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PREFACE.

THE increasing interest taken in the Chronicle by Burns Clubs
everywhere is a great encouragement to all concerned in its
publication. While its circulation amongst the general public
is still well maintained, it must ever be kept in view that its
continued success depends primarily on the support it receives
from those to whom it specially appeals as the only official

organ of the Burns Cult in existence.

To all who have assisted in this issue the Editor presents

his most grateful thanks.

iD. M<NAUGHT.

BENRIG, KiLMAURS,
December 25th, 1911.
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A SKETCH OF SCOTTISH LITERATURE
'FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES.

CHAPTER VIII

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.

HIS sketch of Scottish literature and Scottish writers
might have concluded with the preceding chapter,

for, with the exception of Alexander Wilson and Carolina
Oliphant, it contains no writer of any extraordinary merit.
It certainly contains no epoch- writer who has influenced
the destinies of the national literature in any other direction
than that in which the tendency had already been determined.
By itself considered, the rise and growth of Scottish literature
is almost as remarkable a historical phenomenon as the rise
and growth of Scottish philosophy, which has already been
noticed in the course of this sketch. Like Scottish philo-

~sophy, too, in the process of national development it has not

been without influence on British literature in general. The
principal distinction between the two, however, is that

‘Scottish philosophy has made itsclf felt in a more marked

degree beyond the confines of Great Bmtam but without
further generalisation I shall. proceed to deal with the few
remaining writers and poetasters who followed in the wake
of Burns.

One of the first names whlch falls to be mentloned
here is that of Gavin Turnbull. The exact, date of his birth.
and death cannot be given, but he first became known to the
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publi: as an author in 1788.  He was the son of a dyester
from Hawick, and was born at -Kilmarnock, where he was
apprenticed to the trade of a carpet weaver. From want
of inclination rather than capacity he does not seem to have
become pfoﬁcient in his trade, and rather than exert himself
to improve his position, he lived in the meanest fashion,
without furniture or any domestic comforts, content to squat
on a bed of straw. He was not naturally idle, for he had a
large store of intellectual energy, but spent too much time
in writing verses, and studying and reciting Shakespeare,
which ultimately induced a passion for the stage. In course
of time he moved with the rest of his family from Kilmarnock
to Glasgow, where, in 1788, he published a volume of poetical
essays, which has long disappeared past recall.

If report is correct, the loss may be deemed a misfortune,
_ for the work had the reputation of being of more than ordinary
merit. It is not certain whether Turnbull came to realise
that a casual literateur in anything but the first ranks was
but a lean and hungry profession, but it ended by his going
on the stage to disporﬁ himself behind the footlights. Thus
.it was in the character of a comedian when a resident in Dum-
fries that he became acquainted with the poet Burns, who
was not ashamed to claim him as a brother bard. More-
over, Burns sent several of Turnbull’s unpublished songs
to Thomson’s collection, which says much for their merit.
In 1794 he published a small pamphlet of additional poems
bearing the title, Gavin Twrnbull, “ Comedian.” He is
mentioned in Campbell’s H istory of Scottish Poetry, published .
in-1798. He subsequently went to America, where he is
believed to have died. At anyrate nothing further was heard
of him, either in literature or in connection with the stage.

- The impression conveyed by his poem entitled * May,”
is the spontaneity with which he could command the muse,

and also his keen appreciation of nature, as the following
lines will show :

.
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. A’ nature, blooming, charms the view—
The greensward earth, and welkin blue,
The bent refreshed wi’ morning dew,

And spreading thorn,
Gay vernal flowers of motley hue,
The braes adorn.

Now is the time for those who love

To woo the Muses in the grove,

Or wi’ the Nymph, sweet fancy rove
Her flowery way ;

Then come, ye tunefu’ swains, and prove
The joys of May.”

