman o’ London court
She didna care a pin;

But she wad send the sodger youth
To greet his cldest son.

Then slow raise Marjory o" the Lochs
And wrinkled was her brow ;

Iler ancient weed was russet gray,
Her auld Scot’s heart was true,

“ The London court set light by me—
I set as light by them;

And 1 will send the sodger lad
To shaw that court the same.”
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Then up sprang Bess of Annandale
And swore a deadly aith,

Says, T will send the border-knight
Spite o’ you carlins baith.

“ For far-off fowls hae feathers fair,
And fools o’ change are fain

But 1 hae try'd this border-knight,
T'll try him yet again.”

Then whiskey Jean spak o’er her drink,
“ Ye weel ken, kimmers o',

The auld gudeman o’ London court,
His back’s been at the wa'.

-

« And mony a friend that kiss’d his caup,
[+ now a fremit wight ;

But it's ne’er be sae wi’ whiskey Jean,—
We'lksend the border-knight.”

Says black Joan o’ Crighton-pecel
A carlin stoor and grim,—

¢ The auld gudeman, or the young gudeman,
For me may sink or swim.

o For.fools will prate o’ right and wrang,
While knaves laugh in their sleeve ;

But wha blaws best the horn shall win,
I'l speir nae courticr’s leave.”
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So how this mighty plea may end
There’s nacbody can tell :

God grant the king, and ilka man,
May look weel to himsel'!

*“The Five Carlins” are the five horoughs of Dum-
frieshire and Kirkcudbright which unite in sending a
‘member to Parliament. The personifications are con-
sidered happy by all who are acquainted with the places.

*« Maggy by the banks of Nuth,
A dame wr’ pude eneugh,”
is “ bonnic Dumfries,”” as the Duchess of Gordon de-
lighted to call it, no1 is the name forgotten vet by some
of her grace's daughters. It is a hecautitul town: the
seventh of Scotland in point’ of population, says Cham-
bers, and the fifth for looks.
« Marjory o' the mony lochs,
A carlin auld and teugh,”
is Lochmaben ; a neat little borough, altogether secluded
from commerce of any kind, and bearing marks of great
antiquity. It was the residence of Robert Bruce, the
great restorer of Scottish independence: and no one can
say but that the king shewed a taste suited to the times,
for the castle in which he lived stands all but@nhaccessible
among deep lakes, and every approach by land is com-

manded.
« Blinkin’ Bess, of Annandale,
That dwelt near Solway side,”

personates the little thriving borough of Annan.
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¢« Whiskey Jean, that took her gjll
In Gallowsy sae wide,"” .

represents the borough of Kirkcudbright; a town®of
old standing ; neat, clean, and prosperous; the country
around 1s picturesque, and old ruins add an aspect of
grandeur to the whole.

«¢ Black Joan frae Crighton-Fecl,
O gipsy kaith and kin,”

stands for Sanquhar, nnted for its fine coals, its carpet-
manufactory, and likewisc for that species of comfortable
stockings called Sanquhar hose : its castle had the honour
of a siege from Edward 1. in person, and endured
an English garrisan, from whom it was wrested by
stratagem.

The duty which these five ladies met in Dumfries to
perform was to decide whether Patrick Miller, younger,
of Dalswinton, or Sir James Johnston of Westerhall,
should be preferred as their representative in the House
of Commons. On the side of the former all the Whig
wterest of the Duke of Queunsberry was mustered : and
on that of the latter all the interest which the Tories could
commandeamong the Hopes, the Jardines, and the John-
stons. The contest was fierce and acrimonious, and on
the part of the *“ following” threatened blows if not
blecod. The young, active men of Nithsdale, Annandale,
and Eskdale, together with the youth of Galloway,
marched into Dumfries, all armed with oak sticks, which
:n those days they were taught how to use in case of a
fray ; agd had not prudent and sensiblc men on both sides
interposed and directed their cyes and minds elsewhere,
confusion and strife would have ensued.

The election was at the hottest, when Burns wrote the
““ Five Carlins :* he sent a copy of it to Mr. Graham of
Fintray, saying, “ The election ballad, as you will see,



154 THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURXNS.
1

alludes to the present canvass iu our stiing of boroughs.
1 do not believe tRere will he such a hard-run match in
the' whole general election.  Sir James Johnston does
what man can do, but yet he doubts his fate.”  The
poem is printed from a copy in the Poet’s own hand-
writing, presented to me on a late visit to Dumfrieshire.

A copy of the ballad, which the Poet sent to Mrs.
Stewart, of Stair, contains some curious variations
verse 17 stands thus :(—

+¢ Then started Bess o' Annandale,
A deadly aith she's taen,
That she wad vote the border-Knight,
Tho’ she should vote her lane.”

In verse 22 ““ Black Joan’’ says—

¢ For fools will prate o right and diang,
W hile knaves laugh them to scorn .
But the sodger’s friends hae blawn the best,
S0 he shall bear the horn.”

“ Marjory o’ the mony Lochs' exclaims—

s+ There's some great folk sct itght by me,
T set as hight by them:
But 1 will send to London town,
Whoin I lo'e bust at heme,”

And “ Whiskey Jean that took her gill” s called
throughout *“ Braudy Jean.”



EPISTLE

TO ROBERT GRAHAM, Esa.

OF FINTRAY:

ON TIIE CLOSE OF THE DISPUTED ELECTION BETWEEN
SIH JAMES JOHUNSTON AND CAPTAIN MILLER, FOR
THE ’I)UMIEQ DISTRICT OF BOROUGILES.

Finrray, my stay in worldly strife,
Friend o’ my musc, fricnd o’ my life,

Are ye as idle’s T an, ?
Come then, wi’ uncouth, kintra fleg,
O’cr Pegasus I'll fling my leg,

And ye shall sce me try him.

.

I'll sing the zeal Drumlanrig bears
Who left the all-important cares
Of princes and their darlings ;
And, bent on winning borough towns,
Came shaking hands wi’ wabster lowns, "
And kissing barefit carlins.
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Combustion thro’ our boroughs rode

Whistling his roaring pack abroad

Of mad unmuzzled lions ;
As Queensberry buff and blue unfurled,
And Westerha' and Ilopeton hurled

To every Whig defiance.

But cautious Queensberry left the war,
Th’ unmanner’d dust might soil his star;

Besides, he hated bleeding :
But left behind him heroes brigeht,

&

Or Ciceronian pleading.

Ileroes in Caesarecan fight,

O'! for a throat like huge Mons-meg,
To muster o'er cach ardent Whig
+ Bencath Drumlanrig’s banner ;
Heroes and heroines commix, )
All in the field of politics,
To win immortal honour.

MMurdo and his lovely spouse,

(Th’ enamour'd laurels kiss her brows !)
Led on the loves and graces :

She won each gaping burgess” heart,

While he, all-conquering, play’d his part
Among their wives and lasses.



THE BOEMS OF ROBERT BURNS. 15

-~

Craigdarroch led a light-arm’d corps,
Tropes, metaphors and figures pour,

Like Hecla streaming thunder :
Gilenriddel, skill'd in rusty coins,
Blew up cach Tory's dark designs,

And bar’d the treason under.

In cither wing two champions fought,
Redoubted Staig * who set at nought

The wildest savage Tory :
And Welsi% who ne'er yet flinch'd his ground,
High-wav’d his magnum-bonum round

With Cyclopeian fury.

Miller brought up th’ artillery ranks,

The many-pounders ot the Banks,
Resistless desolation !

While Maxwelton, that baron bold,

*Mid Lawson’s § port entrench’d his hold,
And threaten’d worse damnation.

To these what Tory hosts oppos’d,

With these what Tory warriors clos’d,
Surpasses my descriving :

Squadrons extended long and large,

With furious speed rush to the charge,
Like raging devils driving.

* Provost Staig of Dumfries. + Sherift Welsh,
$ Lawson, a wine merchant in Dumnfries.
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What verse can sing, what prose narrate,
The butcher deeds of bloody fate

Amid this mighty tulzie
Grim Horror girn'd—pale Terror roar'd,
As Murther at his thrapple shor’d,

And hell mix'd in the brulzie.

As highland craigs by thunder cleft,
When light'nings fire the stormy lift,
Hurl down with crashing rattle :
As flames among a hundred ‘Woods ;
As headlong foam a bundred floods,
Such is the rage of battle!

The stubborn Tories dare 1o dic ;
As soon the rooted ouks would flv

Before th’ approaching fellers:
The Whigs come on like Ocean’s roar,
When all his wintry billows pour

Against the Buchan Bullers.

i

Lo, from the shudes of Death’s deep night,
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight,

And think on former daring :
The mufiied murtherer * of Charles
The Magna Charta flag unfurls,

All deadly gules it's bearing.

¥ The esecutioner of Charles 1, was mashed.
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Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fame,

Bold Serimgeour * follows gallant Graham,+
Auld Covenanters shiver.

(Forgive, forgive, much wrong'd Montrosc !

Now death and hell engulph thy foes,

Thou liv'st on high for ever!)

Still o'er the field the combat burns,
The Tories, Whigs, give way by turns ;
But Fate the word has spoken :
For woman's wit and strength o’ man,
Alas ! cam do but what they can!
The Tory ranks are brokeu.

O that my cen were flowing burns,
My voice a lioness that mourns

Her darling cubs’ undoing !
That 1 might greet, that 1 might ery,
‘While Tories fall, while Tories fly,

And furious Whigs pursuing !

What Whig but melts for good Sir James ?
Dear to his country by the names
Friend, patron, benefactor !
Not Pulteney’s wealth can Pulteney save!
And Hopeton falls, the generous brave !
And Stewartf bold as Iloctor.

vyimgeour. Lord l)undoe. + (.rnhmn, Mai quis of \hmtrow
1 Stewart of thilside.
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Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow ; g
« And Thurlow growl a curse of woe ;
And Melville melt in wailing !
How Fox and Sheridan rejoice !
And Burke shall sing, O Prince, arise,
Thy power is all prevailing !

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar
He only hears and sees the war,

A cool spectator purely:
So, when the storm the forest rends,
The robin in the hedge des‘::ends,

And sober chirps sceurely.

The upshot of the election contest is related in this
epistle : Miller of Dalswinton triumphed, and Johnston
of Westerhall was defeated.” 1 have two copics of the
poem before me, both in the Poet’s handwriting ; one
belonging to Mrs. M‘Murdo seems the meost correct:
from the other, the property of Miss Stewart of Afton,
some curious and characteristic variations will be given.
Burps, in these poems, had a diffienlt part to play, and
he seems to have taken the wisest course—he laughed on
both sides, taking part with neither: his friends in
Nithsdale were chiefly Whigs, and he looked to the
Tories for getting forward in the Excise. I am too
little a man,”” he says to Fintray, “ to have any political
attachments: [ am decply indebted to, and have the
warmest veneration for, individuals of both parties ; but
aman who has it in his power to be the father of a
country, and who acts like his Grace of Queensberry, is
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a character that one cannot speak of with patience.” As
M‘Murdo was the Duke’s friend, the copy belonging to
that family is moderate on *“ the Douglas” in the second
versc: not so the Afton copy; the Poet speaks out
freely :— :

<« 1I'll sing the zeal Drumlanvig bears,
Wha left the all-nnportant cares,
Of fiddles, wh-res, and hunters,
And bent on buying borough-towns,
Came shaking hands wi’ wabster louns,
And kissing barefitbunters.”
Almost all the friends whom the Poet’s genius had
obtained for him in the two counties are mustered in
song; and

‘“ The battl: closes thick and bloody.”
In the Afton manuscript a verse is added, which some
may think nccessary, and others superfluous ; it is, how-
ever, characteristic :—

« Now for my friends and brethren's szkes,
And for my dear-lov'd land o'cakes,
1 pgay with holy fire:
Lord send a rough-shod troop o’hell,
O'er a’ wad Scotlarsl buy or sell,
To grind them in the mire,"”

With this poem closes the first scries of the Poet’s
election ballads; he appears, in an after contest of the
same kind, 1n a rougher mood.

YoL. 111. M
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ON

CAPTAIN GROSE'S

PEREGRINATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND,

COLLECTING

THE ANTIQITIES OF THAT KINGDOM.

1IEARr, Land o’ Cakes, and brither Scots,
Frac Maidenkirk to Jblmny Groat's ;
If there's a hole in a’ your coats, .
I rede you tent it :
A chicl’s amang you taking notes,
And, faithy he’ll prent it!

If in your bounds ye chance to light
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight,
O’ stature short, but genius bright,
That’s he, mark weel—
And wow! he has an unco slight
O’ cauk and keel.
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By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin,

Or kirk descrted by its riggin,

It’s ten to one ye'll find him snug in
Some eldritch part,

Wi’ deils, they say, L—da safe’s! colleaguin’
At some black art.

11k ghaist that haunts auld ha’ or chamer,
Ye gipsy-gang that deal in glamor,
And you decp read in hell's black grammar,
Warlocks and witches ;
Ye'll quake at his conjuring hammer,
Ye midnight b——es!

It’s tauld he was a sodger bred,

And ane wad rather fa’n than fled ;

But now he’s quat the spurtle-blad >,
. And dog-skin wallet,

And ta’en the—Antiquarian trade,

I think they call it.

-

He has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackets:
Rusty airn caps and jinglin jackets,
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets,
A towmont guid ;
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets,
Afore the flood.
M2
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Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder;
Auld Tubalcain's fire-shool and fender ;
That which distinguished the gender
O’ Balaam’s ass ;
A broom-stick o’ the witch o’ Endor,
‘Weel shod wi’ brass.

Forbye, he’ll shape you aff, fu’ gleg,
The cut of Adam'’s philibeg:
The knife that nicket Abel’s craig
He’ll pra-e you fully,
It was a faulding jocteleg,
Or lang-kail gully.—

But wad ye see him in his glee,

For meikle glee and fun has he,

T'hen sct him down, and twa or three
Guid fellows wi’ ‘him 5

And port, O port! shine thou a wee,
And then ye’ll see him!

Now, by the pow’rs o’ verse and prose !
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose !—
Whae’er o’ thee shall ill suppose,

They sair misca’ thee ;
I'd take the rascal by the nose,

Wad say, Shame fa’ thee
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The person whom this facetious poem celebrates was
a zealous antiquary and fond of wit and wine. He had
served in the army, and, retiring from it, dedicated his
leisure and his talents to investigate the antiquities of
his country. He found his way to Friars-Carse, where
some of the ablest antiquaries of Scotland occasionally
met : and at the ““board of Glenriddel,”” he saw Burns
for the first time. It is a tradition in the vale that the
Englishman-heard with wonder the sarcastic sallies, epi-
grammatic remarks, and cloquent bursts of the Scot;
while the latter was struck with the remarkable corpu-
lency of the ¢ little round fat oily man,” and the almost
poetic fecling with which he talked

«« Of parritc® pats and auld saut backets
Afore the flood.”

Thc wine of Glenriddel, too, aided in tightening the bands
of acquaintanceship. The poem flew before Grose over
Seotland—it 1s said he was not pleased to be so heralded,
and, above all, little relished the allusions to his
corpulency—he thought, tvo, that his researches were
treated with too little gravity. These sentiments had
not, however, reached the Poet, when he writes to Grose
to call on hie fricnd Dugald Stewart.— Mr. Stewart’s
principal characteristic is your favourite feature; that
sterling independence of mind, which though every man’s
right, so few men have the courage to claim, and fewer
still the magnanimity to support :—unseduced by splen-
dour and undisgusted by wretchedness, he appreciates
the merits of the actors in the great drama of life, merely
as they perform their parts—in short he is a man after
your own heart, and I comply with his earnest request
m letting you know that he wishes above all things to
meet with you”” The mecting took place at Catrine as
the antiquary was on his way to cxamine the ruins of,
Sorn Castle,
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WRITTEN IN A WRAPPIR,
ENCLOSING

A LETTER TO CAPTAIN GROSE.

KL~ ye ought o’ Captain Grosc ?
Igo and ago,

1f he's amang his friends or foes /
Iram, coram, dago.

1s he south or is he north ?
Igo and ago,

Or drowned in the river Forth ?
Iram, coram, dago.

Is he slain by Highlan’ bodies ¢
Igo and ago,

And eaten like a wether-haggis ?
Iram, coram, dago.

Is he to Abram’s bosom gane ?
Igo and ago,

Or haudin Sarah by the wame ?
Iram, coram, dago.
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Where'er he be, the Lord be near him !
Igo and ago,

As for the deil, he daur na steer him !
Iram, coram, dago.

But please transmit the enclosed letter,

a¥ Igo and ago,

Which will oblige your humble debtor,
Iram, coram, dago.

So may ye hae auld stanes in store,
1o, and ago,

The very stanes that Adam bore,
Tram, coram, dago.

So may ye get in glad possession,
Igo, and ago,
The coins o' Satan’s coronation !
R Iram, coram, dago.

It appcars that Burns made out some antiquarian and
legendary memoranda respecting the ruins in Kyle, and
addressed them to his late facetious gossip Grose, under
cover to Cadonnel, a well-known northern antiquary.
As his mind teemed with poetry, he could not let this
opportunity pass, but humming, as he folded up the let-
ter, the well-known air of “ Sir John Malcolm,” wrote
these lines on the wrapper. Here, agaip, he touched on
the captain’s corpulency, and raised a laugh louder than
the latter liked. Cardonnel read the verses wherever he
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*went, and the ;condoling inquiry d¥er all Edinburgh
' was—
¢ ¢¢ Is he slain by Highlan® bodies,
And eaten likeﬁﬁether-luggxs »

The old song of «'Sir J6hn Maleolm,” which the Poet
had in his mind when he wrote to Cardonnel, is to’be found
in ““ Yair’s Charmer;’’ it has some humour:—;_

<« O keep ye weel frae Sir John Malcolm,

Igo and ago,

If he's a wiseinan I imistak’ him,
Iram, coram, dago.

O keep ye weel frae Sandie Don,
Igo and ago,

He's tent times dafter than Sir John,
Iram, coram, dago.

To hear them of thair travels talk,
Igo and ago,

To gae to London’s but a walk,
Iram, coram, dago.

1 hae been at Amsterdam,
Igo and an»,

‘Where I saw mony a braw madame,
Jram, coram, dago.

To see the wonders of the deep,
Igo and ago,

Wad gar a man both wail and weep,
Iram, coram, dago.

20 see the leviathans skip,
Igo and ago,

And wi’ their ta1l ding owre a ship,
Iram, coram, dago.”

It is said that a former baronct of Lochore and his
ncighbour ¢ Sandie Don,” indulged so much over the
bottle in romancing, that a friend, who had a knack at
rhyme, reproved them in these facetious lines; it is not
said with what effect.
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TAM O° SHANTER,
A TALE.

@ ‘¢ Of brownyis and of bogilis full is this buhe.”
GAwIN DOUGLAR.
%

WheN chapman billies leave the street,
And drouthy neebors, ncebors meet,
As markcet-days arc wearing late,

An’ folk begin to tak’ the gate;

While we sit bousing at the nappy,
An’ gettin fou and urfco happy,

We tth na on the lang Sgots miles,
The mosscq, waters, slaps, and styles,
That lic between us and our hame,
Where sits our sulky sullen dame,
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrzth to keep it warm. -

This truth fand honest Tam o’ Shanter,
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, ’
(Auld Ayr, wham ne’er a town surpasses,
For honest men and bonny lasses.)
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O Tam'! had'st thou but been she wise,
,As ta’en thy ain wife Kate's advice !

She tauld thee weclighou*was a skellum,

A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ;

That frac November till October,

Ae market-day thou was nae sober ;

That ilka melder, wi’ the miller,

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ;

That ev’ry naig was ca’d a shoe on,

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ;

That at the Lord’s house, ev’nhon Sunday,

Thou drank wi’ Kirton Jean till Monday.

She prophesy’d, that late or soon,

Thou would be found deep drown’d in Doon ;

Or catch’d wi' warlocks in the mirk,

By Alloway’s auld haunted kirk.

Ah, gcntlo'dumos ! it gars me grect,

To think how mony counsels sweet,

How mony lengthen’d sage advices,

The husband frae the wife despjses!

But to our tale :—Aec market night,
Tam had got planted unco right ;

Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely,

Wi’ reaming swats, that drank divinely ;
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny,

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ;
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Tam lo’ed him like a vera brither;

They had been fou' for weeks thegither !-
The night drave on wi’ sa‘&s an’ clatter;
And ay the ale whs growing better :

The landlady and Tam grew gracious ;
Wi’ favours secret, sweet, and precious ;
The Sotuter tauld his queerest stories ;
The landlord’s Jaugh was rcady chorus :
The storm without might rair and rustle—
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle.

Care, mad to sce a man sae happy,
E’en drown’d himself amang the nappy !
As bees flec hame wi’ lades o’ treasure,

The minutes wing'd their way wi’ pleasure :

Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious,
O’cr a’ the ills o’ life victorious.

But ple.asuros are like poppies spread,
You seize the flow’r, its bloom is shed ;
Or like the sno #falls in the river,

A moment white—then melts for ever ;
Or like the borealis race,

That flit ere you can point their place ;
Or like the rainbow’s lovely form
Evanishing amid the storm. .

Nae man can tether time or tide ;

The hour approaches Tam maun ride ;

171
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That hour, o’ night’s black arch the key-stane,
«[hat drcary hour he mounts his beast in ;

And sic a night he t4¥% the road in

As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in.

The wind blew as ’twad blawn its last ;

The rattling show’rs rose on the blast ;

The speedy gleams the darkness swallow’d 5
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellow’d =
That night, a child might understand,

The dc’il had business on his hend.

Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg,

" A better never lifted leg,
Tam skelpit on thro’ dub and mire,
Despising wind, and rain, and fire ;
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet ;
Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots squnet ; -
Whiles glow’ring round wi’ prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch him unawares ;
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh,
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly ery.—

By this time he was cross the ford,

Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd ;
And past the birks and meikle stane,
Where drunken Charlie brak’s neck-bane ;
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And thro’ the whins, and by the cairn,
Where hunters fand the murder’d bairn
And ncar the thorn, ubom the well,
Where Mungo’s mither hang’d hersel.
Before him Doon pours all his floods ;

The doubling storm roars thro’ the woods ;
The lightnings flash from pole to pole s
Near and more near the thunders roll 5
When, glimmering thro’ the groaning trees,
Kirk-Alloway seem’d in a bleeze :

Thro’ ilka bore ghe beams were glancing ;
And loud resounded mirth and dancing.

In¢ piring bold Johu Barleycorn !

What dangers thou can’st make us scorn !
Wi’ tippenny, we fear nae evil ;

Wi' usquabae we’'ll face the devil {—

The svgats sac ream’d in Tammie’s noddle,
Fair play, he car’'d nae deils a boddle..
But Maggic stood right sair astonish’d,
"Till, by the heel and hand admonish’d,
She ventur'd forward on the light

And, wow ! Tam saw an unco sight!
Warlocks and witches in a dance ;

Nae cotillon brent new frae France,

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels,
Put life and mettle in their heels:

A winnock-bunker in the east,

There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ beast;
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A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,
Jo gie them music was his charge ;

He screw’d the pipes and gart them skirl,
Till roof and rafters a’#did dirl..—
Coflins stood round, like open presses ;
That shaw'd the dead 1n their last dresses ;
And by some devilish cantrip slight
Each in its cauld hand held a light—
By which heroic Tam was able

To note upon the haly table,

A murderer's banes in gibbet airns ;
Twa span-lang, wec unchristen'd bairns ;
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,

‘Wi’ his last gasp his gab did gape ;

Five tomahawks, wi bluid red-rusted ,
Five scimitars, wi’ murder crusted ;

A garter, which a babe had strangled ;

A knife, a father’s throat had mangled, |
‘Whom his ain son o’ life bereft,

The gray hairs yetstack to the heft :

Wi’ mair o’ horrible and awfu’,

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu’. -

As Tammie glowr’d, amaz'd, and curious,

The mirth and fun grew fast and furious :

*he piper loud and louder blew ;

The dancers quick and quicker flew ;

They reel'd, they set, they cross’d, they clgekit,
*Till ilka carlin swat and reckit, .
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And coost her duddies to the wark,
And linket at it in her sark!

Now Tam, O Tam ! hadithae been queans
A’ plump and strapping, in their tecus;
Their sarks instead o’ crecshie flannen,
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen'!
Thir breeks o’ mine, my only pair,

That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair,

I wad hae gi'en them off my hardies,

For ac blink o’ t5hc bonnie burdies !

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll,
Rigwoodie hags, wad spean a foal,
Lowping an’ flinging on a cummock,
I wonder didna turn thy stomach.

But Tam kenn'd what was what fu’ brawlic,
There was ae winsome wench and walie,
That night inlisted in the core,

(Lang after kenn’d on Carriek shore ;
For mony a beast to dead she shot,

And perish’d mony a bonnie boat,

And shook baith meikle corn and bear,
And kept the country-side in fear),

Her cutty sark, o’ Paisley harn,

That while a lassie she had worn,

In longitude«ho’ sorely scanty,

It was her best, and she was vaunties—
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Ah! little kenw’d thy reverend grannie, *

« That sark she coft for her wee Nafnie,
Wi’ twa pund Secots ("twas a’ her riches),
Wad ever grac’d a dah‘ ‘of witches !

But here my muse her wing maun cour;
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r;

To sing how Nannie lap and flang,

(A souple jade she was and strang),

And how Tan stood, like ane bewitch’d,
And thought his very een enrich’d ;

Exen Satan glowr'd, and fidg’d fu’ fain,
And hotchid and Blew wi* might and main :
"T1ill first ae caper, syne anither,
Tam tint His reason a’ thegither,
And roars out, ‘ Weel done, Cutty-sark !’
And in an-instant all was dark :

And scarcely had he Maggic rallied,
When out the hellish legion sallied.

uds bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke,

‘When plundering herds assail their byke;

As open pussie’s mortal {oes,

‘When, pop! she starts before their nose ;
o y As eager runs the market-crowd,

When ¢ Catch the thief!” resounds aloud ;

8o Maggie runs, the witches follgw,

‘Wi’ mony an eldritch screech and hollow.,
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Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou’ll get thy fairin’!
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin’!
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin’!
Kate soon will be a vfc'v” woman ! *
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg,
And win the key-stane* of the brig ;
There at them thou thy tail may toss,
A running stream they darena cross !
But ere the key-stanc she could make,
The fient a tail she had to shake!

For Nannie, far bofore the rest,

Hard upon noble Maggic prest,

And fléw at Tam wi’ furious-ettle ; .
But little wist she Maggie's mettle—
Ae spring brought off her master hale,
But left behind her ain gray tail :

The carlin claught hef by the rump,
And ]c-{'t.pm)r Magyic scarce a stump. .

Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read,
11k man and mother’s son, take heed :
Whene'er to drink you are inclin’d,

Or cutty-sarks run in your mind,
Think ! ye may buy the joys o’er dear—

Remember Tam o' Shanter’s mare.

= e

# It 15 a well-known fact that witches, or any evil gpinity, have no
power Lo follow a poor wight any farther than the middle of the next
running stream. It may be proper likewise to mention to the bemighted
traveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever danger may be 1n
tue gaing forward, therc 1s much more hazard in turning back.

