The Michael Bruce Service of Commemoration
Addresses 2011-2023

After 2 years without a commemoration service authé Covid
pandemic, it was with great pleasure that we wble ® welcome
back Very Rev. Dr Angus Morrison to give the addnes2022.

Harry McLennan

One of the great pleasures of my decade-long mynisthe Parish of
Orwell and Portmoak has been the annual Michaet&88&ervice of
Commemoration, held in Portmoak Church on the Ststday of
July. In each of these years, apart from 2020 &2d 2wvhen services
were not held on account of the pandemic, a guesicher was
invited to address a theme of their choice, in sogtaed to the life
and work of the ‘Gentle Poet of Loch Leven'.

The addresses delivered on these occasions wexeably
interesting and illuminating. Each speaker develdpeir own
particular approach. The Chair and members of tlohdél Bruce
Trust agreed it would be helpful to make these esklrs available to
a wider public by having them placed on the Miclreice website.
The preachers concerned kindly gave permissioth&r use in this
way. | am grateful to our Chair, Professor DavidrivtuOBE, for
providing — below - an outline history of the Mieh@&ruce
Commemorative Services.

The following nine addresses are reproduced withimal editing.
We are indebted to Harry McLennan, a member oMiuhael Bruce
Trust, for valued technical support. We hope thatder readership
will find in the addresses the same enjoyment asatlivho heard
them when first delivered, and that they will cdmnite to greater
knowledge and appreciation of our Gentle Poet.

Angus Morrison



In Memory of Michael Bruce — The Annual Service of
Commemoration

The founding of the Michael Bruce Memorial Trustaneeting held
on 1 July 1903 offered an opportunity to seek new wafylseeping
alive the memory of Michael Bruce, the ‘Gentle Pafetoch Leven'.
The poet’s cottage, which had been saved fromideosel by David
Marshall and Robert Burns Begg in the late 186@s @apened as a
museum in July 1906 and in 1922 an endowment fuamiraised by
Trust chairman James Mackenzie in order to mairtegrcottage in
Kinnesswood in perpetuity.

Just over a decade later the Trustees decideditdigran annual
service of commemoration to be held in PortmoaksRathurch on a
Sunday evening in July close to the anniversath®poet’'s death
on 5" July 1767. The first service was conducted in5183 the
Reverend William Adam, minister of the Parish oftfhoak, who
also gave the address to a congregation drawndtbguarters of
Fife and Kinross and beyond, including detachmehgirl Guides
and Boys’ Brigade from Kirkcaldy and Dundee. Senip lessons
were read by the Trust chairman James Melville Magzle and
Paraphrases and Hymns written by Michael Bruce sging.

A year later, in 1936, the tradition of invitingspecial guest speaker
to give the address was initiated. On this occasiercommemorative
address was given by local historian Robert S Yo&$AScot. In
1937, for the first time, a wreath was laid by Twrast Chairman at
the end of the service on the poet’s grave. Thexedhe annual
service has included from time to time music predidy local
singers and musicians as well as the reading e$ loy Michael
Bruce. To mark the bicentenary of the birth of ploet in 1746, the
praise was led in July 1946 by the Trust Ladie®iCind theOde to
the Cuckoavas sung by the Scotlandwell School Choir. Ir Yiear,
the address was given by the Reverend J G Dawsaih Sc
Logiealmond, on the theme of “The uphill road ohiges’.



The annual commemorative services continued throuigihe Second
World War but during the Covid pandemic of 1920r@lservices
were held for the first time since 1935. Howeverhoth these years
brief memorial events were held with the layingaofreath on the
poet’s grave.

David Munro

1. Very Rev Dr Sheilagh Kesting 3 July 2011

Isaiah 2:2-5 ‘Walking in the light of God’ (v5)

This year of all years perhaps adds another diraerisithe
commemoration of Michael Bruce. For this year weknhe 400"
anniversary of the King James Bible, the versiat #haped the
English language and the faith of generationsjusttin this country
and its near neighbours, but wherever on earthiéinglas taught and
spoken. One of the delights of this year is heaaiggn the old
words, so rich and poetic, and for people of myage and older,
remembering the passages we learnt by heart irobahd in Sunday

school.

It was this version of the Bible that gave us oetnmal Psalms and
the paraphrases. Putting the words into easily ndmeeed meter
meant that in an age when many could not read,dbeld
nonetheless sing their faith. And it is the comboraoften of words

and music that reaches so deeply into our verygseso that the two



together, words and music, live on in our memoNgs.draw on
them for comfort or when we need to express thawkggto a
generous God, creator, redeemer and friend. Thexievays
something to match our mood or our need. Whichppsse, is why
we get so upset when someone changes the tunaysraround with
the words to make them politically correct for tpdavorld -

although | would defend the need to do that!

Reading through the paraphrases attributed to MidBaice, you
realise that only a few have survived as wordstilessg to this day.
That is not to say that the ones we do not singnaa@y sense inferior
poetically to the ones we do sing. It has, | thilokdlo with the extent
to which what we sing needs to resonate with oatecd today.
Michael Bruce, of course, wrote from his own coht&ke
paraphrases are riddled with thoughts of deathdgimd) - and who
could blame him? Death and dying were all too festjly a part of
everyday life. He was one of eight children, oisee of whom lived
to adulthood and he himself died, as we know, agi¢ally young at
21. As Edward Vernon says in his introduction te lthfe and Works
of Michael Bruce, Michael Bruce writes as 'a stwattfinds itself
immured within a fragile bodily dwelling, whose fanust soon
collapse and whose walls must crumble speedilyetag.’ It is not
the world we live in - at least not here in the Wésough there are
times, certainly, when we are made painfully avedréhe fragility of

our bodies, but it's not an over-riding, imprisansontext. We are



less doom-laden. Life is not, for most us at ang,ra weary
pilgrimage’ - a pilgrimage, yes, but not necesgaal weary. There
are worlds to explore, people to meet from diffe@rtures, new
discoveries to be made that open up the world tfredghat was so
precious to Michael Bruce, opening it up to newtdswf awe and
understanding, making new discoveries that offattheand healing

unimaginable in his day.

And yet the themes in the paraphrases we are giitlgis evening are
themes which do endure, themes that have a lagi@egance in our
world today and that still act as channels throwpich we can

express our faith.

Both the paraphrase we began with, 'Sing to thd Lojoyful strains'
and the one with which we will end, 'Behold, theumiain of the
Lord, in latter days shall rise' share a visiort teaypical of the
period when the kingdoms Israel and Judah wergila m Babylon.
Isaiah paints a picture of a coming together gbaliate peoples,
responding to Israel's God, a movement of praisenarship that
brings healing to the nations and rejoicing intfadl earth. The natural
world is caught up into the celebration and, ciligighere is no more
war. With a country emerging from the battles & 4% rebellion, is it
any surprise that Michael Bruce sought to imprdesé two pre-
existing paraphrases:

To this the joyful nations round,



All tribes and tongues shall flow
Up to the hill of God, they'll say,

And to his house we'll go....

No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds
Disturb those peaceful years;
To ploughshares men will beat their swords,

To pruning-hooks their spears. (Par 18)

Or

O City of the Lord! Begin
The universal song;
And let the tenants of the rock

With accents rude rejoice;

Till midst the streams of distant lands
The islands sound his praise;
And all combin'd, with one accord,

Jehovah's glories raise.

Both are rich pictures of harmony. And they resertiwn through
the centuries. For there is never a time when graeld oppression
and violence of many kinds do not afflict peoplalifierent

circumstances and in different cultures. Todaywbdd has shrunk.



We get to hear what is happening in different deared are affected
by the desperate conditions many have to face.tiwadaigh it all,
there comes another voice, the voice of peoplaitf fvho are driven
by a different vision, a vision of an end to caoctfliof nations
streaming together, combining their energies sothear accord

reveals the glories of God.

In May, on the other side of the world, in Jamagsmane 800 people
gathered to mark the end of a decade to overcoahendge: churches
working for a culture of peace. In the message fireduced they
agreed that war is never justified and that whaheed to be doing as
churches today is to set out the requirementgustgeace.

The beam that shines from Sion hill

Shall light'n every land

The King who reigns in Salem's tow'rs

Shall all the world command.

Today we would more emphasise the common conceipefice in
all the major world religions. There are inter-gehus initiatives at
various levels that are actively seeking ways imctvipeople of faith
the world over can work together for peace amoegititions. An
international group of Islamic leaders wrote to Bope and other
Christian world leaders some four years ago, pogntiut that
between our two faiths we account for more than 50%e world's

population. So, they said, if we cannot find way$ivte in peace with



each other as Christians and Muslims there is pe fiar peace in the
world. A significant statement in the wake of 9érid 7/7 and the
continuing violence in the Middle East, Afghanist&akistan,
Indonesia, Sudan, Nigeria and so on and so on vihterefaith
conflict fuels the pain and misery of countless namities and
families. People of faith are driven by the vismiGod who wills

peace on earth.

Yes, the implements of war may be very differerbum day, yet we
can still sing, 'to ploughshares men will beatrtiseiords, to pruning
hooks their spears'. The Christian message is ymdfg that the latter
days are now. The dreams of these days of pedhe inorld, when,
in the words of Micah, people will do justice angdé mercy and
walk humbly with God, these dreams are for reajismthe here and
now and not over some distant horizon. Resurrettiosts into time,
the end is anticipated, our lives must be a constavement through
dying to all kinds of things that we hold dear sattwe can come to
new life, so that we can live now the life of Gogésace, a peace that
Is built on justice for all, a justice that incligihe way we treat the
environment in which we live and the way we userdsources of the

earth.

But Michael Bruce didn't just draw on this big pict, a God of the
nations, a God whose peace affected the worldtof@as much as

the human world. He also has quite a lot to saytthe way in



which God relates to us in a very personal waydraphrase 11 he
draws on the ancient tradition of wisdom, an irdéng strand of
thought in the Hebrew Scriptures. Wisdom is anlaite of God, with
God in the beginning. A few chapters further othia Book of
Proverbs, chapter 8, Wisdom is depicted as existitty God before
creation, present with God as the earth was gitgeshiape, beside
God 'as a master worker" in the act of creationrajuicing in the
inhabited world and delighting in the human racethke last chapter
of the Book of Proverbs, Wisdom is pictured as dgoe woman, out
of our reach, yet an aspiration, representing $othe values that are
the values of God, creative and nurturing, prataca spiritual,
loving and forgiving. It is this divine Wisdom thatts as a guide; that
shows us the values that are the values of Godjdllnes that are
more precious than the material rewards in whiclputeso much
trust, the values that bring happiness throughwines of peace. And
therein lies the thread that holds together thé gnad the present; the
thread that looks to the future, that links usrie another and to all
who share our humanity; the thread that links eartheaven and
heaven to earth, the thin places that George Mddpoke of where
we are made aware of a mystery that draws us beyenckality of
our present circumstances and calls from us maire we ever

imagined we could give.

Wherever we are, whatever our circumstances, whetidél Bruce

knew and what we can still hold onto is the inwitatthat is never



withdrawn but which continues to beckon us
... to walk in the light of God.

Glory to the Father and to the Son and to the qliyit
As it was in the beginning, is now and shall be¥er, world without

end.Amen.

2. Rev. Duncan Stenhouse s1July 2012

MICHAEL BRUCE 1746—1767. The Gentle Poet of Locldray
Brief Background. Michael Bruce was born in a huentattage in
Kinnesswood in March 1746, the son of a weaverdidd on 5th July
1767 aged 21 years. It's so remarkable what hewasthiand what he
gave to his generation and to the generationsadteg him, ours
included, in such a short life. Perhaps it is asoth reminding
ourselves of the age into which he was born. Om#t®nal stage
Scotland was a poor country, with the first shadtsope of a better
life to come after the Union with England; the Jat®Rising of 1745
was just past before Michael was born; the eaggpssof the
Enlightenment were there; Edinburgh was emergintherEuropean
stage as the Athens of the North.

Here in Portmoak and Kinesswood life was generadly simple:
farming was still to experience the AgriculturaMgiition; there
were the necessary crafts for local sustenanceviie®ving; there
was schooling locally, and there was the opporguioit the Michael
Bruce's of any parish to fulfil their potentialygn parental
determination and a little financial help. In Mieha case the
financial help came from a "God-send" of a legatcgidl 2s 2d (that
Is how the family regarded it) from a deceasedikedaThis money
was used to finance Michael's studies at Edinbuhghkrersity from
1762 until 1765. Although he did not graduate, s no reflection
upon his abilities, rather a reflection upon a ¢eaim arrangements at
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the university at the time. There is no doubt tretvas highly
regarded by his teachers there.

On the local scene we must also remember that Midraice was
born into the parish in which the Rev EbenezeriBeskad led the
first Secession from the Church of Scotland in 1T#&ing been
minister of Portmoak and Kinnesswood for 27 yelae$pre moving
to Stirling. It is said that Michael Bruce's admniwa for Ebenezer
Erskine was a strong influence upon his decisictudy theology.
However, ministry in the church was not to be. Afeaving
Edinburgh at age of almost nineteen Michael Briasaehome to
Kinross-shire where he was employed as a schobkeafirst at
Gairney Bridge then at Forest Mill. In between thesaching posts,
he studied theology at the "Theological Hall" imkass, but his
studies were cut short when the Hall was forceddse.

It was in early Summer 1767 that he fell from haspinto the Black
Devon on his way to his teaching post at Forest iid some would
say that he got such a soaking that his healtlesdfbadly. Michael
was unhappy in his Forest Mill post; the schooldnog was a
miserable, unhealthy hovel; he missed the coumteyaround
Kinnesswood, and his ailing health was giving cdaseoncern. In
February 1767 he left Forest Mill to return homat, &las, not to good
health, and very sadly he died on fifth July 176A@ame. That potted
biography does not do justice to the man that MetBauce was, but
it perhaps fills in gaps for anyone present thisnewg who does not
know a lot about Michael Bruce.

What | wish to do now is give some idea of our intéelness to
Michael Bruce as Church people. As many know, he avariter of
Paraphrases, metrical renderings of Bible passagmhgregations
so that they might understand and remember thedngfecourse sing
them.

"O God of Bethel by whose hand thy people stillfagk..." a
paraphrase of Genesis Chapter 28 verses 20-22'daream at
Bethel....... Jacob's Ladder and all that.

11



"Behold! the mountain of the Lord in latter dayskhise.." Isaiah 2
verses 2-6 Isaiah's wonderful vision of all thdora coming to
worship the God of Israel.

Proverbs 3: 13-17
"Happy is the man who hears
instruction's warning voice;
And who celestial Wisdom makes

his early, only choice.

For she has treasures greater far
than east or west unfold;
And her rewards more precious are

than all their stores of gold.

In her right hand she holds to view
a length of happy days;
Riches with splendid honours join'd,

are what her left displays.

She guides the young with innocence,
in pleasure's paths to tread,
A crown of glory she bestows

upon the hoary head.

According to her labours rise,
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so her rewards increase;
Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

and all her paths are peace.

Michael Bruce's paraphrase of these verses frowmelys 3 sum up
the route which he took through life. Sad reaktyhat he never
reached the maturity of years of the "hoary head".

The Church of Scotland and the Church in Scotlamelsoa debt of
gratitude to this young man. What might he havegius had he
lived another 21 years?