Again, his joyous song entitled °‘ Nancy’ conveys
the idea of one who could be a Merry-Andrew, and on occasion
could sing, dance, hoogh, and snap his thumbs in the most
hilarious fashion ; but the versification of his poem entitled
“ (Jenlus ”’ scarcely appears congenial to his muse, and reveals
a sedateness of thought and reflection rather than an inspired
pen. About two years previous to the publication of Turn-
bull’s volume appeared a poem of rural description entitled
“The Har’st Rig,” the author of which is unknown. It
is generally believed that it is from the same pen as “The
Farmer’s Ha’,” which was published some twelve years
before, and which purports to have been written by an
Aberdeen student. Genius cannot be claimed for  The Har’st
Rig” by any means—its value rather consists in that it is
a most realistic description of a Scots harvest field in the
eighteenth century, with a graphic characterisation of the
gleaners, both Highland and Lowland. The Doric employed
is quaint, yet expressive, and is frequently quoted in
Jamieson’s Dictionary as a forcible example of the Scots
vernacular. _

Another of the same coterie of small pbets who with
Burns contributed to Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum
was John Hamilton, 1761-1814. In his own day he

‘was better known as a music-seller in Bridge Stree;t,n Edin-

burgh, but he was a composer of Scots airs of some
wmerit. and wrote several fine songs, some of which are
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still popular.  One of his well-known -achievements is his
‘addition of two stanzas to Burns’s song, ‘ Of a’ the. Airts the
Wind can Blaw,” which are so well executed that they
were believed to be the work of Burns himself to a compara-
tively recent date. It is also to his credit that his popular
song, “Up in the Mornin’ Early,” was an improvement
on Burns’s song on the same subject. Tt is believed, however,
that the tune of this song is of more ancient date, and was
wrought into a catch, “ I'se gae with thee, my Peggy,” which
was apparently first published in a collection by John Hinton
in 1652. It was also made to serve the base of a birthday
song by Henry Purcell, the famous English musician, for
the consort of William IIT. (1692), and was adopted by Gay
for one of the songs in his * Beggar’s Opera.” Hamilton
was also the author of several musical pieces, among which
is ““ Miss Forbes’ Farewell to Banff.”
In Andrew Scott we have a minor poet of a more robust
fibre, though with a less delicate touch, than Hamilton.
He was born in 1757, at Bowden Village,
Anl‘;ge;f'lggg.tt’ Roxburghshire, and belonged to the peasant
class.  After he had reached man’s estate
he left his birthplace and its rustic scenes behind the Eldon
Hills, and entered the military profession, and served as a
private soldier through five campaigns of the American War.
He was with the army under Cornwallis which surrendered
at Yorktown, Virginia. When a young herdladdie a copy
of Ramsay’s “ Gentle Shepherd ” fell into his possession,
and kindled the spark of poetic fire, which kept é,glow till
a late period of his life. ~While in the army he entertained
his' comrades on many occcasions by singing them songs of
his own composition, amongst which were, Betsy Rosoe,”
“The old Oak Tree,” and others. He subsequently returned
to his native parish, where he died a farm-labourer, to which
occupation had been added the office of church beadle. When
nearly fifty years of agé, he published at Edinburgh; Kelso,
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and Jedburgh, five collections of his.poetry, which were of
sufficient merit to attract the attention of Sir Walter Scott,
Lockhart, and others of the Edinburgh litterats of that period.

Although fortune does not seem to have cheered him in
the course of his long and adventurous career, he maintained
a genial optimism to the last, and his poem entitled ** Rural
Content,” or *“ The Muirland Farmer,” is most likely a re-
flection of ‘his humble tastes and unambitious nature. At

all events, the following lines convey his idea of happiness
and the simple life -—

“ My biggin’ stands sweet on this south slopin’ hill,
And the sun shines sae bonnily beamin’ on’t,
And past my door trots a clear prattlin’ rill,
Frae the loch where the wild ducks are swimmin’ on’t.

And on its green banks, on the gay simmer days,
My wife trips barefit, ableachin’ her claes,

And on the dear creature wi’ rapture I gaze,
While I whistle and sing at the pleughin’ o’t.”

While Andrew Scott was induced to tune his lyre by
reading the “ Gentle Shepherd,” Andrew Shirrefs endeavoured
to drink more deeply at the same fountain.

