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Preface

The standard scholarly edition, James Kinsley’s monumental Poems and Songs of Robert Burns (Clarendon, 1968), collates all early versions of Burns’s works – manuscript, transcript and printed – and arranges them in probable order of composition. I have followed a different approach in several respects. First, this edition is selective, printing a hundred texts (from Burns’s more than six hundred poems and songs) and providing brief notes aimed more at sketching than exhaustively documenting wider contexts. Secondly, rather than offering the composite text that results from collation of multiple sources, I have tried to capture something of the experience of readers between 1786 and 1796 as they first encountered Burns’s poems and songs as edited by his own hand: whenever possible, I have used as copy-text the first published form of most works. Finally, though I have, like Kinsley, arranged the texts in order of probable composition rather than (as in Henley and Henderson’s Centenary edition, 1896–7) order of publication, I have sometimes differed from Kinsley in setting the chronology.

Specific differences are discussed in the notes, but there is one general matter of chronology that should be clarified here. Kinsley begins with work said to be written by the poet between the ages of fifteen and twenty-five (1774–84), followed by a second section of poems written between the ages of twenty-five and twenty-six (1784–5) and a third of work completed at the age of twenty-seven (1786). This creates a misleading impression of steady lyric output from Burns’s adolescence; it also counts 1784 twice, setting barriers between 1784 and 1786, the period of Burns’s real creative breakthrough. The ‘early’ work of Burns is best seen as produced in a blaze of creativity from about the age of twenty-four, the pace accelerating during the two years preceding the publication of his first collection, Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect (1786). By the winter of 1785–6, Burns was working so quickly that chronology becomes less important than reflecting the near-simultaneity of some compositions. In a letter of 17 February 1786, the poet remarks that he has just completed ‘The Ordination’, ‘Scotch Drink’, ‘The Cotter’s Saturday Night’, ‘Address to the Deil’, and ‘The Twa Dogs’.

Burns began to write at fifteen, all sources agree. But he rewrote much of his juvenilia during the same period (1783–5) in which he was writing the poems for the Kilmarnock volume. Rather than seeing the poet’s First Commonplace Book as the shrine for Burns’s adolescent relics, I have assumed – noting the evidence it offers of a dramatic maturation of style between 1783 and 1785 – that it is better seen as the testing ground for the experiments in verse-form and ‘voice’ that culminated in the Kilmarnock edition (1786). Burns did write some version of ‘Song Composed in August’ (song 2 in Kinsley) at sixteen, for example, but a comparison between its mature diction and that of true juvenilia such as the charming but awkward ‘O Once I Lov’d’ suggests that he finished much later the accomplished song that we know. When revisions of early works seem likely to have been extensive, I have placed the text in the year in which it probably took its form as we know it.

The reason I have chosen the first published source as copytext is that Burns seldom made substantive changes after first printing. (Exceptions, such as ‘The Vision’, are discussed in the notes.) His instinct when a new dimension for a completed text occurred to him was to write a new text, as with successive versions of ‘Banks o’ Doon’, ‘Duncan Gray’, and ‘Ca’ the Yowes’. By contrast to such thorough re-castings, minor changes in subsequent printings of texts already published often seem the result not of new insight but of external pressure. In the review that established Burns’s vogue in Edinburgh, Henry Mackenzie praised Burns’s poems but deplored his lapses in diction and taste: ‘Our Poet had, alas! no friends or companions from whom correction could be obtained. When we reflect on his rank in life… we regret perhaps more than wonder, that delicacy should be so often offended in perusing a volume in which there is so much to interest and to please us.’ Mackenzie’s readers took to heart this call for ‘correction’, and Burns’s revisions often reflect his half-hearted efforts to comply with the advice of such genteel but poem-deaf ‘mentors’ as Hugh Blair, Frances Dunlop, and George Thomson. (As their advice was invariably to anglicize, it is not surprising that the poet also begins to complain in his letters that he cannot write well in English, comments often quoted out of context to indicate Burns’s discomfort with the language itself when what they suggest is the poet’s distress at being instructed in it by self-appointed censors.) Burns made his best editorial decisions when the text was under his control and he worked undistracted by well-intentioned advice. And it was evidently before first publication that he gave most thought to defining his text for a general reader.

This final editing prior to first publication also makes the first published sources preferable to Burns’s manuscripts as copy-texts. The poet’s generosity in supplying friends and patrons with multiple manuscript copies of his work – even (as with the Glenriddell Manuscript) multi-volume compilations annotated and partly transcribed in his own hand – produced the multiple variants that form the basis for Kinsley’s edition. Often the poet changed the text to personalize it for the recipient (and not always happily, as in the air-puffed version of ‘Scots Wha Hae’ sent to the Earl of Buchan). In this edition, I have assumed that, from the time of the First Commonplace Book, such play and variation in transcription produced an informal text and that the version Burns selected for publication is preferable.

Burns was, for instance, virtual editor of his first volume, Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, published by subscription at Kilmarnock in July 1786. In the two years preceding its publication, Burns, as mentioned, revised his juvenilia for his First Commonplace Book and also produced a quantity of new work, which he arranged for publication with an eye to consistency of speaker and tone. The presiding spirit of the Kilmarnock edition is not ‘Rab the Ranter’ as the folk of Mauchline knew him in 1786 – the parish rebel whose prospective father-in-law fainted on hearing the name of his pregnant daughter’s betrothed. Burns’s close friend of that period, David Sillar, described the poet in 1785–6: ‘I recollect hearing his neighbours observe he had a great deal to say for himself, and that they suspected his principles. He wore the only tied hair in the parish; and in the church his plaid, which was of a particular colour, I think fillemot, he wrapped in a particular manner about his shoulders.’ But the predominant speaker of the Kilmarnock edition is far less threatening: ‘Robin’ as a kindly rustic occasionally interrupted at the ploughing by the Scottish national muse. As he puts it (echoing Pope) in the ‘anonymous’ epigraph he provided for his volume: ‘The Simple Bard, unbroke by rules of Art,/ He pours the wild effusions of the heart:/ And if inspir’d, ’tis Nature’s pow’rs inspire;/ Hers all the melting thrill, and hers the kindling fire.’