As we pay our respects and offer our gratitudentorinheritance, we
must be careful not to picture Michael Bruce asesdonely,
inherently weak young man. At the age of ten duhisgSummer
holidays from school he herded sheep on the Lonkbltg] just as
other boys his age did. Whilst being a God-feayiogng man, writer
of Paraphrases and poems, he was well-liked byd#s group and
adults alike.

Remember too that Michael Bruce strode out frormiésswood for
Edinburgh, walked to the ferry at Pettycur, madediossing of the
Forth to Leith, and then made his way still on ftwothe dark, reekie
streets of Edinburgh's High Street to the Grassetag the age of
16.

Michael used his skills as a poet to express advicthers. | am sure
his brother James would treasure this poem, iBe@ young man,
probably later in life. Perhaps the poem was imspby Proverbs 3.
Michael wrote this poem for James when he heatdJdraes had
begun to learn weaving, his father's trade.

"Weaving Spiritualised"
A web | hear thou hast begun,

And know'st not when it may be done---

13



So death uncertain see ye fear---

For ever distant, ever near.

See'st thou the shuttle quickly pass---
Think mortal life is as the grass---
And empty cloud--a morning dream---

A bubble rising on the stream.

The knife still ready to cut off
Excrescent knots that mar the stuff,
To stern affliction's rod compare---

" tis for thy good, so learn to bear.

Too full a quill oft checks the speed
Of shuttle flying by the reed---
So riches oft keep back the soul,

That else would hasten to its goal.

Thine eye the web runs keenly oe'r

For things amiss, unseen before---
Thus scan thy life--mend what's amiss---
Next day correct the faults of this.

For, when the web is at an end,

‘Tis then too late a fault to mend---

14



Let thought of this awaken dread---

repentance dwells not with the dead.

Quite a little sermon for brother James! And jasptove that
Michael Bruce was a normal type, here is a poewhich a "Peggy"

Is mentioned. This "Peggy" is Margaret White whad with her
father at Kinnesswood.

"Pastoral Song"
In May when the gowans appear on the green,;
And flowers in the field and the forest are seen;
Where lilies bloom bonny, and the hawthorn springs,

The yellow-haired laddie oft whistles and sings.

But neither the shades, nor the sweets of the figwe
Nor the blackbirds that warbled on blossoming bewer
Could pleasure his eye, or his ear entertain;

For love was his pleasure, and love was his pain.

The shepherd thus sung, while his flocks all around
Drew nearer and nearer, and sigh'd to the sound,;
Around us in chains lay the beasts of the wood,

With pity disarm'd with music subdu'd.

Young Jessie is fair as the spring's early flower,
And Mary sings sweet as the bird in her bower

But Peggy is fairer and sweeter than they;

15



With looks like the morning, with smiles like thayd

In the flower of her youth, in the bloom of eightee
Of virtue the goddess, of beauty the queen,
One hour in her presence an era excels

Amid courts where ambition with misery dwells.

Fair to the shepherd the new-springing flowers,
When May and when morning lead on the gay hours;
But Peggy is brighter and fairer than they:

She's fair as the morning, and lovely as May.

Sweet to the shepherd the wild woodland sound,
When larks sing above him, and lambs bleat around;
But Peggy, far sweeter can speak and can sing

Than the notes of the warblers that welcome then&pr

When in beauty she moves by the brook of the plain,
You could call her a Venus new sprung from the main
When she sings, and the woods with their echodg, rep

You would think that an angel was warbling on high.

Ye pow'rs that preside over mortal estate!
Whose nod ruleth Nature, whose pleasure is fate;

O grant me, O grant me, the heav'n of her charms!

16



May | live in her presence and die in her arms.

What a lovely poem! Heart-felt from the same autticthe
paraphrases. Good to know he was a real, roundgthyman. A
young man of God in the real world.

And now to end this brief appreciation of the Gembet of
Lochleven, | am going to read a hymn written by ihiel Bruce.
After some discussion apparently, it was adoptethbyParaphrase
Committee, for inclusion in their canon of Paragesa It reveals
Michael Bruce's simple Christian faith, and | bedi¢his paraphrase
became a comfort to the dying because of the @Gmisiope and
assurance expressed therein.

"Dying In The Lord"
The hour of my departure's come;
| hear the voice that calls me home
At last, O Lord! let trouble cease,

And let thy servant die in peace.

The race appointed | have run;
The combat's oe'r, the prize is won;
And now my witness is on high,

And now my record's in the sky.

Not in my innocence | trust;
| bow before thee in the dust;
And through my Saviour's blood alone

| look for mercy at thy throne.

17



| leave the world without a tear,
Save for the friends | hold so dear;
To heal their sorrows, Lord descend,

And to the friendless prove a friend.

| come, | come at thy command,
| give my spirit to thy hand;
Stretch forth thy everlasting arms,

And shield me in the last alarms.

The hour of my departure's come;
| hear thy voice that calls me home;
Now, O my God! let trouble cease;

Now let thy servant die in peace.

| am greatly indebted for much of the informatiomeessed in this
appreciation of Michael Bruce to the "Bi-centenkdition of the
Complete Works of Michael Bruce which includesaeae of the life
of the Poet by The Rev. Edward Vernon M.A."

3. Rev. Dr Douglas Galbraith 7" July 2013

Reading: Exodus 35:4-10, 20-21, 30-35.

Browsing in one of the many second-hand bookshop¥igtown
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earlier this year | picked up an old volume by éhegh Haliburton (a
pseudonym as Professor Munro told me). Dated 1i88dnsisted of
essays on the language, life and literature ofSloktland, a few of
which were about Loch Leven and the lands aba korry to say
he is rather rude abolinross.It's only importance for him is as an
adjunct to the loch, where to his mind the reabadis, and that
action is the trout rising to the lure. 'Dingytlét old, antiquated, dull,
lack-lustre, mean' were some of the adjectives tmeithe town, and
what's more, he complains, it has a uniquely tergbmate!
Kinnesswood also gets a mention, but not one ihtrigvet, as a
'sombre and slumbrous village', a 'hillside harofgieat-reek and
Puritanism'. Now isn't that a terrible way for @@cher to begin a

sermon in its parish church!

However, the author is making a contrast betweerditrict he sees
In his time and how it used to be - and no dodlte’id thought of it,
how it was to become if one fast-forwarded intotthenty first
century and saw these vibrant communities withr thesitivals,
history trails, nature reserve, museums, heritaggegs - and he
probably never dreamt of T in the Park. But whatsidto be like he
knows because of the testimony of one Michael Brut® in his
writings reveals a group of communities of livelgavers, known as
far afield as Anster Fair and beyond, who gavedla its high
reputation along with another group of craftsmén, dutlers, for

everyone knew that the most trustworthy steel [da@dene from
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Kinross. 'They were the crack of Fife', says ouhau 'They were
sought for at every Scottish fair, were in evergkpaan's box or

bundle, in every ploughboy's pouch.’

As we know, Bruce came from such a family of weayas devout as
they were creative, passionately involved in thigi@is debates of
the time, glorying in the singing of the psalmst be also stood
within a tradition of wordsmiths. Andrew of Wyntouprior of the
Culdee community on St Serfs Isle, was the famaotisos of the long
poem theOrygynale Cronykil of Scotlanaf about 1400, while the
priory held some of the earliest books of liturgydnoly learning in
the land, and happily which are still in existenl€éeam within this
wonderful succession of Christian witness and iegron the one
hand, coupled with the way with words of poet amappet, all mixed
in with the popular piety raised in song in thelpsaof David, came

the new voice of the Gentle Poet of Loch Leven.

In the very year Michael Bruce was born, psalmisipgn the
Scottish church reached a crisis. This was symébly a resolution
of the General Assembly of the same year, 1746 nihvéonger
should precentors 'read the line', the practicevknas 'lining out' by
which the leader of the song recited the wordsachdine as they
came to it in a monotone so that the congregatmmwikwhat to sing.
The truth is that this custom which came in wité tiew psalter from

South of the Border and the Westminster Assembi6b0 was never
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really necessary, since the level of reading guaiitScotland was
sufficiently high for most people to read evengeliior themselves.
How otherwise could the Scottish Parliament in 1b6&%e made it a
jaw that all households should possess a psalm food&amily use.
The instruction of the Assembly to drop this teditiabit was
vehemently resisted by a large number of congregativho held to
the theological doctrine of 'it's aye been', big #top-and-start style
of singing was not the only problem. Excessivelpgerous speeds,
wobbly ornamentation which obscured the tune, bseace of beauty
and harmony, caused church music to fall far shioitthe new music
of the concert halls and the drawing rooms of iimet The other
problem was that those who wished to glory in tee Bovenant of
Jesus Christ had only the words of the old covewgthtwhich to do
this. There was growing discomfort at the restraxiess of the
psalms as the sole diet, because, to quote a ninoumethe
Presbytery of Paisley of 1747, when Bruce was takis first
tottering steps, ‘the solemn praises of a New Testd Church are
too much limited when confined entirely to ... Qldstament

composures’.

In these few dramatic years, coinciding with Braggowth to
maturity, two things happened. One was a new sfiyjesalm singing,
stemming from what was known as the Monymusk Réyviva
spreading from the north east down to the citiethefcentral belt. At

that time people had come to know only a few tutfescommon
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tunes, which fitted most psalms. But now new tumege being
written, and they were to be sung by all in harmamgd at a good
speed, and forbye it was only to be the plain itsedf and no fancy
ornaments. So infuriated was one Aberdeen writehisy'new-
fangled profanation' that he declared it a worsaster than the 1745
rebellion. Many agreed, but not enough and soamafirds, eight
enthusiastic ‘classes’ in psalm singing were eshétl in Edinburgh,
regulated by a committee of the great and the gduomlalso
sanctioned any new tunes sung in the parish Widsits part,
Glasgow opened a ‘free school... to encourage enuqie the

improvement of church music'.

So far so good. But it was only so far. Still treajns held sway, and
as the years went on and hymns remained a futaeemrmany
attempts were made to make the psalms more eqtl@itdask as the
main vehicle of the New Testament church's préise way was to
get people at least to sing the music with conmigtand at the
beginning of printed psalm books it became thearndb include
almost a A-level course in how to read and singicadgain, to

bring some life to the singing, psalms were divided six emotional
‘characters’. Grand, Triumphant, Cheerful, DidacRathetic
(meaning reflective of suffering and despair), Malrnful. It also
printed the psalms for ‘expressive singing’, udiagics and capitals
designating respectively soft and subdued, and dmadfull singing.

On the page it would look like:
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Mine eyes upon the Lord continually are set;

FOR HE IT IS THAT SHALL BRING FORTH

MY FEET FROM OUT THE NET.

Turn unto me thy face, and to me mercy show;

Because that lam desolate, and am brought very low.
Not a bad idea, | suppose, and maybe it made erdifte to the

singing.

This was latet, but at Bruce's birth already a new song was piregpa
to rise from the church. The Reformers, to combatdoubtful
doctrines and practices which the church had iregerwhich sullied,
as they saw it, the gospel, distrusted all excdptwas in God's
Word, and thus the psalms. But there was muchirelGed's word
than this ancient song book, both in the Old Test#rand, more
particularly, in the New Testament of the gospeledus Christ.
Many of these had the feel of the song about tf&min 1745 a
collection ofTranslations and Paraphrases in Verse of Several
Passages of Sacred Scriptwas brought to the General Assembly.
Maybe it was the political upheavals of the tinmsnaybe the
reluctance to embrace something new, but at fogites were simply
made available but not officially recommended. dtswot until 1781
that an expanded version of this was sent fortini@ughout the

Church, and even though this was never authorisesba, were the

1| don't know when these practices became common; the examples | quote come from a
century later, but it is likely that they developed over a period.
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later hymnaries, it gradually came into use. Howeweavas a step too
far for some and a considerable proportion of thestorphine
(Edinburgh) membership, decrying ‘prelatic leaninfgst to form

their own congregation!

What was the driving force that broke through thgain of psalms to
sing of the good news of Christ? | suggest thats nothing less
than the faith of the weavers. In our scripturanmeg there is a
beautiful account of how the different crafts antisés brought their
offering to the worship of God, not in money bupiecisely the form
of their daily lives and work: tanners and silveittisand
woodcarvers, designers, engravers, seamsters, igletens. And then
at the end of the list, there is 'and the weavArgl. theweavers.
There from the beginning. Might it not have beeat #s the people of
these Scottish communities used their minds andgskils, as day to
day they encountered hardship, as they sharedtinvnatad and
showed compassion, as they sorrowed over losdpand in Christ
reserves of strength and love to bring victoryafudefeat, the eternal
out of the ephemeral and the transient, they wishiscexperience,
and this faith, to be the coin and currency ofrthrship. In such a
community Bruce was formed, and in such a famdy tlere is
ample evidence of that interest in learning, ofnegles of

compassion for neighbours, of skill aplenty.

But think too of the nature of the weaver's workhake another craft
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might make in the studio and bring forth what wasm the weaver
received from their neighbour their own wool, thewn yam, and
made it into cloth and offered it back. So the wresareceives from
the Creator skills of heart and hand, a communityhich to flourish,
love to share, and offers these back in worshipimiée. No doubt
all of these factors, of mind and heart and haedl jrito the poet's
gospel sonnets, and who knows - perhaps the rhgftihe shuttle

was in his lines.

It is not unlikely that Bruce's notable contributtito the paraphrases
were first offered to his own people. It had becdhgecustom to
avoid singing actual psalms in choir practice s the sacred words
be not demeaned by being used to get the notds Tigly ranged
from the pious to the scurrilous. They might hedpple remember
how the tune went, like - if one is allowed to singhe pulpit (for all
| know Dr Morrison picks up his guitar week by wgek

Come, let us sing the tune of French,

the second measure low;

the third ascendeth very high,

the fourth doth downward go.
Some are more likely to have been sung on the wayeHfrom choir
practice, like:

O mither dear, Tod Lowrie's lum

Whan seepit will it be.

For a' the soot's come tumblin doon
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And spilet ma grannie's tea.
Some were pious doggerel:
Few are thy days, and fall of woe,
O man of woman born!
Thy doom is written, ‘Dust thou art,

And shalt to dust return.’

It is known that Bruce was asked to write for tymnactices. Perhaps
the paraphrases of parts of them found their disstthere. They are
far from doggerel, and we are talking about thaseaviote outright
and those he edited and improved. Some of thesplp@ses, such as
‘O God of Bethel’ with its couplet, “Through eachrplexing path of
life / our wand’ring footsteps guide’ (from Gengsisave touched the
communal nerve and still appear with regularitpéw hymn
collections all over the world. One of his NT pdreases, no. 58,
'‘Where high the heavenly temple stands', is amamn about the
Christ who at the throne prays in compassion feniorld of which

he has been a part, (quote) a 'fellow-sufferer jwhatains a fellow-
feeling of our pains'. Surely the topography of pieece of his birth

too are glimpsed in his lines, the 'scattered gdk prolonging the
cheerful notes of praise as in the Para.23 we justsung, or in no.
18 which we sing later the mountain of the Lorédhgsabove the
village which 'draws' the wondering eyes, 'dravtke-word Bruce
puts in place of the less poetic 'strikes'. Anagesyihe was attracted to

that Proverbs passage on the advantages of leaxtiieh is behind
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Para. 11 with which we began from the value plamethis in his
family and by himself, even though he never hima#Hined to the
crown of glory upon the hoary head of which he exwely writes in

verse 4.

