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PREFACE. 

The present Edition of the Works of Burns was undertaken with the view of presenting the Public with a Collection more extensively formed, more copiously illustrated, and less expensive in the purchase, than any that has yet appealed. 
In comparing it with others, it will be found to possess several advantages. 
I. It contains an Essay on the Life, Genius, and Character of the Author, in which the vicissitudes of his fortune are recorded, and his memory defended against the malignity of hypocrisy and envy. 
II. A new and complete Analysis (in the Table of Contents) of his Letters to several Persons, to Clarinda, and to George Thomson. 
III. The whole of his genuine suppressed Poems and Letters. These spirited and happy effusions, so replete with irony and satire, with fire and tenderness, have hitherto appeared only in pamphlets or temporary publications. 
IV. A correct and authentic Text, in the preparation and super- intendence of which, recourse has been had to the earliest copies, so as to unite fullness with accuracy, and to furnish a standard Exemplar of a standard Work. 
V. An Appendix, chiefly poetical, illustrative of several Passages in his Writings. 
Of an Edition thus augmented and improved, it is not necessary to say more. Should its utility be acknowledged, the Editor will consider his exertions sufficiently rewarded. 
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LIFE, GENIUS, AND 
them when we enter into the considera- tion of his genius and character. Let us attend, in the meantime, to the mournful vicissitudes of his life, and the singular asperities of his fortune. 

Robert Burns was born on the 2Sth of January 1759, in a smart cottage near the banks of the Doon, about two miles from Ayr. The chief incidents of his life are related by himself in a letter to Dr. 

racteristic. We shall therefore copy bis language and his sentiments; and add, from other sources, the progress and ter- mination of his career. <e For some months past,” says he, “ I have been rambling over the country; but I am now confined with some lingering complaints, originating, as I take it, in the stomach. To divert my spirits in this miserable fog of ennui, I have taken a whim to give you a history of myself. My name has made some little noise in this country? you have done me the :o interest yourself very warmly 

winter, I got acquainted in the Herald’s 

tny own expense; n, whose character, ex- cept in the trifling affair of wisdom, I sometimes think I resemble—I have, I 
frequently shaken hands with their in- toxicating friendship............... 

“ After you have perused these pages, should you think them trifling and im- pertinent, I only beg leave to tell you. 

les, purpure, argent, &c. quite dis- 
“ My father was of the north of Scot- land, the son of a farmer, who rented lands of the noble Keiths of Marischal, and had the honour of sharing their fate. I do not use the word honour with any reference to political principles. Loyal and disloyal, I take to be merely relative 

court, known in this country by the name of Club-law, where the right is always 
famy, for what they sincerely believe to be the cause of their God, or their king, are, as Mark Antony says, in Shakspeare, of Brutus and Cassius, honourable men. 
threw my father upon the world at large. 
sojournings h and experience, to which I am indebted for mosc of my little pretensions to wisdom. I have met with few who understood men, their manners, and their ways, equal to him ; but stubborn, ungainly integrity, 
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Taylor's Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, A Select Collection of English Songs, 

been my highest enjoyment- My father In my seventeenth year, to give my 
accountable antipathy against these meet- 

the horrors of a jail by a consumption, j 

eventful. I was, at the beginning of this period, perhaps the most ungainly, awk- ** The great misfortune of «r.y life 
some stirrings of ambition, but they were the blind gropings of Homer’s Cyclop 
petual labour. The only two openings l 
tune, was the gate of niggardly economy, or the path of little chicaning bargain- 
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suspension of his labours greatly alarmed Mr. Thomson; for he had already re- ceived seventy of his exquisite lyrics gra- tuitously. “ Am I never,” said he, “ to hear from you again ? I know and I la- ment how much you have been afflicted of late; but 1 trust that returning health 

still about a dox.en Scotch and Irish airs that I wish ‘ married to immortal verse.* ” 

shook, and his voice faltered on any ex- ertion or emotion. His pulse became weaker and more rapid, and pain in the larger joints, and in the hands and feet, deprived him of the enjoyment of re- freshing sleep. 
In this distressing situation, he em- 

his friends, not to inform them of his 
he must shortly die. But Burns had no friends. Although his illness, his poverty, and his wants were generally known, no 

evil spirit,’1' and whom he had uniformly 
wards took place between them, which ended 

   •. At last, she ceased to : 
silence previous to his death, requires con- 

treated with filial tenderness, deserted him in his hour of need. “ Alas! Ma- dam,” said he, in writing to her a third time, without receiving an answer, ** I have lately drunk deep of the cup of af- fliction. I can ill afford at this time to be deprived of any of the small remnant of my pleasures. What sin of ignorance I 

Thomson,” said he, “ I fear it will be some time ere 1 tune my lyre again. ‘ By Babel’s streams I have sat and wept,* al- most ever since I wrote you last. 1 have 

and open them without hope. 1 look on the vernal day, and say with poor Fer- 

This moving picture of suffering made no impression on Mr. Thomson. A ge- 
vious debt of gratitude, would have delighted to solace his sinking spirits, 
the blessing of him that was ready to perish. But this man, -though over- whelmed with a load of obligation, felt 
and a hope that he would “ then see the 
care of a life so valuable to his family, to 
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MEMOIRS 

LIFE AND WRITINGS OF BURNS, 
BY HIS BROTHER GILBERT. 