VOL. 1II. N
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It would occupy many pages to quote half of the praisc
which poets, and critics, and biographers have lavished
¢ this matchless poem :—* Who but some impenetrable
dunce,” observes Wordsworth, speaking of the alleged
indulgencies of Burns, ¥ narrow-minded puritan in
works of art, ever read without delight the picture which
he has drawn of the convivial exaltation of the rustic ad-
venturer, Tam o’ Shanter? The Poet fears not to tell the
reader in the outset, that his hcro was a desperate and
sottish drunkard, whose excesses were frequent as his
oppoitunities. This reprobate sits down to ls cups
while the storm is roaring and hcaven and eatth are in
confusion : the night is diiven on by song and tumul-
tuous noise—laughter and jest tléchen as the beverage
improves upon the palate : conjugal fidelity archly bends
to the service of general benevolence :  selfishmess is not
absent, but weaing the mash of social cordiality—and
wlhile these various clements of humanity are blended
into one proud and happy composition of clated spirits,
the anger of the tempest without doors only heightens
and sets off the enjoyment 'within.—I pity hum who
cannot perceive that in all this, though there was no
moral purpose there is a moral effecct -—
« Kings may be blest, but 1 am was glonious,
O'er a’ the s of Iife victorious.’
What a lesson do these words convey of charitable in-
dhlgence for the vicious habits of the principal actor in
this scene, and of those who resemble him !—men who,
to the rigidly virtuous, are objects almost of loathing, and
whom, therefore, they cannot serve !”
In the inimitable tale of Tam o’ Shanter,” says Sir
‘alter Seott, “ Burns has left us sufficient evidénce of
his abilitf to combine the ludicrous with the awful, and
even the’ horrible, No Poet, with the exception of
§£‘u‘kapca;e, ever possessed the power of exciting the
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most varied and discordant emotions with such rapid
transitions.”— I shall not presume to say,’” observes
Byron, in his controversy with Bowles, ‘“ that Pope is‘hs
high a poet as Shakspeare and Milton, though his enemy
Warton places him immedigtely under them. Iw?uld
no more say this than I would assert in the mosque—
vnce St. Sophia’s —that Socrates was a greater man than
Mahomet. Rutif I say that he is very near them, it is
no more than has been asserted of Burns, who is sup-
posed !

¢ To i al all but Shakspeare's name below.”

I say nothung against this opmion. But of what ¢ order,”
according to the poetical aristocracy, are Burns's poems ?
There are his opus®magnum *Tam o’ Shanter,” a fale:
“The Cotter’s Saturday Night,” a descriptive sketch :
some others 1 the same style; the rest are songs. So
nmuch for the rank of his productions : the rank of Burns
is the very first of his ait’* It is needless to add more
““ testimontes of authors;” the applanse of his country
is enough. .

On comparing the printed copy of the poem with the

Afton manuscript, some variations appear :—
“. Three lawyers’ tongues tuined inside out,
W1’ Lics seamed Like a beggar's clout :
‘I hree priests” hearts rotten, black as muck,
1 ay stinhing, vile, 1n every neuk.”

It occurred to Burns afterwards that  Three Priials’
hearts,” could not well be present in four corners,
which caused him to alter it to—

« And pricsts’ hearts rotlen, black as muck.”

But as this extended a limited sarcasm, he was a-&
prevailed upon by Lord Woodhouselee to omit the lines
on lawyers as well as priests. The Poet in his manu-

script thus intimates the localities of the tale.—~‘* Alloway
N2
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Kirk, the scene of the following poem is an old ruin in
Ayrshire, hard by the great roed from Ayr to Maybole,
on the banks of the river Doon, and near the old bridge
of that name.”

I remember with what eagerness Tam o’ Shanter was
circulated among the Scottish cottages, and how it was
scarcely possible for one peasant to meet another with-
out one or both indulging in quotations. Its history has
already been related in the Life of the Poet, and the
traditions refebred 1o on which it was founded. The
poem was the work of a single day, and the circum-
stance was strongly impressed on the mind of Mrs,
Burns. The Poet had lingered longer than his wont by
the river side, and taking her childreéa with her, she went
out to join him. Ile was busily engaged crooning to
himself, she informed Cromek, and percciving that her,
presence was an interruption she loitered behind with her
little ones among the broom. IHer attention was pre-
sently attracted by the strange and wild gesticulations
of the bard, who now at some distance was agonized
with an upgovernable excess uf joy. He was reciting
very loud, and with the tears roling down his chechs,
those animated verses which he had just conevived :—

“Now, Tam ' O, Tam ! had thac been queans,
\’ plump and strappin’ m their teens,
Ther sarks instead of creeshie fianmn,
Been snaw-white se’enteen hunder hinen :
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair,
That ance were plush o’ gude blue hair,
T wad hae gi'en them aft iny hurdies,
For ae blink o’ the bonme burdies.”

Or going home he connected the loose fragments which
he had pencilled down with the passages composed in
his mind, and the result was the inimitable story as it
now stands—admitted by universal consent to be the hap-
piest of all his works. The walk on Nithside, where his
Jgife found him warmed with the inspiration of his sub-
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ject, and reciting aloud, is kept in kindly remembrance by
the people of the valley; and I am pleased to think that
no one will be allowed to do the walk any dishonour,
for Ellisland is now the property of my schoolfellow and
friend, Joscph Taylor, who respects whatever is con-
nected with the fame of its former illustrious tenant.

Though written in the vale of Nith, the inspiration as
well as subject came from the west.  Concerning, the
scene and the hero, Robert Chambers has given an ac-
count sufficient to satisfy all reasonable curiosity :—

“ Alloway Kirk, with its little cuclosed burial-ground,
next demands the pilgiim’s attention. It has long been
roofless, but the walls are pretty well preserved, and it
still retains its bell &t the cast end. Upon the whole,
the spectator is strack with the idea that the witches
must have had a rather narrow stage for the perform-
ance of their revels, as described in the poem. The
inner arca is now divided by a partition-wall, and one
part forms the family burial-place of the late Mr. Cath-
cart, who may perhaps be better known by his judicial
desigpation of Lord Alloway. The “ win.aock bunker in
the cast,” where sat the awful musician of the party, is
a consl)i0l|6us feature, being a small window, divided by
a thick mullion. Around the building are the vestiges of
other openings, at any of which the hero of the tale may
be supposed to have lovked in upon the hellish scene.
Within the last few years the old oaken rafters of the
kirk were mostly ertire, but they have now been entirely
taken away, to form, in various shapes, memorials of a
place so remarkably signalized by genius. It is necessury
for those who survey the ground in reference to"the
poem, to be informed that the old road from Ayr to this
spot, by which Burns supposed his hero to have ap.
proached Alloway Kirk, was considerably to the west of
the present one, which, nevertheless, has existed aince
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before the time of Burns. Upon a field ahout a quarter
of% a mile to the north-west of the kirk, is a single tree
enclosed with a paling, the last remnant of a group

which covered

- the cairn
‘Whare hunters fand the murdered bairn ;°

and immediately beyond that object is

- the foord,
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor’d ;*

(namely, a ford over a small burn which soon after
joins the Doon) ; being two places which Tam o’ Shanter
is described as having passed on his solitary way. The
road then made a sweep towards the river, and, passing
a well which trickles down mto tHe Doon, where for-
merly stood a thorn, on which an individual, called
in the poem “ Mungo’s mither,” commutted suicide,
approached Alloway Kirk opon the west. These cir-
cumstances may here appear trivial, but it is surprising
with what interest any visitor to the real scene will
inquire into, and behold every part of it which can
be associated, however remotely, with the poem of < Tam
o’ Shanter.” The churchyard contains several old monu-
ments, of a very humble description, marking the resting-
places of undistinguished persons, who formerly lived in
the neighbourhood, and probably had the usual here-
ditary title to little spaces of ground in this ancient
cemetery. Among those persons rests Williama Burness,
father of the Poet, over whose grave the son had piouysly
raised a small stone, recording his name and the date of
his death, together with the short poetical tribute to his
mémory which is copied in the works of the Bard. But
for this monument, long ago destroyed and carried away
piece-meal, there is now substituted one of somewhat
finer proportions. But the churchyard of Alloway has
w became fashionable with the dead as well as the
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living, Its little area is absolutely crowded with modern
monuments, referring to persons, many of whom haye
been brought from considerable distances to take their
rest in this doubly consccrated ground. Among these is
one to the memory of a person naméd Tyrie, who, visit-
ing the spot some years ago, happened to express a wish
that he might be laid in Alloway churchyard, and, as
fate would have it, was interred in the spot he had
pointed out within a fortnight. Nor is this all; for
even the neighbouring gentry are now contending for
departments in this fold of the departed, and it is
probable that the elegant mausolea of rank and wealth
will soon be jostling with the stunted obelisks of humble
worth and noteless pbverty.

‘¢ It may be appropriately mentioned at this place, that
the ofiginal of Tam o’ Shanter was an individual named
Douglas Graham, a Carrick farmer. Shanter is a farm
on the Carrick shore, near Kirkoswald, which Graham
long possessed. The man was in sober, or rather drunken
truth, the * bletherin’, blusterin’ blellum” that the poet
has described ; and his wife was as veritalily a lady who
most anxiously discouraged drinking in her husband.
Burns, when a boy, spent some time at Kirkoswald, in
the house of a maternal uncle, who at once practised the
craft of a miller, and sold home-brewed ale. To this
house, Graham and his brother-in-law, the farmer, of
Dyquhat (which lies between Kirkoswald and Shanter),
usgdl t0 resort; and finding in Burns some qualities,
which, boy as he was, recommended him to their atten-
tion, they made him every thing but their drinking com-
panion. Sometimes, the two topers, tired of ale, which
they said was rather cold for the stomach, would adjourn
to Duguhat, and correct their native liquor with good
brandy, which at that time was supplied by smugglers
to every house in Carrick at a price next to nominal,
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Burns would accompany them in these migrations, an
observant boy, inspecting the actions of his dotard se-
niors. After, perhaps, spending half a night at Duqubat,
the farmer of that place, with Burns, would accompany
Graham to Shantef§ but as the idea of the sulky sullen
dame” rose in their minds, a debate would arise as to
the propriety of venturing, even in full strength, intu
the house, and Graham, perhaps, would, after all, re-
turn to Duqubat, and continue the debauch till next day ;
content to put off the present evil, even at the hazard of
encountering it in an accumulated form afterwards.
Such were the opportunities afforded to the poet of ob-
serving the life of the Carrick farmers of those days.

It is not easy, even for the actdul writer of a fiction,
to point out the skeleton ideas and incidents, the shadowy
fragments of original and real life, which he has dked in
composing his work ; and any task of this kind must, of
course, be still more difficult in another party, writing at
the distance of a generation. Among the facts, however,
which must have gone to the composition of ‘Tam o’
Shanter,” thege is one, never'yet noticed, which pro-
bably suggested the tail-piece with which the diabolic
panorama is concluded. Douglas Graham hdd, it seems,
a good gray mare, which was very much identified with
his own appearance. One day, beingin Ayr, he tied the
animal to a ring at the door of a public-house, where
contrary to his original intentions, he tarried so lapg
that the boys, in the meantime, plucked away the whole
of his mare’s tail, for the purpose of making fishing-
lines, It was not till the next morning, when he awoke
from a protracted bouse, that the circumstance was dis-
covered by his son, who came in, crying that the mare
had lost her tail.  Graham, when he comprehencdgd the
amount of the disaster, was, it seems, so much bewil- '
stered as to its cause, that he could only attribute it,
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after a Tound oath, to the agency of witches. There can
be no doubt, we think, that this affair, working in
Burns’s recollection, was seized upon to serve as tli
catastrophe to a story, of which the main part, it is well
known, was a fire-side legend, respec%g a persorr of un-
known name and character.
¢ The Monument next demands attention. It was
crected about ten years ago by subscription, and has
only iecently been surrounded in proper style by a
garden of evergreens. llardly any object of the kind
could be more truly beautiful or worthy of its purpose
than this happily designed and happily situated build-
ing; nor could any thing be more truly entitled to praise
than the manner in yhich it is kept and managed. The
interior contains a capital copy of the original portrait
of the!‘Pnct, by Nasmyth, besides various other objects
of less moment. In a grotto apart are now placed the
celebratcd statues of Tam o' Shanter and Souter Johnny,
executed by Mr. James Thom, the self-taught sculptor.
After performing the tour of the United Kingdom, and
gathering a sum little shart, we belicve, of five thousand
pounds, these singularly felicitous grotesqlies have been
permanently fixed here, being, in fact, the property of the
Monument Committee. The arrangements made for
their permanent exhibition are in very good taste, and
answer the purpose remarkably well.””
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ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB
L

TO

TUHE PRESIDENT OF THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY,

Loxe life, my Lord, an’ health be yours,
Unskaith’d by hunger’d Highland boors ;
Lord grz'mt nae duddie despgratc beggar,
Wi’ dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger,

May twin auld Scotland o’ a life

She likes—as lambkias like a knife.
Faith, you and A -s were right

To keep the Highland hounds in sight,

I doubt na’! they wad'bid nae better
Than let them ance out owre the water;
Then up amang thae lakes and scas ‘
They’ll mak’ what rules and laws they please ;
Some daring Hancocke, or a Franklin,
May set their Highland bluid a ranklin’;
Some Washington again may head them
Or same Montgomery, fearless lead them,
Till God knows what may be effected
‘When by such heads and hearts directed——
Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire

May to Patrician rights aspire !
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Nac sage North, now, nor sager Sackville,
To watch and premier o’er the pack vile,
An’ whare will ye get Howes and Clintons
To bring them to a right repentance,

To cowe the rebel gencration,

An’ save the honour o’ the nation?

They an’ be d———d! what right hae they
T'o meat or sleep, or light o’ day ?

Far less to riches, pow’r, or freedom,

But what your lordship likes to gie them ?

®
But hear, my lord! Glengarry, hear!
Your hand’s owre light on them, I fear;
Your factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies,
I canna’ say but they do gaylies ;
They lay aside a’ tender mercies,
A’ tirl the hallions to the birses .
Yet while they’re only poind’t and herriet,
They’ll keep their stubborn Highland spirit ;
But smash them! crash them a’ to spails!
An’ rot the dyvors i’ the jails!
The young dogs, swinge them to the labour ;
Let wark an’ hunger mak’ them sober !
The hizzies, if they’re aughtlins fawsont,
Let them in Drury-lane be lesson’d!
An’ if the wives an’ dirty brats
E’en thigger at your doors an’ yetts
Flaffan wi’ duds an’ grey wi’ beas’,
Frightin’ awa your deucks an’ geese,
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Get out a horsewhip or a jowler,

The langest thong, the fiercest growler,

An gar the tattercd gypsies pack

Wi’ a’ their bastarts on their back !

Go on, my Lord! I lang to meet you,

An’ in my house at hame to greet you;

Wi’ common lords ye shanna mingle,

The benmost neuk beside the ingle,

At my right han’ assigned your scat

"Tween Herod’s hip an Polycrate,—

Or if you on your station tarrow,

Between Almagro and Pizarro,

A seat, I'm sure yc're weel deservin’t ;

An’ till ye come—Your humble servant,
BELLZEBUE.

June 1st, Anno Mundi 5790.

In the Scots Magazine for February, 1818, *“ The Ad-
dress of Bcelzebub’” made its appearance—printed, T
have since been assured from the manuscript of Burns,
and headed thus :—*¢ To the Right Honourable the Earl
of Breadalbyne, President of the Right Honourable and
Honourable the Highland Society, which met on the 23d
of May last, at the Shakspeare, Covent-Garden, to con-
cert ways and means to frustrate the designs of five
hundred Highlanders, who, as the society were informed
by Mr. M , of A s, were so audacious as to
attempt an escape from their lawful lords and masters,
whose property they were, by emigrating from the lands
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of Mr. M‘Donald of Glengarry to the wilds of Canada
in search of that fantastic thing—LiBerty.” ,

The person who made the communication signs him-
self R. W. and writes from Ayr: some of his observa-
tions are sensible and to the point.—* You will find
several indifferent enough lines in it, and one or two
rather rough expressions, but nothing I think that can
offend any true old-fashioned unsophisticated Scotsman,
or cven the more fastidious southron who has not lost all
remembrance of Fielding, or who has learned to estimate
the irresistible naiveté of the Author of Waverley. It has
never been printed before, and I consider it a duty to
preserve from oblivion every production which the public
has a claim to inherst as the legacy of departed genius,
unless its publication be offensive to right feeling or de-
rogatory to the talents and character of the author.
You will recognize in it something of the compound
vigour of Burns’s genius : the rustic but keen severity of
his sarcasm, and the manly detestation of oppression
real or supposed, which so strongly characterized him.
For your entire satisfaction, 1 enclose the original in his
own hand-writing : it was given to me by.' a friend who
got it many years ago from the well-known, * ready-
witted Rankine,” the oet’s early and intimate acquaint-
ance.”
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TO

JOHN TAYLOR.

With Pegasus upon a day,
Apollo weary flying,
Through frosty hills the journey lay,
On foot the way was plying.
N €
Poor slip-shod giddy Pegasus
Was but a sorry walker ;
To Vulecan then Apollo goes,
To get a frosty calker.

Oblig,in{'; Valcan fell to work,
Threw by his coat and bonnet,,

And did Sol’s business in a crack ;
Sol paid him with a sonnet.

Ye Vulcan’s sons of Wanlockhead,
Pity my sad disaster ;

My Pegasus is poorly shod—

s

"T'Il pay you like my master.

‘ RoserT Burxs.
Rumages, 3 o’clock, (no date.)
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To John Brown, Esq., Ayr, the admirers of Burns
are indebted for this very singular petition and the
following explanation. The Poet, it seems, during one
of his journeys over his ten parishes as an exciseman,
had arrived at Wanlockhead on a winter day, when the
roads were slippery with ice, and Jenny Geddes (or Peg
Nicholson) kept her feet with difficulty. The black-
smith of the place was busigd with other pressing mat-
ters in the forge, and could not spare time for ** frosting'”
the shoes of the Poet’s mare, and it is likely he would
have proceeded on his dangerous journey had he not
bethought himself of propitiating the son of Vulcan
with verse. He called for pen and ink, wrote these
verses to John Taylc., a person of influence in Wanlock-
head ; and when he had done, a gentleman of the name
of Sloan, who accompanicd him, endorsed it in prose in
these words :— J. Sloan’s best compliments to Mr.
Taylor, and it would be doing him and the Ayrshire
Bard a particular favour, if he would oblige them in-
stanter with his agrecable company. The road has been
so slippery that tfe riders and the brutes were equally
in danger of gelting some of their bones broken. For
the Poet, Ins life and limbs are of some consequence to
the woild ; but for poor Sloan, it matters very little what
may become of him. The whole of this business is to
ask the favour of gptting the horses’ shoes sharpened.”
On the receipt of this, Taylor spoke to the smith; the
smith flew to his tools, sharpened the horses’ shoes, and,
it is recorded, lived thirty years to say he had never been
< weel paid but ance, and that was by a poet, who paid
him in money, paid him in drink, and paid him in verse.
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I11.
Now blooms the lily by the bank,
The primrose down the brae ;
The hawthorn’s budding in the glen,
And milk-white is the slae;
The meanest hind in fair Scotlmﬁ%'
May rove their sweets amang ;
But 1, the Queen of a’ Scotland,
Maun lie in prison strang !

1V.
T was the Quedh o’ bonnie France,
‘Where happy T hae been ;
. Fu’ lightly rase I in the morn,
As blythe lay down at e’en :
And I'm the sov’reign of Scotland,
And monw a traiipr there ;
Yet here 1 lie in foreign bands,
Andenever-ending care.

V.
But as for thee, thou false woman!—
My sister and my fae,

Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword

That thro’ thy soul shall gac!
The wecping blood in woman’s breast
‘Was never known to thee ;

Nor th’ balm that draps on wounds of woe

Frae woman'’s pitying e’e.

VOL. 111, o
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The Lady ;Winifred Maxwell Constable, it is said, cx-
pressed a wish for a poem on the woes of Queen Mary ;
and Burns, touched with the pathos of Lord Maxwell’s
“ Good-Night,” composed the ‘“ Queen Mary’s Lament™
with his thoughts on that fine ballad.
olden air and tone rather than imitated the sentiments -—

THE POEMS OF ROBFRT BURNS.

VI.
My son! my son! may kinder stars
Upon thy fortune shine ;
And may those pleasures gild thy reign,
That ne’er wad blink on mine!
God keep thee frae thy mother’s faes,
Or turn their hearts to thee:
And where thou meet’st thy mother’s friend,
Remember him for me!

VII.
O! soon, to me, may summer-suns
Nae mair light up the morn !
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds
Wave o’cr the yellow corn !
And in the narrow house o’ death
Let winter round me rave 3
And the next flow’rs that deck the spring
Bloom on my peaceful grave!

« Adiou, madame, my mother dear,

But and my sisters three'

Adieu, fair Robert of Orchardstane,
My heart 18 wae for thee.

Adieu, the hly and the rose,
The primrose fair to see;

Adieu, my lady and only joy'
For 1 may not stay with thee.

e has caught the
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Adieu' Dumfrics, my proper place,
But and Carlaverock fair!
Adieu, my castle o’ the Thrieve,
Wi’ a’ my buildings there;
Adieu, Lochmaben’s gate sae fair,
And Langholme-holm where birks there be;
Adicu, my ladye and only joy !
For trust me I may not stay with thee.”

The Poet was well pleased, it seems, with his perform-
ance.—** Whether it is,”” he says to Graham of Fin-
tray, ‘* that the story of our Mary Queen of Scots has a
peculiar effect on the feelings of a poet, or whether 1
have, in the cnclosed ballad, succeeded beyond my usual
poetic success, I know not, but it has pleased me beyond
any effort of my muse for a good while past.”” The poem
was praised by Lady Winifred, and rewarded by a
present of a valuable snuff-box, with the portrait of
Queen Mary on the lid. When he visited Terreagles
house, he was shown the bed in which that princess
slurabered during one troubled night—an original let-
ter from Charles I., requesting the Earl of Nithsdale to
arm and join him in England—and the account written
by the Countess of Nithsdale of the last Earl’s escape from
the Tower in 1715.

Grahame, din his drama of Mary Stewart, loves to
dwell on the merits as well as the beauty of this unfor-
tunate queen -—

ErizaneTH. And does she touch the harp with equal skill¢?
MEeLvi. The chords, though struck with careless sweep, speak
love,
Like Cupid’s wing along Apollo’s lyre;
And with the notes o sweet is blent her voice
in magic harmony, that none may know
Which is the voice, and which the silver string.
ELizABkTH. Good—good; that she excels
In each external grace we know ;—but tell me,
Is she much versed in languages ?
MEeLviL. She speaks the tongues of Scotland and of France,
‘With equal grace; Italia’s is her sport ;
Each dialect her people use she knows ;
And to the humblest she so suits her phrase,
That rustic maids, at first abashed, look up,
Thinking they hear a sister cottager.
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THE WHISTLE.

I sinG of a whistle, a whistle of worth

I'sing of a whistle, the pride of the North,

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king,
And long with this whistle all Bcotland shall ring.

0ld Loda,* still rucing the arm of Fingal,

The god of the bottle sends down from his hall—

¢¢ This whistle’s your challenge—to Scotland get o’er,
“ And drin!{ them to hell, 8ir! or ne’er see me more!”

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell,
What champions ventur’'d, what champions fell ;
The son of great Loda was conqueror still,

And blew on the whistle his requiem shrill.

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur,
Unmatch’d at the bottle, unconquer’d in war,
He drank his poor godship as deep as the sea,
No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he.

* See Ussian'’s Caric-thura.
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Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain’d ;
Which now in his house has for ages remain’d ;
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood,
The jovial contest again have renew’d.

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw ;
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ;
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins

And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines.

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil,
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ;

Or ¢lse he would muster the heads of the clan,
And once more, in claret, try which was the man.

« By the gods of the ancients!” Glenriddel replies,
« Before T surrender so glorious a prize,

L'l conjurg the ghost of the great Rorie More,*
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o’er.”

Sir Robert, a soldier, no spcech would pretend,
But he ne’er turn’d his back on his foe—or hisfriend,
Said, toss down the whistle, the prize of the field,
And knce-deep in claret, he'd die, or he'd yield.

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair,
So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ;

* See Johnson's Tour to the Hebrides,



198 THE POEMS OF ROBERT BUPNS.

But for wine and for welcome not more known to

N fame

Than the scnse, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely
dame.

A bard was selected to witness the fray,

And tell future ages the feats of the day ;

A bard who detested all sadness and spleen,
And wish’d that Parnassus a vineyard had been.

The dinner being over, the claret they ply,

And cv'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ;

In the bands of 0ld friendship and kindred so set,
And the bands grew the tighter themore they were wet.

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o’er ;

Bright Pheebus ne’er witness'd so joyous a core,
And vow’d that to leave them he was quite forlorn,
Till Cynthia hinted he’d see them next morn.

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night,
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight,
Turn’d o’er in one bumper a bottle of red,

And swore 'twas the way that their ancestor did.

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage,
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage ;
A high-ruling Elder to wallow in wine!

He left the foul business to folks less divine.
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The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ;
But who can with fate and quart-bumpers contend ¥
Though fate said—a hero shall perish in light ;
So up rose bright Pheebus—and down fell the knight.

Next up rose our bard, like a prophet in drink :—
¢ Craigdarroch, thou'lt soar when creation shallsink ;
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme,
Come—one bottle more—and have at the sublime !

“ Thyline, thathavestruggled for freedom with Bruce,
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce :

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ;

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day!”

““ As the authentic prosg history,” says Burns, ** of the
‘Whistle’ is curious, I shall here give it. In the train of
Anne of Depma.rk, when she came to Scotland with our
James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish gentle-
man of gigantic stature and great prowess, and a match-
less champion of Bacchus. He had a little ebony whis-
tle, which at the commencement of the orgies he laid on
the table, and whoever was the last able to blow it, every
body else being disabled by the potency of the bottle,
was to carry off the whistle as a trophy of victory.
The Dane produced credentials of his victories, without a
single defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm,
Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the petty courts in
Germany ; and challenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the
alternative of trying his prowess, or else of acknowledg-
ing their inferiority. After many overthrows on the part
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of the Scots, the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert
JLawrie, of Maxwelton, ancestor of the present worthy
baronet of that name; who, after three days and three
nights’ hard contest, left the Scandinavian under the
table,

¢ And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill,’

¢ Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned,
afterwards lost the whistle to Walter Riddel, of Glen-
riddel, who had married a sister of Sir Walter’s.—On
Friday, the 16th of October, 1790, at Friar’s-Carse, the
whistle was once more contended for, as rclated in the
ballad, by the present Sir Robert of Maxwelton ; Robert
Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, lineal descendant and repre-
sentative of Walter Riddel, who won the whistle, and
in whose family it had continued; and Alexander Fer-
guson, Esq. of Craigdarroch, hkewise descended of the
great Sir Robert; which last gentleman carried off the
hard-won honours of the field.”’

The jovial contest took place in the dining-room
of Friar’s-Carse, in the presence of the Bard, who
drank bottle and bottle about with them, and seemed
quite disposcd to take up the conqueror when the day
dawned. The peasants of the neighbourhood hearing of
the pleasant strife, went in groups to inquire how mat-
ters went, and all wished that Glenriddel might win,
though they lamented that an clder should engage insuch
a business. Friar’s-Carse is now the residence of
Mrs. Crichton : the haunts dear to the Post are not neg-
lected, nor are the antiquarian collections of the former

proprietor molested :—it is one of the lovcliest spots on
Nithside.
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ELEGY
ON

MISS BURNET,

OF MONBODDO.

Lire ne’er exulted in so rich a prize

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ;

Nor envious death so trinumph’d in a blow,

As that which laid th’ accomplish’d Burnet low.

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ?

In richest ore the brighest jewel set!

In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown,

As by his noblest work the Godhead best is known.
L]

In vain ye flaunt in summer’s pride, ye groves ;
Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore,

Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves,
Ye cease 1o charm—Eliza is no more !

Ye heathy wastes, immix’d with reedy fens;

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor'd ;
Ye rugged cliffs, o’crhanging dreary glens,

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord.
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Princes, whose cumb’rous pride was all their worth,
. Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ?
And thou, sweet excellence! forsake our earth,
And not a muse in honest grief bewail ?

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty’s pride,
And virtue's light, that beams beyond the spheres :
But, like the sun eclips’d at morning tide,
Thou left’st us darkling in a world of tears.

The parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee,
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and carc ;
So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ;
So from it ravish’d, leaver it bleak and bare.