Yet the crown of glory was undoubtedly his alsaytydul though he
was, for a life spent as an offering to the Londthe tradition of the
earlier writers of the place, and of the craftsrard the skilful
women, of the singers and, yes, of Moses' tanmatdhee silversmiths
and the woodcarvers, the designers, the engraterseamsters, the

embroiderers - and the weavers.

4. Very Rev Dr David Lunan 6" July 2014

Psalm 19 vv. 1,2: The heavens declare the gloGaaf, the skies
proclaim the work of his hands. Day after day, theur forth speech,
night after night they display knowledge.

v.7 The law of the Lord is perfect, reviving tbelsThe statutes of
the Lord are trustworthy, making wise the simple.

v. 14 May the words of my mouth, and the meditatedrmy heart be
acceptable to you, O Lord my strength, and my nexdee

| am grateful to the Michael Bruce Trust for inmi me to preach
today in commemoration of the young man who canieetknown as
‘the gentle poet of Loch Leven’. Today is actudhg day after the
date of his death in 1767, at the early age ofgdist
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Remarkable to think that a man of such tender y&awald in his
short life leave such an impression that his nastili spoken of
with affection and admiration 250 years after reath.

The invitation from the Trust through the Rev Angdisrrison, came
with a book by way of introduction to Michael Bry@es | confess |
did not know this man of letters, this man of Laaven, this man of
God.

You will be much more familiar with Bruce than | abut let me

offer just a thumbnail sketch of his life. He wamsiibin Kinneswood -
where there is still a museum to his memory - gusteek before the
Battle of Culloden. In the 21 years of his lifevias a contemporary
of household names like Captain Cook, James Watirge

Whitfield, William Wordsworth, Thomas Telford, GelaéWade,
Bach, Haydn and Mozart, Goethe, Voltaire, Marieokmette, and
Robert Burns; who must have read some of Brucegsnsdoecause he
borrows ideas, phrases and even lines, in poenivase as ‘Scots
Wha’' Hae' and ‘The Cotter’'s Saturday Night.’

Bruce’s own home life was probably as close asfamyjly to Burns’
beautiful if romantic description of Scottish pielye was brought up
the fifth of eight children, of whom only three digt to adulthood, his
father was a weaver. He grew, like our Lord, inwstand in
wisdom, in favour with God and with man. He did eajoy the best
of health, but he still took his turn with the ¢athind shepherding on
the slopes of the Lomonds. He was everyone’s faiguwras
recognised as ‘a lad o’ pairts’ by the local domjnirho prepared him
for matriculation at Edinburgh University at theeagf 16, thanks to a
legacy his family received. He read Latin, Greeletdphysics, Moral
and Natural Philosophy and Literature, but he ngvaduated, which
was not uncommon in those days. Nevertheless, dha batter
classical education than 99% of today’s graduates.

Raised in a devout Christian family, his father was of the earliest

members of the Seceder Church, whose founder, dlideRenezer
Erskine was at one time the minister of Portmoalkr€n There is a
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statue to him in Stirling, on the road up to thstlea Michael Bruce
attended for a short time the Seceder Seminanhduaever in fact
became a minister. At the age of 21 he was appbiatd-orest Mill
near Alloa. By this time his health was cause toraern, and he
missed home, and these familiar, beautiful surrougsdof Loch
Leven. He died on the 6th July, nine years befareAca in 1776
declared its independence from the crown; in tree ozart at the
age of eleven composed his sixth symphony. Hisrajgter the Rev
Edward Vernon wrote;

‘On the 5th July 1767, a little more than 21 yeads his gifts still far
from fruition, Michael Bruce, talented, esteemeatj greatly beloved,
passed to the paradise of his dreams.’

| chose for my reading this evening Psalm 19; énp#aat would
have been read, and studied, and probably memdaisiktichael
Bruce. At that time only Psalms would have beergsarworship in
most Scottish churches, but Bruce was among tsiediitd second
generation of those who, like Isaac Watts, para@ttgpassages of
scripture to be sung at public worship, paraphragesh we are
singing tonight, and which have been at the hdasooship for
centuries in Scotland, and therefore throughoutbied.

‘Behold the mountain of the Lord.’

‘O God of Bethel’

‘Now Lord according to thy word'...

Psalm 19 is itself a hymn of praise to God, anslim two separate
but connected parts. The first is in praise of @GwdCreator.

‘How clearly the sky reveals God'’s glory The heardaclare the
glory of God, and the skies proclaim the work &f lhands!’

And the second is in praise of God’s law, God’glgace, God'’s
word

‘The law of the Lord is perfect, reviving the soul.

Bruce wrote poems about creation, and he wroteedaongs about

scripture, ‘gospel sonnets’ as his father callenhth
Here are opening lines of his ‘Ode to the Sun.’
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‘O thou beams the sea-girt earth arrays,

King of the sky, and Father of the Day,

O Sun! what fountain hid from mortal eyes,
Supplies thy circles round the radiant skies
For ever burning and forever bright

With Heaven'’s pure fire, and everlasting light!

Creation tells us something about our Creator,candappreciation of
nature is the first step towards our appreciatioitscCreator, a hint,
an echo of gratitude for the beauty, the orderytreety, the
diversity, and the bounty, directing us towardsgbedness of the
one who is forever creating and renewing life.

St Paul writes to the Romans that we really havexanise for our
godless ways ‘For since the beginning of the w@titl’s invisible
gualities - his eternal power and divine naturavehbeen clearly
seen, being understood from what has been made.’

Of course we acknowledge the fallenness of creatibnature and
human nature. Mountains take lives, rivers run thgnine stalks the
earth, everything decays, sorrow comes to us all.

People can be cruel and blind and greedy, evengebfaith can be
judgemental and unforgiving, covetous and selfieght

We have all sinned and fallen short of the glorgof.

But creation still has God’s blessing, what God enadd looked at
was good, seedtime and harvest are promised.

As a man in his hospital bed once said to mes ‘# beautiful world,
if only we could see it,’

If only we could see it. Michael Bruce could see it

Our Lord used nature in his parables constantlyjities of the field,
the sheep of the pastures, the sower and thethessh in the sea,
the clouds in the sky. God makes the sun to shhdetlee rain to fall
on the just and the unjust alike. God loves thiglavof his creating,
so much that he sent his Son to us; to tell thabves us too.
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St Francis said over 800 years ago, ‘Creation @'ssfirst Bible.’
All heaven declares the glory of the risen Lordgnfy we could see
it.

The heavens declare the glory of God,the skiedgimdhe work of
his hands. Day after day they pour forth speedhtrafter night they
display knowledge. There is no speech or langudgentheir voice
Is not heard.

Michael Bruce as a poet helps us to see agin thetypef nature,
pointing to the beauty of holiness.

The poet’s task is to help us to see things difféyeto stop, to stare,
to wonder, to appreciate, to worship.

He wrote

‘Now is the time for those who wisdom love

Who love to walk in Virtue’s flowery road,

Along the lovely paths of spring to rove,

And follow Nature up to Nature’s God.’

We know we need a healthy, saving relationship Wilture’s God;
we are also realising we need a healthy, savirgioalship with
Nature itself, with this God-given earth, with thie that is God’s
gift to each of us, handcrafted, unique, everyhashan on earth
being created in his own image.

All heaven declares the glory of the risen Lordynfy we could see
it.

But our creation is not enough. Nature red in ta@ottl claw, in the
garden, always the thorn. The lamb frolicking ia ffeld, so soon led
to slaughter.

Our creation is not enough, we need a Redeemer.

And this too, God in his love for the world, offers freely in Jesus
Christ.

The second part of Psalm 19 in in praise of the law

Michael Bruce would be well versed in the scripsutde knew the
Psalm, and like the psalmist, he knew the lawsad,@s well as he
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knew the laws of nature. He knew God, and he knewdif. Like
Psalmist he knew he not only had wilful sins, bidden sins. Like St
Paul, he knew the value of the law, but he alsakitne limitations of
the law; we need grace.

He knew that Christ had done for him what the lawld never do.
He discovered the grace of the Lord Jesus Chygsytich alone we
are saved, made whole, healed, made complete . Ww&asd, not just
In nature, not just in scripture, but in the faé€arist. We do not
understand Christianity until we understand grace.

In the words of the second century theologian aadyn Irenaeus,
‘Jesus is everything God understands as humars esuerything
humanity understands as God.’

Christ comes to tell us the Kingdom of God is atdyahe Kingdom
of God is creation healed. The Kingdom of God i€wkwve are in the
right relationship with God, and in the right reatship with all our
neighbours.

The link between the two parts of the psalm is bwdh nature and the
law are the source of life - and that is what GHorengs, life
abundant and life eternal, more life than we el efore. Again
Irenaeus, ‘The glory of God is a human being fallye.’

We remember Michael Bruce not just because of detrp, his way
with words, his insights into life, love, beautigetclassics, nature; nor
even because of the tragic shortness of his lifebbcause of his
faith. And we today are blessed because he useddlfts to the
glory of God. He has left us words and phraseshhea¢ influenced
and nurtured our Christian lives; they are embedideat psyche and
in our soul. None of his gifts was squanderedlifésvas dedicated
to his Master.

He came to faith early, and his faith was matunedtbdy and
suffering. He was a saint, a saint in the truessea follower of
Jesus, someone who reveals something of Christtegnd truth
and love, someone who reflects the light of Chastneone through
whom we catch a glimpse of our Lord.
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We give thanks to God for a man who embodied tlspegio in whose
flesh the Word came alive; and whose words poitiiédiving Word,
even Jesus Christ our Lord.

It is not ours to judge, but | believe that for Maz| Bruce, the words
of his mouth, and the meditations of his heart deasing to God,
his strength and redeemer, and acceptable indhs si

By the grace of God, may the same be true of eaelobus.

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and tdHibig Spirit, as it was
in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, warilthout end. Amen

5. Very Rev Professor lain Torrance %' July 2015

Michael Bruce of Portmoak.

4
I'd like to begin by giving a sense of the geogiaphcontext for
Michael Bruce’s work and I've gone back to the astdoof the Parish
of Portmoak in the First Statistical Account of 1789. The report on
the parish was written by the Reverend Andrew Grahb was
minister from 1784-1802.

The parish, he reported, was 6404 acres Scotathich 4054 were
arable, 300 meadow, 1400 hill. There were aboyild0ghs in the
parish, of which 4 were of the smaller English ki@d the larger
ploughs, some were drawn by 2 horses and 4 oxere by 2 of each,
and a few by 2 horses only. Turnip and grass s&gd only just
beginning to make their way into the parish andllyaa farm
practised regular rotation of crops. So it waatre¢ly poor and
ineffective. The main crops were wheat, barleys ga¢as and flax,
the flax being grown only for private use.

There were some 240 horses in the parish, manyg lsenall and ill-
kept. There were about 1290 black cattle and 13dtewaced sheep.
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In terms of prices, a chicken was sold for betwkeath and 1 shilling;
a duck for 6d and eggs were 3d a dozen.

A ploughman might annually receive £6 and a fersalwant £2 10s.
The population in 1783 was 1040, that being 488 emeh552
women.

In terms of industry there were 50 weavers, 9 sladens, 5 smiths, 8
masons, 12 tailors, 1 miller, 2 parchment makerstights, 2
coopers, 1 baker.

The minister noted that those attending the estadxdi Church were
561, and that in addition there were 373 Burgl&9sAntiburghers
and 17 Cameronians.

In 1791 the population was 1105, with 657 attendegestablished
Church of Scotland and 448 Seceders.

He noted that the Secession from the EstablishedcGihad had
considerable effect, had initially been a causajofy and abuse,
keeping people separated, but that this settlechdBy the 1790s
there was harmony and peace.

The stipend of the minister was £50 with 4 chal@érgrain. The
glebe was about 13 acres. The salary of the pstisholmaster was
about £22.

It is worth thinking for a moment about these figgirFollowing an
article 2 weeks ago in the Financial Times, if yaok the whole
population in bands of 1% (so that the poorest4d#e bottom band,
the next poorest 1% in the 2nd band, and so onjgwe a ranking of
net income percentiles. Today in Britain, to gét ithe 90th
percentile you need a net income of £47,300 amgegtinto the 10th
percentile you need a net income of £12,400 arsdgilies a ratio of
3.8.

A ratio of 3.8 is utterly different from what youowld have had at the
end of the 18th Century. The ratio of ploughmamitoister was 8.3.
Britain today is unimaginably more equal than iswand conversely,
a ploughman at the time of Michael Bruce, even goa skilled
worker, was quite unimaginably poor — his annukdrgehaving the
purchasing power of the cost of 120—140 chickens.
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This in turn provides some insight into the sace$ made by Michael
Bruce’s parents and the unremittingly limited cimatances in which
he found himself, and yet he could produce versaioh quality and
sophistication.

| want to turn now to the religious context of Mash Bruce.

As I'd expect everyone in this congregation to kntvere was a
sense in which the Reformation began with Luthex’discovery of a
gracious God through reading the Epistle to the &®mnHe had an
overwhelming sense of the love of God and of teedom of God’s
grace to all believers.

Of course that posed many new challenges. Therawasy desire to
read the scriptures in the language of the pedjlere was a
challenge to the authority of Church officials exssVely to interpret
text, and there was a challenge to the intringigtspl status of the
church hierarchy. Luther famously claimed that [smptconferred a
standing in Christ as important as that of an asttdp or Pope.

This sense of the free availability of God’s grat€hrist motivated
Patrick Hamilton, Scotland’s first Reformation nyaiin 1528, and
that same urgency was encapsulated in the Scofe€3on of 1560.

The Scots Confession is a remarkable document whigbnuinely
focused upon the mediatorial role of Christ. J&€3gst is the central
object of election. It is Jesus who is the chosiemglect of God, and
we are elected as we are incorporated into himslder
righteousness. God clothes us, stained as we Hrenany sins, with
the righteousness of his Son.

That instinct and the confidence which sprang fronad the power
to effect enormous change. And this instinct remgias a motivating
force in the churches of the Reformation thoughheyyear 1700, as
you might expect, complications had sprung up whichatened to
stifle it.
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The Westminster Confession of 1646 was the proaoluitie
Westminster Assembly and emerged from a milieuusit&nism and
second-generation Calvinism. While it has mangrgjths, it initiated
a distinctive ‘system of doctrine’ and it began uletdsely with an
abstract understanding of God.

What does this mean? The Scots Confession begjinshe lively,
active, interventional Hebraic God of the Old Testat, the God
who rebuked Cain for the murder of his brother, \addressed
Moses from the burning bush, who plead with higgbe@ Isaiah and
who drew near to us in Jesus.

The Westminster Confession begins differently art an abstract
or non-Biblical definition of God, the philosophication that God is
all-knowing and all-powerful. If God is all-knowgn of course, God
knows the future and the ultimate destination cheane of us. And
indeed God knows eternally what each one of usdeilht any point.
That opened up or constructed a question of predésin, and
inevitably some persons were predestined to gedwdn and some
were predestined to hell. And the Westminster Essibn by
creating a ‘correct’ framework for putting doctraegether, also
implied a ‘correct’ a system for reading Scriptufend we still
struggle with this today.

