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| To THE

CRITICK

T w D, Critick, and before yo
- yead, _
Say, are ye free of -fead ;
Or of a t{ul fae fcri}r’:;ty and rude,
To envy every thing that's good ?

~_ _-.® AndifI fhou’d (perhaps by chance)
Something that’s new and finart advance,
Refolve ye not with fcornful fuff,
+ 'To fay ’tis 2’ confounded fluff ;
If that’s the cafe, fir, {fpare your fpite,
For, faith, ’tis no‘g for you I write :
Gae gie your cenfure higher fcope,
And %:.yo‘w criticife, gr Pope ;
Young’s fatires, or SawifY’s merry fmile,
Thefe, thefe are writers worth your while.
On me your talents wad be loft, ‘
And tho’ you gain a fimple boaft ;
I want a reader wha deals fair,
And not ac real fault will fpare;
Yet with goed humour will allow
Me praife, whene’er ’tis juftly due:
Bleft be fic readers——but the reft
That are with {pleen and fpite oppreft,

B
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2 'n} Ram aJ‘ticx. '

May Bards arife to gar them look 'divine '
To death, with lays the maift divine,
For fma’s the fkaith they’ll get by mine.

How many, and of various-natures,
Are on this globe the crowd of creatuyes ;
In Mexiconian foreRs fly, '
Thoufands that never wing’d our fky ¢
*Maugit them there’s ane-of feathers fais,
That-in the mufick'bears moe fai, . .
Only an imitating ranter,
For whilk he bears the name of taunter;
Sopn'zs the fim. {prings. Brae the daft, AR
Ubpon the branch he cocks his erett, U
Atteritive, when frae'bough and {pray ‘.
‘The'tundfu” throats falbteithe day.:
‘The braitilefs 'beau‘attacks them a’)
No aneefdapes him. greatonfna’; .. . .
Frae fome ke mites the'tonemnd. nritmer, .
Frae this a bafs, frae that a:cenor,
Turns love’s faft plaint'to 2 dull bufte,
And fprightly.irs o avile whifle ; ‘
Still labouring thus‘to counterfeit, NN
He fhaws the poornefs-ofihis wit. C
Anes, when with cchoelouad. she taunter
Tret with contemptibkvaitiveChaneer,
Ane of titem fays, ‘we own ’tisitree,
Few praifes to our fangs are.due; .
But pray, fir, let shaveiaie frae you, o

e ws e .

: . .
r’-&ad .

The RaM and Buck.
Ram, the father of :aflock,
Wha'd mény winters-frood: the thoek
Of rorthern winds*and  dfisingdimaw,
Eaading his family in a raw, -
‘ Throw




The Rase ond Buck, . §

Throw wreaths that clad the laigher field, -
And drave them frae the lowner dd :
To crop contented frozen. fare,

With honefty on hills blown bare.

This ram of upright hardy fpirit,

Was really a horn’d head of merit :

Unlike him was a neighbouring goat,

A mean-faul'd, cheating, thieving fot;’

That tho’ poffeft of %c; the prime,
Crewn’d with frefh herbs and rowth of thunc
Yet flave to pilfering ; his delxght
‘Was to break gardens ilka night,
And round him fteal, and afg
Even things he never could qy :
The pleafure of 2 dirty min
That is fae vicioufly:indlin’d, -

Upon a borvawing-day, when-flget -
Made twiaters and hog-wedders bleet,
lléind lt‘luake with c::il F behind a ruck

et OI'IC& T l‘k}ng B“Gk, . T
Frae chin to x:zolpclad with thick hais, i
He bad defiance to thin ajr g
But trufty Toop his figece had xivon,

When he amang the birns was driven ;

Half naked the brave leader flood,

His look compos’d, ynmov’d his moods =
When thus the-Goat (that had tint 2* - *
His credit baith with groat-and fma’, . ..
Shunn’d by them as 2 peft, wad fain
New friendfhip with- tlus worthy gain.)
Ram, fay, fhall T wc ouapart
Of miine ? Pl do’t with all my heart; -
*Pis yet a, lang-cautd month to Beltan,
And ye've wvery ragglt‘hk on; ‘

is

~
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Accept, I peay, what I can fpare,
To ;:t’ deublet with my hair,

No, fays the Ram, tho’ my coat’s torn,
Yet ken, thou worthlefs, that I korn
To be oblig'd at any price
To fic as you, whofe friendfhip’s vice
1°d have lefs favour frae the beft,

Clad in a hatefu’ hairy veft

Beftow’d by thee, than as I now
Stand'but ill dreft ia native woo.

Boons frae the generous make ane fmile,
Frae mifcr’ants make receivers vile.

’

EPIGRAM. - -
On receiving a Prefent of an Orange from Ms.
G. L. now Countefs of ABo ¥ NE.
OW, Priam’s fon, thou may’ft be mute,
For I can blythly boaft with thee; °

Thou to the faireft gave the fruit,
The faireft gave the fruit to me,

Hgattu: 4 Poxm. Infiribed o the
Right Hon, the Ear] of ST A 1R,

E'T mine the honour, once again to heas,
And fed the d¢# of men for me appear;
Pll proudly chant : bedumb, ye vulgar throng,
Stair bids me fing, to him thdz lays belong ; }
If he approves, who can condemn my fong ? .
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Ofhealth I fing : O health my portion be, ~  «
And 10 old age I'll fing, if blefs'd by thee.
Blefling divine ! heaven’s faireft gift to man!

Soul of his joys! and length’ner of his {pan !
His fpan of life preferv’d with panting breath,
Without thy prefence proves a%ng’ring death,

The viftor kings may caufe wide nations bow,
And half a globe with conqu’ring furce fubdue;
Bind princes to their axle-trees, and make . .
The word 'ring mob of ftaring mortals quake : _

* Ere& triumphal arches, and obtain
The loud huzza from thoufands in their train ;
But if her fweetnefs balmy health denies,
Without delight Pillars or Zneids rife.

- Cofmellius may on filky twilts repofe, .

. And have a num’rous change of fineft cloaths ;

Box’d in his chair, he may be born todine

On Ortelon;, and fip fine Tokay wine.

His liver, if an inflammation feize, E

Or witing lungs fhall make him cough and wheeze,

No more he fmiles § nor ean his richeft toys,

Or looking-glafs, reftore his wonted joys :

The rich brocade becomes a toilfome weight,

The brilliant gem offends his weakly ﬁiht

Perfumes grow naufeous then, nor can he bear

Loud tuneful notes, that us'd to charm his ear.

To pleafe his tafte the cook attempts in vain,

When now each former pleafure gives him pain.
i} ALN

Norflowing bowls, loud laugh, or midnight friek,
Ner fmutty tale, delight the roving rake 3
B 3 When
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‘When health forfakes him, all diverfions tire 3
"There’s nothing pleafes, nothing can infpire

A blithfome fimile; he thuns the thine of light,
And broken flumbers make a weary night.

If filent fleep attempts to bring him eafe,

His watching fancy feels the whole difeafe :

He dreams a mouantain lies upon his breaft,

Or that he flies the fury of fome beaft ;

Sees, at vaft diftance, guthing from the rocks,
‘The cooling ftrearh—while burning thirft provokes
Him, fainting, to climb up the craggy edge,

And drag his limbs thro’ many a thorny hedge ;
Hangs o’er a precipice, or finks in waves :

And afl the wiile he fweats, turns, ftarts and raves.

How mad’s that mas, pufh’d by his paffions wild,
‘Who’s of his greateft bappine/s beguil’d ;
‘Who feems, whate’er he fays, by.a&ions low,
‘To caurt difeqfe, our pleafure’s greateft foe ?

From Paris, deeply fkill'd in nice ragoos,
In oleos; falmongundies and hogoes,
Montamus fends for cooks, that his large board

y all invented loxury afferd :
Health’s never minded, while the appetite
Devours the fpicy death with much delight.
Mean time king Arthur’s fav’ry knighted loyn
Appears a clown, and’s not allow’d to join
‘The marinated fmelt and fturgeon joles,
Seup vermecell, fouc’d turbet, cray and foals,
Fowls a la daube, and omelet of eggs,
‘The {fmother’d coney, and bak’d padocks legs,
Pallets a bifk, and orangedo pye,
The larded peacock, and the Tai ts de Mey, Th
) ¢
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The collar’d veal, and pike-in cafforale,
Pigs a la Brae, the tanfy and brufole ;
. With many a hundred coftly mingled. difh,
Wherein the moiety of fleth or fith
Is-wholly loft, and vitiate as the tafte
Of them who eat the dangerous repaft;
Until the feeble ffomach’s over-cram’d,
‘The fibres weaken’d, and the blood enflam’d.
What aking heads, what fpleen, and drowzy eyes,
From undigefted crudities arife ! '
But when, Montano’s paunch is over-cloy’d,
The Bagnio, or Emetick wine's employ’d.
Thefe he imagines methods the moft fure,
After a furfeit, to complete a cure :
* But never dreams how much the balm of life
Is wafted by this forc'd unnat’ral frife.
Thus peuther veffel muft by feouring wear,
While plate, more free from drofs, centinues clear.
Long unconfum’d the oak can bear the beams,
Or lie for ages firm beneath the ftreams ;
But when alternately the rain and rays, -
‘Now dath, then dry the plank, it foon decays.
Luxurious man! altho’ thou’rt bleft with wealth;
Why thouldft thou ufe it ta deftroy thy héaith ?

Capy Mellantius, if you'd learn the art
To-foaft your friends, and keep their fouls alart ;
One good fubftantial Britifp difh or two,
‘Which fveetly in their natural juices flow,
Only appear. And here no danger’s found
To tempt the appetite beyond its bound ;
- And you may eat, or not, as you incline ;
And, as you pleafe, drink water, beer, or wine.

B g Here
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Here hunger’s fafe, and gratefully appeas’d, °
The fpleen’s forbid, and all the fpirits rais'd, |
And guefts arife regal'd, refrefh’d and pleas’d.

Grumalds views, from rais’d parterres around,
A thoufand acres of fat furrow’d ground,
And all his own ;—bug thefe no pleafure yield,
‘While fpleen hangs as a fog o’er every field :
The lovely landtkip clad with gilded corn,
‘The l:ianks and meads whjch flowers and groves

adorn, . :

No relith have; his envious fullen mind,
Still on the fret, complains his fate’s unkind :
Something he wants which always flies his reach,
‘Which makeshim groanbeneath hisfpreading beacha
“When all of nature, filent, feems to fhun ,
Their cares, and nod till the returning fun,
His envious thoughts forbid refrefhing fleep,
And on the rack his hopelefs withes keep :
Fatigu’d and drumbly from the down he flies,
‘With fkinny cheek, pale lips, and blood-run eyes.
Thus toil'd with lab’ring thoughts he looks agaft,
And taftelefs loaths the nourifhing repaft :
Meager difeafe an eafy paffage finds,
‘Where joy’s debarr’d, in fuch corroded minds.
Such take no care the fprings of life to fave,
Negle& their health, and quickly fill a grave.

ynlike gay Myr¢le, who with chearful air,

Lefs envious, tho’ lefs rich, no flave to care,

Thinks what he has enough, and fcorns to fret,

While he fees thoufands lefs obligd to fate,

And oftner from his ftation cafts his eye

On thofe below him, than on them more high :

‘Thus envy finds no accefs to his breaft,

To fow’r his gen’rous joys, or break his reft. -
e

1
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He ftudies to de a&tions: juft and kind,

‘Which with the beft refle&ions chear the mind :
‘Which is the firft prefervative of health,

‘To be preferr’d to grandeur, pride and wealth.
Leet all who would pretend to common fenfe,
*Gainft pride and envy fill be on defence.

‘Who love their health, nor would theirjoys controul,
Let them ne’er nurfe fuch furies in their foul.

WNor wait on ftrolling Phimos to the flews,
- Pbimos, who by his livid colour thews
Him load with vile difeafes, which are fixt
Upon his bones, and with his vitals mixt.
Does that man wear the image of his God,
‘Who drives to death on fuch an ugly road ?
Behold him clad, like any bn‘ght%n'dcgroom,
In richeft labours of the Britifb loom ;
Embroider’d o’er with gold, whilft lace or lawn
Woaves down his breaft, and ruffics o’er his hand,
Set off with art, while vilely he employs
In finks of death, for low dear purchas'd joys.
He grafps the blafted fhadow of the fair,
‘Whofe frckly look, vile breath, and falling hair,
The flag’d embrace, and mercenary fqueeze,
Thetwangs of guilt, and terrors of difeafe,
Might warn him to beware, if wild defire
Haﬁ not fet all his thoughtlefs. foul in fire.
O poor miftaken youth ! to drain thy purfe,
To gain the moft malignant human curfe !
‘Think on thy flannel, and mercurial dofe,
And future pains, to fave thy nerve and nofe. ’
‘Think, heedlefs wight, how thy infefted veins
May plague thee many a day with loathfome pains,
‘When the French foe his woefpl way has made,
And all within has dire detachments laid ; h
cre
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‘There long may luck, and, with deftruition keen, |
Do horrid ere the fympiom’s feen.’
But learn to dread the poifonous difeafe,
When heavinefs and fpleen thy fpirits feize ;
When feeble limbs to ferve thee will decline,
And languid eyes no more with fparkles fhine;
The rofes from thy cheek will blafted fade,
And leave a dyll complexion like the lead :
“"Then, then :Jgpc& the terrible atuck

ad,

Upon thy head, thy canduit, nofe and back ;
Pains through thy fhoulders, arms, and throat and
thins,

Will threaten death, and damp thee with thy fins.

How frightful is the lofs, and the difgrace,

When it deftroys the beauties of the face !

When the arch’d nofe in rotten ruin lies,

And all the venom flames around the eyes ;

‘When th’ Uwvwla has got its mortal wound, -

And tongue and lips form words without a found 3

‘When hair drops off, and bones corrupt and bare,
. Through ulcerated tags of muifcles ftare.

But vain we fing inftra&ion to his ear,
‘Who's no more flave to reafon than to fear;
Hurried by paflion, and o’ercome with wine,
He rufhes headlong on his vile defign :
“The naufeous Belus, and the bitter pill,
. A movth of fpitting, and the furgeon’s bill,
. Are now forgat, whilft he——DBut here 'tis beft
" To let the curtain drop, and hide thereft
Of the coarfe fcene, too fhocking for the fight
~ Of modeft eyes and ears, that take delight
. To'hear with flcafure Uréan’s praifes fung,
- Urbas the kind, the prudent, gay and young, Wh
0
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. Who moves a man, and wears a rofy fmile,
l ‘That can the faireft of a heart beguile :
! A virtuous love delights him with its greee,
| 'Which foon he’ll find in Myra’s lov’d embrace,
Enjoying health with all its lovely train
Of joys, free from remorfe, or fhame or pain.

Bat Talps fighs with matrimonial carcs,
His cheeks wear wrinkles, filver grow his hairs;
Before old age, his health decays apace,
And very rarely fmiles clear up his face.
Talpo’s a fool, there’s hardly help for that,
He fcarcely knows himfelf what he’d be at:
He’s avaritious to the laft degree,
And thinks his wife and children make too free
With his dear idol ; this creates his pain,
And breeds convulfions in his' narrow brain,
He always ftartled at approaching fate,
And often jealous of his virtuous mate ;
Is ever anxious, thuns his friends, to fave :
Thus foon he’ll fret himfelf into a grave ;
There let him rot—worthlefs the mufe’s lays,
‘Who never read one poem in his days.

I fing to Marlus, Marlus who regards

'The well-meant verfe, and gen'roully rewards
The poet’s care ; obferve now, if you can,
Ought in his carsiage, does not fpeak the man &
To him. his many a winter wedded wife
Appears the greateft folace of his life.

He views his offspring with indulgent love;.
‘Who his fuperior condué& all approve.

Smooth gliSe his hours ; at fitty he’s lefs old’
Than fome who have not half the number to}d;Tb&
4 ‘ 3 '
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*The chearing glafs he with right friends can fhare,

Bat fhuns the deep debauch with cautious care.

His fleeps are found, he fees the morning rife,

And lifts his face with pleafure to the fkies ;

And quaffs the health that’s born on Zepbyr’s wings,

Or guthes from the rock in limpid fprings.

From ﬁ'r:grmt plains he gains the chearing fmell,

‘While ruddy beams all diftant damps _repel{

The whole of nature, to 2 mind thus turn’d,

Enjoying health, with fweetpefs feems adorn’d :

'To him the whiftling ploughman’s artlefs tune,

The bleeting flocks, the oxens hollow crune,

The warbling notes of the {mall chirping throng,

Delight him more than the Jtafian fong.

To him the cheapeft dith of rura! fare,

And watercool in place of wine more rare,

Shall prove a feaft. On ftraw he’ll find more eafe
_ Than on the down, even with the leaft difeaie.

Whoever’s tempted to tranfgrefs the line

By moderation fix’d to enlivening wine,

View Macro, wafted long before his time,

Whofe head, bow’d down, proclaims his liquid
crime. .

The purple dye, with ruby pimples mixt,

As witnefles upon his face are fixt.

A conftant fever wattes his firength away,

And limbs enervate ﬁradually decay :

Jhe gout and palfy follow in the rear,

And make his being burthenfome to bear :

His fqueamifth ftomach loaths the favory fey,

And nought but liquids now can find their way

To animate his firength, which daily flies,

*Till:the young dr d’s patt all hope, and dies.
C : To




" Shall form the hollow'eye, and idiot gape.
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To praQtife what we preach, O goddefs born!
Afitt thy flave, le® Bacchanalians {corn
Thy infpiration, if the tempting grape

But lct no wretched mifers; who repine,
And wifh there were not fuch a juice as wine,
Imagine here that we are fo profane
To think that heav’n gave plenteous vines in vain :

| No ; fince there’s.plenty, cups may fparkling flow,

And we may drink *tillour rais'd {pirits glow,
They will befriend our health, while chearful rounds
Incline to mirth, and keep their proper bounds.

- Fools fhould not drink, [ own, who ftill with more, .

And koow not when ’tis proper to give o’er.
Dear Britans, let no morning-drinks deceive
Your appetites, which elfe at noon would crave
Such proper aliments, as can fupport

At even your hearty bottle, health and {port. .

Next view we floth (too oft the child of wealth),
A feeming friend, but real foe to health,
Lethargus lolls his lazy hours away,
His eyes are drowfy, and his ligs are blae ;
His foft enfeebl’d hands fupinely hing,
And fhaking knees unus’d, together cling 3
Clofe by the fire his eafy-chair too ftands,
In which all day he fnotters, nods and yawns.
Sometimes he'll drone at piquet, hoping gain,
But you muft deal his cards, that’s too much pain, «
He fpeaks but feldom, puffs at every paufe,
Words being a labour to his tongue and jaws :
Nor muft his friends difcourfe above their breath,
For t‘{xe Lea& noife founds through his ears lika
eat.
He
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He:caufes fop each cranny in his yoom,

And heaps on cloaths, to fave him from.the rheum :
Free air he dreads as Lis moft dangerous foe,

And trembles at the fight of ice or fnow.

‘The warming-pan each night glows o’er his theets,
‘Then he beneath a load ot blankets fweats ;

‘The which (inftead of thutting) opes the door,
And Jets in cold at each dilated pore.

Thus does the fluggard health and vigour watte,
‘With heavy indolence ; ’till at the laﬁ.

Sciatick, jaundice, dropfy, or the ftone,
Alternate makes the lazy lubbard groan,

+ But adtive Hiloris much rather loves,

With eager firide, to trace the wilds and groves ;
To ftartthe covy, or the bounding roe,

Or work deftru®tive Repnard's-overthrow :

‘The race delights him, horfes-are his care,

And a ftout ambling pad his-cafieft chair.
Sometimes, to firm his nerves, he'll plung the deep,
And with expanded arms the billows fweep :
Then on the }inks, orin the-eftler walls,

He drives the gewff, or-firikes the tennis-balls,
From ice with ‘pleafure ke can:bmfh the'fnow,
And run rejoicing with his-curling:throw ;

Or fend the whizzing arrow from the ftring,

A manly game®, which by itfelf I fing.

Thas chearfully he’ll walk, ride, dance or game,
Nor mind the northern‘blaft, er fouthern flame.
Eaft winds may blow, and fullen fogs may fall,
But his hale-conttitution’s prodf-to all.

He knows no change of weather-by a corn,
Nor minds'the black, the blue, ‘or ruddy morn. -

® A poem on fecing the archers playing at the nvani{ o
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Here let no youth extravagantly given,
‘Wh‘o wvalues neither gold, nor health, nor heaven,
Think that our fong encourages the crime
Of fetting decp, or wafting too much time
On furious game ; which makes the paffions boil,
And the fair mean of health a weak’ning toil,
By violeace exceflive, or the pain
Which rain'd lofers ever muft fuftain.

Our Hilaris defpifes wealth fo won;
Nor does he love to be himfelf undone ;

. Bat from his fport can with a fmile retire,

And .warm his genius at Apollo’s fire ;

Find ufeful learning in the infpired firains,
And blefs the generous poet £f his pains.
Thus he by ‘lit'rature and -exercife,

. Improves his.foul, and - wards off each difeafe.

© 'Who know the virtues of falubrious plants,

Health's op’ner foes we've taken care ‘to thow,

. Which 'make difesfes in full torrents flow :

But when.thefe ills intrude, do what we-will,

* Thea-hope forihealth.from C/ard’supproven fkill;

To fuch well feen in nature’s darkerlaws,
‘That for diforders can affign a caufe,

And wifl_at ;ﬁ:h different conftitution wants, ’
Apply for health.—But fhun the vagrant guack, .
Who-gulls the crowd with dndrmésgcomi%k clack 3
Or him thatcharges gazettes with his b:lls, )
His dnodynes, “elixirs, tin&ures, pills, .
Whorrarely ever cures, but often kills,

Nor truft thy life to the old woman’s charms,

Who binds ‘with knotted tape thy legs or arms,

. Which they pretend will purple fevers caol ;

And thas' imrpofe on fome believing fodl. )
Wheg
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When agues fhake, or fevers raife a flame, .
Let your phyfician be a man of fame,

Of well-known learning, and in good refpe
For prudence, honour, and a mind ereét:
Nor ferimply fave from what’s to merit due;
He faves your whole eftate who fuccours you.

Be graaeful. Britons, for your temp’rate beams,
Your fertile plains, green hills, and filver ftreams,
O’erclad with corns, with groves, and many a mead,
‘Where rife \green heights, where herds in millions’

feed :
Here ufeful:plenty mitigates our care, ~
And health with frefheft fweets embalins the air.

Upon thofe thores, where montbs of circling rays
Glance feebly on the fnow, and frozen bays;
Where, wrapt in fur, the flarving Lapland brood- .~
Scarce keep the cold 4rom curdling of their blood ;
Here meagre want, in all its pinching forms,
Combines with lengther’d night and bleakeft forms,
‘To combat joyful health and calm repofe,

Which from an equal warmth and plenty flows.

Yet rather, O great ruler of the day,
Bear me to Wegate, or to Hudfor's bay,
‘Than fcorch me on thofe dry and blafted plains,
‘Where rays direét inflame the boiling veins
Of gloomy negroes, who're oblig’d to breathe
A 'thicken’d air, with peftilential death ;
‘Where range out o’er th’ unhofpitable waftes,
The hunger-edg'd and fierce devouring beafts ;
Where ferpents crawl, which fure deftruction bring,
Or in the envenom’d tooth or forked fing ;
‘Where flecting fands ne’er yield t’ induftrious toil
‘The golden theaf, or plants for wine a.ndoili_m\l
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Health muft be here a firanger, where the rage
Of fet'rifli beams forbid a lengthen’d age.

Ye Datch, enjoy your dams, your bulwarks beatt,
And war with Neptane for a fandy coaft,
Whilit frighted by thefe de¢p tumalmouns:pawers,

! You fcarce dare fleep in your fubaqueous bowers :
- Raife high your beds, and thun your craaking frogs,

- And battle with tobacco-fmoak your fogs ; '
Soak on your floves, with fpirits charge your veins,
‘To ward off agues and rheumatic pains.

Let the proud Spaniard ftrut on naked hills,
And vainly trace the plain for criftal rills,
Starve on a fallad, or a garlick-head,

Pray for his daily roots, sot daily bread s .
Be fow’s, and jealous of his friend and wife,
*Till want and fpleen cut thosg his shread of lite.

Whilft we on our aufpicious ifland find
Whate’er can pleafe the fenfe, or chear the mind.
Bleft Queen of [ffes!” with a devout regaid,
Allow me to kneel down and kifs thy fward,
Thy flow’ry fward, and offer heaven 2 vow, .
Which gratitude and Iove to thee makes due;
Tf e'er Igﬂ'om thy bealthfillimits ftray,

Or by a wifh, or word, a thought betray
Againft thy int’reft, or thy fair renown,
May never Daphne furnith me a erown ;
Nor may the firft-rate judges of our ifle,

Or read of on my blythfome numbers finile.

Thatia bese, fweet as the light, reti'd,
Commanding me:to fing what the’d infpir'd,
" And never mind the glooming criticks bray 5

The fong was her’s—ihe and 1 obey. *
© Vou, Il C RoBERT,
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RoBeErT, RicHyY, and SaNDy: A
Paftoral on the Death of MAT THEW
PrioR, Efg; Inferibed to the Right Hon,
. Perfon defigned by the Old * SHEPHERD.

OBERT the good, bya® the fwains rever’d,
R Wife ave his words, like filler is his beard :
Near faxty fhining fimmers he has feen,

Tenting his hirfle on the Moor-/and green ;

Unfhaken yet with mony a winter's wind,

Stout are his limbs, and youthfu’ is his mind.

But iow he droops, ane wad be wae to fee

Him fae caft down ; ﬂyee wadna trow ’tis he.

By break of day he fecks the dowy glen,

‘That he may fcow:k to a’ his mournmg len :

Nane but the clinty craigs and briers

‘Were witnefles of a’ his granes and tears;

Howder'd wi’ hills a cryftal burnie ran, )

Where twa young fhepherds fand the good auld
man :

Kind Richy Spec, a friend to a’ diftreft,

And Sandy, wha of fhepherds fings the beft ;

With friendly looks they fpeerd wherefore he
mourn’d,

He rais’d his head, and fighing thus return’d.

ROBERT.

O Mait ! poot Matt !—My lads, €’en take a fkair
Of a’ my grief;—f{weet-finging Mats’s nae mair.
Ah heavens! did e'ex this lyart head of mine
Think to have feen the cauldrife mools on thine !

® Robert late Easl of Oxford,
- RICHY.
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RICHTY.

My heart mifga’e me, when I came this way,
’ flis dog Iig l}ne fat yowling on a l}:\e ;
’d, Ifk-ifp— Ringwood—{airy man ;
‘ H?{va d his uﬂmr‘d m, and lich'd my hand ;
I clap’d his head, which eas’d a wee his pain ;
But joon’s I gade away, be youl'd again. -
Poor kindly . A, firs! how fic thould be
Malr tender-hearted mony a time than we !

SANDY.

Laft ouk T dream’d my tupe that bears the bell,
And paths the foaw, out o'er a high craig fell,
And brak his leg.—I ftarted frae my bedg,
Awak’d, and leugh.~~Ah! now my dream it’s red.
How dreigh’s our cares, our joys how foon away,
Like fun-blinks on a cloudy winter’s da‘y!

. Flow faft, ye tears, ye have free leave for me ;
Dear t(l;weet-tongn’d Matt, thoufands fhall greet for
€Cs

ROBERT.

‘Thanks to my friends, for ilka briny tear
Ye fhed for him ; he to us a’ was dear:
Sandy, I'm eas’d to fee thee look fae wan 3
Ricky, thy fighs befpeak the kindy man.

RICHY.

But twice the fimmer’s fun has thaw’d the fnaw, '
Since frae our heights ® Eddie was tane awa’ :
Faft Mazt has follow'd.—Of fic twa bereft,
To fmooth our fauls, alake ! wha have we left! |

P!: Secretary Addifon, whofe obfequics are fupg in a Scots
oraly vols Jo p. 1724 .
Ca - Wacs
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Waes me! o'er fhort a tack of fig is given,
But wha may contradi& the will of heaven ?
Yet mony a year he liv’d to hear the dale
Sing o’er his fangs, and tell his merry tale.
L “Iear I had a fately tail ath-tree,
Braid were its branches, a fiveet thade to me ;
T thought it might have flourith'd on the brae
gl‘hoj paft its prime) yet twenty years or fae :

ut ab rough night the blat’ring winds blew fnell,
‘Torn frae'its roots, adown it fouchan fell;
Twin’d of its nourithment, it lifeles lay,
Mixing its wither'd leaves amang the clay.
Saeflowrith'd Mat: : but where’s the tongue can tell
How fair he grew ? how much lamented fell ?

S4A4NDY

How fnackly con'd he gi’e a fool reproof, .

E’en wi’ a canty tale hed tell aff loof ?

How djd he warning to the dofen’d ﬁng,

By auld Purganty, and the Dutchman’s mng?
. And Lucky’s filler ladle fhaws how aft

Our greatelt withes are but vain and daft.
‘The wade-be wits, he bade them a’ but pap
‘Their crazy heads 1nto Tam Tinman’s fhap ;

‘1 here they wad fee a fquirrel wi’ his balls

Ay wrettling up, yet rifing like themfells.
Thoufands of things he wittily cou’d fay,
With fancy ftrang, and fdul as clear as day ;
Smart were his tales: but where’s the tengue can tell
How blith he was? how much lamented fell ¥

RICHY

Ana as he blythfome was, fae was he wife,.
Our laird himfell wa’d aft take his advice,

ien‘
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E’en cheek forchew he’d feat him *mang them a’,
And tak his mind *bout kittle points-of law. -
When * dan Red-yards, ye ken, wi’ wicked feud,-
Had fkaild of ours, but mair of his ain blood ;
When I, and meny mae that were right croufe,
‘Wad fain about his lugs have burnt his houfe :
Yet lady Anne, a woman meek and kind,

A fae to wiers, and of a peacefu’ mind, .
Since mony in the fray had got their dead, ;. :
To make the peace, our friend was fent wi*fgged.
The very faes had for him juft r:ga.rd, W
Tho’ fair he jib’d their + foremaft finging bard.
Careful was Maz# : but where’s the tongue can tell
How wife he was ? how much Jamented fell ?

SALNDTY.

‘Wha couw’d, like him, in a thort fang define
“The bonny lafs, and her young lover’s pine! .
Il neler ‘g that ane he made on May, :
‘Wha brang the poor blate Symic to his clay ;
To gratifie the paughty wench’s pride,
The filly thepherd bow’d, oéiy’d, and dy’d.
Sic conftant laffes as the Nis-browx Maid, _
Shall never want juft praifes duly paid ;
Sic claim’d his fang, and ftill it was his care -
With pleafing words to guide and rofe the fair. -
How fweet his voice, when beauty was in view,
$mooth ran hislines, ay grac'd wi’ fomething new ;
Wae wol;'d ftood wrang : but where’s the tongue can
te
How foft he fung ! how much lamented fell ?
® Lewis X1V, King of France.
% Boileau, whofe ode on the taking Namur by the French
ip 1692 he burlefqu’d, on its being retaken by the Britifh in
3

Cs RICHY.
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RICHY.

And when he had a mind to be mair grave,
A minifter nae better cou’d behave ;
Far out of fight of fic he aften flew,
‘When he of haly wonders took a view.
Well cou’d he praife the power that made us a’,
And bids us in return but tent his law ;
‘Wha guides us when we're waking or afleep,
‘With thoufand times mair care than we our fheep.
Whild'he of pleafure, power and wifdom fang,
My heart lap high, my lugs wi’ pleafure rang:
"Thefe to repeat, braid-fpoken I wad fpill,
Altho’ I fhould employ my utmoft fkill.
He towr’d aboon : but ah! what tongue can tell
How high he flew? how much lamented fell ?

“ROBERT.

My bennifon, dear lads, light on ye baith,
‘Wha ha'e fae true a feeling of our fkaith:
O Sandy, draw his likenefs in fmooth verfe,
As weel ye can ;—then fhepherds fhall rehearfe
His merit, while the fun mets out the day,
While ews fhall bleet, and little lambkins mae.

Tve been a fauter, now three days are paft,
‘While I far grief have hardly broke my fa& :
Come to my fhiel, and let's forget our care,
I dinna want a rowth of country-fare,
Sic as it is, ye’re welcome to a fkair.
Befides, my lads, I have a browft of tip,
As good as ever wuith a thepherd’s lip ;
We'll take a fcour o't te put aff our pain,
For 2’ our tears and fighs are but in vain :
Come, help me up—yon footy cloud fhores rain.
To
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To Mr. PoprE,

TH REE times I've read your Jiad o'ers
The firft time pleas’d me avel/;
New beaaties unobferv’d befare,
Next pleas’d me bezzer flill,
Again 1 try’d to find a flaw,
amin’d ilka line;
‘The third time pleas’d me deff of &,
The labour feem’d divine.
Henceforward I’ll not tempt my fate, .
On dazzling rays to ftare, .
Left I fhould tine dear felf-conceit, )
And read and write nae majr. * -

-

Ep1sTLE to the Honourable Duncan
FoRr B Es, Lord Advocate.

HUT in a dofet fix foot fquare,
S No fath’d with meikle wealth ar care,
I pafs the live-lang day ;
Yet fome ambitious thouggts 1}' have, .
Which will attend me to my grave, , , ,
Sic butked baits they lay.

Thefe keep my fancy on the wing, ’
Something that’s blyth and fack o fing,
h Ancll g:ooth tll:: runkled brow 3
us care y beguile
Hoping a plaugﬁ:ﬂ anda fmil’e,
Frac beft of men, like you.
Cy¢ You,
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You, wha in kitde cafts of ftage,
When property demands debate, -
Can right what is dun wrang ;
Yet blythly can, when ye think fi¢,
Enjoy your friend, and judge the wit
And {lidnefs of a fang.

How mony, your ;'everfe. wnbleft, :
Whafe minds gae wand’ring through a mift, -
Proud as the thief in hell,
Pretend, forfooth, they're gentle-fowk,
*Caufe chance gi’es them of gear the yowk
And beuer chiels the hell 1

I've feen a we’an aft vex itfell,
And greet, becaufe it was not tall :
Heez’d on a board, O than!
Rejoicing in the artfu’ heighe,
How fmirkydoek’d the little wigh !
- And thought itfell 2 man.

»

Sic bairns are fome blawn up a wee
With fplendor, wealth and quality,
Upon thefe flilts grown vain ;
‘They o’er the pows of poor fowk firide,
And neither ase to had nor bide,
Thinking this height their ain.

Now fhou'd ane at fic a puff,
What gars thee look fae big bluff?
't an attending mepeie ?
Or fifty difhes on your tablé ?
Or fifty horfes in your ftable ?
Or heaps of glancing cungie ? -

Are
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Are thefe the things thou ca’s thyfell ?
Come, vain gigantick thadow, teli,
If thoa fayeft, yes—I'll fhaw *
Thy pi€tare.—Means thy filly mind, )
Thy wit’s a croil, thy jadgment blind, ’
And love worth nought ava,

Accept our praife, ye nobly born,
Whom heaven takes pleafure to adom '
With ilka manly gift ; ’
In Courts or Camps to ferve your nation,
Warm'd with that generous emalation
Which your forbears did lift.

In duty, with delight, to
T infetnxor world dgh juftly {’::v, :
While you’re the maift deny'd :
Yet fhall your worth.be ever priz'd, '
When ftruting nathings are defpis'd !
With a’ their ftinkan pride.

This to fet aff as T am able,
I'll frae a Frenchman thigg a fable,
« ¢ Andbufk icin a plaid :
e;]:l tho’ it be a bairn of *® Moree’s,
en I have taught it to fpeak Scots
Tam its fecond dad. -

¢ Twa books, near neighbours in a fhop,
¢ The tane a guilded Turéy fop,
¢ The tither’s face was weather-beaten,
¢ And caf-fkin jacket fair worm eaten.

* Monf. la Motte, who bas written lately a curious callec-
tion of fables, from which the following is imitated.
¢ The
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¢ The corky, proud of his braw fuit,’

¢ Curl'd up his nofe, and thus cry'd out,
¢ Ah! place me on fome frefher binks:
¢ Figh ! how this mouldy creature ftinks !
* How can a gentle book like me

¢ Endure fic {coundrel compauy ?

¢ What may fowk fay to fee me cling

¢ Sae clofe to this auld ugly thing;

¢ But that I'm of a fimple fpirit,

¢ And difregard my proper merit ?

¢ Quoth gray-baird, #bifbt, fir, with yeur dis,
¢ For a’ your meritorious fRin,
« I duda if you be worth within.
¢ For as auéfa/biu‘d as I look,
¢ May be I am the better book.

¢ O heavens! Icanna thole the clath
¢ Of this impertinent auld hath ;
¢ I winna ftay ac moment langer.
¢ My lord, pleafe to command your anger §
¢ Pray only let me tell you thate———
¢ What wad this infolent be at !
¢ Rot out your tongue~——pray, mafter Symmer,
¢ Remove me frae this dinfome rbimer :
¢ If you regard your reputation,
¢ And us of adittinguith’d ftation,
¢ Hence frae this beaft let me be hurried,
¢ For with his ftour and ftink 1’m worried,

¢ Scarce had he fhook his paughty crap,
¢ When in a cuitomer did pap;
¢ He up doufe Stanza lifts, and eyes him,
¢ ‘Turns o'er his léaves, admires, and buys him ¢

..
JEPr.

i

¢ This
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¢ This badk, faid he, is good and fearce, -

¢ The Jaul of fenfe in [aveeteft werfe.