With a canny eye to pleasing the regional audience of middling Scottish gentry and enlightened ‘New Licht’ liberals likely to hear of his volume – for there is no evidence Burns foresaw his instant success throughout Britain – the poet suppressed most of his satires and scatological works, including ‘Holy Willie’s Prayer’, ‘The Fornicator’, and ‘Love and Liberty’. In addition, the Kilmarnock volume’s focus on poems ‘chiefly’ in Scottish led the poet to suppress some of his best early songs, which were written chiefly in English. Of dozens completed, only four lyrics were printed in the volume, which was predominantly narrative in focus. The continuing popularity of the poems first published at Kilmarnock – ‘To a Mouse’, ‘The Cotter’s Saturday Night’, ‘To a Louse’, ‘The Vision’ – vindicates the poet’s editorial judgement, but criticism still contends with the difficulty of seeing beyond this volume’s largely sentimental focus to the total achievement of Burns’s art. For while the Kilmarnock edition was a dazzling literary debut, it was also the source of the subsequent Burns myth. Of the hundred texts in the present edition, twenty-five were first printed in the volume published at Kilmarnock (which consisted of thirty-six poems in all). Because of their much greater length, however, they dominate this present edition – as they continue to dominate Burns’s literary reputation.

The Edinburgh edition, likewise titled Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, appeared in April 1787 and is essentially an expanded Kilmarnock: Burns cut three epitaphs, but the main distinction of the Edinburgh edition is the fifteen poems and seven songs he added. Most variations between texts published in 1786 and 1787 show the poet’s deference to Hugh Blair, who advised him on the edition (convincing Burns, for instance, that ‘Love and Liberty’ was unpublishable). The Kilmarnock edition is more forthright and plain-spoken – more like its author. In ‘The Twa Dogs’, for instance (first poem in both volumes), ‘arse’ (Kilmarnock) has been politely draped in dashes: ‘a—’ (Edinburgh). The Edinburgh text is used here only for poems and songs that first appeared there: notably ‘Death and Dr Hornbook’, a poem Burns never liked but that Blair (for once judging well) convinced him to include.

Burns sold the copyright of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect in 1787 to William Creech, an Edinburgh publisher he came to dislike. He barely looked over the proofs of the subsequent edition of 1793–4, to which he contributed only eight new works, reprinting several (notably ‘Tam o’ Shanter’) completed after 1787 but first published in newspapers or periodicals. By 1793, Burns was absorbed in his song-revision work for two serial publications, James Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum (1787–1803) and George Thomson’s. Select Collection of Original Scottish Airs (1793–1818). Like most editors, I have preferred Scots Musical Museum as copy-text for Burns’s songs printed after 1787. Burns’s songs had his nearly undivided creative attention after 1787 until his death in 1796, and James Johnson (who saw Burns as coeditor) reliably followed the poet’s instructions. For songs not included in Scots Musical Museum, George Thomson’s Select Collection has been consulted, but used only once as a copy-text. All but one of Thomson’s volumes appeared after the poet’s death, and the editor often changed both music and lyrics.

In descending order of most frequent use, the texts on which this edition relies are as follows: the Kilmarnock and (for the few texts appearing in book form first in 1787 or 1793–4) the two Edinburgh editions of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect; James Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum; and J. C. Dick’s Songs of Robert Burns (1903), which corrects both text and music of the later songs sent to Select Collection. For ‘Love and Liberty’ and ‘Holy Willie’s Prayer’, major works suppressed during the poet’s lifetime, I have used two editions of Burns’s poems by Thomas Stewart printed in Glasgow in 1801 and 1802, reset from an earlier pamphlet series. Although unauthorized (Cadell and Davies of London held the copyright to Burns’s work from 1800), Stewart’s publications preserved several suppressed writings apparently through manuscripts passed to Stewart by his uncle John Richmond, a crony of Burns’s from Ayrshire (once Gavin Hamilton’s clerk) with whom the poet shared a flat at Baxter’s Close in Edinburgh. Though Robert Cromek’s Reliques of Robert Burns (1808) and James Currie’s Works of Robert Burns (Liverpool, 1800) are not generally reliable (both editors bowdlerized the poet’s texts), both men had access to unpublished manuscripts, and in a few instances their version has been used as copy-text. For fugitive posthumous publications not collected in earlier editions, copy-texts were taken from Henley and Henderson’s Centenary edition (1896–7), Dick’s Songs of Robert Burns (1903), and Kinsley’s Clarendon edition (1968).

The copies of the Kilmarnock, the 1787 Edinburgh edition (‘skinking’ version) and the 1793–4 Edinburgh edition of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect microfilmed for use as copy-text are in the collections of the Houghton Library of Harvard University (shelf marks *EC75.B9375.786p, *EC75.B9375.786pb (A) and *EC75.B9375.786pn.v.2, respectively); I am grateful for permission to use them. The Houghton Library’s copies of Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum (1787–1803), Thomson’s Select Collection (1801 reissue of the 1793 volume), Stewart’s Poems Ascribed to Robert Burns (Glasgow, 1801), Stewart’s Edition of Burns’s Poems (Glasgow, 1802), and Currie’s Works of Robert Burns (second edition; 1801) also are used with kind permission. For permission to use James Kinsley’s text of three songs from Merry Muses of Caledonia and two poems (‘To Alexander Findlater’ and ‘Kirkcudbright Grace’) for which a reliable early printed source does not exist, I thank the Clarendon Press. Concentrated work on this edition during the summer of 1991 was made possible by the National Endowment for the Humanities and Harvard University, who funded a Summer Seminar on Blake and Rousseau. I am much indebted to the seminar’s director, Leo Damrosch, and to fellow participants. A sabbatical leave from Florida Atlantic University in the autumn of 1992 considerably eased the final stages of revision. The supervisor of photography at FAU, William N. Watkins, provided generous help, transforming microfilm into legible photographs. I thank also my FAU colleagues Howard Pearce (whose keyboard has been on perpetual loan to this project since its inception) and Kenneth Keaton, for sharing his expertise in eighteenth-century music.