At the period of the death of Burns, his brother Gilbert was ignorant of the existence of the Letter to Dr. Moore, inserted in the preceding Essay. Having been applied to by Mrs. Dunlop for some memoirs of his brother, he complied with her request in a letter, from which the following narrative is chiefly extracted. It will serve not merely to illustrate, but to authenticate the sketch of the poet’s life written by himself. 
It may gratify curiosity to know some particulars of the history of some of the poems of Burns; and with this view the subsequent extract is made from a letter of his brother to Dr. Currie. 
These two documents are interesting as memorials of what diffi- culties genius can encounter and overcome, in emerging from obscurity. Burns did not, like men of genius born under happier auspipes, retire, in the moment of inspiration, to the silence and solitude of his study, and commit his verses to paper as they ar- ranged themselves in his mind. Fortune did not afford him this indulgence. It was during the toils of daily labour that his fancy exerted itself. The muses, as he himself informs us, found him at the plough. In this situation, it was necessary to fix his verses on his memory, and it was often many days, nay, weeks, after a poem was finished, before it was written down. During all this time, by frequent repetition, the association between the thought and the expression was confirmed; and the impartiality of taste with which written language is reviewed and retouched after it has faded on the memory, could not in such instances be exerted. The original manuscripts of many of his poems are preserved, and they differ in nothing material from the last edition printed under his own superintendence. 
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great variety in it, lent him The Life of Hannibal, which was the first book he read (the school-book excepted), and 

peared so shattered, that my mother, 

own dwelling was adjusted.” 
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POEMS OF BURNS, 
IN EIGHT BOOKS. 





PREFACE 

THE FIRST EDITION. 

The following trifles are not the production of the Poet, who, with all the advantages of learned art, and, perhaps, amid the elegancies and idleness of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, with an eye to Theocritus or Virgil. To the author of this, these and other celebrated names, their countrymen, are, at least in their original language, “ a fountain shut up and a book sealed.” Unacquainted with the necessary requisites for commencing Poet by rule, he sings the sentiments and manners, he felt and saw in himself, and his rustic compeers around him, in his and their native language. Though a rhymer from his earliest years, at least from the earliest impulses of the softer passions, it was not till very lately that the applause, per- haps the partiality, of friendship, awakened his vanity so far as to make him think any thing of his worth showing: and none of the fol- lowing works were composed with a view to the press. To amuse himself with the little creations of his own fancy, amid the toils and fatigues of a laborious life; to transcribe the various feelings, the loves, the griefs, the hopes, the fears, in his own breast; to find some kind of counterpoise to the struggles of a world, always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the poetical mind—these were his motives for courting the Muses, and in these he found Poetry to be its own reward. 
Now that he appears in the public character of an author, he does it with fear and trembling. So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even he, an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast at the thought of being branded as—an impertinent blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world; and, because he can make a shift to jingle a few doggerel 



60 PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 
Scotch rhymes together, looking upon himself as a Poet of no small consequence, forsooth! 

It is an observation of that celebrated Poet, Shenstone, whose divine Elegies do honour to our language, our nation, and our species, that, " Humility has depressed many’a genius to a hermit, but never raised one to fame 1” If any critic catches at the word genius, the author tells him once for all, that he certainly looks upon himself as possessed of some poetic abilities, otherwise his publishing in the manner he has done, would be a manoeuvre below the worst character, which he hopes his worst enemy will ever give him. But to the genius of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawnings of the poor unfortunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaffected sincerity, declares, that even in his highest pulse of vanity, he has not the most distant pretensions. These two j ustly admired Scotch Poets he has often had in his eye in the following pieces; but rather with a view to kindle at their flame than for servile 

To his Subscribers the Author returns his most sincere thanks; not the mercenary bow over a counter, but the heart-throbbing gra- titude of the Bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence and friendship, for gratifying him, if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom—to be distinguished. He begs his readers, par- ticularly the learned and the polite, who may honour him with a perusal, that they will make every allowance for education and circumstances of life; but if after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall stand convicted of dullness and nonsense, let him be done by, as he would in that case do by others—let him be condemned, without mercy, to contempt and oblivion. 



DEDICATION 

THE SECOND EDITION, 

THE NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN OF THE CALEDONIAN HUNT. 

A Scottish Babd, proud of the name, and whose highest ambition is to sing in his Country’s service—where shall he so properly look for patronage as to the illustrious names of his native land—those who bear the honours and inherit the virtues of their ancestors ? The Poetic Genius of my Country found me, as the prophetic Bard Elijah did Elisha, at the Plough ; and threw her inspiring Mantle over me. She bade me sing the loves, the joys, the rural scenes and rural plea- sures of my native soil, in my native tongue: I tuned my wild, artless notes, as she inspired. She whispered me to come to this ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my Songs under your honoured pro- tection : I now obey her dictates. 
Though much indebted to your goodness, I do not approach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in the usual style of dedication, to thank you for past favours. That path is so hackneyed by prostituted learning, tl.at honest rusticity is ashamed of it. Nor do I present this Address with the venal soul of a servile Author, looking for a continuation of those favours. I was bred to the plough, and am independent. I come to claim the common Scottish name with you, my illustrious country- men ; and to tell the world that I glory in the title. I come to con- gratulate my Country, that the blood of her ancient Heroes still runs uncontaminated; and that from your courage, knowledge, and public 



DEDICATION OF THE SECOND EDITION. 
spirit, she may expect protection, wealth, and liberty. In the last place, I come to proffer my warmest wishes to the Great Fountain of Honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for your welfare and happiness. 