¢ But reading title of gilt cleathing,

¢ Cries, Gods! who buys this bonny naithing P
¢ Nought duller Per awas put in print :

¢ Wow ! what a deal of Turky's tint |’

Now, fir, t’ apply what we've invented,
You are the bayer reprefented ;
* And, may your fervant hope
My lays fhall merit ‘your regard,
P’ll thank the gods for my reward,
And fmile at ilka fop.

L4

Th CrLock and DiaL.

AE day a Clock wad brag a Dial, .
And put his qualities to trial
Spake to him thus,——>Mj ncighbour, pray,
Can'f telt me what’s the time of day ?

‘The Dial faid, 1 dinng ken.”

.. Mlake! awbat fland ye there for then ?——

¢ I wait here till the fun fhines bright,

¢ For nought I ken but by his light:’
Wait on, quoth Clock, I feorn bis belp,
Baith night and day my lane Iftelp ;
Wind up my wigbt:zt anes a-week,
Without bim I can gang and fpeak :

Nor like an ufelefs fumpb I fland,

But conflantly wheel round my hand :
Hark, bark, I firike juft mow the bour ;
Ard 1 am right, ane—twa—three—foure
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‘Whilit thus the Clacé was boafling loud,
‘The bleezing fun brak threw a cloud ;
The Dial, faithfa’ to his guide,
Spake truth, and laid the thumper's pride:
¢ Ye fee, fa‘d ke, Pve dung you fair, .
¢ Tis four howrs and three qaarters mair. -
¢ My friend, be added, count again,
¢ And learn a wee to be lefs vam:
¢ Ne’er brag of conftant clavesimg cant, -
¢ And that yoa an{wers wever want ;
¢ For you’re not ay to be believ'd :
¢ Wha truft to you may be deceiv’d.
¢ Be counfell’d to behave like me;
¢ For when I dinna clearly fee,
¢ ] always own I dinna ken,
¢ And that's the way of wifeft men.’

An Ode to the Memwy of Lady M Ag-
GARET ANSTRUTHER.

LL in her bloom the graceful fair,
A Lucinda, leaves this mortal round ;
Her lofs a thoufand mourners fhare,
And behuty feels the cruel wourd.
. Now grief and tears o'er all our joys prevail,
Viewing her rofy cheeks all cold and pale.

‘Thus fome €air ftar diftinguifh’d bright,
Whichdecks the heavens, and gaides the main;
When clouds obfcure its glorious light,
It leaves the gloomy world in pain.
So fudden death has vail'd Lecinda’s eyes,
— And left us foft i darknefs and furprine. N
or
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Nor {weetnefs, beauty, youth nor wealth,
Nor blood, tho’ nobly high it fprings ;
Not virtue’s fcIf can purchafe health,
When ‘death fevere his fummon brings :
Flfe might the fair Lucinda, young and gay,
Have bléft the world with a much longer flay.

Bus fay, fveet thade, was it thy choice
To leave this fow, unconftame ghobey
Tird with its vain, its jangling noife,
Thow wifgly dropt thy hemai robe ?
Or tell us, guardian angels, tell us true,
Did ye not claim her hence as onc of you?

Yes, well we know it is your way,
When here below fuch beings (hine,
To grudge us even owr carthly clay,
Which form’d like her becomes diviae.
Such youa demand, and free from cares and feass,
Unmindful of our fruitlefs fighs and tears,

Yet deign, ye friends to human kind,
The tonely.confort to attend ;
O footh the anguith of his mind,
And let his killing forrows end.
Tell him, his fighs arnd mourning to affwage,
Each day the dwelt with him was worth an age.
Ye lovely virgins who exeel,
Ye fair to whom fuch ftrains belong,
In melting note- her beauties tell,
-And weep her virtaes in a fong :
See that ye place her merit in trae light :
For finging her’s yoar own will fhine moce bughlt;
.- It : t
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Let eaft and weft, and fouth and north,
Aloud the mouraful mufick hear,
How beauty's fal'n beyond the Forsh;
Let Britain’s genius cyprefs wear.
Yet Britain’s happy, who fuch beauty yields,
As forc’d from her’s will grace Elyfium’s fields.

.

Elegy on the Right Honourable J Am £8 Lord
CARNEG1E, who died the 7th of Janu-
ary 1722, the eighth Year of bis Age.

§ poets feign, and painters draw,
A Love and the Papbiax bride ;
Sae we the fair Souzbefba faw,

_Carnegie by her fide.

Now feverd frae his fweets by death,
Her gri¢f wha can exprefs ?

What muigc can tell the waefu’ fkaith,
Or mother’s deep diftres !

Qae rofes wither in their buds,
Kill’'d by an eaftlen blaft,

And fweeteft dawns in M/ay with clouds
And ftorms are foon o’ercaft.

Ah checquerd life! Ae day gives joy,
The nieft our hearts maun bleed :

Heaven caus’d a feraph turn a boy,
Now gars us trow he’s dead.
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‘Wha can refle& on’s ilka grace,
The fweetnefs of his tongue,
His manly looks, his lovely face,
And judgment ripe fac young ;
/

And yet forbear to make a doubt,
As did the Royal Swain,

When he with grief of heart cry’d out,
That man was made in vain ?

Mortals the ways of providence
But very fcrimply fcan ; .
The changing fcene eludes the fenfe
And reafonings of man.

How mony thoufands ilka year,
Of hopefu’ children, crave
Our love and care, then difappear,

To glut a gaping grave.

What is this grave? a wardrobe poor,
Which hads our rotting duds ;

Th’ immortal mind, ferene and pure,
Is cleath’d aboon the clouds.

Then ceafe to grieve, dejeted fair,
You had him but in truft;

He was-your beaateous fon, your heir,
Yet ftill ac haff was duft.

'The other to its native fkies
Now wings its happy way ;
With glorious fpeed andpy joy he fligs,
blefsfully to firay.
Qarnegie
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Carnegie then but changes .

or fair celeftial ra§: :d‘y
He mounts up to eternal day,

And, as he parts, he fays,

Adieu, Mamma, forget my tender Sfate
Thefe rufbing tears are vain, they floww ‘00 kate.
This faid, he hafted hence with pleafing joy ;
I faw the gods embrace their darling boy,

An Ode, facred to the Memory of the Right
Hm. ANNE Lady GAIRLIES.

O W vain are our attempts to hnow ?
How poor, alas! is reafon’s fkill ?
We blindly wander here below,
Yet fondly fearch heaven's fecret will.
Fach day we fce the young, the great, the fmall,
The good, the bad, without d ftin&ien, fall. :

Yet fuch as have the reft out-fhin’d,
We fhould be faulty to negleét ;
Each grace of beauteous Garlia’s mind
Deferves the mufe’s high refped.
But how fhall fhe fuch worth and goodnefs paint ?
A loving daughter, virtuous wife, and faint !

Some feraph, who in endiefs day
With themes fublime empleys the lyrey
Dart in my breaft a thining ray,
And all my foul with her infpire ;
Elfe fing yournf‘e*ves fu fair a frame and mind,
As now fupplies a place among your kind.

Ry
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As we the glorigus fur admire,
Whofe beams make ev’ry joy arife,
Yet dare not view the dazzling fire,
Without much hazarding our eyes;
So did her beauties ev’ry heart allure, -
While her bright virtues kill'd each thought impure,

She breath’d more {veetnefs than. the eat,
While ev'ry fentence was divine;
Her fmiles could calm each jarring breaft; -
Her foul was a celeftial mine,
Where all the precious veins of virtue lay ;
Too vaft a treafure long to lodge in clay.

Tho’ fprung from an *heroick race, .
Which from the world refpe& does claim,
Yet wanted fhe no borrow’d grace,
Her own demands immortal fame :
Worthy as thofe who fhun the vulgar roads, <
Saart from the crowd, and rife amongft the gods,

Such pains as weaker minds poflefs,
* - Could in her breaft no accefs find ;
Bat lowly meeknefs did confefs
A feady and fuperior mind. .
Unmov’d the bore thofe honours due the great,
Nor w“}:t:‘" been deprefi’d with a mare hamble

As to the fields the huntfman hies,
With joyful fhouts he wakes the morn
While nature {miles, ferene the fkies,
Swift fly his hounds, fhrill blows his hora 3
When fuddenly the thund’ring cloud pours rain,
Defaces day, and drives him from the plain.

® She was daughter of the Earl Masfhal of Scotland. -
Vou. 1L D Thﬂ(
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Thus young Brigantius circling arms
Graip’d all that’s lovely to his heart,
Rejoic’d o’er his dear #nna’s charms,
But not expetting foon to part;
‘When rigid fate, for reafons known above,
Snatch’d from his breaft the objeét of his love.

Ah,Garlies! once the happieft man, :
Than ¢’er before Brigantine chief, |
Now fever'd from your lovely Anne,
*T'is hard indeedy to ftem your grief:
Yet mind what you might often from her hear,
‘What heaven defigns, {fubmiffive we fhould bear.

Oh! ne’er forget that tender care, |
‘Thofe heaven-born thoughts fhe did employ, 1
To point thofe ways how you may fhare
Above with her immor:al joy.
Such a bright pattern of what’s good and great,
Evén angels need not blufh to imitate.

[

The Lovely Lafs and the Mirror.

A Nymph with ilka beauty grac’d,

Ae morning by her toilet plac’d, -
_Where the leal-hearted Looking-gla/s

‘With truths addreft the lovely Lafs ; — .
To do ye juftice, heavenly fair, .
Amaift in charms ye may compare

With Zems’ fell —But mind amaift :

For tho’ you're happily poffeft

Of ilka grace which claims refpe&,

Yet I fee faults ye fhould corre&ts
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I own they only trifles are,

Yet of Importance to the fair.

What fignifies that patch o’er braid,
With which your rofy cheek’s o’erlaid ?
Your natural beauties you beguile,

By that too much affeted {mile :

Saften that look~——move ay with eafe,
And you can never fail to pleafe.

Thofe kind advices fhe approv'd,
And mair her monitor fhe lov’d ;
’Till in came vifitants a threave :
To entertain them, fhe maun leave
Her Looking-glafs,—They fleetching praife
Her looks—her drefs——and a’ fhe fays,
Be’t right or wrang ; fhe's hale compleat,
And fails in nothing fair or fweet.
Sae much was faid, the bonny Lafs
Forgat her faithfu® Looking-glafs.

Clarinda, this dear beauty’s Yow,
The mirror is ane good.and awife,

Wha, by his counfel{ juft, can thew
How nobles may to greatnefs rife.

God blefs the wark ;i cg'ou’re oppreft
By parafites with faufe d y

Then will fic faithfu® mirrers beft
Thefe underplotters countermine.

Jur1TERs Lottery,

NES Jove, by ac great alt of grace,
Wad gratify huis haman race,
And ordcr’f Hermes, in his pame,
With tout of trumpet t;)) proclaim
2



6  JerrtEr’s Lanery.

A royal lott’ry frae the fkies,

Where ilka ticket was & prize.

Nor was there nééd for Ten per Cent,
To pay advd#nte for money lent :

Nor brokers nor ftock joBbers here
Were thol'd to cheat fowk.of their gear,
The firft-rate. endtits were, Health,
Pleafures, Honours, Bmpire and FWeakth;
But happy he te whom wad fa’ . .
Wifdem, the higheft prize of a’ :

Hopes of amining things the beft,

Made up the maift feck of the reft.
Now ilka ticket fald with eafe,

At altars for a facrifice ;

Fove @ redeiv’d, ky, ates and ews,
Moor-cocks, lambs, dows or bawbee-rows 3
Nor wad debar e’en a poor droll, .

‘Wha nought cou’d-gi’e but his parol.
Sae kind was he no to exclude

Poor wights for want of wealth or blood ;
Even whiles the gods, 4s record tells,
Bought feveral tickets for thémfells.
‘When fou and lots putin the wheel,

Aft were trey tum’d, to mix thein weel ;
Blind chance to draw Jote drder’'d fyne,
‘That nane with reafon might ﬁe :

He drew, and Mercary was ¢

The number, prize, and name to mark.
Now bopes by millions falt came Torth,
But feldom prizes 'of mdiv worth,

Sic as dominion, wealth and ftate,

True frictids, and levers fortunate.
Wifdom, at laft, the greateft prize,
Comes up :——aloud clark Mermss crys—

Nuzzber
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Number ten thoufand——rcome, let’s fee
The perfon bleft.——Quoth Pallus, Me,~
Then a’ the gods for blythnefs fang,

Throw heaven glad acclamations rang ;.
While mankind grumbling laid the wyze
On them, andca’d the hale abyte. -

Yes! cry'd ilk ane, with fobbing heart, °
Kind Fove has play’d a parent’s pagt, °
Wha did this prize to Pallas fend, .
While we're fneg’d off at the wob egd.

Soon to their clamours Jowe took tent,
To punith whicli, to wark he went 5’
He ftraight with Follies fill’'d the wheel,
In #ifdom's place they did as well ;

For ilka ane wha Fo/ly drew,

In their conceit, 8’ Sgges grew:.
Sae thus contented, a’reur'd,
And ilka fool himfelf admir’d.

The M1SER and MIN Q5.

HORT fyne there was a wratched mifer,
With pinching had fcrap’d pp a treafure s
Yet frae his hoords he doughtna take
As much wou'd buy a mutton-ftake,
Or take a glafs to comfort nature,
But fcﬁm;ﬁy fed on crumbs and water :
Tn fhort, he famith'd 'mid#t his plenty;
Which madg furviving: kindreéd camtyy
Wha fcarcely for him-paton blagk, - -

And -only in his loof a 1a;k» ‘ Whiciv
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Which even th dg’d : fic is the w
Of them wha 'gl;mgthe prey ; v
They'll fcarce row up the wretch’s feet,
Sae fcrimp they make His winding-fheet,
‘Tho’ he thou’d leave a vatt eftate,

And heaps of gowd like Artbur’s feat.

Well, down the ftarving ghaift did fink,
>Till it fell on the Stygian brink ;
‘Where auld #an Charon ftood and raught
His wither’d loof out for his fraught ;
But them that wanted wherewitha’,
He dang them back to ftand and blaw.
‘The Mifer lang being us'd to fave,
Fand this, and wadna paffage crave
But fhaw’d the Ferryman a knack,
Jumpt in—fwam o’er, and hain’d his plack.
Charon might damn, and fink and roar;
But a’ in vain——he gain'd the fhore,——
Arriv’d——the three-pow’d dog of hell
Gowl'd terrible a treeple yell ;
‘Which rouz'd the fan Sifters three,
‘Wha furious on this wight did flie,
Wha'd play’d the fmuggler on their coaft,
By which Pluto his dues loft :

hen brought him for this trick fae hainous
Afore the bench of juftice Minos.

The cafe was new, and very kittle,
Which puzzl’d a’ the court na little ;
Thought after dxous:u with unco’ fpeed
Flew round within the judge’s head,
To find what punithment was due
For fic a daring crime and new.

Showd
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Shou’d he the plague of Tanral feel,
Or ftented be on Jxion’s wheel,

Or ftung wi’ bauld Prometbeus’ pain,
Or help Syfiph to row his ftane,

Or fent amang the wicked rout

To fill the tub that ay rins out?
No, no, continues Minos, no,

Weak are our punifhments below,
For fic a crime ;—he maun be hurl’d
Straight back again into the world.

I fentence him to fee and hear

What ufe his friends make of his gear,

The APE andthe LEOPARD.

HE A4pe and Leopard, beafts for fhow,

The firft a wit, the laft a beau ;
To make a penny at a fair,
Advertis'd a' their parts fae rare..
The tane gae out with meikle wind,
His beauty ’boon the brutal kind ;
Said he, I'm kend baith far.and pear,
Even kings are pleas’d when I appear:
And when I yield my vital puff,
Queens of my fkin will make a muff;
My fur fae delicate and fine,
W/ith various fpots does {leekly fhine.

Now lads and laffes faft did rin
To fee the beaft with bonny fkin :
His keeper fhaw’d him round about ;

Tkey faw bim foon, and foon came out.
X D4 Bat



#0 qbe Ass and Brock.

But mafter Moxky with an air

Hapt out, and thus harangu’d the fair;

Come, gentlemen, and ladies bonny,

1'll give ye paftime for your money :

I can perform, to raife your wonder,

Of pawky tricks mae than a hunder.

My coufin Sgotty, true he’s braw,

He has a curious fuit to thaw,

And nothing mair ——But fraec my mind

Ye fhall blyth fatisfaction find.

Sometimes I'll a& a cheil that’s dull,

Look thoughtfu’, grave, and wag my fcull 3
- 'Then mimick a light-headed rake,

When on atow my hoaghs I fhake :

Sometime, like modern monks, I’ll feem

To make a {peech, and nathing mean.

But come away, ye needma fpeer

What ye’re to pay; I'fe no be dear:

And ify ye grudge for want of fport,

I’ll give it back t’ ye at the port.

‘The 4pe fucceeded, in fowk went

Stay’d Jong——and came out well content ;

Sae much will wit and fpirit pleafe,

Beyond our fhape, and brawett claiths.

How mony, ah! of our fine gallants

Are only Leopards in their talents |

The Ass and BROC K.

PON a time a folemn 4%
Was dand 'ring throw a narrow pafs,
Where he forgether'd with a Brock,
‘Wha him faluted frae a rock ;
Spees’d
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, The Ass and Broc k. 4t

Speer’d how he did—how markets
| What’s a’ ye'’r news——and how is trade—
' How does Jack Stot and Lucky Yud,
Tam Tup, and Bucky, honeft lad ?
Reply’d the 4/i, and made a heel,
E’en 2’ the better that ye'r weel :
k Bat 7ar£ax?¢: and foarling Firty
Are grown fae wicked (fome ca's’t witty),
That we wha folid are and grave,
Nae peace on our ain howms can have ;
hile we are bify gathering gear,
Upon a brae they’ll fit and fneer.
If ane thoud chance to breathe behin’,
Or ha’c fome flaver at his chin,
Or "gainft a tree thould rub his arfe,
That’s fubje& for a winfome fa ce:
There draw they me, as void of thinking,
And you, my dear, famous for itinking ;
And the bauld birfy Bair your frien’,
A glutton dirty to the een;
By laughing Degs and ' 4pe, abus’d,
W ha is’t can thole to be faec us'd !

Dear me! heh! wow !—and fay ye fac—
Return’d the Brock——I'm unko wae
‘I o fee this flood of wit break in :
O fcour about, and ca’x a fin;
Stout are your lungs, your voice is loud,
And ought will upon the crowd.

The A/ thought this advice was right,
And bang’d away with a’ his might ;
Stood on a know awang the cattl-,

And furioufly *gainft wit did ratde :

Ppur'd
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Pour’d out a deluge of dull phrafes,

While Dogs and 4 es leugh, and made faces.
Thus a’ the angry 4/ held forth,

Serv’d only to augment their mirth.

The Fox and RaT.

TH E Lypon and the Tyeer lang maintain’d

A bloody weir ;—at laft the Lyon gain’d,

The royal vi€tor ftrak the earth with aw,

And the four-footed world obey’d his law :

Frae ilka fpecies deputies were fent,

‘To pay their homage due, and compliment

Their fovereign /ege, wha'd gart the rebels cour,

And own his roya! right, and princely power.

After difpute, the moniett votes agree

That Reynard fhould addrefs his majetty,

Ulyfles like, in name of a’ the lave ;

Wha thus went on—¢ O prince, allow thy flave

¢ To roofe thy brave atchievements and renown ;

¢ Nane but thy daring front fhou’d wear the crown,

. ¢ Wha art like Fove, whafe thunderbowt can make

¢ The heavens be hufh, and a’ the earth to fhake ;

¢ Whafe very gloom, if he but angry nods,

¢ Commands a peace, and flegs the inferior gods.

¢ Thus thou, great king, haft by thy conqu’ring paw

¢ Gi’en earth a fhog, and made thy will a law :

¢ Thee a’the animals with fear adore,

¢ And tremble if thou with difplealure roar;

¢ G’era’ thou cantt us cith thy fceptre fway,

¢ AsBadran; can with cheeping Rottans play.’ r
This
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‘This fentence vex’d the envoy Rottan fair ;
He threw his gab, and girn’d ; but durft nae mair.
‘The monarch pleas’d with Lowwry, wha dusft gloom ?
A watrant’s order’d for a good round fum,
‘Which Dragon, lord chief treafurer, muft pay
‘To fly-tongu’d Fleechy on a certain day;
‘Which fecratary Ape in form wrote down,
§:§n’d Lyon, and a wee beneath, Baboon.

is given the Fox.—Now Bobrail tap o’ kin,
Made rich at anes, is nor to bhad nor bin;
He dreams of nought but pleafure, joy and peace,
Now bleft with wealth, to purchafe hens and geefe:
Yet in his loof he hadna tell’d the gowd,
And yet the Rattan’s breatt with anger glow’d ;
He vow’d revenge, and watch’d it night and day,
He took the tid, when Loawry was away,
And throw a hole into his clofet {lips,
‘There chews the warrant 2’ in little nips.
‘Thus what the Fox had for his flat’ry gotten,
Ev’n frae a Lyon, was made nought by an offended

Rottan.

The CATERPILLAR and the ANT.

Penfy Ant, right trig and clean,
A Came ae day whidding o’er the green,
Where, to advance her pride, fhe faw
A Caterpillar moving flaw :

Good ¢’en t’ ye, miftrefs 4nz, faid he,
How’s a’ at hame? I’m blyth to s’ye.—
‘The faucy Aa¢ view’d him with fcorn,

Nor wad civilities return ;
But
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But geckin§ up her head, quoth the,
Poor animal, 1 pity thee,

Wha fcarce can claim to be a creature,
But fome experiment of nature,
Whafe filly fhape difpleas’d her eye,
And thus enfinith’d was flung by.

For me, ’m made with better grace,
With aitive limbs, and lively face ;
And cleverly can move with eafe

Frae place to place where e’er I pleafe :
Can foot 2 minuet or jig,

And fnoov’t like ony whirly-gig 3
‘Which gars my jo aft grip my iand
’Till his heart pitty-pattys, and—
But laigh my qualities 1 brini,'

"To ftand up clathing with a thing,

A cresping thing, the like of thee,

Not worthy of a farewell tye.

‘The airy Ant fyne tum’d awa,

And left him with 2 prond X

‘The Caterpillar was ftruck dumb,

And never anfwes’d her 2 mum:

‘The humble reptile fand fome pain
‘Thus to be banter’d with difdain.

But tent neift time the 4»¢ came by
The Form was grown a Butterfiy ; '
Tran were his wings and fair,
Which bare bim flightering threw the &ir:
Usma flower he ftapt his flight,
And thinking on his former flight,
‘T has to the 4as himfell addreﬂg,h
Pray, madam, will ye pleafe to reft ?
And potice what | now advife,
Inferiors ne'er too much defpife; r

'Or
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For fortune may gi’e fi¢ a tara,

‘To raife aboon ye what ye foorn ¢
For inftance, now I fpread my wing
In air, while you're a erespivg thing. '

The twa CATS and the CHERSR.

W A Cats anes on a Cheg/z did light,
To which baith had an equal right;
But difputes, fic as aft arife,
Fell out a fharing of the prize.

, Fair play, faid ane, ye bite o’er thick,

|
|

Thae teeth of your’s gang wonder quick :
Lev’s part i, elfe lang or the moon
be chang’d, the kebuck will be doon.

i But wha’s to do’t ?—They’re parties baith,

. And ane may do the other fkaith.

8ae with confent away they trudge,

And laid the Chegfe before a judge :

A Mbnkey with a camptho face,

Clerk to a juftice of the peace ;

A judge he feem’d in juftice fkill’d,

When he his mafter’s chair had fill’'d,

Now umpire chofen for divifion,

Baith fware to ftand by his decifion. ‘
Degure he looks.—The Chez/e he pales—
He prives it good—ca’s for the fcales ;
His knife whops throw’t———in twa it fell ;
He puts ilk haff in either fhell :

Said he, we’ll truly weigh the cafe,

And ftriGeft juftice fhall have place;

Then lifting up the fcales, he fand

The tane bang up, the other ftand:

“Syne

»
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Syne out he took the: heavieft haff,

And ate a knooft o’t quickly aff,

And try'd it fyne ;—it now prov’d light :
Friend Cas, faid he, we’ll do ye right.
Then to the ither haff' he fell,

And laid tilP’t teughly tooth and mail,

"Till weigh’d again it lighteft prov’d.

The judge wha this {weet procefs lay’d,
Still weigh’d the cafe, and #ill ate on,

* Till clients baith were weary grown ;
And tenting how the matter went,

Cry’d, Come, come, fir, we’re baith content;
Ye fools, quoth he, and Fupice too

Maun be content as well as you.

Thus grumbled t4ey, thus be went on,
*T'ill baith the haves were near hand done :
Poor Poufies now the daffin faw

Of gawn for nignyes to the law ;

And bil’d the judge, that he wad pleafe
To give them the remaining Chezfe :

To which his worfhip grave reply’d,

The dues of court maun firft be paid.

Now Fufice pleas’d :—what’s to the fore
Will but right ferimply clear your feore ;
That’s our decreet ;——gae hame and {leep,
And thank us ye’re win aff fae cheap.

The CAMELEON.

W A travellers, as they were wa’king,
’Bout the Cameleon fell a ta’king,
(Sic think it fhaws them mettl’d men,
‘I'e fay I've feen, and ought -to ken ;)
Says




The CAMELEON i

Says ane, ’tis a ftrange beaft indeed, -
Four-footed, with a fith’s head ;
A little bowk, with a lang tail,
And moves far flawer than a fnail ;
Of colour, like a blawart blue ;—

t Reply’d his nibour, That’s no true;

} For avell 1 wat b's colour’s greed,

' If ane may true his ain tava een;
For I in fun-fbine faxw bim fair,
When be wwas dining on the air.—

| Excufe me, fays the ither blade,

, Ifaw him better in the fhade,

' And he is blue.—He’s green Pm fure,~

! Ye lied.— 42nd s&re the fon of a awhore.—a

| Frae words there had been cuff and kick,
Had not a third come in the nick,
Wha tenting them in this rough mood,
Cry’d, Gentlemen, what! are ye wood ?
What’s ye’r quarrel, and ’t may be fpeer’t ?

i Truth, fays the tane, fir, ye fhall hear’t:
The Cameleon, I fay, he’s blue ;
He threaps he’s green.—Now, what fay you ?
Neé’er fath ye’r fells about the matter,
Says the fagacious arbitrator, ‘
He’s black.—Sae nane of you are right,
I view’d him well with candle-light ;

~ And have it in my pocket here,

| « Row’d in my napkin hale and feer.

| Fy! faid ae cangler, avhat d’ye mean ?
Pl lay my lugs on’t, that beé’s green.

! Said th’ither, were I gawn to death,
I’d fwear he’s-blue with my laft breath.
He’s black, the judge maintain'd ay ftout,
And to convince them, whop’d him out:

5 . But
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But to furprife of ane and ',

The Animal was white as fnaw §

And thus reprov’d them, ¢ Shallow bays, -
¢ Away, away, make nae mair noife ;

¢ Ye’re 2’ three weang, and @’ three rights
¢ Bat learn to own your nibours fight

¢ As good as yours.—Your judgment {peak,
¢ But never be fae daftly weak

¢ T" imagixge ithers will by force

< Submit their fentiments to yours 3

" ¢ As things in varipus lights ye fee,

% They’ll ilka ane refemble me.

The twa 1.1z AR Ds.

ENEATH atree, ac thining day,

On a bura-bank twa Lizards lay.
Beeking themfells now in the beams,
Then drinking of the cauller firéams.
Waes me, fays are of them to th’ ither,
How mean and filly live we, brither ?
- Beneath the moon is ought fac poer!
Regaided lefs, or mair obicure !'
We breathe indeed, and that’s juft a’;
But, forc’d by deftiny’s hasd law,
On earth like warms to creep and fprawl :
Curft fate to ane that has a faul !
Forby, gin we may trow report,
In Njlus giant Lizards fyort,
Ca’d Crocodiles :——ah! had I beex
Of fic a fize, upon the green,
Then might | had my fkair of fame,
-Honour, refpe, and a great name ; A

An
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And Man with gaping jaws have fhor’d,
Syne like a pagod been ador’d.

Ah, friend! replies the ither Lizard,
What makes this grumbling in thy gizzard ?
What caufe have ye to be uneafy ?
Cannot the fweets of freedom pleafe ye ?
We free frae trouble, toil or care,

Enjoy the fun, the earth and air,

The cryftal fpririg, and green-wood fhaw,
And beildy holes, when tempefts blaw.
Why thou’d we fret, look blae or wan,
Tho' we’re contemn’d by paughty man?
If fae, let’s in return be wife,

And that proud animal defpife.

O fy! returns th’ ambitious beaft,
How weak a fire now warms thy breaft ?
It breaks my heart to live fae mean ;

I'd like t attraét the gazer’s een,

And be admir’d What ftatcly horns
The Deer's majeftick brow adorns !

He claims our wonder and our dread,
Where e’er he heaves his haughty head.
What envy a’ my fpirit fires,

When he in cleareft pools admires

His various beauties with delyte :

P’m like to drown myfell with {pite.
Thus he held forth—when ftraight a pack
Of Hounds, and Hunters at their %ack,
Ran down a Deer before their face,
Breathlefs and wearied with the chace,
‘The dogs upon the vitim feize,

And beugles found his obfequies.

© Vou. I E

But
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But neither Mex nor dogs took tent
Of our wee Lizards on the bent,
While hungry Bawty, Buf, and Tray,
Devour'd the paunches of the prey.

Soon as the bloody deed was paft,
The Lizard wile the proud addreft;
Dear coufin, now pray let me hear
How wad ye like to be a Deer ?

Ohoen! guoth he, convinc'd and wae,
Wha wad have thought it anes a-day !
Well, be a private li§e my fate,

P’ll never envy mair the great:
That we are little fowk, that’s true ;3
But fae’s our cares and dangers too.

MercuRryY in Quef of Peace.

TH E gods cooft out, as ftory gaes,
Some being friends, fome being faes,
‘To men in 2 befieged city ;
Thus fum frae {pite, and fome frae pity,
Stood to their point with canker’d ftritnef,
And leftna ither in dogs likenefs.
Funo ca’d Venus whore and bawd,
Venus ca’d Funo {cauldin jad ;
E’en cripple Vulcan blew the low,
Apollo ran to bend his bow ;
Dis fhook his fork, Pallas her fhield,
Nzﬁtum his grape bezan to wicld.
What plague, cries Fup zcr, hey hoy!
Maun this town prove anither  roy 2

8 What,
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What, will you ever be atodds, -
*Till mankind think us foolith gods ?

Hey! miftrifs Peace, make haﬁc—appegr—
But madam was nae there to hear: .
Come, Hermes, wing thy heels and head,

And find her out with a’ thy fpeed :
Trowth, this is bonny wark indeed.

Hermes obeys, and ftaptna fhort,
But flys direly to the Court ;
For fure, thought he, fhe will be found
On that fair complimenting ground,
Where praifes and embraces ran
Like current coin 'tween man and man,
But foon, alake! ke was beguil’d,
And fand that courtiers only fmil’d,
And with a formal flatt’ry treat ye,
That they mair fickerly might cheat ye:
Peace was na there, nor e’er could dwell
. Where hidden envy makes a hell.

Nieft to the ha’, where juftice ftands
With fword and ballance in her hands,
He flew no that he thought to find her
Between th’ accufer and defender;
But fure he thought to find the wench
Amang the fowk that fill the bench ;
Sae muckle gravity and grace
Appear'd in ilka judge’s face :
Even here he was deceiv’d again,
For ilka judge fack to his ain
Interpretation of the law,
And vex'd themfells with Had and Draw. ‘
Ea Frag
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Frae thence he flew ftraight to the Kiré -
In this he prov’d as daft a ftirk,
To look for peace, where never three
In ev’ry point cou’d e’er agree ;
Ane his ain gate explain’d a text
Quite contrair to his neighbour next,
And teughly toolied day and night
To gar believers trow them right.

Well thought———the univerfity,

Science is ane, thefe maun agree,

There did he bend his ftrides right clever,

But is as far miftane as ever :

For here contention and ill-nature

Had runkl’d ilka learned feature ;

Ae party ftood for ancient rules,

Anither ca’d the ancients fools ;

Here ane wad fet his fhanks afpar, §

Then fair he figh’d—where can fhe be ? §

And roofe the Man fang Troy war,
Anither ca’s him Robin Kar.

Well, fhe's no here ;—away he flies
To feek her amangft families.
Tout, what thou’d fhe do there I wonder ?
Dwells the with matrimonial thunder,
Where mates, fome greedy, fome deep drinkers,
Contend with thriftlefs mates or jinkers ?
"This fays, *tis black ; and that, wi’ fpite,
Stifly maintains and threeps ’tis white.

Weary'd at laft, quoth he, let’s fee
How branches with their ftocks agree :
But here he fand flill his miftake ;

Some parents cruel were, fome weak ;
While
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‘While bairns ungratefu’ did behave,
And with'd their parents in the grave.

Has ¥ove then fent me amang thir fowk,
Cry'd Hermes, here to hunt the gowk ?
Well, I have made a waly round,

To feek what is na to be found.

Juft on the wing—towards a burn

A wee piece aﬁg his looks did turn,
There miftrifs Peace he chanc’d to fee,
Sitting beneath a willow-tree :

And have I found ye at the laft ?

He cry’d aloud, and held her faft.
Herﬂ refide, quoth fhe, and fmil’d,
With an auld Hermit in this wild.

Well, madam, faid he, I perceive
‘That ane may long your prefence crave,
And mifs ye ft 1! ;—but this {feems plain,
‘To have ye, ane maun be alane.

The SPRING and the SYKE.

E D by a living Spring, a rill
F Flow’d eafily a%lo“;': f hill ;
A thoufand flowers upon its bank
Flourifh’d fu’ fair, and grew right rank :
Near to its courfe a Syke did ly,
‘Whilk was in fimmer aften dry,
And ne’er recover'd life again,
But after foaking fhowers of rain ?
Then wad he fwell, look big and fprufh,
And o’er his margin proudly gufh, -
’ E 3 Al
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Ae day, after great waughts of weet,
He with the cryftal current met,

And ran him down with unco’ din ;
Said he, How poorly does thou rin ?
See with what ftate I dath the brae,
‘Whilft thou canft hardly make thy way.

'The Spring, with a fuperior air,
Said, Sir, your brag gives me nze care ;
For {oon’s ye want your foreign zid,
Your paughty cracks will foon belaid.
Frae my ain head 1 have fupply,

But you muft borrow, elfe rin dry.

The DaFT BARGAIN., A Tafe,

T market anes, I watna how,
ﬁ Twa herds between them coft a cow ;
riving her hame, the needfu’ Hacky
But cer;mgny chancd t;) k—)-?.
uoth'Rab night ravingly to Raff,
87:1 ye'll eat %l}:lat digegﬁZd dra.{{
Of Crummy, 1 thall quat’my part.—
A bargain be't, with a’ my heart,
Raff i%on reply’d, and lick’d his thumb,
‘To gorble’t up without a gloom :
Syne till’t he fell, and feem’d right yap
}i’is mealtith quickly up to gawp;
Haff done, his heart began to {cunner,
But lootna on ’till Rab ftrak under;
‘Wha fearing fkair of cow to tine,
At his daft bargain did repine.
’ Well,
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Well, well, qupth Raff; tho’ ye was rafh,
Tl fcorn to wrang ye, fenfelefs hath ;
Come, fa’ to wark, as I ha’e done,

And eat the ither haff as foon,

Ye’s fave ye’r part.—Content, quoth Rzb—
And flerg’d the reit on’t in his gab:

Now what was tint, or what was won,

Is eithly feen.—My flory’s done.

Yet frae this tale confed’rate ftates may learn
To fave their cow, and yet no eat her tharn.

&5

ThetwaCuT-Purses. ATl

N borrows-town there was a fair,
And mony a landart coof was there,

Baith lads and. laffes bufked brawly,
To glowr at ilka bonny-waly,
Aad lay out ony.oza bodles
On fina’ gimcracks that pleas’d their nodles ;
Sic as a jocktaleg, or fheers, -
Confeckit ginger, plums or pears.

'Thefe gaping gowks twa rogues furvey,
And on ei[:-zgaﬂg this plot t}?eg}ru lay ; Y
The tane, lefs like a knave than fool,
Unbidden clam the high cockftool,

And pat his head and baith his hands
Throw holes where the ill-doer ftands.
Now 2’ the. crowd with mouth and een
Cry’d out, What does the idiot mean ?
They glowr’d and leugh, and gather’d thick,
And never thought upon 2113 trick,

: 4

*Till
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*Till he beneath had done his job,

By tooming poutches of the mob ;
‘Wha now pofleft of rowth of gear,
Scour'd aff as lang’s the coft was clear,

But wow ! the ferly quickly chang’d,
‘When throw their empty fobs they rang’d ;
Some girn’d, and fome look'd blae wi’ grief,
While fome cry’d out, Fy bad the thicf.

But ne'er a thief or thief was there,
Or cou’d be found in a’ the fair.
. The jip wha ftood aboon them 2a’,
His innocence began to fhaw ;
Said he, my friends, I'm very forry
To hear your melancholy ftory ;
But fure where’er your tinfel be,
Ye canna lay the wyte on me. .

Epiftle # RoBERT Y ARDE, of Devon-
thire, Efguire.

R A E northern mountains clad with foaw, _
Where whiftling winds inceflant blaw,
In time now when the curling-ftane
Slides murm’ring o’er the icy plain,
What {prightly tale in verfe can Yarde
Expett frae a cauld Scortifb bard,
‘With brofe and bannocks poorly fed,
In hoden gray right hafhly cled,
Skelping o'er frozen hags with pringle, '
Picking up peets to beet his ingle, .
‘While fleet that freezes as it fa’s, '
Theeks as with glafs the divot waws of |
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. Of alaigh hut, where fax thegither,
| Ly heads and thraws on craps of heather ?