By the time you get to the beginning of the eighteeentury there
were several competing strands in Scottish theodoglychurch life as
official ‘Westminster’ or ‘hyper-Calvinist’ perspgees centred on the
absolute sovereignty of God were sometimes questiand
challenged by other forces which capitalised onrasherstanding of
God'’s infinite love.

A volume calledThe Marrow of Modern Divinityvas originally
published in England in 1645 and 1649. It reflddtee struggle of
these debates in England in the seventeenth cesntdrat one point
the book contained a dialogue between the chasEiangelista (a
minister of the Gospel), Nomista (a legalist), Antnista (an
antinomian), and Neophitus (a young Christian)e Bhok was long
lost from sight but was rediscovered by Thomas @ust Church of
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Scotland minister, and republished in 1718, provgkhe immense
wrath of James Hadow, the Principal of St Mary’dléiye, St
Andrews.

A group of non-Westminster ministers defended ihekland became
known as ‘The Marrow Men’. These included ThomastBn and
the brothers Ralph and Ebenezer Erskine. They dhreally be
understood as first-generation rather than seceneégtion
Calvinists and they were more evangelical andleggaistic than
their colleagues. And of course, Ebenezer Erskiag minister of
Portmoak from 1703 to 1731.

Ebenezer Erskine was in the thick of the debatandtbe analogy of
a will when someone dies, in 1724 he wrote, ‘Themedeed or Grant
of Christ made to sinners in the free Offer and Gdhe Gospel .....
none have reason to say, The Call and Offer isonwte, | am not
warranted to embrace Christ ... We have God’s comandsi preach
this Gospel, and to make offer of this Chrisetery creaturesprung
of Adam...’.

Although it was a technical debate, from hindsightmay see that at
the heart of it all there was a contest betwederdint understandings
of God. There was the Westminster Confession’sadist
understanding of God as the Omnipotent Lawgivermde and on
the other side there was the Trinitarian understanthat the God we
encounter in Jesus is God as God truly is. Itavdsbate which was
linked to the beginning of the Church’s foreign snis because
evidently, if you are committed to a predestined Bmited number

of the elect, preaching to the heathen is an unisiogitask.

The Marrow Men fell out with their presbyteries amith the General
Assembly over the issue of patronage in the Chuiidte
consequences of that disagreement were enormobD&ckember
1733 Ebenezer Erskine joined with William WilsorieRander
Moncrieff and James Fisher at Gairney Bridge, sofikinross, to
form the Associate Presbytery. Ralph Erskine washeerver as was
Thomas Mair who subsequently became minister oSdweding
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Church at Orwell, where the poet Michael Brucethda was an
elder.

Throughout the rather arid eighteenth and earlgtesnth centuries it
was through the communion seasons, and teaching timinfinite
love of God and nature of God’s mercy that theitsg@il life of the
Church was maintained. Eventually the pendulum gywamd there
was a reaction against the legalistic sermonisfrige@Westminster
Calvinists in favour of a direct proclamation oétGospel and its
practical application to sinners.

Often overlooked but of enormous importance weeenw service
books that were produced, new translations of #adnf’s and the
newly composed Paraphrases. In 1745, a year blicheael Bruce's
birth, the General Assembly sent down to preshsseai collection of
paraphrases which quickly went through severaladit And we
know how Michael Bruce, young though he was, adiguaificantly
to this stock and improved those already draftatceSthe
Reformation, the singing of Psalms had ended wighDoxology.
Though these Trinitarian ascriptions of glory amdige to Father, Son
and Holy Spirit were disputed as being Papist @&ndlrstic during
the Westminster period, they were vehemently deféndy David
Calderwood who said in 1645, ‘Moderator, | enttbat the
Doxology be not laid aside for | hope to sing ihimaven’.
Doxological worship, that is worship that gave gland thanks to
God, safeguarded an understanding of God as awitsraunity of
love, surging within itself and flowing over to etfs, and it kept at
bay the hyper-Calvinist understanding of God aalasiract and all-
knowing judge.

All this give us a sense of the spiritual context of which Michael
Bruce wrote.

Though he died when he was very young, Michael 8mias an artist
and he embraced a number of artistic conventiorssust of classical
names, like Agricola, is clear enough, but theresvegher structures
which he embraced. Here | turn to a very recenklayoProfessor
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John Morrison of the University of Aberdeen, estitPainting
Labour in Scotland and Europ&850-1908

In the nineteenth century Scotland experiencedrbst rapid urban
growth of anywhere in Europe. And this began indighteenth
century. In 1755 the population of Edinburgh andhLevas 57,195.
By 1791 it was 81,865 and by 1811 it was 103,13 New Lanark
cotton mills were founded in 1786. Yet, nineteerghtury Scottish
artists painted images aoiral labour, not the new labour practices in
the workshops which employed the majority of lovd&cots.
Scotland, according to Morrison, evolved its owathetic to
understand its unprecedented social chanigeere are eighteenth
century labour paintings — of lead mining at Leddhpainted for
Lord Hope in 1780.

In England, Ruskin understood manual labour asgodiffierent in

kind from factory-based labour. Manual labour Hael potential to be
ennobling. In 1879, the Church of Scotland founded its miynth
magazind.ife & Work In an article from a series entitled ‘Occasional
Homely Papers to the Working Classes’, the auttied to define
nobility, insisting that wealth was unimportant and thixtia

gentleman could be found ‘ploughing, digging ormerding®.

Christ was hailed as a manual worker who produaeal r

implements. In a Glasgow mission week, mothersoma®d were

urged to adopt ‘the demeanour of ploughman’s wives’

In contrast to France and the Netherlands, whisb laad rural
paintings, those of Scotland were distinctive amgigged from a
different tradition, one which John Morrison sagisfin[ed] the
nature of labour in a Protestant countriRather than pointing to ‘the
unalloyed tragedy of the human condition’, the Haghian artist
Robert MacGregor, for example, painted ‘labourh&s®od-given lot

2 Ashgate, 2014

3 Op.cit. page 17 (here and elsewhere summarizing Morrison)
4 Page 36

> Morrison, page 62

5 Morrison, page 62

7 Morrison, page 65
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of mankind®. Morrison suggests that this mid-nineteenth agntu
rural art shows not anger (as in Courbet) or fatal{as in Millet) but
‘a peculiarly Scottish phenomenon, an embodimenigbteous
labour, of dignity, humility and honody’in which the Church, as an
egalitarian structure, projected a supposedlynnstiely democratic
Scottish charactef.

So Morrison suggests that at a time of fundamesutalkl change in
the nineteenth century, a sense of continuity wasgiged by what he
called a ‘relentless promotion of the superiorityuwral society!’. He
saw this as a patrticularly Scottish phenomenonelther England
nor France did rural life receive such unresernygat@val. He
suggests that in Scotland, art ‘consciously eutmhss society
constructed on the basis of family relationshiggspnal, familial and
community responsibilities — precisely those aspetimodern urban
living which caused the church anxiéfy’ There is, he says,
ubiquitous reference to ploughmen ‘when seekingvoke the
nobility of rural life and labout®. In discussing the existence of
gentlemen, irrespective of wealth, ploughmen aexciln discussing
rural housing, it is the ploughman’s house thaténtioned!*. He
tells us that skilled use of the ‘light plough’ la@te ‘a full-time
specialist occupation and the horses and men iadalvit became
the aristocracy of rural laboti!

This aesthetic framing of anxiety about changdgerand working
conditions can certainly be pushed back from theteenth to the
eighteenth century. It is not an accident that Buibest loved and
most compassionate lines — to a mouse — are puthatmouth of a
ploughman and refer to the dislocation of one’s dowiritten in
1785 Burns wrote: ‘I'm truly sorry man’s dominiotdas broken
Nature’s social union /. Burns had a poem inggaf the

& Morrison, page 65
 Morrison, page 65
10 Morrison, page 70
11 Morrison, page 72
12 Morrison, page 81
13 Morrison, page 90
14 Morrison, page 90
15 Morrison, page 91
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Ploughman: ‘Of a’ the trades that | do ken, / Comdhme to the
ploughman /.

After all this context | turn to Michael Bruce higiE Near the end of
his long poem, ‘Lochleven’, Michael Bruce had hwaoode to the
ploughman:

How blest the man who in these peaceful plains,
Ploughs his paternal field; far from the noise,
The care, and bustle of a busy world.

All in the sacred, sweet, sequester'd vale

Of solitude, the secret flowery-path

Of rural life, he dwells; and with him dwell
Peace and Content, twins of the sylvan shade,
And all the graces of the golden age.

Such is Agricola, the wise, the good,

By nature formed for the calm retreat,

The silent path of life. Learn’d, but not fraught
With self-importance, as the starched fool;
Who challenges respect by solemn face,

By studied accent, and high-sounding phrase.
Enamoured of the shade, but not morose.
Politeness, rais’'d in courts by frigid rules,

With him spontaneous grows. Not books alone,
But man his study, and the better part;

To tread the ways of virtue, and to act

The various scenes of life with God’s applause.
Deep in the bottom of this flow’ry vale,

With blooming sallows, and the leafy twine

Of verdant alders fenc'd, his dwelling stands
Complete in rural elegance.

These are remarkable lines and are much more timglysan
expression of a love for the countryside. Theyaacarefully written
statement of enduring values in a changing world.

My hope is that the long context | have providddvas them to speak
more forcefully.
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| referred earlier to Michael Bruce'’s religious text of evangelical
rather than legal Calvinism.

In 1738 Charles Wesley wrote his great hymn, Andithe that |
should gain / An interest in the Saviour’s blood?ldy it is usually
sung to the tune Sagina which was composed in I8#bthird verse
runs:

He left His Father’s throne above

So free, so infinite his grace —

Emptied Himself of all but love,

And bled for Adam'’s helpless race:

“Tis mercy all, immense and free,

For O my God, it found out me!

“Tis mercy all, immense and free,

For O my God, it found out me!

| can think of no eight lines which better capttire assurance and
spirituality which motivated Michael Bruce. At aarly point in his
great poem, Lochleven, he wrote:

..... The vales, the vocal hills,

The woods, the waters, and the heart of man

Send out a gen’ral song; ‘tis beauty all

To poet’s eye and music to his ear

One cannot help wondering if the phrasebeauty allis an
unconscious allusion to Wesleyts mercy all

The same deep faith is found in his incomparabtegaases and in
his Gospel Sonnets:

| know the Power in whom | trust,

The arm on which | lean;

He will my Saviour ever be,

Who has my Saviour been.

6. Rev. Alan Reid 39 July 2016
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Psalm 121

“I lift up my eyes to the hills — where does myphadme from? My
help comes from the Lord, the Maker of heaven amithé (Psalm
121:1, 2)

A few weeks ago, | achieved something that has baeny To Do
list since | arrived in Kinross 7 %2 years ago, nigne make the
ascent of the Bishop Hill. On one of those sunagday afternoons
we enjoyed in May, Christine and | set off up tlile bBnjoying the
beautiful views and hopefully burning off a few @aés in the
process. More than once as we paused to catdbreath and to
admire the stunning scene before us — the recedoftpps of
Kinnesswood, the opening vistas across the Loctbagdnd, |
thought of the words of the Psalm which was readifoa few
minutes ago, a favourite Psalm of many Scots, ahdught of
Michael Bruce over whose short life the Bishop Kitbmed large and
which he probably ascended himself as a boy, @ud to reflecting
on the message of the Psalm, its inspiration irsé@ningly enduring
nature of the hills and the yet more enduring (@ttleternal) nature of
the Lord God's watching over of us and of our capand going.

So this evening | want to share some of thoseatsdies and
something of the message of the Psalm both irrigghal context in
Israel and here in Bishopshire both for Michaeld&uaow 250 years
ago and for us here today.

The Psalm is strikingly simple in its premise, whis probably why
it is so enduringly powerful. As human beings wstinctively look
up — we look up to the heavens and marvel at taagihg daytime
skies and at the star-spangled firmament of naytd, we look up to
the hills. For most people, the shape of the hiigind them is
imprinted on their memory, whether they are conseiof it or not. |
never fail to be struck by the view of Ben Leditthaatch sometimes
as | cross the Forth Bridge. lIts distinctive sgjaple was the sight |
saw walking to school in the morning and it remamsyy memory.
For me, Dumyat above Stirling and Arthur's sedamburgh, the
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Alps across Lake Geneva or Les Dents du Midi fraaudanne where
| studied for a time, or the Eildon hills that watee visitors to
Roxburghshire, or the daily sight of Arnton Felblabaerba Hill
above Newcastleton where | lived for nearly 20 geae all
imprinted in my mind's eye. Here in Kinross-slofeourse, the
Bishop, the West Lomond, Benarty, the Cleish Hilkg Ochils — we
catch sight of them from different angles, frommaafrom far away
and they speak of home; their names are takeméoigh School
houses Benarty, Lomond and Ochil, as they wereialBaunblane
where | was raised — Ledi, Lomond, Vorlich and VienWe lift our
eyes to the hills, instinctively, and for the Psalmand the other
pilgrims approaching Jerusalem, it would doubtlesge been the
same. But the hills beckon us higher and furtiidre Dunblane High
School motto islltra prospice montes

look beyond the hills, and this Psalm encouragde ds something
very similar, not to be content with the endurimgl @omfortable
familiarity of the hills of home, but to be remirdtthat it is not in the
hills that our help is to be found, but in the Leovbo created them.
That is the message of the Psalm to which we retake heed.

Perhaps we are less used in our time to the shakiogrtainties than
our forebears were — how thankfully rare a thing ih our day for
iliness to take a child or a young adult, whereatsso very long ago
in the great scheme of things, death came untitoalyany families.
It is almost inconceivable to us that a talent tikat of Michael
Bruce's should have blossomed and wilted all befteeage of 22.

But the fleeting nature of life was right up thevédnis writings. In a
letter to his friend David Pearson just a few mertikfore his death,
Bruce wrote: “I met the other day a drunken foobvgnovelling lay
upon the common road and raved at 'Lady Forturgdaa terms - in
good set terms, and yet a very fool. | helped him'luthank you,sir,’
quoth he, and then he drew a dial from his pouchgazing on it
with unsteadfast eye, said very wisely, ‘It istatock. Thus may we
see,' quoth he,'how the world wags. 'Tis but arr Bgo since it was
nine, and in another hour ‘twill be eleven, andrsm hour to hour
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we ripe and ripe, and then from hour to hour wearat rot, and
thereby hangs a tale.'

As Bruce gazed out from Kinnesswood or perhaps fimher up the
hill at Loch Leven even he could not have imagiri@a sure, the
change that would half a century later come uperiahdscape with
the cutting of the channel to lower the loch areldbnsequent
draining of the marshland to create today's lusmi&nd.

But what Bruce digjet(and how!) was that there was more to life
than a fleeting span; something far more enduhag the apparently
ageless landscape. The mountain of the Lord tbatdndraw the
wondering eyes was something much more than tisethdt greeted
the pilgrims on their approach to the holy cityynsthing much more
than Zion itself on which the holy Temple stood thght of the
World — Jesus the Son of God — who brings lifelinsfulness and
the promise of life eternal.