The Poet thought so well of his verses on the death of
the beautiful and accomplished ¥lizabeth Burnet, that he
gave away many copies to his friends : two of these are
now before me; but they offer no variations® worthy of
remark. Her father, Lord Monboddo, was at once
whimsical and acute; odd in his manners and clegant.
He asserted, in his Origin and Progress of Language, that
men were originally no better than brutes: alike desti-
tute of reason, language, conscience, and social affection.
He maintained that civilized man is but an improved
ourang-outang ; that men formerly had tails ; that beavers
are social, reflective, and politic animals, and, in their
natural state, are superior to uninstructed man, with
whom all is the consequence of long experience, conti-
nued labour and application. He illustrated his strange
opinions with many shrewd and acute remarks, but re-
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joiced in no converts ; he found men were too vain to
acknowledge such paternity as a baboon. He had the
reputation of giving the most elegant entertainments
during his day in the northern metropolis; he had
flowers of all hues and wines of all qualities : odours as
well as light were diffused by lamps, nor was his enter-
tainments without the charm of music.

‘“In domestic circumstances,” says Chambers, in his
agreeable biography, ‘ Monbhoddo was particularly un-
fortunate. 1Hlis wife, a very beautiful woman, died in
child-bed. His son, a promising boy, in whose education
he took great delight, was likewise snatched from his
affections by a premature death : and his second daugh-
ter, in personal lov®liness onc of the first women of the
age, was cut off by consumption, when only twenty-five
years old. 'The praise of the Poet was not considered
extravagant :—

< Fair Burnet strikes th’ adonng eye,
Heaven's heauties on my fancy shine;
1 see the Sire of Love on high,
And own his york indeed divine.”"
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LAMENT
FOR

JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN.

1.
Tae wind blew hollow frac the hills,
By fits the sun’s departing beam
Look’d on the fading yellow woods
That wav’d o’cr Lugar’s winding stream :
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard,
Laden with years and mcikle pain,
In loud lament bewail’d his lord,
Whom death had all untimely ta’en.
1L
He lean’d him to an ancient aik,
Whose trunk was mould’ring down with years ;
His locks were hleached white with time,
His hoary cheek was wet wi’ tears ;
And as he touch’d his trembling harp,
And as he tun’d his doleful sang,
The winds, lamenting thro’ their caves,
To echo bore the notes alang.
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III.
“ Ye scatter’d birds that faintly sing
The reliques of the vernal quire !
Ye woods that shed on a’ the winds
The honours of the aged year!
A few short months, and glad and gay,
Again ye'll chann the ear and c’e;
But nocht in all revolving time
Can gladness bring again to me.

. 1V.

¢ 1 am a bending aged tree,

That long has stood the wind and rain ;
But now has come a cruel blast,

And my last hold of carth is gane :
Nae leaf o’ mine shall greet the sprirg,

Nac simmer sun exalt my bloom ;
But I maun lie before the storm,

And ithers plant them in my room.

V.
“ I've seen sae mony changefu’ years,
On carth I am a stranger grown ;
1 wander in the ways of men,
Alike unknowing and unknown :
Unheard, unpitied, unrelicved,
I bear alane my lade o’ care,
For silent, low, on beds of dust,
Lic a' that would my sorrows share.

205
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VI.
« And last (the sum of a’ my griefs!)

My noble master lies in clay ;
The flow’r amang our barons bold,

His country’s pride! his country’s stay —
In weary being now T pine,

For a’ the life of life is dead,
And hope has left my aged ken,

On forward wing for ever fled.

VIl.

¢ Awake thy last sad voice, my harp!

The voice of woe and wild despair ;
Awake ! resound thy lztest lay—

Then sleep in silence c¢vermair!
And thou, my last, best, only friend,

That fillest an untimely tomb,
Accept this tribute from the bard

Thou brought from fortune’s mirkest gloom.

VIII. -
 In poverty’s low barren vale
Thick mists, obscure, involv’d me round;
Though oft I turn’d the wistful eye,
Nae ray of fame was to be found :
Thou found’st me, like the morning sun,
That melts the fogs in limpid air,
The friendless bard and rustic song
Became alike thy fostering care.
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1X.
“ 0! why has worth so short a date ?
While villains ripen gray with time ;
Must thou, the noble, gen’rous, great,
Fall in bold manhood’s hardy prime !
Why did T live to see that day ?
A day to me so full of woe !—
O! had T met the mortal shaft
Which laid my benefactor low !

X.
¢ The bridegroom may forget the bride,
Was madc his wedded wife yestreen :
The monarch may forget the erown
That on his head an hour has been ;
The mother may forget the child
That smiles sac ‘sweetly on her knee ;
But l.’ll remember thee, Glencairn, -
And a’ that thou hast done for me !’

With James Cunfningham, Earl of Glencairn, perished
the last hope of Burns, of obtaining “ a pension, post, or
placc” in his native land. lle was generous and ac-
complished, and admired the Poet through his poetry ;
the last of the male line of the family became extinct by
the deathof this Earl’s brother ; the title has lain dormant
since. The Glencairn Cunninghams are descended from
Warnebald de Cunningham, a Norman, the companion
of Hugh de Morville, Constable of Scotland, who died
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in 1162. They were distinguished in the border-wars;
i‘md Alexander, the fifth Earl, a warrior, a poct, and a
reformer, was one of the most active of the leaders of the
Congregation, and undertook and accomplished some
hazardous enterprises.  Another of the line resisted
with much gallantry the English under the Parlia-
mentary leaders, and obtained the praise of Clarendon.
The family, never rich, became very poor, and one of the
Earls married a musician’s daughter, with a handsome
fortune. A son of this marriage, tradition says, was at
a ball in Fdinburgh, when a dispute arose between him
and onc of the Kennedys of Cassillis, regarding a suitable
tune for the dance.—*“ T wish,” said Cassillis, < that we
had your grandfather here; he 'was shkilfal, 1 have
heard.””—*¢ Yes,”” retorted Glencairn, ““ he eacelled all
the west in playing Johnny Faa.” A ducl was the
consequence.

Burns mourned the death of the Earl with melancholy
sincerity.—*“ As all the world knows,” he says to Lady
E. Cunningham, *“ my obligations to the late Earl of
Glencairn, I would wish to show as openly that my
heart glows, and shall ever glow, with the most grateful
sens¢ and remembrance of his Lordship’s goodness.
The sables I did myself the honour to wear to his Lord -
ship’s wmemory were not the ¢ mockery of woe.”  Nor
shall my gratitude perish with me. If, among my chil-
dren, I shall have a son that has a heart, he shall hand
it down to his child as a family honour, and a family
debt, that my dearest existence I owe to the noble house
of Glencairn.” One of the Poct’s sons, now a captain
in the service of the East India Company, was baptized
James Glencairn, after his beloved patron.



209

LINES

SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, BART., OF WHITE-
FOORD,

WITH THE FOREGOING POEM.

Tirou, who thy honour as thy God rever’st,

Who, save thy mind’s reproach, nought earthly
fear’st, .

To thee this votive offering I impart,

The tearful tribute of a broken heart.

The friend thou valued’st, I, the patron, lov'd ;

His worth, his honour, all the world approv’d.

We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone,

And tread the dreary path to that dark world
unkn.own.

Sir John Whitefoord interested himself in the fortunes
of Burns soon after the appearance of the first edition of
his poems ; for this thie Poet was indebted to the active
kindness of Dr. Mackenzie, who is still living to re-
member—and with silent pleasure—that he promoted his
interest, spread his fame, and defended his character, in
days when friends were few, and his great merits were
unknown beyond the limits of Kyle. It is true that
Rurns, in one of his letters, attributes his notice to the
spontaneous impulse of Sir John’s own heart ; bu® it is
no less true that Mackenzie smoothed the way.

YOL. IlI. P
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ADDRESS
TO
THE SHADE OF THOMSON,

ON CROWNING IHIS BUST AT EDNAM, ROXBURGUSHIRE,
WITH BAYS.

WaiLe virgin Spring, by Eden’s flood,
Unfolds her tender mantle green,
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood,
Or tunes Eolian strains between :

‘While Summer with a matron grace
Retreats to Dryburgh’s cooling shade,
Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace
The progress of the spiky blade :

While Autumn, benefactor kind,
By Tweed erects his aged head,
And sees, with self-approving mind,
Each creature on his bounty fed : }

While maniac Winter rages o’er

The hills whence classic Yarrow flows,
Rousing the turbid torrent’s roar,

Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows :

So long, sweet Poet of the year!

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won ;
While Scotia, with exulting tear,

Proclaims that Thomson was her son.
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** Lord Buchan has the pleasure to invite Mr. Burns
to make one at the coronation of the bust of Thomson,,
on Kdnam Hill, on the 22d of September; for which
day perhaps his muse may inspire an ode suited to the
occasion. Suppose Mr. Burns should, leaving the Nith,
go across the country, and meet the Tweed at the nearest
point from his furm, and, wandering along the pastoral
banks of Thomson’s pure parent stream, catch inspira-
tion in the devious walk, till he fiuds Lord Buchan sit-
ting on the ruins of Dryburgh. There the Commendator
will give him a hearty welcome, and try to light his
lamp at the pure flame of native genius, upon the altar
of Caledonian virtue.””  To request the Poet to lay down
his sickle when his h®rvest was half reaped, and traverse
one of the wildest and most untrodden ways in Scotland,
for the purpose of looking at the fantastic coronation of
the bad bust of an exccllent poet, was worthy of the Earl
of Buchan. The poor bard made answer, that a week’s
absence in the middle of his harvest was a step he durst
not venture upon—but he sent this poem

The Poct’s manuscript &ffords the following interest-
ing variations :—

+« Willle cold-cyed Spring, a virgin coy,
Unfolds her verdant mantle sweet,

Or pranks the sod mn frolic joy,
A carpet for her youthful feet:

«« While Summer, with a matron's grace,
' Walks stately in the cooling shade,
And oft delighted loves to trace
The progress of the spiky blade:

+¢« While Autumn, benefactor kind,

With age’s hoary honours clad,
Surveys, with self-approving mind,
Each creature on his bounty fed.”

r2
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TO

ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ.

OF FINTRAY.

LarE crippl’d of an arm, and now a leg,

About to beg a pass for leave to beg:

Dull, Iistless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest,
(Nature is adverse to a cripple’s rest) ;

Will generous Graham list to his Poet’s wail ?
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale),
And hear him curse the light he first survey’d,
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade?

Thou, Nature, partial Nature ! T arraign ;

Of thy caprice maternal I complain.

The lion and the bull thy care have found,

One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground :
Thou giv’st the ass his hide, the snail his shell,

Th’ envenom’d wasp, victorious, guards his cell ;
Thy minions, kings, defend, control, devour,

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power ;

Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles insure ;

The cit and polecat stink, and are secure ;

Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug,
The priest and hedgehog in their robes are snug;
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts,

Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts ; —
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But, oh! thou bitter stepmother and hard,

To thy poor, fenceless, naked child—the Bard ! .
A thing unteachable in world’s skill,

And half an idiot, too, more helpless still

No heels to bear him from the op’ning dun;
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun;

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn,
And those, alas! not Amalthea’s horn :

No nerves olfact’ry, Mammon’s trusty cur,
Clad in rich dullness’ comfortable fur ;—

In naked feeling, and in aching pride,

He bears the unbroken blast from ev'ry side:
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the heart,
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart.

Critics !-—appall’d I venture on the name,
Those cut-throat banditsin the paths of fame :
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes !
11e hacks t0 teach, they mangle to expose.

His heart by causcless wanton malice wrung,

By blockheads’ daring into madness stung ;

Ilis well-won bays, than life itself more dear,

By miscreants torn, who ne’er one sprig must wear :
Foil'd, bleeding, tortur’d, in the uncqual strife,

The hapless poet flounders on through life ;

"Till fled each hope that once his bosom fir'd,

And fled each muse that glorious once inspir'd,
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Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age,
« Dead, even resentment, for his injur’d page,
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless critic’s rage !

So, by some hedge, the gen'rous steed deceas'd,
For half-starv’d snarling curs a dainty feast :
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone,

Lics senseless of each tugging bitch’s son.

O dulness! portion of the truly blest !

Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest !

Thy sons ne’er madden in the fierce extremes

Of fortune’s polar frost, or torrid beams.

If mantling high she fills the golden cup,

With sober sclfish ease they sip it up:

Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve,
They only wonder ¢ some folks” do not starve.
The grave sage hern thus casy picks his. frog,
‘And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog.
‘When disappointment snaps the clue of hope,
And thro’ disastrous night they darkling grope,
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear,

And just conclude that ¢ fools are fortune’s care.”
So, heavy, passive to the tempest’s shocks,
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox.

Not so the idle muses’ mad-cap train,
Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain ;
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In equanimity they never dwell,
By turns in soaring heav'n, or vaulted hell. N

I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe,

With all a poet’s, hushand’s, father’s fear !
Alrcady one strong hold of hope is lost,
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust ;

(Fled, like the sun eclips’d as noon appears,
Aund left us darkling in a world of tears:)

O! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r !l—
Tintray, my other gtay, long bless and spare!
Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown ;
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down!
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ;
Give energy to life ; and soothe his latest breath,
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death !

The Poetwomplains in this vigorous epistle that he is
maimed leg and arm, and about to ““beg a pass for leave
to beg.” This poem was written for the purpose of pre-
paring the way for a humble request. Burns began to feel
that his weekly expeditions in the ten parishes were
matters of great toil as well as expense @ he expressed a
wish to be removed to a district of moderate bounds,
that he might have more time for the service of the muse.

That Burns rode hard, some of his readers may have
already surmised from his adventures with Jenny Geddes
and Peg Nicholson. In a letter to Collector Mitchell,
he speaks freely about his galloping; the kindness of
John Campbell, Surgeon, Aberdeen, that gentleman’s
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grandson, has cnabled me to publish it for the first
time—there is no date: but the allusion to the district
‘of ten parishes gives the time.

“ S1r,—I shall not fail o0 wait on Captain Riddel to-
night—T wish and pray that the Goddess of Justice her-
self would appear to-morrow among our Hen. Gentle-
men, merely to give them a word in their ear that,
‘merey to the thief is injustice to the honest man.’
For my part I have galloped over my ten panshes these
four days, until this moment that T am just alighted, or
rather, that my poor jackass-skeleton of a horse has let
me down ; for the miserable devil has been on his knees
half a score of times within the last twenty miles, telling
me in his own way, ¢ Behold, am not I thy faithful jade
of a horse, on which thou hast ridden these many
years!” In short, Sir, T have broke my horse’s wind,
and almost broke my own neck, besides some injuries in
a part that shall be nameless, owing to a hard hearted
stone for a saddle. I find that every offender has so
many great men to espouse his cause that T shall not be
surprised if I am committed to the stronghold of the law
to-morrow, for insolence to the dear friendslof the gen-
tlemen of the county.

“ T have the honour to be, Sir,
“* Your obliged and obedient humble,
“ Roberr Burns.”



217

TO
ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ,,
OF FINTRAY,

ON RECEIVING A FAVOUR.

I carLr no goddess to inspire my strains,

A fabled muse may suit a bard that feigns ;
Friend of my life! my ardent spirit burns,
And all the tribute of my heart returns,
For boons accorded, goodness ever new,
The gift still degarer, as the giver, you.

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light !

Aud all ye many sparkling stars of night ;

If aught that giver from my mind cfface ;

If 1 that giver’s bounty e’er disgrace ;

Then roll to me, aloug your wandering spheres,
Only to number out a villain’s years !

Robert Graham of Fintray has the merit of doing all
that was done for Burns in the way of raising him out
of the toiling humility of his condition, and enabling
him to serve the muse without dread of want. Fintray
had, indecd, little in his power; but he cxercised his
power willingly, and not only obtained the Poet an ap-
pointment in the Excise, but was instrumental in re-
moving him to a district requiring less personal exertion.
Nor should it be forgotten that he defended him with
obstinate eloquence when imputations were thrown upon
his loyalty. These verses were written on receiving the
favour which the previous epistle prayed for.
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A VISION.

As I stood by yon roofless tower,
Where the wa’-flower scents the dewy air,
‘Where th’ howlet mourns in he ivy bower,
And tells the midnight moon her care;

The winds were laid, the air was still,
The stars they shot alang the sky ;
The fox was howling on the hill,

And the distant-cchoing®glens reply.
g8 PLy

The stream, adown its hazelly path,
Was rushing by the ruin’d wa’s,

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith,*
Whose distant roaring swells and fa's.

The cauld blue north was streaming forth
Her lights, wi’ hissing eerie din ;
Athort the lift they start and shift,
Like fortune’s favours, tint as win.

Vurivtion. To )oin yon river on the Strath.
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By heedless chance I turn’d mine cyes,
And, by the moonbeam, shook to see

A stern and stalwart ghaist arise,
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be.*

IIad T a statue been o’ stane,
His darin’ look had daunted me;
And on his bonnet grav’d was plain,
The sacred posy—¢ Libertie I’

And frac his harp sic strains did flow,

Might rous'd the slumb’ring dead to hear :
But, oh ! it was a tale of woe,

As ever met a Britou's ear.

e sang wi' joy the former day,

He weeping wail’d his latter times ;
But what he said it was nae play,—

I winna ventur’t in my rhymes.

To the splendid vision of Liberty which Burns evoked
among the ruins of, old Lincluden, he was, perhaps, afraid
of giving a song in character—the words might have been
otherwise than pleasing to those who then held rule in
the land. An imperfect copy of this noble poem was
printed in Johnson’s ‘ Musical Museum,” burthencd at

* Fanation. Now Jooking over firth and fauld,
Tier horn the pale-fac'd Cynthia rear'd ;
‘When, lo, in form of minstrel auld,
A stern and stalwart ghast appear’d.
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the close of every verse with a chorus, which interrupted
the sentiment:—

¢« A lassie all alone,
‘Was making her moan,
Lamenting our lads beyond the sea ;
In the bloody wars they fa',
And our honour's gane and a’,
And broken-hearted we maun die,”

The scene is chiefly copied from nature : but the wall-
flower and the ivy, the distant roaring of the Nith, and
the fox howling on the hill, seem rather to point to Sweet-
heart Abbey. Lincluden was a favourite resort of the
Poet ; and, indeed, a lovelier spot, or one more suitable
for meditation, cannot well be imagined.—‘ To the
south,”” says John Macdiarmid, in bis pleasing account
of the place, ““ appears the ancient town of Dumfries,
distant little more than a mile, the spires of which are
seen, and the chime of its bells distinctly heard : the
Clouden laves the banks of what must have formed part
of the Abbey garden, and, at u point within view, ends its
pilgrimage as a separate stream, by murmuring placidly
into the bed of the Nith., Beneeth is a fertile haugh or
holm, bounded by the newly united streams around:
pointing to the south-east, arc the remains of ¢ bowling-
green and flower-garden, the parterres and scrolls of
which were visible in 1789 ; and beyond, an artificial
mount, with its spiral walk, turf seat, and tufted trees,
once the favourite resort of nuns and monks, an 1 nﬂ'ord-
ing a delightful prospect of the surrounding country.”
Lincluden was founded by one of the Lords of Gal-
loway in the reign of Malcolm the Fourth—very richly
endowed, and tenanted till the year 1400 by Benedictine
nuns. The licentious manners of those ladies so exas-
perated Archibald Douglas, surnamed The Grim, that
he turned them out, and changed it to a college, with
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a provost and twelve bedesmen. The structure was
once a noble onc—the ruins are still majestic. Jt
measured 162 feet from north to south, 116 from east to
west, and its principal tower rose 100 feet in height.
The style is pure Gothic ; the choir was rich in carving
and sculpturc : the roof was treble, and the corbels, from
which the ribs of the arches sprung, were grotesquely
cut into heads or shields. The beauty of the whole,
however, is greatly impaired by the rubbish which
chokes up the interior. This may be removed without
danger, and were the top of the walls covered with thin
frecstone, or slate, it would keep the rain’from soaking
through the joints, and destroying the solid masonry.
Marmaduke Const$ble Maxwell, to whom Lincluden
belongs, should think of this ; he cannot do a more accept-
able action : let him not, however, attempt restoration.
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TO
JOHN MAXWELL OF TERRAUGHTY,

ON HIS BIRTII-DAY.

HrartH to the Maxwell’s vet’ran chief!
Health, ay unsour’d by care or grief':
Inspir'd, I turn’d Fate’s sybil leaf
This natal morn ;
I sce thy life is stuff o’ prief,
Scarce qui‘t_c half worn.

This day thou metes three score cleven,
And T can tell that Lounteous Heaven
('The second sight, ye ken, is given
To ilka Poet)
On thee a tack o’ seventimes seven
Will yet bestow it.
If envious buckies view wi’ sorrow
Thy lengthen’d days on this blest morrow,
Mny desolation’s lang teeth’d harrow,
Nine miles an hour,
Rake them like Sodom and Gomorrah,
In brunstane stoure—

But for thy friends, and they arc mony,
Baith honest men and lasses bonnie,
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May couthie fortune, kind and canuic,
In social glee,

Wi’ mornings blythe and e’enings funny
Bless them and thee !

Fareweel, auld birkie! Lord be near ye,
And then the Deil he daur na steer ye:
Your friends ay love, your faes ay fear ye,
For me, shame fa’ me,
If neist my heart I dinna wear ye
While Burns they ca’ me!

John Maxwell of Terraughty and Munshes, to whom
these verses arc addressed, was one of the most remark-
able men of his day. He was descended from the carls
of Nithsdale : he shared also in the blood of the house of
Herries : but he cared lijtle about lineage, and claimed
merit only from a judgment sound and clear—a knowledge
of business which penetrated into all the concerus of life,
and a skill in handling the most difficult subjects, which
was considered unrivalled. He cared for no one’s good
word—he regarded no one’s ill will—flattery and censure
were alike lost on im : under an austere manner he hid
much kindness of heart, and was in a fair way of doing an
act of gentleness when he spoke sternly and per.emptorily.
Ile loved to meet Burns; not that he either cared for or
comprehended poetry ; but he was pleased with his
knowledge of human nature, and with the keen and
piercing remarks in which he indulged. The laird of
Terraughty was seventy-one years old when these verses
were written. He survived the Poet twenty years.
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¢ THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN.

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE
ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT.

WiuiLe Europe’s eye is fix’d on mighty things,
The fate of empires and the fall of kings;

While quacks of state must each produce his plan,
And even children lisp the Rights of Man ;

Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention,

The Rights of Woman merit some attention.

First, in the sexes’ interrixed connexion,
One sacred Right of Womar is protection.
The tender flower that lifts its head, Elate,
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate,
Sunk on the earth, defac’d its lovely form,
Unless your shelter ward th’ impending storm.

Our sedond right—but needless here is caution,
To keep that right inviolate’s the fashion,

Each man of sense has it so full before him,

He’d die before he’d wrong it—'tis de¢prum.—
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days,

A time, when rough rude man had naughty ways ;
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot,
Nay even thus invade a lady’s quiet.
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Now, thank our stars ! these (othie times are fled ;
Now, well-bred men—and you arc all well-bred—
Most justly think (and we arc much the gainers)
Such conduet neither spirit, wit nor manners.*®

For Right the third, our last, our best, our dearest,
That right to futtering female hearts the nearest,
Which even the Rights of Kings in low prostration
Most humbly own—'tis dear, dear admiration !

In that blest sphere alone we live and move ;

There taste that lifggof life—immortal love.—
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, lirtations, aivs,
"Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares—
When awful Beaaty joins with all her charms,

‘Who is so rash as rise in rebel anns ?

But truee with kings anfl truee with constitutions,
With b]ond‘v armaments and revolutions,

Let majesty your first attention summon,
Ah!caira! 1 maizsry o wovan!

Miss Fontenclle, for whom these verses were written,
was one of Mr. Williamson’s actresses ; she was young
and pretty, and indulged in levities both of speech and

* Tronical alluson to the Saturnalia of the Caledoman Hunt.
VOL. IIl. Q
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action. The Rights of Man had been advocated by
e 3 the Rights of Woman had Leen urged with
earnest vehemence by Mary Wolstonecroft, and nothing
was talked of but moral and political regencration.  The
Poet, with some skill, availed himself of the 1uling sen-
timent of the time, and made the actiess claim protection
for the menits of tender, helpless woman—protection de-
corously bestowed, unaccompanied by rudencssy The
address, one told we who was present, was well received
by the audience; the ironical allusion to the annual
Saturnalia of the Caledowan 1Tunt, was understood, and
when reprehended by a solitary hiss or two, was rap-
turously applauded by pit and galleries.
The public mind was then in a jcasty state, and very
easily moved : the hne—

¢« But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions,”

was caught caperly up, ana had some sharp disapproba-
tion bestowed on it, till the happy turn of the succeeding
lines restored harmony.
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-1

MONODY,

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CATRICE.

How cold is that bosom which folly once fired,
How pale is that check where the rouge lately
glisten’d !
How silent that toggue which the echoes oft tired,
How dull is that car which to flattery so listen'd’-

If sorrow and anguish their exit await,

From {riendship and dearest affeetion remov’d ;
How doubl y severer, Mg.riu, thy fate,

Thou diedst unwept &s thou livedst unlov’d.

Loves, (%ru'cc-s, and Virtues, 1 call not on you;

So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear:
But come, all ye oflspring of Folly so true,

And flowers let us cull for Maria's cold bier.
We'll search through the garden for cach silly flower,

We'll roam through the forest for each idle weed ;
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower,

For none e'er z—;pproach’d her but rued the rash

deed.
Q2
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We'll senlpture the marble, we'll measure the lay
Ilere Vanity strums on her idiot lyre;

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey,
Which spurning Contemypt shall redeem from hisire.

TIHE EPITAPIL
Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect,
What onee was a butterfly, gay in life’s beam
Want only of wisdom, denied her respect,
Want only of goodness, denil her esteem.

In this shaip lampoon, Burns satirizes a lady, voung,
beautiful, much of a wit, and something of a poctess—-
Mrs. Riddel of Woodlee-Park, now Goldielee. [low she
incurred hi» displeasure has been varjously related : the
all but gencral opinion is,.that she smiled on those
whom the Poct contemptuously called ““ cpauletted cox-
combs,”” more than he thought respectful tp his own de-
serts, and he was not one likely to let neglect pass un-
noticed. The copy of this lampoon, which Burns sent to
John M‘Murdo of Drumlanrig, is now befoie me: the
name is written Maria, it differs in nothiug save a single
ward from the common copy.  The lady tived to forgive
and forget the bitterness of the Bard: she had a fine
library and lent him books ; she was a fair scholar and
sometimes translated from French or Italian, or Latin
verse for his amuscment, nor was she unwilling to write
rhvmqa, and it must be confessed that she sometimes
meritdd praise both for harmony and elegance. In the
Inscription which she wrote for a hermitage iu one of
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the West India isles, of which she was a native, there
are many pretty lines :—
s« Soon as Aurora wakes the dawn,
I press with nimble feet the lawn,
Fager to deck the favourite bower,
With every opening bud and lower §
Eaplore cach shrub and balmy sweet,
To scatter o’er my mossy seat ;
And teach around 1n wreaths to stray,
‘I'he 11ch pomegranates phant spray ;
At noon rechned 1 yonder glade,
Panting heneath the tamarmd's shade;
Or where the palm-trdes nodding head,
Guards from the sun my verdant bed.
1 quaflto slake iy thirsty soul,
The cocoa’s full nectareous howl
At eve heneath some spreading tree,
1 read ﬂ'le‘"\]lll'?d poeste
Of Malton, Pope, or Spenser mild,
And Shakspeare, Fancy’s brightest child s
To tender Sternc 1 lend an ear,
Or drop o'er 11¢iose the tear:
Sometines with Anna tune the lay,
And doze m song the cheerful day.”

That Mrs. Riddel lamented deeply the death of Burns,
we have other evidence than the following verses, dated
Nithside, 1796 ; which paint to his grave :—

€« Pespairing I rove hy this still running <tream,
VVlulr‘.(Zuun‘s sad fate 1s for ever iy themes
For 'twas here we oft wander'd the long summer days,
And each vale then harmonious re-echoed lus lays 5
The woods with delight bowed their tops to s song,
Whale the streamlet responsive Tan murmuring along:
The songsters were mute when he tuned his soft reed,
And fays danc'd round on the green chequer'd mead.”
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EPISTLE
FROM

ESOPUS TO MARIA.