Thus, fir, of. us the fto y
By our mair dull and fcorgug?zs :
But let them tauk, and gowks believe,
While we laugh at them in our fleeve ;
For we, nor barbarous nor rude, !
Ne’er want good wine to warm onr blood ; '
Have tables crown’d—and heartfome biels, :
And can in Cumin’s, Den’s or Steil’s, '
Be ferv’'d as plenteouily and civil,
As you in London at the Devil,
You, fir, yourfelf wha came and faw,
Own’d that we wanted nought at 2’,
‘To make us as content a nation
As any is in the creation.

This point premis’d, my canty mufe
Cocks up her creft without excufe,
And fcorns to fcreen her natural flaws
With Jfs, and Burs, and dull Becaufe ;
She pukes her pens and aims a flight
Throu’ regions of internal light,
Frae fancy’s field, thefe truths to brin
That you fhou’d hear, and the ihou’f fing.

Langfyne, when love and innocence
Were human nature’s beit defence,
E’er party-jars made lateth lefs,
By cleathing 't in a monkifh drefs;
Then poets fhaw’d thefe evenly roads,
That lead to dwellings of the gods.
In thefe dear days, well ken’d to fame,
Divini Vates was their name : ’ I
t
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It was, and is, and fhall be ay,

‘While they move in fair vertue’s way,
'Tho’ rarely we to ftipends reach,

Yet nane dare hinder us to preach.

Believe me, fir, the neareft way

'To happinefs, is to be gay 3

For fpleen indulg’d, vn%la banith ret
Far frae the bofoms of the beft ;
Thoufands a-year’s no worth a prin,
When é’er this fathous gueft gets in :
But a fair competent eftate

Can keep a man frae looking blate,
Sae eithly it lays to his hand

What his juft appetites demand,
Wha has, and can enjoy, O wow !
How fmoothly may his minutes flow ?
A youth thus bleft with manly frame,
Enliven’d with a lively flame,

Will ne’er with fordid pinch controul
‘The fatisfaction of his foul.

Poor is that mind, ay difcontent,
That canra ufe what God haslent ;
But envious girns at a’ he fees,

‘That are a crown richer than he’s ;
‘Which gars him pitifally hane,

And hell’s afe-middins rake for gain ;
Yet never kens a blythfome hour,

Is ever wanting, ever fowr.

Yet ae extreme fhou'd never make
A man the gowden mean forfake.
1t fhaws as much a fhallow mind,
And anc extravagantly blind,

If
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. If carelefs of his future fate,

' He daftly waftes a.good eftate,

" And never thinks *till thoughts are vain,
And can afford/him nought but pain.
Thus will a joiner’s fhavings bleez,
Their low will for fome feconds pleafe ;
But foon the glaring leam is paft,

And cauldrife darknefs follows faft :
While flaw the fagots lange expire,
And warm as with a lafting fire.

Then neither, as I ken ye will,

With idle feurs your pleafures fpill ;
Nor with neple@ing prudent care,

Do fkaith to your facceeding heir.
Thus fteering cannily throw life,

Your joys fhall lating be and rife :
Give a’ your paflions reom to reel,

As lang as reafon guides the wheel.
Defires, tho’ ardent, are nae crime,
When they harmonioufly keep time:
Bat when they {pang o’er reafon’s tonce,
We {mart for’t at our ain expence ;

To recreate us we're allow’d,

But gaming deep boils up the blood,
And gars ane at groom-porters ban
The Being that made him a man,
When his fair gardens, houfe and lands,
Are fa’n amongft the tharpers hands.

A chearfu’ bottle fooths the mind,
Gars carles grow canty, free and kind ;
Defeats our care, and hales our frife,
And brawly oyls the wheels of life :
But when juft quantums we tranfgrefs,
Our biefling turns the quite reverfe.

39

To
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To love the bonny fmiling fair,
Nane can their paffions better ware ;
Yet love is kittle and unruly,

And thou’d move tentily and hooly :
For if it get o’er meikle head,

*Tis fair to gallop ane to dead :

O’er ilka hedge it wildly bounds,

And grazes on forbidden grounds ;
Where conftantly, like furies, range
Poortith, difeafes, death, revenge :
To toom anes pouch to dunty clever,
Or have wrang’d hufband prob ane’s liver,
Or void ane’s faul out throw a fhanker,
In faith 'twad any mortal canker,

Then wale a virgin worthy youy
Worthy your love and nuptial vow :
Syne frankly range o’er a’ her charms,
Drink deep of joy within her arms ;
Be flill delighted with her breaft,
And on her love with rapture feaft,

May fhe be blooming, faft and young,
With graces melting from her tongue ;
Prudent and yielding to maintain
Your love, as well as you her ain.

Thus with your leave, fir, I’ve made free
To give advice to ane can gi'e
As good again.——But as mefs Fobn
Said, when the fand tald time was done, .
¢ Ha’e patience, my dear friends, a wee,
¢ And take ac ither glafs frae me;
¢ And if ye think there’s doublets due,
¢ I thanna bauk the like frae you.’ —_—
|
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The laft Speech of a wretched Mifer.

Dool! and am I forc’d to die,
And nae mair my dear filler fee,
That glanc’d fae fweetly in my eye!
It breaks my heart;
My gowd ! my bands! alackanie !
That we fhou’d part.

For you I labourd night and day,
For you I did my friends betray,
For you on ftinking caff I lay, -
And blankets thin ;
And for your fake fed mony a flea
Upon my fkin.

Like Tantalus I lang have ftood
Chin-deep into a filler flood ;
Yet ne’er was able for my blood,
But pain and frifz,
To ware ae drap on claiths or tood,
To cherifh life.

Or like the wiflen’d beardlefs wights,
Wha herd the wives of eaftern knights,
Yet ne’er enjoy the faft delights

Of laffes bony ;
Thus did I watch lang days and nights
- My lovely money.

Altho” my annual rents cov’d feed
Thrice forty fowk that ftood in need,
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I grudy’d myfell my daily bread :

And if frae hame,
My pouch preduc’d an ingan head,

‘Fa pleatc my wame.

To keep you cofie in a hoord,
This hunger I with eafe endur'd;
And never dought a doit afford
To ane of fkill,
Wha for a dollar might have cur’d
Me of this ill.

I never wore my claiths with bruthing,
Nor wrung away my farks with wathing ;
Nor ever fat in taverns dathing

Away my coin,
To find out wit or mirth by clathing
O’er dearthfu’ wine,

Abiet my pow was bald and bare,
T wore nae frizzl’d limmes’s hair,
Which takes of fower to keep it fair
Frac reefting free,
As meikle as wad dine and mair
The like of me.

Nor kept [ fervants, tales to tell,
But toom’d my coodies a’ myfell ;
To hane in candle I had a fpell
Baith cheap and bright,
, A fith-head, when it ’gins to fmell,
Gives curious light.

~ What
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What reafon can I thaw, quo’ ye,
To fave and ftarve, to cheat and lie,
To live a beggar, and to die
Sae rich in coin ? -
That’s mair than can be gi'en by me,
Tho’ Belzie join.

Some faid my looks were groff and fowr,
Fretfu', drumbly, dull and dowr:
I own it was na in my power,
My fears to ding 3
Wherefore I never cou’d endure
To laugh or fing.

T ever hated bookifh reading,

. And mufical or dancing breeding,

And what’s in either face or cleading,
Of painted things ;
I thought nae pictures worth the heeding,
Except the king’s,

Now of a’ them the eard ¢’er bure,
1 never rhimers cou’d endure,
They’re fic a fneering pack, and poor,
I hate to ken’em;
For gaintt us thrifty fauls they’re fure
To {pit their venom,

But wafter wifes, the warft of a’
Without a youk they gar are claw,
When wickedly they bid us draw
Our filler fpungs,
For this and that, to make them braw,
And lay their tongues.

Some
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Some loo the courts, fome loo the kirks,
Some loo to keep their fkins frae lirks,
Some loo to woo beneath the birks
Their lemans bony 3
For me, I took them a’ for ftirks
That loo’d na money.

They ca'd me flave to ufury,
Squeeze, cleave the hair, and peel the flee,
Clek, fae theflint, and penury,
. And faulefs wretch ;
But that ne’er fkaith'd or troubled me,
Gin 1 grew rich.

On profit 2’ my thoughts were bent,
And mony thoufands have I leat,
But fickerly I took good tent,
That double pawns,
With a cudeigh, and ten per Cent
Lay in my hands.

When borrow’rs brak, the pawns were rug,
Rings, beads of pearl, or filler jug,
Ifald them aff, ne’er fath’d my lug
With girns or curfes,
The mair they whing’d, it gart me hug
. My fwelling purfes.

Sometimes I’d figh, and ape a faint,
And with a lang rat-rhime of cant,
Wad make a mane for them in want;
But for ought mair,
I never was the fool te grant
“Them ony fkair.

j
|
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T thought ane freely might pronounce
That chiel a very filly dunce,
That cou’d not honefty renounce,
With eafe and joys,
At ony time, to win an ounce
: - Of yellow boys.

When young I fome remorfe did feel,
And liv’d in terror of the deel,
His furnace, whips, and racking wheel ;
But by degrees,
My confcience grown as hard as fteel,
Gave me fome eafe,

But fears of want, and carking care
To fave my ftock—and thirft for mair,
By night and day oppreft me fair,
W a ; l:Qnd tarn’d my head ;
hile friends appear’d like harpies gare
That with’d me dead.

For fear of thieves I aft lay wakin
The live-lang night till day was breaking,
Syne throu’ my fleep, with heart fair aking,
Pve aften ftarted,
Thinking I heard my windows cracking, '
When Elfpa f—.

Ogear! Theld ye lang thegither ;
For you I ftarv’d my good auﬁi mither,
And to Zirginia fald my brither,
And crofh’d my wife;
Bat now I’'m gawn I kenna whither,
To'leave my life.

You.IL F My
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My lifet my god ! niy fpirit earns,
Not on my kindred, wite or bairns,
Sic are but very laxgh CRNCEINS,
Compar’d with thee!
When now this mortal rottle wazas
. Me I maun die.

It to my heaxt gaes like a gun,
To fee my kin and gracele(s {as,
Like rooks already are begun
To thumb my gear,
Andcaihthat has nox faen the fn
This fifty year.

Oh, oh ! that fpendslirift fon of mine,
Wha can on reafted moorfowl dine,
And hkc dub-water fkinls the wine,
And dance and fing 3
He’ll foon gar my dear dwatlings dwine
Down to nathing,

To that fame plaue, where e'er I gang,..
" Ocou'd | bedr oy wealth alang !
Nae heiy fhou'd €’er  farthing fang,
That thus caroufes,
Tho’ they thou'd a’ an woedies hapg,
For breaking houfes.

Perdition ! Satban! is that you!
I fink !—am digay !—Candle blue,
Wi that be never majr play'd pean,
But aith a rair,
Atwa} bis wretched fpirit frew,
& makfna where.

Trr ‘
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Ti1T for TarT.

E-SOUTH our channel, where ’tis common

To be prieft-ridden, man and woman ;
A father, anes in grave proceflion,
Went to receive a wight's confeflion,
Whafe fins, lang-gatherd, now began
To barden fair his inner man.
But happy they that can with eafe
Sling aff fic laids when e’er they pleafe,
Lug out your fins, and eke your purfes,
And foon your kind fpiritual nug!le:
Will eafe you of thefe heavy turfes.

Cries Hodge, and fighs, ah! father ghoftly,
¥ lang’d anes for fome fiewds coftly,

And flaw them frae a fneaking mifer,

Wha was a wicked cheating fqueezer,

And much had me and others wrang’d,

For which I aften wifh’d him hang’d,

‘The father {ays, Iown, my fon,

‘To rob or pilfer is ill done;

But I can eith forgive the fant,

Since it is only Tit for Tat.

The fighing penitent gade fardey,
And own’d his anes defigning murder;
‘That he had lentane’s guts a fkreed, .
‘Wha had gi'en him a broken head.
Replies the prieft, My fon, ’tis plajn
‘Thas’s only Tit for Tat again.

Fa2

}

Bus
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But ftill the finner fighs and fobs, .
And cries, Ah! thefe are venial jobs
To the black crime that yet behind
Lyes like Au/d Nick upon my mind 3
I dare na name’t ; 1'd lure be ftrung -
Up by the neck, or by the tongue,
As fpeak it out to you : believe me,
The faut you never wad forgive me.
‘The haly man, with pious care,
Intreated, pray’d, and fpake him fair,
Conjur'd him, as he hop’d for heaven,
To tell his crime, and be forgiven.

Well then, fays Hodge, if it maun be,
Prepare to hear a tale frac me,
That when ’tis tald, I'm unko feard
Ye'll with it never had been heard.
Ah me! your reverence’s fiffer,
Ten times I carnally have—kift her. -
AlD’s fair, returns the reverend brother,
Pve done the_famen with your motber
Three times as aft; and fae for that
We're en a level, 7it for Tat.

Ep_fﬂh{rom Mr.WILLIAM STARRAT,
Teacher of Mathematicks at Straban in.
Ireland.

AE windy day laft owk, I’ll ne'er forget,
I think I hear the hailftanes rattling yet;
On Crocban bufs my hirdfell took the lee,

As ane wad with, juft @’ beneath my ec:
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F~ Epiftle from Mr.STARRAT. g

1 in the beild of yon auld birk-tree fide,

Poor cauldrife Coly whing’d aneath my plaid,
Right tozylie was fet to eafe iny ftumps,

Weel hap’d with bountith-hofe and twa-foll’d pumps.
Syne on my four-hours luntion chew’d my cood,
Sic kilter pat me in 2 merry mood : .

My whifile frae my blanket-nook I drew,

And lilted owre thir twa three lines to you,

Blaw up my heart-firings, ye Pierian quines,
‘That ga’e the Grecian bards their bony rhimes,
And learn’d the Latin lowns fic {prings to play,
As gars the world gang dancing to this day.

In vain I feek your help ; ’tis bootlefs toil
With fic dead afe to muck a moerland foil ; -
Give me the mufe that calls paft ages back,

And fhaws proud fouthern fangfters their miftak,
“That frae their Thames can fetch the laurel north,
And big Parna/fus on the frith of Fortb,

. Thy breaft alane this gladfome gueft does fill
With ftrains, that warm our hearts like cannel gill,
And learns thee, in thy umquhile gutcher’s tongue,
‘The blytheft lilts that e’er my lugs heard fung,
Ramfay ! for ever live : for wha like you
In deathlefs fang fic life-like pictures drew ?

Not he wha whilome with his harp cou’d ca’

The dancing ftanes to big the Thebar wa’:

Nor he (thamefa’s fool-head) as ftories tell

Could whiftle back an auld dead wife frae hell ;

Nor e’en the loyal brooker of Bell-trees,

Wha fang with hungry wame his want of fees ;

Nor Haby’s-dron cow’d with thy wind pipe pleafe.
Fj ) When



ne  Epifile from Mr. St ARR AP

When in his well kend clink thou manes the death
Of Lucky Wood and Spence (2 marchlefs tkaith

‘To Canigare) fae gath thy gab-trees gang,

‘The carlines live for ever in thy fang.

Or, when the country bridal thou purfues,
‘To redd the rcfal tulzie fets thy mule,
Thy foothing fangs bring canker’d carles to eafe,
Some lowps to Luster’s pipe, fome birls bawbies.

But gin to gtaver hotes thou tunes thy breath,
And fings poor Sandy’s grief for Edic's death,
Or Matthens’s lofs ; the lambs in confort mae,
And lanefome Rixgwood youls upon the brae.

Good God! what tonelefs heart-firings wadna
twang,

‘When love and beauty animates thy fang ?
Skies echoe back, when thou blaws up thy reed,
In Burchet’s praife, for clapping of thy head:
And when thou bids the paughty Cxzar ftand yon,
‘The wandought feema beneath thee on his throne, '
Now, be my faul, and I have nought behin, ’
And weil I wat faufe fwearing is a fin,
T’d rather have thy pipe, and twa three fheep,
‘Than a’ the. gowd the manarchs coffers keep..

Coly, look out, the few we have’s gane wrang,
This fe’'nteen owks I have not play’d fae lang ;
Ha, Crummy, ha—trowth I maun quat my fang ;
But,lad, neift mirk we’ll to the haining drive,
When in frefh lizar they get fpleet and rive ;

The royts will reft, and gin ye like my play,

Pl whiftle to thee all the live-lang day. .

Te

PO |
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o Mr. WiLLIAM STARRAT, on res
ceiving the above Epifile.

RAE fertile helds, where nae curs’d ethers
creep,

‘I'o ftang the herds that in rath-buffes fleep ;
Frae where faint Patrick’s bleflings freed the bogs
Frae taids, and atks, and ugly creeping frogs ;
Welcome to me’s the found of Starrar’s pipe,
‘Welcome, as weftlen winds, or berries ripe,
When fpeeling ap the hill, the Dog-days heat
Gars a young thirfty fhepherd pant and fiveat's
"Thas while I climb the mufes mount with care,
Sic friendly praifes give refrething air.
O! nay the laffes loo thee for thy pains,
And may thou lang breathe healfome o’er the plains:
Lang mayft'thou teach, with round and nooked lines,
Subftandal &ill, that’s worth rich filler mines ;
To thaw how wheels can gang with greateft eafe,
And what kind barks fails fmoothett o’er the feas ;
How wind mills fhou’d be made——and how they

work
The thumper that tells hours upon the kirk :
How wedges rive the aik :—How paulliefes
Can lift on higheft roofs the greateft trees;
Rug frae its roots the craig of Edinburgh caftle,
‘As eafily as I con’d break my whiftle—~ )
What pleughs fits a wet foil, and whilk the dry;
And mony a thoufand ufeful things forby.

I own ’tis cauld encouragement to fing,
When sound ane’s lugs the blatran hailftanes ring 3
But feckfu’ folk can %ront the bauldeft wind,
And flunk thro’ moors, and never fath theit mind.
' F 4 Aft



%2 BonNny CHRISTY.

Aft have I wid throu’ glens with chorking feet,
‘When neither plaid nor kelt cou’d fend the weet ;
Yet blythly wald I bang out o’er the brae,

And ftend o'er burns as light as ony rae,
Haping the morn might prove a better day.
“Then let’s to lairds and ladies leave the fpleen,
‘While we can dance and whiftle o’er the green.
Mankind’s account of good and ill’s a jeft,
Fancy’s the rudder, and content’s a feaft.

Dear friend of mine, ye but o’er meikle roofe
The lawly mints of my poor moorland mufe,
‘Wha looks but blate, when even’d to either twa,
That lull'd the deel, or bigg’d the Theban wa’;
But trowth ’tis natural for us a to wink
At our ain fauts, and praifes frankly drink :

Fair fa’ ye then, and may your flocks grow rife,
* And may nae elf twin Crummy of her life,

The fun fhines fweetly, a’ the lift looks, blue,
O’er glens hing hovering clouds of rifing dew ;
Moaggy, the bonnieft lals of a’ our town,

Brent is herbrow, her hair a curly brown,

J have a tryft with her, and maun away,

‘Then ye’ll excufe me ’till anither day,

‘When I’ve mair time ; for fhortly I'm to fing
Some dainty fangs, that fall round Crocban ring.

BonNny CHRISTY.

OW fweetly fmells the immer green ?
H Sweet tafte the peach and che,ry ;
Painting and order pleafe our een,
And claret makes us merry : B
ut
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Boxny CaHrIsTY., 7§

But fineft colours, fruits and flowers,
And wine, tho’ 1 be thirty,

Lofe a’ their charms and weaker powers,
Compar’d with thofe of Chrifiy.

‘When wand’ring o'er the flow’ry park,

- No nat’ral beauty wanting ;

How lightfome is’t to hear the lark,
And birds in confort chanting ?

But if my Chrifly tunes her voice,
Pm rapt in admiration;

My thoughts with extafies rejoice,
And drap the hale creation.

When e’er fhe {miles a kindly glances
I take the happy omen,

And aften mint to make advance, -
Hoping fhe’ll prove a wonan. .

But dubious of my ain defers, ~
My fengiments [ fmother,

With fecret fighs I vex my heart,
For fear fhe love another.

‘Thus fang blate Edic by a burn,
His Cbrifly did o’er-hear him ;

She doughtna let her lover moura 3
But €’er he wift drew near him.

She fpake her favour with a look,
Which left nae room to doubt her:

He wifely this white minute took,
And flang his arms about her.

My Cirify! witnefs bonny ftream,
Sic joys frae tears arifing ;

1 with this may na be a dream :
O love the maitt furprifing !

"w

, Time
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‘Time was too precious now for tauk,
This point of a’ his withes

He wadnd with fet fieeches baok,
But wair’d it 2* on kiffes.

The BonNY Scot. To the Tune of,
' ‘The Boatman,

YE gales that genitly wave the fea,
Aund pleafe the canny Boat-man,

Bear me frze hence, or bring to me
My brave, ity bonny Sc¢/—man.
In haly bands
‘We join’d oiir hands,
Yet may not tins difcover,
Whiic parents rate
A large cftate,
Before a faithfa® lover.
Bat I locr chufe in Higblasd glens
To herd the kid goat—man,
Ere 1 cou’d for fic hittle ends
Refufe my boany S:er—man.
Waze worth the man

Wha ficit began

‘The bafe tmg: {afhion,
Frae gm
Lovc’s art o ule,

‘While firangers to its paffion.

Frae foreign fic'ds, my lovely youth,
Hafte to thy longng lafie, )
‘Wha pants to prefs thy bawmy mouth,
- Ana in her bofom hawfe thee.

Love



Lov s iwviting REAson. 5

Love gi’es the word,
Then hatte on board, .
Fair winds and tenty Boat—man,
Waft o’er, waftd’er
Frae yonder fhore,
My blyth, my bonny Scot—man.

LovE imviting REAsor. A Song.
To the Tune of, 1 am afleep do not waken me.

‘ HEN innocent paftime our pleafuredidcrown,
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree,
E’et Annie became a fine lady in town,
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was fhe !
Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifu’ dnnie,
Let ne’er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee ;
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu’ and canay, '
And favour thy Famie, wha doats upon thee,

Does the death of a lintwhite give Awnic the fpleen ?
Can tyning of trifles be uneafy o thee 7 . )

~ Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frae thefeeen,

That look with indifference on poor dying me ?
Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifu’ dnnie,

And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ;
Q! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny,

And think on thy Famie, wha doats upon thee.

Ah! fhon’d a new gown, or a Flanders-lace head, :
Or yet a wee coatie, tho® never fae fine,
Gar thee grow forgetfu’, and let his heart bleed,

That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine 7
Rouze
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Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifo’ Zunie,
And dinna prefer ye’r fleegeries to me ;

O! as thou art bonny, be folid and canny,
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee.

Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany,
The’ gilt o’er with laces and fringes he be,
By adoring bimfelf, be admir'd by fair Annie,
And aim at thefe bennifons promis’d to me 2
Rouze up thy reafon, my beaut.fu’ Lrmie,
And never prefer a lizht dancer to me;
O! as thou art boany, be conftant and canny,
Love only thy Famie, wha doats upon thee.

O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka fweet hour, .

That flade away faftly between thee and me,
Eer {girrels, or beaus, or fopp’ry had power,
‘Fo rival my love, and impofe upon thee.
Rouze up thy reafon, my beaatifu’ Snnie,
And let thy defires be a' center'd in me;
O! as thou art bonny, be fzithfo’ and canny,
And love him wha’s langing to center in thee.

The Bob of DUNBL ANE.

LA SSIE, lend me your braw hemp heckle,
And 111 lend you mo thripling kame ;
For fainnefs, deary, Il gar ye keckle,
If ye'll go dance the £ob of Dunblane.
Hafe ye, {ang to the ground of ye’r trunkies,
‘Bufk ye braw, and dinna think fhame ;
Confider in time, if leading of monkies,

Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane.

-



_ Throw the Wod LapD1E. 75

Be frank, my laffe, left I grow fickle,
' And take my word and offer again ;
Syne ye may chance to repent it miekle,
Ye did na accept of the Bob of Dunblane.
‘The dinner, the piper, and prieft fhall be ready,
And I’'m grown dowie with lIying my lane ;
Away then, leave baith minny and dady,
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane.

Throw the Wood L ADDIE.

Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 2
Thy prefence cou'd eafe me,
When nathing can pleafe me ;
Now dowie figh on the%unk of the burn,
Or throw the wood, laddie, untill thou return.

‘Tho’ woods now are bonny, and mornings areclear,
‘While lavrocks are finging,
And primrofes fpringing ;
Yet nane of them pleafes my eye or my ear,
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear.,

That I am forfaken, fome fpare not to tell ;
I'm fafh’d wi’ their fcorning,
Baith ev’ning and morning :
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi'a knell,
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander myfell.

Then ftay, my dear Sandy, nac langer away,
But quick as an arrow,
Hafte here to thy marrow,
Wha’s living in langour till that happy day,
When throw the wood, laddie, we’ll dance, fing

and play. Ao
L]
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Ann thou were my ain Thing.
AN N theu aere my ain thing,

I awoyld love thee, I weuli love the.;

2nn thax were my ain thin
How dearly would I love thee.

Like bees that fuck the morning dew,
Frae flowers of fweeteft {cent and hew,
Bae wad L dwell apo’ thy mou,

And gar the gods envy me,
Ann then avere, &c,

Sae lang’s I had the ufe of light,
I’d on thy beauties feait my fight,
Syne in faft whifpers through the night
I’d tell how much 1loo’d thee,
Ann thou were, &c.

How fairand ruddy is my Fean !
She moves a goddefs o’er the green :
Were I a king, thou fhou’d be queen,

Nane but myfeil aboon thee.
Ann thou were, &c.

I’d grafp thee to this breaft of mine,
Whiltt thou, like ivy, or the vine,
Around my ftronger limbs fhou’d twine,

Form’d hardy to defend thee.
Azn thou were, &c.

Time’s




There’s my Thumb Il ne’ er beguile thee. 19

|
. Time’s on the wing, aad will not fay,
In fhining youth let’s make our hay,
Since love admits of no delay,
O! let na fcorn undo thee.
Ann thow were, &c.

‘While love does at his altar fland,
Hae there’s my heart, gi’c me thy hand.
And with ilk-{mile thou fhalt command

. The will of him wha loves thee.

| Ann theu were, &c.

There's my Thumb I'll né’er beguile thee.

Y fweeteft May, let love incline thee
T’ accept a heart which he defigns thee,,

And as your conftant flave regard it,
Syne for its faithfulnels re it;
"Tis proof a-fhot to birth or money,
But yields to what is fweet or bonny :
Receive it then with a kis and a fmily,
There’s my thumb it will ne’er beguile ye.

., How tempting fiweet the'e lips of thine are 3
. Thy bofom white, and legs fae fine are,
That when in pools 1 fee thee clean ’em,
They casry away my heart between ’em.
I wifh, and [ wifh, while it gaes duntin,
O gin I had thee on a mountain; - -
~ Tho’ kith and kin, and a’ thou’d revile thee,.
| There’s my thumb. I'll ne’er beguile thee.

Alane through flow’ry hows I dander,
Tenting my flocks, leit they thou’d wander;
. 3 Gin
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Gin thou’ll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie,
And gi’e my thumb P’ll ne’er beguile thee.
O my dear laffie, it is but daffin

‘To had thy woer up ay niff naffin :
.'That na, na, na, I hate it moft vilely 5

O fay, yes, and P’ll ne’er beguile thee,

The HiIcGHLAND LADDIE.

HE lawland lads think they are fine,
But O they’re vain and idly gaudy!
How much unlike that gracefu’ mein,
And manly looks of my Highland Laddie ?

O my benny, bonny -Highland Laddie,
My bardfome charming Highland Laddis :
Mey beaven flill guard, and love resvard
Qur Lawland Lo/ and ber Highland Laddic.

If I were free at will to chufe
To be the wealthieft Lawland lady,
I'd take young Donald without trews,
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

‘The braweft beau in borrows town,
In 2’ his airs, with art made ready,

Compar’d to him, he’s but a clown ;
He?s finer fair in’s tartan plaidy.

O my bonny, &c.

C’er benty hiil with him I’Il run,

And leave my Lawland kin and dady;.
Frae winter’s cauld and fummer’s fn :

KEe’ll fereen me with his Highland plaidy. -

Q my bonmy, &c.

~

A.‘
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A painted room and filken bed, o
May pleafe a lowland laird and lady-; .

But I can kifs, and be as glad -
Behind a buth in’s highland plaidy.,

O my bonny, &c. - )

Few compliments between us pafs,

I ca’ him my dear highland laddie ;
And he ca’s me his lawland lafs:

Syne rows me in his highland plaidy.

" O my bonny, &c.

Nag greater joy Il e’er pretend, :
Than that his love prove true and fteady, - .

Like mine to him; which ne’er thall end, .
While heaven preferve my highland laddie.

O my bonny, &c. .

The COALIER’s bonny LAsSTE.

THE Coalier has a daughter,
«And O fhe’s wonder bonny ;
A laird he was that fought her,
Rich baith in lands and money.
The tutors watch’d the motion
Of this young honeft lover :
But love is like the ocean ;
Who can its depth difcover ?

He had the art to pleafe ye,

And was by a’ refpetted ;

His airs fat round him eafy,
Genteel, but unaffetted. .
Vou. II G The



82 - %o L. L. in Mourning.

‘The coalier’s bonny laffie
Fair as the new-blown lilly,

Ay fweet, and never faucy,
Secur’d the heart of #i/ly.

He lov’d beyond expreffion

The charms that were about-her,
And panted for pofleflion ;

His life was dull without her,,
After mature refolving,

Clofe to his breaft he held her,
In fafteft flames diffolving,

He tenderly thus tell’d her ;-

My bonny coalier’s daughter,
Let nathing difcompofe ye, -
>T'is not your fcanty tocher
Shall ever make me lofe ye ;
For I have gear in plenty,
And love fays, ’us my duty
To ware what heaven has lent me,
Upon your wit and beauty.

To L. L. in Mourning.
To the Tune of;, Where Helen lyes.

H'! why thofe tears in Neliy’s eyes ?

To hear thy tender fighs and cries,
‘The gods ftand lift’ning from the fkies,

leas’d with thy piety.
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear,
And of one dying take a care, :
Who views thee as an angel fair,

Or fome divinity,
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O be lefs gracgful ac more kind,
And cool this fever of my mind,
Caunsd tbe fevere and.blind, ~ .- .. "D

Woundcd + ﬁghﬁ)r thee; ...
While hardly dare 1 ho o ;ife. .
To fuch a heiglht, by oren’s ties, -
To lay me down whete Hesa lies, T
And with dily thiems be free: - - - °

Then muft [ hide my love and dle. S
When fuch a fovereign cureisby 2 . ~ 0" "
No, fhe can love, and Pligotry, . - =~ 7.°"

Whate’er my fate may be ’
Which foon I’ll read in ber bnght eyes;
With thofe dear agents I'll advile,, . - ...
They ‘tell the truch, when tongues-tefl lies, "’
The leaft beliewd, by me..

e

Ar.O p By with a Paftoral Recitative, dr #he
Marriage VJ the Right Flonourable J 4w Es
Earl of WEMYSS and M’S.]AN’BT
CHARTERIS.

REC 1 Vi A TIVE.
L ST morn young Rofalind, with laughing een,
Metwith the ﬁngmg thepherd on the green ;
Army s hight, wha ufd with tunefu’ lay "~
To pleafe the ear, when he began to play : *
Him with 2 fmile the bloommglaﬁ zddre& :
Her chearfu’ look her inward joy confeft.

ROSALIND.

Dear thepherd, now exert yous wented firg,
Pileell you news that fhall your thoughts mfpl:;

s
PP S
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Rejoice in her then, happy youth,
Her innate worth’s a treafute; -
Her fweetnefs a’ your cares will footh,

And faxijth endlefs pleafore. T

Lang may ye live t* enjoy her charms,
And lang, lang may they blaffom,
Sccurely {creeg’d within poar arms;
And lodged in your bofom.
‘Thrice happy parents; juftly may
Your brealts with joy be fired,
When you the darling pair furvey,
By a’ the warld-admired. ~ -

On feeing the AR CHERS diverting them-

Jelves at-the Buts and Rovers, &,

At the Defire of Sir William Bennet.

Negue /Emp;r arcum tendit Apolio,
Arorrg dft ﬂiiég's by his bows,

And plays the Broom of Coavden. knotws §

He fometimes drinks:

‘His Demanbp.

& HE Rovers and the Buts you faw,

¢ And him who gives defpotick law 3

¢ In numbers fing what you have feén

¢ Both in the gardeh and the green,

¢ And,how with'wine they tlos’d the day
3 Jn harmlefs toafts, both blyth and gay:

¢ This
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¢ This to remember be’t thy care,
¢ How they did joftice to' the fair.’

The Answer,

IR, I with much delight beheld

The royal Arcbers on the field ;
Their garb, their manner, and their game,
Wakes in the mind a martial flame.
To fee them draw the bended yew,
Brings bygane ages to our view,
} When burnifh’d Iwords and whizzing flanes
Forbade the Norwegens and ‘Danes,
Romans and Saxons, to invade
A nation of nze foes afraid ;
Whafe virtue and troe valour fav'd
Them bravely from their b’ing enflav’d :
Efteeming’( greater not to be,
Than lofe their darling Liberty.
How much unlike! But mum for that,
Some beaus may fnarl if we fhould prat.
When av’rice, luxury and eafe,
A tea-fac’d generation pleafe, -
Whafe pithlefs limbs in filks o’erclad,
Scarce bear the lady-handed lad
Frae’s looking-glafs into the chair,
Which béars-him to blaflum the fair,
Wha by their a&tions come to ken
Sic are but in appearafice men.
Thefe ill cou’d bruik, without a beild,
To fleep in boots upon the field ;
Yet rife as glofious as the fun,
To end what greatly they begun.
Nor coun’d it {uit their tafte and pride
To eat an ox boil’d in his hide;

: G4 Or
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Or quaff pure element, ah me !
Without cream, fugar and bohee.

Hail noble ghoft of each brave fire!
Whofe fauls gfow’d with a god.like fire !

If you’re to guardian pofts affign’d,

And can with greatnefs warm the mind ;
Breathe maaly ardours in your race,
Communicate that martial grace,

By which through ages you maintain’d
T};lc Caled.nian rights noftain’d ;

That when our nation makes demands,

She may ne'er want brave hearts and hands.

Here, fir, I muft your pardon afk,
If 1 have fiarted from my tafk ;
For when the fancy takes a flight,
We feldom ken where it will light.

But we return to view the band,
Under the regular command
Of * ane wha arbitrarly fways,
And makes it law whate'er he fays :
Him honour and true reafon rule,
Which makes fubmiffion to his will
Nae flav’ry, bata juft delight,
Whi.cs he takos care to keep them right ;
‘Wha never lets a caufe depend
*Till the purfuer’s power’s at end ;
But, like 2 minifter of fate,
He fpeaks, and there's no more debate :
Belt government, were fubjects fure
To find a prince fit for fic pow’r.

® Mr. David Drumm;md, prefident ‘of the council.

But
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But drop we cafes vot defir'd,
To paint the Arcbers now retird,
From healthfu’ fport, to chearfu’ wine,
Strength to recruit, and wit refine;
Where innocent and blythfome tale
Permits nae foarnefs to prevail :
Here, fir, you never fail to pleafe,
Wha can in phrafe adapt with eafe,
Draw to the life 2’ kind of fowks,
Proud fhaups, dull coofs, and gabbling gowks,
Grelaingers, and each greedy wight, -
You place them in their proper light ;
And when true merit comes in view,
You fully pay them what’s their due.

While circling wheels the hearty glafs,
Well flavour’d with fome lovely lafs ;
Or with the bonny fruitfu’ dame,

Wha brightens in the nuptial flame.

My lord, your toaft, the prefes cries :
To lady Charlit.e, he replies.
Now, fir, let’s hear your beauty bright :
To lady Jean, returns the knight.
To Hamilton a health gaes round,
And one to Eglinton is crown’d.
How f{weet they tafte I—Now, fir, you fay :
Then drink to her that’s far away,
The lov’d Southeft. Neitt, fir, you name s
I give you Bafil s handfome dame.
Is’t eome to me ?—then toaft the fair
That’s fawn, O Cockbura, to thy fkair.
How hearty went thefe healths about !
How blythly were they waughted out!
To a’ the ftately, fair and young,
Frae Haddington and Hoptoun fprung ; T
o
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‘To Lithgow's daughter in her bloom,
To dear Mackay, and comely Home ;
‘To Creightons every way divine,

To Haldane ftraight as any pine.

O how deiicious was the glafs

Which was perfum’d with lovely Befs 7
And fae thcfee rounds were flowing gi’en,
To fifters Nifbet, Nell and Fean.

To fiveet Montgomery fhining fair,

To Prieffield twins, delighttu’ pair:

To Katies fourof beauteous fame,

Stuart and Cocbran lady daim,

Third Hamilton, fourth Ardrs/s name.
To Pepgies Pentand, Bang and Bell,

To Mints’s mate, and lively Nel :

To Gardont ravifhingly fweet,

‘To Mau's in whom the graces meet,

To Hepburn wha has charms in ftore,

To Pringle harmony all o'er ;

To the polite Kinloch and Hay,

To Wallace beautifu’ and gay,

To Campbell, Skeen and Rutherfrord,

To Mait/aad fair the much ador’d,

To Lockhart with the fparkling een,

‘To bonny Crawford ever green,

To Stxarts mony a dazzling bairn,

Of Invernytic ard Dexairs.