An?g%‘;_ls‘é‘(‘;‘(;‘"efs’ Although born at Aberdeen, 1762, some
seventy-six years later than Ramsay’s time,

he made strenuous efforts to emulate the older .poet
by writing a pastoral play also. This play was entitled
““ Jemie and Bess,” in which, like the ‘ Gentle Shepherd,”
th . characters are rustic, and the author displays much
familiarity with that mode of life. It was played several
times in Aberdeen and once at Edinburgh, but it does not
appear to have made a great impression. Like most imita-
tions, it was inferior to its model, though merit of a kind
must be allowed it. The poét evidently belonged to a
family of some .position and intellectual calibre, but owing
to a physical infirmity he engaged in the trade of a book-
seller, and his shop became, like that of Ramsay’s in
Edinburgh, a literary rendezvous for authors, poets, and
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lovers of books. Shirrefs was not void of ambition not-
withstanding his infirmity, for in addition to writing
poetry he started a newspaper which was destined speedily
to come to grief, and for some years he carried on the
Caledonian Magazine with a moderate degree of success.
On the stoppage of the Caledonian Magazine he removed to
Edinburgh, where in 1790 he published a volume of poems
chiefly in the Scottish dialect. The most ambitious in the
collection is his pastoral"‘ Jemie and Bess,” but his most
“popular and best-known piece is his song, “ A Cogie o’ Yill.”
After a residence of eight years in Edinburgh he went to
London in 1798, but unfortunately his star was soon in the
descendant, and after a struggle of a little over two years,
duration with fickle fortune, he died at the comparatively
early age of forty-eight. ‘
When Andrew Shirrefs started the Caledonian Magazine
one of his poetical contributors was William Beattie, known as
the Heckler Poet, obviously because he was
Wﬂii,?ég_?gfgie’ a comber of flax by trade and a caustic wit to
boot. Beattie was born at Aberdeen, 1762,
and was a racy and talented rhymster, who could portray
homely scenes with a facile pen. By trade, as we have already
stated, he was a flax-dresser operative in a factory near his
own house in the Gallowgate. Few particulars are known
of him, except that he was a drunken, rollicking carle, who
believed that most of the ills which flesh is heir to could be

cured by a dram. Indeed, his attitude to life could be welf

summed up in two lines of Burns’s famous Bacchanalian
song—
“ The cock may craw, the day may daw,
And ay we’ll taste the barley bree.”

Beattie sent a rhymed epistle to the first issue of the
Caledonian Magazine, enclosing a poem on “ Mortality,” and
followed it up with the “ Winter’s Night,”” which is perhaps
his most important poem, and: which appears to have been
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suggested by ‘“The Farmer’s Ha’)”” written upwards of
twenty years before. On the dawn of the new century,
1801, Beattie published a small collection of his poems at
Aberdeen, under the title of Fruits of Time Parings, which
has been several times reprinted. This volume contains
“The Winter’s Night,” ““ The Yule Feast,” and ‘ The Ale-
wife Coaxing her Customers,” the latter of which abounds
with witty and sarcastic allusions. All the poems give
graphic touches of rural life, which are mostly happy and
always realistic.
In leaving Beattie, who should not be taken too serlously,
we pass to Alexander Wilson, an almost forgotten and much
neglected author. Yet he was a man who
Alexaﬁ%%?gfliés'on, played many parts, and was scarcely less
interesting as a man than he .was as an
author. When he writes verse he has recourse to the
rhymed couplet of Alexander Pope, by whom he was
evidently ' impressed, mnor is it inappropriate. to his
.vigorous mind and graphi: descriptive pdwers, although he
lacks the artistic balance of Pope. Wilson was born
at Paisley, July 6th, 1766. Some say he was the
son of a small distiller, others that he was the son of a weaver,
the latter of which is the more probable. His parents
intended that he should enter the Church, but for some reason
or other he was apprenticed to the weaving trade when he
was thirteen years of age. While a weaver’s apprentice
he manifested a love of books, of writing verses, and studying
nature, for which the sedentary occupation of a weaver was
unfavourable. ~ His roving disposition and love of freedom
rose in rebellion, and he flung off the fetters of the loom by
setting up as a pedlar, an occupation he seems to have followed
for three years. Along with his other articles of merchandise
he hawked copies of the first volume of his poems, published
in 1789; and from his Journal, published in September of
the same year, we get a glimpse of his experiences in pushin
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the sale of his wares among the country folks, and at the
vﬂlage fairs, of which he could usually see the comic side.
Indeed, it is difficult to understand how he could have borne
" ruch taunts and rebuffs had it not been that they appealed
to the comic element of his nature—a most essential attribute
in the character of a tramp.