When yougo forth to waken the Echoes, in the ancient and favourite amusement of your Forefathers, may pleasure ever be of your party; and may social joy await your return 1 When harassed in courts or camps with the jostling of bad men and bad measures, may the honest consciousness of injured Worth attend your return to your native seats 1 and may domestic happiness, with a smiling welcome, meet you at your gates! May Corruption shrink at your kindling, indignant glance; and may Tyranny in the Ruler, and Licentiousness in the People, equalljr find in you an inexorable foe I 
I have the honour to be, 

With the sincerest gratitude, and highest respect, 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Your most devoted, humble servant, 
Robert Borns. 
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LETTERS OF BURNS 

SEVERAL PERSONS. 



, Of the following Letters of Barns, a considerable number were trans- mitted for publication by the individuals to whom they were addressed; but very few have been printed entire. It will easily be believed, that in a series of letters written without the least view to publication, various passages were found unfit for the press, from different considerations. It will also be readily supposed, that the Author, writing nearly at the same time, and under the same feelings, to different individuals, would sometimes fall into the same train of sentiment and forms of expression. To avoid, therefore, the tediousness of such repetitions, it has been found necessary to mutilate many of the individual letters, and sometimes to exscind p arts of great delicacy—the unbridled effusions of panegyric and regard. But though many are printed from originals thus supplied, others are copied from first draughts, or sketches, found among the papers of the Author. 
Burns appears at one time to have formed an intention of making a collection of his letters for the amusement of a friend. Accordingly he copied an inconsiderable number of them into a book, which he presented to Robert Riddell of Glenriddell, Esq. Among these was the account of his life, addressed to Dr. Moore. In transcribing from his imperfect sketches, he occasionally enlarged his observations, and altered his expressions. In such instances his emendations have been adopted.—CuaaiE. 

In the present Edition the mutilated passages of some of the letters have been restored. A valuable collection has also been interspersed, of the existence of which Dr. Currie was altogether ignorant. Among them will be found some of the finest that Burns ever wrote. 
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powers and feelings which compose magnanimous mind, do not deny me 1 petition.* I owe much to your lordship 

your lordship’s, than which I can say 

are flattering to my pride: be jealous of the purity o attachment where I was u tronageof one of Ihe much-favoured son of fortune. 
Almost every poet has celebrated patrons, particularly when they w< names dear to fame, and illustrious their country. Allow me, then, my lor if you think the verses have intrins merit, to tell the world how much I ha the honour to be. 

Your lordship touches the darling chord of my heart, v my muse at Scottish story an scenes. I wish for nothing m< make a leisurely pilgrimage through my native country ; to sit and muse on those 
donia, rejoicing, saw her bloody lion borne through broken ranks to victory and fame; and, catching the inspiration, to 

and pronounces these emphatic words— 
“ I, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence. Friend, 1 do not come to open the ill- closed wounds of your follies and mis- fortunes, merely to give you pain. I wish 

you the straight way to wealth and cha- racter, with audacious effrontery, you have zig-zagged across the path, con- 

on the wing for the we: | of the Atlantic, not to make 

this request; nor were the verses alluded to 

of your forefathers, will you follow these Will-o’-Wisp meteors of fancy and whim, till they bring you once more to the brink of ruin ? I grant that the utmost ground you can occupy is but half a step from the veriest poverty; but still it is half a step from it. If all that I can urge be inef- fectual, let her who seldom calls to you in vain—-let the call of Pride prevail with 
iron grip of ruthless oppression—you 
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eyed me askance) since I returned home, 
gether with my species. I have bought a pocket Milton, which 1 carry perpetually 

“ through good report and bad report,”— the love which Solomon emphatically says is strong as death.” My compli. 
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but graceful eccentricity of their motions, 
this with respect to a certain passion 

pleasure, nor take away” I hope; and which will outlast the heavens and the earth. 

I have been at Dumfries} and at one visit more shall be decided about a farm in that country. I am rather hopeless in it; but as my brother is an excellent farmer, and is, besides, an exceedingly prudent, sober man, (qualities which are 

ship with him, and, at our leisure, take another farm in the neighbourhood. I assure you I look for high compliments from you and Charlotte on this very sage instance of my unfathomable, incompre- hensible wisdom. Talking of Charlotte, 1 must tell her that I have, to the best of my power, paid her a poetic compli. ment, now completed. The air is ad- mirable—true old Highland. It was the 
was so charmed with it that I begged her 
for it had never been set before. I am fixed it shall go in Johnson’s next num- 
ing me. I will not say the poetry is first- rate ; though 1 am convinced it is very well; and, what is not always the case with compliments to ladies, it is not only sincere but just. 