To gracefu’ Skigh, and Oliphant,

‘To Nafmith, Baird, Scot, Grier and Grant ;
'To Cierk, Anftrutker, Frank and Grabam,
To Deans agreeing with her name.
Where are we now ?—-Coume, to the beft
In Chrifiendom, and @’ the reft.

(Dear nymphs unnam’d, lay not the blame
Cn us, or on'your want of fame,

That
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That in this 1t you do not fland ;- - .
- For heads give way : ——But there’s my hand,

The neift time we have fic a night,

We'll not negle&t to do ye right.)

Thus beauties rare, and virgins fine,
With bloomin‘gﬁelles enlivened our wine, z
. Till 2’ our nofes ’gan to fhine. .

‘Then down we look’d upon the Great,
. Who're plagu’d with guiding of the ftate,
p And pity’d each flegmatick wight,
Whofe creeping ﬁuﬁs ken nae delight,
But keep themfelves ay on the gloom,
Startled with fears of what’s to came.
Poor paflion! fure by fate defign’d
‘s he mark of an inferior mind.
To heaven a filial fear we awe,
But fears nane elfe a man thow’d thaw.
Lads, cock your bonnets, bend yoar bows,
And, or in ¢arneft, or in mows,
Be ftill {uccefsful, eveér glad,
In Marss or in Venus’ bed ;
Sze bards aloud thall chant your praife,
And ladies fhall your fpirits raife.

- Thas, fir, I've fung what you requir'd,-
As Mars and Venus have infpird.

While they infpire, and you approve,

M1 fing brave deeds, and fafter love ;
*Till great Apollo fay Well done,

And own me for his native fon..

Wrote
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Wrote on Lady SoMERVILEs Book of
Scots SANGs. -

AE, canty book, and win a name ;
Nae lyricks €’er fhall ding thee :
Hope large efteem, and lafting fame,
If Somervilla fing thee.
If the thy finlefs faults forgive,
Which her fweet voice can cover, .
Thou thalt; in fpite of criticks, live .
Sull grateful to each lover.

o

.The NUPTIALS, a Malque*, on the
Marriage -of his Grace J AMEs Duke of
HaMmiLToN and BRANDON, &c -

Calliope, playing upon a Violencello, fings.

OY to the biidegroom, prince of Chde, " _ -
Lang may his blifs and greatnefs bloffem; =~
Joy to his virtuous charming bride,
Who gains this day his grace’s bofom.
Appear,

* An unknown ingenious friend did me the honour of the
following introduction to the London edition of this Mafqug
and being a Poet, my vanity will be pardoned for incerting of

it here.
¢ The prefent Poem being a revival of a good old }otm of
¢ poetry, in high repute with us, it may not be amifs to fay
¢ fomething of a diverfion once fo agreeable, and fo long inter-
¢ rupted, oxdifufed. The original of Mafques feems to be an
¢ imitation of the Interludes of the ancients, prefented on oc-
¢ cafion of fome ceremony performed in a great and noble fa-
¢ miiy. Thea&ors inthis kind of half-dramatick poetryhave -
¢ formerly been even Kings, Princes, and the firft perfonages
¢ of the kingdom ; and in private families, the nobleft and
¢ neareft branches. Tkhe Machinery was of the greateft mag-
¢ pificence 3
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Appear, great genius of his line,
And bear a part in the rejoicing;;

Behold your ward, by powers divine,
Join’d with a mate of their ain choofing.

* Forfake a while the Cyprian fcene,
Fair queen of fmiles and faft embraces,
And hither come, with a’ your train
Of beauties, loves, and fports, and graces.

}

., Gome, Hymen, blefs their nuptial vow,

... And them with mutual joys infpire,

Defcend, Minerwa; for ’tis you
With virtue beets the haly fire.

At the clofe of this fang, enters the Genius of '
the famly, clad in a fearlet robe, avith a

-
S

‘¢ nificence ; very fhewy, coftly, and not uncommonly cor-
» ¢ trived by the ableft Architets, as well as the beft Poets.
_ ¢ Thus we fee in Ben Johnfon the name of Inigo Jones, and
the fame in Carew ; whether as the modeller only, or as

¢ poet in conjunétion with them, feems to be doubtful, there

¢ being nothing of our Englith Vitruvius left (that X know of)

¢ that places him in the clafs of writers, Thefe thews we

¢ trace backwards as far as Henry VIIL, from thence toQueen

[ ¢ Elizabeth, and her fuccefior King James, who was both a
| ¢ great ager and admirer of them. The laft Mafque,
€ and the beft ever written, was that of Milion, prefented at

¢ Ludlow-Caftle, in the praife of which no words can be too

| " ¢ many: and 1 remember to have heard the late excelient Mr,
X ¢ Adyfon agree with meim that opinion. Coronations, prinze-
¢ ly nuptials, publick feafts, the entertainment of foreign qua-

¢ lity, were the ufual occafions of this performance, and the

¢ beft poet of the age was courted to be the author. Mr,

¢ Ramfay. has made a noble and fuccefsful attempt to revive

¢ this kind of poefy, on a late celebrated account, And tho®

¢ he is often to be admired in all his writings, yet, I think,

’ ¢ pever more than in his grefent compofition. A particular
¢ friend gave it a fecond edition in England, which, I fancy,

¢ the public will agree that it deferved,” .
. ( duke’s
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duke’s coronet on bis bead, a (bicld on bir lef} |
arm, with the proper bearing of Hamilton.

GENIUS.

Fair miftrefs of harmonious founds, we hear
Thy invitation gratfu’ to the ear
Of a’ the Gods, who from the Olympian height |
Bow down their heads, and in thy notes delight, ;
Fows keeps this day in his imperial dome, !
And I to lead th’ invited gue/?s am come.

Enter Venus, attended by three Graces, with Mi- ‘
nerva and Hymen, all in their proper dreffes.

CALLIOPE.

Welcome, ye bright Divinities, that gvard
The braveand fair, and fa thfu’ love reward ; {
All hail, immortal progeny of Fowe,
Who plant, preferve, and profper facred love.
GENIUS
Be fill aufpicious to th’ united pair,
And let their pareft pleafures be your care;

Your ftores of genial bleflings here employ,
Tocrown th’ Jdufirious Youth and Fair-ane’s joy.

VENUS.

'l breathe eternal fweets in ev’ry air;
He fhall look always great, SuE ever fair ;
Kind rays fhall mix the fparkles of his eye,
Round her the lavesin fmiling crowds fhall fiy, -
And bear frae ilka glance, on douny wings,
Into his ravifh’d heart the {afteft things : '
And foon as Hymen has perform’d his rites,
T'll fhower on thep my hale Idalian fweets;

. 1 They
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They fhall poflefs,
In each carefs,
Delights fhall tire
The mufe’s fire,

In higheft numbers to exprefs,

HY M E N.

Tl bufk their bow’r, and lay them gently down,
Syne ilka langing with with raptures crown ;
The gloomy nights fh-N ng’er ugwelcome prove,
That leads them.to the filent fcenes of love.
The fun at morn fhall dart his kindeft rays,
To chear and animate each dear embrace ;
Fond of the Fair, he falds her in hisarms;
She bluthes fecret, confcious of her charmg.
Rejoice, brave youth,
In fic a fouth
Of joys the geda fer thee provide ;
The roly dawn,
The flow’ry lawn,
The fpring has drefs in a’ its pride,
Claim no regard
When they’re compar’d
With blooming beauties of thy bride.
MINERVA
Faireft of 2’ the goddefles, and thou
That links the lovers to be ever true,
The gods and mortals awa your-mighty power,
Bug’tis not you can make their fweess fecure :
That be my tatk, to make a friend(bip rife, -
Shall raife their loves aboon the valgas fize.
Thofe near related to the brusal kiad,
Ken nathing of the wedlock of the mind ;
’Tis I can make a life a hinny, moon,,
And mould a 10}76 th.l laft hike that aboon.
4

!

-,

A’
{
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A’thefe fma’ {prings, whence cauld referve and fpleen
Take their firft rife, and favour’d flow mair keen,
1 fhall difcover in a proper view,
‘To keep their joys unmix’d, and ever new.
Nor jealoufy, nor envious mouth, .
Shall dare to blaft their love ;
But wifdom, conftancy and truth,
Shall ev’ry blifs improve.

GENIUS.

Thrice happy chief, fo much the care
Of a’ the family of Fove,
A thoufand bleflings wait the fair,
Who is found worthy of his love.
Lang may the fair attra&tions of her mind
Make her ftill lovelier, him for ever kind.

MINERVA

. __The anceftors of mightieft chiefs and kings,
Nae higher can derive than human fprings ;
Yet frae the common {oil each wond’rous root,
Aloft to heaven their fpreading branches thoot :
Bauld in my aid, thefe triumph’d over fate,
Fam’d for unbounded thought or ftern debate,
Born high upon an undertaking mind,
Superior raife, and left the crowd behind.

GENIUS.

Frae thefe defcending, laurell’d with renown,
My Charge throw ages draws his lineage down.
The paths of fic Forbeers lang may he trace,
And the be Mother to as fam’d a race.

When blue difeafes fill the drumly air,
And red-het bowts throw flaughts of lightning rair,
' Or
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Or mad’ning faltion thakes the fapguine fwoid,
With watchfu’ eye Pll tent my darling lord,
And his lov'd mate—tho’ furies fhon’d break loofe;
Awake or {fleeping, fhall enjay repofe.
I. GRACE. ,

While gods keep haly-day, and mortals {mile,
Let nature with delights adorn the ifle : ,
Be hufh, bauld North, Fawonius only blaw,

And ceafe, bleak clouds, to thed or weet or fnaw;
Shine bright, thou radiant ruler of the year, -
And gar the fpring with earlier pride appear.

I. GRACE.

_ - Thy month, great queen of goddefles, make gay',

Which gains new honours frae this marriage-day.
On Glotta’s banks, ye healthfa’ hynds, refort;
And with the landart laffes biythly fport.

. GRACEBE. ,
‘Wear your beft faces and your Sxnday's weeds,
And roufe the dance with your, maift tunefu’ reeds 3
Let tunefa’ voices join the rural found,
And wake refponfive echoe all around.

. GRACE.

Sing your great mafter, Scotia’s eldeft fon,
And'the lov'f angel that his heart has'won .
Come, fifters, let’s frae art’s hale ftores colle&t .
Whatever can her native beauties deck, .

That in the day the may eclipfe the light, -
And ding the conftellations of the night.

VENUS. '~
Ceafe, bufy maids, Zou’r artfu’ butkings raife’
But fmall addition to her genuine rays ;
Tho’ ilka plain and ilka l%a combine .
"To make her with their richeft produét fhin¢, .
Vor. H. H Her



o8 e NupTrALS,

Her lip, her bofom, and her fparkling een,
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond theen :
Thefe leffer ornaments, illuftrious bride,

As bars to fafter bleflings, fling afide;

Steal frae them fweetly to your npptial bed,

As frag its bady flides the fainted fhade ;

Frae loath’d reftraint to liberty above,

Where all is harmony, and all is Iove:

Hafte to thefe bleflings———XKifs the night away,
And make it ten times pleafanter than day.

HY M E N.

The whifper and carefs' fhall thorten hours, ‘
While kindly as the beams on dewy Spwerss,
Thy Sun, like him who the freth bevrage fips,
Shall feat upon the fweetnefs of thy lips:
My haly hand maun chaftly now unloofe
‘That Zone which a’ thy virgin charms enclofe :
‘Fhat Zone thou’d be lefs gratefu’ to the fair,
‘Fhan eafy bands of fafter wedlock are.
9hat lang unbuckled grows a hatefu’ thing, i
The langer Thefe are bound, they mair of honour

bring. -
MINERYVA

Yes, lnspy ir, what e’er the infpire,
Purfue, an grapt?;; each juft deﬁreg:mls P !
Enjoy your paflions, with full tranfports mixt ;
But flill obferve the bounds by vertue fixt.

Enter BACCHUS

‘What brings Mimerva here this rantin night ?

She’s good for nathing but to preach or fight :

Is this a time for either ! fwith away,
Or learn like us to be athought ma.irl&ay.
I

NER.
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MINERVA

Peace, Theben Reoarer, while the milder powers
Give entertainment, there’s nae need of yours 3
‘The pure refle&tion of aur calmer joys
Has mair of hsaven than 2’ thy flathy noife.

BACCHUS.

Ye canna want it, faith! you that a
Anes at a bridal but in twenty year: ppest
A ferly ’tis your dorti{hié) to fee;
But where was €’er a wedding without me ?
Blue Ecx, remember, I'm baith hap and faul
To Penus there; but me, fhe’d ftarve o’ caul.

K ENUS.

‘We awn the truth.——— Mineroa, ceafe to check
Our jolly brother with your difrefpeét;
He’s never abfent at the treats of Fove,
And fhou’d be prefent at this feaft of love,

GENIUS.

Maift welcome power, that chears the vital
ftreams,
When Palias guards thee frae thy wild extremes ;
Thy rofy vifage at thefe folemn rites,
My generous charge with open fmiling grests.

. BACCHUS.

Pm-nae great dab at fpeeches that maun:clink,
But there’s my paw I fhall fou tightly driak
A hearty heslth to thir fame lovely #2va,
That are fac meikle dauted by youa’;
Then with my juice areeming bicquor craws,

I’ll gi’e the toaft, and fee it fairly round.
H 2 Bater
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Enter Ganymed, with a flagon in one band, and a
. glafs in the other. Speaks,
To you, blyth beings, the benign director
Of gods and men—to keep your fauls in tift—
Has fent you here a prefent of his near,
As good as €’er was browen aboon the lift.

BACCHUS.
Ha, Ganny, come, my dainty boy,
Skink’t up, and let us prive ;
Without it fife wad be a toy :
Here, gi’e me't in my nive.
[Takes the /Good health to Hamiltor, and his
glafs.] Lov’d mate :-Ofather Fove, we crave
Thou'lt grant them a lang tack of blifs,
Androwthof bonny bairns and brave.
Pour on them frae thy endlefs ftore, '
A’ bennifons that are divine,
With as good will as I waught o’er
Thisflowing glafs of heav’nly wine. |
(Drinks, and caufes all the company to drink round.) -
* ‘Come¢ fee’t about, and fyne let’s all advanee,
Mortals and gods be pairs, and tak a dance ;
Minerva mim, for a’ your morals ftoor,
Ye fhall with billy Bacchus fit the floor :
Play up there, laflie, fome blyth Scortiff tune,
Syne @’ be blyth, when wine and wit gae round.:

Tbhe health abont, mufick and dancing begin—The
" dancing ower, before her Grace retires with the
ladies t0 be undre/vd, Calliope fings the

EPITHALAMIUM.
EBright is the low of lawfu’ love,
Which thining fauls impart ;
It to perfetion mounts above,
And glows about the heast. It
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It is the flame gives latting worth,
To greatnefs, beauty, wealth and birth,———
On you, illuftrious youthfu’ pair,
Who are high heaven’s delight and care ;
The blifsfu’ darts warm and fair,
And fhall improve the reft
Of @’ thefe gifts baith great and rare,
Of which ye are poffeft.

Bacchus, bear off your dinfome gang,
Hark, frae yon howms the rural thrang
Invite you now away ;
While ilka hynd,
And maiden kind,
Dance in a ring,
While fhepherds fing
In honour of the day ;
Gae drink and dance
’Till morn advance,
And fet the twinkling fires,
While we prepare
To lead the fair
And brave to their defires.

Gae, loves and graces, take your place,
Around the nuptial bed abide ;
Fair Venus heighten each embrace,
And fmoothly make their minutes {lide.
Gae, Hymen, put the couch in cafe,
Minerva, thither lead the bride ;
Neift, all attend his youthfu’ grace,
And lay him fweetly by her fide.

Hj Ope
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Oz en the Marriage of the Right Hom.
GEORGE Lowd RAMSAY and Lady
JeEan Mavre ’ i

] lA TL to the brave apparent chief,
. Boaft of the Ramfays Clanith name,
Whofe anceftors ftood the relief

Of Scotland, ages known to fame.

Hail to the lovely fhe, whofe charms,
Complete in graces, meets his love ;

Adorn’d with all that greatnefs warms,
And makes him grateful bow to jove.

Both from a line of patriots rife,
Chiefs of Dalboufie and Panmure,

Whofe loyal fames fhall ftains defpife,
While ocean flows and orbs endure.

The Ramfay; ! Caledonia’s prop ;

The Maules ! firuck #ill her foes with dread ;
Now join’d, we, from the union, hope

A race of heroes fhall fucceed.

Let meaner fouls tranfgrefs the rules
That’s fix’d by honour, love and truth,

While little views proclaim them fools,
Unworthy beauty, fenfe and youth.

Whiltt you, bleft pair, belov’d by all
The powers above, and beft below,

Shall have delights attend your call,
And lafting pieafures an you flow.

What
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What fate has fix’d, and love has done,
The guardians of mankind approve :

Well may they finith what’s begun,
And from your joys all cares remove.

We with'd ——when firaight a heavenly-~voice
Infpir'd ——we heard the blue-ey’d maid
Cryd, Who dare guarrel with the chuice ?
The choice is ymime, be mine their aid.

Be thine their aid, O wifeft power,
And foon agzin we hope to fee

Their plains retarn, fplendid their tower,
And bloffom broad the ® EdgewellTree.

Whilft he with manly merits flor’d,
Shall raife the glory of his clanj
She for celeftial fweets adord,
Shall ever charm the gracefu’ man.

Soon may their + Royal Bird extend
His fable plumes, - and lordfhips claim,
Which to his valiant fires pertaind,
E’er earls in #bion were a name.

“Ye parents of the happy pair,

With gen’rous fmiles confenting, own
That they dcferve your kindeft care :

Thus with the gods their plealire crown.

Hafte, ev'ry Grace, each Love and Swrile,.
From fragrant Cyprus fpread the wing 3

To deck their couch, exhauft yout ifle
Of all the beauties of the fpring.

* See note vol. I, p. 276.
4+ The Spread Eagre fa{ﬂc, on a ficld argent, is the arms of
the Earl of Dalhoufie,
H4 - On
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On them attend with homage due,
In him are Mars and Pharbus feen :
And in the noble nymph you’ll view
The fage Minerva and your Dueen.

- 3 0y Ll

O DE on the Birth of the Mofi Hon. Marquis
of DuMLANRIG.

ELP me, fome god, with fic a mufe
As Pape and Granwile aft employ,
That I may flowing numbers chufe,
To hail the welcome princely boy.

But, bred up far frae fhining courts,
In moorland glens, where nought I fee,
Bat now and then fome landart lafs,
‘What founds polite can flow frae me ?

Yet my blyth lafs, amang the lave,
With honeft heart her homage pays ;
Tho’ no fae nice fhe can behave,
Yer always as fhe thinks fhe fays.

Arife, ye nymphs, on Nytba's plains,

~ And gar the craigs and mountains ring ;

Roufe up the fauls of a’ the fwains,
While you the lovely Infant fing.

Keep haly-day on jlka howm,

With gowan garlands gird your brows ;
Out o’er the dales in dances roam,

And fhout around the jovial news.

By
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By the good bennifon of heaven,
" "To free you frae the future fright
Of foreign lords, a Babe is given,
To guard your int'reft and your right.

With pleafure view your Prince, who late
Up to the ftate of manhood ran,
Now, to complete his happy fate,
Sees his ain image in a Son.

A Son, for whom be this your pray’r,
11k morning foon as dawn appears,

Gop grant him an unmeafur’d fkair
Of 2’ that grac’d his great forbeers:

That his great Sire may live to fee,
Frae his delightfu’ infant {pring,
A wife and ftalwart progeny,
To fence their country and their king.

Still blefs her Grace fraec whom he fprung,

" With blythfome heal her firength rencw,

That throw lang life {he may be young,
And bring forth cautioners enow.

Watch well, ye tenants of the air,
‘Wha hover round our heads unfeen;
Let dear Damlanrig be yous care,
Or when he lifts or fteeks his een.

Ye hardy Heroes, whafe brave pains
Defeated ay th’ invading rout,

Forfake a wee th’ Elyfiar plains,

" View, fmile and blefs your lovely fprout.

Ye
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Ye fair, wha've kend the joys of love,
And glow with chearfu’ heal and youth,
Sic as of auld might nurfe a Fove,
Or lay the breaftt’ 4lcide’s mouth ;

The beft and bonnieft of ye 2’
Take the fweet babic in your arms;
May he nought free your bofoms draw,
But neQar to nurfe up his charms.

Harmonioufly the notes exprefs,
When finging you his dumps debar,

That difcord néver may imprefs
Upon his blooming mind a jar.

Sound a’ the Poe: in his ears,
E’en while he’s hanging at the breaft :
Thus moulded, when he comes to years,
With an exalted guft he’ll feaft

On lays immortal, which forbid

The death of Dowglas’ doughty name,
Or in obligion let lie hid

The Hydes their beauty and their fame.

Epittle to Mr. Jou n G A Y, Author of the
Shepherd’s Week, on bearing ber Grace the
Dutchefs of Queentberry commend fome of

bis Poems.

E AR lad, wha linkan o’er the Ice,
Sang Bliavzalind and Bowsykee,
And, like the lavrock, merrily
: Wak’d up the mom,
When thou didft tune, with heartfome glee,
Thy bog-reed-horn. -
o
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“To thee, frae edge of Pentland height,

" W here fawns and fairies take delight,

And revel 2’ the live-lang night,

O’er glens and braes,
A bard that has the fecond fight

Thy fortune {paes.

Now, lend ¢thy lug, and tent me, Gay,
"Thy fate appears likc flow’rs in May,
Frefh flourithing, and lalting ay,
Firm as the aik,
‘Which envious winds, when criticks bray,
Shall never fhake.

Come, fhaw yout loof. —Ay, there’s the line
Fortells thy verfe thall ever fhine,
Dawted whiltt living by the nine,
And 2’ the beft,
And be, when paft the mortal line,
Of fame pofleft.

Immortal Pope, and fkilfu’ Fobn,
The learned Leach frae Callidon,
With mony 2 witty dame and don,
O’er lang to name,
Are of your roundels very fon,
And found your fame.

And fa do I, wha roofe but few,
‘Which nae {ma’ favour is to you:
For to my friends I ftand right true, .
With thanks a fpar ;
And my good word (ne’er gi’en but due)
Gangs unko far.
Here

|
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Here mettled men my mufe maintain,
And ilka beauty is my friend ;
Which keeps me canty, brifk and bein,
Nk wheeling hour,
Axd a fworn fae to hatefu’ fpleen,
And a’ that’s four.

But bide ye, boy, the main’s to fay,
Clarinda bright as rifing day,
Divinely bonny, great and gay,
Of thinking even,
Whafe words and leoks, and fmiles difplay
Full views of heaven.

To rummage nature for what’s braw,
Like lillies, rofes, gems and fnaw ;
Compar’d with her’s, their luftre fa’,

And bauchly tell
Her beauties : fhe excels them a’,
And’s like her fell.

As fair a form as e’er was bleft,
To have an angel for a gueft ;
Happy the prince who is poffeft
Of fic a prize,
Whofe virtues place her with the beft
Beneath the fkies.

O fonfy Gay! this heavenly born,
Whom ev’ry grace firives to adorn,
Looks not upon thy lays with fcorn;
Then bend thy knees,
And blefs the day that ye was born
With arts to pleafe.
She
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She fays, thy fonnet fmoothly fings,
Sae ye may craw and clap your wings,
And {mile at Etber- capite ftings
: With carelefs pride,
When fae much wit and beauty brings
. Strength to your fide.

Lilt up your pipes, and rife aboon
Your Trivia and your moorland tune,
And fing Clarinda late and foon,
- In touring ftrains,
*Till gratefu” gods cry out, well done,
And praife thy pains.

Exalt thy voice, that all around
May echo back the lovely found,
Frae Dowver cliffs, with famphire crown'd,
_ To Thule’s fhore,
Where northward no more Britain’s found,
But feas that rore.

Thus fing——whilft I frae Arthur’s height,
Q’er Chiwiot glowr with tired fight, :
And langing wifh, like raving wi‘ght,

To be fet down,’
Frae coach and fax, baith trim and tight,
In Londen town.

But lang I'll gove and bleer my ee,
Before, alake ! that fight I fee;
Then, beft relief, I’ll ftrive to be
a Quiet and content,
And ftreek my limbs down eafylie

Upon the bent. .
po There
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There fing the gowans, broom and trees,
The cryftal and weltlin breez,
The bleeting flocks, and bify bees,
And blythfome fwains,
Wha rant and dance, with kiltit dees,
O’er mofly plains,

Farewell ;—but, e’er we part, let’s pray,
Gon fave Clarindz night and day,
And grant her a’ fhe’d wifh to ha'’e,
Withoutten end !
Nae mair at prefent I've to fay,
. - Bat am your friend,

Ok to the Right Hm. GR AcE Countefs
of ABO Y N, on her Marriage-Day.

N martial fields the heroe toils,
And wades throw blood to purchafe fame ;
O’er dreadful waves, from diftant foils, )
The merchant brings his treafure hame.

But fame and wealth no joys beftow,
If plac’d alane they cyphers ftand ;
*Tis to the figure Love they owe
The real joys that they command.

Bleft He who love and beauty gains,
Gains whas contefting kings mi%::t claim,
Might bring braye armies to_the plains,
And loydly fwell the blaft of fame.

How
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How happy then is young 4boyn /
Of how much heaven is he poffeft !
How much the care of pow’rs divine,
Who lies in lovely Lackbars’s breaft !

Gazing ia raptuzes on thy charms,

Thy fparkling beauty, thape and youth,
He grafps all fo&mﬁ in his arms, .
And fips the ne@tar from thy mouth,

If {ympathetick likenefs crave
Indulgent parents to be kiad,

Each pow’r m guard the charm they gave,
Venus thy face, Pallas thy mind,

O mufe, we could—but flay thy flight ;
The field is facred as ’tis fweet ;

Who dares to paint the ardent night,
When ravifh’d youth and beauty meet ?

Here we muft draw a veil between,
And fhade thofe joys too dazling clear,
By ev’ry c{; nat to be feen, :
Nor to be heard by ev'ry ear,

Still in her fmiles, ye Cupids, play;
Still in her eyes your revels keep ;

Her pleafure be your care by day,
And whifper fweetnefs in her fleep.

Be banifh’d, each ill-natur’d care,
Bafe offspring of fantattick fpleen ;
Of accefs here you muft defpair,
Her breatt for you is too ferene.
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May guardian angels hover round"
Thy head, and ward off all annoy ;

Be all thy days with raptures crown’d,
And all thy nights be bleft with joy.

EPIGRAM

INERV Awand’ting in a myrtle grove,
Accofted thus the fmiling queen of love,
Revenge yourfelf, you’ve caufe to be afraid,
Your boafted pow’r yields to a Briti/b maid s
She feemsa goddefs, all her graces fhine ;
Love leads her beauty, which eclipfes thine.
Each youth, I know (fays Venu.) thinks fhe’s me 3
Immediately the fpeaks, they think fhe’s thee :
Good Pallas, thus you’re foil'd as well as I.
Ha, ha! (crys Cupid) that’s my Ma'y Sk gh.

On the Marriage of ALEXANDER BR o
D1E of Brodie, Lord Lyon King of Armss
rss. MARY SLEIGH. :

and
WH EN time was young, and innocence,
With tender love govern’d this round,
No mean defign to give offence
To conftancy anf truth was found §
All free from fraud, upon the flow’ry fward,
Lovers careft with fond and chafte regard.

From eafy labours of the day

Each pair to leafy bowers retir'd ;
Contentment kept them ever gay,

While kind connubial fweets confpir'd, )
Witk
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‘With {fmiling quiet and balmy health throw’ life,
*To make the happy hufband and the wife. .

Our modern wits in wi{dom lefs,
With fpirits weak, and wavering minds,
Void of refolve, poorly confefs
They cannot relith aught that hinds.
Let libertines of tafte fae wond’rous nice,
Defpife to be confin’d in Paradife.

—— While Brodie with his beauteous Skigh,
" On pureft love can fafely feaft, -
Quaff raptures from her fparkling eye, .
And judge of heaven within her breaft :
No dubious cloud to gloom upon his joy;
Poflefling of what’s good can never cloy.

Her beauty might for ever warm, - -
Al:ho’ her foul were lefs divine,
The brightnefs of her mind could charm, -
Did lefs her graceful beauties fhine ¢
But both united, with full force infpire
The warmeft wifh, and the moft lafting fire.

In your accomplith’d mate, young Thaxe,
Without referve ye may rejoice ;
The heavens your happinefs fuftain,
And all that think, admire your choice.
Around your treafure circling arms entwine,
Be all thy pleafure her’s, and her’s be thine.

Rejoice, dear Mary, in thy youth,
The tirft of his brave ancient clan,
‘Whofe foul delightgin love and truth,
And view’d in every light a man,

. Vor. 1l I To
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Ta whom the fates with liberal hand have given -
Good feafe, true honour, and a temper evea.

When love and reafon thus unite
4An oqual pair in facred ties,
They gain the human blifs complete,
And approbation frem the fkies.
Since you approve, kind heaven, upon them pour
The beft of bleflings to their atest hour. -

To yau who rute abovue the fua,
To you who fly in fluid air,
We leave to finith what’s begun,
Stilt to reward and watch the Pair,
Thus far the mufe, who.did an anfwer wait,
And heard the gods name happinefs their fate. - .

To Jostauw BuRrRcHET, Efg; on bis
being chofen Member of Parliament.

MY Burcher’s name ! well pleas’d, [ faw -
Amang the chofen leet,

Wha are to give Britannialaw,
And keep her rights complete.

O may the reft wha fill the houfe
a l‘iie of a mind with thee,
nd Britif liberty efpoufe ;
We glorious days may fee.

The name of Patriot is mair great
Than heaps of ill-win gear:
What boots an apulent eftatgy
Without a cenfcience clear ? .
. While
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While fneaking fauls for cath wad troke
Their Country, Gop and King,

With pleafure we the villain mock,

And hate the worthlefs thing.
With a’ your pith, the like of you

Superior to what’s mean,
Shou’d gar the truckling rogues looke blue,
And cow them laigh and clean.

Down with them—down with a’ that dare -
Oppofe the nation’s right ;

Sae may your fame like a fair ftar
Throu’ future times fhine bright.

Sae may kind heaven propitious prove,
And grant what e’er ye crave ;

And bim a corner in your love,
Wha is your humble flave.

The GENERAL MisTAKE: A Satire: '
Inferibd to  the Right Honourable Lord
ErRskINE.

HE finith’d mind in all its movements bright,

Surveys the felf-made fumph in proper light,
Allows for native weaknefs, but difdains ’
Him who the charater with labour gains :
Permit me then, my Lard (fince you arife
With a clear faul abgon the common fize)
To place the following fketchzs in your view 3
The warld will like me, if ’'m roos’d by you.

2 ]
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Is there a fool, frae Semator to Sawain ?
Take ilk ane’s verdi& for himfell,—there’s nane.
A thoufand other wants make thoufands fret,
. But nane for want of #i/dom quarrels fate.
Alas! how gen’ral prove the great miftake, .
‘When others throu’ their nei ibours failings rake ?
Detraition then, by fpite, is gorn too far, -
And reprefents men warfe than what they are.
Come then, Impartial Satire, fill the ftage
With fools of ilka. ftation, fex and age; .
Point out the folly, hide the perfon’s name,
Since obduration follows publick fhame :
Silent convi&ion calmly can reform,
While open fcandal rages to a ftorm,
Proceed, but in the lift, poor things forbear,
‘Who only in the human form appear,
Scarce animated with that heavenly fire
Which makes the foul with boundlefs thoughts
afpire;
Such n{:we our pity, nature is to blame—
>Tis fools, in fome things wife, that fatire claim 3
Such as Nugator, markisis folemn mien,
Stay’d are his features, fcarcely-move his een,
‘Which deep beneath his knoted eye-brows fink,
And he appears as ane wad guefs to think ;
Even fac Ee does, and can exaltly fhaw
How mony beans make five, tak three awa!
Deep read in Latin Folios, four inch thick,
He probs-your crabit points into the quick ;
_Delights in dubious things to give advice,
Admires your judgment, if you think him wife:
And fifly ftands by what he anes thought right,
Altho’ oppos’d with reafon’s cleareft light. >
On him ilk argument is thrown away,
Speak what ye will, he tents not what you fay :
He
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He hears himfell, and currently runs o'er

All.on the fubject he has faid before :

Till glad to eafe his jaws and tired tongue,

Th’ opponent refts,— Nugator thinks him dung,
Thou folemn trifiler——ken thou art defpis’d,
Thy ftiff pretence to wifdom, nathing priz’d

By fic as can their notions faufe decline,

When truth darts on them with convi&ing thine,
How hateful’s dull opinion! prop'd with words,
That nought to any ane of fenfe affords, )
Bat titefome jargon. -Learn to laugh, at leaft,
That part of what thou fays may pafs for jeft.

Now turn your eye to fmooth Chicander next,
In whom good fenfe feems with good humour mixt ;
But only gems :——for envy, malice, guile,

And fic bafe vices, crowd behind his fmile.

Nor can his thoughts beyond mean quirks extend,
He thinks a trick nae crime that gains his end ;

A crime! no, ’tis his brag ; he names it Wiz,

And triumphs o’er a better man he’as bit.

Think fhame, Chichander, of your creeping flights,
True wifdom in fincerity delights;

The furnphith mob of penetration fhawl,

May gape and ferly at your cunnin% faul,
And make ye fancy that there is defert

In thus employing a’ your fneaking art.

But do not think that men of clearer fenfe
Will e’er admit of fic a vile pretence,

To that which dignifies the human mind,

And a&ts in honour with the bright and blind.

Reverfe of this fanfe face, obferve yon youth,
A firi@ plain dealer, aft o’er-ftretching truth 3
’ ‘I3 : Severely
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Severely fowr, he’s ready to reprove

The leaft wrang ftep in thofe who have hislove :
Yet what’s of warth in them he over rates;

But much they’re to be pitied whom he hates.
Here his miftake, his weakett fide appears,
When he a charaler in pieces tears;

He gives nae quarter, nor to great ar fm2’,
Even beauty guards in vain ; he lays ata’.

This hamoar, aften flowing o’er due bounds,
Too deeply mony a reputation wounds ;

For which he’s hated by the fuffering crowd,
‘Who jointly *gree to rail at him aloud,

And as much fhun his fight and bitter tongue,
As they wad do a wafp that had them ftung.
Cenforious, learn fometimes at faults to wink,
‘The wifeft ever {peak lefs than they think ;
'Tho’ thus fuperior judgment you may vaunt,
Yet this proud worm-wood fhow o0't, fpeaks a want :
A want in which your folly will be feen,

2Iill you increafe in wit, and have lefs fpleen.

Make way there—when 2 mortal god appears !
Why do {ye laugh? King Midas wore fic ears—
How wife he looks ? Well, wad he never fpeak,
People wad think him neither dull nor weak : .
But ah | he fancies, ’caufe he’s chos'n a tool,
That a furr’d gown can free him frae the fool ;
Straight he, with paughty mien, and lordly glooms,
A vile affe&ed air, not his, aflumes;

Stawks ftifly by, when better men falute,
Difcovcrihg‘lc{s of fenator than brute.
Yet, is there e’er a wifer man than he ?
Speer at himfell ; and, if he will be free,
He'll tell you, Nane.—~Will judges tell a lie ? B
' ut
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Butdet him pafs, and with a{mile obferve
Yon- tatter’d thadow, amaift like to ftarve; -
And yet he ftruts, proud of his vaft ingine,
He is an author, writes exquifite fine :

Sae fine, in faith ! that every valgar head
Cannot conceive his meaning while they read.’
He hates the world for this ;—with bitter rage
He damns the ftupid dulnefs of the age.

The printer is unpaid.—Bookfellers {wear
Ten copies will not {ell in ten lang year:

And wad not that fair fret a learned mind,

. To fee thofe fhou’d be patrons prove fae blind,

Not to approve of what coft meikle pains,
Negle& of bus’nefs, fleep, and wafte of brains ?
And a* for nought, but to be vilely us’d,

As pages are whilk buyers have refus’d.

Ah! fellow-lab’rers for the prefs, take heed,
And force nae fame that way, if ye wad fpeed :
Mankind muft be ‘(we have nae other) judge,
And if they are difpleas’d, why fhould we grudge ?
If happily you gain them to your fide,

Then bauldly mount your Pegafus, and ride :
Value your fell only what they defire ;

What does not take, commit it to the fire.

Next him a penman with a bluffer air,
Stands ’tween this twa beft friends that lull his care,
Nam’d Money in baith Pauches with three lines’
Yclipt a bill, he digs the Indian mines,
Jobs, changes, lends, extorfes, cheats and grips,
And no ae turn of gainfu’ us’ry flips, :
*[ill he has won, by wife pretence and fhell,
As meikle as may drive his bairns to hell,
His ain lang hame —This fucker thinks nane wife,
But him who can to immenfe riches rife :

, I 4 _Lear,
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Lear, honour, vertue, and fic heavenly beams,
‘To him appear but idle airy dreams, .
Not fit for men of bufinefs to mind,

That are for great and golden ends defign’d.
€end for him, de’el!—’till then, good men, take

care

‘To keep at diftance frae his hook and fnare;
He has nae rewth, if coin comes in the play,
He'll draw, indorfe, and horn to death his prey.