Copy-editing the work of Burns for modern readers presents unique difficulties. His non-standard, protean vocabulary and spelling (he often spells the same word two or three different ways even within a single poem) can be confusing, yet are central to his vision and have not been altered here. Burns’s discursive titles are also a distinctive feature of his early narrative work. Although a few such titles (e.g., ‘The Auld Farmer’s New-Year-Morning Salutation to his Auld Mare, Maggie, on Giving Her the Accustomed Ripp of Corn to Hansel in the New Year’) are shortened for the Contents List, all are given in full above the text. The long ‘s’ has been modernized, and eighteenth-century hyper-punctuation (as in the Kilmarnock title ‘To a Mouse, on Turning her up in her Nest, with the Plough, November, 1785’) has been trimmed. Like Jane Austen, Burns is prone to superfluous punctuation of possessives (her’s; it’s); this has been silently corrected.

A more perplexing editorial task was reconciling the inconsistency of typographical practices among the various copy-texts, especially italicizations, capitalizations, and dashes. The poet’s numerous emphatic devices – asterisks, daggers, place-names spelled all in capitals, ironies underscored by italics – recall the flourishes and asterisks that embellish Burns’s fair copies and letters and suggest that he never entirely lost his youthful affection for the typographical excesses of Tristram Shandy. Yet in the Kilmarnock edition (the most typographically eccentric copy-text) the typeface is unusually large and the lines set far apart: proportionally, Burns’s emphases do not shout from the page as they would in a small paperbound edition such as this. For this reason, and because Burns simplified his printing instructions in later editions, I have printed all proper names in the usual manner (with initial capitals), even tiiough Burns often (not always) printed place-names entirely in capitals. I have almost always retained italics, for they provide additional clarification of Burns’s meaning by marking an idiom or coinage, or indicating ironic intention. In a few cases, too many italicized words in close proximity were distracting (in some Kilmarnock poems, for instance, Burns sets up a pattern of italicizing every single vernacular word). Italics truly marking ironic emphasis were kept in those cases, and vernacular words were printed in roman type. In doubtful cases I have kept to the copy-text. Henley and Henderson’s Centenary edition, which entirely modernizes and repunctuates, provides fast-reading and admirably lucid texts that none the less seem overly homogenized, losing something of the poet’s own voice.

Finally, to make the topical poems more accessible, I have spelled out all proper names and place-names which the poet cloaked in asterisks or dashes. For bawdy words, however, dashes have been kept for words the poet himself regarded as naughty enough invariably to require dashes, even in private letters. Such expressions as ‘hell’ and ‘damned’ have usually been spelled out when cloaked in the copy-text; the poet usually wrote such words in full.

In titling the songs, I have followed the copy-texts whenever possible; but James Johnson, who published the majority of Burns’s songs, usually omitted titles, while George Thomson and the poet’s posthumous editors were prone to substitution and invention. As may be seen from the eleven songs printed in his 1786 and 1787 Poems, Burns’s own editorial practice was to title almost all his lyrics ‘Song’ or ‘Fragment’, providing above the text only the name of the air to which the lyrics are set. This illustrates Burns’s modesty in seeing his lyrics as mere subordinate ‘vehicles to the music’ but to follow his practice would frustrate the purposes of a Contents List: over a dozen entries would be identified only as ‘Song’. I have used the initial phrase as the title of songs when they were left untitled in the copy-text, titled only ‘Song’, or ‘Fragment’, or given titles that are no longer used. When a phrase from a song’s chorus is more famous than its title or opening line (‘Auld lang syne’, ‘For a’ that’) it is given in parentheses in the Contents List. James Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum furnished most of the musical texts for this edition, though Dick’s Songs of Robert Burns furnished tunes for some dozen songs that either appeared without music in the copy text or appeared in Johnson or Thomson matched to the wrong tune. Thomson’s Select Collection was used as the source for one song (‘Logan Water’). The musical texts are printed in the notes for each song.

The notes will make sparing use of the standard commentary on Burns furnished by the poet’s contemporaries and survivors. While reliable on the poet’s early life, Burns’s brother Gilbert – one of the major early sources for biographical information – may have done more damage to Burns’s reputation than even the Edinburgh literati or the song-editor Thomson. The evaluation of his brother’s character supplied by Gilbert in the narratives he produced between 1797 and 1820 implies some unacknowledged but pervasive resentment. (There was some coolness between them in the final years of the poet’s life – perhaps because Gilbert refused to take over the lease of the farm at Ellisland, perhaps because Robert resented Gilbert’s inability to repay the 1788 loan of some £180 of the proceeds from the Edinburgh edition.) Unfortunately, the most voluble early informants on Burns are among the most suspect. For all their occasionally Shandean postures, Burns’s letters furnish more reliable testimony, and the notes have made extensive use of the excellent Ferguson/Roy edition of Letters of Robert Burns (Clarendon, 1985).

I have appended a glossary rather than glossing each poem in the margins. Glosses appearing on the same page detract from the pleasure of initial encounter and are unnecessary given Burns’s careful training of the reader through repetition and context. There is always something intrusive about a gloss, as an indignant anonymous reviewer of the heavily glossed Centenary edition noted in the Edinburgh Evening News in 1897: ‘The poet’s text is flanked by innumerable… notes, just like a students’ torchlight procession escorted by mounted police… Even an Englishman, one would presume, comprehends, or can guess, what “yon” means. Mr Henley plants “yonder” carefully alongside whenever the word appears. That it occurs on almost every page is nothing to him.’ My glossary is compiled from the meticulous, highly detailed glossary Burns himself prepared for Poems 1787 (Edinburgh). I am grateful to my brother, Dr Donald McGuirk, Jr, for his gift of a rare copy of the 1787 London edition of Poems: this allowed me daily access to Burns’s original glossary as I worked. The poet’s glosses have been supplemented by the glossaries of other editions; here as else where, James Kinsley’s work was invaluable. Prefixed to the glossary are excerpts from a guide to Scots that first appeared in Allan Ramsay’s Poems (1721); the guide provides useful information on recognizing cognates (Scots words differing only slightly in spelling or pronunciation from the English).

