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own trade, Madam, a poelic one, and when it is my own
property—that I take a pencil and mark at the ends of
verses; of note on margins and odd paper, little criticisms
of approbation or disapprobation as I pernse along. T will
make no apology for presenting you with a few unconnected
thoughts that occurred to me in my repeated perusals of
your poem. [ want to show you that I have honesty
enough to tell you what I take to be truths, even when they
are not quite on the side of approbation ; and T do it in the
firm faith that you have equal grcalness of mind to hear
them with pleasure. [Here follows a list of strictures. |

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr. Moore, where
he tells me that he has sent me some books ; they are not
yet eome to hand, but I hear they are on the way.

Wizhing you all success in your progress in the path of
fame, and that you may equally escape the danger of
stumbling throogh incautions speed, or losing pround
through loitering neglect, 1 am, elc. R B

CHENI—To Me Rorerr GRAHAM, OF FINTRY,
ELLISLAND, 3E¢¢ fudy 1750,

Sir,—The languare of gratitude has been so prostituted
by servile adulation and designing Aattery that 1 know not
how to express myself when I would acknowledge receipt of
your last letter. 1 heg and hope, ever-honoured * Friend
of my life and patron of my rhymes,” that you will always
pive me credit for the sincerest, chastest gratitude. T dare
rall the Searcher of hearts and Auvthor of all Goodness to
witness how truly grateful 1 am.

Me. Mitchell? did not wait my calling on him, but sent me
a kind letter, giving me a hint of the business ; and yesterday
he entered with the most fiiendly ardour into my views and
interests.  He seems to think, and from my private know-
fedre I amy certain he is right, that removing the officer who
now does, and for these many years has done, duty in the

* A collector in the Excise,
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t Now that the salary is # 50 per annum,
is surely a much superior object to a farm,
which, without some foreign assistance, must for half a
lease be a Josing bargain. The worst of it is—I know there
are some respectable characters who do me the honour to
interest themselves in my welfare and behaviour, and, as
leaving the farm so soon may have an unsteady, giddy-
headed appearance, 1 had better perhaps lose a little money
than hazard their esteem,

You see, Sir, with what freedom I lay before you all my
little matters—little indeed to the world, but of the most
important nitude to me. . . . Were it not for a very
few of our kind, the very existence of magnanimity,
generosity, and all their kindred virtues, would be as much
a question with metaphysicians as the existence of witch-
crait. Perhaps the nature of man is not so much to blame
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innumerable vortices, each whirling round its centre.  These
vortices are the children of men. The great design and, if I
may say so, merit of each particular vortex consists in how

idely it can extend the influence of its circle, and how
much floating trash it ean suck in and absorh,

I know not why I have got into this preaching vein,
except it be to show youo that it is not my ignorance but my
knowledge of mankind which makes me so much admire
your gocdness to me.

I shall return your books very soon. I only wish to give
Dir. Adam Smith one other perusal, which I will do in one
or two days. R. B

CEXXIL—To Davo Sictar, MeErcHANT, IrRviNe®

ELuisLasn, § duy 1730,

My Dear Sir,—I was half in thoughts not to have
written to you at all, by way of revenge for the two damn’d
buosiness Ietters yon sent me. I wanted to know all about
your publications—your news, your hopes, fears, etc, in
commencing poet in print.  In short, [ wanted you to mite
to Robin like his old acguantance Davie, and not in the
style of Mr. Tare to Mr. Tret, as thus:—

# Mr. Tret.—Sir,—This comes to advise you that fifteen
barrels of herrings were, by the blessing of God, shipped
safe on board the ZLovely Jamef, ().D.C, Duncan Mac-
Leerie, master, etc.”

1 hear you have commenced married man—so much the
better. 1 know not whether the nin¢ gipsies are jealous of
my lucky, but they are a good deal shyer since I could
boast the important relation of hushand.

I have got about eleven subscribers for your book. . . .
My best compliments to Mrs. Sillar, and believe me to be,
dear Davie, ever yours, Rosr. Bumss

* This letter was first in 1 The original is
mm:l:upruluhemdlhEmmemm HPBQH.{
Cloh. Sillar was ** Davie, a brother poet.”