the Devon.’'—See p. 21 of " The Banks of 

God, I will give credit for any degree of excellence the sex are capable of attain- ing, it is impossible you can go on to 
who, Shenstone says, retire because they have made a good speech, I shall, after a few letters, hear no more of you. I insist that you shall write whatever comes first. What you see, what you read, what you hear, what you admire, what you dislike, trifles, bagatelles, nonsense; or, to fill :orner, e’en put down a laugh at 
hints about flattery. I leave that to your , if you have, or shall have any ; 

sary appendage to female bliss, a lover. 
resting places for my soul in her wander- ings through the weary, thorny, wilder- ness of this world. God knows I am ill-fitted for the struggle. I glory in being a poet, and I want to be thought a wise man. I would fondly be generous, and I wish to be rich. After all, I am 
ne’er-do-weel.” 

Afternoon —To close the melanc reflections at the end of last shee shall just add a piece of devotion, c 
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assistance.41 An engraver in this has set about collecting and publishing all the Scotch Songs, with the Music, can be found. Songs in the English lan- guage, if by Scotchmen, are admitted} but the Music must all be Scotch. Beattie and Blacklock are lending a hand, and the first musician in town presides over that department. I have been ab- solutely crazed about it, collecting 0I4 

me know where the editions of these pieces may be found, as you would 
taking, as send any Songs, of your own 
among the other authors, ** Nillje, •will ye.” One half of Scotland already give your songs to other authors. Paper 
the better, as I leave Edinburgh in a fort- night or three weeks. I am, with the warmest sincerity. 

IS MARGARET CHALMERS. 

with a bruised limb extended on a cushion ; 

cause of the first, the lightest evil: misfortune, bodily con- stitution, hell, and myself, have formed a “ quadruple alliance” to guarantee the other. I got my fall on Saturday, and am getting slowly better. 
Bible, and have got through the five books and half way in Joshua. It is really a glorious book. I sent for my book-binder to-day, and ordered him to ! get me an octavo Bible in sheets, the best id print in town; and bind it ! with all the elegance of his craft. 

I would give my best song to my worst 
have you and Charlotte by me. You are angelic creatures, and would pour oil and wine into my wounded spirit. 

I inclose a proof copy of “ The Banks of the Devon,” which present, with my best wishes, to Charlotte. “ The Ochil Hills,” you shall probably have next week for yourself. None of your fine speeches! 

of the 17th current, wl answer to yours :h is not yet cold atmosphere of my soul is vastly clearer than when 1 wrote you last. For the first time, yesterday 1 crossed the room on crutches. It would ir heart good to see my hardship, my poetic, but on my oaken stilts; throwing my best leg with an air! and with as much hilarity in my gait and | countenance, as a May frog leaping across 
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dependence of mind; to cultivate intimacy 

How like you my philosophy ? Give 

mind properly into the routine. But you 



LETTERS OF BURNS 
e, but to make 

:r, the happiest of lives when a man can live by it. In this case I shall not stay in Edinburgh above a week. I set 
Kilmarnock, sums owing me for my first edition, Galston and Newmills; and I shall set off so early as to dispatch my business, and reach Glasgow by night. When I re- 

te kind of acknowledgment 
some credit and comfort at home, there was not any friendship or friendly cor- respondence that promised me more plea- sure than yours; I hope I will not be 

agreed, that life js the whole. The close of life a reasoning eye, is, 

n has nothing to fear. If we lie down in the grave, the whole man a piece of broken machinery, to moulder with the clods of the valley— be it so—at least there is an end of pain, 

n, perhaps al- 
fellow-creatures—even granting that he 

These, my worthy friend, are my ideas; and I know they are not far different from yours. It becomes a man of sense to think for himself—particularly in a are equally interested. 

little wit I have, I do confess; but I have taxed my recollection to no purpose to 
great deal worse than 1 do the devil; at least, as Milton describes him; and though I may be rascally enough to be some- times guilty of it myself, I cannot endure it in others. You, my honoured friend, 
are sure of being respectable—you can afford to pass by an occasion to display your wit, because you may depend for fame on your sense; or, if you choose to 
gratitude of many and the esteem of all; 
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Mauchlinc, March 81, 1788. Yesterday, my dear Sir, as I was riding 
mulrs, between Galloway and Ayrshire, it being Sunday, I turned my thoughts to 
coming at length in my head, I tried these words to it. You will see that the first part of the tune must be repeated. 

I am tolerably pleased with these verses, but as I have only a sketch of the tune, 1 leave it with you to try if they suit the measure of the music. 

prose-wench that ever picked cinders, or followed a tinker. When I am fairly got into the routine of business, I shall trouble you with a longer epistle; perhaps 
the present, the world sits such a load on my mind, that it has effaced almost every trace of the in me. 

Strange! how apt we are to ind prejudices in our judgments of one other! Even I, who pique myself on 
proud of my character as 

good deal progressive in mon grand but, the sober science of 
for which, were I viva voce with you to paint the situation and recount the cir- 

Now for that wayward, unfortunate thing, myself. I have broke measures with ; and last week I wrote him a frosty, keen letter. He replied in terms of chastisement, and promised me upon 
in Monday ; but this is Tuesday, 

fool!—the sport, the miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypochondriac ima- gination, agonizing sensibility, and bed- 
' I wish that I w« 

TO MISS MARGARET CHALMERS. 
I am indebted to you and Miss Nim- mo for letting me know Miss Kennedy. 