This edition, in the selection of texts and the preparing of notes, has presented Burns in terms of his individual poetic achievement, his Scottish (and wider British/European) culture, and his historical era. A grasp of Scottish history is so important to understanding Burns that I have included a short outline of the series of separations and divisive ‘unions’ that preceded the eighteenth-century Scottish vernacular revival and that form one context for understanding the achievement – a cultural as well as a personal vindication – of Robert Burns. I hope, however, that readers may take from this collection a sense not only of Burns’s sources and allusions but also of his continuing importance. Burns’s power as an artist resides in his demotic yet idealizing poetic language: ‘the only example in history,’ said Emerson, ‘of a language made classic through the genius of a single man.’ It resides also in his peasant speakers, through whose richly individual voices (inverting the parodic moral of ‘To a Louse’) we are liberated to see ‘the other’ as we see ourselves. For no lyric poet so exploits our capacity for imaginative sympathy. Shelley, who had some stake in the matter, called poets the unacknowledged legislators of the world. If so, there is no amending the law as given by Robert Burns. With an entirely deceptive simplicity, he tells us who we are, by what we feel.


Table of Dates


	1757
	15 December Marriage of William Burnes or Burness (1721–84), originally of Kincardineshire, and Agnes Broun (1732–1820) of Maybole. Burnes, a head gardener at an estate, in 1750 had purchased a leasehold of seven and a half acres at Alloway and built the two-room cottage (one room for the family, one for the livestock) in which he and his wife set up house.


	1759
	25 January Robert Burns, eldest of seven children, is born in the cottage at Alloway in south-west Scotland.


	1765
	Robert and his brother Gilbert (1760–1827) are taught reading, writing, and English grammar by eighteen-year-old John Murdoch, a private school master shared by several village families. Murdoch later confessed to thinking Gilbert the more promising child: ‘certainly if any person who knew the two boys had been asked which of them was most likely to court the Muses, he would surely never have guessed that Robert had a propensity of that kind.’


	1766
	William Burnes, borrowing £100 for stock, signs a twelve-year lease on Mount Oliphant, seventy Scots acres of farmland (ninety in English measure) later described by Gilbert as ‘almost the very poorest soil I know of in a state of cultivation’. Robert and Gilbert continue their schooling with Murdoch at Alloway until he leaves the area in 1768.


	1772
	summer Attends Dalrymple school (largely to improve his penmanship) on alternate weeks with Gilbert: only one boy at a time can be spared for school.


	 
	     Gilbert wrote of the years at Mount Oliphant: ‘To the buffettings of misfortune we could only oppose hard labour and the most rigid economy. We lived very sparingly. For several years butchers’ meat was a stranger in the house, while all the members of the family exerted themselves to the utmost of their strength, and rather beyond it, in the labours of the farm… To think of our father growing old (for he was now above fifty) broken down with the long continued fatigues of his life… these reflections produced in my brother’s mind and mine sensations of the deepest distress. I doubt not but the hard labour and sorrow of this period of his life, was in a great measure the cause of that depression of spirits, with which Robert was so often afflicted through his whole life afterwards.’


	1774
	autumn Writes his first song (‘O Once I Lov’d’) for his partner in the harvest, either Nellie Kilpatrick or Nellie Blair. ‘Thus with me,’ he later wrote, ‘began Love and Poesy.’


	1775
	summer Studies mathematics and surveying at Kirk-oswald; begins ‘Song Composed in August’ for Margaret Thomson, who lives next door to the school.


	1777
	William Burnes leases Lochlea farm near Tarbolton, 130 acres of good land at the ruinous rent of £130 –twenty shillings an acre. (Rent at Mount Oliphant, a smaller, poorer farm, was £45.) The family move from Mount Oliphant confident they will succeed at Lochlea.


	1778–9
	winter Attends dancing school in Tarbolton, causing a breach with his father, who has forbidden him to go. Probably during this year, William Burnes stops paying rent at Lochlea.


	1780
	Founds the Tarbolton Bachelor’s Club with his brother Gilbert and five friends. Among the rules: ‘Every man proper for a member of this Society, must have a frank, honest, open heart; above anything dirty or mean; and must be a professed lover of one or more of the female sex.’


	1781
	4 July Joins the Freemasons (Tarbolton lodge). summer Studies flax-dressing at Irvine: the poems and letters of this period suggest a severe depression.


	1782
	1 January During a drunken New Year’s celebration the flax-dressing shop catches fire and burns to the ground. Burns leaves Irvine ‘like a true poet, not worth a sixpence’.


	1783
	January Wins a prize of £3 for his flax-seed.


	 
	April Begins to record and revise his juvenilia in his First Commonplace Book.


	 
	17 May A writ of sequestration is issued against William Burnes, seizing his property for eventual distribution to creditors. Burnes appeals against the judgement.


	 
	autumn As a refuge for the family in the event of their father’s bankruptcy, the poet and Gilbert in their own names sub-lease Mossgiel (a 118-acre farm near the small town of Mauchline) from Gavin Hamilton, a family friend.


	1784
	27 January William Burnes wins the last of his appeals to the Court of Session, averting bankruptcy.


	 
	13 February William Burnes dies of a ‘phthisical consumption’. The family vacate Lochlea and move to Mossgiel.


	 
	November? Meets Jean Armour, daughter of a mason and contractor in Mauchline.


	1785
	22 May Birth of Burns’s first child Elizabeth (‘dear-bought Bess’; d. 1817). The mother is Elizabeth Paton, a servant at Lochlea farm. The poet’s mother rears her grandchild until 1796, when Betsey Paton (by then married) reclaims her.


	 
	June Transcribes his first Scottish vernacular poem, ‘The Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie’, into the First Commonplace Book: it was begun at Lochlea farm several years earlier. (Early poems and songs of Burns were chiefly in English.)