Many of Wilson’s poems are on themes unworthy of his
talents, which appear to have been dashed off with a freedom
indicative of the rollicking blade who cannot wait upon fine
sentiment or indulge in artistic construction.  Although
this feature was predominant in early life, he showed in his
later years how tenacious and persistent he could be wheén
he ‘hit upon his real vocation. Many of his poems at the
period referred to display a vivacity and power of diction
which only required judicious guidance; but like Avrora’s
steeds harnessed to the dawn without a charioteer, he dashed
heedlessly on, bearing down every obstacle in his track.
Lyrical gifts we cannot claim for Wilson, for in the main
his songs are poor, but he had a deep insight into nature and
a wealth of descriptive power far beyond the common ;
though he is frequently coarse, and rarely rises to a refined
and delicate pathcs. A few lines from his verses on a thunder-
storm will convey an idea of his vigorous descriptive powers—

“ Two sick’ning months had thus roll’d joyless by,
While beat reign’d tyrant from the vaulted sky,
Again the sun rose in the flaming east,

And pour’d his rays o’er earth and ocean’s breast ;
But ere yon high Meridian he had gain’d,
Surrounding clouds his dark’ning visage stain’d
Clouds pil’d on clouds: in dismal huge array,
Swell from the south, and blot the face of day ;
O’er the black sky a threat’ning horror spreads,

The brooks brawl hoarser from their distant beds ;

The coming storm the woodland natives view,

Stalk to the caves, or seek the sheltering yew :

There pensive droop, and eye the streaming rain,

While light'ning sweeps, and thunder shakes the plain.”

>

Infurther illustration of the author’s-descriptive realism,
we:give a‘quotation from his poem entitled *“ The Suicide —
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¢ Curst be the bour that to existence brought
Me, wretched me ! to war with endless woe ;
Curst be the wretch ! and curst the barb’rous thought
That made me stretch the bleeding beauty low !
Still from her breast the purple torrents flow,
Still, still I hear her loud for mercy crave—
See—hark ! the groans—alas ! some pity shew !
For love for heav’n ! for mercy’s sake ! oh save !
No! see her mangled corse float o’er the midnight wave.

O earth ! O darkness ! hide her from my sight ;
Shall hell, shall furies rack me ere I die ?

No ! this shall sink me in eternal night,

To meet those torments that I ne’er can fly :
Ye yelling fiends ! that now around me hie,
Exult and triumph in the accursed deed ;

Boon in your flaming gulphs ye shall me spy—
Despair ! attend, the gloomy way to lead ;

For what I now endure no hell can e’er exceed,’

He said !—and gazing furiously round,

Plung’d in his heart the dagger’s deadly blade ;
Deep, deep he groan’d ; and reeling to the ground,

I rushed to rescue thro’ th’ entangling shade ;

Flat on the mossy sod I found him laid,

And oft I call’d, and wept, and trembled sore,

But life was fled—too late, dll human aid ;

And while his grasp the shining dagger bore,

His lifeless head lay sunk in blood and clotted gore.”

Besides having a facile pen for the description of the
awful and the horrible, Wilson had a merry wit, which he
could command when occasion favoured its exercise. In
the course of several of his other. poems, as well as in
his Journal, he makes many witty allusions to his experi-

ence as a pedlar, but the following lines are perhaps among
the most farcical—

“ Sae up the burn wi’ glee 1 gade,
An’ down aboon some heather,
Saft on the brae my pack I laid,
Till twa-three lumps I'd gather ;
But wae-be-till’t, had I foreseen
Things were to turn sae doolfu’, -
I ne’er had waded there sae keen,
Tho’ sure to fin a shoolfu’
An mair that day.