I had lately “ a hairbreadth ’scape in the imminent deadly breach” of love too. Thank my stars, I got off heart- whole, “ waur fleyed than hurt.”—In- terruption. 
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The Muses must not be offended when I tell them, the concerns of my wife and family will, in my mind, always take the pat; but I assure them their ladyships will ever come next in place. 

a bachelor state 

have been of the number. 

I shall say nothing at all to your mad 
of important service to me; and I sup- 
gations until I shall not be able to lift up my face before you. In the mean time, as Sir Roger de Coverly, because it hap- 

iis servants great made his will, ordered 
been this week plagued with an indi- gestion, 1 have sent you by the carrier a a fine old ewe-milk cheese. 

Indigestion is the devil; nay, it is the 
one of his senses. I lose my appetite at the sight of successful knavery; and sicken to loathing at the noise and non- sense of self-important folly. When the hollow-hearted wretch takes me by the 
proud man’s wine so offends my palate that it chokes me in the gullet; and the pulviliscd, feathered, pert coxcomb, is so disgustful in my nostril, that my stomach 

aggravated by the sneer of contumelious greatness—a bit of my cheese alone will not cure him ; but if you add a tankard 
of right Oporto, you will see his sorrows 

David,* with his Courant, o 
will help him largely from the said ewe- 
those—bedaubing paragraphs with which he is eternally larding the lean characters 
town. I grant you the periods are very 
good thing ; but when thrown at a man in a pillory it does not at all improve his figure, not to mention the irreparable 

My facetious friend, D r, I would wish also to be a partaker; not to digest his spleen, for that he laughs off, but to 





272 LETTERS OF BURNS 
abjure it as I would the service of hell! Your poets, spendthrifts, and other ft of that kidney, pretend, forsooth, 
a squalid vagabond glorying in his rags. Still, imprudence respecting money mat- 
prudence respecting character. I have no objection to prefer prodigality to avarice in some few instances; but I appeal to 
and often met, with the same little dis- ingenuousness, the same hollow-hearted insincerity, and disintegritive depravity of principle, in the hackneyed victims of profusion, as in the unfeeling children of 

I have every possible reverence for the much talked-of world beyond the grave ; 
virtue deserves, maybe all matter of fact. But in things belonging to and terminat- ing in this present scene of existence, man has serious and interesting business on hand. Whether a man shall shake hands with welcome in the distinguished elevation of respect, or shrink from con- | tempt in the abject corner of insignifi- 
the tropic of plenty, at least enjoy him- self in the comfortable latitudes of easy 
of dreary poverty—whether he shall rise 

is now such a prostituted business, that honest friendship, in her sincere way, must have recourse to her primitive, simple—Farewell. 

night to Ayrshire. I am indeed seriously angry with you at the quantum of your 
I could not help laughing very heartily at the noble Lord’s apology for the missed 

I would write you from Nithsdale, and give you my direction there, but 1 have scarce an opportunity of calling at a post- office once in a fortnight. I am six miles from Dumfries, am scarcely ever in it r
f and, as yet, have little acquaint- 

building a 

approving mind, or sink beneath a galling load of regret and remorse—these are al- 
You see how I preach. You used oc- 

would, in charity, favour me with a sheet 
of a letter Lord Bolingbroke writes to Dean Swift: “Adieu, dear Swift! with all thy faults I love thee entirely: make 
Humble servant, an it trumpery, 

very, busy on my farm, dwelling-house; as at preser most an evangelical man in 

stranger intermeddleth not therewith.” 
heart,” is a kind of sanctum sanctorum ; and it is only a chosen friend, and that 

You will excuse this quotation for the 
on this subject farther, 1 shall transcribe few lines I wrote in a hermitage 
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My Increasing cares In thl», as yet, 







TO SEVERAL PERSONS. 277 



278 LETTERS OF BURNS 



II t 

TO SEVERAL PERSONS. 279 



LETTERS OF BURNS 



TO SEVERAL PERSONS. 281 



LETTERS OF BURNS 





LETTERS OF BURNS 





LETTERS OF BURNS 





LETTERS OF BURNS 





290 LETTERS OF BURNS 
January last, on my road to Ayrshire, I had put up at Bailie Wigham’s in San- quhar, the only tolerable inn in the place. 
night of snow and drift. My horse and I were both much fatigued with the la- bours of the day, and just as my friend the Bailie and I were bidding defiance to 

forced to brave all the horrors of the tem- pestuous night, and jade my horse, my young favourite horse, whom I had just christened Pegasus, twelve miles farther on, through the wildest muirs and hills of Ayrshire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. The powers of poesy and prose sink under me when I would describe what I felt. Suffice it to say, that when a good fire, at New Cumnock, had so far i, I sat down 
I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled 

own that, at last, he has been amicable 

I will make no excuses, my dear Bib- liopolus, (God forgive me for murdering language!) that 1 have sat down to write you on this vile paper. 
It is economy, Sir; it is that cardinal virtue, prudence; so I beg you will sit 

o compose, c o compound. 

something very clever on my remarkable frugality—that I write to one of my most esteemed friends on this wretched paper, which was originally intended for 

spectacles on thy aged nose;-—lead me, hand me, in thy clutching palsied fist, up those heights, and through those thickets, hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my anxious weary feet:—not those Par- and barren, where 
breathless, clambering, hanging be heaven and hell; W those glittering cliffs of Potosi, where the all-sufficient, all-powerful deity, V 
where the sunny exposure of plenty and hot walls of profusion produce those ful fruits of luxury, exotics in this Id, and natives of paradise!—Thou withered sibyl, my sage conductress. 