	 
	28 October Death of John (b. 1769), the poet’s brother.


	1786
	January? Books passage for Savannah-la-Mar (Jamaica) in the ship Nancy, hoping to escape a bleak future as a debt-ridden tenant farmer. The ship is scheduled to sail in late summer.


	 
	March Jean Armour’s father, enraged at her betrothal to Burns and at her pregnancy, orders his lawyer (possibly Burns’s friend Robert Aiken) to cut the couples’ names out of their written agreement to marry. Jean is sent away to live with an uncle in Paisley. Furious at Jean’s ‘desertion’, Burns courts Mary (perhaps Margaret) Campbell – Burns’s name for her is ‘Highland Mary’ – a dairymaid who once worked as a nursemaid in Gavin Hamilton’s house.


	 
	April Signs a letter ‘Burnes’ for the last time, henceforth using ’Burns’.


	 
	second Sunday in May Burns gives Highland Mary, probably as a token of their engagement, a two-volume Bible. She leaves Ayrshire for Greenock – in Burns’s words ‘to arrange matters among her friends for our projected change of life’.


	 
	July–August Appears at church on three Sundays to do public penance for fornication; Burns is allowed, however, to remain in his pew rather than stand with Jean in the ‘place of repentance’.


	 
	22 July Tenancy of Mossgiel is transferred wholly to Gilbert Burns.


	 
	30 July Burns is in hiding from a writ issued by Jean Armour’s father.


	 
	31 July Publication of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect at Kilmarnock. Three weeks later, of 612 copies printed (350 reserved for subscribers) only thirteen remain unsold.


	 
	1 September Postpones emigration to Jamaica.


	 
	3 September Jean Armour gives birth to twins, Jean (d. 1787) and Robert (d. 1857).


	 
	27 September Again postpones emigration. end of autumn Mary Campbell dies of a fever and is buried in the West Highland Churchyard at Greenock. Shaken by her death and softened towards Jean Armour upon the birth of their twins, the poet decides not to emigrate but to seek a patron in Scotland.


	 
	29 November Arrives in Edinburgh with material for a new edition of his Poems and with hopes of securing patronage. Within weeks a favourable review of his poems by Henry Mackenzie appears in the fashionable periodical The Lounger; Burns is lionized as the ‘heaven-taught ploughman’.


	1787
	17 April Publishes an enlarged edition of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect at Edinburgh. The list of 1,300 subscribers goes on for thirty-eight pages.


	 
	23 April Sells the copyright of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect for the sum Henry Mackenzie has suggested: 100 guineas.


	 
	5 May–1 June Tours the Border with Robert Ainsley.


	 
	22 May First volume of James Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum is published in Edinburgh, including three songs by Burns.


	 
	June Tours the Western Highlands.


	 
	summer May (or Meg) Cameron, an Edinburgh servant, serves Burns with a writ demanding security for the support of their as-yet-unborn child. (She has exhausted a small amount the poet sent her in May.) Following Burns’s compliance with the writ in mid-August (he keeps the document, inscribing it with two stanzas of bawdry), nothing further is said of her; an oblique statement in a letter by Burns, however, raises the possibility that she gave birth to stillborn triplets.


	 
	25 August–16 September Tours the Highlands again, accompanied by the irascible Edinburgh schoolmaster William Nichol.


	 
	October Tours Stirlingshire.


	 
	late October Returns to Edinburgh; sets to work revising songs for the second volume of Scots Musical Museum.


	 
	4 December Meets Agnes Craig M‘Lehose, ‘Nancy’ in ‘Ae Fond Kiss’. Married and the mother of three, she has been separated some years from her husband, who lives in Jamaica. Styling themselves ‘Clarinda’ and ‘Sylvander’, the two begin a heated flirtation, conducted mostly through letters.


	 
	     Jenny Clow, a servant of ‘Clarinda’s,’ bears Burns a son that she refuses to allow him to raise. A letter of 1791 from Clarinda asking Burns’s help for Jenny Clow, then dying (probably of consumption), makes no mention of the infant, but recent research by James Mackay has shown that he survived and prospered.


	1788
	14 February Second volume of Scots Musical Museum is published, including thirty-two songs by Burns, among them ‘Rattlin, Roarin Willie’ and ‘O’er the Water to Charlie’.


	 
	February Considers the lease of Ellisland, a farm in Dumfriesshire, on a brief visit to the area.


	 
	3 March Under Burns’s protection, her family having cast her off, Jean Armour gives birth to twin girls who the within the month. The poet, entangled with ‘Clarinda’, remains reluctant to acknowledge Jean Armour as his wife, although Scottish law (defining even spoken agreement to marry as conferring conjugal rights and obligations) would view their written agreement of spring 1786 as binding, legitimizing any children.


	 
	     The poet, some of whose closest friends were lawyers, must have received bad legal advice on a matter that in his eyes was settled by the mutilation of the original agreement by Jean’s angry father, his bachelor’s certificate issued by his parish following his public penance, and (most importantly) by her drawing back from their engagement during the summer of 1786, just before the sensational success of his Poems. (Burns ascribed Jean’s later efforts at reconciliation to her father’s interest in securing part of the profits.)


	 
	April Acknowledges Jean Armour as his wife, probably after a final unsuccessful attempt to win ‘Clarinda’ and a hint from the Board of Excise that an appointment would be more likely if he settled down. In a letter to his song-editor Johnson he writes that ‘I am so enamoured with a certain girl’s prolific twin-bearing merit, that I have given her a legal title to the best blood in my body; and so farewell Rakery!’


	 
	May Lends his brother Gilbert £180, perhaps half the proceeds of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, a sum not repaid (principal or interest) until 1820, when Gilbert reimburses the estate using the proceeds from his own edition of his brother’s poems.


	 
	June Moves to Dumfriesshire to build a house at Ellisland, a farm for which he has signed a seventy-six-year lease; writes ‘Of a’ the Airts’ for absent Jean, who joins him in December.


	 
	14 July Is commissioned as an Exciseman, a position originally intended merely to supplement income generated by the farm and dairy at Ellisland.