Not thus Macfomno puthes after praife,
He treats, and is admir’d in all he fays;
Cath well beftow’d, which helps a man to pafs
For wife in his ain thinking, that’s an afs :
Poor fkybalds, curs’d with lefs of wealth than wit,
Blyth of a gratis Gaudeamus, fit ‘
With look attentive, ready all about,
To give the laugh when his dull juke comes out;,
Accuoftom’d with his converfation bright,
They ken as by a watch the time of night, ,
‘When he’s at {ic a point of fic a tale,
- Which ta thefe parafites grows never flale,
Tho’ often tald.—Like Lethe’s fiream, his wine
Makes them forget ! that he again may fhine.
< Fy! fatire, hald thy tongue, thou art too rude
¢ To jeer a chara&er that feems fae good:
¢ This man may beet the poet bare and clung,
$ That rarely has a fhilling in his fpung.
Hang him !—there’s patrons of good fenfe enew
‘To cherith and fupport the tuneful few,
Whofe penetration’s never at a lofs
In ri§ht diftinguithing of gold frae drofs :
Employ me freely, if thou'd laurels wear,
Experience may teach thee not to fear.

Bat
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But fee anither gives mair caufe for dread,
He thraws his gab, and aft he fhakes hishead ;
A flave to felf-conceit, and a’ that’s fow’r,
T’ acknowledge merit, is not in his power :
He reads,—but ne’er the author’s beauties minds,
And has nae pleafure where nae faults he finds.
Much hated gowk, tho’ vers’d in kittle rules,
To be a wirry-kow to writing fools ;
Thy fell the greateft, only learn’d in words,
Which naithing but the cauld and dry affords.
Dar't thou of 2’ thy betters flighting fpeak,
That have nae gratten fac meikle learning Greek 7
Thy depths well kend, and a’ thy filly vaunts,
To ilka folid thinker fhaw thy wants,
Thus cowards deave us with a thoufand lies
Of dangerous vi¢t'ries they have won in pleas.
Sae fhallow upftarts ftrive with care to hide
Their mean defcent (which inly gaws their pride) .
By counting kin, and making eadlefs faird,
It that their grany’s uncle’s oye’s a laird.
Scar-crows, hen-hearted, and ye meanly born,
Appear juft what ye are, and dread nae fcorn ;
Labour in words—keep hale your fkins : why not?
Do well, and nane your laigh extra& will quote,
But to your praife.—Walk aff, till we remark

Yon little coxy wight, that makes fic wark
With tongue and gate : how croufly does he ftand ?
His taes turn’d out, on his left haunch his hand ;
The right beats time a hundred various ways,

And pointsthe Pathos out in 2’ he fays. -

Wow ! buthe’sproud! when amaift out of breath,

At ony time he clatters a man to death,

Wha is oblig’d fometime ¢ attend the fot,

To fave the captiv'd buttons of his coat. Th
: - 21
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‘Thou dinfome jack-daw, ken °tis a difeafe
This palfy in thy tongue that ne’er can pleafe ;
Of a’ mankind, thou art the maift miftane

To think this way the name of §ag- to gain.

Now, left I fhou’d be thouﬁl,lt too much like thee,

T'll give my readers leave to breathe a wee ;
If they allow my piGure’s like the life,
Mae fhall be drawn ; originals are rife.

The PHOENIX and the OwL.

HOE N IX the firft, th’ d-abian lord,
And chief of all the featherd kind,
A hundred ages had ador'd
The fun, with fan&ity of mind.

Yet, mortal, he maun yield to fate,
He heard the fummons with a fmile,
And unalarm’d, without regret,
He form’d himfell a fun’ral pile.

A Howlet, bird of mean degree,
Poor, dofen’d, lame, and doited anld,
Lay lurking in a neighb’ring tree,
Curfing the fun loot him be cauld.

83id Pbanix, Brother, why fd griev’d,
To ban the being gives the breath ?

Learn to die better than thou’ft liv'd ;
Believe me, there’s nae ill in death.

Believe ye that? the Oavlreply’d ;
Preach as ye will, death is an ill ;
When young 1 ilka pleafare try’d,
__ Butnow f die againft my will. P
or
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For you, afpecits by yourfell,

Near eeldins with the fun your god,
Nae ferly ’tis to hear you tell,

Yere tired, and incline to nod.

As lang upon the warld as ye,
Nae tears thou’d e'er drap fraec my een,

’ It fhou'd be fae';. for had I been
l For tinfel of my hollow tree.

e

And what, return’d th’ Arabian fage,
Have ye ¢’ obferve ye have not feen ?
Ae day’s the picture of an age,
>Tis ay the fame thing o’er again,

Come, let us baith togicher die:
Bow te the fun that gave thee life;
Repent thon frae his beams did flee,
And end thy poortith, pain and ftrife.

Thou wha in darkiefs took delight, .
Frae twangs of gailt could’t neer be free ;

‘What won thou by thy fhunning light ?—
But time flees on ;—I hafte to die.

Ye'r fervan, fir, reply'd the Oww/,
Ilikena in the dark to lowp :
The byword ca’s that chefl a fool,

That flips a certainty for hope.

'Then ftraight the zealous feather’d king
. To’s aromatick neft retird,
- Colle&ed fun-beams with his wing,
And 1n a fpicy flame expird.
Mean
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Mean time there blew a weftlin gale,
Which to the Hoa/et bore a coal ;
The faint departed on his pile,
Bat the blafphemer in his hole.

He died for ever——fair and bright,
The Pbanix frae his athes fprang,

Thus wicked men fink down to night,
While juft men join the glorious thrang.

To the Honourable Sir Joun CLERK of
PENNYCUIK, Bart. one of the Barons of
the Exchequer, on the Death of bis moft ac-
complifbed Som, Joun CLERK, Efg;
who died in the 20th Year of bis Age.

] F tears can ever be a duty found,
*Tis when the deaths of dear relations wound 3
Then you muft weep, you have too juft a ground.

A fon whom all the good and wife admir'd,
Shining with ev’ry grace to be defird ;
Rais’d high your joyful hopes, and then retird.

Nature muft yield, when fuch a weighty load
Rouzes the paffions, and makes reafon nod :
But who may contradi& the will of Gobp !

By his great Author, man was fent below,
Some things to learn, great pains to undergo,
"I o fit him for what further he’s to know.

This end obtain’d, without regarding time,
He calls the foul home to its native clime,
To happinefs and knowledge more fublime.
Thus
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"This fome in youth like eagles mount the fieep,
‘Which leads to man, and fathom learning’s deep ;
Others thro’ age with reptile metion creep. ,

Like lazy ftreams which fill the fenny ftrand,

In muddy pools they long unadtive ftand,
’Till fpent in vapour, or immers’d in fand.

But down its flinty channel, without ftain,
The mountain rill flows eagerly to gain,
With a fall tide, its origin the main.
F. ‘Thus yourlov’d Youth, whofe bright afpiring mind
Could not to lazy minutes be conﬁgn'd,
SaiPd down the ftream of life before the wind.

: Pcrli:rm;d the tafk' of man, fo well, fo foon,
He reach’d the fea of blifs before his noen,

| And to his memory lafting laurels won.

When life’s tempeftnous billows ceas’d to rore,
And ere his broken veflel was no more,
His foul ferenely view’d the heavenly fhore.

Bravely refign’d, obeying fate’s éommand, )
He fix’d his eyes on the immortal land,
Where crowding feraphs reach’d him out the hand.

Southefta’s fmiling chierub ® firft appear'd,
With Garlies’ confort +, who vaft pleafures fhar'd,
Condutting him where virtue finds reward.

Think in the world of {p’rits, with how much joy
Histender Motber would receive her boy,
Where fate no more their union can deftroy.

. ]:mcs Lord Carnegie. See p. 4.
1 Lady Garlics, p. 43, both his near relations,

His
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His good Grandfre, who lately went to reft,
How fondly woald he grafp him to his breaft,
And welcome him to regions of the bleft |

From us, ’tis true, his youthful fveets are gone,
‘Which may plead for our weaknefs, when we moan;
‘The lofs indeed is ours, he can have none,

Thus failors with a crazy veflel croft,
Expe&ing every minute to be loft,
With weeping eyes behold afunny coaft.

Where bappy land-men fafely breathe the air,
Bafk in the fun, or to cool fhades repair,
They longing figh, and with themfelves were there.

But who would after death to blifs lay claim,
Mauf, like your Soz, each vicious paffion tame,
Fly from the crowd, and at perfeétion aim.

Then grieve no more, nor vex yourfelf in vain,
To latett age the chara&er maintain ‘ ’
You now poflefs, yow’ll find your Sor again.

On receiving a Letter to be prefent at the Burial
of Mr. ROBERT ALEXANDER of
Blackhoufe.

HOU fable-border’d fheet, be gone,
Harbour to thee I muit refuofe ;
Sure thou canft welcome find from none,

Who carries fuch ungrateful news,
. Whe
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‘Who can attend thy mournful tale,

And ward his foul from piercing woe ?
¢ In viewing thee, grief muit prevail,
And tears from guthing eyes o’erflow,

i From eyes of all that knew the man,
. And in his friendfhip had a fhare ;
| 'Who all the world’s affe@ions won,

" By vertues that all natural were.

His merits dazzle, while we view ;

f His goodnefs is a theme fo full,

* The mufe wants flrength to pay what’s due,
While eftimation prompts the will.

But fhe endeavours to make known
To farct down polterity,

That goed Blackboufe was fuch an one
As every one fhould wifh to be.

The FAIR AsSEMBLY: A Poem.

W AKE, Thalia, and defend,
With chearfu’ carroling,

Thy bonny care, thy wings extend,

And bear me to your {ping ;
That harmony full force may lead

To reafons that I bring ;e
Now C: ledonian nymphs attend, :

For ’tis to you [ fing.
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As lang as minds maun organs wear,
Compos’d of fleth and b%::)‘d,

We ought to keep them hale and clear,
® With exercife and food.

Then, but debate, it will appear
‘That dancing muft be good,

It flagnant humours fets a fteer,
And fines the purple blood.

Difeafes, heavinefs and fpleen,
And ill things mony mae,
That gar the lazy fret and grane,
With vifage dull and blae.
*Tis dancing can do mair alane,
Than drugs frae far away, .
To ward aff thefe, make nightly pain,
And fowr the thining day.

Health is a prize ; yet meikle mair
In dancing we may find’;

It adds a luftre to the fair,
And, when the fates unkind

Cloud with a blate and aukward air
A genius right refin’d,

+ The fprightly art helps to repair
This blemifh on the mind.

® The wife for he.lth on exercife depend,

. Gob ntver made his works for man to mend, Dz vp.
T 4 Since nothing appears to me to give children fo much be-
coming confidence behaviowr, and fo raife them to the
converfation of thofe-abeve their age, as dancing; I think
they fhould be taught to dance as foon as they are capable of
learning it. For tho’ thisconfifts only in outward gracefulnefs
of motion ; yet I know not how, it gives manly thoughts and
carriage more than any thing. Lockx,

How
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How mony do we daily fee,
* Right fcrimp of wit and fenfe,
Wha gain their aims aft eafily
By well-bred confidence ?
Then what €’er helps to qualifie
A ruftick negligence,
Maun without doubt a duty be,
And fhou’d give nae offence.

HelPs do&trine’s dung, when equal pairs
Together join their hands,

And vow to footh ilk other’s cares,
In haly wedlock bands:

Sac when to dance the maid prepares,
And flufh’d with fweetnefs ftands,

At her the wounded lover itares,
And yields to heaven’s commands.

The firft command + he foon obeys,
While love infpires ilk notion ;

His wiihing look his heart difplays,
While his lov’d mate’s in motion ;

He views her with a blyth amaze,
And drinks with deep devotion

That happy draught, that throu’ our days
Is own’d a cordial potion.

# Tt is certain, that for want of a competent knowledge in
this art of dancing, which fhould have been learned when
young, the publick lofes many a man of exquifite intelleuals
and unbiafs’d probity, purely for want of that fo neceffary ac-
complithment, aflurance § while the preffing knave or fool
fhoulders him out, and gets the prize. Mr, WeAvER,

1 Dixit eis Deus, fetificate, augefcite, & implete terram.

Vou. II. K The
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The cordial which conferves our life,
And makes it fmooth and eafy :

Then, ilka winter, wale a wife,
Ere eild and humdrums feize ye,

‘Whafe charms can filence dumps or firife,
And frae the rake releafe ye,

Attend th’ 4fembly, where there’s rife
Of vertuous maids to pleafe ye.

Thefe modeft maids inl"gire the mufe,
In flowing ftrains to fhaw

Their beauties, which fhe likes to roofe,.
And let the envious blaw :

‘That tafk the canna well refufe,
Wha finle fays them na.

To paint Belinda firft we chufe,
With breatfts like driven fnaw.

Like lilly-banks fee how they rife,
With a fair glen between, ,

‘Where living ftreams, blue as the fkies;.
Are branching upward feen,

To warm her mouth, where rapture lyes,
And fmiles, that banifh fpleen,

‘Wha ftrikes with love and faft furprife,
Where €’er fhe turns her cen.

Sabella gracefully complete,
. Straight as the mountain-pine,
Like pearl and rubsies fet in jet,
Her lovely features fhine :
In her the gay and folid meet,
And blended are fae fine,
That when fhe moves her lips or feet,.
She feems fome power divine.

|
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O Dapbne ! fweeter than the dawn, ., -
When rays glance on the height,
Diffufing gladnefs o’er the lawn,
With ftrakes of rifing light. .
The dewy flowers when newly blawn,
Come fhort of that delight,
Which they far frefher beauties can
Afford our joyfu’ fight.

How eafy fits fweet Celig’s drefs,
Her gait how gently free ;

Her fteps, throu’out the dance, exprels
The jufteft harmony :

And when fhe fings, all muft confefs,
Wha’re bleft to hear and fee,

They'd deem’t their greateft happine
T’enjoy her company.

And wha can ca’ his heart his zin,
That hears dminta {peak }

Againft love’s artows, fhiclds are vain,
When he aims frae her cheek ;

Her cheek, where rofes free from ftain,
In glows of youdith beek :

Unmingl'd fweets hier lips retain 5
Thefe lips the ne’er fhow’d fiéek,

Unlefs when fervent kiffes clefe
That av’new of her mind,
Thro’ which true Wit in torrents flows,
As fpeaks the nymph defign’d :
The brag and toaft of wits and beaus,
And wonder of mankind ;
Whafe breaft will prove 2 bleft repofe
‘To him with whom ihcl’él bind, .
2

18t

Seo
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See with what gayety, yét grave,

Serena {wims alang s

She moves a goddefs *mang the lave,
Diftmguifh’d in the thrang.

Ye fourocks, haflines fool, haf knave,
‘Wha hate a dance or fang,

To fee this ftately maid behave,
*T'wad gi'e your hearts a twang.

Your hearts! faid I, trowth I’m to blame,
I had amaift forgotten,
That ye to nae fic organ-elaim ;
Or if ye do, ’tis rotter.
A faul with fic 2 thowlefs flame, -
Is fure a filly for ane: : * ’
Ye fcandalize the buman frame,
When in our fhape begotten.

Thefe lurdanes came juftin my light,
As [ was tenting Chloe,

With jet-black een that fparkle bright,
She’s all o’er form’d for joy ;

With neck and waift, and limbs as tight
As her's wha drew the boy,

Frae feeding flocks upon the height, -
And fled with him to T7gy.

Now Myra dances; mark her mien,
Sae difengag’d and gay, .

Mix’d with that innocence that’s feen
In bonny ew-bught May,

Wha wins the garland on the green
Upon fome bridal-day ;

Yet fhe has graces for a queen,
And might a fepter fway. ‘

What
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What lays, Califla, can commend
The beauties of thy face!
Whafe fancy can fae touring ftend,
Thy merits a’ to trace !
Frae ’boon the ftarns, fome bard, defcend,
And fing her ev’ry grace, ’
Whafe wond’rous worth may recommend
Her to a god’s embrace. -

A feraph wad our Arkman paint,
Or draw a lively wit;

The features of a happy faint,
Say, art thou fond to hit ?

Or a Madona compliment, -
With lineaments maift fit?

Fair copies thou need’ft never want,
If bright Califia fit,

Mella the heavieft heart can heez,
And fowreft thoughts.expell,

! Her ftation grants her rowth and eafe,
Yet is the fprightly Belle

As altive as the eydent bees,
Wha rear the waxen cell ;

And, place her in what light you pleafe,
She ftill appears herfell.

Beauties on beauties come in view
Sae thick, that P'm afraid
1 fhall not pay to ilk their due,
*Till Pbab);u lend mair aid :
But this in gen’ral will had true,
And may be fafely faid,
There’s ay a fomething fhining new
In ilk delicious maid. i
. K3 Bie
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While, to gain fport and halefome air,
The blythfome fpirit draps dull care,
And ftarts ffac bus’nefs free :
Now to the fields the Arcbers bend,
‘With friendly minds the day to fpend,
In manly game and glee ;
Firft firiving who fhall win the bowl,
And then gar’t flow with wine :
Sic manly fport refrefh’d the foul
Of ftalwart men lang fyne.

Ere parties thrawn, and int’reft vile,

Debauch’d the grandeur of our ifle,
And made ev’n brethren faes :

Syne truth frae friendfhip was exil’d,

And faufe the honeft hearts beguil’d,
And led them in a maze

-Of politicks ;—— with canning craft,
The Ifackars of ftate,

Frae haly drums firft dang us daft,
Then drown'd us in debate.

Drap this unpleafing thought, dear mufe;
Come, view the men thou likes to roofe ;
To Bruntsfield-green let's hy,
And fee the royal Bowmen frive,
Wha far the feather'd arrows drive,
All foughing thro’ the lk{ 3
-1tk ettling with his utmoft fkill,
With artfu’ draught and ftark,
Extending nerves with hearty will,
In hopes to hit the mark.

K4 See
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See Hamilton, wha moves wjth grace,
Chief of the Caledonian race
Of peers; to whom is due
All honours, and 2’ fair renown ;
Wha lays afide his ducal crown,
Sometime to fhade his brow .
Beneath St. Andreww’s bonnet blue,
And joins to gain the prize :
Which fhaws true merit match’d by few,
Great, affable and wife.

This day, with univerfal voice, -

The Archers him their chieftain chofe;
Confenting powers divine,

‘They bleft the day with general joy,

By givinihim,a princely boy,
To beautify his line ;

Whofe birth-day, in immortal fang
Shall ftand in fair record,

While bended firings the Arcbers twang,
And beauty is ador’d.

Next Drummond view, who gives their law,

1t glads oyr hearts to fee him draw

The bow, and guide the Band ;
He, like the faul of 2’ the lave,
Does with fic honour fill behave,

As merits to command.
Blyth be his hours, hale be his heart,

And lang may he prefide:
Lang the juft fame of his defert

Shall unborn Arebers read.

How
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How on this fair propitious day,
With conquett leal he bore away
The Bowl vitorioufly ;
With following fhafts in number four,
Succefs the like ne’er kend before,
The prize to dignify.
Hafte to the garden then bedeen,
The rofe and laurel pow,
And plet a wreath of white aud green,
‘Lo bufk the victor’s brow.

The vi€tor crown, who with his bow,
In {pring of youth and am’rous glow,
Juft fifty yeais finfyne,
The filver arrow made his prize,
Yet ceafes not in fame to rife,
And with new feats to fhine.
May every Archer ftrive to fill
His bonnet, and obferve
The pattern he has fet with fkill,
And praife like him deferve.
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On the Royal Company of Archers, marchimy
under the Command of his Grace the Duke of
HamMmiLToON, 1z ther ﬂproper Habits, to
Jooot for the Arrow at Muflelburgh, Auguft
4> 1724

Arorro, Patron of the Lyre,
And of the valignt 4rchers Bow,
Me awith fic Sentiments injpire,
As may appear from thee they fow,
When, by the fiecial Will, and bigh Command,
1 jing the Merits of 1he RoYaL Banp.

OW like themfells again the Archers rajfe
1 The Bow, in brave afray, and claim our lays..
¥habas well pleas’d, fhines from the blue ferene,
“Glents on the fiream, aad gilds the checquerd
reen. ;
The winds ly hufh in their remoteft caves,
And Forth with gentle fivell his margin laves.
Sce to his fhore, the gathering thoufands roll,
As if one gen’ral {p’rit inform’d the whole.
“The bonnieit fair of a’ Great Britain’s ile,
-From chariots and the crowded cafements fmile ;
-Whillt horfe and foot promifcuous form a lane,
Extending far along the deftin’d plain,
“Where, like Bellina’s troops, or guards of love,
“"Fhe .4rchers in their proper habits move,

Their g -ardian {aint, from yon etherial height,
Dilplays th’ aufpicious crofs of blazing light ;
While on his cire he chearfully looks down,

“The poinied thittle wears his ruby crown,

And
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Angd feems to threat, arm'd ready to engage,
No man unpunift’d foall proveke my rage.
Well pleas'd the rampant Lyoz fmGaths his mane,

And gambols gay upon his golden plain.

Like as the fun, when wintry clouds are patt,
And fragrant gales fucceed the ftormy blaft,
Shines on the earth, the fields lcok frefh and gay ; |
So feem the Archers on this joyful day : ’

. Whilft with his graceful mien, and afpeét kind,
Their Le. der raifes every follawer’s mind,

Who love the condu& of a youth, whofe birth
To nothing yields but his fuperior worth ;
And happier is with his feleéted rrain,

Than Philip’s fon who firove a world to gain.
That Prince wholg nations to deftrucion drove,
This Prixce delights his coyntiy to improve.
A monarch rais’d upon a throne may nod,

And pafs amongft the vulgar for a god ;
Whilft men of penetration juitly biame

Thofe who hang on their anceftors for fame ;
But pwn the dignity of high defcent,

When the fuccefior’s {pirit keeps the bent,
Which through revolving ages grac'd the linn,
With all thofe qualities that brighteit fliine :
The Archers chieftain thus with aétive mi:d,
In all that’s worthy never falls behiad.

Thefe noble chara&ers, from whom he fprung,
In hif’ry fam’d : whom ancicnt bards have fung.
Sees, from his fteady hand, and aiming cve,

- How ftraight in equal icagths the arrows ily :
Both at one end clofe by the mark they taun.d,
Whjch points him worthy of his brave commaad 3
That as they to his num’rous merts bow,

This viGtory makes homagze tully duc.
Sage
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Sage Drummond next, the chief, with counfel |
grave,
Becomes his poft, inftrulting all that’s brave :
So Pallas feem’d, who Mentor’s form put on,
To make a heroe of Ulyfes’ fon.

Each officer his charaler maintains,
While love and honour gratify their pains.

.No view inferior brings them to the field,

To whom great chiefs of clans with pleafure yield.

No hidden murmur fwells the Arcker’s heart,
While each with gladnefs aéls his proper part.
No faitious ftrife, nor plots, the bane of ftates,
Give birth to jealoufies or dire debates :

Nor lefs their pleafure who obedience pay,

Good order to preferve, as thofe who fway.

O fmiling mufe, full well thou knows the fair

Admire the courteous, and with pleafure fhare

Their love with him that’s generous and brave,

And can with manly dignity behave;

‘Then hafte to warn thy tender care with fpeed,

Left by fome random-fhaft their hearts may bleed.

Yon dangerous youths both Mars and Venus arm,

While with their double darts they threat and
charm ;

Thofe at their fide forbid invading foes,

With vain attempt true courage to oppofe ;

While fhatts mair fubtile, darted from their eye,

Thro’ fofter hearts with filent conquett fly.

Te
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7o the Right Hon. the Earl of HARTFORD,

. Lord PEIRCY, Prefident, and the ref of
the Honourable Members of the Society of
Britith Antiquarians. A Scots O E.

TO Hartford and his learned friends,

Whofe fame for fcience far extends,

A Scottifb mufe her duty fends, .
From Pi&:fb towers :

Health, length of days, and happy ends,

Be ever yours.

Your generous cares make light arife
From things obfcure to vulgar eyes,
Finding where hidden knowledge lies,
T’ improve the mind ;
And moft delightfully farprife,
With thoughts refin’d.

When you the broke infcription read,
Or among{t antique ruins tread, ~
And view remains of princes dead,
In funeral piles,

Your penetration feems decreed
Ta blefs thefe ifles.

Where Romans formd their camps of old,
Their gods and urns of curious mold,
Their medals ftruck of brafs or gold,
. ’ *T'is you can fhow,
And truth of what's in ftory told,
: To you we owe.

How




~

142 To the Socitty of Britifth Antiquarians.

. How beneficial is the care,
‘That brightens up the tlaffick lere !
When you the docaments compaté, .
. With authots old,
You ravith; whea we can-fo fair

Your light behold.

Withput your comments, each old book
By all the world would be forfook :
For who of thoaght wou’d deign to look
) On doubtful works,
*Till by your fkilful hands théy’re ftruck
With fterling marks 2

By this your learning men are fir'd
With love of glory, and infpird
Like ancient heroes, who ne’er tird
To win a name ;

And, by their god-like aéts, afpir'd

T” immortal fame.

Your ufeful labours fhall endure,
True merit fhall your fame fecure,
And will poftcrity allure,
To fearch about
For truth, by devronftration fure,
: Which leaves no doubt.

The mufc forfees brave Hartford’s name
Shall to all writers be a theme,
To laft while arts znd greatnefs claim
: - THh’ hiftorian’s fkill,
Or the chief frfiroment of fame,
The poet’s quill,

e
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Pembroke’s a name to Britain dear,
For learning and brdve deeds of wier ;
The genius fil continues clear
. In him whofe art,
In your rare fellowfhip can bear
So great a part.

Bards yet anborn fhall tune their lays,
Aund monuments hasmonious raifé
To Winchelfea and Devon’s ptaile,
. Whofe high defert,.
And vertues bright, like genial rays,
Can life impart.

Nor want we Caledonians fage,
‘Who read the painted vellum page,
No ftrangers to each antique {tage,
And Druid, cells,
And Tacred ruins of each age,

On plains and felfio.

Amongtt all thofe of the firk ratc,
Our learned * Clerk bleft with the fate
Of thinking right, can beft relate
Thefe beauties all,,
Which bear the marks of ancient date,
 Be-north the wall;

The wall which Hadrian firft begun,
And bold Sewerus carried on,
From rifing to the fetting fun,
. On Britain's caaft,.
Our anceftors fierce arms to thun,

Which gall’d them moft..

® 8ir John Clerk of Pennycuik, Bast,
’ 3

Dut
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Bat now no need of walls or towers,
Ag’d enmity no more endures,
Brave Britain joins her warlike powers,
That always dare,
To open and to fhut the doors
Of peace and war.

Advance, great men, your wife defign,
And profper in the tafk divine ;
Draw from antiquity’s deep mine ,
The precious ore,
And in the Briti/b annals fhine
. *Till time’s no more.

On the Marqugr of ANNANDALE’S con-
veying me a Prefent of Guineas in my Snuff- - |
mill, after be had taken all the Snuff.

TH E Chief requi’d my Snithing-mill,
And well it was beftow’d ;

The Patron, by the rareft fkill,
Turn’d all the fouff to gowd.

Gowd ftampt with royal Anza’s face,
Piece after piece came forth ;

The pictures fmiP’d, gi’en with fuch grace
By ane of fo much worth,

Sure thas the patronizing Roman
Made Horace fpread the wing ;
Thus Dorfet, by kind decds uncommon,
Rais’d Prior up to fing.
That
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That there are patrons yesfor me,
Here’s a eonvincing proof,

Sincedumdqbgl.mg:}lduﬁee
As I can part with fauff. i

The Monk and the Miller’s Wife, A Tale,

NOW lend your lugs, ye benders fins,
) W'habl:enthebengdofwine:k’

And you wha laughin brown

Imcjinksawug,h'znﬁhwanle.

An honeft Miller wond in Fife,
That had a young and wanton wife,
Wha fometimes thol’d the parith-prieft
To make her man a twa-horn’d beaft :
He paid right mony vifits till her;
Amf:) keep in with Hab the miller,
He endeavour'd aft to mak him happy,
Where ¢’er he kend the ale was nappy,
Sic condekenfion in a {aﬂnr, '
Knit Halber?’s love to him the fafter ;
And by his converfe, troth ’tis trae, .
Hab leam’d to preach when he was fou.
Thus al} the three were wonder pleas’d,
‘The wife well ferv’d, the men well eas’d.
This ground his corns, and that did cherifh
i with dining roand the parith. :
Befs, the good-wifg, thought it nae fkaith,
Since fhe was fit, to ferve them baith.

el s
ey gives the fchools o v
Vou. II? L ’ A
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A youth fprung frac 2 gende Pangsy,” - . L.

Bred at Saint Andreav’s Aima Matsr, ~ .

Ae day gawn hameward, it fetl-lato,

And him benighted by the gate:-

To lie without, pit-mirk did fhore him;

He coudna-fee his-thumb before him 1 -

But, clack—clack—clack, he heard a nnll

JONE I b4 bl
tak the threed of tale alang,

‘This m ‘}Uuwwm did bejeng, * -

Not lefs this note your rotice.claims, '

The fcholar’s: pame was maller Fames o

Now, fmiling’ mufé, the preludé palt,” -
Smoothly relate atale fhall laft .. . .
As lang as Alpsand Grampias hills,
- As lang a3 wmd or water-mills. -

In enter'd- Fames, Hab aw hd kﬂd him, :
And offer’d kindly to befriend him - '
With fic good ¢heer as he eou’d make, -
Baith fair his'ain and fathet’s fake.

The {cholar thought him{ell right: f}

And gave him thanks in terms well ed

Quoth. Hab, 3'canna léave my mill

As yet ;——but Rep ye weR the kill’

A bow-fhot; and ye'll find iy harme ¢

Gae warm ye, and craek with our daine,
STHll I fet aff the mill 5. fync we

Shall talte -what Beffy has o gi%.

j’amr.t, in return, what’s handfome faid;

Per langw tell 5 and aff he gade.

Ou: of the houfe fome light did fhine,
Which led: him til)’t as with a line :

Arriv’d, he knock’d ; for doors were fteekit ;
Straight throw a window Befy keekit, . R .d,
v..é g n
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And cries, ¢ Wha's that gi'es fawk 3 fright
© At fic untimous time of night # -
James with good humoury maift difcreetly,
Tald her his cirumitance completely.

¢ I dinna ken ye, quoth the wife, =~ =
¢ And up and down the thieves are rife;

¢ Within my lane,. P'm buta woman ;

¢ Sac I’ll unbar my door .to nae man,

¢ But fince ’tis very like, my dow,

¢ That all ye're telling may be true,

¢ Hae there’s akey, gang in your wa

¢ At the neift door, there’s braw ait- 3
¢ Streek down upor’t, my lad, and learn

¢ They're no ill-lodg’d-that get a barn* '
‘Thus after meikle cﬁttef-da(ﬁcr, ‘
Fames fand he condna mend the matter 3
And fince it might not better be, :
With refignation took the key,

Unlockt gxe barni—~—-clam up the mou,
Where was an opening near the hou,

* Throw whilk he faw 2 glent of light,

That gave diverfion to his fight :
By this he ?uickly cou’d difcern
A thin wa’ feparate houfe and barn,
And throw this rive was in the wa’,
All done within the houfe he faw:
He faw (what ought not to be feen,
And fearee gave credit to his een)
The parifh.-prieft of reverend fame
In a&tive courtthip with the dame.sa-
'To lengthen out ifefcripﬁon here,
Wou'd but offend the modeft ear,
And beet the lewder youthfu’ flame, -
That we by fatire firive to tame.

: L2 Suppole
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Suppafe the wicked altion o'er,

And Fame;s continuing ftill to glowre ;
Wha faw the wife, as faft asal

Spread a clean fervite on the table,
And fyne, frae the ha’ ingle, bring bett
A pyping-het young roafted hen, -
And twa good bottles ftout and dlear,
Ane of fiong ale, and ane of beer.

But wicked luck, juft as the prieft

Shot in his fork in chucky’s breatt, ,
Th’ unwelcome Miller ga’e a roar, o
Cry’d, Beffy, bafie pe ope the door—— ,
With that the baly letcher fled, - N

And darn’d himfell behind a bed 3

While B/ buddl’d a’ things by,

That nought the cuckold might efpy;

Syne loot him in ;———but out of tune,
Speer'd why he left the mill fae foon;

1 come, faid he, as manners claim,

Do crack and avait on mafier James,

Whilk I fbou’d do, tha® n’¢r fae biffy ;

1 fent him kere, good avife, where is. he?

¢ Ye fent him here, (quoth Befy, grumbling ;)
¢ Kend I this Fames! a chiel came rumbling :
¢ But how was I aflur’d, when dark,

¢ That he had been nae thievith fpark,

¢ Or foon rude wencher, gotten a dofe,

¢ That a wezk wife cou'd ill oppofe #’

And wbhat cage of bim? [peak vae langer,
Crys Halbert in a highland anger.

¢ 1 fent him to the barn,’. quath. fhe ;

Gace guickly bring bim in, quoth he..

Fames was brought in ;—the #ifz was bawked ;
The Prieft Rood clofe ;—tiré Miller cracked :—
Then
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Then afk’d his funkan gloomy fpoufe,
‘What fupper had fhe in the houfe,

That might be fuitable to gi'e

Ane of their lodger’s qualitie ?

Quoth fhe, ¢ Ye may well ken, goodman,
¢ Your feaft comes frae the pottage-pan ¢
¢ The flov’d orroafted we afford,

¢ Are aft great itrangers on our board.
- Pottage, quoth Hab, ye fenjele/s tawpie!

.. Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpy ;

And that bis pentle flamock’s mafler
To worry up a pint of plaifier,

" Like our mill knawves tvat lift the laiding,

- Whefe kytes can fireck out like raw plaiding..

Swith roaff a ben, or fry fome chickers,

And fend for-ale frae Maggy Pickens.

¢ Hout 1, quoth fhe, ye may well ken,
-¢ *Tis ill brought but that’s no there ben 3

_ * When but laft owk, nae farder gane,

& The laird got 2’ to pay his kaia.’

Then Fasmes, wha had as good a guefs
Of what was in the houfe as B¢/,
With pawky fmile, this plea to end,
To pleafe himfell, and eafe his friend,
Firft open’d with a flee oration
His wondrous fkill in conjuration.
Said he, ¢ By this fell art I’m able
¢ To whop aff any great man’s table
¢ What e’er I like, to make a mail of,
¢ Either in part, or yet the haill of;
¢ Apd if ye pleafe. I'l] fhaw my art.——=
Crys Haltert, Faith, with &’ my beart !

Pefs fain'd herfelf,——cry’d, "Lord, be bere!

And near hand fell 2 fwoon fer fear.
Lj

o
games
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Fames leagh, and bade her nathing dread,
Syne to his conjuring went with fpeed ;
And firft he draws a circle round,

‘Then utters mony a magick found

Of words, part Latin, Greek and Dutcb,
Enow to ﬁ-i%u a very witch :

‘That done, he fays, Now, #oew *4is come,
And in the boal befide the lum :

Now fet the board ; goodwvife, gas ben,
Bring frae yon boal a roafied hen. .
She wadna gang, but Haby ventur'd s
And foon as he the ambrie enterd,

1t fmell’d fae well, he thort time fought it, .
And, wond’ring, "tween his hands he broaght it.
He view’d it round, and thrice he fmell’d it,

Syne with a gentle touch he felt it.

‘Thus ilka fenfe he did conveen,

Left glamour had beguil’d his een :

‘They all, inan united body,

Declard it a fine fat how-tawdy.

Nae mair about it, quoth the Miller,

Tbe fowl books wwell,” aud we'll fa* till ber.

Sae be’t, fays Fames ; and in a doup,

‘They fnapt her up baith fioup and roup.

¢ Neift, O! crys Halbert, cou’d your fkilf,
¢ But help us to a waught of ale, ’
¢ I'd be oblig’d ¢’ ye 2’ my life,
¢ And offer to the deel my wife,
¢ To fee if he’ll difcreeter make her,
¢ Bdut that ,I’nrl' fleed he winna take her.”
Said Fames, Ye cffer very fair;
T be lr‘gain'x ba{du, /me mair,
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Then thrice he thook a willow-wand, - = *
‘With kittle words thrite gave command ;- :
That done, with look bajth learn*d dnd gm#é
Said, Now ye’ll get what ye awad lyarve,,

. Twwa bottles of as wappyfiqmor - - - - .

As ever ream’d in born or bicquor, . . ¢
Bebind the ark that kads your meal,

Y2l find tiva flanding corkit avell, .
He faid, and faft the Miller flew, : P
And frae their neft the bottles drew;

“Then firft the fcholar’s health he toafied,

Whafe art had gart him feed on roafted ;

His father’s neilt,———and 2’ the reft

Of his good frieads that wifh’d him bef, .

Which were o’er-langfome ar the time,

On a fhort tale to put in rhime, '

Thus while the Milienand the Yosth
Were blythly fleck’ning of their drowth, “
Befs fretting fcareely held frae greeting, .
The Prieft endos’d ftood vex’d and fmung y

- Owow/ faid Hab if ane mrglrf/pw,
Dear mafler James, acha brought onr ckar ?
Sic Jaits appear to ws Jae awfu’,

We bard{y think your learning laufa’.

. To bring your doubts to 2 conclufion,
¢ Says Fames, ken I'm-a Roficratian,
¢ Ane of the fet that never-carzies
¢ On traflick with black deels -ar fairies:
¢ There’s mony a fpirit that's no a dedl,
¢ That conftantly aroend us wheel.
¢ There was a fagecall’d Albumazor,
¢ Whafe wit was gleg as eny razor.-

L 4 ¢ Frar
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* Frae this great man we learn’d the &kill,
¢ To bring thefe gentry to.our will ;

¢ And they appear when we’ve a mind,
¢ In ony fhape of human kind :

¢ Now, if you'll drap your foolith fear,

¢ I'll gar my Pacolet appear.’

Hab fidg*d and leugh, his elbuck clew,
Baith fear’d and fond a {p’rit to view :
At laft his courage wan the day,
He to the fcholar’s will gave way.