The Power, splendid and potent 
thy faithful care 11 me thy son, thy cousin, thy klns- n or favourite, and adjure the god, by the scenes of his infant years, no longer 

e and protection. He daily be-, his greatest kindnesses on the 

or the vulture of public robbery! 
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Where are you ? And what are you doing? Can you be that son of levity, who takes up a friendship as he takes up a fashion ; or are you, like some other 

What strange beings we are! Since we have a portion of conscious existence, equally capable of enjoying pleasure, hap. piness, and rapture, or of suffering pain, 
worthy of an inquiry, whether there be not such a thing as a science of life; whether method, economy, and fertility of expedients be not applicable to enjoy. 

“ Night to day, and Sunday to the week/’ 
If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of these churches, I am damned past redemption, and, what is worse, damned to all eternity. I am deeply read in Boston's Fourfold State, Marshal on Sanctification, Guthrie's Trial of a Saving Interest, &c.; but “ there is no 
there,” for me; so I shall e’en turn Ar- minian, and trust to “sincere, though imperfect obedience ” 

of dexterity in pleasure which renders •ur little scantling of happiness still less; and a profuseness, an intoxication in bliss, which leads to satiety, disgust, and self- 
a doubt but that health, 

Luckily for me I was prevented fro the discussion of the knotty point which I had just made a full stop. A my fears and cares are of this world. 
I fear e\ thing to fear from it. ; 

respectable friends, are real substantial blessings; and yet do we not daily see those who enjoy many or all of these 
few of them have fallen ? I believe one great source of this mistake or misconduct 
hills of life, not as we ascend other emi- nences, for the laudable curiosity of viewing an extended landscape, but ra- ther from the dishonest pride of looking down on 

fair, unprejudiced inquirer must in some degree be a sceptic. It is not that there are any very staggering arguments against the immortality of man; but, like elec- tricity, phlogiston, &c., the subject is so involved in darkness, that we want data 
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side of my disposition and character. God 
host of follies and sins to answt but If I could, and 1 believe I do it as far 
from all eyes ! Adieu. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 
I have just now, my ever-honoured friepd, enjoyed a very high luxury reading a paper of the Lounger. You know my national prejudices, often read and admired the Spectatort Ad- venturer, Rambler, and World; but still with a certain regret that they were so thoroughly and entirely English. Alas! have I often said to myself, what are all the boasted advantages which my country reaps from the Union, that can counter- balance the annihilation of her inde- pendence, and even her very name ? I often repeat that couplet of my favourite 

use of bawling out such terms to rouse or lead the rabble; but for their own private 
they talk oi right and wrong, they only mean proper and improper; and their 
ought, but what they dare. 

For the truth of this I shall not ran- sack the history of nations, but appeal to one of the ablest judges of men, and him- self one of the ablest men that ever lived —the celebrated earl of Chesterfield. In fact, a man who could thoroughly con- troul his vices when they interfered 
pletely put on the appearance of every virtue as often as it suited his purposes, is, on the Stanhopian plan, the perfect 

Nothing can reconcile me to the com- mon terms, “ English ambassador, Eng- 
Hastings, impeached by the “ Commons of England.^ 

Tell me, my friend, is this weak pre- judice ? 1 believe, in my conscience, such ideas, as, “ my country; her independ- ence ; her honour; the illustrious names that mark the history of my native land,” &c.—I believe these, among your men of the world—men who in fact guide, for the most part, and govern our world— nre looked on as so many modifications of wrong-headedness. They know the 

duct is proper and improper. Virtue and vice, as dispositions of the heart, are, in that case, of scarcely the same import and value to the world at large, as har- mony and discord in the modifications of sound; and a delicate sense of honour, like a nice ear for music, though it may sometimes give the possessor an ecstacy 
herd, yet, considering the harsh gratings, and inharmonic jars, in this ill-timed 
vidual would be as happy, and’certainly would be as much respected by the true judges of society, as it would then stand, without either a good ear or a good 
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ridiculous vanity, and I may probably never bring the business to bear; but I am fond of the spirit young Elihu shews in the book of Job—“ And I said, I will 
disfigured my copy of the book with my annotations. I never take it up without at the same time taking my pencil, and marking with asterisms, parentheses, &c. wherever I meet with an original thought, a nervous remark on life and manners, a 

Though I shall hardly think of fairly writing out my “ Comparative View,” I shall certainly trouble you with my re- marks, such as they are. 

of Revelation,—“ That time shall be n< 
The little collection of sonnets have some charming poetry in them. If in. deed I am indebted to the fair author for the book, and not, as I rather suspect, to a celebrated author of the other sex, I should certainly have written to the lady, with my grateful acknowledgments, and my own ideas of the comparative excel- lence of her pieces. I would do this last, not from any vanity of thinking that my remarks could be of much con- sequence to Mrs. Smith, but merely frbm 

would be done by. 