Frowm those drear solitudes and frowsy cells,
Where infamy with sad repentance dwells ;
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal fast,
And deal from iron hands the spare repast ;
Where truant ’prentices, yet you‘ﬁg in sin,
Blush at the curious stranger peeping in ;
Where strumpets, relics of the drunken roar,
Resolve to drink, nay half to whore no more ;
Where tiny thieves not destin’d yet to swing,
Beat hemp for others, riper for the string :
From these dire scenes my wretched lines 1 date,
To tell Maria her Esopus’ fate. ¢

«“ Alas ! I feel I am no actor here!”

"Tis real hangmen, real scourges bear !

Prepare; Maria, for a horrid tale

Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale;

Will make thy hair, tho’ crst from gipsy polled,
By barber woven, and by barber sold,

Though twisted smooth with 1arry’s nicest care,
Like hoary bristles to crect and stare.
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The hero of the mimice scene, no more

I start in [lamlet, in Othello roar; .
Or haughty Chieftain, 'mid the din of arms,

1n [lighland bonnet woo Malvina's charms ;

While sans culottes stoop up the mountain high,
And steal from me Maria's prying cyc.

Blest Tlighland bonnet! Once my proudest dress,
Now prouder still, Maria’s temples press.

T sce her wave thy towering plumes afar,

And call cach coxcomb to the wordy war.

I sce her face the figst of Ireland’s sons,*

And cven out-Irish his Hibernian bronze ;

The cralty colonel 4 leaves the tartaned lines,

For other wars, where he a hero shines ;

The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred,

Who owns a Bushby’s heart without the head ;
Comes, 'mid a string of toxcombs to display,

That \'eui,.vidi, vici, is his way ;

The shrinking bard adowu an alley skulks,

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks ;
Though there, his lieresies in church and state
Might well award him Muir and Palmer’s fate :
Still she undaunted reels and rattles on,

And dares the public like a noontide sun.

(What scandal called Maria’s janty stagger,

The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ?

Whose spleen ¢’en worse than Burns’ venom when
He dips in gall unmixed his eager pen,—

* Gillespie. t Col. M‘Dowal.
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And pours his vengeance in the burning line,
Who christened thus Maria’s lyre divine ;

The idiot strum of vanity bemused,

And even th’ abuse of poesy abused !

Who called her verse, a parish workhouse made
For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or strayed ?)

A workhouse ! ah, that sound awakes my wocs,
And pillows on the thorn my rack’d repose !

In durance vile here must T wake and weep,
And all my frowzy couch in sorgow steep;

That straw where many a roguc has lain of yore,

And vermined gipsies littered herctofore.

Why, Lonsdale thus, thy wrath on vagrants pour,
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ?

Must thou alone in guilt innnortal swell,

And make a vast monopoly of hell?

Thou know’st, the virtues cannot hate thee worse,
The vices also, must they club their cursc ?

Or must no tiny sin to others fall,

Because thy guilt’s supreme enough for all ?
Maria, send.me too thy griefs and cares ;

In all of thee sure thy Esopus shares.

As thou at all mankind the flag unfurls,

Who on my fair one satire’s vengeance hurls ?
Who calls thee, pert, affected, vain coquette,

A wit in folly, and a fool in wit.
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Who suys, that fool alone is not thy due,

And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true?

Our force united on thy foes we’ll turn,

And dare the war with all of woman born :

For who can write and speak as thou and 17

My periods that decyphering defy,

And thy still matchless tongue that conquers allreply.

The Esopus of this strange epistle was Williamson
the actor, and the Maria to whom it is addressed was
Mrs. Riddel. The actor we may leave in the obscu-
rity to which men & indifferent talents sink, who

¢ In Hamlet start, or in Othello roar;”

bat the lady merits no such oblivion, were it only for her
having forgiven the Poet for his lampoons—and sincerer
still, perhaps—written a sensible, clear, heart-warm ac-
count of him when laid in the grave. Nor did her kind-
ness stop there ; she stirred herself actively in promoting
the welfare of his widow®and children : she maintained a
long correspondence with the cminent sculptor, Bauks,
respecting *a proper memorial to the memory of Burns—
on which she displayed much good sense and good feel-
ing, and she communicated to Currie many traits of his
character, and habits of compasition.

Not a little of the man is visible in this poem : Burns
sees nothing in the poetry of « Maria,” but .

“* Motley foundling fancies, stolen or strayed;”
and he hears nothifg in her conversation, save her
¢ Still matchjess tongue, that conquers all reply.”
The poem is printed from his manuseript.
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POENM

ON PASTORAL POETRY

Harmn Poesie! thou Nymph reserv'd !
In chase o’ thee, what erowds hagswerv'd
Frac common sense, or sunk enerv'd

"Mang heaps o' clavers ;
And och! o’cr aft thy joes hae starv'd,

Mid a’ thy favours!

Say, Lassie, why thy train afang,
‘While loud, the trump’s heroic clang,
And sock or buskin skelp alung
To death or marriage ;
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang
But wi' miscarriage ?

In Homer’s eraft Jock Milton thrives;
Eschylus’ pen Will Shakspeare drives ;
‘Wee Pope, the knurlin, ’till him rives
Horatian fame ;
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives
’ Even Sappho’s flame.
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But thee, Theoeritus, wha matches ?
They're no herd’s ballats, Maro’s catches ;
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches
O’ heathen tatters :
1 pass by hunders, nameless wretches,
That ape their betters.

In this braw age o’ wit and lear,
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair
Blaw sweetly in its native air

®  And rural grace;
And wi’ the far-fam’d Grecian share

A rival place ?

Yes ! therc is ane; a Scottish callan—
There's ane 5 come forgit, honest Allan !
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan,
. A chiel sae clever;
The teeth o time may gnaw Tantallan,
But thou's for ever!

Thou paints auld nature to the nines,

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ;

Nace gowden strecam thro’ myrtles twines,
‘Where Philomel,

While nightly breezes sweeps the vines,
Her gricfs will tell!
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In gowany glens thy burnie strays,
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes,
Wi’ hawthorns gray,
Where blackbirds join the shepherd’s lays
At close o' day.

Thy rural loves are nature's sel’;
Nae bombast spates o’ nonsense swell 3
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell
O witchit:’ love ;
That charm that can the strongest quell,
The sternest move.

This poem was found by Dr..Curric among the papers
of the Poet, and in his hand-writing : but Gilbert Burns
says—* There is some doubt of its being his.” The
second verse alone would go far to remove all doubts :
the lines, too, which characterize the Pastorals of Pope,
and the concluding stanza of the poem, bear the Burns’
stamp, which no one has been successful in counterfeit-
ing. It {5 much to be regretted that one who felt so
well, and knew so much, refrained from composing a
pastoral or rural drama: to this object sume of his
correspondents directed his attention, he muscd on
subject and scene—and did no more.

Burns found many counsellors : the most prudent was
Telford, the eminent engineer, a native of Dumfricshire,
and a poet as well as & man of science. In a poem
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of counsiderable merit, he pointed out several touching
topics for the muse :(—

< The parish-school—its curious site,
‘I'he master, who can clear indite,
Aud lead thom on to count and write,
Demand thy care:
Nor pass the ploughman-school at mght
Without a share.

¢ Nor yet the tentie curious dad,
Who o'er the ainglc hangs his head,
And begs of naghbours books to read,
For hence anse
Thy country’s sons, who far are spread,
Baith bauld and wise.”

On Rurns’s death the land was deluged with pastoral la-
mentations for his loss : few of the rhymes merited preser-
ation : yot to young memories poetry of a common kind
will pertinaciously cling: I remember some lines which
appeared at that time in print.  Their truth 1s their chict
beauty -—

¢ In waefu’ notes, or in a canty sang,
lea' the bards o Caledonia dang.
He was, T wat, a bauld undaunted chiel—
Safe me ! he ev'n gddress'd the very denls
An' talked right grash an’ free to grisly death,
A’ then escaped s clutches free o skaith:s ©
§t now, alake ' he's canght hine m s fangs:
But death will never, nes er geize his sangs
May nature’s «¢l' the fate o’ Buins bewatl,
An’ tears frac1tha e'e diap down hike hail:
‘Thou sun, and moon, aw’ a’ ye stms be dim,
O hide voier ravs m clouds, an’ mourn for him !
Ve woods an” howes, an’ ilha shady grove,
Wherce att he pleasant sang o’ you and loves
Ye tunefu' birds, o' every mize and wing,
Ihs dirge 1n solemn—solemn quaverings, sing "
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SONNET,
" i
WRITTEN ON THE 25TH JANUARY, 1703, THE BIRTIIDAY

OF THE AUTHOR, ON HEARING A THRUSH SING
IN A MORNING WALK.

SinG on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough,
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy strain,
Sec aged Winter, “mid his surly reign,
At thy blithe carol clears his furrow’d brow.
.
So in lone Poverty’s dominion drear,
Sits meek Content with light unanxious heart,
Weleomes the rapid mowments, bids them part,
Nor asks if they bring ought to hope or fear.

I thank thec, Author of this“op('ning day !
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient
skics !
Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys,
What wealth could never give nor take away !

Yet corae, thou child of poverty and care
The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with thece
T'll share.

These lines were written opposite the College of Lin-
cluden, close by the side of the Nith—the favourite
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winter as well as summer resort of the Poet. In the
summer he loved it, for then the ground was covereg
with daisics and wild hyacinths : the odour of the honey-
suckle came from the thorn, and the song of the birds
from the romantic groves which, as with a garland, en-
close the ruins of Lincluden : and in the winter he loved
to Iook on the mingling waters of the Cluden and Nith,
sce them swelling from bank to brae, hearing down trees
they had rooted out, or sheets of ice which rains and
thaws had loosened.

That Burns loved ‘ Winter, with her angry howl,”
cvidence niay be almost every where found in his carlier
poctus.  There was something of the farmer as well as
the moralizing puct‘in this : labour was then almost at
a stand ; the plough was frozen up, the corn was stacked,
and, probably thrashed and sold, and till spring came
and pushed the ploughshare in*o the earth, the poct-
farmer might indulge in his musings by leatless woods,
through which the wind was howling, or by river-banks
when the sucams were red and raving; or give his
fancy an awring during %n interval of wind and rain,
when a thrush—

.
«« Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half-lang tree,"”

came forth like himself to sing from ¢ fulness of heart.”
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SONNET,
“ on
THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ.
OF GLENRIDDEL.
APRIL, 1704.

No more, ye warblers of the wood—no more !
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul :
Thon young-cyed Spring, gay in thy verdant
q .
stole,
More welcome were to me grim Winter's wildest

roar.

How can ye charm, yé flow'rs, with all your dyes ?
Ye blow upon the sod thaf wraps my friend :
How can I to the tuneful strain attend ?

That strain flows round th’ untimely témb where

Riddel lies.

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe !
And roothe the Virtues weeping on this bier:
The Man of Worth, and has not left his peer,

Ts in his * narrow house” for ever darkly low.

Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greet,
Me, mem’ry of my loss will only meet.
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Bobert Riddel, Esq. of Friar’

-Carse, & very worthy

Wo concluding lmes express & i
to one of the most beautiful padsege
Fido,” from the 7th to the 10th line of the Monologue,
at the opening of the 3d Agf: yet Burns had no ac-
quuntance with Guarini’s work. Feeling Jictates ta
genius in all ages, and all countsies, and her lnngnaga
must be often the same.

Riddel was one of those gwi&w who love to hve on
therr own property, and unite the puisuits of literature
with the improvement of their estates. He @id more,
than fhus; he desire) to augment the happiness and bet*
ter the condition of his husbandmen and cotters, and
also to spread knowledge among them, It is true that
his dependants did not always appreciate his motives, or
sympathize in his taste ; he experienced to the full the
vulgar prejudice entertmined by ghe peasantry against all
who indulge in antiquarian tesearches; the ‘“queer
stones and hog-troughe” collected by the Laird of
Friar's-Carge were matters of merrimcat to his neigh-
bours.

voL. m1, Y



242

IMPROMPTU,
ON MRS. R——'S BIRTHDAY.

Orp Winter, with his frosty beard,

Thus once to Jove his prayer preferr'd,—
What have I done of all the year, .
To bear this hated doom severe ?

My cheerless suns no pleasure know ;
Night's horrid car drags, d{eary slow ;
My dismal months no joys are crowning,
But spleeny English, hanging, drowning.

Now, Jove, for once be mighty civil,

To counterbalance all this cvil ;

Give me, and I've no more to say,

Give me Maria’s ﬁatalldny !

That brilliant gift shall so enrich mg,
Spring, summer, autumn, cannot match me ;
"Tis done! says Jove; so ends my story,
And Winter once rejoic’d in glory.

Compliments such as these lines bestow, enabled Mrs,
Riddel, to whom they were addressed, to endure with
‘®etter grace the sarcastic verses “ To a Lady famed for
Ter C " Itis said that she refraj P

Jin any ‘way the pain which the Pe ous lam-
M;uns ipflicted : she knew his natare,’ :
I reconciliation was nigh.
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LIBERTY.

AN FRAGMENT

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among,
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song,
To thee 1 turn with swimming eyes ;
Where is that soul of freedom fled ?
Immingled with tge mighty dead!
Bencath the hallow’d turf where Wallace lies !
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death !
Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ;
Disturb not ye the hero’s sleep,
Nor give the coward secret breath.
Is this the power inefreedom’s war,
That wont to bid the battle rage ?
Behold that eyce which shot immortal hate,
Crushing the despot’s proudest bearing !

This was the commencciment of a poem intended to
commemorate the liberty which America had achieved
for herself under Washington and Franklin, Frag-
ere numgrous among the 's papers:
Ing lines,” says ('romck,  weTe found on
s library, written with a pencil on a
Mixed to an edition of Collins’ Poems, The

R 2
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first part of the subject is wholly defaced, and the Poet
Jlocs not seem to have written more than is here given.
It is evidently a fragment of the drama of Brvuce, sug-
gested by Lord Buchan, on the model of the *“ Masque of
Alfred.”” This had ever been a favourite theme of Burns’
muse, and he had transmitted to his lordship the epic
song of ** Bruce to his troops at Bannockburn,”” as carnest
of his having commenced the undertaking. From so
noble a specimen what might not have been expected !
especially when we reflect that the subject is not only in
itself a grand one, but perfectly in unison with the Poet’s
character and feelings :—
o % L3 - - -

His royal visage seamed with many a s‘tar.

That Caledonian reared his martial form,

Who led the tyrant-quelling war,

Where Bannockburn's ersanguined flood

Swelled with mingling hostile blood,

Soon Edward’s myriads struck with deep dismay,

And Scotia's troop of brothers win their way.

(O, glorious deed to bay a tyranm’s band*

0, heavenly joy to free our native land ')

While high their mighty chief poured on the doubling storm.™

*

These lines are descriptive ratber than dramatic : they
could not possibly belong to the drama which Burns
told Ramsay he intended to write, on Rob Macquechan’s
thrusting his awl three inches up Robert Bruce's heol,
when he undertook to repair his boot.
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VERSES

TO A YOUNG LADY.

Here, where the Scottish muse immortal lives,
In sacred strains and tuneful numbers join’d,
Accept the gift ;—tho’ humble he who gives,
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind.
¢ °
So may no ruffian-feeling in thy breast,
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among :
But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest,
Or love ecstatic wake his seraph song.

Or pity’s notes in luxury of tears,
As modest want the tale of woe reveals ;
While con'scious virtue all the strain endears,
And heaven-born piety her sanction seals.

The Poet wrote these verses on the blank side of the
title page of a copy of Thomson’s Select Scottish Songs.
and sent the volume in a preseut'to the daughter of *“ a
much honoured and much valued friend, Mr. Graham of
Fintray.” ‘It were to have been wished,” says Currie,
““that instead of ‘ruffian feeling,” the bLard had used a
less rugged epithet—e. g. ruder.”
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THE VOWELS.

A TALE.

“Twas where the birch and sounding thong are

ply’d,
The noisy domicile of pedant pride ;
Where ignorance her darkening vapour throws,
And cruelty directs the thickening blows ;
Upon a time, Sir Abece % great, .
In all his pedagogic powers clate,
His awful chair of state resolves to mount,
And call the trembling vowels to account.—

First enter’d A, a grave, broad, solemn wight,
But, ah ! deform’d, dishonest to the sight !

His twisted head look’d backward on his way,
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted: ai!

Reluctant,'i?. stalk’'d in ; with piteous race
The justling tears ran down his honest face !

That nahe, that well-worn name, and all his own,

Pale he surrenders at the tyrant’s throne !

The Pedant stifles keen the Roman sound

Not all, his mongrel diphthongs can compound ;
And ndxt the title following close behind,

He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assign'd.
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The cobweb’d gothic dome resounded, Y'!

In sullen vengeance, T, disdain’d reply :

The pedant swung his felon cudgel round,

And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground !

In rucful apprehension enter’d O,

The wailing minstrel of despairing waoe ;

Th’ Inquisitor of Spain the most expert,

Might there have learnt new mysteries of his art ;
So grim, deform’d, with horrors entering U,

His dearest il'.riend‘und br#{er scarcely knew !

As trembling U stood staring all aghast,

The pedant in his left hand clutch’d him fast,
In helpless infants’ tears he dipp’d his right,
Baptiz'd him ew, and kick’'d him from his sight.

The kim‘ness of Mr. Laidlaw, Depute Sheriff-Clerk of
Berwickshire, has enabled me to add a characteristic
note to this odd poem. The following, deseribed by
Burns as ‘“ Literary Scolding and Hints,”” forms part of
a letter sent to a critic who had taken him to task about
obscure lauguage and imperfect grammar :=—

““'Thou eunuch of language: thou Englishman, who
never was south the Tweed : thou servile echo of fashion-
able barbarisms: thou quack, vending the nostrums
of empirical elocution: thou marriage-maker between
vowels and consonants, on the Gretna-green of caprice :
thou cobbler, botching the flimsy socks of bombastiora-
tory: thou blacksmith, hammering the rivets of ab-
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surdity : thou butcher, embruing thy hands in the bowels
of orthogmphy thoy arch-heretic in pronunciation :
thou pitch-pipe of affected emphasns thou carpenter,
mortising the aukward joints of jarring sentences : thou
squeaking dissonance of cadence: thou pimp of gender:
thou Lyon Herald to silly etymology : thou auntipode of

sgrammar : thou executioner of construction : thou brood
of the speech-distracting builders of the Tower of Babel :
thou lingua! confusion worse confounded : thou scape-
gallows from the land of syutax: thou scavenger of
mood and tense : thou murderous accoucheur of infant
learning : thou 7ynis fatuus, misleading the steps of be-
nighted ignorance: thou pickle-lherring in the puppet-
show of nonscnse: thou faithful rd-orde? of barbarous
idiom : thou persccutor of fyllabication: thou baleful
meteor, foretelling and facilitating the rapid approach of
Nox and Erebus.”  The Poet might have exclaimed du-
1ing this fit of scolding “ O for breath to utter'”’
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VERSES

TO JOIIN RANKINE.

Ak day, as Death, that grusome carl,
Was driving to the tither warl’

A mixtie-maxtie motley squad,

And mony a guilt-bespotted lad 3

Black gowps ofgach denomination,

And thieves of every rank and station,
From him that wears the star and garter,
To him that wintles in a halter :

Asham’d himsel’ to see the wretches,

He mutters, glowrin® at the bitches,

“ By G—d I'll not e scen bchint them,
Nor 'mang the sp'ritual core present them,
Withouf, at least, ac honest man,

To grace this d—d infernal clan.”

By Adamhill a glance he threw,

“ L—d God!" quoth he, “I have it now,
There’s just the man I want, i'faith!”  *
And quickly stoppit Rankine’s breath. -

The person to whom these lincs refer was the “ rough,
rude, ready-witted Rankine” of Adamhill, and it is said
they werc suggested to Burns by the odd sarcastic dream
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about his being refused admission to the infernal regions
because he was one of Lord K—’s damned brutes!
Cromek imagines, plausibly enough, that the first thought
of the poem was suggested by Falstaff’s account of his
ragged recruits,—

*« I'll not pass through Coventry with them, that’s flat
# This poem and some others of the same stamp have
induced critics to say that the wit of Burns consisted in
coarse railing, calling names, and profanc swearing.
There is, no doubt, much that is objectionable in his
language : but the conception of his invective is gene-
rally original ; death in the lines beforc us refuses to
march his scoundrel victims into the other world

.

«« Without, at least, ae honest man
‘To grace this d—d infernal clan.”

And in the epigram on Grose, the devil is so astonished
at the antiquarian’s wcight and rotundity, that he re-
solves to want him rather than strain himself with such
a frightful load.
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TO

MY DEAR AND MUCH HONOURED FRIEND,
MRS. DUNLOP,

OF DUNLOP.
]

ON SENSIBILITY.

SewnsisiLiTY how charming,
Thou, my friend, canst truly tell :
But distress with horrors arming,
Tho.u hast also known too well!

Fairest flower, behold the lily,
Blooming in the sunny ray :

Let the blast sweep o’er the valley,
Sec it prostrate on the clay. .

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest,
Telling o’er his little joys:
Hapless bird ! a prey the surest,
To each pirate of the skies.
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Dearly bought, the hidden treasure,
Fi‘e? feelings can bestow ;

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure,
Thrill the deepest notes of woe.

The Poet one day received a letter from Mrs. Dunlop,
of which some of the sentiments charmed him so much
that he immediately wrote these verses on Sensibility,
and sent them addressed as they now appear.

It was about this time that Burns became acquainted
with the poetry of Cowper : he loved The Task so much
that he carried a copy of it usuahy in*his pocket:—
‘ Now that I talk of authors,” he says to Mrs. Dunlop,
““how do you like Cowper; is not The Task a glorious
poem? The religion of The Task, bating a few scraps of
Calvinistic divinity, is the religion of God and Nature :
the religion that exalts, that ennobles man,”
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LINES
.
BENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD OFFENDED.

Tue friend whom wild from wisdom’s way,
The fumes of wine infuriate send ;
{Not moony madness more astray ;)
Who but dopl.ores that hapless friend ?
<

Mine was th’ insensatc frenzied part,

Ah, why should I such scenes outlive !
Scenes so abhorrent to my heart !

"Tis thine to pity and forgive.

"““The insensate frenzied part,” which the Poet inti-
mates he hAd acted under the influeyce of wine, was at
the too hospitable table of Mrs. Riddel : he was un-
sparing in speech, and on this occasion spoke of thrones
and dominations, and ‘* epauletted puppies” with a sar-
castic vehemence offensive to many. These midnight
quarrels, when the wine is lord of the ascendant, should
be allowed to pass unless they are personal. Burns had
suffered much, and was then suffering on account of his
unbridled licence of speech : the power of utterance was
not given to him that he might conceal his thoughts.
The reparation offered in these lines was warmly ace
cepted, and the cutrent of friendship ran smooth as
before. g
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ADDRESS,

£

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER DBENEFIT-NIGHT.

STrLn anxious to sccure your partial favour,

And not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever,

A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter,

*Twould vamp my bill, said I, if nothing better ;

So sought a Poet, roosted ncar the skies,

Told him I came to feast \myﬁnnous eyes ;

Said, nothing like his works was ever printed ;

And last, my Prologuc-business slily hinted.

¢ Ma’am, let me tell you,” quoth my man of rhymes

I know your bent—these are no laughing times :

Can you—but, Miss, 1 own I have my fugps,

Dissolve in pause—and sentimental tears

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence,

Rouse from hisgluggish slumbers, fell Repentance ;

Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand,

Waving on high the desolating brand,

Calling the storms to bear him o’cr a guilty land ?”

1 oould no more—askance the creature cycing,

D'ye think, said I, this face was made for crying?

I'll laugh, that’s poz—nay more, the world shall
know it;

And so, your servant! gloomy Master Poct !
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Firm as my creed, Sirs, 'tis my fix’d belief,
That Misery’s another word for Grief ;

I also think—so may I be a bride !

That so much laughter, so much life enjoy'd.

Thou man of crazy care and ceascless sigh,
Still under bleak Misfortune’s blasting cye 3
Doom’d to that sorest task of man alive—
To make three guineas do the work of five :

Laugh in Misfortupg:s face—the beldam witch !
Say, you'll be m(mho' you can’t be rich.

Thou other man of eare, the wretch in love,

Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ;
‘Who, as the boughs all temptingly project,
Measu™t in desperate thought—a rope—thy neck—
Or, where the bectling®cliff o’crhangs the deep,
Pecrest to meditate the healing leap :

Would'st thou be cur ’d, thou sillgf moping elf'?
Laugh at her follies—laugh ¢’en at thyself :

Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific,

And love a kinder—that’s your grand specific.

To sum up all, be merry, T advise ;
And as we’re merry, may we still be wise.

On the 4th of December, 1795, this address was
spoken by Miss Fontenelle, at the Dumfries theatre.
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Some of the audience who knew or’uessed the. poetic
coundition of the Bard’s affairs sympathized in the lines
on Misfortune :— . '
* Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh,
Still under bleak Misfortune’gghlasting eye;
Doomed to the sorest task of Man alive—
'To make three guineas do the work of five.”
At this time be it remembered that Burns had suffered
much affliction 1p the loss of a favourite child, and from
ill-health in his own person, and in his own words :—

¢<1n faith sma’ heart had he to sing.”

“We have had a brilliant t re here this season,”
the Poet writes to Mrs. D “only, as all other
business does, it experiences & atiot of trade from
the epidemical complaint of the country, want of cush.
I mention our theatre merely to lug in an Occasional
Address which I wrote for the benefit night of one of the
actresses.”
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ON

~» SEEING WSS FONTENELLE

IN A FAVOURITE CHARACTER.

SwrrT naiveté of feature,
Simple, wild, en(,hantmg clf,

Not to thee,
Thomn art

janks to nature,
but thyself.

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected,
Spurning nature, torturing art ;
gves and graces all rejected,
[hen indeed thowd'st act a part.
) R. B.

we

Miss Hyslop of Dumfiics—to whom these volumes are
under other obligations than this—transmitted to the
Editor these clever lines :  the original in the Poet’s own
hand is still preserved. T know not to what cha.mcter
Burns alludes ; but he was a person not casily pleas

he loved natural acting, ,gu(.h as we are not often m.vouréd
with.

VOL. I



TO CHLORIS.

"Trs Friendship’s pledge, my young, fair friend,
Nor thou the gift refuse,
Nor with unwilling ecar attend

The moralizing musc,

Since thou, in all thy youtly and charms,
Must bid the world adi(\%" s .

(A world "gainst peace in constant arms)
To join the friendly few.

Since thy gay morn of lifc o’ercast,
Chill eame the tempest’s lower ;
(And ne’er misfortunc’s éastcrn blast

Did nip a fairer flower.)
¥
Since life’s gay scenes must charm no more,
Still much is left behind ;
Still nobler wealth hast thou in store—
The comforts of the mind !

t

*a

Thine is the self-approving glow,
On conscious honour’s part ;
And, dearest gift of heaven below,

Thine friendship’s truest heart.
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The joys refin’d of sense and taste,
With every muse to rove:

And doubly were the poet blest,
These joys could he improve.

Of the lady of these lines we shall have occasion to
"speak when we come to the lyrical compositions of
Burns : her poetic clevation is great, but her real situa-
tion calls for our sympathy. These lines were written on
the blank leaf of a copy of his pocms, and presented to
Chloris; she gutailc%hc volume long, and prized it
much: nor was she insensible of the light which the
musc shed around her.  That she did not seem so lovely
in the sight of others as in the eyes of Burns, is well
known; but the Poct looked not at bloom alone; he
had somcthing of the taste of an artist : he admired the
cleganceijgf her form, the harmony of her motion as she
danced, and the swectness of her voice.

s 2
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POETICAL INSCRIPTION

FOR AN ATIAR TO INDLPENDLNCL,.

Thot of an independent mind,

With soul rosolv'd, with soul resign’d ;
Prepar’d Powcr’s proudesf trown to biave,
Whe wilt not be, nor have o slave ;
Virtue alone who dost revere,

Thy own reproach alone dost fear,
Approach this shrine, and worship here.

Heron of Kertoughtree, at whose seat in Galloway the
altar stood on which these Ines wore mscrihed was one of
those triends whortt the Poet’s politics 1ather than genws
procured. It was the fashion of those fevrish times t
raise altars to Frecdom, and plant tices to Liberty
aven one of our ablest sculptors audaciously modelled
a monarch, offered up as a sacrifice, on the altar of inde-
pendence.  Burns wrote the mscription durning the sum-
meg of 1795; Ilceron was about to engage in an election
contest, and these noble verses of the Poet served as an
advertisement of the candidate’s sentiments concerning
freedom—a subject which was then fiercely agitating the
earth.
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10E
ITERON BALLADS.