Befly be this began to fmell .
A rat, but kept her mind to’r fell :
She pray’d like howdy in her drink,
But mean time tipt young Fames a wink.
zlm, frae his eye an anfwer fent,

hich made the wife right well content :
Then turn’d to Hab, and thus advis’d,
¢ Whate’er you fee, be nought furpriz’d 5
¢ But for your faul move not your tongue,
¢ And ready ftand with a great rung ;
¢ Syne as the fp'rit gangs marching out,
¢ Be fure to lend him a found rout,
¢ I bidna this be way of mocking ;
¢ For nought delytes him mair than kaocking.’

Hab got a kent,—flood by the hallan,
And ftraight the wild mifchievous callan,
Cries, ¢ Radamantbus Hufky Minge,
¢ Monk-borner, Hipack, Finko, Fingo,
¢ Nppcar in likenefs of a Prieft,
¢ No like a deel in fhape of beaf,
¢ With gaping chafts to fleg us a’,
¢ Wauk forth; the door flauds to the wa’. rh
en
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‘Then frae the hole where he was pent,
The prieft approach’d risht well content,
With filent pace ftrade o’er the flogr,
’Till he was drawing near the door;
Then, to efcape. the cudgel, ran;

Bat was not mifs’d by the goodman,

Wha lent him on the neck a lounder,,

That gart him o’er the threfhold founder.
- Darknefs foon hid him frae their fight ;

Ben flew the Miller in a fright :

1 troww, quoth he, I /aid <well on s

But wow be's like our ain Mefs John!

L
7

Advice to My, —— on bis Marriage.

i ALL joy to you and your Awelie,
May ne’er your purfe nor vigour fail ye ;
But have a care how 'you employ -
Them baith; and tutor well your joy.
Frae me an auld dab tak advice,
And hane tixem baith, if ye be wife ;
For warld’s wafters, like poor cripples,
Look blunt with poverty and ripples :
There an auld faw to ilk ane »atws,
Better to fave at braird than bottom ;
Which means, your purle and perfon ufs
As canny poets do their mufe ;
For whip and fpurring never prove
Effe@ual, or in verfe or love.

Sae far, my friend, in merry firain,
DPve given a doufe advice and plain, And
141
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And honefily difcharp’d mzuodnkienoe
In lines (tho’ hamely) far nonfenfe.
Some other chiel may dafily fing,
‘That kens bat little of the thing,
And blaw ye up With windy fancies
“That he has thgit frae romances,
Of cudlefs raptures, conftant
‘That neveér was, or ne’er will be.
Alake! mortals are not gods,
And ﬂxcrl:;':c often fall at odg?
But little quarrels, now and than,
Are nae great faults *tween wife and man :
‘Thefe help right aften to improve
His flanding, and her love. .
Your rib and you, ’bout hours of drinking,
May chaoce to differ in your thinking ;
But that's juft like a fhower in May,
‘That gars the fun-blink feem mair gay.
If €er fhe tak the pet, or fret,
Be calm, and yet- maintain your ftates
And fmiling, ca’ her little foolie,
Syne with a kifs evite a toolie.
This method’s ever thonght the brivez,
Than cither caffs, or cli{i-ma-daver t
It fhaws a fpirit low and common,
‘I kat with ill-nature treats a woman :
“They’re of a make fae nice and fair,

muft be manag’d with fome care s
Refpeét them, they’ll be kind and civil,
Bet difregarded, prove the devil.

Je
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To Mrs. M. M. on ber Painiing.

O paint his Penas, auld Apelles,
‘Wal'd a’ the bonny mzids of Greece
Thou needs nae mair, but paint 5/, lafs,
To ding the Painter and his Prece.

‘The Lure: 4 Lol

HE fun jaft o’er the hills was peeping,
l- The hynds arifing, gentry fleeping,
The dogs were barking, cocks were crawing,
Night—ﬁinking fots counting their lawing ;
Clean were the roads, and ciar the day,
When forth a falconer took his way,
Nane with him but his fhee-knight-errant,
That a&s in air the bloody tyrant ;
While with quick wing, fierce beek and claws,
She breaks <§vinc and homan laws ;
Ne’er pleas’d, but with the hearts and livers
OF peartricks, teals, moor-powts and plivers ;
Yet is fhe much efteem’d and dandl’d,
Clean lodg'd, well fed, and faftly handl’d.
Reafon for this need be nae wonder,
Her parafites fhare in the plunder.
Thus fneaking rooks about a court,
That make opprefiion but their {port,
Will praife a paughty bloody king,
And g:; mean hackney-poets t6 fing
His glories 5 while the deel be licket
He ¢’er attempt but what he flicket.
3
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So, fir, as I was gawn to fay,
This falconer had tane his way ~ - v
O’er Calder-moor; and gawn the mofs up,
He there forgather’d wiﬁia a ‘
And wha was't, trow ye, bat the de’el,

That had difguis’d himfell fac weel
In human fhape, fae faug and wylie ;

‘ude took him for a burlie-bailie :

is cloven cloots were hid with fhoon,
A bonnet coor'd his horns aboon :
Wor fpat he fire, or brimftone rifted,
Nor awfome glowr'd ; but cawmly lifred
His een and voice, and thus began,
Good-marning t'ye, bonefi man,
Ye're early out How far gag ye
This gate ?———I'm blyth of company——
What fowl is that, may ane demand,
That flands fae trigly on your band ?
¢ Wow, man! quoth Fuder, where won ye ?
¢ The like was never fpeer’d at me!
¢ Man, ’tis 2 Haw#, and e’en as good
¢ As ever flew, or wore a hood.”
Friead, I'm a firanger, quoth auld Symmie,
1 bope ye'll be %ot angry wi’ me;
Tbe ignorant maun ay be Jfpeering
Qucflions, "till they come to a clearing.
Then tell me mair——avhat do yok wi't ?
It good to fing ? or good 10 eat?
¢ For neither, anfwer’d fimple Fuden ;
¢ But helps to bring my lord his food in :
< When ft’:vls ftart up that I wad hae,
¢ Straight frae my hand I let her gae ;
¢ Her hood tane aff, fhe is not langfome
¢ In taking captives, which I ranfome”

€ Whh



The Lur £ 154

¢ With a dow’s.wing, or chicken’s leg.>
Trowth, quoth the de’el, thar’snice! 1beg
Ye'll be fas kind, as let me fee
Hoaw tbhis fame bird of yours can flee.
* T’ oblige ye, friend, I winna ftand.’~———e
; %m Ioos;d the Falrox from hisb};nand.
" Unhooded, up the fj with birr,

While bahh'gcod ﬁl:::g after her. .
" But bow dye gét ber back ? faid Nick.,

¢ For that, quoth 7ude, I have a trick:
¢ Ye fee'this Lure~——-it fhall command
¢ Her upon fight down to my hand.’
- Syne twirl'd it thrice, with whieu-whiea-whicu—
And ftraight upon’t the Falcon flew,
As I'sn & firmer ! crys the de’el,
1 like this paftime wwonder weel 3
- And fince ye've been fae kindly free,
To let her at my bidding flee,
T'll entertain ye in my gate,mm——
Mean time it was the will of fate,
A hooded friar (ane of that clan
Ye ha}c defcriv’d by father ® Gewin,
In Mafter-keys) came up 3 faul |
Him Sata:_zjeek’d upli)y gtl(:eOdﬁmn.l, :
Whip’d-aff his hood, and without mair,
Ga’e him a tofg up in the air,
High flew the {on of Saint Layola,
While ﬁarﬂeiﬁ?‘udm ave a Hola /
Bumbaz’d with wonder, flill he ftood,
The ferly had "maift crudled his blood,

® The reverend Anthony Gawin, formerly a Spanith Ros
man-Catholick Prieft, now an Irith Protefant Minifter, who
hath lately wrote three volumes on the tricks and whoredome
of the pricfts and auns; which book he sames Mafter-keys to

Poper.
pery, To



158 The Lur n

To fee 2 monk mount like a falcon, .-

He ’gan to doubt if he was wakin

‘Thrice did he rub his een to dar,

And having mafter'd part o's fear, . .

¢ His prefence bg aboat usa’f .

¢ He cries, the.like Luever faw:

¢ See, fee! he like.a lavrock toursmeem.
¢ He'll reck the ftaras:in twa'r three hours |

¢ Is't poffible to bring.him back * -

For tha', quatt Nick; I bave a-knatk;.

9o train my Bivds I awant aa Lures,

Can manage them as ye do your's: = -

And there's ane coming, hia gate, bivher, .

Skall foon bring daaun th haly baither, -

This was a freth yonng hndwm Lq/' foo
With cheeks like cherries, cen like glafs
Few coats fhe wore, and they were kilted,
And (Fobn come ki's me mozy) fhe lilted,

As fhe (kift o’er the benty knows, - |
Gawn to the bught to milk the ews 3
Her in his hand {lee Be/xir hint up,

As eith as ye wad do & pint-ftoup,

* Inverted, wav'd.her round his head ;
Whieu—avbiss——he whiftled, and with fpeed
Down, quick as fhooting ftarns, the priek
Came foufe upon thé lals’s breaft.” .

The moral of this talé fhews plainly
That carnal minds attempt bat vainly
Aboon this laigher warld to mount,
thlc flaves to Satad. - :

[y
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! HEN a’the warld had clos’d their een,
Fatigu’d with-labour, tare'and din,

And quietly ilka weany-wight - - -

Enjoy’d the filence of the night :

" Fhen €nprt;~that ilt=deedy gett; -~ - -

With 2’ his pith rapt at my yett. )

. Surprizd, thraw fiecp, { ery’d, Whi'sehat ?
Quuth he, 4 yore yywmg avesx aZymaty - -
Ob ! hafte ye apen,——fear nae fRasply

Elfe foon this ftorm will be my death.

- With his complaiat my faul grew yyae,
- ¥or s he faid I thought it fae; . - . -
- ¥ took a light, gnd faft did-rin. . -- .
To let the chitterisg infant ing ;, -
And he appear’d 30 be nae kow, .
For a’ his quiver, wings and bow,
His bairnly fviles and looks gaye joy,
He feem’d fae innocent a boy :
I led him bensbut any pingle, . .. .
And beekt him brawly at my ingles
_ m&hm.d his face, bis handies theqw'd, -
*T111 his young cheeks, like rofes, glow’'d.
But Toon as he grew warm ‘and fain, .
Let’s try, quoth he, if that the rain’
Has wrang’d ought of my fporting gear;
And if my bowo-jiring’s hale and fier.
© With that his arch’ry graith he put .
In order; and made me his butt;
Mov’d back a-piece,——his bow he drew,
" Epl throw.my breaft his arrow flew. ;

That
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That done, as if he'd found a neft,
He leugh, and with unfonfy jeft, - - -
Cry’d, Nibonr, I'm right blyth in mind,
That in good'tift my beni I find 1

Did not my arrexw fite right /mart ?

Ye'll find it ficking in your beart.

On My, DRU'MMON D's being chofen ome of
the Honourabls Commilfimers of the Cuftoms.
An Epigram. '

HE good are glad, when merit meets reward ;
And thus they fhare the pleafure of another,
While little minds, who only felf ,
Will ficken at the fuccefs of a brother.
Hence I am pleas’d to find myfelf right clafs'd,
Even by this mark, that’s worthy of obferving 3
It gives me joy, the patent lately pafs’d
n favour of dear -Drummond, moft deferving.

The Addrefs of the MU S E to the Right Hon.
GEorGE DrRuMMOND, Efg; Lord
Provoft, and Council of Edinburgh. :

Y l.ord, my patron, food and kind,
Whofe cvery att of generous care
‘The patriot fhews, and trufty friend ;
While favours by your thoughts refin’d,
Both publick and the private fhare.
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To you the mufe her duteous homage pays,
While Edinburgh’s intereft animates her lays,

Nor will the beft fome hints refufe :
The narrow foul, that leaft brings forth,
To an advice the rareft bows;
Wihiich the extenfive mind allows,
Being confeious of its genuine worth,
i Fears no eclipfe ; nor with dark pride declines
i A ray from light, that far inferior fhines. '

Our reafon and advantage call
Us to preferve what we efteem ;
And each fhould contribute, tho® fmall,
Like filver rivulets that fall :
’n one, and make a fpreading ftream.
So thould a city all her care unite,
T’ engage with entertainments of delight.

Man for fociety was made,

His fearch of knowledge has no bound ;
Through thevaft deep he loves to wade,
But fubje@s ebb, and fpirits fade,

On wilds and thinly peopl’d ground.

Then where the world, in minature, employs
Its various arts, the foul its wifh enjoys.

Sometimes the focial mind may rove,
And trace, with contemplation high,
The natural beauties of the grove,
" Pleas’d with the turtle’s making love,
While birds chant in a fummer fky.
Put when cold winter fnows the naked fields,
The city then its changing pleafure yields.

" Vou.IL M Then
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Then you, to whom pertains the care,
And have the power o a&t ari‘ght,
Nor pains, nor prudent judging fpare,
The Goop Town’s failings to repair,
And give her lovers more delight.
Much you have done, both ufeful and palite ;
O never tire ! till every plan’s complete.

Some may obje&t, we money want,
Of every proje& foul and nerve.
>T'is true ; but fure, the parliament
Will ne’er refufe frankly to graat
Such funds as §ood defigns deferve.
"The thriving well of each of Brisais’s towns,
Adds to her wealth, and more her grandeur crowns.

Allow that fifteen thoufand pounds
Were yearly on improvements fpent ;
If luxury produce the fuads,
And well laid out, there are no grounds
For murmuring, ar the leaft camplaint :
Materials all within our native coaft,
‘The poor’s employ’d, we gain, and nothing’s loft.

Two hundreds, for five pounds a day,
Will work like Turif galley-flaves ;
And, ere they {leep, they will repay
Back all the publick forth did lay,
For {mall ispport that nature craves.
Thus kept at work, few twangs of guilt they feel,
And are not tempt’ by pinching want to fteal.

Mot
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Moft wifely did our city move,

When * Hepe, who judges well and ni
Was chofen ﬁ‘({eﬂ to ii:pr%f::, wee
From ruthy tufts the pleafing grove,

From b‘)‘g‘ arifing paradife, ’

Sincs earth’s foundation, to our prefent day,
The beauteous plain in mud reglected lay.

Now, evenly planted, hedg’d and drain’d,
Its'verdures pleafe the fcent and fight 5
And here the ]'PAIR may walk unpain’d,
Her Howing filks and fhoes unftain’d,
Round the green Circus of delight :
Which fhall by ripening time flill fweeter grow,
And Hope be amg:wbile Scotfmen draw the bow.

Ah! whileI fing, the northern air,
Throu’ gore and carnage gives offence 3
Which thould nat, while a river fair,
Without our walls flows by {o near;
Carriage from thence but fmall expence :
The ufeful Cerporatioz too would find, .
By working there, more health, and eafe of mind.

Then fweet our northern flow’rs would blow,
And fweet our northern alleys end : ’
Sweet all the northern fprings would flow,
Sweet northern trees and herbs would grow,
And from the lake a field be gain’d :
Where on the {pring’s green margent by the dawn,
Our maids might wath, and blanch theirlaceand lawsn.
® Mr. Hope of Rankeilour, who has beautifully planted, |
hedged and drained Straiton’s Meadow, which was erly
the bottom of a lake,
‘M2 For-
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® Forbid a nafty pack to place
On ftalls unclean their herbs and roets,
On the high ftreet a vile difgrace,
And tempting to our infant-race,
To fwallow poifon with their fruits.
Give them a ftation, where lefs {poil’a and feen,
The healthful herbage may keep freth and clean.

Befides, they ftraiten much our-fireet,
When thofe who drive the hack and dray, .
" In drunk and rude confufion meet,
We know not where to turn our feet ;
Mortal our hazard every way.
'Too oft the ag’d, the deaf, and little fry,
Hem'd in with ftalls, crufh’d under axles lie.

Clean order yields a vaft delight,
And genius’s that brighte(% thine,
Prefer tﬁe pleafure of the fight
Juftly, to theirs who day and night
Sink health and a&ive thought in wine.
Happy the man that’s clean in houfe and weed,
Tho’ water be his drink, and oats his bread.

Kind fate, on them whom I admire,
, Beflow neat rooms and gardens fair,
Pictures that fpeak the painter’s fire,
And learning which the nine infpire,
With friends that all his thoughts may fhare ;

® With the more freedom fome thoughts in thefe ftanza’s
are advanced, becaufe feveral citizens of the beft thinking,
both in and out of the magiftracy, incline to, and have fuch
views, if they were not oppos’d by fome of grofs old-fathion’d
notions. Such will tell you, O! the ftreet of Edinburgh is
the fineft garden of Scotland., And how can it otherwife be,
-<confidering how well ’tis dung'd every night ? But this abufe
we hope to fee reform’d foon, when the cartand warning-bell
“all Jeave the lazy flatern without excufe, after ten at night.
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Ahoufe in Edinbargh, when the fullen florm
Defaces nature’s joyous fragrant form,

O! may we hope to fee a ftage,

Fill'd with the beft of fuch as can
Smile down the follies of the age,
Corre&t dull pride and party-rage,

And cultivate the growing man;

And fhew the virgin every proper grace,
That makes her mind as comely as her face.

Nor will the moft devout oppofe,

When with a firi& jodicious care,
The fcenes moft vertuous fhall be chofe,
That numerous are, forbidding thofe

That fhock the modeft, good and fair.

The beft of things may often be abus’d ;
That argues not, when right, to be refus’d.

Thus, what our fathers wafting blood,

Of old from the fouth Britons won,
When Scotland reach’d to Humber’s flood,
We fhall regain by arts lefs rude,

And bring the beft and faireft down,

From England’s northern counties, nigh as far

Diftant from court, as we of Pi&land are.

To your oblig’d, thus

Thus far infpir’d with honeft zeal,
Thefe thoughts are offer’d with fubmiffion,
By your own bard, who ne’er fhall fail
'I}l'xc intereft of the common weal,
While you indulge and grant permiffion
%umbly to rehearfe
His honeft and well-meaning thoughts in verfe,

M3 Os
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On his Grace the Duke of HAMIL T O N’¢
Shosting an Arrow through the Neck of an
Eel. ,

S from a bow a fatal flane,
Train’d by Apells from the main,
In water pierc’d aneel ;
Sae me the PaTrioT’s power and art,
Sic fate to fouple rogues impart,
That drumble at the common weal.
Tho’ they, as ony eels, are flid
And thro’ what’s vile can fcud,
A bolt may reach them, tho’ deep hid
They fulk beneath their mud.

oy

BerTy and KaTxr: A Puftoral Fare-
qell to Mr. A1Xx M AN, wher be. went
jor LonDoON.

BETYY.

E AR Katie, Willy's €’en away !
Willy, of herds the wale,

To feed his flock, and make his hay
Upon a diftant dale,

Far to the fouthward of this height
Where now we dowie ftray ;

Ay hartfome when he chear’d our fight,
And leugh with us a’ day.

KATE,



Betty and Kate : A Paflorsl,
KATE

O Willy, can dale dainties pleafe
Thee mair than moorland ream ?

Does Ifis flow with fweeter eafe
Then Fortba’s gentle fiream ?

Or takes thou rather mair delyt
In the ftrae-hatted maid,

Than in the blooming red and whyt
Of her that wears tic plaid?

BETTY

Na, Kate, for that we needna mourn,
He is not gi’en to change ;

Buat fauls of fic a thining turn,
For honours like to range :

Our laird, and @’ the gentry round,
‘Who mauna be faid nay, .

Sic pleafure in his art have found,
They winna lét him ftay.

Blyth I have ftood from morn to een,
To fee how true and weel '

He coud delyt us on the green
With a piece cawk and keel,

On a flid ftane, or {moother {late,
He can the picture draw

Of you or me, or fheep or gait,
The likeft e’er ye faw. .

Lafs, thinkna fhame to eafe your mind,
I fee ye’re like to greet ;

Let gae thefe tears, ’tis juftly kind,
For fhepherd fac complete.

’
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168 Betty and Kate: A Pafioral.

K ATE.

Far, far! O’er far frae Spey and Clyde,
Stands that great town of Lud,

To whilk our beft lads rin and ride,
That’s like to put us wood :

For findle times they e’er come back,
Wha anes are heftit there.

Sure, Befs, thir hills are no fae black,
Nor yet their howms fae bare.

. BETTY.
Our n;iggs are rich, and green our heights,

And well our cares reward ;
But yield, nae doubt, far lefs delights,
In abfence of our laird.
But we maun cawmly now fubmit,
And ourill luck lament,
And leav’t to his ain fenfe and wit
To find his heart’s content.
A thoufand gates he had to win
The love of auld and young,
Did 2’ he did with little din,
And in nae deed was dung.

K 4TE.

Williami and Mary never fail’d
To welcome with a fmile,

And hearten us, when ought we ail’d,
Without defigning guile.

Lang may fhe happily pofiefs

ha’s in his breeft infeft,

'And may their bonny bairns increafe,

And a’ with rowth be left.



-

Jo Mr.Davip MaLLocH. 169

O William, win your laurels faft,
And fyne we’ll 2’ be fain,

Soon as your wand'ring days are paft,
And you’re return’d again.

BETT?Y.

Revive her joys by your return,
To whom you firft gave pain ;
Judge how her paffions for you burn,
By thefe you bear your ain.
Sae may your kirn with fatnefs flow,
And a’ your ky be fleck ;
And may your hearts with gladnefs glow,
In finding what ye feek. -

ToMr.Davip MALLOCH,on bis De-
parture from Scotland.

IN CE fate, with honour, bids thee leave
Thy country for a while,
It is nae friendly part to grieve,
When powers propitious {mile.

The tafk affign’d thee’s great and good
To cultivate two Grabams,

Wha from bauld heroes draw their blood
Of brave immortal names.

Like wax the dawning genius takes
Impreflions, thrawin or even;
Then he wha fair the molding makes,

Does journey-work for heavan.
‘The




170 ToMr.DavioMatrrocH

The four weak pedants fpoil the mind
Of thofe beneath their care,

Who think inftrution is confin’d
To poor grammatick ware.

But better kens my friend, and can
Far nobler plans defign,

To lead the boy up to 2 man
That’s fit in courts to fhine.

Frae Grampian heights, fome may obje&t,
Can you fic knowledge bring ?

Bat thofe laigh thinkers ne’er refledt,
Some fauls ken ilka thing.

With vafter eafe at the firft glance,
Than mifty minds that plod

Aud threfh for thaught, but ne’er advance
Their ftawk aboon their clod. h

But he * that could in tender firains
Raife Margaret’s plaining fhade,
And paint diftrefs that chills the veins,
While #illiam’s crimes are red ;

Shaws to the world, could they obferve,
A clear deferving flame—

Thus I can roofe without referve,
When truth fupports my theme.

® J¥illiam and ares, 2 ballad in imitation of the old

manner, wherein the gth of thoaght and paffien is more
obferved than a rant of vomeaning words,

Gas,
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ToCavrista: A Epigram. 171

Gae, Lad; and win a nation’s love;
By making thofe in truft,

Like Wallace's * Afchases, prove
Wife, generous, brave and joit.

Sae may his grace, the illaftrions Sire,
With joy paternal fee

"Their rifing bleeve of manly fire,
And pay his thanks to thee.

To CALIST A: An Epigram.

NES wifdom, majefty and beauty,
Contended to allure the fwain,
Wha fain wad pay to ilk his daty 3
But only ane the prize could gain.

Were Jove again to redd debate
Between his fpoufe and daughters twa,
And were it dear Califfa’s fate
To bid amang them for the ba’:

When given to her, the fhepherd might
Then with the fingle apple ferve 2’ ;
Since fhe’s pofleft of 2’ that’s bright
In Funo, Venus, and Minerva.

* The heroick Sir John Graham, the glory of his name
and nation, (and deareft friend of the renowned Sir William
Wallace) anceftor of his grace the Duke of Montrofe,

IN.
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INSCRIPTION on the Tomb-flome of
Mr.ALEXANDER WARDLAW, late
Chamberlain to the Right Hon. the Earl of
Wigton, eretted by bis Som Mr. Jou n
W ARDLA W in the Church of Biggar.

HE RE lies 2 man, whofe upright heart
With virtue was profufely ftor’d,
Who a&ted well the honeft part
Between the tenants and their lord,

Be ween the fands and flinty rock
Thas fteer’d he in the golden mean,

While his blyth countenance befpoke
A mind unruffied and ferene.

As to great Bruce the Flemings prov'd
Faithful, {o to the Flemings heir

# ardlaw behav’d, and was belov’d
For’s juftice, candor, faith and care:

His merit fhall preferve his fame
To lateft ages, frec from ruft,

’Till the arch-angel raife his frame
To join his foul among#t the juft.

1
i
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An O DE, facred to the Memory of ker Grace
ANNE Dutchefs f HAMILTON,

WHY founds the plain with fad complaint?
Why hides the fun its beams ?

Why fighs the winds fae bleak and cauld ?
Why mourn the fwelling fireams ?

Wail on, ye heights ; ye glens, complain ;
Sun, wear thy cloudy veil :

Sigh, winds, frae frozen caves of fnaw ;
Clyde, mourn the rueful tale,

She’s dead, the beauteous Azna’s dead ;
All nature wears a gloom :

Alas! the comely budding flower
Is faded in the bloom.

Clos’d in the weeping marble-vault,
How cauld and blae fhe lies ;

Nae mair the fmiles adorn her cheek,
Nae mair fhe lifts her eyes.

Too foon, O {weeteft, faireft, beft,
Young parent, lovely mate,

Thou leaves thy lord and infant fon
To weep thy early fate.

But late thy chearfu® marriage-day
Gave gladnefs all around ;
Baut late in thee, the youthful chief
A heaven of bleflings found.
4 His



174 Ode 0 the Memyry of, &c.

His bofom fwells, for much he lov’d ;

- Words fail to paint his grief s

He ftarts in dream, and grafps thy (Qiade,
The day brings nae relief.

The fair illufion fkims away,
And grief again returas ;

Life’s pleafures make a vain attempt,
Dilconfolate.he mourns.

He mourns his lofs, a nation’s lofs,
It claims & flood of teass,

When fic a lov'd illuftrious #ar
Sae quickly difappears.

With rofes and the lilly-buds,
Ye nymphs, her grave adorn,

And weeping tell,- thus fweet fhe was,
Thus early from us torn.

To filent twilight fhades retire,
Ye melanchaly {wains,

In melting notes repeat her praife,
In fighing vent your pains.

But hafte, calm reafon, to our aid,
And paining thoughts fubdue,
By placing of the pious Fair
In a mair pleafing view :

Whofe white immortal mind now fhines,
And fhall for ever bright,
Above th’ infult of death and pain,

By the firfl fpring of light,

There



9o the Memory of Sir Ifaac Newton. 175 -

There joins the high meladious thrang, -
That firike eternal firings:
In prefence of Omnipatends,

She now a Seraph fings.

Then ceafe, great Fames, thy flowing tears,
Nor rent thy foul in vain :

Frae bowers of blifs fhe'll ne’er retura
To thy kind arms again.

With goodnefs ftill adarn thy mind,
True greatoefs fill improve ;

Be fill a patriot juft and hrave,
And meet thy Saint above.

O E to the Memery of SirIsaac New-
TON. Infribed to the Reyal Saciety of
London, for the Improving of Natural
Knowledge. :

REAT Newtsn’s dead,—full-ripe his fame;
: Ceafe, vulgar grief, to doud our fong :

' - We thank the Autbhor of our frame,

Who lent him to the earth fo long.

The god-like Max now mouats the fky,

Exploring all yon radiant fpheres ;
And with one view can more defcry,

Than here below in eighty years :

Tho’ none, with greater ftrength of foul,
Could rife to more divine a height,
Or range the Orés from Pole to Pale,
And more improve the human fight.
Now



176 Tothe Memory of Sir 1faac Newton,

Now with full joy he can furvey
& Thefe worlds, and ev’ry fhining blaze
That countlefs in the Milky Way,

Only thro’ glaffes fhew their rays.

Thoufands in thounfand arts excell’d,
But often to one part confin'd ;

While ev’ry fcience ftood reveal’d
And clear to his capacious mind.

His penetration, moft profound,
Launch’d far in that extended fea,
‘Where human minds can reach no bound,
And never div’d fo deep as he.

Sons of the eaft and weftern world,
When on this Leading Star ye gaze,

‘While magnets guide the fail unfurl’d,
Pay to his memory due praife.

9]

Thro’ ev’ry maze he was the guide ;
While others crawl’d, he foar’d above :

Yet modefty, unftain'd with pride,
Increas’d his merit, and our love.

He fhun’d the fophiftry of words,
Which only hatch contentious fpite ;
His learning turn'd on what affords
By Demonfiration moft delight.

Britain may honourably boaft,
And glory in her matchlefs Som,
Whofe genius has invented moft,

And jinif’d what the reft begun.



o William Somervile, Efzs 177

Ye Felliavs of the Royal Clafs, :
Who honour’d him to be your Head),’
Eredt in fineft ftone and brafs
Statues of the lilufirious Dead.

Altho’ more lafting than them all,

Or ev’n the Poet’s highett ftrain,
His Works, as long as wheels this ball,
* Shall his great memory {uftain.

May from your Learned Band arife
Neavtens to fhine thro’ future times,

And bring down knowledge from the fkies,
To plant on wild Barbarian climes.

*Till nations, few degrees from brutes,
Be brought into each proper road,

Which leads to wifdom’s happieft fruits, -
To know their Saviour and their Gods

hd

ToWiLL1AMSOMERVILE of War-
wickthire, Efg; on reading feveral of his
excellent Poems, :

IR, I have read, and much admire
Your mufe’s gay and eafy flow,
Warm’d with that true Idalian fire
That gives the bright and chearful glow.

Icon’d each line with joyous care,

As I can fuch from fun to fun ;

“And like the glutton o’er his fare
Delicious, thought them too foon done.
Vou. IL N -

The



578 o Willism Semervile, E[qy

The witty {mile, nature and art,
In all your numbers fo combine,
As to complete their juft defert,
And grace them with uncommon fhine.

Delighted we your mufe regard,

When fhe like Pindar’s fpreads-her wings;.
And virtue being its own reward,

Exprefles by the Siffer Springs.

Emotions tender croud the mind,
When with the royal bard you go,
To figh in notes divinely kind,
The mighty faln on mount Gilbo:

Much furely was the virgin's joy,
Who with the Zliad had your lays ;

For e’er, and fince the fiege of Troy,
We all delight in love and praife.

"Thefe heaven-born paffions, fuch defire,-
I never yet cou’d think a crime;

But firft-rate virtues which infpire
The foul to reach at the fublime:

But often men miftake the way,
And pump for fame by empty boaft;.
Like your gilt 45, who ftood to bray, .
Till in aflame his tail he loft.

Him th’ incurious bencher hits, )
With his own tale, fo right and clean,
"That while I read, ftreams gufh, by fits

. Of hearty laughter, from my een,

- Ok




T TR e e SSSSE—— W

7 William Somiervile, B/E 1%y

Old Chaucer, bard of vat ingise,
Fontafne and Prior, who have fung

Blyth tales the beft; had they heard thine
On Lob, they’d own’d themfelves out-done.

The plot’s putfu’d with fo much glee,
The two officious Dog and Prieft,
The *Squire opprefs’d, I own, for me; *
I neverheard a better jeft. '

Pope well defcrib’d an Ombre Game,
And King revenging Captive Queen s

He merits; but had won more fame, .
If author of your Boawling-green.

You paint your parties, play each bewl;
So natural, juft, and with fach eale;
That while I read, upon my foul !
I wonder how I chance to pleafes

Yet I have pleas’d, and pleafe the beit 5
And fure to me laurels belong,

Since Briti/b fair, and *mongft the beft,
Somervile’s confort liltes my fong.

Ravifh’d I heard th’ harmonious fair
Sing, like a dweller of the ky,

My verfes with a Scotiamair;
Then faints were not fo bleft as I.

In her the valu’d charms unite 3
She really is what all would feem,
Gracefully handfonse, wife and fweet:: -
*Tis merit to have lier effeem. -
N2 . Your



180 7¢ William Somervile, Efgs

Your noble kinfman her lov’d mate, E
Whofe worth claims all the world refpeét,

Met in her love a fmiling fate,
Which has, and muft have good effe.

You both from one great lineage fpring,
Both from de Somervile, who came
With William, England’s conquering king,
To winp fair plains, and lakting fame.
Whicknour he left to’s eldeft fon,
The firft-born chief you reprefent :
His fecond came to Caledon,
From whom our Somer’/e takes defcent.

On him and you may fate beftow
Sweet balmy health and cheerful fire, _
Aslong’s ye’d wifh to live below,
Still bleft with all you wou’d defire.

O Sir! oblige the world, and fpread
In print * thofe and your other lays;
This be better’d while they read,
And after-ages found your praife.

J cov’d enlarge——>but if I thow’d
On what you've wrote, my Ode wou’d run
‘Too great a length——your thoughts fo croud,
To note them all, I'd ne’er have done.

Ac‘evegf)this offering of a mufe,

on her Pi&laxd hills ne’er tires ;

Nor fhov’d t%wlnm worth invites) refufe
To fing the perfon the admires.

® Sinte the writing of this Ode, Mr, Somervilc's poems
are prigted by Mr, Lintotiaxa 8vovol.

An
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An Epiftle fromn Mr. SOMERVILE, -

E AR fair dwoxa’s filver tide,

Whofe waves in foft meanders glide,

I read, to the delighted fwains,
Your jocund fongs, and rural ftrains.

Smooth as her ftreams your numbers flow,

Your thoughtsin vary’d beauties fhow,
Like flow’rs that on her borders grow.
While I furvey, with ravifh’d eyes,
This * friendly gift, my valu’d prize,
Where fifter Arts, with charms divine,
in their full bloom and beauty fhine,
Alternately my foul is bleft.

Now I begold my welcome gueft,
*That graceful, that engaging air,

So dear to all the brave and fair.

Nor has th’ ingenious artift thown
His outward lineaments alone,

Bat in th’ expreflive draught defign’d
The nobler beauties of his mind ;
True friendfhip, love, benevolence,
Unftudied wit, and manly fenfe.
Then, as yaqur book, I wander o’er,
And feaft on the delicious ftore,
(Like the laborious bufy bee,

Pleas’d with the fweet variety)

With equal wonder and furprize,

I fee rc‘(!cmbling pertraits nife.

Brave archers march in bright array,
In troops the valgar line the way.

}

* Lord Somervile wa3'pleafed to fead me his own picture,

agd Mr. Ramfay’s works,
Nj

. Here



782 An Epiple from Mr, Somervile,

Here the droll figures flily fneer,

Or coxcombs at full length appear.
‘There woods and lawns, a rural {cene,
And fwains that gambol on the green.
Your pen can a& the pencil’s part
With greater genius, fire and art.

Believe me, bard, no hunted hind
"That pants againft the fouthern wind,
- And feek the fiseam thro’ unknawn ways ;
No matron in her teeming days, o
Eer felt fuch lopgings, fuch defires,
As I to view thofe lofty fpires,
‘Thofe domes, where fair £dina fhrouds
Her tow’ring head amid the clouds.
Butoh! what dangerg interpofc ?
Vales deep with digt, and hills with faows,
Proud winter-floods with rapid force, '
Forbid the pleafing intercourfe. '

Nature has mixt with lefs allay,

Might foon find out an eafier way.

Do not fage matrons mount on high,

And fwitch their broom-fticks thro’ the fky ;

Ride poft o’er hills, and wopds, and feas, -

From Thule to th® * Hefperides?

And yet the men of Grefbam own }

But fure we bards, whofe purer clay §

That this and ftranger feats are done,

By a warm fancy’s power alone.

This granted ; why can't youn and I

Stretch forth our wings, and cleave the fky ?
Since our poetick brains, you know, = -
"Than theirs muft more intenfely glow.

* The Scilly Iflands were fo called by the antients, as Mr,
Comien oberys, " T
1



An Epifile from My. Somervile. 183

:Did not the Thebun {wan take wing,
Sublimely foar, and fweetly fing ?
And do not we of humbler vein,
Sometimes attempt a loftier ftrain,
Mount fheer out of the reader’s fight,
Obfcurely loft in clouds and night ?

Then climb your Pegafus with fpeed,
T’ll meet thee on the banks of Taveed -
Not as our fathers did of yore,

To fwell the flood with crimfon gore ;
- Like the Cadmean murd’ring brood,
Each thirfting for-his brother’s blood.
For now all hottile rage fhall ceafe ;
Lull’d in the downy arms of peace,
Our honeft hands and hearts fhall join,
©’er jovial banquets, fparkling wine.
Let Peggy at thy elbow wait,

And I fhall bring my bonny Kate.
‘But hold ah! take a fpecial care,
T’ admit no prying Kirkman there ;

1 dread the Penitential Chair.

What a firange figare fhou’d I make,
A poor abandon’d Englifb rake ;

A {quire well-born, and fix foot high,
Perch’d in that facred pillory ?

Let fpleen and zeal be banifh’d thence,
And troublefome impertinence,

That tells his ftory o’er again:
Ill-manners and his faucy train,

And felf-conceit, and ftiff-rumpt pride,
"That grin at all the world befide ;
Foul {candal, with a load of lies,
JAntrigues, rencounters, prodigies ;

4

Fame’s




184 Ar Epifle from Mr. Somervile.

Fame’s bufy hawker, light as air,

‘That feeds on frailties of the fair;

Envy, hypocrify, deceit,

Fierce party-rage, and warm debate ;

And all the hell-hounds that are foes

To friendfhip, and the world’s repofe.

But mirth inftead, and dimpling imiles,

And wit, that gloomy care beguiles ;

And joke, and pun, and merry tale,

And toafts, that round the table fajl ;

While laughter, burfling thro’ the crowd

In vollies, tells our joys aloud, :
Hark ! the fhrill piper moynts on high,

The woods, the ftreams, the rocks reply,

To his far-founding melody.