After a long day»s toil, plague, care, I sit down to write to you. Ask | me not why I have delayed it so long ? 

it was owing to hurry, indolence, and fifty other things j in short, to any thing 
your best courtesy to me for this last compliment, as I pay it from my sincere conviction of its truth—a quality rather rare in compliments of these grinning, bowing, scraping times. 

j Well, I hope writing to j-sm will ease j a little my troubled soul. Sorely has it j been bruised to-day! A ci-devant friend j of mine, and an intimate acquaintance 
! ously ere it cure. He has wounded my 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 
Forgive me, my once dear, and ever dear friend, my seeming negligence. You cannot sit down and fancy the busy life I 
I laid down my goose feather to beat 

thoughts of a country grannum at a fa- mily christening; a bride on the market- day before her marriage;     
Sec. &c.—but the resemblance that hits my fancy best, is that blackguard mis- 

choose) to bind down with the crampets 
of independence, and, from its daring 
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ir, with your kind re- mcmbrance of your godson, came s Thi* last, Madam, Is scarcely what pride can bear. As to the little fellow, he is, partiality apart, the finest boy I 

and measles over, has cut several teeth, and yet never had a grain of doctor’s drugs in his bowels. 
“ little floweret” is blooming so fresh and f.dr, and that the “ mother plant” is rather recovering her drooping head. Soon and well may her “ cruel wounds” be healed ! I have written thus far with a good deal of difficulty. When I get a little abler, you shall hear farther from, 

My Lady, Nothing less than the unlucky acci- dent of having lately broken my right arm, could have prevented me, the mo- ment I received your Ladyship’s elegant present by Mrs. Miller, from returning you my warmest and most gratefbl ac- knowledgments. I assure your Ladyship I shall set it apart; the symbols of reli- gion shall only be more sacred. In the moment of poetic composition, the box shall be my inspiring genius. When I would breathe the comprehensive wish of benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall recollect your Ladyship ; when I would interest my fancy in the distresses incident to humanity, I shall remember the unfortunate Mary. 

CXIV. 

Why did you, my dear Sir, write to me in such a hesitating style, on the bu- siness of poor Bruce ? Do not 1 know, and have I not felt the many ills, the pe- culiar ills, that poetic flesh is heir to: You shall have your choice of all the un- 

hand this moment) I should have directly 
only ask that some prefatory advertise- ment in the book, as well as the subscrip- tion-bills, may bear, that the publication 

malice to insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the work for mercenary motives. Nor need you give me credit for any remarkable generosity in my part of the business. I have such a host of peccadilloes, failings, follies, and backslidings (any body but myself might perhaps give some of them a worse appellation), that by way of some ba- lance, however trifling, in the account, I am fain to do any good that occurs in my very limited power to a fellow-crea- ture, just for the selfish purpose of clear- ing a little the vista of retrospection. 

Whether it is that the story of our Mary, Queen of Scots, has a peculiar ef- fect on the feelings of a poet, or whether I have in the enclosed ballad* succeeded 
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thanks for the many instances of your friendship, and particularly for your kind anxiety in this last disaster that my evil genius had in store for me. However, life is chequered—joy and sorrow—for 

a present of a fine boy, rather 

but then they also shew, in my opinion, a force of genius, and a finishing polish. 
Burns is getting stout again, and laid as lustily about her to-day at breakfast, as a reaper from the corn ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and blessing of our hale sprightly damsels, that are bred among the bay and heather. We cannot hope for that highly polished mind, that charming delicacy of soul, which is found among the female world in the more elevated stations of life, and which is cer- tainly by far the most bewitching charm in the famous cestus of Venus. It deed, such an inestimable treasure where it can be had in its native heavenly 
the many shades of affectation, and unal- loyed by some one or other of the many species of caprice, I declare to Heaven, 1 should think it cheaply purchased at the expence of every other earthly good! But as this angelic creature is,I am afraid, extremely rare in any station and rank of life, and totally denied to such a humble 
put up with the next rank of female ex- cellence—as fine a figure and face we can produce as any rank of life whatever; 
and unsullied purity; nature’s mother- wit, and the rudiments of taste; a sim- 

yielding sweetness of disposition, and a generous warmth of heart, grateful for love on our part, and ardently glowing with more than equal return ; these, with a healthy frame, and a sound, vigorous constitution, which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope to enjoy, are the 
walk of life. 

first post, how cher petit Monsieur comes with his small pox. May Almighty goodness preserve and restore him! 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 
Let me interest you, my dear Cunning, im, in behalf of the gentleman who waits on you with this. He is a Mr. Clarke, of Moffat, principal school-mas- ter there, and is at present suffering se- verely under the of one or two powerful individuals of his employers. 