As thro’ the stream wi’ loutin’ back
Thrang stanes an’'sand I threw out,
. A tup, wha won’ert at my pack,
" (Cam’ doon’to take a vieiv o't,
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A tether-length, he back did gae,
An’ cam’ wi’ sic a dash,
That hale-sale hurlan’ down the brae
It blatter’t wi’ a blash -
-+ I’ the burn that day.

Tho’ earthquakes, hail, an’ thun’ers blaze
Had a’ at ance surroundet,
1 wudna glowr’t wi’ sic amaze,
Nor been ha’f sae confoundet !
‘Wi’ waefu heart, before it sank,
T haul’t it out a’ clashing,
And now they’re bleaching on the bank,
A melancholy washing
To me this day.”

The freedom of style and composition of these lines
is a fair illustration of the clever full-blooded rhymster of
the eighteenth century Scot, who seldom posed as a philoso-
pher in the clouds, but rather found interest in common
things, and to the country-bred rustic the fidelity of the
picture is inimitable.

His poem entitled the ‘‘ Laurel Disputed,” in which he
deals with the relative cla'ms of the poetry of Allan Ramsay
and Robert Fergusson, is full of dry humour, and shows a fer-
tility of literary knowledge which does much credit to his
industry.  This poem he first delivered in the character of
a clown in the Pantheon at Edinburgh in April -14th, 1791.
In addition to its literary construction and spontaneous
utterance, it manifests a familiarity with the peasant life of
Scotland which will preserve it from extinetion.  The poem
which best preserves his memory, however, is “ Watty and
Meg,” which was first published anonymously in 1792, and
was for scme time ascribed to Burns, with whom Wilson
had become acquainted. This poem is much better known
than those from which I have quoted, and it has always been
a favourite on account of its broad humour and realistic
truth.  As a production, it is unpolished and homespun,
and its versification is a clumsy four-lined measure not well
adapted for the theme. In religion and politics Wilson was
much in advance of those with whom he came in contact,
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especially with regard to the latter, and soon after the publica;
tion of “ Watty and Meg ”’ he became involved in the dis-
putes of the weaving trade in Paisley, in which he engaged
with all the ardour and fearless courage of a revolutionary.
For mercilessly lampooning some of the sweating masters
of the weaving craft, he was prosecuted and sent to-jail in
Paisley, in addition to which he was compelled to burn his
productions on the subject with his own hands at the Town
Cross. A man of this type prefers to rule rather than be .
ruled, and he chafed under the despotism of that law and
authority which commanded him to obey. - Humiliated
and cast down in spirit in consequence, he sailed to
America, friendless and alone, with but a few shillings
of borrowed money in his pocket. Full of courage and re-
solution, however, he first of all engaged himself to a copper-
plate printer in Philadelphia, subsequently with a weaver,
and then as a {ravelling pedlar in New Jefsey, where the
gay plumage of the birds attracted his attention. Ever
having a keen eye for nature, as both his poetry and
prose writings testify, it only required opportunity - for
development. He abandoned his occupation of a pedestrian
merchant, and took' up school teaching in Pensylvania,
from which he travelled 800 miles to visit a nephew in
New York. In the capacity of school teacher he made the
acquaintance of William Bettram, who was much interested
in subjects of a naturalist character—among other things
ornithology—and by contact with him Wilson was stimulated
afresh to natural studies. So interested in the subject did
he become that he was induced to take lessons in drawing,
colouring, and etching, till he became remarkably proficient
in the sketching of birds. Buoyed up with hopes of success,
he was encouraged to make a collection of American birds,
a subject which had not yet claimed the special attention of
any writer on natural history. ~ With the object of exploring
the country and making observations, he travelled to Niagara
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Falls by a circuitous route, walking ‘some 1200 miles.
While at Niagara he wrote a poem called ‘“ The Foresters;”
for in his various rambles literature ever held a supreme
place in his mind. In 1806 he was employed as a writer
on the American edition of Rees’s Encyclopedia, but by this
time the study of birds and bird-life had -become a habit
of mind with him, and he induced the publisher of the Encylo-
peedia to bring out a work on American ornithology. The
first volume was produced in 1808, in a costly and elaborate
style, and two years afterwards the second volume was issued.
In the course of the year following Wilson made a canoe
voyage down the Ohio River, 720 miles ; the river which the
great Audubon afterwards navigated on a similar mission,
viz., to add to his famous coloured collection of birds. In
1813 the seventh volume of Wilson’s important work was
published, the year in which he died. His death is said to

- have been hastened by his eager pursuit of a rare specimen
of bird he had long sought. ~ In order to keep in view the
object of his pursuit he swam across a river, and thus caught
cold, which ended fatally on August 23rd, 1813, when he had
nearly completed his magnum opus.