Behold each lab’ring fqueeze prepare

Supplies of modulated air.

Ob!grve Croudero’s altive bow,

His head ftill nodding to and fro,

His eyes, his cheeks with raptures glow,

See, fee the bathful nymphs adyance,

To lead the regulatc«ﬁl!moe 3
Flying ftill, the fwains purfuing,
Yet with backward glances wooing.
'This, this fhall be the joyous fcene ;
Nor wanton elves that fkim the green
Shall be fo bleft, fo blyth, fo gay,
Or lefs regard what dotards fay.
My Rofe thall then your Thiftle greet,
The Unioa fhall he more compleat ;
And, in a bpttle and a friend,

Each national difpute fhall end,

AzfRuer
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Anfwer to the above Epifile from WiLLIAM
SOMERVILE, Efg; of Warwickthire.

IR, I had your’s, and own my pleafure,
On the receit, exceeded meafure,

You write with {fo much fpirit and glee,
Sae fmooth, fac ftrong, corret anf free ;
That any he (by you allow’d
To have fome merit) may be proud.
If that’s my fault, bear you the blame,
Wha've lent me fic a lift to fame.
Your ain tours high, and widens far,
Bright glancing like a firft-rate ftar,
Anﬁ all the world beftow due praife
On the Colle&ion of your lays ;
Where various arts and turns combine,
Which even in parts firlt poets fhine:
Like Mat and Swift ye fing with eafe,
And can be Waller when you pleafe. .
Continue, fir, and fhame the crew :
That's plagu’d with having nought to do,
Who fortune in a merry mood
Has overcharg’d with gentle blood,
But has deny'd a genius fit
For aion or afpin'ng wit 3
Such kenna how ¢’ employ their time,
And think a&ivity a crime :
Aught they to either do, or fay,
Or walk, or write, or read, or pray !
When money, their Fafotum’s able
To furnifh them a numerous rabble,

Who



186 Anfwer to Mr. Somervile’s Epiftle.,

Who will, for daily drink and wages,
Be chair-men, chaplains, clerks, and pages :
Could they, like you, employ their hours
In planting thefe delightful flowers,
Which carpet the poetick fields,

And lafting funds of pleafure yields ;
Nae mair ﬁxcy'd gaunt and gove away,
Or fleep or loiter-out the day,

Or wafte the night damning their fauls
In deep debauch, and ba%y brawls :
Whence pox and poverty proceed

An early eild, and fpirits dead.

Reverfe of you ;—and him you love,
Whofe brighter fpirit tours above

The mob of thoughtlefs lords and beaus,
Who in his ilka a¢tions fhows

True friendfbip, love, beneolence,
Unfludy'd «wit, and manly Jenfe.

Allow here what you've faid your fell,
Nought can b’ expreft fo juft and well :
‘To him and her, worthy his love,

And cvery blefling from above,

A fon is given, Gob fave the boy,

For theirs and every Som’ril’s joy.

Ye wardins, round him take your place,
-And raife him with each manly grace:;
Make his Meridian vertues thine,

To add freth luftres to his line :

And many may the mother fee

"Of fuch a lovely progeny.

Nor, fir, when Bcreas nae mair.thuds
- Hail, fnaw and fleet, frae blacken’d clouds ;
‘While Caledonia’s hills are green,
And a’ her Straths delight the een ;
While



Anfwer to Mr. Somervile’s Epifile.

. While ilka flower with fragrance blows,
. And a’ the year its beauty fhows ;

! Before again the winiter lour,

What hinders then your northern tour ?
Be fure of welcome : nor believe
Thefe wha an ill report would give

To Ed’nburgh and the land of cakes,
That nought what’s neceffary lacks.
Here plenty’s goddefs frae her horn
Pours fith and cattle, claith and corn,

In blyth abundance ;——and yet mair,
Our men are brave, our ladies fair.
Nor will North Britain yield for fouth
Of ilka thing, and fellows couth,

To ony but her fiter Soutb,

True, rugged roads are curfed driegh,
And fpeats att roar frae mountains hiegh-:
The body tires,—poor tottering clay,
And likes with eafe at hame to flay ;
While fauls firide warlds at ilka ftend,
And can their widening views extend.
Mine fees you, while you chearfu’ roam
On fweet Awona’s flow’ry howm,
There recolle@ing, with full view,
Thefe follies which mankind purfue ;
While, confcious-of fuperior merit,

You rife with a corretting fpirit ;
And, as an agent of the gods,

Lafth them with fharp fatyrick rods :
Labour divine !'—Next, for a change,
O’er hill and dale I fee you range
After the fox or whidding hare,
Confirming health in pureft air ;

187
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While



188 Reafons for not anfweriug the Scribblers.

While joy frae heights and dales refounds,
Rais’d by the Hola, Horn and Hounds :
Fatigu’d, yet pleas’d, the chace out-run,

I fee the !{'iend, and fetting fun,

Invite you to the temp’rate bicquor,
Which makes the blood and wit flow quicker.
The clock firikes twelve, to reft you bound,
"To fave your health by fleeping found.
Thus with cool head and healfome breaft
You fee new day ftream frae the eaft :

Then all the mufes round you thine,
Infpiring every thought divine ;

Be long their aid—Your years and bleflés,
Your fervant 4/lun Ramfay withes.

REAsoNs for not anfwering the Hackney
Scribblers, my obfcure Enemies.

THE $ E to my blyth indulgent friends ;
Dull faes nought at my hand deferve:
‘To pump an anfwer’s a’ their ends ;
But not ae line, if they thou'd ftarve.

Wha e’er fhall with a midding fight,
Of vi&tory will be beguil’d ;

Dealers in dirt will be to dight,
Fa’ they aboon or ’neath, they’re fil’d.

It helps my charaQer to hecz,
When I'm the butt of creeping tools ;
The warld, by their daft medley, fees,
That I’ve nae enemies but fools;
But
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But fae it has been, and will be,
While real poets rife to fame,
Sic poor Macflecknos will let fiee
Their venom, and ftill mifs their aim.

Should ane like Yoang or Somer’le write,
Some canker’d coof can fay *tis wrang ;

On Pope fic mungrels fhaw’d their fpite ; -
And fhot at 4ddifon their flang.

But well dear Spec the fecklefs affes
To wieft infe@s even’d and painted,
Sic as by magnifying glaffes
Are only kend when throu’ them tented.

The blundering fellows ne’er foryet,
About my tade to f—— their fancies,

As if, forfooth, I wad look blate :
And what my honour maift advances,

Auld Homer fang for’s daily bread ;

. Surprizing Shakefpear fin’d the wool ;

Great Virgil creels and batkets made;
And famous Ben employ’d the trowel :

Yet Dorfet, Launfdoavn, Lauderdale,
Bucks, Stirling, and the fon of Angus,

Even monarchs, and of men the wale,
Were proud to be inrow’d amang us.

Then, hackneys, write *till ye gae wood,
Drudge for the hawkers day and night ;

Your malice cannot move my mood,
And equally your praife I flighte,
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I've gotten mair of fame than’s due,
Which is fecur'd amang the beft ;
And fhou’d I tent the like of you,
A little faul waid be confeft.. . -

Nae maftive minds 2 yamphing cif 3
A craig defies a frothy wave s

Nor will a Jyon raife his fur,
Altho’ a monkey mifbehave.

Nam Jatis-¢ equitem mibi plaudere.

AL

ToMr.DonaLpoMacewew, Frvelkr;

at §t. Peterfburgh.

O W far frae hame my friend fecks fame'!

And yet I canna wyte ye,
T’ employ your fire, and fhill afpire
By vertues that delyte ye.

Should fortune lour, ’tis in your power,
If heaven grant bawmy health,

T’ enjoy ilk hour a faul unfowr;
Content’s nae bairn of wealth.

It is the mingd that’s not tonfin’d
“To paffions mean and viley .
That’s never pin’d, while thoughts refin’d
Can gloomy cares beguile.

Then Donald may be e’en as gay
On Ruffia’s diftant fhore,
As onthe 7ay, where Uguebae
He us’d to drink before.
- 8

But
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Bat howfoc’er, hafte, gather gear,.
And fyne pack up your treafure ;
Then to Auld Reekie come, and beek ye,
And clofe your days with pleafure. ’

S

To the fame, on receiving a Prefent from him off
a Seal, Homer’s Head finely cut in Cryfials,
and fet in Gold.

HANKS to my frank ingenious friend ;.
| Your prefent’s moft gentile and kind,.
Baith rich and fhining as your mind ; :
And that immortal laurell’d pow,
Upon the gem fae well defign’d
-And execute, fets me on low.

‘The heavenly fire inflames my breaft,
Whilit I unweary’d am in queft
Of fame, and hope that ages nieft

Will do their highland bard the grace,
Upon their feals to cat his-creft,

And blytheft ftrakes of his fhort face.-

Far lefs great Homer ever thought

(When he, harmonious beggar! fought

His bread throu’ Greece) he thould be brought'
Frae Ru/fia’s thore by Captain * Hugh,

'Fo Pittland plains, fae finely wrought
On precious ftone, and fet by you.

® Capt. Hugh Eccles, mafter of a fine merchagt-fhip, which
he loftin the ughappy firg at St, Peicsthorg,
4
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A Ballad on bonny K A T E.

CE A SR, poets, your cunning devifing
Of rhimes that low beauties o’er-rate ;
They all, like the ftars at the rifin
Of Pbharbus, muft yield to fair lgu.

We fing, and we think it our duty
- 'T'o admire the kind bleflings of fate,
That has favour'd the earth with fuch beauty,
As fhines fo divinely in Kate.

In her fmiles, in her features and glances,
The graces fhine forth in full flate,

While the god of love dang’roufly dances
On the neck and white bofom of Kave.

How firaight, how well-turn’d, and gentile, are
Her limps ! and how graceful her gait !

Their hearts made of ftone, or of fteel are,
That are not adarers of Kate. :

But ah | what a fad palpitation
Feels the heart, and how fimple and blate
Mutt he look, almoft dead with vexation,
Whofe love is fixt hopelefs on Kate?

Had I all the charms of Adonis,
And galleons freighted with plate,
As Solomon wife ; 1’d think none is
So worthy of all, as dear Kate.

Ak
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Ah! had fhe for me the fame paflion,
{ ©  I'd tune thelyre early and late ;
The fage’s fong on his Circaffian
Should yield to my fonnets on Kate.

His pleafure each moment fhall blofflom,
Unfading, gets her for his mate ;

He'll grafp every blifs in his bofom,
That’s linked by Hymex to Kate,

Pale envy may raife up falfe ftories,

And hell may promp malice and hate ;
But nothing fhall fully their glories,

Who are fhielded with vertue like Kaze.

‘This name, fay ye, many a lafs has,
And tapply it may raife a debate ;
But fure he as danll as an afs is,
That cannot join Cocbran to Kate.

7o Dr. J. C. who got the foregoing to give to
the young Lady. '

ERE, happy Do&or, take this fonnet, °
H Bear to the Fair the faithful ftrains:
Bow, make a leg, and d'off your bonnet ;

And get a kifs, for llan’s pains.

i For fuch a ravithing reward,

i The Cloud-Compeller’s felf would t-y
To imitate 3 Britib bard,

And bear his ballads from the fky.

Vou. IL. (o] PRO.
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PROLOGUE, before the acting of A v-'
RENZEBE and the DRUMMER, by
the young Gentlemen of the Grammar-School
of Haddington, Auguft 1727, fpoke by Mr,

harles Cockburn, Son to /Cackburn,

E hufh, ye arowd, who prefling round appear
B Only to ftare——— we fpeak to thofe can hear
‘The nervous phrafe, which raifes thoughts more high,
When added action leads them thro” the eye,

‘To paint fair vertue, humours and miftakes,

Is what our fchool with pleafure undertakes,

Thro’ various incidents of life, led on 1

By Dryden, and immortal Addifon :

Thofe ftudy’d men, and knew the various fprings

That mov’d the minds of Coacbmen and of Kings,

Altho’ we’re young—allow no thought fo mean,

‘That any here’s to a& the Harleguin :

Weleave fuch dumb-fhow mimickry to fools,

Beneath the {p'rit of Caledonian Schools.

Learning’s our aim, and all our care, to reach

At elegance and gracefulnefs of fpeech,

And the addrefs, from bafhfulnefs refin’d,

Which hangs a weight upon 4 worthy mind. ;

The Grammar’s good, but pedantry brings dows - !

The gentle Dunce below the fprightly Clozwn. !

Get Jeven jeore werfe of Ovid’s Trift &y Leart, i

To rattle der, elfe I fball make \cu frart,

Cry fnarling Deminies that little ken :

Such may teach parrots, but our * Lg/ly men. !
® Mr. Jobn Lefly, mafter of the fchoo!, a gentleman of

true learning, who, by his excellent method, moft wozthily
fills his place, i
EPLE

3
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EPILOGUE, after the afting of the

DruMMER, fpoke by Mr. Maurice
Cockburn, ansther Son of Colonel Cockburn’s.

UR plays are done—now criticife,and fparenot;
And tho’ you arenot fully pleas’d, wecare not.
We have a reafon on our fide and that is,
Your treat has one good property—-"tis gratis.
We’ve pleas’d ourfelves; and if we: have . good
judges, .

We value ngot a head where nothing fodges.
The generous men of fenfe will kindly praife us,
And, if we make a little fnapper, raife us : :
Such know th’ afpiring foul at manly dawn,
Abhors the fow’r rebuke, and carping thrawin ;
Bat rifes, on the hope of a great name,
Up all the rugged roads that lead to fame.
Our breafts already pant to gain renown
At Senates, Courts, by Arms, or by the Gowns
Or by improvements of Paternal fieldyst
Which never-failing joy and plenty yields ;
Or by decp draughts of the Caflalian {prings,
To foar with Mantuan or Horatian wings.

Heyboys! the day’sour ain! the Ladies fmile !
Which over-recompenfes all our toil !
Delights of mankind, tho’ in fome Jmall Parts
We are deficient, yet our wills and hearts
Are your's; and, when more perfe&, fhall
endeavour,
By acting better, to fecure your favour :
02 To
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‘To fpinnets then retire, and play a few tunes,
*Till we get thro’ our Gregories and Neavtons 3

And, fome years hence, we’ll tell another tale 3
*Till then, ye bonny blooming buds,—fareweil.

PROLOGUE fpoken by Mr. Anthony
Afton, the fir Night be aiied in Winter
1726.

9 IS I,—dear Caledonians, blythfome Tony,
That oft, laft winter, pleas’d the brave and
. bonny

With medley, merry fong, and comick fcene 5

Your kindnefs zben has brought me here again :

After a circuit round the queen of ifles,

‘To gain your friendfhip and approving fmiles,

Experience bids me hope ;—tho’ fouth the Taveed .

The daftards faid, ¢ He never will fucceed :

¢ What! fuch a country look for any good in !

¢ That does not relith plays,~——nor pork,——nor
¢ pudding '

‘Thus great Co/umbus, by an idiot crew,

Was nidicul’d, at firft, for his juft view ;

Yet his undaunted fpirit ne'er gave ground,

’Till he a new and detter world had found. :

So I——laugh on—the fimile is bold ;

But faith *tis juft: for ’till this body’s cold,

Columbus like, I'll Puih for fame and gold.




(197)

A CHARACTER,

OF judgment juft, and fancy clear,
Induftrious, yet not avaritious ;

No flave to groundlefs hope and fear,
Chearful, yet hating to be vitious.

From envy free, tho’ prais’d not vain,
Ne'er afting without honour’s warrant;
Still equal, generous and humane,
As hufband, mafter, friend and parent.

So modeft, as fcarce to be known

By glaring, proud, conceited affes,
Whofe little fpirits aften frown

On fuch as their lefs worth farpafles.

Ye'll own he’s a deferving man, ..
That in thefe out-lines ftand before ye;
And trowth the pi&ure I have drawn, -
Is very like my friend *

® The Charater, tho’ true, has fomething in it fo great,
that my too modeft friend will not allow me to fet his name
to it. But this, and fome few other wants, fhal] be made out

afterwards from my regifter of fupplies.

Q3 Ode
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Ode to' ALEXANDER MuRRAY,
Brughton, Efg; on his Marriage with Lady
EveHEMIA, Daughter to the Right
Hon. the Earl of Galloway.

2 IS conquering love alone can move
T The beft to all that's great;
It fweetly binds two-equal minds,
And makes a happy flate,.
When fuch as Murray, of a temper even,
And honour’d warth, regeivesa mate from heaven.

oy to you, Sir, and joy to her,
J Whoyfe fofter dlar'zz can footh,
With fmiling pow’r, a fullen houn,
And make your life flow fmooth.
Man’s but unfinifh’d, ’tll by Hymen’s ties
His fweeter half lock’d in his bofom: lies.

The general voice approve your choia,
Their fentiments- agree, .
With fame allow’d, that fhe’s a good
Branelt fprung from a riglit tree.
Long may the graces of her mind delight
Your foul, and Tong her beauties blefs your fight: *

May the bright guard, who love reward, -
With man recoyn’d again, -
_In offspring fair make her their care,
In hours of joyful pain:
And may my PaTron healthful five to fee,
By her a brave and bonny progeny.
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Let youthfl fwains who *tend your plains,
Touch the tun'd réed, and fing,
‘While maids advance in fprightly dance,
All in the roral ring ; N
And with the My/z thank the immortal powers,
Placing with joy Esplesia’s name with your’s,

Ode to the Memory of Mrs. For BES,
Lady Newhall,

| H life! thou fhort uncertain blaze,

| Scarce worthy to be wili’d, or lev'd;
> ‘When by ftri& death, fo many ways,

" So{oon the fweetelt are remov’d,

" In prime of life and lovely glow,
| 'Fhe dear Bructna'muft fubniits
Nor could ward off the fatal blow,
With every beauty, grace and wit.

" If outward charms, and temper fweet,
The chearful fmile, and thought fublime, -
Could have preferv’d, fhe ne’er had met
A change, 'till death had funk with time.

- Her foul glanc’d withi each heavenly ray,
Her form with all thefe beauties fair,

. For which young brides and mothers pray,
And with for to their infant care.

Sow’r fpleen or anger, paffion rude,
Thefe oppofites to peace and heaven,
Ne'er pal'd her cheek, or fid her blood ;

Her mind was ever calm and even.
O 4 . Come,
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Come, fairet nymphs, and gentle fwains,
Give loofe to tears of tender love ;

Strow fragrant flowers on her remains,
While ﬁghing round her grave you move.

In mournful notes your pain exprefs,
While with refle&tion you run o'r,

How excellent, how good fhe was ¢
She was! alas! but is no more!

Yet pioufly corre& your moan,
And raife religious thoughts on high,
After her fpotlefs foul, that’s gone

" 'To joys that ne’er can fade or die.

On a Slate's falling from a Houfe on Mrs.
N{. M k’s Breqﬂ.f {

1

AS Venus angry, and in fpite
W Allow’d that ftane to fa’,

Imagining thefe breafts fo white
Contain’d a heart of fnaw ?

Was her wing’d Son fae cankert fet
To woundg her lovely tkin,

Becaufe his arrows could not get
A paflage farder in ?

No: She is to love’s goddefs dear,
Her {miling boy’s delight——
It was fome hag that doughtna bear
§ic charms to vex her fight.
Some
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Some filly fow’r pretending faint,
In heart an imp of

Whafe hale religion lies in cant,
Her vertue in wrang zeal;

She threw the ftane, and ettled death :
But watching Zylpbs flew round,
To guard dear Madie from all fkaith,

And quickly cur’d the wound.,

To my kind and worthy Friends in Ireland,
who, on a Report of my Death, made and
publifbed feveral Elegies Liyrick and Paftoral,
very much to'my Honour.

SIghing thepherds of Hibersia,

Thank ye for your kind concern a°,
When a faufe report, beguiling,

Provd a dra\vv-bad:l (::ayfour fmiling ;
Dight your ecen, an e your grieving,
All%m’syhalc, and well, and);iving, g
Singing, laughing, fleeping foundly,
Cowing beef, an drinEin roundly 3
Drinking roundly Rxm and Claret,

Ale and Ufquac, Kumpers fair out,
Sugernnadum but fpilling,

The leatt diamond * drawing, filling ;
Sowﬁng fonnets on the lafles,

Hounding fatires at the affes;

® Bee Note Vo, I, p. 18,
Smiling
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Smiling at the furly criticks,

And the pack-horfe of politicks ;

Painting meadows, fchaws and mountains,
Crooking burns and flowing fountains ;
Flowing fountains, where ilk gowan, .
Grows about the borders glowan,
Smelling fweetly, and inviting

Poets lays, and lovers meeting ;

Meeting kind to niffer kiffes,

Bargaining for bettet bliffes.

" Hills in dreary dumps now lying,
And ye Zepbyrs fwiftly flying, 8
And ye rivers gently turning, .
And ye PBionellas taourning,

Agd y¢ dbuble fighirig ecchoesy

Ceafe your fobing, tears, and hey ho’s {
Banith a’ your care and grieving,
Allaw’s hale, and well, and living,. N
Early up on orning’s flining,

Ilka fancy warm refining,

Giving ilka verfe a burnith

‘That maun Second Volume furnith,

To bring in frae lord and lady

Meikle fame and-part of Ready ;
Splendid thing of conftant motion,
Fifh’d for in the fouthern ocean ;

Prop of gentry, nerve of battles,

Prize for which the gamefter rattles
Belzie’s banes, deceitfl’, kittle,
Riﬂfng a’ to gain a little.

Pleafing Philip’s tunefu’ tickle,
Pbhilomel, and kind Arbuckle + '

Singers
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Singers fweet, baith lads and lafles,

Tuning pipes on hill Parnaffas
Allan kindly to you withes \
Lafting life, and rewth of blifles ;

And that ye may, when furrender
Sauls to heaven, in number tender

. Give 2’ your fames a happy heezy,
| And gratd’ully immortalize ye. i

P
G
' .

.";

THE
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GENTLE SHEPHERD,

A

Paftoral Comedy.

Infcrib’d to the Right Honourable
SUSANNA Countefs of EcLINTOUN.

Mabpaun,

S
HE love of approbation, amd a defire to pleafe
the befl, hawe ever enconraped the Poets ts
Sinifh their defigns avith cheaxfulnefs. But confeious of
their own inability to oppofe a flarm of [pleen and
haughty ill-nature, it is generally qn ingenions cufiom
among(t them to chufe fome honourable foade.
Whercfore I beg leave to put my Paftoral under
Ladythip’s protection.  If my Patronefs fays tbe S‘{:;-’
herds fpeak as they ought, and that there ave feweral
watural flowers that beantify the raral wild ; I foall
bave good reafon to think myifelf fofe from the avke
avard cenfure of Jfome pretending judges that condemn
before examination.
1 am fure of vaft numbers that awill croud into your
Ladythip's ofigion, and think it their honour to agree
in

!
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dn their femtiments with the Countefs of Eglintoun,
.awbsfe penctration, [operior wity and found judgment,
Pines swith as uncommon lufire, awbile accompanied
with the div.ner charms- of gooduefs and equality of
mind, .

. Ifit were mot for offending only your Ladyfhip,
bere, Madam, I might give the fullef liberty to my
mufe to delimeate the finefl of women, by drawing your
Ladythip’s charaéter, and be in no bazard of being

i deemed a flatterer; fince flatt.ry lies mot in paying
" awbat's due to merit, but in praifes mi/placed.

Were I 1o begin avith your Ladythip’s bonourable
birth and alliance, the feld's ample, and prefents us
with numberlefs great and good patriots, that bave
dignified the names of KENNEDY and MonTGo-
MERY : be that the care of the berald and biflorian.
*Tis perfonal merit, and the beavenly fweetnefs of the
Fair, that infyire the tuncful lays. Here every Lefbia
muft be excepted, awbofe tongues giwe liberty to the
Saves, awbkich their eyes bhad made captives. Such

- may be flatter'd; but your Ladythip juftly claims our
admiration and profoundeff refped : for whilft you
are poffeft of every outward charm in the moff per-
Jfe&t degree, the never-fading beauties of wifdom and
plety, awkich adorn your Ladyfhip’s #ind, command
devotion,

Al this is very true, cries one of better fenfe than

' gord-nature : but achat occafton bave you to tell us
\ the fun fbines, awben awe bave the ufe of our eyes, and

JSeel bis influence >~Very true 3 but I have the liberty
to ufe the Poet’s privilege, awhich is, To ff what
every body thinks. Indeed there might be fime

, Sirengih
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Sromgth in the refleBion, if the Idalian regiffiers wvere -
as Bt duration as’life; but the bard, awbo fond- |
ly bopes immortality, bas a certaiz praife-worthy |
plesfure in communicating fo poflevity the fame of |
diftinguifbed Charaers. I avrite this laff fen- |
tence with a band that trembles betaveen bope and
Sear: but if 1 foall prove fo bappy as 10 pleafe your
Ladyfhip in the following attempt, then oll my doubts
vany ke a morning vapour ; I fall bope to
be claffed with Taflo and Guarimi, end fing with
Ovid,

If ’tis allow’d m:oet:tndivine,
One half of round eternity is mine.

MADAM, ‘
Your Ladubip's moft obedient,

ard moft devoted Servant,

ALLAN RAMSAY. .

- 0
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To the Countefs of EcL 1N Tov N, with the
JSollowing Pafteral. :

Ccept, O Eglintoun ! the rural lays,
A That, bound to thee, thy poct humbly pays :
The mufe, that oft has rais’d her tuneful firains;
A frequent gueft on Seotia’s blefsful plains,

“That oft has fung, her lif’ning youth to move,

The charms of beauty, and the force of love,
Once more refumes the flill fuccefsful lay,
Delighted, thro’ the verdant meads to ftray.

O! come, invok’d, and pleas’d, with her repair
To breathe the balmy fweets of purer air,

In the cool evening negligently laid,

Or near the fiream, or in the rural fhade,
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear’tt, approve
The Gentle Shepherd’s tender tale of love.

Infiru&ted from thefe fcenes, what glowing fires
Inflame the breaft that real love infpires ! ’
The fair fhall read of ardors, fighs and tears,

All that a lover hopes, and all he fears.

Hence too, what paffions in his bofom rife !

What dawning gladnefs {parkles in his eyes !
When firft the Fair One, pitious of his fate,
Kind of her {corn, and vanquifh’d of her hate,
With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, «
And blufhing beautcous fmiles the kind confent !
Love’s paffion here in each extreme is fhown,

In Charlet’s fmile, or in Maria’s f‘ro\wn. R

With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage,
Love courted beauty in a golden age, »

ure
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Pure and untaught, fuch nature firft infpir'd,
Ere yet the Fair affe@ted phrafe defir’d.

His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art,
His words ne’er knew to differ from his heart.
He fpeaks his loves fo artlefs and fincere,

As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear.

Heaven only to the Rural State beftows
Conquetft o’er life, and freedom from its woes.;
Secure alike from envy and from care, )
Nor rais’d by hope, nor yet deprefs’d by fear:
Nor want’s lean hand its happinefs conftrains,
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains.

No fecret guilt its fiedfaft peace deftroys,

No wild ambition interrupts its joys.

Bleft ftill to fpend the hours that heav'n has lent,
In humble goodnefs, and in calm content.
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll,

Sinlefs and pure, in fair Humeia’s foul.

But now the Rural State thefe joys has loft; -
Even fwains no more that innocence can boaft.
Love fpeaks no more what beauty may believe,
Prone to betray, and praétis’d to deceive.

Now Happine/s forfakes her bleft retreat,

The peaceful dwellings wheze fhe fix’d her feat.
The pleafing fields the wont of old to grace,
Companion to an upright fober race ;

Whea on the funny hill, or verdant plain,
Free and familiar with the fons of men,

To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft,
She uninvited came a welcome gueft:

Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious art3,
Brib’d from their innocence incautious hearts ;
‘Then grudging hate, and finful pride fucceed,

Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ; :
) ‘Thea
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Then dowrlefs beauty loft the power to move ;
‘The ruft of lucre ftain’d the gold of love.
Bounteous no more, and hofpitably good,

The genial hearth firft blufh’d with ftrangers blood :
The friend no more upon the friend relies,
And femblant falthood puts on truth’s difguife,
The peaceful houthold fill’d with dire alarms,
The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms ;
The voice of impious mirth is heard around ;
In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown’d :
Unpunifh'd violence lords it o’er the plains,
And Happinefs forfakes the guilty fwains.

O Haspine/s! from human fearch retird, .
‘Where art thou to be found by all defird ?
Nun fober and devout! why art thou fled,
‘To hide in fhades thy meek contented head !
Virgin, of afpe@ mild ! ah why, unkind,
Fly’tt thou, difpleas’d, the commerce of mankind ?
O! teach our fteps to find the fecret cell, :
Where, with thy fire Content, thou lov’it to dwell.
Or fay, do’ft thou a duteous handmaid wait
Familiar at the chambers of the great ?
Do’ft thou purfue the voice of them that call
To noify revel, and to midnightball ?
Or the full banquet when we feaft our foul,
Do’it thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl ?
Or, with th’ induftrious planter, do’ft thou talk,
Converfing freely in an evening walk ?
Say, does the mifer €’er thy face behold,
W..tchfut and ftudious of the treafur'd gold ?
Secks Kncavledge, not in vain, thy much-lov’d pow'r,
Still mufing filent at the morning hour ?
May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarms,
In'Stair’s wifdom, or in Er/# ne’s charms.

Var. IL. P In
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In vain our flatt’ring hopes our freps beguile,.
The flying good eludes the fzarcher’s toil :
In vain we feek the city or the cell,
Alone with virtue knows the pow’r to dwell.
Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know,
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow.
Soon, foon we might the precious biefling boatt ;
But many paffions muft the blefling cofi :
Inferval malice, inly pining hate,
And envy, grieving at another’s ftate.
Revenge no more muit in our hearts remain,
Or burning luft, or avarice of gain.
‘When thefe are in-the human bofom nurft,
Can peace refide in dwellings fo accurft ?
Unlike, O Eglintoun ! thy happy breaft,
Calm and-ferene, enjoys the heavenly gueft ;-
From the tumultuous rule of paffions freed,
Pure in thy thought, and fpotlcfs in thy deed.
In virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin’d,
Thiou fhin’ft a fair example to thy kind ;
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour’s name,
How fwift to praife, how guiltlefs to defame ¢
Bold in thy prefence Bafbfulnefs appears,
And backward #/erit lofes all its fears.
Supremely bleft by heav’n, heav’n’s richeft grace,
Confett is tHine, an early blooming race ;
Whofe pleafing fmiles fhall guardian wifdom arm,
Divine inftru@tion! taught of thee to charm.
Whattran{ports fhall they to thy foul impart,
(The confcious tranfports of a parent’s heart)
‘When thou behceldft them of each grace pofleft,
And fighing youths imploring to be bleft ;
After thy image form’d, with charms like thine,:
Or in the vifit, or the dance te fhine 2

Thrige
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Thrice-happy! who fucceed their mother’s praife,
The lovely Eglintouns of other days. )

Mean while perufe the following tender fcenes,
And liften to thy native poet’s ftrains.
In ancient garb the home-bred mufe appears,
The garb our mufes wore in former years ;
As in a glafs refle®ed, here behold \
How fmiling goodnefs look’d in days of old.
Nor bluth to read where beauty’s praife is thown,
Or virtuous love, the likenefs of thy own; .
While *midft the various gifts that gracious heaven
To thee, in whom it is well pleas’d, has given,
Let this, O Eglintoun! delight thee moft,
T’ enjoy that Jamocence the world has loft,

Pz The
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THE

GENTLE SHEPHERD.

ACTI1 SCENE L

PROLOGUE # the SCENE.

Beneath the fouth-fide Zf a craigy bield,
Where criftal fprings the halefome waters yield,
Twa youthfu’ [fbepherds on the gowans lay,
Tenting their flocks ae bomy morn of May.
Poor Roger granes, till hollow echo’s ring 3
But blither Patie likes to laugh and fing.

PATIE and ROGER.
SANG I Tune, The wawking of the fanlds.
Parie. rP is a young thing,
M 7%:""{ in ber teens,

Fair as the day, and fweet as May, '

Fair as the day, and always gay.
> P3 7 My
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P is @ young-shi “
wdua’ Fm not wery av/? ) -
Y}t acell 1 lide to mect ber at

* The wawking of the janld

Pegpy fpeaks fa fweet .
Lfyngngzyr 'zit megalane, b :
1 wif nae mair to la] my care,
1 wifh nae mair of & thar's rare.
My Peggy Sfpeaks Jfae faveetly,
To a' the lave Pm cauld 5
.. Rat fbe gars @ m_y,@:rmglaw :
At wawhking of the fauld.

My Roggy fmiles fus hindly,
Whene'er 1 awbi j}er love,
That I look dewn on.d’ the tows,
Ttat I look down upon a crown.
My Peggy [miles fpz kindly,
It makes me Hyth and bagld,
And nathing gi'es me fic delight,
As wawking of the fauld.

My P ngs fae [a
e e
By o théreft it is confefd, -
By @ the refly that fbe fings befh.- .
My Peggy fings s Jafily,
§nd in ber Jangs are
- Wit innocence, the wale of, ﬁnﬁ
’ At waswking of the fauld.

TH IS funny morning, Regcr, chears my bIood

And puts all nature jn a jovial mood,

How hartfom is’t to fee the rifing plants,

“To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleafing rants ?
How

PR B ST TR
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‘How halefom is’t to fuuff the cawler air,
And all the fivects it bears, when void of eare.
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ?
Tell me the cauf: of thy ill-feafon’d pain.
Roger. I’m born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate !
I’m born to firive with hardfhips fad and great.
Tempefts may ceafe to jaw-the rowan fleod,
Carbies and tods to grein for lambkins blood :
Bat I, oppreft with never-ending grief,
Maun ay defpair of lighting on relrf.
Patie. The bees fhall loath the flour, and quit
. the hive,
The faughs on boggie ground fhall ceafe to.thrive,
E’re fcornfu’ queans, or lofs of warldly gear,
Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear,
Roger. Sae might I fay; but it’s no eafy doen
By ane whafe faul is fadly out of tune.
You have fae faft a voice,and {lid a tongue,
You a-e the darling baith of auld and young.
If I but ettle at a fang, or fpeak,
They dit their lugs, fyne pp their leglens cleek,
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, -
While P’m confus’d with mony a vexing thought :
Yet I am tall, and as well-built as thee,
Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s eye.
For ilka fhecp ye have, I'll number ten,
And thould, as ane may think, come farer ben.
Patie. But ablins, nibour, ye have not a heart,
And downa eithly wi’ your cunzie part : )
Jf that be true, what fignifies your gear ?
A mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome care.
Roger. My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were
{moor’d,
Three elf-fhot were, yet I thefe ills endur'd :
Tn winter lait my cares were very fma’,

Tho’ feores of wathers perifh’d in the fnaw.
P4 Pati
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Patie. Were your bien rooms as thinly flock’d as
mine, .
Lefs you wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine.
He that has juft enough cand foundly fleep:
The o’ercome only fathes fowk to keep.

Roger, May plenty flow upon thee g)r a crofs,
That thou may’ft thole the pangs of moi.y alofs :
O may’ft thou doat on fome fair paughty wench,
That ne’er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench :
>Till bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool !
And awn that ane may fret that is nac fool.

Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I fauld them ilka cute
At the Wefi-port, and bought a winfome flute,

Of plum-tree made, with 1v’ry virles round ;
A fainty whitle, with a pleafant found :

T’ll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry dool!
Than you with all your cath, ye dowie fool.

Roger. Na, Patie,na! I’'m na fic churlifh beaft,
Some other thing lyes heavier at my breaft:

I dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night,
‘That gars my fleth 2’ creep yet with the fright.

Patie. Now, toa friend, Zow filly’s this pretence
‘To ane wha you and 2’ your fecrets kens.

- Daft are your dreams, and daftly wad ye hide
Your well-feen love, and dorty 7enny’s pride :
‘Take courage, Roger, me your forrows tell,

And fafely think nane kens them but your fell.

Roger. Indeed now, Patiz, ye have guefs’d o'er

true,
And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you.
Medorty Feany looks u nea?;uint H

To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint :

In itka place fhe jeers me air and late,

And gars me look bombaz’d, and unko blate :
But yeflerday I met her yont a know,

She fiéd as gac a thelly-coated kow.

. She
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She Bazldy looes, Baul ’y that drives the car,
But gecks at me, and fays I fmell of tar.
Patie. But Bauldy looes not her, right well I wat,
He fighs for Neps ;—fae that may ftand for that.
Roger. 1 with | cou’dna loo her—baut in vain,
I ftill maun doat, and thole her proud difdain.
My Baawty is a cur [ dearly like,
*Till he yow!'d fair the ftrak the poor dumb tyke :
If I had £ilI’d a nook within her breatt,

. She wad have fhawn mair kindnefs to my beaft,

When I begin to tune my ftock and horn,
With a’ her face fhe thaws a caulrife fcorn.
Laft night I play’d, ye never heard fic fpite;;
O’er Bogie was the fpring, and her delyte :
Yet tauntingly fhe at her cufin {pear’d,
Gif fhe could tell what tune I play*d, and fneer’d.
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care,
P’ll break my reed, and never. whiftle mair.
Patie. E’en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck ?
Saebeins fhe be fic a thrawn-gabit chuck,
Yonder’s a craig, fince ye have tint all hope,
Gas= till’t your ways, and take the lover’s lowp
Roger. I needna mack fic fpeed my blood to fpill,
I'll watrant death come foon enough a-will,
Patie. Daft gowk! leave off that filly whinging
way 3
Seem carelZfs, there’s my hand ye’ll win the day.
Hear how [ ferv’d my lafs | love as weel
As ye do Fenny, and with heart as leel.
Laft morning I was gay and early out,
Upon a dyke Ilean’d, glowring about,
I faw my Meg come linkan o’er the lee ;
I faw my Mrg, but Peggy faw na me:
For yet the fun was wading thro’ the migt,
Aund fhe was clofe upon me c'er the witt. -
er
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Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly thaw

Her ftraight bare legs that whiter were than fnaw.
Her cockernony fnooded up fou fleek,

Her haffet-locks hang waving on her cheek ;

Her cheeks fae ruddy, and her eyen fae clear ;
And O! her mouth’s like ony hinny pear.