[BATEAD ¥TR>1.)

1.
Wuow will you send to London town,
To Parliament and a’ that ¢
Or wha in a’ the country round
The best descerves to fa' that?
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Thro’ Gilloway and o’ that ;
Where is the laird or belted knight
That best deserves to fa’ that ?

11.
Wha sees Kerroughtree’s open yett,
And wha is’t never saw that?
Wha ever wi’ Kerroughtree mects
And has a doubt of a’ that ?
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that ;
The independent patriot,
The honest man, an’ o' that.
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.
Tho’ wit and worth in either scx,
St. Mary’s Isle can shaw that;
Wi' dukes an’ lords let Selkirk mix,
And weel does Selkirk fa’ that.
Tor a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Here’s Heron yefgdor o’ that !
The independent commoner
Shall be the man for a’ that.

Iv. ¢ ‘
But why should we to nobles jouk,
And its against the law that ;
For why, a lord may be a gouk
Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that.
Tor a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Here’s Heron ‘et for a’ that!
A lord may be a lousy loun,
‘Wi’ ribbon, star, an’ a’ that.

V.
A beardless boy comes o’er the hills,
Wi’ uncle’s pursc an’ a’ that ;
But we’el hae anc frae *mang ourscls,
A man we ken, an’ 2’ that.
For a’ that, an’ o’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that!
For we're not to be bought an’ sold
Like naigs, an” nowt, an’ a’ that. .
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VI.
Then let us drink the Stewartry,
Kerroughtree’s laird, an’ a’ that,
QOur representative to be,
For weel he's worthy a’ that.
For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
Herefi Horon yet for 2” that !
A THouse of Commons such as he,
They would be blest that saw that.

»

This is the first of sceveral songs which Burns wrote
to serve Patrick Heron of Kerroughtree, in two clec-
tions, in which he was opposed, first by Gordon of Bal-
maghic, and secondly by the Hon. Montgomery Stewart.
They are known to the peasantry by the name of the
“ Heron Ballads.” The Poct seems at first to have con-
templated some such harmless and laughable cffusions as
those which he wrotc on Miller’s election. The first
ballad, now published through the kindness of Mr. King
of Glasgow, is gentle and moderate : 1t is a song of
culogium on Heron—not of reproof to his opposers.
These ballads were printed at the time on one side of a
sheet, and widely disscminated over the country : they
were understood merely as’ election squibs, and none of
the gentlemen lampooned looked otherwise upon them
than as productions of poetic art. In this spirit they
are included now in the Poet’s works and the Editor
feels persuaded that some will smile and none be dis-
pleased.
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THE
HERON BALLADS.

[BALLAD SECOND.]

THE ELECTION.

I.
Fy, let us a” to Kirkcudbright,
For there will be bickerin’ there ;
Tor Murray’s light-horse are to muster,
And O, how the heroes will swear !
An’ there will be Musray commander,
And Gordon the battle to win ;
Like brothers they’ll stand by each other,
Sae knit in alliance an’ kin.

11.
An’ there will be black-lippit.Johnnie,
The tongue o’ the trump to them a’;
An ‘he get na hell for his haddin’
The deil gets na justice ava’ ;
An’ there will be Kempleton’s birkie,
A boy no sae black at the bane,
But, as for his fine nabob fortune,
" We’el e’en let the subject alane.
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1f.

An’ there will be Wigton's new sheriff,
Dame Justice fu’ brawlie has sped,
She's gotten the heart of a Bushby,
But, Lord, what’s become o’ the head ?
An’ there will be Cardoness. Esquire,
Sac mighty#p Cardoucss’ eyes;
A wight that will weather damnation,
For the devil the prey will despise.

Iv.
An’ there will be Douglasses doughty,
New christ’ning towns far and near ;
Abjuring their democrat doings,
By kissing the — o' a peer;
An’ there will be Kenmure sae gen’rous,
‘Whose honour Is proof to the storm,
To save them from stark reprobation,
He lent them his name to the firm,

V.
But we winna mention Redcastle,
The body ¢’en let him escape !
TIc¢'d venture the gallows for siller,
An’ 'twere na the cost o’ the rape.
An’ where is our king’s lord lieutcnant,
Sac fam’d for his gratefu’ return ?
The billic is gettin’ his questions,
To say in St. Stephen’s the morn.
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b

A\

An’ there will be lads o’ the gospel,

Muirhead wha's as gude as he's true ;
An’ there will be Buittle’s apostle,

Wha's more o' the black than the blue
An’ there will be folk from St. Mary’s,

A house o' great merit and note,
The deil ane but honours them highly,—

The deil ane will gic them his vote !

VIL
An’ there will he wealthy young Richard,
Dame Fortune should hing by the nech :
For prodigal, thriftioss, bestowing,
His merit had won him respeet :
An’ there will be rieh brother nabobs,
Tho’ nabobs yet men‘of the first,
An’ there will he Collieston’s whisk(*'rb,
An’ Quintin, o’ lads not the worst.

VIIIL. .
An’ there will be stamp-office Johnnic,
Tak tent how ye purchase a dram ;
An’ there will be gay Cassencarrie,
An’ there will be gleg Colonel Tam ;
An’ there will be trusty Kerroughtree,
Whose honour was cver his law,
If the virtues were packed in a parcel,
His worth might be sample for a’.

i
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1 X.
An’ can we forget the auld major,
‘Wha'll ne’er be forgot in the Greys,
Our flatt’ry we'll keep for some other,
Mim only 'tis justice to praise.
An’ there will be maiden Kilkerran,
And also Barskimming’s gude knight,
An’ there will be roarin® Birtwhistle,
Wha, Iuckily roars in the right.

X.
An’ there, frac the Niddisdale’s borders,
Will mingle the Maxwells in droves;
Teugh Johnnice, staunch Geordie, an’ Walie,
That griens for the fishes an’ loaves ;
An’ there will be Logan Mac Douall,
Sculdudd’ry an™he will be there,
An’ also the wild Scot of Galloway,
Sodgerin’, gunpowder Blair.

XI1.
Then hey the chaste interest o’ Broughton,
An’ hey for the blessings ’twill bring'!
It may send Balmaghie to the Commons,
In Sodom ’twould make him a king ;
An’ hey for the sanctified M Vs
Our land who wi’ chapels has stor’d ;

He founder’d his horse among harlots,
But gied the auld naig to the Lord.

~I
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The election had taken I.i serious turn against Heron,
Wwhen Burns wrote ballad sccond : the verses are scvere
in most instances, and in some patts venomous: worthicr
men than scveral of thase lampooned were not then
alive, but he desired to help his friend and regarded
,not what wea,poaﬁ he used provided they were sharp.
The names of “thosc who figure in the lampoon are
before me, but they are sufficiently plain in the song
to those who reside in “ Green Galloway,” and require
nb farther emblazonment : while to the world at large,
no explanation could give light to purely provincial
things—the interpretation would be as dark as the text.
Suffice it to say, that the gentlemyn numcd were the
most active canvassers on both sides; pralsc is lavished
on the adherents of Heron ; satiric abuse is bestowed on
the friends of the Gordon. [n another ballad—a sort of
parody on “The Life and Age of Man,” the Poet turns
mh fiercd indignation on John Bushby of Tinwald-
o s: aman of great natural talents, and makes him
Mforth his lamentation :—

«"T'was m the seventeen hundred year

O’ Christ and ninety-five,

That year T was the saddest man,
Of any man alive,

In March the three and twentieth day,
The sun raise clear and bhright,

But O, 1 was a woeful man,
Ere toofa’ of the mght, N

Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land,
WY equal right an’ fame ;
And thereto was his kinsman joined,
The Murray’s noble name.
Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land,
Made me the judye o’ strife ;
But now Yerl Galloway's sceptre’s broke,
And eke my hanginan’s kmfe.”’
1

The succeeding verses of the ‘“ Lamentation” are too
personal for insertion.
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THE

HERON BALLADS.

[BALLAD THIRD.]
on

S
AN LEACLLLENT NEW sa%m

Tane.—“ Buy Lroom besoms.”

Waa will buy my troggin,

Fine cleetion ware ;
Brokan tr®le o’ Broughton,

A’ in high repadr.

Buy braw troggin,
Frae the hanks o” Dec ;
. Wha wants troggin

Let him come to me.

.
There's a noble Earl's
Lame and high renown,
For an auld sang—
Its thought the gudes were stown.
Buy braw troggin, &ec.

Here's the worth o’ Broughton
In a needle’s ee
Here's a reputation
Tint by Balinaghie.
Buy braw troggin, &ec.
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Here's an honcsttconsciencc
Might a prince adorn ;
Frac the downs o’ Tinwald—
So was never worn.
Buy braw troggin, &c.

Here’s its stufl’ and lining,
Cardoness’ head ;
Fine for a sodger
A’ the wale o’ lead.
Buy braw troggin, &c.

Here's a little wadsct
Buittles serap o truth,
Pawn’d in a gin-:hop
Quenching holy drouth.
Buy braw troggin, &e.

Here's armorial bearings
Frae the manse o' Urr;
The crest, an auld crab-apple
Rotten at the core.
Buy braw troggin, &c.
Here is Satan’s picture,
¥ Like a bizzard gled,
" Pouncing poor Redcastle
Sprawlin’ as a tacd.
Buy braw troggin, &ec.
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Here’s the worth '"11 wisdom
Collieston can boast ;
By a thievish midge
They had been nearly lost.
Buy braw troggin, &c,

Here is Murray’s fragments
() the ten commands ;
Gifted by black Jock
To get them aff his hands.
Quy braw troggin, &e.

Saw ye ¢’er sic troggin ?
If to buy ye’re slack,
Hornie's turnin’ chapman,—
[Te’ll buy o’ the pack.
Buy braw troggin
Frae the banks o’ Dec ;
Wha wants troggin
Let him come to me.

This third and last ballad refers to the contest between
Heron and Stewart : the former was successful on the
hustings, but was unseated by a Committee of ghe Com-
mons, and took the disappointment so much‘to Reart,
that he died—some say by his own hands—on his way
back to Scotland. It was one of the dreams of his day,
in which Burns indulged, that, by some miraculous
movement, the Tory counsellors of the king would be
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dismissed, and the Whigl!, with the Prince of Wales
at their head, 1ule and reign in their stead. That
Heron aided in strengthening this ““ devout imagination”’
15> certain - but thun the land of Kenioughtree was the
victim of the delusion umself—the faath tor which a man
ches he maust feel sincerely.  All cxplanation of names 1s
‘avoided, for the rcasons already assigned. The Editor
has been bold—he hopes not too bold.  To those who
uige him—and such have not been wanting—to give
Burns as he found him h¢ may make answer w the Poet’s
own, and hitherto unprinted, words -—

‘¢ Many verses on which an author would by ns means
rest hus reputation in prnt, may yot amuse an ulle mo-
ment in manuscript ; and many pocms, fichn the locahty
of the subject, may be uncntertamng or umntelhgible
to those who are strangers to that locality.  Most of, 1f
not all, the following pocms, are in onc o1 other ot these
predicaments , and the aubor bees, mto whosc hands
they may fall, that they will do hu the justice not to
publish what he himself thought proper to suppress.
--R. B.” These remarkabler words are on the first
page of a manuscript colletfon of the pocns which
Burns* wrote in 'llisland  his maaning must not be
mterpreted too strictly ““Tam o' Shanter,” and the
¢ Inscuption on Friar’s-Carce Hermitage,” are among
them.



POEM,
ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECTOR OF EXCISE,

DUNFRIES, 179G,

Friexp of the Poet, tried and leal,
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal ;
Alake, alake, tl® meikle deil
Wi’ a’ his witches
Are at it, skelpin® jig and reel,
' In my poor pouches!

I modestly fu’ fain wad hint it,
That one pound one, ‘,],*usair]y want it ;
If wi’ the hizzic down ye sent it,
‘ It would be kind ;
And while my heart wi' life-blood dunted
1'd bear’'t in mind.

So may the auld year gang out moaning
To see the new come laden, groaning,
Wi’ double plenty o'er the loanin
To thee and thine;
Domestic peace and comforts crowning
The hale design.
YOL. 111. T
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PostSCRIPT.

*  Yx've heard this while how I've been licket,
And by fell death was nearly nicket ;
Grim loon! he got me by the fecket,
And sair me sheuk ;
But by guid luck I lap a wicket,
And turn’d a neuk.

But by that health, I've got a share o't,
And by that life, I'm promised mair o’t,
My hale and weel I'll tak a care o'ty

A tentier way :
Then farewell folly, hide and hair o't

T or ance and aye !

In this modest and affecting way Burns reminded his
superior officer that he was a poor man, suffering from
ill health, and that his salary then due w&uld be very
acceptable. Collector Mitchell was a kind and generous
man, and befriended the Poet on many occasions ; but he
was not aware that

¢« Hungry ruin had him in the wind,”

or that' his family were enduring privations such as
preyedwith double force on the sensitive and feeling
heart ‘6 Burns,



TO
MISS JESSY LEWARS,
DUMFRIES,

WITH BOOKS WHICH THE BARD PRESENTED MNEK.

Tumixzt be the volumes, Jessy fair,

And with them take the Poet’s prayer ;
That fate may in her fairest page,
\Vith‘e\'crjs kindliest, best presage,

Of future bliss enrol thy name :

With native worth, and spotless fame,
And wakeful caution still aware

Of ill—but chief, man’s felon snare ;
All blameless joys on carth we find,
And all the treasures of the mind—
These be thy guardian and reward ;
So prays thy faithful friend, The Bard.

Miss Jessy Lewars, as has been related in the Poet’s
life, watched over him and his little househpld during
his declining days with all the affectionate reverence of
a daughter. For this she has received the sijgnt thanks
of all who admire the genius of Burns, or look with
sorrow on his setting sun; she has received more—the
undying thanks of the Poet himself : his songs to her
honour, and his simple gifts of books and verse, will
keep her name and fame long in the world.

T 2



POEM ON LITFE,
ADDRESSED TO
COLONEL DE PEYSTER,

DUMFRIEs, 1796.

My honoured colonel, deep I feel
Your interest in the Poet’s weal :
Ah! now sma’ heart hae T to speel «
The steep Parnassus,
Surrounded thus by bolus pill,
And potion glasses.

O what a canty warld were it,
Would pain and care, and sickness spare it ;
And fortune favour worth and merit,
As they deserve!
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ;
Syne, wha wad starve ?)

Dame 'Life, tho’ fiction out may trick her,
And in paste gems and frippery deck her;
Oh ! -flickering, feeble, and unsicker
I've found her still,
Ay wavering like the willow-wicker,
"Tween good and ill.
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Then that curst carmagdole, auld Satan,
Watches, like baudrons by a rattan,
Qur sinfu’ saul to get a claut on
W1 felon ire
Syne, whip! his tail ye’ll ne’er cast saut on—
He's aff like fire.

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is na fair,
First shewing us the tempting ware,
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare,
To put us daft
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare
O’ hell’s dumn’d waft.

Poor man, the flie, aft bizzes bye,
And aft as chance he comes thee nigh,
Thy auld damn'd ethow yeuks wi’ joy,
And hellish pleasure ;
Alrcady in thy fancy’s cye,
Thy sicker trcasure !

Soon heels-o’er-gowdie ! in he gangs,
And like a sheep head on a tangs,
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs
And murdring wrestle,
As, dangling in the wind, he hangs
A gibbet's tassel.

.

134
~r
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But lest you think I arf uncivil,
«To plague you with this draunting drivel,
Abjuring a’ intentions evil,
I quat my pen:
. The Lord preserve us frac the devil!
Amen! amen!

Arentz de Peyster, Colonel of the Gentleman Volun-
teers of Dumfries, was a rigid disciplinarian: he had
distinguished himself during the colonial war in Ame-
rica, and defended Detroit against thd unitdgeflorts of
the Indians and Republicans. Ile was regarded by
many as a person harsh and stern: but this belonged
rather to his manners than to his heart.  Save that he
wrote indifferent rhymes, he was in every respect a
soldier. He thought the science of war the noblest of
all sciences ; a parade day the most glorious of all days,
save that of victory : and a soldier, in the words of Prior,—

“ No godhead but the first of men.”

His voice was rough and commanding; his e.ye bright-
encd up whenever he looked along the glittering ranks
which he ruled; he forgot that he was eighty years old,
and :

s Bold, soldier-featured, undismayed,
‘. He strode along.”

This good old soldier befriended the Poet as far as the
Poet would permit; for Burns was not without friends
in his last moments. His cousin, James Burness of
Montrose, not only sent by return of post ten pounds,
the loan of which the dying Bard requested, but sent more
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after his death, and offered to sake his eldest son into his
‘house and educate him like one of his own children.
This should have been told in the Life, but the author was
ignorant till lately of a fact which he would have had
much pleasure in relating. The letters will be given in
the proper place.






EPITAPHS, EPIGRAMS,

LTC. ETC.

Tue epigrams of Burns are numerous: they are
sharp and personal, and partake of the character of the
natural rather than the artificial man. They abound
in no polished inferences, clegant implications, or
courteous insinuations., He differs from other wits
of his time ; and, because he does so, his invective
has been pronounced harsh and acrimonious, and
his sarcasms coarse and savage. e is not indeed
one of those who

.

« Hiut a fault and hesitate dishke.”

He grapples at ouce with his enemy and prostrates
him, not so much by science as by robust strength. _
In polished life it has becn said that hostility is de-
licate and generous: that courtesy forbids us to
strike the defenceless or to mangle the slain, and that
when tried by this standard the epigrams and lam-
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poons of Burns will appdir offensive from their ex-
treme coarseness and violence, and contemptible
from their want of wit and brilliancy. It might
have been objected with more propriety that his wit
sometimes inclines to the profane, and that his hu-
mour deals too much in seriptural allusions.

L
ON THE AUTHOR’S .FA’};#,ER.

O ve whose cheek the ear of pity stains,

Draw near with pious rev’rence and attend !
Here lie the loving husband’s dear remains,

The tender father and the gen’rous friend.
The pitying heart that felt for human woe H

The dauntless heart that feared no human pride ;
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ;

¢ For ev'n his failings lean’d to virtue’s side.”.

William Burness merited his eminent son’s eulogiums ;
early suffering made him somewhat austere, and a con-
sciousness of declining strength and sinking fortunes
hindered him from mixing much in the world’s mirth ;
but he set his children an example of piety, patience
and fortitude, and deserves to be named whenever humble
worth is remembered.
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11,
ON R. A, Esa.

Kw~ow thou, O stranger to the fame

Of this much lov’d, much honour’d name !
(For none that knew him need be told)

A warmer heart death ne’er made cold. -

The R. &fof this epitaph was Robert Aiken, Esq.,
the gentleman to whom the *“ Cotter’s Saturday Night”
is addressed—one of the Poet’s earliest patrons. He was
so anxious to make his fricnd’s merits known, that
wherever he went he recited his witty or serious poems,
with so much taste and effect, that Burns said “I was
unknown, Sir, till you read me into reputation.”

II1.

ON A FRIEND.

AN honest man here lies at rest

As e’cr God with his image blest !

The friend of man, the friend of truth ;
The friend of age, and guide of youth ;
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Few hearts like hig, with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d;;
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss ;
If there is none, he made the best of this.

This is one of those works which Johnson calls an
epitaph to let. The name of the individual is neither
mentioned in it nor alluded to in any of the author’s
productions.  This is the more to be regretted, for
Burns seldom praised without reason.—* To no man,”
he observed in a note to John M‘M ‘lerdo, “ whatever his
station in hfe, or his power to serve me, lﬂ‘n I ever paid
a compliment at the expense of truth.”

1v.
FOR GAVIN HAMILTON,
s T

THE poor man weeps—here Gavin sleeps,
Whom canting wretches blam’d:*

But with such as he, where'er he be,
May I be sav’'d or damn’d!

These _lines allude to the persecution which Gavin
Hamilton endured for yifing on Sunday, and speaking
irreverently in the presencé of a clergyman. The church
should be merciful in all frivolous matters; disputes
about'trifles tend to pull dignity down. The day is past
for a minister being expelled from his kirk for writing
a virtuous drama, or a hearer being rebuked for galloping
on Sunday.
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V.
ON WEE JOHNNY.

1IC JACET WEE JOIINNY,

Wrnor'er thou art, O reader, know,
That death has murder’d Johnny !

An’ hereshis Wody lies fu’ low—
For saul he ne’er had ony..

* Wee Johnny” was John Wilson, printer of the
Kilmarnock ecdition of the Poct’s works. He was so
unconscious, of the worth of what he was working upon,
that he doubted the success of the speculation, upon
which Burns said he was a * silly saulless body,” and
wrote this sarcastic cpitaph, which le printed without
being aware that it *was his own forlorn kic jacet. He
had his revenge, — when Burps proposed a second
edition Wee Johnny demurred, unless some ‘“ godd man’’
would guarantee payment: Parker offered to do this at
once.—*“ It is like you to offer,” said the Poct, “and
like me to refuse.” *
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by,

ON JOHN DOVE,

INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE.

Here lies Johnny Pidgeon ;
What was his religion ?
Wha e’er desires to key,
To some other warl’
Maun follow the carl,
For here Johnny Pidgeon had nanc!

Strong ale was ablution—
siSmall beer, persecution,
A dram was memento mori ;
But a full flowing bowl
Was the saving his soul,
And port was celestial glory.

This person kept the Whitefoord Arms, at the entrance
of the Cowgate in Mauchline. The honest landlord’s
religion is made out to be a comparative appreciation
of his various liquors.
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V.
ON A WAG IN®MAUCHLINE.

LamenT him, Mauchline husbands a’,
He aften did assist ye ;

For had ye staid whole weeks awa,
Your wives they ne’er had missed ye.

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on yc press
To school in bands thegither,

O treud ye ﬁght]y on this grass,—
Perhaps he was your father.

This laborious wag was James Smith, whose history
has been related in the note to that cxquisite epistle be-
ginning “ Dear Smith, the sleest pawkie thief!/ He failed

in all his speculations in Scotland, and emlgrated and
died in the West Indics.

VIII.
ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER.

HEere souter Hood in death does slcep p—
To h—1l, if he's gane thither,

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep,
He’ll haud it weel thegither.
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This ruling elder wasgone of those who examined
gnxiously into the poetimdelinquencies of Burns, and
hoped to find that the spirfaal artillery of the kirk could
be levelled at profane rhymers. He got hald, it is said,
of some indecorous verses, which in a mirthful moment
bad dropt from the pen of the Poet, and as he read them
in the Session, he paused at every verse, exclaiming A
wild lad! a wild lad ! .

IX.
ON A NOISY POLEMN.

Berow thir stanes lic Jamie's banes :
O Death, it's my opinion,
ne’er took such a bleth'rin’ b—ch
to thy dark dominion !

This person’s name is James Humphrey: he is by
trade a mason, is now grown old and infirm, but loves
to talk of, Burns and of the warm debates between them
on Effectual Calling and Free Grace. Cromek said that
he found him at \“ in a quarry, with a fox-skin cap
and wgoden clogs on, and stirred him up to talk on
‘devotiqnal matters, which he did with a natural elo-
quence and a quick acuteness that surprised him.
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X,
ON MISS JEAN SCOTT.

Oxur! had each Scot of ancient times
Been, Jeany Scott, as thou art,

The bravest heart on English ground
Had yiclded like a coward !

L 4
The young lady, she subject of these complimentary
hines, dwelt m‘Ayr. and cheered the Poet not only with
her sweet looks, but with her sweet voice. Tradition
relates no more.  The name of Stuart is sometimes sub-
stituted for Scott, but with little propricty, for the point
is lost by the change.

XI.
ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE.

As father Adam first was fool'd,
A casc that’s still too common,

Here lies 2 man a woman d,
The devil rul’d the woman. .

' The Poet was not satisfied with these lines—in a
second attempt he varied the satire.
VOL. 1lI. ) I
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oXIL
ON THE SAME.

O Drarn, had’st thou but spared his life,
Whom we this day lament,

We freely wad exchang’d the wife,
And 2’ been well content !

Ev’n as he is, cauld in his graf,
The swap we yet will do’t ;

Take thou the carlin’s carcase af,
Thou'se get the soul to hoot.

He was not, however, -atisfied with his second tpigram
on this parsimonious dame ; he turned the matter ove:
in higmind, brought in a little learning, and sha.rp(cnod
the pﬁ of his satire.

XIII.
ON THE SAME.

OxE,Queen Artemisia, as old stories tell,

When depriv’d of her husband she loved so well,

In respect for the love and affection he’d shown her,
Bhereduc’d him to dust and she drank up the powder.
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But Queen thhcrplz‘i’ce, of a diff’rent complexion,
When call’d on to order t}ﬁ fun’ral direction, .
Would have cat her dear lord, on a slender pretence,
Not to show her respect, but to save the expense.

All that scems necessary to be said of this sordid lady
has been told by the Poet.  The name of her residence
was, it appears, Netherplace.

XI1V.
THE HIGHLAND WELCOME.

Wiurn Death’s dark stream I ferry o’er,
A’ time that surely shall come ;

In Heaven itself T'll ask no more
Than just a Highland welcome.

Tradition says that Burns, on rqjifsing the Highland
border, turned round and bade farewell to the hospi-
talities of the north in these happy lines : * another
account states that he was called on for a toast at table,
and gave “ The Highland Welcome,”” much to the plea-
sure of all who heard him. Both accounts mav be true.

u2
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Xv.
ON WILLIAM SMELLIE.

Surewp Willie Smellie to Crochallan came,
The old cock’d hat, the grey surtout, the same ;
His bristling beard just rising in its might,

_Twas four long nights and days to shaving night ;
His uncomb’d grizzly locks wild staring, thatch’d
A head for thought profound and clear, unmatceh’d :
Yet tho’ his caustic wit was biting, rude,

His heart was warm, benevolent, ;nd good.
%

William Smellie, a distinguished name, was author of
the Philosophy of Natural Ilistory, a work which made
him widely known. He was member of the Antiguarian
and Royal Societies of dinburgh; morcover, he he-
longed to a club of which Burns was a member, called
the Croghallan Fencibles. Ife was a singular person.
disregaifed nicety of dress, lovéd winc and sociality, and
sallies of humour :—

“ Yet tho' his caustic wit was biting, rude,
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good.”

XVI.
VERSES

WRITTEN ON MA@INDOW OF THE INN AT CARRON,

W came na here to view your warks
In hopes to be mair wise, .

But only, lest we gang to hell,

% It may be nae surprise :
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But whan we tirl'd at rour door,
Your porter dought na hear us;

Sae may, shou’d we to hell's yetts come,
Your billy Satan sair us!

The reason I have heard assigned for refusing to show
the Carron Foundries to Burns was that he called on ..
Sunday. This could hardly be : he knew that the labour
which rendered the place intcresting had ccased; that
the furnaces were mostly extinguished and the “ warks”
not to be scen.  He perhaps sought admittance without
an introductign. ®On his second visit he was received
with a civility that soothed him : he made one remark—
“The blazing furnaces and melting iron realized the
description of the giants forging thunderbolts.”

XVII.
TIHLE BOOK-WORMS.

Tureuvcn and through the inspired lcaves,
Yc maggots make your windings ;

But, oh! respect his lordship’s taste,
And spare his golden bindings..

The origin of these lines is singular. Burns,'on a visit
to a noblemar, was shown into the ibFary, where stood
a Shakspeare splendidly bound, but unread, and much
worm-eaten. Long after the oet’s death, some one
happened to open, accidentally perhaps, the same Leg-
lected book, and found the epigram in the handwriting
of Burns.
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X¥III.
LINES ON STIRLING.

Here Stuarts once in glory reigned,
.. And laws for Scotland’s weal ordained ;
But now unroofed their palace stands,
Their sceptre’s swayed by other hands ;
The injured Stuart line is gone,
A race outlandish fills their throne.