	1789
	18 August Birth of his favourite son, Francis Wallace (d. 1803). Several years later in a letter to ‘Frank’s’ godmother, the poet wrote: ‘I look on your little Namesake to be my chef d’oeuvre in that species of manufacture, as I look on ‘Tam o’ Shanter’ to be my standard performance in the Poetical line. ’Tis true, both the one & the other discover a spice of roguish waggery that might perhaps be as well spared; but then they also shew in my opinion a force of genius & a finishing polish that I despair of ever excelling.’


	1790
	winter Suffers a long illness; becomes sure that Ellisland will never become profitable; begins to consider a full-time career ‘grinding the faces of the publican and sinner on the merciless wheel of the Excise’.


	 
	February Third volume of Scots Musical Museum is published, including forty songs by Burns, among them ‘John Anderson my Jo’, ‘Tarn Glen’, and ‘Farewell to the Highlands’.


	 
	24 July Death of William (b. 1767), the poet’s brother. I December Completes ‘Tam o’ Shanter’.


	1791
	31 March A daughter Elizabeth (d. 1873) is born to Helen Anne Park, niece (or perhaps second cousin) of the proprietress of the Globe Inn, Dumfries. ‘Anna’Park inspired ‘Yestreen I Had a Pint o’ Wine’, the love-song Burns considered his best. She left Dumfries to begin a new life elsewhere, or possibly died in child birth. Jean nurses the infant Elizabeth along withone of her own sons, born nine days later.


	 
	9 April A son, William Nichol (d. 1872), is born to Jean at Ellisland.


	 
	10 September Gives up the lease on Ellisland for full-time work as an Exciseman.


	 
	late autumn? Moves with Jean and four children to a three-room, second-floor flat in the town of Dumfries. In later life, Jean recalled their town routine: ‘Burns was not an early riser, excepting when he had something particular to do in the way of his profession… The family breakfasted at nine. If he lay long in bed awake, he was always reading. At all meals he had a book beside him at the table. He did his work in the forenoon and was seldom engaged professionally in the evening. Dined at two o’clock when he dined at home. Was fond of plain things, and hated tarts, pies and puddings. When at home in the evening, he employed his time in writing and reading, with the children playing about him. Their prattle never disturbed him.’


	1792
	August Fourth volume of Scots Musical Museum is published, including forty-seven songs by Burns, among them ‘The Banks o’ Doon’, ‘Ae Fond Kiss’, and ‘Afton Water’. (Kinsley, perhaps counting material collected as well as revised, numbered sixty songs by Burns in the volume.)


	 
	September Begins contributing songs to George Thomson’s Select Collection of Original Scottish Airs.


	 
	21 November A daughter (his third to be named Elizabeth; d. 1795) is born to Jean.


	 
	December Civil unrest in Dumfries; the poet is almost dismissed from his Excise post for pro-revolutionary statements.


	1793
	February William Creech, who now owns the copyright, issues a new edition of Poems Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect, expanded to two volumes. The poet, absorbed in song-writing and work for the Excise, has not been much consulted about the edition and becomes indignant with Creech over a delay in receiving his copies.


	 
	May First volume of Thomson’s Select Collection appears, containing seven new songs by Burns.


	 
	19 May Moves his family to larger quarters, a rented house in Mill Street, Dumfries. During the 1830s, the poet’s eldest son described the family’s life at Mill Street for the editor Robert Chambers: ‘his father and mother led a life that was comparatively genteel. They always had a maid-servant, and sat in their parlour. That apartment, together with two bedrooms, was well furnished and carpeted; and when good company assembled, which was often the case, the hospitable board which they surrounded was of a patrician mahogany. There was much rough comfort in the house… for the poet received many presents of jam and country produce from the rural gentlefolk, besides occasional barrels of oysters from Hill, Cunningham, and other friends in town; so that [the poet] possibly was as much envied by some of his neighbours as he has since been pitied by the general body of his countrymen.’


	 
	July–August Tours Galloway with John Syme; writes ‘Robert Bruce’s March to Bannockburn’ (‘Scots Wha Hae’).


	1794
	12 August A son, James Glencairn Burns (d. 1865), is born.


	 
	December Is appointed acting supervisor of the Excise.


	1795
	January Joins the Dumfries Volunteers.


	 
	September Death of his daughter Elizabeth shortly before her third birthday.


	 
	December Seriously ill, unable to work.


	1796
	21 July Dies in Dumfries of chronic bacterial infection starting probably in his teens: endocarditis or rheumatic fever according to most biographies; brucellosis according to Fowler’s (1988).


	 
	25 July Is buried with full military honours despite his dying request for a simple funeral. On this day, Jean gives birth to Maxwell (d. 1799), a son named after the family physician.


	 
	     Jean (d. 1834) survives her husband nearly forty years. Only three of their nine children – all sons –survive to adulthood. (The two illegitimate daughters reared in the family also survive past their teens, as does the poet’s son by Jenny Clow.)


	 
	December Fifth volume of Scots Musical Museum is published, including thirty-seven songs by Burns, among them ‘Auld Lang Syne’.
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O Once I Lov’d

(TUNE: I AM A MAN UNMARRIED (NOT EXTANT))

O once I lov’d a bonny lass

Ay and I love her still

And whilst that virtue warms my breast

I’ll love my handsome Nell.

 5                                       Fal lal de dal &c.

As bonny lasses I hae seen,

And mony full as braw;

But for a modest gracefu’ mien,

The like I never saw.

10   A bonny lass I will confess

Is pleasant to the e’e;

But without some better qualities

She’s no a lass for me.

But Nelly’s looks are blythe and sweet,

15         And what is best of a’,

Her reputation is compleat

And fair without a flaw.

She dresses ay sae clean and neat,

Both decent and genteel;

20   And then there’s something in her gate

Gars ony dress look weel.

A gaudy dress and gentle air

May slightly touch the heart;

But it’s innocence and modesty

25      That polisses the dart.

’Tis this in Nelly pleases me;

’Tis this inchants my soul;

For absolutely in my breast

She reigns without controul.