by any other way than a positive fracture ith a cudgel: a fellow whom, in fact, savours of impiety to attempt making scholar of, as be has been marked a blockhead in the book of fate, at the Al- mighty fiat of his Creator. 
The patrons of Moffat-school are the 
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cxxxix. 

icntioned something 
you a perusal of what I have got together. 

sence on his benefit-night. That night 

that boon—the rightful due of retiring. 
Of all the qualities we assign to the Author and Director of nature, by far 

with hardly the consciousness of having 
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supreme court of critical judicature from 
a song* which I composed since I saw you; 

of those great folks whom I have now the 

abilities, the most sincere esteem and 
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the friend of my soul and his amiable i merit they no longer possess; and I hope connexions! The wrench at my heart j that Mrs. *s goodness, which 1 well 
from me, never more to meet in the | fuse this favour to a man whom she once wanderings of a weary world! and the I held in some degree of estimation. 
unfortunatelyj though most undeservedly, | With the sincerest esteem, I have the 
ere it took its flight! 

1. CUNNINGHAM. 

those whom accident has made my su- periors, will, with themselves, be gone 
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CLARINDA. 



The following Letters were, with the exception of one only, written by Burns before his marriage. They are printed verbatim from the originals; and where any of them are torn, which unfortunately is the case with two or three, the deficiencies are marked by pointi. 
The Lady to whom they are addressed, seems to have encouraged a friendly correspondence with the Poet, whose fascinating powers of mind must necessarily have produced, on her part, esteem and admiration. 
It was natural to expect from the strong sensibility of Burns, that, in his correspondence with a young and amiable woman, love would be the principal theme. He accordingly displays that passion in all its purity and fervour. The whole strength of his mind seems called into exertion. His language is free, lofty, and glowing; his periods are more than ordinarily voluble; and his sentiments agitate by their fire and vehemence. The reader feels hurried on as if borne away by a torrent. His heart is warmed and affected; and, when he closes the series, he pronounces the composition elegant and touching. 
It is difficult to imagine how these interesting effusions could incur the censure of the most stubborn pretender to virtue. Yet Dr. Currie refused to give them to the world. That timorous worshipper of the aristocracy and clergy, to whose narrow prejudices he was always ready to mutilate or sacrifice the finest passages of Burns, dreaded the publication of his Letters to Clarinda. 
It affords us, therefore, the most sincere pleasure, that the liberality of the Lady herself has enabled us to lay before the Public an additional portion of the writings of our favourite Author. Nor is this liberality the effect of vanity; since the Letters themselves furnish no clue by which she can be discovered. She is content to be ushered into im- mortality without any other distinction than that of a fictitious name. 
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any degree owing to my forgetfulness. I have been tossed about through the country 

siness and dissipation almost equal to the 

venerable prophet 
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GEORGE THOMSON. 



The following Letters and Songs may be considered as so many monuments of the genius and generosity of Burns. The work for which his assistance was solicited and obtained, was entitled, “ A Selection of original Scottish Airs for the Voice; to which are added, introductory and concluding Symphonies and Accompaniments for the Piano Forte and the Violin, by Pleyel and Kozeluch. With select and characteristic Verses, by the most admired Scottish Poets.” It was projected and published by Mr. Thomson, who pocketed the whole of the emolument, manifesting a spirit very different from that of the ■Poet by whom he was supported. 
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justice as follows 
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Bankt of Banna, for Instance, though really Irish, yet in the Scottish taste, you might adopt them. Since you are so 
twenty-five of them in an additional num- ber? We could easily find this quantity 
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SCRAP-BOOK, 
SKETCHES, AND JOURNALS 

OF BURNS. 



It has been the object of the Editor of the present Edition, to omit nothing that tends to illustrate the character and feelings of Burns at the different periods of his life. His Scrap Book, which has only been given partially by Dr. Currie, is therefore printed at length. It extends from April, 1783, to October, 1785. 
In the spring of 1787, he procured a second book, for the purpose of recording in it sketches of characters and events. His intentions, however, were very imperfectly executed. He mentions few or no incidents; and his delineations of character are not numerous. This MS. has not yet been printed entire, as some of the remarks relate to individuals still in existence. 
The Journals consist of a few memorandums made during his tour throngh several parts of his native country. 
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APPENDIX. 



The following articles are intended to illustrate several passages in the writings of Burns, and to enable the reader to judge, whether some of the efforts of his predecessors were worthy of the vivid impression which they made on his mind. “ The Life and Age of Man” is now of rare occurrence, and is one of the productions with which his earliest years was most familiar. The simple song, written by Lapraik, deserves to be preserved for its tenderness of sentiment, and its fine strain of domestic endeament. The stanzas of Roscoe will be found not unworthy of their subject. 
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GLOSSARY. 



The ch and gh have always the guttural sound. The sound of the English diphthong oo, is commonly spelled ou. The French u, a sound which often occurs in the Scottish language, is marked oo, or ut. The a, in genuine Scottish words, except when forming a diphthong, or followed by an e mute after a single consonant, sounds generally like the broad English a in nail. The Scottish diphthong ae, always, and «o very often, sound like the French e masculine. The Scottish diph- thong ey, sounds like the Latin ei. 
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