When Burns visited Stirling in 1767, and beheld the
ruins of that princely place where Scottish parliaments
once assembled, and princes dispensed justice, he was
stung to the heart, and vented his indignation in these
verses. The concluding couplet, forming the epigram-
matic sting, is cut out. What was improper in the days
of Burns is not proper now.

XIX.
THE REPROOF.

Rasi mortal, and slanderous Poet, thy name

Shall no longer appear in the records of fame ;

Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes like
the Bible,

Says the more 'tisaa truth, Sir, the more 'tis a libel ?

. ———e
The imprudence of the lines on Stirling was hinted to
the Poet by a friend ; on which he took out his diamond,’
saying, ““ O, I mean to reprove myself,” walked to the
window, and scratched “ The Reproof”’ on the pane.
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THE REPLY. ,

Lixe Esop’s lion, Burns’ says, sore I feel
All others se. "n—but damn that ass’s heel.

The minister of Gladsmuir wrote a rhyming censure of.
the Stirling lines, and intimated that the race of the Poet .
was run, and the shades of oblivion about to receive him. ¢
Burns took out a pencil, and added his ‘ Reply”” to the
reverend bard’s expostulation.

.

XXI.
LINES

WRITTEX UNDER THE PICTURE OF THE CELEBRATED
MIS8 BURNS.

. as

CEask, ye prudes, your envious railings,
Lovely Burns has charms—confess :
True it is, she had one failing—
Had a woman ever less ?

The Miss Burns of these lines was well known to
the bucks of Edinburgh in the days of the Pobt’s abode
in the metropolis. There is a letter still extant; ad-
dressed by Burns, in behalf of his beautcous namesake,
to the magistrates of Edinburgh, in which she 1s made
ironically to claim their protection for a laxer system of
social morality, and a freer intercourse hetwixt youth
and beauty.
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XXIL |
ZXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION.

-TE.
He clench’d his pamphlets in his fist,
He quoted and he hinted,
*Till in a declamation-mist,
His argument he tint it :
He gaped for’t, he graped for't,
He fand it was awa, man ;
But what his common sense c%he short,
He eked out wi’ law, ma

MR. ER—NE,

Collected Harry stood awee,

Then open’d out his arm, man ;
His lordship sat wi’ ruefu’ c’e,

And ey’d the gathering storm, man :
Like wind-driv’n hail it did assail,

Or torrents owre a linn, man;
The Bench sae wise lift up“their eyes,

Half-wauken'd wi’ the din, man.

These arc two of the portraits which Burnd drew of
his Edipburgh acquaintances, That of the Lord Advo-
cate is admirable for breadth and character: Harry
Erskine is not so happy. He was a wit, a punster, and a
poct; and one of the most companionable, intelligent,
and eloquent men of his time.
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XXTI1.
THE HENPECK’D HUSBAND.

Curs’p be the man, the poorest wretch in life,
The crouching vassal to the tyrant wife !

‘Who has no will but by her high permission ;
Who has not sixpence but in her possession ;.
Who must to her his dear friend’s secret tell ;
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell !
Were such th% wife had fallen to my part,

I'd breale her spirit, or I'd break her heart ;-

I'd (h(um% with the magic of a switch,

I'd kiss her maids, and kick the perversc b—h.

It is related that one day the lady of a house where
the Poct dined expressed herself with less civility than he #
expected about the depth of her husband’s potations and
his habits of extravagance. Her frcedom of tongue was
rewardediby these sharp verses.

XXIV.
WRITTEN AT INVERARY.

Wiror’er he be that sojourns here, »
I pity much his case,

Unless he come to wait upon
The lord their god, his Grace.
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There’s naething hgre but Highland pride,
And Highland cauld and hunger ;

If Providence has sent me here,
"Twas surely in an anger.

Euring the first Highland tour of the Poet, he halted

at Inverary; but on finding himself neglected by the
“nrm.eeper, whose house was filled with visiters to his
Grace the Duke of Argyll, he expressed in these verses
kis sense of the inciwvility with which he was treated.
Tradition spcaks of a pursuit which took place on the
part of “The Campbell,” and of a determination not to

be soothed on the part of the Poct. ¥

XXV. e
oN
ELPHINSTONE’S TRANSLATIONS
OF

MARTIAL’S EPIGRAMS.

O tHov, whom poesy abhors,

‘Whom prose has turned out of. doors,
Heard’st thou that groan ? proceed no further ;
"Twas laurelled Martial roaring murther !

-
Burns has himself related the origin of this sally:—
¢ Stopping at a merchant’s shop, a friend of mine, in
Edinburgh, one day put Elphinstone’s Translation of
Martial into my hand, and desired my opinion of it. [
asked permission to write my opinion on a blank leaf of
the book; which being granted, I wrote this epigram.”
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XXVI.
INSCRIPTION

ON THE HEADSTONE OF FERGUSSON.

Ilere hes
Rourrr FERaUssoN, Poet.
Born, September 5, 1751:
Died, Oct. 15, 1774.

No sculptured marble here, nor pompous lay,
 No stopied urn nor animated bust ;”
This simp'.l%one dircets pale Scotia’s way

To pourdii# sorrows o’er her poet’s dust.

Some social friends of both bards have added monu-
mental iron-work to the simple head-stone which Burns
erected over Fergusson’s grave. The taste cannot be
commended—though done for the purpose of preserving,
it is more Jikely to destroy, the precious memorial.

.

XXVII.
ON A SCHOOLMASTER.

Herr lie Willie Michie’s banes ;

O, Satan! when ye tak him,

Gi’ him the schoolin’ o’ your weans,
For clever de'ils he’ll make them.
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Willie Michie was schoolmaster of Clewsh parish,
Eifeshire, and became acquainted with Buins during his
first visit to Edinburgh, in 1767  His name 18 not men-
tioned mn all the correspondence of the Poet, nor 1s he
numbered amongst his admirers o1 fuends.

XXVIIL

A GRACE BEFORE DINNER.

O Tuou, who kindly dost provide
For every creature’s want !
‘We bless thee, God of Nature wide,
Yor all thy goodness lent :
And, if it please thee, Heavenly Guide,
May never worse be sent ;
But, whether granted or denied,
Lord, bless us with content !
Amen.

The distinction of this Grace has been given to several
houses. ‘ It was a favourite practice to ask the Poct for
a blessing, even where he was a guest. His readiness
was genetally known ; and whatever he said was grate-
fully remembered.
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. XXX
OGN WAT.

Si1c a reptile was Wat,
Sic a miscreant slave,
That the very worms damned him
When laid 1n his grave.
¢ In his flesh there’s a famine,”
A starv’d reptile eries ;
¢ An’ his heart is rank poison,”
Apeh® replics.

The name f the person on whom this terrible epitaph
was composed is not known. I hecard the late Mr.
Cromek recite it, and say that he had sought in vain to
discover who the Walter was azainst whow it was
directed. The name might he found ; but, in gratifying
idle curiosity, much paia would be inflicted.

XXX.
ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE.

Tue devil got notice that Grose was a-dying,

So whip ! at the summons, old Satan came flytg ;

But when he approach’d where poor Frapeis lay
moaning,

And saw cach bed-post with its burden a-groaning,

Astonish’d ! confounded! cry’d Satan, ¢“ By God!

T'll want 'im, ere I take such a damnable load!”’
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It is related that one evening, at table, when wine
and wit were flowing, Grose, delgflted with some of the
sallics of Burns, requested the hoHour of a couplet upon
himself. The Poct eyed the corpulent antiquarian for a
minute’s space or so, and then repeated this epigram
amid roars of laughter. .

XXXI.
THE KIRK OF LAMINGTON.

As cauld a wind as cver blew,

A caulder kirk, and in’t byt few ;
As cauld a minister’s e’er spak,’
Ye’se a’ be het ere T come Blck.

The Poet was stopped by a storm once in Clydesdalc,
and on Sunday went to Lamington Kirk: the day was
so rough, the kirk so cold, and the sermon so little to
his liking, that he left his poctic protest on the window.

XXXII. ¢
THE LEAGUE AND COVENANT.

The Solemn League and Covenant

Cost Scotland blood—cost Scotland tears :
Rut it scaled freedom’s sacred cause—

If thou’rt a slave, indulge thy sneers.

This was spoken in reply to a gentleman who sneered
at the sufferings of Scotland for conscience sake, and
_called the Solemn League and Covenant of the Lords
and Pegple ridiculous and fanatical.
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, XXXIIL
WRITTEN @N A PANE OF GLASS,

IN THE INN AT MOFFATT.

Ask why God made the gem so small,
And why so huge the granite ?

Because God meant mankind should set
The higher value on it.

One day, while Burns was at Moffat, * The charming
lovely Davies” of one of his songs rode past, accompa-
nied by a lad\yhﬁ and portly : on a friend asking the Poet
why Ged rade one lady so large, and Miss Davies 8o
little, he repliéd in the words of the epigram. No one
has apologized so handsomely for “ scrimpit stature.”

-

XXXIV.
SPOKEN,

ON BLING APPOINTLD TO THL EXCISL. I

S1arcniNG auld wives barrels,
Och—hon! the day!

That clarty barm should stain my laurels ;
But—what’ll ye say !

These movin’ things ca’d wives and weans

Wad move the very hearts o’ stanes !

That the Poct delighted not in the name of .gauger is
well known : yet he would allow no one to speak ill of
the Excise but himself. He wad ‘strict, but merciful:
the smuggler had no chance of escape from him, while to
the country purchaser he was very indulgent.



304 'rm:' POEMS OF ROQERT BUBANS@. .

XXXV, |
LINES ON MRS. MEMBLE.

KeumsLe, thou cur'st my unbelief
Of Moses and his rod ;

At Yarico’s sweet notes of grief
The rock with tears kLad flow’d.

Whéh Mrs. Kemble performed, in 1794, the part of
Yarico at the Dumfries theatre, Burns was in Mts.
Riddel’s box, and was deeply moved by her natural and
pathetic acting. He took out a bit of fup . wrote these

. lines with a pencil, and had*them handed to her at the
conclusion of the piece.

#
XXXVL
TO MR. SYME.

Yo more of your guests, be they titled cr not,
And cook’ry the first in the nation ;

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit,
Is proof to all other temptation.

John S)"me, of Ryedale, was the constant companion
of Bfirns, and these lines were spoken to him in answer
to an invitation to dine, in which he promised the ** first
of company, and the first of cookery.”” He was a gentle-
man of education and talent, difficult to please in the
pleasures of the tilHs a wit in his way, an epigram-
matist and rhymer, ‘din admirable tgller of a story, and
altogether a convivigl and well-inforted man.
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XXXVIL
TOPMR. SYME.

SVITH A PRESENT OF A DOZLN OF PORTER.

—— .

O, #ap the malt thy strength of mind,
Or hops the flavour of thy wit,
"Twere drink for first of humankind,

A gift that e¢’en for Syme were fit.
Jerusalem Tavern, Dumfries.

“

It cannot W *denicd that Barns had a happy knack at
paying compliments ; nor can it soon be forgotten that
Syme abounded in humour, and in dry sarcastic sallies
such as the Poct loved. In the decper sensibilities of
heart he was more deficient. It is to him t‘t Ramsay
of Ochtertyre alludes, when he says the pathos of
Burns’ conversation brought tears cven to the cheeks
of Mr. S., “ albeit unused to the melting mood.”

XXXVIII.
INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET.

Tunere’s death in the cup—sae beware! |
Nay, more—there is danger in touching;
But wha can avoid the fell sw?
The man ang his wine's sae bewitching !
VOL. III. x
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Jines on a goblet with his diamo Syme. would seem
to have been less affected with the'complinient than with
defacing his' crystal scrvice, for he threw. the goblet
behind the firc.  We are not fold what the Poet thought ;
but it is said that Brown, the clerk of ‘ Stamp-office
Johnny,” snatched the goblet out of the fire uninjured
and kept it as a relique till his d~ath.

One day after dinner, at, Rved#. Burns wrote these

XXXIX.
THE INVITATIQN.

Tue King’s most humble servant I,
Can scarcely spare a minute ;
%I’l] be wi” you by and bye,
else the devil’s in it.

o @ It was in verses such as thesc that the Poet answered
“#pvitations and replied to civilities : he was jarely at a

loss, and had a happy knack in escnpmg from difficulties
whenever he attempted to escape in rhyme.

XL. :
‘THE CREED OF POVERTY.

In politics if thou would’st mix,
And mean thy fortunes be ;

Bear this in mind—pbe deaf and blind ;
Let great folks hea* and can
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When the Board of Excise informed Burns that his
business was to act, not to think and speak, he reag
the order to a friend, turned the paper, and wrote what
he called “ The Creed of Poverty.”

XLI.
WRITTEN IN A LADY'S POCKET-BOOK.

GraNT me, indulgent Heav’n, that T may ]a;ve
To sec the miscreants feel the pains they give,
Decal freedom’ s, sacred treasures free as air,

Till slave&ﬂ] despot be but things which were.

That Burns sympathized with the lovers of liberty mn
the first outburst of the French Revolution, these verses,
as well as others, sufficiently testify. freedom
was darkening down into despotism in France, he lived
partly to see; mnor was his muse silent in support of
order and independence 1n his native land.

XLII
THE PARSON’S LOOKS.

Tnart there is falsehood in his looks
I must and will deny ;

They say their master is a knave—
And sure they do not lie.

Some one said to Burns that he suw falsehood in a
certain Rev. Doctor B.’s very looks : the Poet considered
for a moment, and gave his answer in this epigram.

. x 2
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XLIIL
THE TOAD-EATER

“

Wirar of carls with whon you bave supt,
And of dukes that you dined with yestreen ?

Lord! a louse, Sir, is still but a louse,
Fhough it erawl on the curls of a queen. .

At the table of Maxwell of Terraughty, when it was
the pleasure of one of the guests to talk only of dukes
with whom He had drauk, and of cars’- -ith whom he
had dined, Burns silenced him with this (plgram.

XLIV.
ON ROBERT RIDDEL.

To Riddel, much-lamented man,
This ivied cot was dear ;

Reader, dost value matchless worth ?
This ivied cot revere.

'I£h0 first time that Burns rode up Nithside, after the
“death qf his friend of Friars-Carse, he gave a boy his
horse to hold, went into the Hermitage in the woed,
threw himsclf on a seat, and remained for a full half
hour. I copied these lines from the window where they
were traced by the diamond of Burns.



EriTAPHS, &c. 309

XLYV.

[

THE TOAST.

InsTEAD of a song, boys, I'll give you a toast—

Here’s the memory of those on the twelfth that
we lost !—

That we lost, did I say ? nay, by Heav'n, that we
found ; )

For their fame it shall last while the world goes
round.

The next & #uccession, I'll give you—the King !

Whoe'er would betray him, on high may he swing ;

And here’s the grand fabrie, our free Constitution,

As built on the base of the great Revolation ;

And longer with politics not to be crarfith’d,

Be Anarchy curs’d, and be Tyranny damn’d ;

And who would to Liberty e’er prove disloyal,

May his son be a hangman, and he his first trial.

Burns was called upon for a song at a dinner of the
Dumfries Volunteers, in honour of Rodney’s victory of
the 12th of April, 1782, he replied to the call by saymg

¢ Instead of a song, boys, I'll give you a toa*

XLVI. .
ON A PERSON NICKNAMED THE MARQUIS.

Hgre lies a mock Marquis whose titles were shamm’d;
If ever he rise, it will be to be damn'd.
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This personage was landlord of a respectable public-
kouse in Dumfries, which Burns frequented ; in a place
where to-names abound, he obtained that of the Mar-
quis; and the little court or alley where his change-
house stood, is still called < The Marquis’s Close.” In
a moment when vanity prevailed against prudence, he
desired Burns to write his epitaph. Ile did it at once—
little to the pleasure of the landlord.

XLVIL.
LINES WRITTEN ON A WisiDOW.

Yr men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering,

"Gainst pggr Excisemen ? give the cause a hearing ;

What are your landlords’ rent-rolls ? teazing ledgers:

What premiers—what? even monarchs’ mighty
gaugers:

Nay, what are priests, those seeming godly wise
men ?

What are they, Py, but spiritual Excisemen ? -

The origia of these lines is curious and accidental. Onc
day, while in the King’s Arms Tavern, Dumfries, Burns
overheard a country gentleman talking wittily rather
than wisely concerning excisemen; the Poet went to a
window, and on one of the panes wrote the ** Rebuke”
with his diamond. It was taken in good part, as indeed
it could not well be otherwise, and remained long on the
window an attraction to travellers,
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XLVIIL
LINES

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE GLOBE TAVERN,
DUMFRIES.
2

- [ 4
Tue graybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of his trea-
sures, “
Give me with gay Folly to live;
I grant him calm blooded, time-settled pleasures,
But Folly has raptures to give.

The Poct 4:; looked widely ahroad : he took no nar-
row-souled views of any thing: he saw that even in the
company of Folly a wise man might sit down and be edi-
fied. ““ Out of the nettle Danger he could pluck the
flower Safety.” There was no hypocrisy want in his
composition. ’

XLIX.
THE SELKIRK GRACE.

Some hae meat and canna eat,
And some wad cat th#t want it.
But we hae meat and we can eat,

And sae the Lord be thankét.*

On a visit to St. Mary’s Isle, the Earl of Selkirk re-
quested Burns to say grace at dinner. These Were the
words he uttered—they were applauded then, and have
since been ‘known in Galloway by the name of * The
Selkirk Grace.”
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L.
¢ [
ON THE POET’S DAUGHTER.

Hexe lies a rose, a budding rose,
Blasted before its bloom ;
‘;ﬂxoseﬂinmcence did swects disclose
. Bc':yond that flower’s perfume.

To thosc who for her loss are griev'd,
This consolation’s given—in‘-nu_\‘
She’s from a world of woe reliev’d,
And blooms a rose in heaven. .

Thesc tdgder and aficcting lines were written, it is
said, on the death of the Poct’s daughter, in 1795. He
loved the child dearly, and mourned her loss with many
tears. His own health was giv%ng way—he was fading
before nis time.

LI.
EPITAPH.

HEere brewer Gabriel’s fire’s extinct,

* And empty all his barrels :

He's blest—if as he brew’d he drink—
In upright honest morals.
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Gabriel Richardson, a worthy man and a good brewer,
lived in Dumfries, and at his hospitable table Burqs'
spent many pleasant hours. His son, Dr. Richardson,
the distinguished traveller, said the last mark of civili-
zation which he found og his expedition to the north,
was poctry—and that by Burns. These lines Were writ-
ten on & goblet, still preserved in the family.

LII
ON Tjky DEATH OF A LAP-DOG,

NAMED ECHO.

IN wood and wild, ye warbling throng,
Your heavy loss deplore ;

Now half extinct your powers of song,
Sweet Echo is no more.

Ye jarring screeching things around,
Screameyour discordant joys ;
Now half your din of tuneléss sound
With Echo silent lies.
-—

Burns wrote these lines at Kenmore Castle, an afcient
seat of the Gordons. 1t happened that Mrs. Gordon’s
lap-dog died on the day of the Poct’s arrival. *She re-
quested an epitaph for him. ¢ This,” says Syme, ‘" was
setting Flercules to his distaff: he disliked the subject,
but to please the lady he would try.”
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LIIL.

ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT
OF LORD GALLOWAY.

Wit dost thou in that mansion fair ?—
Flit, Galloway, and ﬁ”nd

Somc narrow, dirty, dungeon cave,
The picture of thy mind !

LIV.
ON THE SAME,

No Stewart art thou, Galloway,
The Stewarts ail were brave ;
Besides, the Stewarts were but fools,
Not one of them a knave.

o
LV.

ON THE SAME.

BrieHT ran thy line, O Galloway,

" Thro’ many a far-fam’d sire !

So ran the far-fam’d Roman way,
So ended in a mire,
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w

LVI.

h 5\

TO THE SAME,

ON THE AUTHOR BEING THREATENED WITH HIS8
RESENTMENT.

Sparz me thy vengeance, Galloway,
In quict let me live :

I ask no kindness at thy hand,
For thou hast none to give.

These sh"ﬁ‘gluibs werce launched against the house of
Galloway, during the lecron contest. Though ¢ The
Stewart” at first felt offended, he smiled, it is said, when
he considered how wayward the muse is, and how hot
even the calmest blood grows during an elegtion.

LVII
ON A COUNTRY LAIRD.

Bress Jesus Christ, O Cardoness,
With grateful lifted eyes,

Who said that not the soul alone,.
But body too, must rise :

For had he said, ¢ the soul alone
From death I will deliver;”

Alas! alas! O Cardpness,
Then thou hadst slept for ever.
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The hero of these merciless Verscs was, it is said, a
very worthy person, Sir David Maxwell®of Cardoness,
who had offended the Poet in the heat of the Heron
election. What the offence was has not been stated ;
but contradiction is enough in clection matters, when the
wise st men justify the sarcasm of the Frenchman, that
the British go stark mad cvery seven years. .

_— —

LVIIL
ON JOIIN BUSHBY.

Here lics John Bushby, honest man !—
Cheat him Devil, gin ye can! .,

This person has alrcady been mentioned. He was a
good lawyer, keen, acute, fertile in expedients, and full of
resources in all pressing emergencies. The peasantry,
who hate all stirring attornies, regarded him with much
malevolence; and as he crossed the Poct in the thorny
path of politics, it was reckoned a service rendered the
cause of virtue when Burns lampooned him. Tt is
said that as he lay on his dcath-bed, knock,followed
knock at his door, and creditor succecded creditor so fast,
demanding money, that the sinking man turned his face
sullenly away, and muttered, ** They winna let me die,
by G-d!”’

' LIX.
‘ THE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES.

Yr true « Loyal Natives” attend to my song,

In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ;

From envy or hatred your corps is exempt,

But where is your shield from the darts of contempt ? ,.
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i
The origin of these linds is related by Cromek. When
politics ran high, tIR Doet .iappencd to be in a tavern?
and the following lines—thc production of one of ‘“ The
True Loyal Natives” were handed over the table to
Buros :(— )
L]
“* Ye sons of sedition give car to my song,
Let Syme, Burns, and Maxwell pervade every throng;
Wath Craken th’ attorny, and Mundell the quack,
Send Willie the mo. ger to hell wath a smack.”
The Poct took out a pencil, and instantly wrote his

reply to ““The True Loyal Natives.” -

‘:'
LX.
ON A SUICIDE.

Earti’p up here lies an imp o’hell,
Planted by Satan’s dibble—

Poor silly wreteh, he’s damn’d himsel’

" T'o save the Lord the trouble.

A melancholy person of the name of Glendinning hav-
ing taken away his own life, was interred at a place
called “ The Old Chapel,” close beside Dumfrics. My
friend, Dr. Copland 1Tutchison, happencd to be wflking
out that way: he saw Burns with his foot on the grave,
his hat on his knee, and paper laid on his hat, on which
he was writing. He then took the paper, thrust it with
his finger into the red mould of the grave, and went away.
This was the above epigram, and such was the Poet’s
mode of publishing it.
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L'XI." ‘
LINES TO JOHN RANKINE.

He who of Rankine sangdies stiff and dead,
And a green grassy hillock haps his head ;
Alas! alas! a devilish change indeed.

Thege lines, it is said, werc written to Rankine and for-
warded to Adamhill immediately after the Poet’s death.
Inquiries into the accuracy of this account have been
made in vain. The statement was maduias A thin octavo
volume, published at Glasgow in 1801, which contaned
the ““ Jolly Beggars” and other posthumous poems.

LXII.
JESSY LEWARS.

TALK not to me of savages
From Afric’s burning sun,

No savage e’er could rend my heart
As, Jessy, thou hast done.

But Jessy’s lovely hand in mine,
A mutual faith to plight,

Not even to view the heavenly choir
Would be so blest a sight.
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During the last ilines of the Poet, Mr. Brown, the
surgeon who attend@d him, %ame in, and stated that W
had been looking at a collection of wild beasts just
arrived, and pulling out the list of the animals, held it
out to Jessy Lewars. The Poet snatched it from him,
took up a pen, and with red ink wrote these verses or the
back of the advertizement, saying, ‘* Now it is fit to be

presented toa lady.” This precious relique is stiligin her
possession.

LXIII.
TIIE TOAST.

FiLr me with the rosy wine,
Cail a toast—a toast divine ; .
Give the Poet’s darling flame,
Lovely Jessy be the ngme ;
Then thou mayest freely boast,
Thou Last given a pecrless toast.

One day while the Poet was much indisposed, he ob-
served Jessy Lewars moving, with a light foot, about the
house, lest she should disturb him. He togk up a
crystal goblet containing winc and water for moisten-
ing his lips, wrote “ The Toast” upon it with a diamond,
‘and presented it to her.—* She was,” says Gilbert
Burns, ““a deservedly great favourite of the Poet’s, and a
soothing friend to Mrs. Burns at the time of his death »
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' txiv.
ON MISS JESSY LEWARS.

SnAY, sages, what's the charm on earth
Can turn Death’s dart aside ?
It is not purity and wo&th,

Else Jessy had not died.
R. B.

The constancy of her attundance and the anxiety of
her mind, madc Jeasy Lewars suffer a<"sht indisposition
— You must not die yet,” saud the Poct tith a smile;
““Lhowever, I shall provide for the worst.  Give me that
goblct, and Il wnte your epitaph.” He wiote these fom
liwes with his diamond, and, prcsenting the goblet, said, |

¢ That wil be a compemon to  'The Toast,

LAV,
THE RECOVERY OF JESSY LEWARS.

Bu1 rarely seen since Nature’s birth,
The natives of the sky;
Yet still one scraph’s left on carth,

For Jessy did not die.
R. B.

A lhittle repose brought health back to'the young lady.
On this' Burns said, smiling, “ 1 knew you would get
better ; you have much to do before you die, believe me.
Besides, there is a poetic reason for your recovery.” So
saying, he took up a pen and wiote the above.
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BALLADS

W

.
Tur Songs and Ballads of Burns are now ga-

thered together for the first time. They have been
much scattered : some ¢ontinued in manuscript;
others, printed with his initials, escaped the notice
of the public; while a number, gublished anony-
mously, became popular without being known as
his compositions. The Poet inserted very few of
his lyrics in his works : it is believed i.hat.hc con-
templated their publication separately: he wrpte
carefully and corrected anxiously many fine songs
for the national work of Thomson, and he supplicd
Johnson’s Musical Museum with a fourth and more
of the songs which compose the six 'volumes of that

equally curious and valuable work. The commu-

VOL. III. Y .
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nications to the latter consist of old songs, with
‘amended and additional verses—of choruses and
other snatches of the olden minstrelsy, eked out and
completed in their own peguliar spirit—and of ori-
ginal songs, wholly from his own hand, and mostly
published with his name annexced. Some of these
anicnded strains are of great beauty, and many of
the original songs are unequalled for pathos and
spirtt.  The editor has observed something like
chronological order of composition in the arrange-
ment, and added notes explanatory , illustrative,
in which scraps of ancient or contemporary song
have been introduced, as often as they afforded light

o

to the accompanying strains of the Poet.
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HANDSOME NELL.

Tunc.—*“ I ¢ n a man unmarried.”’

O oxce 1 lov’d a bonnic lass,
Ay, g5.d 1 love her still ;

And whilst that honour warms my Dbreast,
I'll love my handsome Nell.

As bonnie lasses I hae seen,
And mony full as braw ;

But for a modest gracefu’ mien
The like I never saw.

A bonnie lass I will confess
Is pleasant to the e’c,

But without some better qualitics
She’s no a lass for me.

But Nelly’s looks are blithe and sweet,
And what is best of a’,
Her reputation is complete,
And fair without a flaw.
Yy 2

=~
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She dresses ay sae clean and neat,
Both decent and genteel :

And then there's something in her gait
Gars ony dress look weel.

A gaudy dress and gentle air
May slightly touch the heart ;
But it’s innocence and modesty

* That polishes the dart.

"Tis this in Nelly pleases megt
"Tis this enchants my soul ;

Tor absolutely in my breast
She reigns without control.