The Bishop Hill watches over us, a benign preseaceassuring and
enduring certainty in the lives not only of tho$eyou who live on
this side of the Loch but of the whole populatidrthe county, it
cannot actually offer us anything beyond the enmati@omfort of its
abiding presence. 'Where does my help comes frask®'the
Psalmist rhetorically, and he answers his own questith a
repeated refrain that | have to confess had nexgrksme until |
turned up the Psalm and looked closely at it follagthat walk we
took in May. Five times in the eight verses of Bsalm he drives
home his point, that the Lord who made heaven arith avatches
over us. Once it says that He watches over Idbaglpn the other
four occasions the personal pronoun is singulae-wHtches over
you (and you and you and you) — the Lord who watcives you will
not slumber; He will watch ovetour life; He will watch overyour
coming and going both now and for evermore.

I've no doubt that Michael Bruce enjoyed the vi@ivBishopshire —
lifting his eyes to the hills, and looking down rincdhe hills — he
wrote:
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“Fair from his hand behold the village rise

In rural pride, 'mong intermingled trees ;

Above whose aged tops the joyful swains

At eventide descending from the hillhe[was one of those swdins
With eye enamour'd, mark the many wreaths

Of pillar'd smoke high curling to the clouds,

How fair a prospect rises to the eye,

Where Beauty vies in all her vernal forms

For ever pleasant and for ever new.”

But he also came to know that, steadfast, unchgragid beautiful
though his earthly surroundings were, there wagsester
steadfastness and beauty to be known in the Loalthhdugh He was
the Maker of heaven and earth, is also the Onewdtohes over each
of us as if we each were the only one there wasate for and who
cares for us not only in the fleeting time of teathly life but for all
eternity, where high the heavenly temple standsrdrete our great
High Priest — Jesus — not only wears our naturepanikes our
name, but watches over our coming and going botharal for
evermore.

| lift up my eyes to the hills — where does myphebme from?
My help comes from thedrb, the Maker of heaven and earth.
He will not let your foot slip — He who watches oyeu will not
slumber; indeed, he who watches over Israel withee slumber nor
sleep.

The LORD watches over you — theoRD is your shade at your right
hand; the sun will not harm you by day, nor the mby night.
The LorD will keep you from all harm — He will watch oveoyr life;
the LORD will watch over your coming and going both now dod
evermore.

7. Rev. Douglas O. Nicol Z July 2017

I’'m delighted to be with you this evening in PortkdChurch for our
Commemoration of the life and work of Michael Bructhough |
recognise that there are certain dangers in begugsat speaker!
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My mind goes back to an occasion when | acceptadwtation to
speak at a charity event in the Scottish Borddisought all had gone
well, and within days | received a ‘thank-you’ netgh a cheque to
cover expenses. | had no wish to accept the maoelywrote back to
return the cheque ... asking that the money be paiigmod cause.
This was duly acknowledged — with the letter regdifong the lines:
‘Thank you so much for returning the cheque ... weparéing in into
our bank so that we can afford a better speakerymeax’!

For our thoughts this evening | have taken somsegeirom the
teaching of Jesus contained in the ‘Sermon on ther¥l, and in
particular the final verse of our readirl§o do not be anxious about
tomorrow; tomorrow will look after itself’

In His Sermon on the Mount Jesus sets out for hitgnarstandard of
discipleship not based on a set of rules, but rathen inner
revolution of both attitude and outlook. Everyodesus says, must set
their own priorities in life, and those who put Godt can be free

from worry as they find everything working out Imetr lives

according to His plan. Later in His ministry Jesas to give the
promise of His Holy Spirit to strengthen His didepin keeping to

His way, but in the Sermon on the Mount He sim@yeythe advice:
‘Consider the lilies of the fields* and observe how God looks after
them — then trust that He will look after you too.

The poet for whom we give thanks tonight greatlipgd the natural
world around him — and this is reflected in his kvddorn here in
Kinnesswood on the March 1746, one of the eight children of
weaver Alexander (or Saunders) Bruce and his wife, Michael
grew up to be a likeable lad. His school friendskgowarmly of him,
and to him learning seemed to come easily.

In pursuing his studies, Michael was fortunateanénSaunders as his
father and a Mr. Dun as his schoolmaster. His fatfas both pious
and intelligent, and his kind and generous natwspired him to help
others develop their own knowledge and skill. Hes walighted to
sense Michael’'s eagerness to learn — and he em@aliram fully not

47



only to attend school, but to learn all that helddtom his
schoolmaster — one carefully chosen by their Memjghe well-kent
Rev. Ebenezer Erskine.

But there was one further influence on the younghdel Bruce — for
he had to take his share of both herding and hiarvasd such work
gave him the chance to observe the natural worldarway
encouraged by Jesus in His ‘Sermon on the Mounthhel would
spend many a sunlit summer day herding sheep osidpes of the
Lomond Hills behind his home, and one biograplier,Rev. Edward
Vernon, suggests that ‘this was one of the majon#&tive influences
for (Michael’s) future poetic activity’ — herdinghdhe Lomond Hills.

Yesterday it was my privilege to be with you at Nael Bruce’s
cottage for a very special afternoon. | enjoyedniusic ... and the
work of village children in poetry and weaving ...daof course, the
cake! But what struck me most was the scenery girovhich | drove
to and from Kinesswood. My experience in the Basdsithat it often
takes visitors to fully appreciate the scenery adyand | found
myself talking of the ‘gentle beauty’ of Kinrossi&h— not the
dramatic mountains of our Highlands nor the rollimids of our
Scottish Borders where | live — but rather a gelndauty of loch and
hill — with the hills looking so green after receain. It is little
wonder in my mind that observing and consideringhe gentle
beauty led in due time to Michael Bruce being dbscr as ‘the
gentle poet of Loch Leven'.

From these hills that he loved, Michael moved teraply in 1762 to
Edinburgh where he matriculated as a 16 and aykalfold with the
intention of becoming a minister of religion. Théxewas described
as warm hearted, broadminded and courageous -awiémuine
Christian faith. Edinburgh in the late1.€entury was a melting pot
of the ideas perculating through Europe, and aleitly this
stimulation, Michael was greatly encouraged byFhisfessors,
especially Adam Fergusson, who would in due cosugport the
correct publication of Michael’s works.
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Leaving University in the Spring of 1765, Michaeh#d as
schoolmaster at Gairney Bridge, then for six mosthsdied at the
Theological Hall of the Succession Church in Kirgrcend then as
teacher at Forest Mill. Tragically, a mishap onwésy to Forest Mill
proved to be catastrophic. We suspect that his parthat journey
was overladen — not only with his personal nedessior life, but
also with the many books he would want to have Wwith. The pony
stumbled in the fast flowing waters of the BlackvDe, and Michael
was thrown into the river. Uninjured, but soakedhi®skin, he made
his way to his new school, where good folk lookédrahim.

But the school was in poor condition and gave Hhithe Ichance of
recover from his ordeal. The damage to his heathdeen done and
he was never fully fit again. He returned to Kinswesod in February
1767 and died, his lungs riddled with consumptmnthe %' July
1767 — a little more than 21 years of age.

But though he died so young, he left for us a ctibe of wonderful
poetry and some inspiring paraphrases — all testynm his love of
the natural world, his sincere Christian faith, &mlgift as a
wordsmith. Sadly his works were not published mitietime, and
because of the sinister sequel often called ‘thgahcepisode’ we
have much less of his work than we might othenhissee had. What
we have in our time inherited, however, gives ugapiring glimpse
into the mind and work of a remarkable young mame for me
‘Elegy written in Spring’, probably his last poemdaoften regarded
as his ‘farewell to life’, and read fully tonighy l°rofessor Munro,
sums up Bruce’s love of both human friendship dedfields and
plains in which his life was set:

Farewell, ye blooming fields! Ye cheerful plains!
Enough for me the churchyard’s lonely mound
Where Melancholy with still silence reigns,
And the rank grass waves o’er the cheerlessmgtou

There let me sleep forgotten in the clay,
Where death shall shut these weary aching eyes;
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Rest in the hopes of an eternal day,
Till the long night’'s gone, and the last mornsas.

So the words of Michael Bruce echo to us acrosgémerations, and
with them come the eternal messages containeaiB¢inmon on the
Mount. As we tonight commemorate Michael’s life, s be mindful
of the inspiration for his work — his Christiantfgiexpressed in his
love of family and friends, and his appreciatiorotigh observation
of the world of nature around him. And from thispiration, let us
affirm in our time ... and for our lives ... that God ated and that
God cares.

Firstly then we remind ourselves that God createdaorld in which
our lives are set — He created it in all its wondelocally, its ‘gentle
beauty’ in nature ... and its regularity — with nigbifowing each day
so that our human lives are broken up into mandggabportions,
and with season following season to give us thewaof experience
that enriches life. And in response to this createldr we say:

Such blessings from thy gracious hand
Our humble pray’rs implore;

And thou shalt be our chosen God,
And portion evermore.

The God who creates ... and secondly the God whacare

We sense that Michael Bruce appreciated God'sindres life — even
when faced with appalling conditions in the schaolahich he
taught, or even in the days when he sensed thdehith was
inevitable — at times like those Jesus’ words ftbemSermon on the
Mount were very real to him'So do not be anxious about tomorrow;
tomorrow will look after itself’ But he knew them too in positive
times — like when he desperately wanted to go twessity and his
parents wondered where on earth the money woul@ ¢mm. Then
by God'’s grace his father received an unexpectatieof 200

merks, and the two pounds, two shillings and twacpevere enough
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to see him on his way to Edinburg8o do not be anxious about
tomorrow; tomorrow will look after itself’

So in trust it can be for us — as daily we commnaitloves into the
hands of our creator God. None of us know whatthening of each
new day will bring — of blessing or of sorrow, @mpe or of challenge.
To each of us the one we commemorate tonight, MidBeuce,
would say:Consider the lilies'and‘Do not be anxious about
tomorrow; tomorrow will look after itsel and to these he would
add the words we sang earlier:

Through each perplexing path of life
Our wand'ring footsteps guide;

Give us each day our daily bread,
And raiment fit provide.

The message for our lives of the one we commemuratght —
Michael Bruce, the gentle poet of Loch Leven.

8. Very Rev. Professor David Fergusson®i.July 2018

| thank you for your welcome this evening and fog honour of
delivering the annual address on Michael Bruce liWéein the Braid
Hills on the south of Edinburgh and each morningathler
permitting, | enjoy the view across the Forth te tomond Hills of
Fife. It's an uplifting sight as | set out on mycele. And | can now
associate this daily scene with the poetry of Br&@emy gratitude is
twofold — both for the invitation to come here ahd stimulus to
learn more about Bruce’s life and work.

The Scottish Reformed tradition has been often loe@nised for its
hostility to the arts. After the Reformation in thé@" century,
buildings were no longer adorned with paintingsi@itires and
stained glass. Instead, we had the simplicity oppegathered
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around table and pulpit. Ministers wore the blagdn&van gown
rather than bright vestments. Attention was focdssethe reading
and preaching of the Word of God and less on theali Music was
no longer a performance of the choir but the ctllecand
unaccompanied rendition of the metrical Psalmsd8ys became a
day of quiet when nothing much moved — even thdinggeof
newspapers was frowned upon — you might still rebmrthis from
your childhood. But this story of suppression diséic forms is often
presented in a one-sided and too negative manheugh it's been
endorsed by many influential writers, It needseajoalified in two
important ways. These may help us to understandaniget of the
quality of Michael Bruce could emerge in rural $aotl in the mid-
18" century. The first of these qualifications is ttret Reformation
instead of merely suppressing artistic instinctedpced a love of
language and a facility with words. The populadrscotland
became literate, eventually with one of the higligstacy rates in
Europe. The Bible was translated into English. Everusehold was
expected to hold a copy. The King James Versiontexaly became
established and children became familiar with tsages and
cadences. Congregations learned to absorb longssrriinese often
lasting for an hour or more. The metrical psalmsawvaemorized,
even by people who could not read. So a committeelimguistic
precision, felicity of expression, and directnessammunication
characterised Scottish education after the ProteR@aformation.

In addition, to the effect of the older religiowadition we should
recognise also the Enlightenment influences that wedespread by
the middle of the 18century. This was a time when the arts and the
sciences flourished. Classical culture was studiadiing from the
divisive and violent disputes of the covenantingqek the Scottish
clergy engaged in new forms of learning in literafyphilosophy, and
the social sciences. The scholars of Glasgow ambkdyh were
amongst the leading figures in Europe at a timenvthese

universities outshone Oxford and Cambridge.
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Upon matriculating at the University of Edinburdichael Bruce
was taught by Adam Ferguson, one of the foundiggrés of
sociology. Ferguson had been a minister in Penthsimd a chaplain
to the Black Watch, and he was the only native Gapleaker
amongst the leading scholars of the Scottish Etdighent. And then
there was Hugh Blair, another of Bruce’s teachEng minister of St
Giles and the first ever professor of English &tare, Blair was the
great preacher of his day. His sermons went throwgherous
editions in the 19 century and were translated into German. His
command of language, his commitment to style, as@iithusiasm
for the classics of English literature seem to haNsbed off on
Bruce. These teachers took the time to encourageeBa young man
from north of the Forth who showed great aptitude whose creative
writing suggested much promise. They took notickiof, and
Ferguson recommended his work to a publisher. Tisgrerhaps a
moral here for those of us who are teachers.

Both these influences — the Reformed tradition thatl of the
Enlightenment are combined in Bruce’s writing. ddashis
paraphrases which are amongst the finest Scottistnilcutions to the
liturgy of the church. These reflect the beautyhef King James
version of the Bible, they have an originality apesssion which
prevents them from becoming predictable or bane¢malering
Scripture into verse. Doggerel is avoided and h@aves greatly
upon the earlier work of other writers. There soah passion and
tenderness in his writing which because it is easéd never lapses
into sentimentality or false emotion. Here is oraraple which |
have often commented upon in my lectures on dighogidence
without ever realising that | was speaking aboutiel Bruce. It's
from the paraphrase we’ve just sung. O God of Belhate the
fourth verse.

O spread thy cov’ring wings around,
Till all our wand’rings cease.

And at our Father’s loved abode,
Our souls arrive in peace.
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Here we have a powerful sense of the protective &hvGod. It's ever
present and yet it holds a promise of what is to&oSo it conveys a
sense of direction and purpose to everything. bkieyg these
thoughts, Bruce uses a maternal and paternal imoagdgescribe God’s
love. The covering wings are those of a mother $imetad around us.
Perhaps there are echoes here of Jesus weepingesusalem and
wishing to gather her people as a mother bird bang. And then
there is the fatherly image of God’s house whicligws and
welcomes us home — resonating now with the engaln®23 or
perhaps the prodigal son’s return to his fatheoismié when he falls
upon the mercy of his parents. All this is evokathinw the space of
four short lines. These paraphrases remain amdmgsiches of our
Scottish tradition and it's a pity that they are nmre often sung
today.

Bruce’s verse however goes beyond the Scriptukaled traditions
of the Reformed church to which he remained so cibi@en His
poetry celebrates the natural world through a mode-ranging verse
of baroque quality. Again, we need to be remindhed our tradition
was never blind to the beauty of nature, as Goargllwork. John
Calvin celebrates it in his writing, especiallygommenting on the
Psalms. He was fascinated both by the motionseopliinets, the
heavenly bodies, and the intricacy of life formsoam planet. These
were part of a grand order. In contemplating Gadéstion, Calvin
was lifted out of his struggles within the churctddhe poor health
that afflicted him for most of his life. In Bruced, there is a sense of
God’s grandeur in nature. His writing reveals tluse attention he
paid to the world around him and his delight in thanging seasons
and colours and the myriad life forms he encoudtdrere is a late
poem. Elegy Written in Spring, considered by somled his finest.