The eighth and ninth volumes were published after his
death, with a memoir by Ord, his assistant. The work was
continued by Charles Lucien Bonaparte in four volumes,
and has since been reprinted in various forms. Tt was greatly
to the credit of Wilson that he was the first to study American
birds in their native haunts, and it must be admitted that his
descriptions are remarkable for their terseness and fidelity.
The popular belief is that his achievements in this branch
of natural science stimulated John James Audubon, who
carried the subject of American ornithology to still greater
perfection in his monumental work. The prospectus of
Audubon’s American Birds was issued in 1827, and the publi-
cation o_f the complete work occupied some ten years. © A
first edition of this work is now worth several hundred ;pounds,
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but the debt which Audubon owed to the humble pedlar
from Paisley cannot now be accurately estimated. Never-
theless, Wilson’s services to this branch of natural science
and his contributions to the poetical literature of his native
land were not publicly recognised in his birthplace till some
sixty years after his death, when a monument was
erected. in his native town of Paisley in 1874.  Collected
editions of Wilson’s poems were published at Edinburgh in
1791, at Paisley in 1816, and at Belfast in 1845, but the most
complete edition is that edited by the Rev. A. B. Grossart,
published at Paisley in 1876. His poems, in addition to
being vivid and vigorous, bear the stamp of individuality,
frequently a rare humour, and are not so well known as they
deserve to be.

In Carolina Oliphant, who subsequently became Baroness
Nairne, we have a writer whose literary claims are wholly

different from those of Alexander Wilson.
C&mlli?g(ﬁlsiggént’ As already stated, Wilson had small claim

to the lyrical glft while Lady Nairne possessed
it in a supreme degree. .

The Flower of Strathearn, as she was designated because
of her beauty and natural charm of manner, was born at Gask
seven years after the birth of Robert Burns and five before
that of Sir Walter Scott. ~ The auld house of Gasgk, in Perth-
shire, was inherited by Larence Oliphant, the father of our
authoress, at the death of her grandfather, and he bedame
the representative of the old family of the Oliphants. = In
the north country the family was well known and respected:
One "of the most pronounced characteristics of the Oli-
phants was that they were Jacobites of the most ardent aiid
aggressive type. The Laird, Carolina’s father, had taken
part in the Rebellion of 1745, and heér grandfather in that of
1715.  Both men had been exiled and suffered much i
‘consequence, and not till a few years before thé birth of our
authoress were they allowed to return to their neglected
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estates. To the very last they maintained their Jacobite
principles, and would acknowledge no King but “the omne
over the water,” for whom they nightly prayed, and cherished
their recollections of him in the household with the most
fervent devotion. Before Carolina saw the light, the supreme
desire of the parents was that the little Oliphant which was
expected should turn out to be a boy so that he might be
named Charles, and she used to say her parents had never
forgiven her for having been born a girl. ~Hope was only
deferred, however, for two boys were subsequehtly born,
and for the mere accident of birth the young woman who was
to justify her existence in the world as a gifted songstress
was freely forgiven. In the atmosphere of Gask House,
with its Jacobite stories and Highland legends, our authoress
was born and reared. When about eight years old Carolina’s
mother died, leaving the Laird with six young children.
Thus early our authoress was thrown upon her own resources,
but her father, the Laird, was a man of superior character .
and accomplishments, and gave much attention to the rearing
and education of his children. To boys and girls alike a
wide range of reading was permitted, to which was added