Finis

Behind Yon Hills Where Lugar Flows

(TUNE: MY NANIE, O)

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows,

’Mang moors an’ mosses many, O,

The wintry sun the day has clos’d,

And I’ll awa to Nanie, O.

5   The westlin wind blaws loud an’ shill;

The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O;

But I’ll get my plaid an’ out I’ll steal,

An’ owre the hill to Nanie, O.

My Name’s charming, sweet an’ young;

10       Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O:

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue

That wad beguile my Nanie, O.

Her face is fair, her heart is true,

As spotless as she’s bonie, O;

15   The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew,

Nae purer is than Nanie, O.

A country lad is my degree,

An’ few there be that ken me, O;

But what care I how few they be,

20      I’m welcome ay to Nanie, O.

My riches a’s my penny-fee,

An’ I maun guide it cannie, O;

But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me,

My thoughts are a’, my Nanie, O.

25  Our auld Guidman delights to view

His sheep an’ kye thrive bonie, O;

But I’m as blythe that hauds his pleugh,

An’ has nae care but Nanie, O.

Come weel come woe, I care na by,

30       I’ll tak what Heav’n will sen’ me, O:

Nae ither care in life have I,

But live, an’ love my Nanie, O.

Mary Morison

(TUNE: DUNCAN DAVISON)

O Mary, at thy window be,

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour;

Those smiles and glances let me see,

That make the miser’s treasure poor:

5      How blythly wad I bide the stoure,

A weary slave frae sun to sun;

Could I the rich reward secure,

The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen when to the trembling string

10       The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’,

To thee my fancy took its wing,

I sat, but neither heard nor saw:

Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw,

And yon the toast of a’ the town,

15   I sigh’d, and said amang them a’,

’Ye are na Mary Morison.’

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace,

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die!

Or canst thou break that heart of his,

20       Whase only faut is loving thee.

If love for love thou wilt na gie,

At least be pity to me shown;

A thought ungentle canna be

The thought o’ Mary Morison.

It Was Upon a Lammas Night

(TUNE: CORN RIGS ARE BONIE)

It was upon a Lammas night,

When corn rigs are bonie,

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light,

I held awa to Annie:

5   The time flew by, wi’ tentless heed,

Till ’tween the late and early;

Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed,

To see me thro’ the barley.

The sky was blue, the wind was still,

10       The moon was shining clearly;

I set her down, wi’ right good will,

Amang the rigs O’ barley:

I ken’t her heart was a’ my ain;

I lov’d her most sincerely;

15  I kiss’d her owre and owre again,

Amang the rigs O’ barley.

I lock’d her in my fond embrace;

Her heart was beating rarely:

My blessings on that happy place,

20       Amang the rigs O’ barley!

But by the moon and stars so bright,

That shone that hour so clearly!

She ay shall bless that happy night,

Amang the rigs O’ barley.

25  I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear;

I hae been merry drinking;

I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin gear;

I hae been happy thinking;

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw,

30      Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly,

That happy night was worth them a’,

Amang the rigs O’ barley.

            Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs,

             An’ corn rigs are bonie:

35              I’ll ne’er forget that happy night

             Amang the rigs wi’ Annie.

Song Composed in August

(TUNES: I HAD A HORSE, I HAD NAE MAIR; PORT GORDON)

Now westlin winds, and slaught’ring guns

Bring Autumn’s pleasant weather;

And the moorcock springs, on whirring wings,

Amang the blooming heather:

5      Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,

Delights the weary farmer;

And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night,

To muse upon my charmer.

The partridge loves the fruitful fells;

10      The plover loves the mountains;

The woodcock haunts the lonely dells;

The soaring hern the fountains:

Thro’ lofty groves, the cushat roves,

The path of man to shun it;

15   The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush,

The spreading thorn the linnet.

Thus ev’ry kind their pleasure find,

The savage and the tender;

Some social join, and leagues combine;

20      Some solitary wander;

Avaunt, away! the cruel sway,

Tyrannic man’s dominion;

The sportsman’s joy, the murd’ring cry,

The flutt’ring, gory pinion!

25   But Peggy dear, the ev’ning’s clear,

Thick flies the skimming swallow;

The sky is blue, the fields in view,

All fading-green and yellow:

Come let us stray our gladsome way,

30      And view the charms of nature;

The rustling corn, the fruited thorn,

And ev’ry happy creature.

We’ll gently walk, and sweetly talk,

Till the silent moon shine clearly;

35  I’ll grasp thy waist, and fondly prest,

Swear how I love thee dearly:

Not vernal show’rs to budding flow’rs,

Not autumn to the farmer,

So dear can be, as thou to me,

My fair, my lovely charmer!

John Barleycorn* A Ballad

     (TUNES: COLD AND RAW; LULL ME BEYOND THEE)

There was three kings into the east,

Three kings both great and high,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath

John Barleycorn should die.

5   They took a plough and plough’d him down,

Put clods upon his head,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath

John Barleycorn was dead.

But the chearful spring came kindly on,

10      And show’rs began to fall;

John Barleycorn got up again,

And sore surpris’d them all.

The sultry suns of summer came,

And he grew thick and strong,

15   His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears,

That no one should him wrong.

The sober autumn enter’d mild,

When he grew wan and pale;

His bending joints and drooping head

20      Show’d he began to fail.

His colour sicken’d more and more,

He faded into age;

And then his enemies began

To show their deadly rage.

25   They’ve taen a weapon, long and sharp,

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,

30      And cudgell’d him full sore;

They hung him up before the storm,

And turn’d him o’er and o’er.

They filled up a darksome pit

With water to the brim,

35   They heaved in John Barleycorn,

There let him sink or swim.

They laid him out upon the floor,

To work him farther woe,

And still, as signs of life appear’d,

40    They toss’d him to and fro.

They wasted, o’er a scorching flame,

The marrow of his bones;

But a miller us’d him worst of all,

For he crush’d him between two stones.

45   And they hae taen his very heart’s blood,

And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank,

Their joy did more abound.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,

50      Of noble enterprise,

For if you do but taste his blood,

’Twill make your courage rise.