Soon as o’er eastern hills the morning peers,
From her low nest the tufted lark upsprings;

And, cheerful singing, up the air she steers;

Still high she mounts, still loud and sweet sh@sin
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He is writing from the wood that overlooked theiglarchurch and its
graveyard. The springtime is all around him infriesh growth and
activity of birds and lambs. He recalls the eardigring seasons of his
youth, times of happiness and promise. His referénc¢he great
scholars who have studied the natural world remirsdsf his
academic pursuits in Edinburgh. But then we lehat the poet is
now sick and ailing. He described himself. ‘Meagnel pale, the
ghost of what | was’. He lies against a tree halfaeisted and
contemplates the passing time. Not far away iskthechyard where
soon he will sleep, as he says ‘forgotten in tlag’cl

Farewell, ye blooming field! Ye cheerful plains;
Enough for me the churchyard’s lonely mound
Where Melancholy with still Silence reigns,

And the rank grass waves o’er the cheerless grbund.

This is work of high quality in one so young. Brisckfe was cut
short at the age of 21 before it had even readbgaime. His poetic
talents had not yet fully matured and who knowstvgnaat work he
might have accomplished or of how highly he migintdnbeen
regarded in the canon of Scottish literature alm®Burns, Scott,
Hogg, Stevenson and MacDiarmid.

In John Updike's nov@loward the End of Timghe ageing narrator is
making a slow and painful recovery from cancer sgrgHe is
suddenly struck by the rhapsody of colours he Bees his bedroom
window in the trees, shrubs and landscape all aotie writes this.

'l see now too late that | have not paid the werldugh attention —
not given it enough credit. The radio, betweenvieather and the
stock report, releases a strain from Schuberti Klavierstticke', a
melody that keeps repeating, caressing itself @esberene joy, and |
think of him and Mozart dying young and yet eachnpag out
masterpieces to the last, rising higher and higleheir lives fall
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from them, blessing with their angelic ease thelavtirat has reduced
them to misery.’

How strange it is that those who have died young taught us to
pay the world the attention it deserves. As Wallatm/ens once
wrote, ‘Death is the mother of beauty.’ There s thusic of Schubert
and Mozart, the poetry of Keats and Shelley, thetipg of Raphael,
Van Gogh and Joan Eardley here in Scotland. Sétobael Bruce.
Despite his early death, his influence has pecisie stands as
someone who achieved a great deal in a short winese faith in
God and love of the world were united, whose rooésg in his home
community was celebrated and affirmed, whose IdJudeowas
simple and instructive, and whose iliness and deatie faced with
courage and without self-pity. All this is a rigstimony to the grace
of God within us and in the world around us. Sagbhwe celebrate
who Bruce was and what he did, without thinkingwfat might have
been.

9. Very Rev. Dr Russell Barr 7" July 2019

Scripture: Matthew 6: 25-34
Faith in Poetry

In the spring of 1798, some thirty-one years dfterdeath of Michael
Bruce, shepherds and farmers tending their flocksiial Somerset
were occasionally disturbed by itinerant beggatsattie-weary
soldiers wandering the lanes or sleeping roughenatoods.

One man whom the farmers saw regularly stood owm fll the rest
because he would wander along muttering to himse&imingly
oblivious to his surroundings and talking obsedgias he walked.

It was a queer thingne farmer reported.
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I’'se oft thowt that his brain was that fu’ of sttlifit he was forced to
be always at it whether or not, wet or fair, mumglto hissel’ along
t'roads

It was a shrewd judgment for the mumbler in questias no less a
figure than William Wordsworth spotted in the attomposing one
of his poems.

Later that year along with Samuel Taylor Coleridg@rdsworth
published the.yrical Ballads one of the seminal works of English
literature and the start of the literary period rlavoawn as English
Romanticism

The Ancient Mariner, Kubla Khan, Frost at Midnighitntern Abbey,
The Idiot Boy, the Thorn and early passages ofFiedtudewere
composed on these Somerset lanes; the farmer wagigit,
Wordsworth brain was indedd’ of stuff.

Although | am sure he would often be seen wandevimgther or not
the young Michael Bruce was ever heard mutterirtigruself and
composing a poem as he walked along the lanesathd pround
Kinnesswood, the sights and sounds, rhythms anstaaty

changing landscape of Kinross-shire were clearlgrasource of
inspiration for Bruce, sometimes referred tdrasgentle poet of Loch
Leven

Thank you for your welcome this evening and fortibaour of
delivering this annual address on Michael Bruce.

Having been born and brought up in the Ayrshirenaiv
Kilmarnock, | have long been familiar with the pgeand songs of
another 18 century rural Scot, Robert Burns.

Let me confess however | was not familiar with ploetry of Michael
Bruce so | am more than grateful for the opporfuthits invitation
has given me to learn a little about the man, hiwa short life, and
his poetry
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Faith in Poetry that is the title | have given this address — asdl
hope it is immediately evident the title has astda/o possible
meanings.

It could mean that we have faith in poetry as dne mumber of
distinct but related literary forms, that it is art form in its own right,
something to be experienced, celebrated and enggpadside music,
painting, sculpture and dance.

Faith in poetrycould also be taken to mean that poetry is oribeof
ways we can articulate and find the right wordexpress some of the
deep things we hold to be true about ourselvesjtalre another and
about the world in which we live and about God.

Would | be right in guessing poetry is not everysriavourite form
of literature?

Do you have awful childhood memories of ploughingptigh some
obscure text or being forced to rote learn a femdito recite to the
class?

Me too!

As the years have passed however — and as | suspaxingregation
at Cramond Kirk would confirm — | have turned marel more to
poetry as a source of inspiration for my preaclaingd also to poetic
images and rhythms in the preparation of prayarptblic worship.

One day perhaps | will come close to the poeticityeaf one of
George McLeod's prayers

Holy Spirit, Enlivener,
Breathe on us, fill us with life anew.
In Your new creation, already upon us breaking tigto,
Groaning and travailing,
But already breaking through

Breathe on us
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Till that day when night and autumn vanish
And lambs grown sheep are no more slaughtered
And even the thorn shall fade
And the whole earth shall cry Glory at the marridgast of the Lamb

Faith in poetry — and one of the reasons | havhk faipoetry is not
because | find poetry always easy to understandon’t — it can

often be difficult, challenging, elusive, even alngc— but for the very
reason | don’t always find life easy or ministrysgar faith easy or
the Bible easy — it too can be difficult, challemgi elusive and even
obscure — and more often than not it is poetry viaidlows me to
explore the depth of something, a question, a coneedoubt and
allows me to celebrate the mystery and majestyaaf. G

At its best poetry explores the depth of human e&pee — and at its
best faith does the same - opening our hearts hasveur minds to
the intellectual, emotional and spiritual rootsadfat it means to be
alive and what it means to be human and what insé&alive with
faith and the nature and character of God.

Have you noticed how much poetry is found in thiel&?

The Hebrew Bible of the Old Testament has manyaliteforms
including poetry

The Lord is my shepherd, | shall not want, He ntaket to lie down
in green pastures, He leadeth me beside the stikrs, He restoreth
my soul

As well as the Psalms you will find many poetic gea and phrases
in the struggles of Job with his comforters, in seenetimes erotic
imagery of the Song of Songs, in the Wisdom liten@aand in the
Book of Proverbs with its collection of insightsorwhat makes for a
good and godly life.

You will also find poetry in the sometimes diffittlook of
Ecclesiastes where the author Qoheleth - the nama@srteacher —
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coming to the end of his life takes stock of theld/ias he has
experienced it, a world full of contradictions asuprises

To everything there is a seasoa writes,and a time to every purpose
under the heaven. A time to be born and a timeetoadtime to plant
and a time to pluck up that which is planted.

And although he may not always have understood $3o@#sence and
purpose in the events and circumstances of hisQiédeleth is
persuaded God has made everything to suit its tiokhjng can be
added to it, nothing taken from it.

Was Jesus a poet?

Although | don’t think Jesus was a poet in any @mtional sense |
wonder if you would agree Jesus was poetic initndes and
metaphors he usedthe kingdom of God is likeas well as poetic in
the parables he told, parables like the Good S#&anaor the Prodigal
Son, parables which leaves the listener or thesreadwvork
something out for themselves.

At its best poetry leaves the listener to work sibimg out, so too
does faith, so too does the Bible.

How much time and energy has been expended ovegetrs
wondering whether or not the Bible is true?

Of course it is important to uncover the historicatacity of these
ancient texts

But it is also important to keep in mind that tleeder purpose of the
Bible is to ask us whether or not we are true lime and human as
God intends us to be.

Take no thought for your life, what ye shall eatwvbat ye shall drink
— is not the life more than meat and the body tlaament?

And why take ye thought for raiment?
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Consider the lilies of the field, how they growetoil not, neither do
they spin.

And yet | say unto you that Solomon in all his gas not arrayed
like one of these
Did Michael Bruce have faith in poetry?

We heard Professor Munro reading Bruce’s autobpagcal poem
entitled Alexis

Begin my pipe — a softly mournful strain, a sadiyp#hing strain, a
melancholy strain.

As evidenced in the music of his pipe — what | imago be his flute
— clearly Alexis (Bruce) is not a happy man.

And what is the cause of his unhappiness?

Alexis (Bruce) has is eye on a young woman — bdltysshe does not
appear to have her eye on him.

The feast was spread, the dancing begun — and@aitie dance
selects the nymph, the girl, he loves.

And every nymph with smiles her swain approved # alould seem
but the girl poor Alexis (Bruce) invited to dance.

Indeed some time later as she sees Alexis (Brud&lghin the shade
hoping to engage her in conversation, in moderfapee, she does a
body swerve and heads off in the opposite diredgaming him
distraught.

Notice please there is no mention of God in thenpaad in that
sense there is nothing overtly religious about xide

Yet given his failing health — Bruce had lived witlberculosis for
several years and died an untimely death on tReJOly 1767, aged
21 years - is it possible to read into the poemetbing of Bruce’s
faith and his relationship with God?
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He is such a fast Gosjrote R S Thomaslways before us and
leaving as we arrive.

Might the elusive nature of his would be lover segjgsomething of
the elusive nature of Bruce’s faith in God?

And isn’t that what faith in poetry does, as witlickkel Bruce, the
gentle poet of Loch Leven, whose life, whose poatrgt whose
continuing influence we celebrate this evenintgatves you
wondering and it leaves you pondering on what tiideBooetically
described as the substance of things hoped fothenelvidence of
things not seen.

10. Very Rev. Dr Angus Morrison 3¢ July 2022
‘The “Gentle Poet” and our Ecological Crisis’
Reading: Romans 8: 18-25

Thank you for your kind welcome and for the invttatto give the
address at this year’'s Michael Bruce Service of @emoration.
These annual services were for me very specialsomtsthroughout
my ministry here. It is good that the addressesyat these services
are on the Trust’s website for all to read and ¥njo

My aim this evening is to come at Michael Brucenira slightly
different angle. We meet in the wake of two ocences which have
called global attention to already existing conseahout humanity’s
relationship to the natural world. First, there \ilzes coronavirus
pandemic. The second, more positive, event watlth€limate
Change Conference (COP26), held in Glasgow lasehiiner. Both
have highlighted the fact that we face a serioabalecological
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crisis, in which the role of human beings has pdoekdecisive
significance®

What has brought about this, frankly, dangeroussan? That
would be an evening’s talk in its own right but mest briefly
mention two significant movements in the Westermlevduring the
last 200-300 years, movements which delivered itapbbenefits,
but which can also be seen to have had a serideslynental effect
on our relationship to the natural world.

Firstly, the game-changing #&entury Enlightenment had a deeply
anthropocentric view of reality. It held that hum#reration and
fulfilment come about through our domination ofurat Subsequent
developments in science and technology made alailaé tools
needed to attain this go4l.

The second, more recent, movement is the one we kso
postmodernity. Where the Enlightenment poured soarreligion as
irrational superstition, postmodernity valued rigligand the recovery
of spirituality. It has, however, failed to offemyafirmer foundation
for respect for nature and for valuing it for itsrosake. In
postmodernity, such respect turns out to be pwehatter of
convention or convenience. And so, welcome to thkal
environmental crisis, due in large part to wilfuirhan
irresponsibility*®

The current ecological crisis, as many increasingbpgnize, is at
core a moral and spiritual issue. The most pressaagl is to find an
adequate foundation for according to nature theedsand care that
it deserves. Distinguished public intellectualse IRoger Gottlieb,

16 Among notable indicators of the current crisis are forest loss and land degradation, the pollution and
warming of oceans, the melting of the ice cap, accelerating loss of species and the devastation of natural
habitats, increasing the likely incidence of so-called zoonotic diseases, like the coronavirus, which cross from
animals to humans.

17 ps the Oxford scientist-theologian Alister McGrath put it: ‘The roots of our ecological crisis lies in the rise of
a self-centred view of reality that has come into the possession of the hardware it needs to achieve its goals.’
Alister McGrath, The Re-enchantment of Nature, Science, Religion and the Human Sense of Wonder (London:
Hodder & Stoughton, 2002), p. 54.

18 For further reflection on the impact of the two movements referred to, see, in particular, McGrath (2002),
pp. 53-76.
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have recently been giving attention to this isseepgnizing its
fundamental importance for the way in which we agdrcurrent
environmental challengé$.

Reading through his work recently, it struck me tiechael Bruce
has a potentially useful contribution to make héweish to explore
some aspects of that, but we must first brieflyeg# Bruce within the
long and rich tradition of Christian reflection oreation or the
natural world.

The church, it is true, has not always lived upvkat is best in its
reflective traditions. At times the spiritual dinsgon of reality has
been privileged over the material, sadly resulimthe church’s
collusion with secular agendas of environmentalatadion.
‘Enlightenment’ attitudes were ‘Christianized’. Tloeing
‘dominion’ to which humans are called, on the Co€atbehalf
(Genesis 1: 26, 28), has too often been exchamgeriithless
domination which lacks all biblical justificaticf.

Those who espouse this mind-set regularly apprtseBible as a
book which is essentially about the salvation aividual human
‘souls’, involving their ultimate rescue from thiysical and material
world to find a purely spiritual, disembodied etraxistence,
somewhere ‘away beyond the blue’, as reflectedanyrpopular
hymns. What is frequently overlooked is that tmslerstanding owes
more to Plato than to Scripture.

Interestingly, although some strands of the Refdrimadition, in
which Bruce stood, have at times yielded to thedgm®ns, John
Calvin himself did not. To the surprise of someréhare incredibly

19 See, for example, Roger Gottlieb, Morality and the Environmental Crisis (Cambridge: Cambridge University
Press), especially pp. 3-28.