music and dancing—particularly Scots songs and Scots reel
dancing, which was in great vogue at that time. At this
time, too, Neil Gow, the famous Scots fiddler, was a well-
known figure at country balls, harvest homes, and fashionable
weddings, and the visit of Neil Gow and his violin to Strath-
earn was an event the young people looked forward to with

the most joyful anticipations. Carolina was by far the most
musical of the family, but so well was the secret kept that her
nearest and dearest friends would never have accused her of
song-writing.  Tor forty years she resided in the old house
at Gask with her brother Larence, the new laird, and his
wife, whom he married in 1795. Carolina from her early

youth possessed a deep religious spirit, but she now became
more pious and devout than ever. Although much of the
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religious sentiment of the time was opposed to the profane
art of writing poetry” her piety did not interfere with her pas-
sion for song, especially the songs-of her beloved country. To
the outside world it was not generally known that there had
long been an engagement between her and her half-cousin,
Captain Nairne, though at forty she was still unmarried.
Captain Nairne was Irish by birth, but was connected with
the Scottish family of the Perthshire Nairnes, and heir at his
brother’s death to the Nairne peerage, the civil rights of
which had been revoked at the Jacobite Rebellion of 1715.
Consequently Captain Nairne, was in impecunious cir-
cumstances till the year 1806, when he was promoted to
the brevet rank of Major, and obtained the appointment
of Assistant Inspector-General of Barracks in Scotland,
when he was able to marry and make Carolina Oliphant
Lady Nairne. Both she and her husband were slightly
acquainted with Sir Walter Scott, and by one of his great
acts of kindness he exercised his influence in improving
the fortune of the Nairne’s.  When George IV. visited
Edinburgh in 1822 Scott suggested to him thaé the restora-
tion of the forfeited Jacobite families might be one of the
gracious acts of his reign, the result being that a Bill for the

purpose received the Royal Assent in 1824. Thus at the

age of sixty-seven Major Nairne became Baron Nairne of
Nairne, and his wife at the age of fifty-eight Baroness Nairne.
Unfortunately the new distinction was enjoyed only a few
years by Lord Nairne, for he died in 1830, six years afterwards,
at the age of seventy-three. His death brought changes
in the domestic sphere, the most important of which was that
it severed for a time Lady Nairne’s connection with Edin-
burgh. She removed to the south of England, thence
to Ireland, and, four years afterwards, to the Continent for
the benefit of her son’s health, then a young man of twenty-
six. He never recovered, and died at Brussels in the thirtieth
year of his age. Lady Nairne continued to live abroad a
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little longer, but returned to Scotland in 1843, and took up
her residence at Gask House once more, where she remained
till her death, two years afterwards. To all who knew any-
thing of her personality, the piety and devotion of her life
was well known. The foreign waiting-maid who was long
in her service declared * that her mistress was as near to the
angel as human weakness might permit.”

The secret of Lady Nairne’s authorship was all but buried
in the grave with her ; not even her husband to his dying
day had the least suspicion that she was a song-writer, or
indulged in any literary exercises whatever. Nevertheless,
some of the songs must have been sung for half a century
at least, and were referred to and admired as compositions of
the most conspicuous genius. When Burns was in the
heyday of his fame, Lady Nairne must have written her
first lyrical piece, entitled * The Ploughman,” which was
composed to be sung by her brother at a dinner of the
Gask tenantry. It was greatly appreciated by all present,
and it .was afterwards circulated by the brother of its
author, but with the precaution that the name of its
author should not be revealed. This same song was
much appreciated by Burns, who had now become lyrical
critic, and was using his utmost endeavours to improve
and reform Scottish song by providing new ‘words for
old airs which needed refining and purifying. At the
commencement of her poetical efforts Carolina Oliphant does
not appear to have been a fertile genius, for there is nothing
to show that she wrote anything further till 1797, the year

after the death of Burns, when she was in the thirty-second

year of her age. Then came the song that touched every
teue lover of song to their. most sensitive depths, *“ The Lanzl
o’ the Leal.”  This beautiful Iyric came to be attributed
to Burns, composed, it was asserted, on his death-bed,
and subsequently printed: in editions of his works. As

this song first came from the pen of Lady Nairne, it -






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































