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CXIV.—To Dx. Mook, Loxpox,

ELristasn, 44 fow, 1780,

Sir,—As olten as I think of writing to you, which has
been three or four times every week these six months, it gives
me something so like the idea of an ordinary-sized statne
offering at a conversation with the Ehodian Colossus, that
my mind miszives me, and the affur always miscarries
somewhere between purpose and resolve, 1 have at Jast
got some buosinegss with you, and business letters are written
by the style-book., - I say my busincss is with you, Sir, for
you never had any with me, except the business that
benevolence has in the mansion of poverty,

The character and employment of a poet were formerly
my pleasure, but are now my pride. I know that a very
great deal of my late éclat was owing to the singularity of
my situation, and the honest prejudice of Scotsmen ; but
still, as I said in the preface to my frst edition, [ do look
upon myself as having some pretensions from nature to the
poetic character. 1 have nota doubt but the knack, the
aptitude, to learn the Muses' trade, is a gift bestowed by
Him "who forms the scoret bias of the soul;” but I
as firmly believe that exeedience in the profession is the fruit
of industry, labour, attention, and pains. At least T am
resolved to try my dectrine by the test of experience.
Another appearance from the press I put off to a very
distant day, a day that may never arrive—but poesy I am
determined to prosccute with all my vigour.  Nature has
given very few, if any, of the profession, the talents of shin-
ing in every speciés of composition. T shall try {for until
trial it is impossible to know) whether she has qualified me
ta shine in any one.  The worst of it is, by the time one
has finished a piece, it has been so often viewed and
reviewed before the mental eye, that one loses ina good
measare the powers of crtical discrimination, Here the
best criterion 1 know is a friend—not only of abilities to
judze, but with goodnature enough, like a prudent teacher
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with & young learner, to praise perhaps a little more than is
exactly just, lest the thinskinned anfmal fall into that most
deplorable of all poetie diseases—heart-breaking despond-
ency of himsell, Dure I, Sir, already immensely indebted
to your goodness, ask the additional obligation of your
being that friend to me? 1 inclose you an essay of mine in
awalk of poesy to me entirely new; I mean the epistle
addressed 1o R, G, Esiq., or Robert Graham, of Fintey,
s, a gentleman of uncommon worth, to whom I he
under very great obligations,  The story of the poem, like
most of my poems, is connected with my own story, and to
give you the one, I must pive you something of the other
I cannot boast of Mr. Creech’s ingenuous fair dealing to me,
He kept me hanging about Edinburgh from the yth August
1787 until the 13th April 1788 before he would conde-
scend to give a statement of affairs ; nor had T got it even
then, but for an angry letter T wrote him, which irritated his
pride. *I could”™ not a “tale,” bot a detail “unfold™; but
what am T that should speak against the Lord's anointed
Bailie of Edinburgh #*

I believe 1 shall, in whole, &£ 100 copyright included,
clear about £ 400, some little odds ; and even part of this
depends upon what the gentleman has yet to settle with me.
I give you this information, because you did me the honour
to interest yoursell much in my weltare. [ give you this
information, but I give it to yourself only, for I am still
much in the gentleman’s merey.  Perhaps T injure the man
in the idea 1 am sometimes tempted to bave of him—God
forhid I should. A little time will try, for in a month I
shall go to town to wind up the business, if possible.

To pive the rest of my story in brief, 1 have married
my Jean,” and taken a tarm; with the first step [ have
every duy morve and more reason to be satisfied ; with the
last, it is rather the reverse. 1 have a younser brother, who
supports my aged mother, another still younger brother,
amd three sisters, in a farm. On my last return from
Edinburgh it cost me about 180 to save them from ruin.

* Creech ; remarkable for his reluctance to settle accounts:
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Mot thal I have lost so much—I only interposed belween
my brother and his impending fate by the loan of so much,
I give mysell no airs on this, for it was tere sclfishness on
my part; I was conscious that the wrong scale of the
balance was pretty heavily charged, and 1 thovght that
throwing a little filial piety and fraternal afifection inio the
scale in my favour, might help to smooth walters at the
Framd peckoang. There i3 still one thing woull make my
circumstances quite casy—I have an excise officer’s commis-
sion, and | hive in the midst of a country division. My
request to Mr. Graham, who is one of the connmissioners of
excise, was, if in his power, to procure we that division. If
1 were very sanguine, I might hope that some of my great
patrons might procure me a treasury warrant for supervisor,
surveyor-general, etc

Thus, secure of a livelihood, “to thee, sweet poetry,
delightful maid,"* I would consecrate my future days.

K. L.

CXV.—To Me. Rorerr AINSLIE.

Evvisnasn, faruary 60F, 1789,

BMany happy returns of the season to you, my dear Sir !
May you be mmpamtiv&}y happy, up to your comparative
worth among the sons of men ; which wish would, 1 am
sure, make you one of the most blessed of the human mace.

1 do not know if passing a % Writer to the Signet” be a
trial of scientific merit, or a mere business of friends and
interest,  However it be, let me quote you my two favourite
passages, which, though I have repeated them ten thousand
times, still they rouse my manhood and steel my resolution
like inspiration,

On Reason build resolve,

That column of true majesty in man,
YouNG.

* Goldsmith's ** Deserted Village"