Of this song the Poet’s own account is the best that
can be given :—* For my own part, I never had the least
inclination of turning poet till I once got heartily in love,
and then rhyme and song were in a mannér the spon-
taneous language o¢ my heart. This composition was the
tirst of my perfr.mances, and done at an early period of
life, when my heart glowed with hon2st warm simplicity’;
unacquainted and uncorrupted with the ways of a wicked
world. The performance js, indeed, very puerile and
sillg, but T am always pleased with it, as it recals to'my
mind those happy days when my heart was yet honest,
and my tongue was sincere. The subject of it was a
voung girl who really deserved all the praises I huve
bestowed on her. I not only had this opinion of ther

_thed, but I actually think so still, now that the spell ‘is
long since broken, and the enchantment at cud.”
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»

LUCKLESS FORTUNE.

—_—

O Rac1xno fortune’s withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O!

O raging fortune’s withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O!

My stera was fair, my bud was green
My blossom sweet did blow, O ;
The gew fell fresh, the sun rosc mild,
And made my branches grow, O.
But luckless fortune’s northern storms

Laid a’ my blossoms low, O;
But luckless fortune's northern storms
Laid 2’ my blossoms low, O.

Burns tels us that he attempted to compose an air in
the truc Scottish style; but was notvgaster of the science
of music enough to enable him to pritl down the notes,
though they remairad long on his memory. The tune
consisted, he said, of three parts, and these words were
the offspring of the same period, and echoed the air.—
“ My poor country muse,” he says, in the memorgnda
where this song is inserted, * all rustic, awkward, and
uppolished as she is, has more chaims for me than any
other of the pleasures of life beside—as I hope she will
not desert me in misfortune. 1 may even then learn to
be, if not happy, at least easy, and south ¢ sang to saothe
my misery.”—(March, 1784.)
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I DREAII'D I LAY.

L
I Dream’d I lay where flowers were springing
Gaily in the sunny beam ;
List’ning to the wild birds »inging,
) By a falling, crystal strcam:
Straight the sky grew black and daring ;
Thro’ the woods the whirlwinds rave;
Trees with aged arms were warging,
O’er the swelling drumlie waves

1I.
Such was my life’s deceitful morning,
Such the pleasure 1 enjoy’d ;
But lang or noon, loud tempcests storming,
A’ my fiowery Dbliss destroy’d.
Tho’ fickle fortune has deceiv’d me,
She promisyair, and perform’d but ill 3
Of mony a jez and hope bereav’d me,
I bear u heart shall support me still..

The Pqet was some seventcen years old when he wrote
this, melancholy song. The early days of Burns were
typical of the latter. To-day, lively—to-morrow, de-
sponding : depressed in the morning by labour, he bright-
ened up as the sun went down, and was ready for ‘“ a
cannie hour” with the lass of his love—for a song vehe-
mently joyous with his comrades—or a mason-meeting,
where care was discharged, and merriment abounded.
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TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY.

Tune.~—¢ Invercald's Reel.”’

CHORUS.

O Tib* e, I hae seen the day,
®Ye wad na been sae shy ;

For lack o’ gear y:a lightly me,
But, trowth, I care na by.

YesTrEEN T met you on the moor,

Ye spak na, but gacd by like stoure ;

Ye geck at me because I'm poor,
But fient a hair care 1.

T doubt na, lass, but ye mévy "tn.Fnk,

Because yec hae the name o’ clink,

That ye can please me at a wink,
‘Whene'er ye like to try. -

But sorrow tak him that’s sae mean,
Altho’ his pouch o’ coin were clean,
‘Wha follows ony saucy quean,

That looks sae proud and high.
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Altho’ 'a lad were €’er sae smart,

If that he want thef%yellow ‘dirt,

Ye'll cast your head anither airt,
And answer him fu’ dry.

"But if he hae the name o’ gear,
Ye'll fasten to him like a,brier,

Tho’ hardly he, for sense or‘]ear,
Be better than the kye.

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advige,

Your daddie’s gear maks you sae 1ce;

The 1eil a ane wad"spier your price,
Were ye as poor as I.

There lives a lass in yonder park,

I would nae gie her in her sark,

For thee, wi’ a’ thy thousan’ mark ;
Ye need na look sae high.

<

This is one of the earliest of the Poet’s compositions.
The Tibbie wha * spak na, but gaed by like stoure,”
was the daughter, it is said, of a portioner of Kyle—a
man' with three acres of peat moss — an inheritance
which she thought entitled her to treat a landless wooer
with: disdain. The Bard was very young when this
canenture happened, and perhaps she neither looked for
meret s0ng nor such converse as maidens love from one
whelCh tender years.



MY FATHER WAS A FARMER.

Tune.—<¢ The Weaver and his Shuttle, 0.’

1.
MY father was a farmer
Upon the Carrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me
In decency and order, O;
He bade me act a manly part,
Though I had ne’er a farthing, O ;
For without an honest manly heart,
No man was worth sggarding, O. -

IL.

Then out into the world

My course I did determine, O ;°
Tho’ to be rich was not my wish,

Yet to be great was charming, O,
My talents they were not the worst,

Nor yet my education, O ;
Resolv'd was I, at least to try,

To mend my situation, O.
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III.

In many a way, and vain gssay,
I courted fortune’s favour, O ;
Some cause unseen still stept between,
"To frustrate each endeavour, O :
Sometimes by foes I was o’erpower’d ;
Sometimes by friends .forsaken, 0;
And when my hope was afhe top,
I still was worst mistaken, O.

IV.
Then sore harass’d, and tir’d at la:;lt,
‘With fortune’s vain delusion, O,

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams,
And came to chis conclusion, O :
The past was bad, and the future hid ;

Tts good or ill untried, O ;
But the present hour was in my pow'r,
And sol yuld enjoy it, O.

V.
No help, nor hope, nor view had I,
Nor person to befriend me, O ;
So I must toil, and sweat and broil,
. And labour to sustain me, O :
To plough and sow, to reap and mow,
My father bred me early, O; °
For one, he said, to labour bred,
‘Wds a match for fortune fairly, O.
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VI.
Thus all o\bscure, 1.mknown, and poor,
Thro’ life I'm doom’d to wander O,
Till down my weary bones I lay, .
In everlasting slumber, O.
No view nor care, but shun whate’er
Might breed me pain or sorrow, O
I live to-&y as well’s I may,
Regardless of to-morrow, O.

VII.
But checrful still, I am as well,
As a monarch in a palace, O,
Tho’ fortune’s frown still hunts me down,
With all her wonted malice, O :
I make indeed my daily bread,
But ne’er can make it farther, O ;
But, as daily bread is all I need,
I do not much regaé( her, O.
*
VIII.
‘When sometimes by my labour
I earn a little money, O,
Some unforeseen misfortune
Ccmes gen’rally upon me, O
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect,
los3 my goodnatur’d folly, O ;
But come what will, I've sworn it still,
T'll ne’er be melancholy, O.
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¢
IX.

All you who follow wealth and power
With unremitting ardour, O,

The more in this you look for bliss,
*You leave your view the farther, O

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts,
Or nations to adore you, O,

A cheerful honest-heartedﬁown
I will prefer before you, O.

Little poetic fervour found its way into this chaunt;
yet it abounds with manly sentiments, and exhibits
fortitude of mind amid the sorrows of the disastrous

vear 1784.—** The following song,” says the Poet,

“isa

wild rhapsody, miserably deficient in versification; but
as the sentiments are the genuine feelings of my heart,
for that reason I have a particular pleasure in conning it

over.” He feels what many have felt—

¢ When etimes by my labour
1 4rn a little money, O,
ﬁ-,.ue unforeseen misfortune |
Comes gen’rally upon me, 0.”

Amid all his distresses and woes—
. < 111 har’sts, daft bargains, cutty stools,”

he had still some consolation—

'
¢ To plough and sow, and reap and mow,
My father bred me early, O;

For one, he said, to Jabour bred,

‘Was a match for fortune fairly, 0.”

K

Much of the early history of the Poet may be
in ﬂ‘lw rude verses.

traced
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JOHN BARLEYCORN:

A BALLAD.

Tnere wercsthree kings into the cast,
Thré® kings both great and high ;

An’ they ha’e sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn should die.

They took a plough and plough’d him down,
Put ¢lods upon-his head ;

And they ha’e sworn a solemn oath
John Barlcycorn was dqu’l.

But the checrful spring came kinl'y on,
And show'rs began to fall ;

John Barleycorn got up again,
And sore surpris’d them all. |

The sultry suns of summer came,
Aud Me grew thick and strong ;

1Iis head weel arm’d wi’ pointed speabs,
That no one should him wrong. -
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The sober a'ut;umn enter’d mild,
% When he grew wan atd pale

His bending joints and drooping head
Show’d he began to fail.'

Hils colour sicken'd more and more,
He faded into age ;

And then his &emies began
To shew their deadly rage.

They’ve ta’en a weapon, long andssharp,
And cut him by the knee; '
Then ty’d him fast upon a cart,
Like a rogue for forgerie.

They laid him: down upon his back,
And cudgell’d him full sore ;

They hung him up before the storm,
And turn’d him g}er and o’cr.

They filled y a;( darksome pit
‘With water to the brim ;

They heaved in John Barleycorn,
Tere let him sink or swim.

They laid him out upon the floor,
o, work him farther woe ;

And still{ as signs of life appear’d,
hey toss’d him to and fro.
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They wasted o’er a scorching flame
NP )
The marrow of his bones ;
But a miller us’d him worst of all,
For he crush’d hig between two stones. -

And they ha’e ta’gn his very heart’s blood,
And draak it round and round;

And still the nffire and more thcy' drank,
Their joy did more abound.

John Bgrloyc’orn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise ;

For if you do but taste his blood,
"Twill make your courage rise.

"Twill make a man forget his woe ;
"T'will heighten all his joy :

"Twill make the widow’s heart to sing,
Tho’ the tear were in hefveye.

Then let us tuast John Barleycorx;,\
Each man a glass in hand ;

And may his great posterity
Neé'er fail in old Scotland ! -

It is intimated by Burns that John Barleycorn is partly
composed on the plan of an old song known by the same
name; the ancient ballad is printed by Jahieson, - who
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gives it, he says, from his own recollection as he learncd
ik in Morayshire, when he tas a boy, and before the
poems of Burns appeared. The merit of originality be-
longs to the old bard. Some of the verses are word for
word the same; and those whjch are altered, have sui-
fered little' change in the sentiment. A few specimens

will suffice to shew this:—
« There came three merry men< rom the east,
. And merry men they be;

And th ave sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn shall die.”
The effect of spring on honest John is well described ;
the summer heat, too, does its duty :—

« But the spring time it came on at laft,

And showers began to fall;

John Barleycorn sprung up again,
Which did surprise them all.

< Then the summer heat on him did beat,

And he grew pale and wan ;

John Barleycor» has got a beard
Like any other :nan.”

To John’s merits when he is cut by the sickle, thrashed,
winnowed, ground, and brewed, the old bard bears ex-
plicit testimony :—

«« He'll gar the huntsman shoot his dog,
Ths gold a ml""f 8corn ;
He'll gar a maiden dance stark naked,
Wi ths,tooming of a horn.”

The version gf Burns is more consist'nt, but not more
graphic than the old strain.
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THE RIGS O’ BARLEY,

Tune—*‘ Gorn Riys are bonnie.”

I.
It wag upor.l a Lammas night,
‘When corn rigs are bonnie,
Beneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held awa to Annie:
The time flew by wi’ tentless heed,
"Till ’tween the late and early,
Wi’ sma’ persuasi.on she agreed,
Tn see me thro’ the bariey.

II.
The sky was blue, the wind was ‘J‘ill,
The moon was shining clearly ;
I set her down wi' right good will,
Amarg the rigs o’ barley :
I ken’t her heart was a’ my ain';
I lov’d her most sincerely ;
I kiss’d her owre and owre again,
Amang the rigs & barley.
VOL. IIIL z



340 THE POEMS OF ROBERT BURNS .
-

1iT.
I lock’d her in my fond embrace!
Her heart was beating rarely :
My blessings on that happy place,
Amang the rigs o’ barley!
But by the moon aad stars so bright,
* That shgne that hour NA clearly !
She ay shall bless that happy night,
Amang the rigs o’ barley.

Iv.
I hae been blithe wi’ comrades dcear ;
I hae been merry drinkin’ ;
1 hae been joyfn’ gath’rin’ gear ;
I hac becen happy thinkin’ :
But a’ the pleasures ¢’cr 1 saw,
Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly,
That happy night was worth them a’,
Amang the rEs o’ barley.

V'

d CHORUS,
Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs,
. An’ corn rigs are bonnie :
I'll ne’er forget that happy night,
Amang the rigs wi’ Annic.
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It is gencrally believed in the west c. ..cotland that
Annic Ronald, aftefwards Mrs. Laterson of Aikenbran,
was the inspirer of this charming song. The frecdom and
warinth of the words probably induced her to disown it
in her latter days. The #’oet was a frequent gvisiter at
her father’s house while he continued in Mossgiel, and
Mr. Ronald liked so much the conversation of his elo
quent neighbour, that®he sat late with him on many oc-
casions. This scems to have displeaged another of his
daughters, who said she ‘¢ could na see ought about
Robert Burns that would tempt her to sit up wi’ him
till twal o’clock at night.” It is not known how far
Annie Ronald joled in her sister’s dislike of the Bard.
She probal#y thought on these matters likec a young girl
on Nithside, who said, with much simplicity, 1 wonder
what my brother John sees in the lasses, that he likes
them sae weel ;—for my part, I wad na gic the com-
pany o’ ae lad for twenty lasses.”

z 2
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MONTGOMERY'S PEGGY.

*»
Tune.—*“ Galla- Water.”

ArrHO' my bed were in yon muir

Amang the heather, in my plaidie,
Yet happy, happy would I be,

ITad I my dear Montgomerys Peggy.

1

When o’er the hill beat surly storms,

And winter nights were dark and rainy ;
I'd seck some dei!, and in my arms

I'd shelter dear Montgomery’s Peggy.

Were I a baron proud and high,

And horse and servants waiting rcady,
Then a’ ’twad gi€ o joy to me,

The s’h/a}'in’t with Montgomery’s Peggy.

‘“ This fragment is done,” says Burns, “ in imitation
of thy manner of a noble old Scottish piece, called
M<Millan’s Peggy. My Montgomery’s Peggy was my
deity for cix or eight months. She had been bred in a
style of life rather elegant ; but, as Vanbrugh says, * My
damned star found me out there, too:’ for though 1
began the /r.ﬂ'qir merely in a gaieté de ceeur, or to tell
the truth, which will scarcely be believed, a vanity of
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shewing my parts in courtship, particuiarly my abilnes
at a billet dour, on ewhich Ismlways piqued myself, made
me lay siege to her; and when, as T always do in my
foolish gallantries, T had battered myself into a very
warm affection for her, .she told, in a flag of truce,
that her fortress had been for some time W®efore the
rightful property of another. It cost me some hearte
aches to get rid of the aflair. T have even tried to imi.
tate, in this extempore thing, that irregularityin the
rhyme which, when judiciously done, has such a fine
effect on the ear.”

Of M‘Millan’s Peggy various verses are yet remeni-
bered : —

<« O J wad gic my gude brade sword,
nd sae wad I my tartan plaidie,
{an I were twenty miles o’er the Forth,
And along wi' me my bonme Peggle.

+< He's mounted her on a milk-white steed.
And hnnself upon a good grey naigie ;
And he rode over hills, and he rode through howes,
And he rode quite away wi’ the bonnie Peggic.

«¢ Unul that he came to a lone, lone glen,
Enough to frighten the bauldest bodie;
This glen’s thy room, and thy lamp yon moon-
Laght down, light down, my bonnie Pegge.
-

<« {Ie’s made her bed o’ the brekans green,

And her covering o' his tartan plaidie;
And the simmer moon looked smiling down,
To see hum watch his sleeping lady.” o

Other verses might be added, and some curious varia-
tions given —more curious than decorous.
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., THE MAUCHLINE LADY.

Tune.—*¢ I had a Horsc end I had nac Mair.”

WuEN first I came to Stewart Kyle,
My mind it was nae steady ;
Where’er I gaed, where’er 1 rade,
A mistress still 1 had ay : ¢

But when 1 came roun’ by Mauchline town,
Not dreadin’ any body,

My heart was caught before 1 thought,
And by a Mauchline lady.

The Mauchline lady who caught the Poet’s heart was
Jean Armour. The way in which they became acquainted
is thus related ;—Jean had laid some linen webs down to
bleach, and was sprinkling them among the gowans with
water, when Luath, the Poet’s dog, ran across them with
his dirty fect and fawned upon her.  She was ill pleased,
and—

. E’en as he fawned, she strak the poor dumb tyke.’’
Burns rcpn oached her in the words of Ramsay; she
smiled, and so a friendship commenced, which was
doomed to ?nearly termination, and to give much of joy
and woe.
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THE KIGHISAND LASSIE.
Tane.—* The Deuks dang o’er my Daddy !”’

L

Nae gentle dames, tho’ ¢’cr sae far,
Shall ever be my muse’s care:
Their titles 2’ arc empty show ;
Gic me my highland lassie, O.
‘Within the glen sac bushy, O,
Abwon the plains sae rushy, O,
1 set me down wi’ right good will,
To sing my highland lassie, O.

Oh, were yon hills and vallies mine,
Yon palace and you gardens fine !
The world then the love should know
1 bear my highland lassie, O.

But fickle fortune frc?wns on me,
And T maun cross the raging sea;
But while my crimson currentisflow,
I'll love my highland lassie, O.

Altho’ thro’ foreign climes I range,

1 know her heart will never change',
. For her bosom burns with honour’s glow,
My faithful highland lassie, O.
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For her T'l), dare the billows’ roar,
For her I'll trace a distant shore,
That Indian wbalth may lustre throw
Around my highland }assie, O.

She has my heart, she has my haz;ld,
By sacred truth and honour’s band !
"Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low,
I'm thine, my highland lassie, O.
Farewell the glen sae bushy, O!
Farewell the plain sae rnishy, O!
To other lands I now must go,
To sing my highland lassie, O.

The Highland Lassie of this song, was the Mary Camp-
bell of whose too early death the Poet sung afterwards
with such eloquent pathos.—“ My Highland Lassie,”
observes Burns, ““was a warm-hearted, charming young
creature,,as ever blessed a man with generous love. After
a prettyflong tract of the most ardent reciprocal attach-
ment, we met by appoint~ient on the second Sunday of
May, in a sequestered spot by the banks of the Ayr, where
we spent the day in taking a farewell, before she should
embark for the West Highlands, to arrange matters among
her friends for our projected change of life. At the close
of autumn she crossed the sea to meet me at Greenock,
where she had scarce landed when she was seized with a
malignant fever which hurried my dear girl to the grave,
before I conld even hear of her illness.”

END OF VOL. III.

‘7 BAYLIS AND LEIGHTON,
JOHNSON'S-COURT, FLEET-STREET.



ALLAN CUNNINGHAM'S
" EDITION OF BURNS, *

¢
Uniform with the popular Series of the Wor ks af Lord Byron and Sg $Vulter
Heatt,

11, WATERLOO-PLACKE, IYALL M1, MAaren 15, 1834,
This day 15 published, and may he had of every Bookscller in Great
Botan and Incland, Price s, Vol 1L of

. °
_THE LIFE AND WORKS

ROBERT BURNS;
BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM.

Tltustrations —<¢ 'The Braes of Ballochmyle.”—Cooke. ¢ The Birks of
Aberfeldy.”~ Braudaid.

The Wors will be completed in S1IX MONTHLY VOLUMES; exch
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among whomn may be montioned Goodoll, Bundard, Miller, Cooke,
Graves, &c. The paper s of the finest quality—thgype cast for the
purpose—and the binding m a style perfectly umque.  The whole, 1t is
to be hoped, will be found wogthy of the 1llustrious fame of the Poet,
and of the rxertions which have been muorde by the kditor ®o render tlus
the onlv complete and uvnmutilated edition windh has yet been uﬂ‘gred to
the public.
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*¢ This new edition of Burns promses to be the most complete and
the niast accurate that has been as vet produced. Mr. Allan (‘unning-
‘ham, who has himself cultivated lyric poetry with more than ordinary
success, 15> well quahfied to superintend the publication : he knew Burns
personally, and his account of hum s full of interest. The mographer
may now be considered as speaking from memory, aided and strengthened
by other testimomals.” — {tls.

“ Tk Live o Buens, BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, surpasses all the
biographies that have been prefixed to the modern repubhcations of men
of gemus. Without excepting Southey's Nelson, 1t equals the best of
the various lives that have been pubhshed durm  the present century.
The staple of the work 15 the product of years, perhaps of a whole hfe.”
—Spectator. .

“¢ Before we take leave of thys work, we think 1t due to the pubhishers
to state that it 1s most beautifully got up, and s altogether one of the
cheapest and handsomest books we have seen for some tune.” - Aithenceeum.

< Altogether we anticipete a popular edition of one of the mest de-
servedly popular poets that e -er ived, from the pactised pen of oue ~o
naturally fitted to cope with the subject. % % We have only to add
that a capital poitrait, and meeresitng vignette of the hut m which
Burtis was born, embellish this volume; HHotn which we should be un-
just were we to withhold that pratse which we trust will recoimmend it
most deservedly to wide public encouragement.”—Liteswry Gaette,

¢«Mr. Cunningham has two q'mhﬁmtmns which fit him td he the bio-
grapher of his emiment count) yman- -a great love of his author, and a
thorough appreciation of his merit.”’—-Tunes.

« Cunnmgham’s edition of Burns has greatly pleased us: there s an
absence of that capt which every editor of Burnsfas, moiwe or less, ex-
hibited. Hitherfo, Burns and Sir Waller Scott have been the only
Scotchmen who have risen superior to the comentional humbug and
cant of society. We are glad to sce that Mr. Cunmugham has the manh-
ness to unstate those eminent masters, ' —Id, second notice.

o \‘\"2: most willingly and heartily concur i the propriety of grving
Durns the distmction of betng published anew, 1 apponmtments sunila
to those waich distinguish the late editions of Shakypeare, Byron,
Rogers, ¢t hoe genus omne.  Mr. Cunningham's life 15 wiitten with both
spint and feeling.— Moz iung Herald.

seOf all the works which Messrs. Cochirane and MeC'rone could have
undertaken, tk: sulyect of the present 1s perhaps, without exception, the
most interesting, and the most umvasally attraciine. A good and
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cheap edition of the works of Burns was greatly wan®ed ; and 1t is not
only due to the publishers to state that the desideratum is hikely to be
supphed, but that they hg® shown efual taste, jJudginent, and discretion
1 the manner 1 which tlfey are to supply 1t—taste n the size, paper,
binding, and illustrations of the work-——judgment 1n confiding the task of
re-writing the Life of the Poet, and collectiug the membra duyecta of his
genius to a countryman of sl\ull‘nml talent—and discretion m affixing
such a price to the work, and giving to 1t such periodical puBlhication as
to place 1t within the reach of all who have leisure to peruse v, and
taste to appreciate its beauties.  Every one has heard of the splendid sale®
of Murray's Edition of Byron'. works; but if we are not greatly mistaken
it will be excelled by the g esent undertakmg. No expense has been
spared upon it; no exertion withheld to render 1t at once pmfcc?m\d at-
tractive.”—Maor ning Advertiver,

“¢ A Memoir of Burns hy Allan Cunningham! Thisis a valuable
addition to our bingraphical stores, for never was one poet better qualified
to mahe us acquaimnted with the thoughts, feclings, habits, &v. of ano-
ther. M. Lockhart's giemorr of the Ayrshire ploughman s the most
nervons and cloguent 3 Dr. Currie’s the most elaborate; but Allan Cun-
ningham’'s 1s tmost complete and authentie.  1le has written 1t con
amoye—thiown his whole soul into 1, —Suan,

“ Notrue lover of poetry and hiberty, that can afford 1t, will be without
this latest and completest edition of the wrnitmgs of Burns.  And when
we say ¢ can afford 1t,” we do not mean that 1t s dear.  Far from .
Six handsome thick volumes, at five shillings a piece, contaimng the
prose and verse of a true gemus, with a thorough lIife of hum, and
genume embelhshments, do not cost more than many a trashy novel,
which perishes with the season; but what a difference in the intrinsic
worth! ‘The novel pershes®is despsed, is swept off to the buyer
of waste paper; the gemume worh remams, adornimg one's shelves for
hife, and affyrding us the society of a man of gerius whenever we ale in
the humour for it.  Burns s 1n the roving—~"True Sun.

¢ The second volume of this edition has made 1ts due appearance on the
day anounced, and contaims ample proof thay 1t s what the pubhic were
led to expect. It 1s no mnemg or fastidious edition s nor, on the other
hand, necd any health,, generous, on truly gcntlomanl«v sparit he afrard
to see what the poet has saad 1n1t."—Id.

< The hfe of the « Dlustrious Y-easant’” will prove that it requires not
to be born m the lughest rank to obtam a recording notice fu the page of
history.  Mr, Cunnimgham’s work, wlilst 1t bicathes the mspiragon of
kindly feelmgs, guves evidence that he has not aliowed any motive but
1egard for justice to govern him m deseribing the character and history
of Scotland’s national poet, 1t 15 throughout Cull of caplis atifg interest.
Much matter of an onginal natwe is now publizhed fo1 the fiist time,
and hus Iife, oceupving the whole of the first yolume, nifolds every part
of his hustory i full detail.  We «ce, by the Author’s Preface, that more
than one hundied unpriblished poctical effusions, cmatatigg toom Burns’
pen, will be givenin the subsequent volumes of this cdiiriof his works,
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1t is also intended to give each of his cownpositions as nearly as possible
m the order in which 1t was written.”—Swunday Times.

«« Allan Cunnmingham’s edition of the Ife a‘fu‘ Works of Burns is now
before the public. ‘The first volume, containimg the hfe of the Poet, is
full of mteresting anecdotes, many of them fromn ougmal MSs., with a
most excellent keness, from his friens Nasmyth., Also a picturesque
vignette of his birth-place.”—Bell's Me senzer,

¢ Ty, bids fair to be a very good edition of the collected woika

« Of him who walked m glory and 1 joy,
Following his plough along the mountain sude—"

of the Arvralure peasant, Burns, who was mdisputably one of the bright-
est poetial gevses of modern tnnes. The pubhshes have senstbly
adopted the now prevatlng plan of a monthly isve 2 plan which will

never fail when properly applied to works of sterlmg ment —Proding
Machine.

¢ The lugh opimion which we expressed off Allan Cunmirgham’s Lafe
of the Bard !
< Who rivalled all but Shakspeare here below

on a second and more careful perusal of the volume, we find 1o 1eason to
dimmish ;1 fact, the longer we become acquamted with the work, we
find the novelty mcrease, for some new poust m the Poet’s hfe, some
pithy anecdote, or some remark of the author's, eqnally true and juds-
clous, attracts our attentien. Our wishes and our wnts we have found
supphied m every page of Mi. Cunumghamn’s Life of Burns We feel 1t
night to the publisheis to say. that the volwme is beautuinlly and taste-
tully got up, the portrait i manty and poetic, and the vignette agem of
landscape art."— Neval and Mditaiy Gezeter.

o« We have here the first vohnme of a new edition of the Life and writ-
mgs of the ¢ Hiustnous Peasant,” Robert Burus. The werk 15 1o be
eompleied m siv vohues, of wiaich the one now hefore us i+ a Yery pro-
mising specnnen—gol up m the popular style and size of (e last series
of the WavedJey Novels, and ornanented with a well-engras ¢ A partrait of
the I"act, and & ncat vymette, representing s buih place. I'he volume,
toa, contams the whole of the Iife of Burns, by Allan Crominghany, who
traces the progr’ss of thus highly-gifted, but unfortunate and ill-used
man, in the art of poctl"y, and descl ibes the seasons and oucisions that
gave rice to ail his most remarkable productions; while, at the same
time, we are presented with many origmal and character-twe ancedotes
of Bu. s, This alone, we apprehend, will be sufficaent to ensure the
sucress of the work.” — Bell's W eelly Drpateh.