’Twill make a man forget his woe;

’Twill heighten all his joy:

55   ’Twill make the widow’s heart to sing,

Tho’ the tear were in her eye.

Then let us toast John Barleycorn,

Each man a glass in hand;

And may his great posterity

60      Ne’er fail in old Scotland!

The Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie, the Author’s Only Pet Yowe, an Unco’ Mournfu’ Tale

As Mailate, an’ her lambs thegither,

Was ae day nibbling on the tether,

Upon her cloot she coost a hitch,

An’ owre she warsl’d in the ditch:

5   There, groaning, dying, she did ly,

When *Hughoc he cam doytan by.

     Wi’ glowrin een, an’ lifted han’s,

Poor Hughoc like a statue Stan’s;

He saw her days were near-hand ended,

10   But, waes my heart! he could na mend it!

He gaped wide, but naething spak,

At length poor Mailie silence brak.

     ‘O thou, whase lamentable face

Appears to mourn my woefu’ case!

15   My dying words attentive hear,

An’ bear them to my Master dear.

     ‘Tell him, if e’er again he keep

As muckle gear as buy a sheep,

O, bid him never tye them mair,

20   Wi’ wicked strings o’ hemp or hair!

But ca them out to park or hill,

An’ let them wander at their will:

So, may his flock increase an’ grow

To scores o’ lambs, and packs of woo’.

25      ‘Tell him, he was a Master kin’,

An’ ay was guid to me an’ mine;

An’ now my dying charge I gie him,

My helpless lambs, I trust them wi’ him.

     ‘O, bid him save their harmless lives,

30 Frae dogs an’ tods, an’ butchers’ knives!

But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,

Till they be fit to fend themsel;

And tent them duely, e’en an’ morn,

Wi’ taets o’ hay an’ ripps o’ corn.

35      ‘An’ may they never learn the gaets,

Of ither vile, wanrestfu’ Pets!

To slink thro’ slaps, an’ reave an’ steal,

At stacks O’ pease, or stocks o’ kail.

So may they, like their great forbears,

40   For monie a year come thro’ the sheers:

So wives will gie them bits o’ bread,

And bairns greet for them when they’re dead.

     ’My poor toop-latnb, my son an’ heir,

O, bid him breed him up wi’ care!

45      An’ if he live to be a beast,

To pit some havins in his breast!

An’ warn him, what I winna name,

To stay content wi yowes at hame;

An’ no to rin an’ wear his cloots,

50      Like ither, menseless, graceless brutes.

     ‘An’ niest my yowie, silly thing,

Gude keep thee frae a tether string!

O, may thou ne’er forgather up,

Wi’ onie blastet, moorlan toop;

55      But ay keep mind to moop an’ mell,

Wi’ sheep o’ credit like thysel!

     ‘And now, my bairns, wi’ my last breath,

I lea’e my blessin wi’ you baith:

An’ when ye think upo’ your Mither,

60 Mind to be kind to ane anither.

     ‘Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail;

To tell my Master a’ my tale;

An’ bid him burn this cursed tether,

An’ for thy pains thou’se get my blather.’

65      This said, poor Mailie turn’d her head,

An’ clos’d her een amang the dead!

Poor Mailie’s Elegy

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose,

Wi’ saut tears trickling down your nose;

Our Bardie’s fate is at a close,

Past a’ remead!

5      The last, sad cape-stane of his woes;

Poor Mailie’s dead!

It’s no the loss o’ warl’s gear,

That could sae bitter draw the tear,

Or make our Bardie, dowie, wear

10                        The mourning weed:

He’s lost a friend and neebor dear,

In Mailie dead.

Thro’ a’ the town she trotted by him;

A lang half-mile she could descry him;

15  Wi’ kindly bleat, when she did spy him,

She ran wi’ speed:

A friend mair faithfu’ ne’er came nigh him,

Than Mailie dead.

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense,

20  An’ could behave hersel wi’ mense:

I’ll say’t, she never brak a fence,

Thro’ thievish greed.

Our Bardie, lanely, keeps the spence

Sin’ Mailie’s dead.

25      Or, if he wanders up the howe,

Her living image in her yowe,

Comes bleating till him, owre the knowe,

For bits o’ bread;

An’ down the briny pearls rowe

30                  For Mailie dead.

She was nae get o’ moorlan tips,

Wi’ tauted ket, an’ hairy hips;

For her forbears were brought in ships,

Frae ’yont the Tweed:

35      A bonier fleesh ne’er cross’d the clips

Than Mailie’s dead.

Wae worth that man wha first did shape,

That vile, wanchancie thing – a raep!

It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape,

40                        Wi’ chokin dread;

An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ crape

For Mailie dead.

O, a’ ye Bards on bonie Doon!

An’ wha on Aire your chanters tune!

45      Come, join the melancholious croon

O’ Robin’s reed!

His heart will never get aboon!

His Mailie’s dead!

My Father Was a Farmer

(TUNE: THE WEAVER AND HIS SHUTTLE, O)

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 regarding, O.

5  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.

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted fortune’s favor, O

10  Some cause unseen still stept between to frustrate each endeavour, O

Sometimes by foes I was o’erpower’d; sometimes by friend forsaken, O

And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken, O.

Then sore harass’d, and tir’d at last, with fortune’s vain delusion, O

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to this conclusion, O

15  The past was bad, the future hid; its good or ill untryed, O

But the present hour was in my pow’r, and so I would enjoy it, O.

No help, nor hope, nor view had I; nor person to befriend me, O

So I must toil, and sweat and moil, and labor to sustain me, O

To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred me early, O

20  For one, he
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AIR
TUNE: SOLDIER LADDIE









































AIR
TUNE: O AN YE WERE DEAD GUIDMAN
















































AIR
TUNE: WHISTLE OWRE THE LAVE O’T











































AIR
TUNE: CLOUT THE CAUDRON

































































































AIR
TUNE: JOLLY MORTALS FILL YOUR GLASSES
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