20 There is evidence that the contemporary church, in recent years, has been making progress in taking
seriously its ecological responsibilities. For example, both the Church of Scotland and the Church of England
have adopted creation care as one of the five marks of mission, alongside evangelism and the nurturing of
those who have been baptised. The fifth mark affirms a commitment ‘to strive to safeguard the integrity of
creation, and sustain and renew the life of the earth’. The success of Eco Congregation Scotland is an
encouraging indication that the issue is being taken seriously at a grass-roots level.
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valuable ecological resources within Reformatiavutiht?! Calvin
well understood the full biblical scope of God'silog purposes for
the cosmos. Creation is inherently good and todbeed as suckr.
Made in God’s image, human beings were intendéx tGod’s
humble vice-regents, caring about and caring featon. The
tragedy of human self-deification and failure ieitlcalling has
gravely impacted the natural world. As Paul says whole creation
is groaning’3

The most penetrating of Christian exegetes anddg@ms have also
recognized the all-embracing nature of redemptiaihe Bible,
whose vision is of the whole created order shaoimg day in the
liberation and glory of God’s children in a wondelf renewed and
healed cosmos. Our Pauline reading encapsulatedftthe earth,
then, is the Lord’s and he so deeply loves it kigaplans its full
redemption, then we should love and care for it Here indeed are
rich resources on which it would be wise to dravadadlressing the
current crisis.

Michael Bruce, of course, not only predates théoggoal concerns
of our time, he died just as the Industrial Reviolutvas beginning to
get underway in Britain. This would prompt the polwereaction of
the great Romantic poets - Blake, Wordsworth, Gader, Keats, et
cetera - who lamented the dis-enchantment of the-aavorld which
the Industrial Revolution represented. Wordsworérigironmental
advocacy, for example, was impassioned and lifeldlogable
precursors of these poets — among them, James ©hq1is00-48)

21 see, for example, Belden Lane, Ravished by Beauty. The Surprising Legacy of Reformed Spirituality (Oxford:
Oxford University Press, 2011). Lane acknowledges that John Calvin is ‘a figure not generally associated with
beauty, desire or the earth’ (p. 2) Recognizing, however, that ‘even Calvin had refused to define the human
person exclusively in terms of sin,” he writes, ‘The human soul is turned back on itself, twisted by selfishness;
nonetheless, God’s image remains apparent. Creation, therefore, needs to be revitalized, not destroyed. The
first thing to be said about us is not our monstrous distortion of God’s image, but our reflection of its glory. Sin
may be an “infection” of our being, but not the “essence” of who we are’ (p. 9).

22 ‘There is no doubt that the Lord would have us uninterruptedly occupied in this holy meditation; that, while
we contemplate in all creatures, as in mirrors, the immense riches of his wisdom, justice, goodness, and
power, we should not merely run over them cursorily, and, so to speak, with a fleeting glance; but we should
ponder them at length, turn them over in our minds seriously, and faithfully, and recollect them repeatedly.’
John Calvin, Institutes of the Christian Religion, 1.xiv.21. The Library of Christian Classics vol. xx, Ed. John T.
McNeill (Philadelphia: The Westminster Press, 1960), p. 180.

23 Romans 8: 22.
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and Thomas Gray (1716-71) - did, however, stromgfluence the
young Bruce?* Incidentally, more than once Bruce speaks of the
health-giving effects of our engagement with theldvof nature.
Privileged, as most of us here have been, to titke same beautiful
environment as he, we were able to discover innaway, during
lockdown, the truth of his observations.

The theme of creation is absolutely foundationakf@hristian
approach to the environment. For Bruce, as for Ioddmin, the world
was loved into being by the triune God of love.d.Ralvin, who
spoke of himself as being ‘ravished’ with the worsdef the natural
world, he viewed the whole cosmos as a ‘theatré&ad’s glory — the
‘theatre divine’, Bruce calls it in hi®de to a man of lettef§ It's a
striking image, frequently used by Calvin. Arendl@nists supposed
to be sniffy about the theatre? Nature, in otherdwbas value
because God made it, it is his, and in it his glergn display in all its
marvellous complexity and diversity. He loved itreach that he
came into his own theatre in the incarnate worsligelied not just
for individual ‘souls’ but for the sake of the redgtion of the whole
COSMOS.

A candidate for the Secession Church ministry, inHdel Bruce we
see no Platonic matter-spirit duali$hie refuses to disconnect what
was always meant to be held together. The manelode to the
Cuckoo’ which was read to us is woven on the sdoté as the
spiritually rich paraphrases we are singing thisneng.

24 The influence of Thomson, ‘with whose descriptive and appreciative genius he was most akin’ was
particularly marked. See T.G. Snoddy, Michael Bruce. Shepherd-Poet of the Lomond Braes 1746-1767
(Edinburgh: Blackwood and Sons, 1946), p. 32.

25 Quotations from Bruce’s poems are throughout taken from Life and Works of Michael Bruce “The Gentle
Poet of Lochleven” (Perth: The Michael Bruce Memorial Trust, Bi-centenary Edition, 1951). In his Commentary
on Isaiah, Calvin writes: ‘We have been placed here as in a spacious theatre, to behold the works of God, and
there is no work of God so small that we ought to pass by it lightly, but all ought to be carefully and diligently
deserved.” Works of John Calvin in 59 vols. (Brunswick: A. Schwetchke and Son, 1863-1900), 37:305.

26 Bruce’s thirst for knowledge, his classical learning and his linguistic and literary gifts converged on one all-
consuming goal. In a letter he writes: ‘l account all other things but as dust, in comparison with the possibility
of one day being permitted to preach to my fellows the unsearchable riches of Jesus Christ’ (MacKenzie, p. 32).
The remarkable expression is Pauline (Ephesians 3:8). Bruce appears to have grasped the cosmic and material,
as well as the personal and spiritual, dimensions of these unsearchable riches, as affirmed by Paul. The classic
passage is Colossians 1: 15-20, with its extraordinary affirmation of the cosmic scope of Christ’s death.
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Another way of putting this is to say that Brucesvaa avid reader of
what had come to be referred to as God’s two bobks.‘book of
nature’ (a phrase apparently first used by Galilea his delight. He
himself uses that expressionTin Paoli the Corsican herduike ‘fair
Levina’ in Lochleverhe was passionately attentive to the natural
world.

He was equally attentive to the ‘book of Scriptuté¢aving learned to
read it at the tender age of three, he never caashul so, later in
Greek and in the Latin language which he mastas@asily as if it
had been his mother tongue’, marvelled Mr Dunntéasher’
Among his last (possibly his last) words, as hedging in the
Kinnesswood cottage, were a direct allusion torR€#:12b (‘...we
went through fire and through water: but thou bidegt us out into a
wealthy place’f® The Bible lay on his pillow, as he died, marked
with a downturned leaf at Jeremiah 22:240.

Both these books were Bruce’s joy, each in its oy a revelation
of their one Author, and so each serving to enhancenderstanding
of the other. With one voice they call humanityttie responsibility of
creation care in both the senses already mentiaiéchring about’
and ‘caring for’, the first inevitably leading the second.

27 Quoted in Robert Young, The Life of Michael Bruce (1746-1767). A Lecture with Lantern slides (1950),
archived in the National Library of Scotland. In a letter of 1766, when a student in Edinburgh, Bruce wrote, ‘A
few mornings ago, as | was taking a walk on an eminence which commands a view of the Forth with the vessels
sailing along, | sat down and, taking out my Latin Bible, opened by accident at a place in the Book of Job ix.23 —
“Now my days are passing away as the swift ships.” Shutting the book, | fell amusing on this affecting
comparison. ..." Snoddy (1946), p. 98. No doubt Bruce indulged a wistful look, or two, over the Forth in the
direction of home.

28 His exact words were: ‘I shall pass through fire and water, and go to a wealthy place’ Snoddy (1946), p. 22.
During his final days, ‘All reading was laid aside now, save his Bible. It was his sole study, and dearly he valued
its aid. Constantly was it beside him as he lay in bed close by the little window, on the left side of the door on
entering the house.” James MacKenzie, Life of Michael Bruce. Poet of Loch Leven (London: J.M. Dent & Co.,
1905), p. 72.

2% ‘\Weep ye not for the dead, neither bemoan him.’
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CARING ABOUT

In terms of his caringboutthe natural world, two themes stand out in
Bruce’s work: nature’®eautyand nature’®rokenness

Beauty

‘Beauty’, ‘beautiful’, ‘beauteous’ — the noun andjectives are
among his most frequently used words. ‘Hail, beauseStranger of
the wood!" we heard alread®(e to the CuckqoOr take the
opening lines of.ochleven

Hail, native land! where on the flow’ry banks

Of Leven, Beauty ever-blooming dwells;

And so repeatedly throughout. Fair Levina strays fa
To gather herbs, and the fair race of flow’rs.

That Nature’s hand creative pours at will.

Beauty unbounded!

Bruce sees beauty everywhere around him. As alcedi®d young
man in love, he sees it also in the female characig form and there
Is a good deal of romantic love in his poetry. ldams for the
embrace of the Peggy of his dreams. It's anothdication of Bruce’s
ability to transcend the dualism of some of Calyisticcessors.

Significantly, for Bruce, all this beauty of natusea pointer to what
lies beyond nature. This from his stunnklggy Written in Spring

Now is the time for those who wisdom love,
Who love to walk in Virtue’s flow’ry road,
Along the lovely paths of Spring to rove,
And follow “Nature up to Nature’'s God".

These last words echo a line in Alexander Popelsgbphical poem,
Essay on Man
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On this understanding, nature becomes a kind odlevinthrough
which we are able to view a realm beyond natfire.

In other words, what ultimately gives to the naltwarld its
inestimable goodness and beauty is the fact timatiors the
goodness and beauty of the Creator, to whom e\atyip its own
way, sings praise. Bruce had read the Psalms o gffect>! Again
in LochlevenBruce speaks of the natural world bending theekne
‘the Maker of yon starry sky, Omnipotent!

He is:
thron’d above all heav'ns,
Yet ever present through the peopl’'d space
Of vast Creation’s infinite extent,
Pours life, and bliss, and beauty, pours Himself,
His own essential goodness, o’er the minds
Of happy beings, through ten thousand worlds.

Beauty, with its power to compel and its completd disarming
absence of utility, is one of many signposts scadit¢hroughout the
natural world pointing to the transcendent Cre#téte is ‘the love
that moves the sun and all the other stars,” aseDamrases it3

Brokenness

30 Compare lines from George Herbert’s The Elixir (1633): A man that looks on glass,/ On it may stay his eye;/
Or if he pleaseth, through it pass,/ and then the heav’n espy.

31 psalms which celebrate the natural world’s exuberant praise of its Creator include Psalm 8, 19, 33, 104, 139,
148.

32 See, for example, the remarkable work by David Bentley Hart, The Experience of God. Being, Consciousness,
Bliss (New Haven and London: Yale University Press, 2013). Hart writes, ‘Beauty is also the startling reminder,
even for persons sunk in the superstitions of materialism, that those who see reality in purely mechanistic
terms do not see the real world at all, but only its shadow’ (p. 284). Of relevance to Bruce’s poetic endeavours
are these observations of Tom Wright: ‘It is, | believe, part of being made in God’s image that we are ourselves
creators, or at least procreators ... To make sense of and celebrate a beautiful world through the production of
artefacts which are themselves beautiful is part of the call to be stewards of creation, as was Adam’s naming of
the animals. Genuine art is thus itself a response to the beauty of creation, which itself is a pointer to the
beauty of God.” Tom Wright, Surprised by Hope (London: SPCK, 2007), p. 234.

33 ‘’amor che move il sole e I'altre stelle.” Paradiso, Canto xxxiii. John D Sinclair (ed.), Dante, The Divine
Comedy. 3: Paradiso (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1939, reprint 1979), p. 484.

69



The signposts are real but, as Bruce fully recagithey are
broken3* For all the joy that pervades his poetry, ther is
counterbalancing and pervasive note of sadneskediaf) our
Pauline passage, the themes of transience and deddgss are
never far removed. So, (Dde: to a fountain

All things decay; the forest like the leaf...

Again, he contrasts the one-time grandeur of LogtieCastle, whose
arches once echoed to ‘the noise of joy and festiven’, with its
current decayed state, its ‘melancholy walls’

Lash’d by the wintry tempests, cold and bleak,
That whistle mournful thro’ the empty halls,
And piece-meal crumble down the tow'rs to dust.

He writes moving elegies to dear friends of histiiptaken away too
soon. InPhilocleshe speaks sadly of ‘life’s precarious game’ and of
‘relentless death’.

His diseased body makes Bruce aware of his ownatitgrt
Dim in my breast life’s dying taper burns.

Tuberculosis would take his life at the age of tiyame. In Paul’s
terms, the groaning Bruce could hear clearly inctleated order
found its answering response in the groaning obhis heart.

And yet there is no sense in Bruce of any kindibilistic despair or
acceptance of some dark dystopian future for thddwas found in
the likes of Richard Dawkin®.In his biblically formed vision of
reality, the transience of which he was so conscisa God-given
signpost. It points, not away from the created,emaltrealm to some

34 |n a recent, deeply insightful book, Tom Wright explores some key ideals, including that of beauty, which
people in most cultures strive for, yet often find themselves unable to attain. See Tom Wright, Broken
Signposts. How Christianity makes sense of the world (London: SPCK, 2020). For helpful reflections on the
broken signpost of ‘beauty’ see pp. 91-111.

35 See also ‘Sorrow, Not without Hope, 1 Thessalonians iv. 13-18’ (53" Paraphrase) and ‘Dying in the Lord’ (5%
Hymn at end of Paraphrases) in Life and Works (1951), pp. 182-4. In one of his most beautiful ‘Gospel Sonnets’
Bruce roots Christian comfort and hope in the ascended Christ’s continuing identification with the suffering of
his people: ‘The Enthroned High Priest, Hebrews iv. 14-16 (58" Paraphrase). Op. cit., p. 175.
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ghostly non-material world beyond, but rather fribr@ world as we
experience it, to the world as God intended itdo b

Bruce anticipates for himself ‘the churchyard’sdbnmound’. At the
same time, he understood well Paul’s point thaetméh’s, and our
own, present groanings are, in a deep sense,ldberlgains of
coming new, embodied life in a fully restored umsee Nothing less
than glory is the destiny of the redeemed creatisnt is the destiny
of redeemed humanity. And the two are inseparatiyected.

In the remarkabl&legy Written in Springknowing full well that his
own days are coming to a close, Bruce desires,rvdeath shall shut
these weary aching eyes’, to

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day
Till the long night’s gone, and the last morn aris

It's an anticipation of the great resurrection h&ail again
articulates in Romans 8: the coming redemptionuofomdies in a
creation made completely new, whésgether with us‘the creation
itself will be liberated from its bondage to de@md brought into the
glorious freedom of the children of God’ (Roman21j:

Desire

And so, nature, both in its beauty and its brokeareseen around us
and experienced within ourselves - has this capszievoke a
longing for more. Bruce speaks,The Last Dayof ‘this thirst for
glory’ in the human heart. It can be misdirectest, lye asks:

Wherefore gave
The great Creator such a strong desire he nevemineasatisfy?

The very existence of these deep longings witHia ts something
vitally important about ourselves:

Man, form’d for eternity,

Abhors annihilation, and the thought
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Of dark oblivion.

In the language of Ecclesiastes, God has put gtemour hearts.
And the beauties and brokenness of the naturativemdke within us
a longing for life eternal in a new heavens anéwa earth. With the
ongoing war of aggression in Ukraine the troubliveglpaper of our
daily lives as present, we can be thankful thabibgcal vision of the
future is of a war- and violence- free world whbetenanity’s
relationships with one another, as well as the wicotated order are
fully reconciled. Perfecthalomshall reign. In the Gentle Poet’s
memorable lines (I8Paraphrase):

No strife shall rage, nor hostile feuds

disturb those peaceful years;

To ploughshares men shall beat their swords,
to pruning-hooks their spears.