« It 1s wiitten m Mr. Cunningham’s usual calim. free wav, which is so
takimg, and las so taken m s fonmer works. We have had Cune’s
edjtion, but ane third of the present 1s o us new matter: {wo thirds of
the anecdores were never told i print bofore: the Poet’s Journals have
never been so largoly drawn upon, nor his songs v0 carefully traced, noy
the story of Iy life s accurately and spitedly detmled.”—Chscr ver.
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« Wonder nnt, reader, that we paused when we cut #he leaves of Allan
Cunminghamn®s Lafe of Burns, and feared we <hould not be satisfied.
But we have 1ead it, and 9c are sat$ied.” —Cor £ Journal,

“ Apain we sav, a5 we read thy estinate of the character of Scotland's
greatest poel, blessings on thee, Allan Cunnmgham ! A thicad of gold,
or rather a spint not of the carth, carthly-—uns through thy hte of
Burns."— Ihid, Second Notree. »

[ ]
“¢Cunmingbara has doue his duty honestly, but kindly, and thegconse-
quence as, that he has produced by far the best Life of Burns that has yey
appeared, and a work destined to be the most popular production of his
own pen. This s certamly Rngh prawse, but no higher than the volume
merits.”—Seots Trnes.

“With regard to the literary merits of the volume, we need scarcely
say, sceing it s the production of Allan Cunnimgham, that they are of a
tugh ordei. Burrs has not been mare happy as a witter than he has
heen fortunate m hts biogiaphers—the names of Curnie, Lockhart, and
Cummingbam aie :«ud*‘ns may not soon be found agamn.  Allan (‘un-
nmgham s the most tMented and popular wnter of the present day, one
who leasves o the self-taught men far, very far behmd him; nor need
he shunk fiom a comparison with the most leained of the age. His
daligence has ueser been surpassed, aud very seldom equalled.  Scotland
has wuch reason to be proud of such a son.  We recommend all who
admure the gemus of Burns, and revere s wemory, to possess them-
selves without delay of this work w=Seotsmen.

¢ There never was, we believe, any production of humnan mtellect, ex-
cepting, perhaps, the works of Sir Walter Scott, so uninersally popular,
s0 generally known, or 50 gzenerally adinred, as the songs and poems of
Burns,  Attenpts have, mdord, been mdde to stem the tonent of public
opinion 1 {avom of the poetry of the mighty ¢ Chief of Scottish Song,”
but how vam ' ‘The feeble voice of opposition 1s not heard ammdst the
loud 1021 & applause which rings thrqughout the land, and which, n
place of dummshing, is datly hemmn‘li more and mote loud.  An at-
tempt to avert, imdway, the falling waters of the Niagara, would be
much about &s successful as any effort to arrest the maich of the fame of
Burns. The fiontisprece and vignette to Vol. I1. a1e exquisite specimens
of engraving”—bud, »

¢ Among all the tributes which have been paid to the transcendent
merits of Burns, none 1s more indicative of the growing and permanent
nature of his fame than that which now appears in the sp‘lendld edition
of his works, by Allan Cunmingham.  With a genius akin to thig of the
great departed Poct, and having pretensions to no mean degree of
celebnty 1n a samlar walk of Scottish hterature, the Bard of Galloway
addicsses himseif with generous entbusiasm to the task of tracing with
greater exactness, and dehmeating more perfectly than has hitherto been
accomny Yished, the hfe and character of Burns: and in bringing before
the public his mumortal works, accomparued by illustiations both graphic
and bterary, far surpassing those of any former editwn.":iWe:tem Inde-
pendent (Paisicy).
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€ Mr, Cunningham’s edition of the Bard's works will be hailed as a
valuable accession to our literature, and must always be regaided with
strong nterest and national pride.” - hwerm's‘(,'uuru'r.

¢ The second volume of this work has niade its appearance, and
fully sattsfies the expectations which the first excited. The greatest ad-
mirers of the Bard could not wish to see s writings 1 a tiner form.
The frontispiece represents his monumgnt on the banks of Doune, Ayr-
shure, surromded with groupes famihar to the readers of Burns  The
vignett: is a representation of Taymouth Castle, Breadalbane : both are
¢nished 1n a style of high excellence. Finely as the work 1s got up in
respect to typography, engraving, bindmg,&c., these are but secondary
considerations,  The merits of the poems themselves, and the numerous
valuable §ind interesting notes, cnitical, biographical, historical, and ex-
planatory, by which they are accompanied, are the grand charms which
will never fail to pleasc. The tune when many of the poems were written,
the place where, the attendant circumstances, the feelings of the Poet,
his own opmion of the pieces, &c. &c. possess a very deep imterest.  T'o
every lover of unsophisticated nature and true geuius, ¢speaally to
those to whom the vernacular language of the !oet 1o famihar, these
volumes come very strongly recommended.”’—Pauwstey Adveptiser,

* To the anncuncement of few publications of the present day has
such a general interest been attached—of few have such high expectatiors
been =0 completely realized.  The present work is one which will not fail
to be acceptable to every lover of our own poet; and we feel confident 1t
will s00on be in the hands of cvery one who adinires his genius and re-
veres his memory. Of the hiterary character of the work, 1t 15 scarcely
necessary to say more, than that ivis worthy of the author-—confessedly
one of the most talented and popular writers of the present day.”’—Perth-
shire Advertiser. .

¢ The second volume of this beautiful and interesting work is before
us; and contains, arranged nearly in the order in which they were written,
the earher productions of the Pgst's muse. Appended to each 192 notice
illustrative of the circumstances under which it was wnitten, or from
which 1t arose. These notes and explanations are often deeply interest-
ing, and stiikingly characteristic of the mind of Burns. We are thrice
happy to find that the illustrations of these really handsome volumes has
been assigned toapother gifted son of Caledonia. And when we add that,
in our opinion, these illustrations are concérved in a spint, and executed
in a style, every way worthy of the descriptions of the poct—and that
the name of D. O. Hill has been worthily associated with those of Robert
Burns gnd Allan Cunningham-—we are aware, when we say all this, that
our meed of praise is very high, yet it ix not beyond the ments of the
artist.—These volumes cannot fail to be popular.”’—Ibid.

o It giv es'us pleasure to find our anticipations of the popularity of this
edition of our national bard's works so fully reahzed; for, considering
the many and excellent editions which have already been published, and
how few there are without one or other of them, the distinguished stc-
cess which the present has met with, indicates as marked a superiority
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wn subatance, as that whieh it incontestably enjoys in gppearance. With
the y volume ¢ es the poetical works of the Bard, which it

brings down, 1n chronological ordey to the "¢ Twa Dogs,” written in
February, 1786, ('unnhhum'u notes on each of the productions contain
much interesting and oniginal information, relative either to the circum-
stances in winch 1t was written, the characters referred to therem, or
some of those wemorabiha concernmg the poet, of which the most
trifling i» yet always acceptable.® The illustrations to the vgjume are by
our town.inan, 111, whose productions have of Jate horne mch,‘;rnt.lfy-
mg evidence tohus rapid progress m this dehghtful art. The fronuspiegg
represents Burns® Monument at Ayr, near which the artist has happily
mtroduced some groups of @ joyful pilgruns,’”” busy celebrating the apo-
theosis of the poct.  The sheteh as a whole is finely conceivag and has
been done great justice to by Graves.'— Perthshue Coneries,

¢ Mr. Cunmungham has entered heart and soul into the undertaking,
and proceeds with hrs task as with a labour of love. Independently of
the great mterest attached to the subject atself, the work, speaking of it
m a merce hterary pomnt of view, surpasses any biography which has ap-
peared for many ycar! Mr. Cunmngham had advantages possessed by
tew. He 1sgp brother poet, a countryman of Burns, and his father
having been a fiiend and neighbour of the Bard, he was personally ae-
quainted with him. He was also an eye-witness of the cxpiession of
public fechng on the announcement of Burns' last 1llness, and was among
those who tollowed him to his early grave. 1n the course of the under—
taking, too, Mr. Cunningham had recourse to some of Burns’ private
letters, unpubbished journals, and manuscript verses; and, having been
barn and spent his early years in Nithsdale, he was acquainted with many
authentic anecdotes, and traits of character collected fiom the poet’s
fricnds,  With matenals such as these, with all the warmth of national
pride and fvehing, umted with a zealous and sympathizing love for the
muse, Mr. Cunmngham has produced a work alike honourable to his own
talents, and satisfactory to the high rased hopes of the countless ad-
nurers of the Northern Bard."—Aberd®n Herald.

‘" The great value of the present work arises not so much from the
quantity of new atter brought under the uotice of the reader, as from
the wonderful capabilities of the writer for the performance of the tash
he has undertaken. A poet hinself, and of course gn enthusiast where
genwine poetry 1s concerned, he entersinto all the feelihgs of our national
Bard with a degree of life and spinit which is truly enchanting. The
book itself is got up in a style of elegance worthy of the great names con-
nected with it, and on that, as well as on other grounds, we can con-
fidently recommend 1t as a work which has got the impress 8 an en-
during character upon it. In short, 1t 1s such a work as we have long
wished to see—a work, the fame of which we foresee will degeend like the
dew of H{ermon on the head of the distinguished Biographer, refreshing
his laurels, and at the same time replenishing the coffers of the enter-
prising publishers.” —Kilmarnock Journal.

¢ Of Mr. Cunmingham’s fitness for the task he has undertaken, no one
can doubt, His Lives of the Most Eminent British Pau¥ers, Sculptors,
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and Architects, apd his Biographical and Ciitical History of the Latera-
ture of the last Fifty Years, stamp him a man of talent and of taste.
e has a mice diserimindtion of haracter—gees 1t all ats hghts and
shades, and handles ns subject with a vigour alid manhness which are at
once persuasive and comvmeing. Many of lus Lives of the Pamnters are
beautitul speennens of composition, and would not suffer 1n comparison
with some of the best eflorts of our greatest hiographer—Johnson.,

¢ The nav 1e of Burns 1s associated with our carhest and happiest recol-
lecttons  Need we wonder, then, that the appearance of this work under
euch fortunate auspices—coming, as 1t does, too, 1 so attractive a forn,
and from the pen of one whose gemius and w hievements are so similar to
those of the Ayralure Poct—should have awakened om sympathies and
roused o, feelings towards him

¢ Who shone eccentrie as a comet’s biaze

“« This volume has been handsomely got up, and the embellishments
do credit to the artists einployed  The portiant 1s excecdmgly spinted,
and 15 said to be a very accurate likeness of the poet,  The vignette has
also clanns to our consideration, as bemg a repreentation of the birth-

place of Burns.”—Greenock Intelligencer. .

"

¢ The promise which the first volume held out that the reading
public would possess, m this (opy, the most complete and best 1llus-
trated edition of the wnitings of the National Bard, seems i a fair way
of bemg reabized, Judgng ficm the paums bestowed by the labotious
editor on the secoud voluire, im his entical annotations upon the poetical
productions which it embraces, and m the collection of anccdotes m
reference to the cncumstances under which many of them were com-
posed, or to the 1cal history of wdividuals who figure prommently m
them. All these ancedotes, of course, are not new; but ¢ven m those
which aie famihar to us, the annotator has mfused so much of that
Kindred spirit with which he regards every thiug conmected with Burns,
that they wear all the freshness of novelty,  To the English: eader, we
may add, they must be pcculiarly valuable, by leading hun to a more
definite and just appreciation of the poems they illustrate, than un-
assisted he could hope for."—Gieenack ddeer tiser,

«¢ The work 15 beantiful, and the enibellishinents of a Ingh order. Mr.
Cunninghain has availled himsell” of the fendship of first-1ate artists,
to work up the pogu‘ul to hus own very vivid remeinbrance of the Bard,
the accuracy of which will be acknowledged by all, still ahive, who had
the honour of us acquauntance. We can have no doubt that the mtrinsic
beauty of Mr. Cunnmgham’s edition of Burns will mmamtam forita high
rank anfong the illustrated works of the moderns,”'—Glasgoro Cowreer,

<« The first volume of the new cdition of Burns has just inade its ap-
pearance, cohtaining the life by Allan Cunningham. Ii 15 exceedingly
interesting, and contains, along with much original matter, a very just
appreciation of Burns’ character.  None could be better fitted for the
task of writing the Lifc of Burns than Cunningham. Ilnnself a self-
taught genius ;upd poet, sprung from the same rank of hfe, It is written
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in a most agrecable style, totally free from affect®’ion. The volume
contams a fine portrait and vignette."—Fidinhgrgh Weekly Chronecle.

¢ Cunningham has d~c good service to the memory of his song-in-
spired countryman by the publication of the memors wlhuch comprise
the first volume of this new and cloganf edion of his works. We can-
not, therefore, refiam toom recomimending 1t —Neewea stle Courant.

[

«r The hife and character of Burns come 1anre mutably fim Cunbing-
ham than from any other of the wisters who preceded i on so mte-
1eotung a subject."—RBath Guardian. L

«« The first volume s a®most mteresting one, contaming the life of
Burns, by Allan Cunmingham.  There 1» somethmg of morcghan o1da-
nary mterest m the mere association of the two nunes—both Scotchien,
both national and Jyne poets--and the ographer pecubarly and emi-
nently fitted to perforin the <o oiten attempled task of doing stice to
the illustrious, bighly-gifted, but cccentric and anhappy Bawd"—Hir-
mingham Jowrnal.

L« Mr, Cunnmghahas produced a aghly interesting voluwe, and has
COllected, with preaggndustry, alarge mass of anecdotes and facts that
Must be aceeptable to the adnnims of Buins,—that 1s, to all who admire
the pure and true poetty of Natute's tpsprratton. We have only to add
that the cmbelbshiments, by Nasiyth and Stothard, are excellent.”-—
Brighton Gatette.

¢ A complete edition of Burn's poetieal works, with an interesting hfe
of the Poct. by Allaie Cuniipngham, and published at a cheap rate
monthly vohumes, wall mect, we are well aware, with a very laige sale.
The perusal of Burns' life will walisfy every one that his biographer has
done full justice to his mateptals > —Couibn id e Chroneele,

€ Mr. Cunmingham has evidently labowred con amo, 0 on the biography
of his countrvman. e has the merit of making a vivid arrangemeat of
facts. "Tife Works mic entitled to be guiked under the head of ¢ Cheap
Laterature,’ for they arc not only low m price but are worth purchasmg
frowm the value of their contents, and the tasteful form mm whach they are
presented to the pubhc, = -Ildl tdvertiser,

¢ This is as 1t should be.  Theie s something similar both n the out-
lime of hife, and 1 the gentus, of both the Kditor aiM the Poet. The
biography of Burus is at once a fine prece of witting.,  Very great indus-
try wndeed has been employed i collecunys the mateuals {gr this hfe, and
still greater talent m the cnployment of them.  This cdition must be-
come a hbrary huok. We say tlus dictatorruly,  We need nod® recom-
mend a work that all will he cager (0 possess, and which all are so com-
petent to enjoy.” —Mcetropolitun Magazine. .



WORKS

PUBLISHED BY

COCGHRANE AND M‘CRONE.

DEDILATLED, BY SPECIAL PERMISSION, TO THE KING,

THE FIRST COMPLETE HISTORY OFF THE
BRITISH COLONIES.
Under the Patronage end Sanction of the Hon. Fast India Compuny and the
Worshipful Masters of the Tronity :"'(uw(-.

Just published, Vol. 1., demy 8vo., illustrated with Maps gnd Statistical
Tables, of

THE COLONIES OF
THE BRITISH EMPIRE,
CONTAINING
POSSESSIONS IN ASIA.
By R. MONTGOMERY MARTIN, Esq.,

MEMBER OF TIIE ASIATIC SOCIETY OF BENGAL, &c &e.

PLAN OF THF WORK:
Vor. I.—ASIA : comprising Bengal, Madras, Bombay,

Ceylon, Penang, Malacca, Smcapore, &c.
Vor.IL--WEAST INDIES : Jamaica, Barbadoes, Trini.
dad, St.Vincent’s, (srenada, Antigua, St.Lucia, St. Kitts,
Tobago, Tortola, emerara, Esscquibo, Berbice, Ba-
* hamas, Bermudas, &ec.
Vor. ML—NORTH AMERICA : Canadas, I.ower and
Upper—Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, Cape Breton,
Prince Fdward’s ]sland, Ncwfoundland, Honduras,
Hudson’s Bay, &c.
Vor. IV.—AFRICA and AUSTRALASIA, &c.: Cape
of Good 1Tope, Maurnitius, Seychelle, New South Wales,
Van Dieman’s Land, Swan River, Falkland 1sles, Sierra
¢ Leone, Gambia, St. Helena, Ascension, &c,
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Vor. V.-- KUROPE : Gibraltar, Malta, (bozo, Corfu, Ce-
phaloma, Zante, Cergo, g&c., Hehgoland, Jersey,
Guen\q, Man, &3

With the last Volume will be given_a large and complete Statistical
Chart of the whole of the ('olonies : a succinct Description of the Co-
fonial Pohcy of Ancient and Modern States ; and an Appendix contaming
several commercial and financfl documents relauve to _she past and
present state of onr transfharine dommions.

(Each Volume wijl form a complete Work in itself.)

« This is a work of great research, well and ably written, clear and
lucid o its arrangement, and correct 1 the statements which 1t em-
bodies. Toa great extent, too, it may be consuidered a desideratum,
filling up as 1t does 4 blank in the hiterature of the country. It contains
avast fund of mfongption, and Jf extended m the same spint and style
to the other colomey, as we believe is intended to be the case, the whole
series will fofh an adimirable lilwary work of refercnce.”’—Giobe,

«¢ An claborate work full of tables of every description calculated to
Mustrate the wealth, produce, military resources, and trade of these
extenstve and 1mportant possessions, and systematically and lucidly
arranged »0 as to give at once a cownplete view of our colonies; who-
ever wants to get information on our Asiatic possessions will make Mr.
Martin’s work thewr Manual."—Cowvrier.

« One of the most important worhs that has of late years issued from
the press” —Nwoal und Military Gazette,

« Mr. Montgomery Martm has produced a history as creditable to
himself, a1t will undoubtedly prove advantageous to the commerce of
the country and the prospenty of the people.—That his labours may
be crownell with success, nust be the gyish of all who seek the prospe-
rity of therr country.—The history of the Britirh colonies 18 indeed
well worthy the patronage of the monarch to whom it 1s dedicated, 1t
embraces not only the history of the magnificent possessious of England
in the East, but alvo every feature, topographical, commercial, and sta-
ustical, dernved from offical documents and from higherto unpublished
documents furnished to the author by the East India House.—~This
work should be i the hands of every merchant and member of Parlia-
ment, of every philanthropist, whose heart vibrates fofthe welfare of
100,000,000 Buitish subjects.—$Sun. °

¢ It 55 hughly honourable to his Majesty as the ¢ sovercign of the
greatest colomal cmpire in the world,” that he should have accorded to
Mr. Martin his gracious permission to inscribe to him the fifst history of
that empire. Aund we cordially congratulate the author on this distin-
guishing mark of royal favour. The history of the British colonies
teems with mformation, the most diversified and valuable information
in every page, written with a noble, generous, patnotic, proud, and lofty
spirit.”—Court Journal. -
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¢ The lirst volufue of this splendid production of talent, as yaried as
1115 replete with unweanes industry, treats of the British possessions in
Asia, compnising the history, commé®ce, finand%s productions, monetary
system, state of rehigion and of the press, wifu a mass of statistical,
geograplucal, scientific, and other details upou our Thndustans ternto-
ries and dependent possesstons, accompanied  with valuable notices
about they imtercommercial relations wth the Chinese empne, Tt is, in
fact, a work¥nt very high ment, and cmbodging a fund of infoimation
indispessable alike to the statestan, the |(‘};l§|(lt(n‘, the i erchant, mianu-
facturer, and frader m every class, as well as the general reader. We do
not think that for many years past, 2 work of more utility and mstruc-
tion has m~ucd from the tertile press.” — Gvardin and Public Ledser,

Mr. Mathin possesses eminent quahfications for the task he hos under-
tahen,— he has not inerely a taste but a passion for statisties s a <heec of’
figures 15 to hou as delightful as a landscape of Claude's to 4 virtuosa,
and he forins tables with as much facihity as if Babbage's calculating
engime formed part of his mental machmary.  Conncciad (o many
years with the colonies, he has acqured a thoroush hnowladge of celo-
nual and conucraal policy—an economint of nd wean order, e has
arranged and digested that knowledge so as to. ™ad i feimation and
gurdance for the futine. Abote al), nnbuced with the parent principles of
phifanthropy, his aim, m all lus publications, has been to pomt out the
best means for incrcasing the amount of human happme=s.”  Athevda o,

¢ A work of extraordmary industry and great atility. Mr AMabln
exhilnts a very rare talent for grasping eatensive subjects, foo sezig
with raprdity upon therr divangushn g features, and for colleeting eva-
dences and 1hustraions to stengthen and duminate his worl'” - 1tfus,

¢ Mr. Maitin's fitst volumme will mahe a text book for aftcr, a< it s an
ornament to the preseat time. In jact, it 15 a complete digest of a1l that
is necessary to be known on a sabycet of Such pmamount mtereat. A
standard wotk upon the vast mecrests that are so essential to the very
existence of the empire, has long been wanting. The ¢ Hisjory of the
British Colomies’ bids fair to ass”.me the vacant mche in the hteratue of
the country.”—Metropolitur. Mag,

THE AUTO-BIOGRAPILY OF
JOIIN GALT, ESAQ,

1
AUTHOR OF ““ TIE AVRSHIRE LEGATEES,” * LAWRIE
TODD,” EIC.

¢« [ WILL A ROUND UNVARNISH'D TALK DELIVER."

In Two Volumes, Qctavo, with superb Original Portrait, by
Joun lrving, EsQ.  On Steel, by RoBLrT GRAVES. 245,
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NEW RUSSIAN HISTORIGAL NOVEL.
[ ]

THE YOUNG MUSCOVITE;

OR, THE TOLES IN RUSSIA:
FDITED BY

Carrary IFrepenrie (Caamier, R.N., & <o
Author of ¢ The Life ot a Sailor.”

It Three Vols., post 8vo.

sCThias avery cartous and smusme Work, full of ammated pictures
of Rusaen mwmers, _Not only is the story mteresting, hnt many volumes
of travels will nnt qt“~ so aceurate an wdea of Nussia as the hively pic-
tures of natgd helds and foehmgs in wihneh tlas Work abounds.  The
Y owner Museorte 1s a weleome aud mteresting stranger.’ —Lit. Gaz.

¢ Theowmaoduection, mour candid epinon, possesses svificient went to
entitle 1l to a vary recpectable plice among the fictinons hiteratuie of
modern Lnrope'--Fosmen Quarterly Receere,

s CThe great value of this work conqists o introducing us to a great
1ange of seenes; and, i presenting to us almost every vanety of rank
and class, 1t gnes us, arded by excellent and 1Hustrative notes, a very
stribinyg and hively picture ot the habiis and manners, national and
domestic, of a people with swpoin we ae far from bemg famuliar,”’—
Athenaum.

« An cgtiaordinary degree of mferest 15 attached to this work,—
Throurhout the whole of the narra¥ve the costume iy strictly pre-
served: the ideas, seniunents, characters, and madents are all Russtans
and we feel, whale peyisivg these spimt-sintiing vohnmes, that we are in
a new cowrtry, st a new people,  The Uerome, Anastasia, 18 as
sweet a crcalion as ool emanated fiom the soul of a poet."—Count
Journnt »

« We know of nonovel from which we can gain <o complete a know-
ledge of the state of u aan soddcty, previous to theaergn of the Czar
Peter, as we hve fowad < The Young Musconvite;” iudependently of
which, 1t ha, other advantages to yeconmend it to the attentioff of the
1eader—a good uf ny v U told, ustonesl inadents admarably illustrated,
and novelty in many « € the charactars mtrodoced.  “Phe-e solumes con-
tam pas agce for the grave and the gay, but the hummous predominates
over the serioud. The English reader ought to be much indebted to
Captarn Cham ¢r £ the mfomatzon and amusement which he has
mfusedanto iy poges.” = Yo g Post.
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THE NGW EA. TERN HISTORICAL NOVEL.
A U R U N G Z,E B E;
OR, A TALE OF ALR:\S&]ID.

In Three Volumes, post 8vo. 27s. boards.

« The desgriptions of Indian scenery in this work are new, striking,
ard hlghl_v]&,‘,uremlue: and though I havd read a great many hooks
upon Hindostan, I never had a prcture of a Mogul camp, army, and
march before my eyes till  rcad * Aurungzebe,” Some of the characters
are remarkably good: and Buccas, the Fakié\, is, without exception, the
most origyral and extraordinary conception I ever met with.  Many of
the «cenes and incidents, especially the thght upon the uver and the
death of the magician, carried me entirely away.,"—The Author of
« Racheleen,”

MR. GALT'S LAST NEW \‘v})_[}l(.

o

STORIES OF TIHHE STUDY.

BY TIFE AUTHOR O1'  ANNALS OF THE FARISH,”
Y EBEN CRSKINE,” &c. &c.
In Three Velumes, post 8vo.

« ("ontents :—The Lutherans, a Tale of the Reforination.—The Dean
of Guild,— The Black Pirate.- -A Greenwich Pensioner.— The Lum-
herer.—Bailie Daidles’ Jaunt to tircece.—The Craniologists.—The Horos-
cope,~—Heron (Gleme.~-The Stage Coach, &c.

s ¢« The Dean of Guikl’ and ¢ T'He Jaunt ? are in the author's best wan-
ner, and have given us the same sort of pleasure we received 1 reading
< "I'he Provost’ and ¢ ‘I'he Annals of the Pansh.' "=~ Eranner,

«« These tales bear evidence of deep thought and philosopluc reflec-
tion, ¢ ‘The Luthgrans’ 1s a tale of ntense interest."-—Sunday V'imes.

«< We can honestly recommend these stories, as being a more agreeable
collection than has latterly been iwssued from the press.  The author
displays equal €xcellence in the pathetic and humorous.” —dtlus.

.

o Thé ¢ Greenwich Pensioner’ and the * Dean of Guild’ remind us of
old times. There are scattered through the work deep observations—
happy thoughts, happily expressed—and frequent touches of truth and
humour.”"--Spectatar,

¢ Altogether a very entertaining work."—Laterary Gusette,

¢ The work will be welcome to many a fire-side.” —Atheneawm.
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Just pubhshed, m small 8vo., cloth, pris 9., uniform with the
ALDINE PorTh.

THE LIFE AND POEMS

OF

DRUMMOND OF INAWTHORNDE M

Collated and carefully revised, with many Additional P&ms, pub-
Iished from the original MSS. m the possession of Lhe Society of Anti-
quaries, Edinburgh By PETER CUNNINGHAM.

** A delightful volume, full of the sweet gems of song. We congratu-
late Mr, Cunminghan on his iterary défut, and hope soon to mcet him
n some other cqm\]lvucceahful cffort.” —Literary Gazette,

** Thisis sqvolcowltlle volume, for the poems of Drummond were
scarce, though worthy to be preserved. We refer our readers to the
graceful lttle volume itself.”’—Atheneum,

« This new edition of the poetical works of Drummond will be wel-
come to many people '—True Sun,

«¢ Mr. Cunmingham has done good seivice to the republic of letters in
producmg this book,—the Itfe 14 very well written "—Metropolitan Mug,

¢« Mr. Cunnimgham has successfully vindicated Drummuond’s memory
trom the aspersions of Mr. G.lﬂ‘nrd."-( obbete’s Magrizine.

¢ An edition of Drummond was much wanted; Mr. Cunningham s
volumne bll‘l[lll(‘\ the want.”" -Seots Temes.

‘ Druminond’s poems were very sca®e; thus hittle volume comes at a
right tune.” —Atlua.

¢ An elegant volume, containing a gallery of pictures.”—Toren,

“ To the lovers ofe poetry this volume is an acquisition.” —Morning

< Drummond deserves to be widely read. We cordially recommend
(his volume,”'—Conrt Magazine, [

« A reprint of the works of Drunimond 1s a service to Iiteratung which
the lovers of poetry will certainly hatl with no stinted welcome.  Elegance
and tenderness are the best, as they aic mmdeed the highest, of Drun-
mond's characteristics, In grace and gentle feeling he has fow equals.-
We may safely congratulate Mr. Cunnmgham on the commencement of
his carcer in literature,” —New Montily Magazine.
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