CARING FOR

And so, in conclusion, how might we sum up theuahee of this
biblically formed holistic creation vision of thee@tle Poet for the
ecological and environmental concerns of our time?

Bruce gently constrains us to reflect on whethih fia the Creator
provides a wider and more integrated compass ferpreting the
natural world than the arguably reductionist petctipes of atheistic
naturalism.

Bruce would say that humans’ declaration of UDhirthe Creator
God in whom, and in whose wonderful theatre ofylavre live and
move and have our being, has opened the door kindé of potential
horrors — including ecological ones. He writes:

Who loves not God,
that made him, and preserv’'d, nay more — redeem’d,
Is dangerous.
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Not least, ecologically dangerous, because, asawe feen, nature is
no longer viewed as a wonderful gift of our Credtobe cherished
and used wisely, but as a machine-like utility éoelxploited for our
selfish benefit. Alienation of heart and mind fréime Creator has
delivered a desecration of the environment. Brugsep a penetrating
guestion which takes us to the nub of the matter:

Can ever gratitude
Bind him who spurns at these most sacred H#es?

Interestingly, the themes of gift and gratitudedaacently been
coming into some prominence in the work of someasasrthinkers on
environmental issues who recognize that we haveolasway in
terms of knowing how to treat the world and onethen In these
lines just quoted, | suggest, Michael Bruce spgag&phetically in
making gratitude the central ethical issue for wis&n beings. The
universe - the earth - is sheer gift, created we loy a God who also
loves us human beings.

When we see nature as a divine gift, we immediatehfer
iImmeasurable value on it, and we have a correspgrssinse of
revulsion at the way it has been treated. Wheni&bdnoured in our
dealing with environmental issues, as in all otleétionships, the
loving gratitude we are called to cultivate will werked out in
appropriate action. Love for the Creator will neszegy find
expression in love for all that he has made.

This major insight runs like a golden thread thitotige output of our
Gentle Poet. It is, | suggest, his most importamticbution to the
contemporary search for a solidly based environaiethic.

As Coleridge’s environmentally careless, but regentAncient
Mariner came to realise:

He prayeth best, who loveth best

36 These last two quotations are from The Last Day.
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All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.

It is an honour to place this small stone, with adtion and
gratitude, on the cairn of Michael Bruce, the GeRtbet of
Lochleven.

11. Rev Dr Jock Stein, 2¢ July 2023
(with the Bible reading: Ecclesiastes 7.1-12)

Last year Alan Riach published a very fine 700 gag®duction to
Scottish Literaturgbut the name Michael Bruce does not appear. The
contemporary Fife poet William Hershaw, also unnuer@d, thinks
that Fife generally is neglected in that book, aod was really
pleased to learn about the Michael Bruce Trust wbavid Munro
contacted me. My wife Margaret and | each havermqanho fished
in Loch Leven, and grandparents who fished or dutiere — but
while we had our toes into Fife as ministers oflidlian and
Kincardine Parish Church, | confess to a fair degreignorance
about the Kingdom, and | was very grateful to Anilesrison for
introducing me to the writings of the ‘Gentle Pa&iime years back.

I’'m interested in the way the word ‘gentle’ wagiatited to Michael
Bruce. You see, nowadays ‘gentle’ has lost its sgvand although
older people still understand me if | say, ‘he real gentleman’,
that’s not how young people speak. And it's nataad you would
use of many contemporary poems — | get a daily lenoan Rattle

37 For a penetrating study of The Rime of the Ancient Mariner as a prophetic parable about our place in the
natural world, see Malcolm Guite, Mariner. A Voyage with Samuel Taylor Coleridge (London: Hodder &
Stoughton, 2017).
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Poetry in America, and rattling it is, not genttés like another word
which has lost its meaning — ‘sweet'. If | saidaem was ‘sweet’ it
would mean | was dismissing it as sugary or trivis#the ‘sweet old
lady’ syndrome.

George Herbert in his poem ‘Love III' writes: “Bqtick-eyed love,
observing me grow slack from my first entrancedirgw nearer to
me, sweetly questioning if | lacked any thing."w&etly’ in that
poem is exactly how | understand ‘gentle’ — sonmghkind and
lovely, not sentimental. The task of the poet igiestion — but many
contemporary poems guestion in a bitter or selfupgt way, not a
gentle way. Real love, real art knows how to dyeiitly, and that is
how | think of Michael Bruce asking his questiorisiature and of
the world, doing it in a spirit of gentle love amdnder — love of God
and humankind, and wonder at the world we liveLikewise, we
should not be ashamed of saying that our Savidgerstle Jesus,
meek and mild’, even if there is more to be saahtthat.

And so to the main subject — Michael Bruce himgkdffar as his life
Is concerned, | cannot really add to what is alyaadgrint, and many
of you are much better informed about him than | batso found
lots of valuable comment on Bruce’s poetry in Versdntroduction
to The Life and Work®But | noticed that Vernon’s focus was on the
three poems for which Bruce is famous: ‘Lochlevedyle to the
Cuckoo’ and ‘Elegy Written in Spring’. So | thoughihat | should do
tonight is to talk about another poem which is lasswn, and which
| think many older people today would find unconigérniThe Last
Day’. | say ‘older people’ because among youngepfedystopian
novels are popular, and you might almost say ttabbok of
Revelation — and Bruce’s poem — anticipate thigyTéwre dystopian.

At one time ‘The End’ was a common theme for Crarspreachers,
partly because death was an everyday occurrendeyarshut away
in homes and hospitals as it is today. John Buoyae said, “If a
man would live well, let him take his last day, andke that his
company keeper.” It is a wise thing to think about end, and the
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world’s end, and the Christian believer can do with hope as well
as utter realism.

| have not yet mentioned our reading from Ecclesga$But my talk
tonight is an attempt to show how the life and wgtof Michael
Bruce illustrate the wisdom which the old philosepiwvas speaking
about. And so to Bruce’s poem. At one level, Bnscgmply re-
visiting the Book of Revelation, putting its langeain a more
flowery form, with a trope not so different from ita in hisDivine
Comedy- but instead of Virgil as his guide, Bruce hasathangel.
His language is very literal, expressing the visiohthat last book of
Scripture with a theological outlook which in thadsgys was largely
shared, held both by the Secession Church andtiienaing Church
of Scotland. (The Secession was sparked by a sénsdair
treatment, | think, as much as by theology.)

Ebenezer Erskine, one of the fathers of the Semgssas minister at
Portmoak till 1731, and certainly would have beenrdluence on
Bruce’s own father. The Associate Presbytery hagddd training its
own ministers, and this started in Perth in 173fhsix students —
Bruce himself would be taught by John Swanson wieespent six
months in what had become the Secession divinitgg®in Kinross,
from 1765 to 1766. My colleague David Dutton in idexjton, who
knows all about this period, tells me the offigciame was the
Burgher Theological Hall!

In his book, Edward Vernon speculates on what Braiggt have
become had he not died so young. | would add mgusgion as to
what he might have become had he been able to ahdbr John
Swanson'’s successor, the famous John Brown of Hgtih, who
took over theological teaching in the Secessionr€hin 1767. John
Brown had a similar background to Michael Brucenedrom
Perthshire, and his father was also a weaver; Badsmworked as a
shepherd, and incidentally taught himself GreekinLand Hebrew at
the same time. Just think about that! Brown acgualinded the
school at Gairney Bridge in which Michael Brucedghtufor a short
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and not very happy while, before he went backudysat
Kinross.

Now, as far as Bruce’s theology goes in ‘The Laasy’Dsome might
simply say, I'll stick with the Book of Revelatiatself, thank you.
But yet, within the poem of that name, there araesamportant ideas
and questions, which I'd like to share with yowstavening.

1 What happens when we die®o we go immediately to be with
the Lord, or does the soul sleep? | doubt whetharbare six months
at the Burgher Divinity Hall, Bruce would have n@lvin’s little
tract ‘Psychopannucia’, soul-sleep, yet Bruce asks:

But what is death? Is it an endless sleep,
Unconscious of the present and the past,
And never to be waken'd?

In context, Bruce skirts the question, as he isemmoincerned to argue
that God has given us a desire for something déath, even if for
some it becomes only a desire for some kind of nmgino

Vain is the marble . . . These stones,
Memorials of the dead . . . declare the soul
Immortal. Man, form’d for eternity

Abhors annihilation and the thought

Of dark oblivion. Hence with ardent wish
And vigorous effort, each would fondly raise
Some lasting monument, to save his name
Safe from the waste of years.

Indeed, we love monuments — how hard it is to takéoard that we
come into life with nothing, and go with nothingt All the important
points, not least our coming to the Lord himsel, @ome with empty
hands — but the gospel then tells us that we gothé Lord, and
what more could anyone wish?

Bruce contents himself with stating, in common vatmost all his
generation, that the soul is immortal. But eveweafnote how
different is the public atheism of today, Bruceight on the nail in
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noticing how people long to be remembered. Anddka of death as
‘going to sleep’ is of course shared by believers atheists, even if
the latter can only use it as a polite metaphoekbinction.

2 Is religion just poetry? That's a question which would be
discussed later in a memorable essay by C.S. Lamanswered
with a resounding no. Bruce is of course on the sitthe angels
here:

Nor is religion a chimera: Sure

“Tis something real. Virtue cannot live,

Divided from it. As a sever'd branch

It withers, pines and dies. Who loves not God,

That made him and preserv’'d, nay more — redeemed,
Is dangerous. . .

Atheists love to boast that some of their numbax better lives than
Christians, which is of course true — but it's vilmremembering that
they exaggerate. For example, you wouldn’'t knownftbe media
that only 1% of Irish clergy were guilty of chiltbase, which (even if
shameful) is lower than abuse in the general pdipualaAnd | have
lived long enough to notice how as church influehas declined, all
kinds of things from lying to litter have increasmad even become
acceptable.

Bruce wrote this poem while studying in Edinburklle. would have
learned from his Edinburgh teacher Adam Fergusantkie study of
human beings is as important as the study of natuiruce’s ‘Elegy
Written in Spring’ he writes:

Not books alone,
But man his study, and the better part.

Ferguson also, like Scottish philosophers in génenaght that
intellectual enquiry is not just abstract, but ddaonnect with the
purpose of education — which of course any Chnstrauld endorse.
Faith, theology without works is dead. Michael Bruf course
agreed. But | love the way he turns this on itdheere, and says that
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if you don’t love God, you become dangerous! Hofiedent from
Richard Dawkins, who used to argue that religiomenaeople
dangerously wicked — though he has recently torsehchis rhetoric,
as it was embarrassing his fellow-atheists.

No, religion is not just poetry — though we cantevpoetry about it,
just as we can about nature and humanity — andeBmuote so well
about all three.

3 What about the Holy Land?Before the 1939-45 War, the Church
of Scotland had more missionaries to Israel thanogimer Church.
Now, the significance of Israel has largely bedipsed in Christian
thought by concern for justice between Israelis Ralkstinians.

Bruce has a fascinating statement about the Haglzaa name for
the land of Israel which is not heard often today:

At his word,
Obedient angels stretched an ample plain,
Where dwelt his people in the Holy Land,
Fit to contain the whole of human race . . .

‘Fit to contain the human race’! Fascinating! | bBanever heard that
before. It's possible that Bruce meant the morernomidea that
Israel as a people is a model for the human rageeraps that the
holy city of Revelation 21 is for all races — bluat's not actually
what he says, he says that ked is fit to contain the whole of
humankind!

What on earth could that mean? | can’'t make munbesef it

literally, but maybe, is he suggesting that aldsare meant to
become holy? Perhaps | am being fanciful, butriki8ruce is at least
reminding us that the land of Israel has a padicsignificance for all
lands. And if you take the Old Testament seriou$lgt must be true
In some sense — we see in that land and what tpdets said about it
things that hold true for every land.

4 Our fourth and final question: How can we finitecreatures
grasp what is infinite? This is the fundamental question of all
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religion, which atheists call meaningless, and atgos too difficult.
Bruce puts it sharply in this poem, seeing himasl& mere stripling
devoid of insight:

But now a nobler subject claims the song . .
For how shall finite think of infinite?

How shall a stripling, by the muse untaught
Sing Heaven'’s Almighty . . . unequal to the task
| dare the bold attempt . . .

Bruce then goes back into Scripture, into Ezeknel iato the
Gospels, with an angel dividing the wheat fromtdres (weeds), and
the division of people into sheep and goats atastgudgment. There
may be an interesting connection here with Ebenémkine who
was minister of Portmoak until Bruce was about &g®ld. Erskine
liked a controversial book calléithe Marrow of Modern Divinity
which emphasized God'’s free grace, and that religias about
experience as well as head knowledge. Bruce, |dvsay, is well

into ‘Marrow theology’, and that book is typical thfe independent
spirit found in many parts of Scotland and Englaftee life of Bruce
himself is a wonderful withess to the way God aach and use a
person from a humble family.

Bruce was friends with the sons of lairds as weliree sons of
ploughmen, and knew that a poor background digpprextent anyone
from learning, and that in itself might grace aoynpany. With

God’s blessing, the stripling — as he calls himseatbuld write about
the mysteries of heaven, because ‘God knows his amththe elect
see Christ among the poor. In this long poem, Btuwiee refers to
the parable of the sheep and the goats. He wfitiesst is speaking in
these lines):

Ye help’d the man on whom keen poverty
And wretchedness had laid their meagre hands,
And for my sake, ye did it unto me.

It's unusual perhaps, to connect a high doctrinel@gtion, which
Bruce and the Secession Church held, with demoerdmyt here is
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what later would be called the Scottish demociatellect at work,
in the life and writing of this remarkable poet,d¥lael Bruce.

Let me end with a story from my own recent expargenvhich shows
this same spirit at work in the church of todagelong to St Mary’s
parish church in Haddington, and a few years agwere sitting at a
communion service, to find ourselves served brgaolio then MSP,
lain Gray, and wine by our town provost, John Mdafil | wrote a
sonnet about the experience:

COMMON CUP

lain finds us bread, the kind of thing

an MSP is voted in to do,

while John behind gives out the wine, he too
enriching public service, entering

our temple courts as one of us, like when
the link of church and state was sacrosanct,
and here the Provost of a Council ranked

no higher than the least of other men

and women. Clasping hands around the cup,
we drink a portion rooted in a psalm

which pulls us back to Passover, then rolls
us on through three millennia, wraps us up
within the love of God, whose pouring arm
can ground and heal and feed all souls.

| hope Michael Bruce would have approved. Even ghost Mary’s

Is not a Secession Church, | play in the band tjustea few feet
away from where John Brown’s famous Bible is digptha John
Brown and Michael Bruce both teach us the samghimat a humble
background is no barrier to the flowering of worfdetalent,
flowering gentle and fruitful because it is wateveith wisdom.

“Better a little with the fear of the Lord, thanegt treasure and
trouble with it.” Or in the words of our scriptureading tonight, “The
protection of wisdom is like the protection of mgnand the
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advantage of knowledge is that wisdom gives lifthtoone who
possesses it.” Amen.
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