Neat, neat fhe was, in buftine waiftcoat clean,

As fhe came fkiffing o’er the dewy green :
Blythfome, I cry’d, my bony Meg come here,

4 terly wherefore ye're fo foon afteer?

But I can guefs, ye’re gawn to gather dew :

She feour’d awa’, and faid, W hat’s that te yeu ?
Then fare ye weel, Meg-Dorts,and e’en’s ye like,
I carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the dyke.

1 trow, when that fhe {aw, within a crack,

She came with aright thievelefs errand back :
Mifcaw’d me firft—than band me hound my dog,
“To wear up three waff ews ftray’d on the bog.-

I leugh ; and fac did fhe; then with great hafte
Iclafp’d my arms about her neck and waift ;
About her yielding waift, and took a fouth

Of {wecteft kiffes trae her glowing mouth.
‘While hard and faft I held herin my grips,

My very faul came lowping to my lips.

:Sarr, fair the flet wi’ me tween ilka {mack,

Buat weel | kend fhe meant naeas the fpak.

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom,
Do ye fac too, and never fath your thumb.

‘Seem to forfake her, foon fhe’ll change her mood :
sGae woo anither, and th’ll gang clean wood.

SANG
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'SANG II. Tane, Fy gar rub her o’er with Strae. -

Dear Roger, if yoxr Jenny geck,
And anfwer kindnefs awith a flight,
Seern uncancern’d at ber negle,
For women in a man delight :
But thém defpife who're foon defeat,
And with a fimple face give away
To a repulfe——then be not blate,
Pufo bau'dly on, and avin the day.

When maidens, innocently young,
Say aften <whxt they never mean ;
Ne'er mind their pretiy lying tongue ;
But tent the langusge of their een :
If thefe agree, and foe perfift
To anjwer all your l.ve with bate,
Seek elfewbere to be better bleft,
" And let ber figh achen ’tis too lzte,

Roger. Kind Patie, now fair-fa your honeftheart,

Ye’reay fae cadgy, and have fic an art

To hearten ane: For now as clean’s a leek,

Ye’ve cherifh’d me, fince ye began to fpeak.

Sae, for your pains, I’ll make yea propine,

(My mother, reft her faul! fhe made it fine ;)

A tartan plaid, fpun of good hawflock woo,

Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blue :

With {ii,rlainfs like gowd, and filler crofs’d with

ack ;

I never had it yet upon my back. -

Weel are ye wordy o’t, wha have fae kind

Red up my revel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind.
Patie. Weel, hald ye there and fince ye've

frankly made
To me a prefent of your braw new plaid,

My
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My flute’s be your’s, and fhe too that’s fae nice,
Shall come a-will, gif y¢'ll tak my advice. '
Roger. As ye advife, I'll promife to obferv’t ;
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beft deferv't.
Now tak it out, and gie’s a bony fpring ;
For Pm in tift to hear you play and fing.
Patie. But firft we'll take a turn up to the height,
And fee gif all our flocks be feeding right:
Be that time bannock-, and a fhave of checfe
Will makea breakfaft that a laird might pleafe:
Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, were they fac wife
To feafon meat with health, inftead of fpice.
When we have tane the grace-drink at this well,
T'll whiitle fine, and fing Cye like my fell. [Exeunt.

SCENE IIL
PROLOGUE

A fowrie howm beteween twa verdant braes,
Where laffes ufe to wafb and fpread their claiths,
A trotting burnie avimpling throw the gr ound,

Its channel pecbles, flining /mooth and round,

Here wiew tawa barcfoot beauties clean and clear ;
Firfl pleafe your eye, then gratify your ear ;

Wh:le Jenny avhat fie avifbes difcommends,

£nd Meg avich bester fenfe true love definds.

Picey ard JENNY.

Fenny. OME, Meg, let's fa’ to wark upon
this green,

The fhining day will bleach our linen clean;

The water’s clear, the lift unclouded blew,

Will make them like a lily wet with dew,

Peggy.
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|
Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habie’s How,
* Where @° that's fweet 1a {pring and fimmer grow :
' Between twa birks out-o’er a litte lin -
The water fa’s, and makes a fingand din :
A pool breaft-deep, beneath as clear as glafs,
Kiffes with eafy whirls the bordering grafs.

- We’ll end our wathing, while the morning’s cool,

And when the day grows het, we’ll to the pool,
There wath our fells—tis healthfou now in May,

. And {weetly cauler on fae warm a day.

7enn_ry‘:ayDaft laflie, when we're naked, what’ll ye

" Gif ourtwa Herds come brattling down the brae,
. And fee us fae? that jeering fallow, Pate,
~ Wad taunting fay, Haith laffes, ye're no blate,

Peggy. We're far frae ony road, and out of fight

The lads they’re feeding far beyont the height ;

" But tell me now, dear Fenny, we're our-lane,

* What gars ye plague your wooer with difdain ?

The neighbours a’ tent this as well as I,
That Roger 100’s ye, yet ye carena by.
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa,
He's worthy you the beft day €’er ye faw.
Fenny. Idinna like him, Peg y, there’s an end,
A Hera mair fheepith yet I never kend.
He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right fong,
With ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet luz ;
Whilk penfylie he wears a-thought a-jee,
And fpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee.
He faﬁis his owrelay down his breaft with care,
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair;
For a’ that, he can neither fing nor fay,
Except, How &ye? or, fLere’s a bony d.-y.
Pugey. Yedath thelad with conftantflighting pride,
Haued for love is unco fair to bide ; 5
ut
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But ye’ll repent ye, if his lave grow cauld.
What like’s a dorty maiden, when the’s auld ?
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat,
‘That for fome fecklefs whim will orp and greet
The lave Jaugh at it, till the dinner’s patt,

And fyne the fool thing is oblig’d to g(.t,

Or fcart anither’s Jeavings at the laft.

Fy; Fenny, think, and dinna fit your time.

SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the Green.

The dorty awill repent,
If lower’s beart grow cauld,
And nane- ber fmiles awill tent,
Soon as ber face looks auld :

Tbe dawted bairn thus takes the pet,
Nor eats tho’ bunger crawve,
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat,

And’s laught at by the lave.

They jeft it till the dinners paft,
Thus by it fell abus'd, .

Tbe fool thing is oblig’d to faft,
Or cat avbat they've refus'd.

Fenny. I never thought a fingle life a crime.
Peggy. Nor I—but love in whifpers lets us ken,
That men were made for us, and we for men.
Fenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himfel,
For fic a tale I never heard him tell.
He glowrs and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe;
But wha’s oblig’d to fpell his hums and haws ?
Whene’er he likes totell his mind mair plain,
I'fe tell him frackly ne'er to do’t again, .
s - ‘They’re
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They’re fools that flav’ry like, and may be free ;
The chiels may 2’ knit up themfelves for me.
Peggy. Be doing your ways; for me, [ have amind

To beas yielding as my Patie’s kind.

Feuny. Heh, lafs ! how can ye loo that rattle-
: tkul? -

*'A very deel, that ay maun bave his will.

We'll foon hear tell what 2 poor feightan life

.. You twa will lead, fae foon’s ye’re man and wife..
Y

Peggy. I'll rin the rifk, nor have [ ony fear,,

. But rather think ilk langfome day a year,
"Till I with pleafurc mount my bridal-bed,

Where on my Patie’s breaft Pl lean my head.

There he may kifs zs lang as kiffing’s good,

And what we do, there’s nene dare call it rude.

He’s get his will : why no? ’tis good my part

To give him that, an he’ll give me his heart.
Jeny. He may indeed for ten or fifieen days:

Mak meikle o'ye, with an unco fraife,

And daut ye baith afore fowk, and your lane:

But foon as his newfanglenefs is gane,

He’ll look upon you as his tether-fiake,

And think he’s tint his treedom for your fake.

Inftead then of lang days of fweet delyte,

_.Ae.day be dumb, and a’ the neift he’ll flyte =
And may be, in his barlichoods ne’er ftick

To lend his loving wife a loaudering lick.
SANG 1V. 7uxe, O dear mother, what fhall Ido ?

O dear Peggy, love's beguiling,
We ought not to traft brs fmiling ;
Eetter far to do as 1 do,

Lefl a bardsr luck betide you.

Lafis
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Laffes awben their fancy’s carry’d,
Thunk of nought but to be marry’d;
-~ Running to a life deflroys
Hearijgut, free, and youthfi’ joys.
Peggy. Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts as that want pith
to move

My feuP’d mind ; I’'m o'er-far gane in love.
P.tie o me is dearcr than my breath,
But want of him I dread nae other fkaith.
‘There’s nane of 2’ the Herds that tread the green
Has fic a fmile, or fic twa glancing een.
And then he fpeaks with fic a taking art,
His words they thirle like mufick throw my heart,
How blithely can he fport, and gently rave,
And jeft at litcle fears that fright the lave.
11k day that he’s alane upon the hill,
He reads tell books that teach him meikle fkill.
He is——but what need I fay that or this,
Prd chnd a month to tell you what he is!
In 2’ he fays or dooes, there’s fic a gate,
‘The reft feem coofs compar’d with my dear Pate.
His better fenfe w 11 lang his love fecure :
11l-natare heffs in fauls are weak and poor. -

SANG V. Txze, How can 1 be fad on my, &e.

Hoav frall I be fad awken a bufband 1 bae,
Tbat kas better fenfe than any of thae
Scur aveak filly felleavs, that fixdy like fools,
To fink their ain joy, and make their cvicves fnools.
Vbemen axbo is prudent néer ligbilies bis axife,
Or awith cull reproaches encour ages firife
- He praifes ber wirtve, and neer wwill atufe
Her for a fmall failing, but find ar excife.

Fenny. Hey Boxy Lof; of Branif:me, or't be lang,
Your witty Pate will put youin a fang.

5

Q
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O ’tis a pleafant thing to be a bride ;

Syne whindging getts about your ingle-fide,

Yelping for this or that with fatheous din :
To mak them brats then ye maun toil and fpin.
Ae wean fa’s fick, ane feads it fell wi’ broe,
Ane breaks his fhit, anither tines his thoe.
The Deel ga’es o'er John Wabfter : hame grows hell;
When Pate mifcaws ye war than tongue can tell.
Peggy. Yes,it’s a heartfom thing to be a wife,
When round the ingle-edge young fprouts are rife.
Gif I’m fae happy, I fhall have delight
0 hear their littlé plaints, and keep them tight.
Wow, Fenny ! can there greater pleafure be
Than fee fic wee téts tooﬁring at your knee;
When 2’ they ettle at——their greateft wifh,
Is to be made of, and obtain a kifs ?
Can there be toil in tenting day and night
The like of them, when love makes care delight ?

. Femny. But poottith, Peggy, is the warft of 2,
Gif o’er your heads ill-chance fhould begg'ry draw.
There little love or canty cheer can come
Frae duddy doablets, and a pantry toom :

Your nowt may die—the fpate may bear away
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay—
The thick blawn wreaths of fnaw, or blafhy thows,
May {moor your wathers, and may rot your ews.

A dyvcr buys your butter, woo and cheele,

But or the day of payment breaks and flees.

With glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent:
*Tis not to gie ; your merchant’s to the bent.

His honour manna want, he poinds your gear :
Syne driven frae houfe dnd hald, where will ye fteer?
Dear Meg, be wife, and lead a fingle life :

Troth, it’s naz mows to be a married wife.

Vour. I, QL Peggy,
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Peggy. May fic ill-luck befa’ that 4illy the
Wha has fic fears, for that was never me.

Let fowk bode weel, and ftrive to do their beft;
Nae mair’srequir'd ; let heav’n make out the rett.
I’ve heard my honeft uncle aften fay,
That lads fhould 2’ for wives that’s vertuous pray: 4
For the maift thrifty man could never get

- A well-flor’d room, unlefs his wife wad let :
Wherefore nocht fhall be wanting on my part
To gather wealth to raife my thepherd’s heart.
Whatc'er he wins, U'll guide with canny care,
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, }
For halefom, clean, cheap, and fufficient ware.
A flock o’ lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo,
Shall firft be fald to pay the laird his due.
Syne a’ behind’s our ain ;—thus without fear,
With love and rowth we throw thewarld will fteer:
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife,
He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife.

Fenry But whatif fomeyoung gigliton thegreen,
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een,
Shou'd gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg,
And her kend kiffes, hardly worth a feg ?

Peggy. Nae mair of that—Dear Fzrmy, to be free,
There's fome men conftanter in Jove than we :
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind
Has bleft them with folidity of mind.

They’ll reafon caumly, and with kindnefs fmile,
When our fhort paffions wad our peace beguile :
Sae, whenfce’er they flight their maiks at hame,
’T'is ten to ane their wives are maift to blame.
Then 1'l] émploy with pleafure 2’ my art

To keep him chearfu’, and fecure his heart.

At ev’n, when he comes weary frae the hill,

T’ll have a* things made ready to his will 3

In



. A Paftoral Comedy. = 224

In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain, -

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane :

And foon as he flings by his plaid and ftaff,

The feething pot's be ready to tak aff.

Clean hag-a-bag Pl fpread upon his board,

And ferfe him with the beft we can afford. -

. Good-humour and white bigonets fhall be

i Guards to my face, to keep his love for me.
7mé3ddﬁh of married love right foon grows

And dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld.
Peggy. But we’ll graw auld togither, and ne’er find

The lofs of youth, when love grows or the mind.

Bairns and their bairns make fure a firmer tye,

‘Than aughtin love the like of us can fpy.

See yan twa elms that grow up fide by fide;

Suppofe them fome years fyne bridegroom and bride;

Nearer and nearer.ilkayear they’ve preft,, .

I *Till wide their fpreading branches are increas’d,

' And in their mixture now are fully bleft.

| This fhields the other frae the eattlin blaft,

. That in return defends it frae the weft,

Sic as ftand fingle (a ftate fae lik’d by you )]
Beneath ilk florm frae every airth maun bow.
Fenny. .I’ve done—1I yield, dear laffic, I maun

yield,
Your better fenfe has fairly won the field,
With the affiftance of a little fae
Lies dern’d within my breaft this mony a day.

SANG VL Tuxe, Nanfy's to the green-wood gane. .

I yield, dear laffie, ye bave wone,
And there is nae denying,
Tbat fure as light flows frae the fun,
Frae love proceeds complying ;
Q:z For
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For o' that ws can do or /a
T *Gainft love nae thinker beeds us, -
They ke our boforus lodge 1k fae,
That by the bearifirings keads us. -

Piggy. Alake! poor pris'per! Fensy, that’s no fair,
’I‘hatgg’ll no let fh‘;owie thing take the air:
Hafte, lethim cut, we’ll teat as weel’s we can,

MG he be Bauldy’s, ox poor Rager’s mag.

* Yenny. Anither time’s as good—for fee the fun’
Ts right far up, and we’re no.yet begua. .
To freath the ghaith ;—if canker’d Ma jge, our avat,
Come up the burn, {he’ll gie’s a wicked rant: '
But when we've done, I'll tell ye 2’ my mind ;
For this feems trye, nae lafs can be unkind. [Exevas.

. -ACT II. SCENE L

"PROLOGUE

A [uug thack boufe, before the door a green ;
Hens on the midding, ducks in dibs are feen..

On this fide fonds a barn, on ¥Hat a byer :

A peet-fack-joins, and formsa rural /quare. .
The houfe is Glaud’s ;—there you may fee him Jean,
And to bis divet-f.at invite bis frien.

GLAUD arnd 5YMON.

Glaud, g™ Ood-morrow, nitwour Symes,—come, fit-
down,
And gie’s your cracks.——What's a’the news in town? .
. They tell me ye was in the ither day,
And fald your Crummock, and her baflend guey.
: I
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Pl warrant ye’ve.coft a pund of ¢at and dr;
Lug out your box, and gie’s a pipe ta try. ,
Symon. With 2’ my heart 3—and tent me now,
au.ld boy, . . R
I’ve gather'd news will kittle your mind with joy-
I cou’dna reft *till I came o’er the Burn,”
To tell ye things have taken fic a turny
-Will gar oyr vile oppreffors flend like flaes,
And fkalk in hidlings on the hether braes. -
Glaud. Fy blaw I~——Ah Symmie! rattling chie# ’
ae’er ftand . - L
To cleck and fpread the groffeft lies aff-hand, .
Wihilk foon flies round like will-fire far and near ;
But loofe your poke, be’t true or fanfe, let’s hear.
.- Symon. Seeing’s believing, Glaxd, and I have feen
Hab, that abroad has with our Mafer been,
Our brave Mafier, wha right wifely fled,
And left a fair eftate to fave bis bead, :
Becaufe ye ken fou well he bravely chefe .
'Fo fhine, or fet in glory with Moasrofe.
Now Cromwell’s gane to Nick ; and ane ca’d Monk,
Has plaid the Rumple a right {lee begunk ;
Reftor’d king Charles, and ilka thing’s in tune ;
And Habéy fays, we'll fee fir William foon.”
Glamfia That makes me blyth indeed—but di;ma
Wy
Tell o’er your newsagain ! and fwear til’t a”.
And faw ye Hab ! and what did Helbert f2y ?
They have been.€’en a dreary time away.
Now God be thanked that qur lard’s come hame,
And his eftate, fay, can he eithly claim ?
Symon. They that hag-rid us ’till-eur guts did i

grane,
Like greedy bairs,. dare na¢ muir do’t againy
And good fir William fall enjop his and.
Q3 SANG
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SANG VIL. Tune,Cald Kale it Lberdeen. -

Cauld be the rebels caft,
Oppreffors bafe and bloody,

I bope awe’ll fee them at the lafft
Strung @ up in & woody.

BLA be be of aworth and fenfe,
And ever bigh bis fation,

That bravely flands in the dofence

. OF confeience, king and nation.

Glaxd, And may he lang, for never did he ftent
Us in our thriving with a racker rent;
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or fhor’d to raife
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday’s claiths.
Symon. Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air,
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare:
¢ Pat on your bonnet, Symonr—tak a feat—
¢ How’s all at hame ?—How’s E/pa ?~——Howdoes
! Kate ?
¢ How fellsblack cattle ?~—~What gies woo this year ?’
And fic like kindly queftions he fpear.

SANG VII Tune, Mucking of Geordy’s byer,

The Laird who in riches and bymour
Wad thrive, fbould be kindly and free,
Nor rack the poor tenants avbo labour
To rife aboon powverty :
Elfe like the pack-borfe that's anfother'd
i And burthen'd, will tumble down faint ;
Thbus wirtue by bardpip is fmother'd,
And rackers aft tine their rent.

Glavd. Then wad he gar his Batler bring bedcen
The nappy bottle ben, and glaffes clean, 8
* Whilk
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Whilk in our brea rais'd fic a blythfome flame,
As gart me mony a time gae dancing .hame.
My heart’s €’en rais’d !—Dear nibour, will ye ftay,
And tak your dinner here with me the day.
We'll fend for E/fpith too——and upo’ fight,
Pl whiftle Pate and Roger frae the height.
Tll yoke my fled, and fend to the neift town,
And bring a draught of ale, baith flout and brown,
And gar our cottars a’, man, wife and wean, .
Drink ’till they tine the gate to ftand their lane.

" §ymon. 1 wadna bauk my friend his blyth defign,
Gif that it hadna firft of 2> {een mine :
For here-yeitreen, I brew’d a bow of maut,
Yeitreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat ;
A furlet of good cakes my Elpa beuk,
And alarge ham hangs reefting in the nook.
I faw my fell, or I came o’er the loan,
Our meikle pot, that fcads the whey, put on,
A mutton-bouk to.boil ;—and ane we’ll roaft ;
And on the haggies E/jpa fpares nae coft.
Small are they (iorn ; and fhe can mix fou nice
The gufty ingans with a corn of fpice.
Fat are the Puddings,—heads and feet well fung;
And we’ve 1nvited nibours auld and young, -
To pafs this afternoon with glee anc{ game,
And drink our Mafier’s health and welcome-hame.
Ye manna then refufe to join the reft, - s
Since ye’re my ncareft friend that I like beft.
Bring wi’ye all your family, and then,
Whene’er you pleafe, I'll rant wi’ you again.

Glaud. Spokelike ye'r fell, auld-birky, never fear

Bat at your banquet ] fhall firft appear :
Faith, we fhall bend the bicker, and look bauld,
"Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld.

Qs , Auld,
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Auld, faid I'—Troth, P’m yaunger he a fcare,

With this good news, than what ¥ was before.

Tll dance or een! hey, Mzdpe, come forth, Fye
hear? .

Enter M AD.GE.

Madge. 'The. man’s gain gyte! Dear Symonm, wel-
come here :
What wad ye, Glaud, with 2’ this hafte and din ?
Ye never let a body fit to fpin.
Glaud. Spin! Snuff!—Gae break your wheel,
and burn your tow,
And fet the meikleft peet-flack in a low :
Syne dance about the bane-fire ’till ye die,
Since now again we'll foon fir William fee.
Madge. B%yth news indeed !—And wha was’t tald
youo't? ’
Glaud. What's that to you }—gae get my Sun-
day’s coat;
Wale out the whiteft of my bobit bands,
My whyt.fkin hofe, and mittans for my hands ;
Then frae their wathing cry the bairns in hafte,
And mak ye'r fells as trig, head, feet and waift,
Asye werea’ to get young lads or een;;
For we’re gawn o'er to dine with Sym bedeen.
Symon. Do, honeft Mad;e—and, Glaxd, 1'll o’er
*  the gate, :
4nd feethata’ be done as Iwad hae’t.  [Exeunt.

SCENZ&
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SCENE'II.

PROLOGUE.

Yho open field —A4 cottage in a gitn,

An quld wife 'pinning at the funny end,

4t a /mall difiance, by a blafied tree,

With falded arms, and baff~rais’d look ye fee

BAULDY bis lare.

Bauldy. VHAT’: this!—I canna bear't! 'Tis
war than hell,

To be fae burnt with love, yet darna tell !

O Peggy, fweater: than the dawning day,

Sweeter than gowany glens or new-mawn hay :

Bjyther than lambs that frifk out o'er the knows,

Straighter than ought that in the foreft grows :

Her een the cleareft. blob.of dew out-fhines :

The lilly in her breaft its beauty tines.

Her legs, her arms. her cheeks, her mouth, her een,

Will be my deid, that wiil be thortly feen !

For Pare loes her—waes me! and fhe loes Pare 5

And I with Neps, by fome unlucky fate,

Made a daft vow !—O! but ane be a beatt,

That makes rafh aiths, *till he’s afore the prieft.

1 darena fpeak my mind, elfe a’ the three,

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy.

*Tis fair to thole—I’ll try fome witchcraft art,

To brak with ane, and win the other’s heart.

Here Maufj lives, a witch, that for fma’ price,

Can caft her cantraips, and give me advice;

She can o’ercaft the night, and cloud the moon,

And mak the deils obedient to her crune, R
t
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At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yards fhe raves,
And howks uncriften’d weans out of their graves ;
Bails up their livers in a warlock’s pow,

Rins witherthins about the humlock low ;

And feven times does her prayers backwards fay,
*Till Plotcock cames with lumps of Lapland clay,
Mixt with the venom of black taids and fnakes.
OfF this unfonfy pitures aft fhe makes

Of any ane fhe hates ;——and gars expire

‘With flaw and racking pains afore a fire,

Stuck fou of priges ; 51e devilifh piures melt,
‘The pain by fowk they reprefent is felt.

And yonder's Maufe : Ay, ay, the kens fou weil,

* 'When ane like me comes rinning to the deil.

She and her cat fit beeking in her yard,

To fpeak my errand, faith amaift P’m fear’d :

But [ maun de', tho I thou’d never thrive ;

They gallop faft, thatdeels and laffes drive. [Exit.

SCENE II
PROLOGUE.

A green kail-yard, a little fount,
- Where water poplin fprings, .
There fits a wife awith wrinkled front,
And yet foc pins and fings.

SANG IX. Tune, Carle and the King come.

Mavuse. PDE GG Y, now the king’s come,
Peggy, now the king’s come,
Thon may dance, and I fall fing,
Peggy, fince the king’s come:

Nae
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Nae mair the bawhys fbalt thyu milk,
But change thy plaiding-coat for filk,
And be a lady of that slk,

~ Now, Peggy, fnce the king's come.

Enter Baurpy.
Bauldy. How does auld honeft lucky of the glen ?
Ye lcok baith hale and rafh at threfcore ten.
Maufe. E’en twining out a thread with little din,
And becking my cauld limbs afore the fun.
What brings my baim this gate fae air at morn ?
Isthere nae muck to lead,——to threth, rae corn?
Baudly. Enough of baith—— Bat fomething that
requires
Your helping hand, employs now all my cares.
" Maufe. My helping hand, alake! what can I do
That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ?
Bauldy. Ay,but you’re wife, and wifer far than we,
Or maift part of the parifh tells a lie.
Maufe. Of what kind wifdom think ye I'm poflett,
That lifts my charater aboon the reft ?
. Bauldy. Well vers’d in herbs and feafons of the
moon, :
By fkilfu’ charms ’tis kend what ye have done.
Maufe. What fowk fay of me, Bau'dy,let me hear 3
Keep naithing up, ye naithing have to fear.
Bauldy. Well, fince ye bid me, 1 fhall tell ye 2
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw.
When laft the wind made Glaud a rooflefs barn,
When laft the burn bore down my Mithe:’s yarn,
When Brawny elf-fhot never mair came hame ;
When Tiby kirn’d and there nae butter came ;

" When Beffy Freetock’s chuffy-cheeked wean

To a fairy turn’d, and cou’dna ftand its lane:
When Wattie warder’d ae night thro’ the fhaw,

"+ And tint himfcl amaift amang the fnaw ;

When
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When Munge’s mear flood fill, and fwat with frighe, '
‘When he brought eaft the Heandy under might :

When Baw/y fhot to dead upon the green,

And Sara tint a facod was nae mair feen ;

You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a’ fell out,

And ilka ane here dreads ye round about; ;
And fae they may that mean to do ye fkaith 3

For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith

But when I neift make grots, Il firive to pleafe

You with a furlet of them mixt with peafe.

Maufe. 1 thank ye, lad—now tell me your demand,
And, if I can, It lend my helping hand. :

Bauldy. Then I kike Peggy— Neps is fond of me--
Pegeylikes Patie ;—and Patie’s bauld and flee,

And looes fweet Mrg—But Neps I downa fee—
€on'd ye turn Patic’s love to Azps, and then
Peggy'’s tome, I’d be the happieft man.

]l]aa z. Plltry my art to gar the bowls row right,
Sae gang your ways, and come again at night ;

*Gamit that time I'll fome fimple things prepare,

Worth all your peafe and grots, tak ye na care. X
Bauldy. Well, Mavje, I'll coine, gif I the road

“can find ; ’

But if ye raife the De./, he'll raife the wind ;

Syne rain and thunder, may be, when ’tis late,

Will make the night fae mirk, Pl tine the gate,

We’re 2’ to rant in Symmie’s at a feat,

O will ye come like badrans for a jeft ;

And there ye can our different haviours fpy 3

‘There’s nane fhall ken o’t there but you and L

Maaufze. *Tis like I may—but let na on what’s palt
*Tween you and me, elfe fear a kittle caft,

Bauldy. If 1 aught of your fecrets e’er advance, |
May ye ride on me ilka night to France.
) [Exit Bauldy.

Maufe.
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Maufe. [ber lane,] This fool imagines, as do

r mony fic,

That P’m a witch in compa& with 4.ld Nick,

Becaufe by education I was taught

To fpeak and a& aboon their common thought.

Their grofs miftake fhall quickly now appear,

Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me
here. .

Now fiace the royal Charlks, and right’s reftor’d,

A fhepherdefs is daughter to a lord. ’

The boawy feundliag that’s brought up by Glaud,

‘Wha bas an unile’s care on her beftow'd,

Her infant life I (iv’d, whea 2 falfe friend

Bow'd to th’ Ufurper, and her death defign’d,

To cftablifh him.aad his in all thele phains

That by right heritage to her pertains.

« She’s now in jyer fweet bloom, has blood and charms
Of too much valee for a fhepherd’s arms : '
None knows’t but me ;—aad if the mom were come,
T'il tell them tales will gat them ail fing dumb.

SCENE 1V,

PROLOGUE.

Bebind a tree upon the plain,
Pate und bis Peggy meet,

In Iove awithout a vicions fain,

Tbe bonmy L fs and chearfu’ fuvain
Change wows and kiffes favees.

PATIE and PEGGY.

. Pscey. Patie, let me gang, I maanna flay s
O We're baith cry'd hame, and Fenwy

.. fhe's away. .
Pat’e.



238 5¢e GENTLE SHEPHERD,

- Patie. Pm laith to part fae foon ; now we’re alane,
And Roger he’s away with Fenny gane;
‘They’re as content, for aught I hear or fee,
‘To be alane themfelves, I judge, as we.
Here, where primrofes thickeft paint the green,
Hard by this litde burnie let us lean :
Hark how the lav’rocks chant aboon our heads,
How faft the weftlin winds fough through the reeds !
Peggy. The fcented meadows——Dbirds and
. healthy breeze,
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleafe.
Patze. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind ;
In .}'pnlun fae, ye ca’ me dull and blind.
Gif | ooulﬁ fancy aught’s fae fweet or fair
As my fweet Meg, or worthy of my care.
Thy breath is fweeter than the fweeteit brier,
Thy cheek and breaft the fineft flow'rs #ppear:
Thy words excel the maift delightfu® notes,
"Fhat warble through the merle or mavis’ throats :
With thee [ tent nae flowers that bufk the field,
Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield :
The {weeteft fruits, that hing upon the tree,
Are far inferior to a kifs of thee.
Pzgg_yécfct;)t Patrick for fome wicked end may

And lambs fhould tremble when the foxes preach.
1 darna ftay, ye joker, let me gang,
Or fwear ye’ll never tempt to do me wrang.

Patie. Sooner 2 mother fhall her fondnefs drap,
And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap :
The fun fhall change, the moon to change fhall ceafe,
‘The gaits to clim—the fheep to yield the fleece,
Ere ought by me be either faid or doon,
Shall do thee wrang, [ fwear by all aboon.

3 Pegpy.

1
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Peggy. Then keep your aith——But mony lads
will fwear, |
And be manfworn to twa in halfa year:
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ;
But if anither lafs your heart thou’d fteel,
Your Meg, forfaken, bootlefs might relate
How fhe was dauted anes by faithlefs Pare.

Patie. 'm fure I canna change, ye ne¢dna fear,
Tho’ we’re but young I’ve loo’d you mony a year :
I mind it well, when thou cou’dft hardly gang,
Or 1ifp out words, I choos'd ye frae the thrang
Of 2’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand,

Aft to the tanfy-know or rathy ftrand ;
Thou fmiling by my fidle———I took delight
To pou the rathes green, with roots fae white,
Of which, as well as my young fancy cow’d,
For thee I ‘g}q the flow’ry belt and fnood.
Peggy. When firft thou gade with thepherds to
the hill,
And I to milk the ews firft try’d my &kill,
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me,

When at the bought at ev’n I met with thee.

SANG X. Tune, Winter was cauld, and my
Cleathing was thin.

Peccy.
When firft my dear laddie gade to the green-bill,
And I at ew-milking firfl feyd my young feill,
To bear the milk-bowie, no pain was to me,

When I at the boughting forgather’d with thee.

Patic:.

When corn-riggs wav'd yelloa:, and blew bether-bells

Bloor’d bonny on moorland and faweet rifing fells,
. Hae
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Noe birns, brier, or breckens, gmirn&fe 10 me,
If I found the berries right ripen’d for thee.

Peccy.
B'hen theu van, or wrefled, or putied the flane,
And came off the wictor, my beart avas ap fain :
Thy itka fport manky gave pleajure 40 me ;
For nare can gutt, awrefle, or rue Jwift as thee.

PaTik.

Our Jenny fings [aftly the Cowdon-broom-kmows,
And Rofie Lits fwiftly the Milking the ews 3
There's feu Jenny Nettles /42 Nanfy can g,

At Throw the wood laddie, Befs gars our ings risg

But b my denr Pegpy fings avith better f1ill,
The Boatman, Tweed-fide, or th2 Lafs of the Mill,
?1is mony times Juveeter and pleafing to e ;

&or o9’ 1hey fing nicely, they camnot kike thee,

Proevy.

Howx e: fy can laffes troco what they defire?
And pra:fes fae kindly incredfes loves fire ;

Gie me fiill this pleafure, iy fludy foall be
T o make mefe'f better and foveeter for thee.

Patie, When corns grew yellow, and the hether-
bells
Bloom’d bonny on the moor and #ifing fells,
Nae birns, or briers, or whins €’er ¢roubled me,
GifT cow’d find blae berrics ripe for thee.
Peggs. When thou didft wreftle, fpm, of putt the
ftane,
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain :
At )l thefe {ports thou ftill gave joy 10 me;
For pane can wreftle, run, or putt with thee.
> © Patie.
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Patie. Fenny fings faft the Broom.of. Cowdon-

ows, - -

And R fielilis the Milking of the Ews;

There’s nane; like Nanfie, Fenny Nettles fings :

At turns in Magg_y‘Lawd.'r, Marion dings : -

But when my Peggy fings with fweeter fkill - -

The Boatman, or the Lafs of Pavie’s Mill,

It is a thoufand times mair fweet to me ;

Tho’ they fing well, they canna fing like thee.
Pegoy. How eith can laffes trow what we defire,

And roos’d, by them we love, blaws up thae fire:

But wha loves beft; let time and carnage try ;

Be conftant, and my love fhall time degv

Be ftill as now, and a’ my care fhall be,

How to contrive what pleafant is for thee.
Patie. Wert thoy a giglit gawky like the lave,

That little better than our nawt behave,

At naught they’ll farley,—fenfelefs tales believe;

" Be blyth for filly hechts, for trifles grieve—

Sic ne’er couw’d win my heart, that kenna how
Either to keep a'prize, or yet prove true :
But thou in better {fenfe, without a flaw,
As in thy beauty, far excels them a’.
Continue kind. and a’ my care fhall be
How to.contrive what pleafing is for thee.
Peggy. Agreed ;—but harken, yon's auld aunty’s

cry, .
Iken they’ll wonder what can make us ftay. ’
Patie. And let them ferly,—now a kindly kifs,
Or fivefcore good anes wad not be amifs ;
And fyne we'll fing the fang with tunefu’ glee,
That I made up laft owk on you and me.
Peggy. Sing firft, fyne claim your hyre—
Patie. Well, I agree.

Vor. I R SANG
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SANG XI. To its ane Tune.

Patre [ fings.]
By the deltcivas awarmnefs of thy meush,
And rowing eye that fmiling tells the truth,
I guefs,.myrlaffie, that as well as I,
15’” made for love, and why fpesld ye deny ?

Pecoy [fings.]
But ken ye, lad, gif we confefi d'er faon,
Ye think us cheap, and fyne the awosing’s dowe :
The maiden dhat o'er guickly tynes ber pow'r,
Like unripe fruit will tafle bat bard and fowwr.

Patie [fings]
Buz gin they bing 'vr lang agon vhe tree
Their faveetnefs-they may tiwe, and fae m:c_y yes
Red-chesked ye complrasly ripe appear,
And Fhave thol'd and wwood & lang balf-year.

PEccy [fngs, fulling nto Pasie's arms. J
Then dinna povs me, gently thas 1 fo '
Into my Patie’s arms, for good and & :

But flint your awifbes to tiix kind embrace,
And mint nac farthery till we've got the grace.

PaTie [with his left hand about her waift.}
O charming armfi’ ! bence ye cares away,
DB kifs my treafure o* the live-lang day ;
All night Pl dream my kiffes o’er again,
*Till that day come that ye'll be & my ain.
Sung by both.
Sun, gallop dowon the wafilin fies,
Gang foog 10 bed), and quickly rife
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0 l‘ﬁ.ﬁ""ﬁ"d" pop time away,
A hafle about our bsidal-day 5

Aad if yow're weary'd, bonefl light,
Slesp, gin yo kike, a aveck that night,

[Let down the curtaio, and let them kifs.

e

ACTIL SCENEL
PROLOGUE.

Now tursn your eyes éqnd yon [preading _Inu

And tent a maz whaft beard jeam blu:b’d, watb
time ;

An slwand fills bis band, bis babit meaw,

Nae doubt 5l thixk b bas a pediar besn :

But wwbifbt it is the kaight in mafpuerade,

Tbat comes hid in this cloud to fee bis lad.

. 'd the layal fuffrer meves .
Theow kis “Lll:-: "mews, anes delightfu’ groves.

Sir WILILLIAM folus.

\H E Gentleman, thus hxdmlowdd:gmfe,
¥l for a fpace, unknown, delight mine eyes
W't.h a full view of ev’ry festile plain,
“Which once I lof-~—which now are mine again.
Yet, ‘midft my joys, fome profpeis pain renew,
Whilft I my once fair feat in rains view.
Yonder, ah me! it defolately ftands,
Without 2 roof, the gates fal’n front their bunds ;
The cafements all broke down, no chimney left,
The naked walls of tap’fry all bereft.
My ftables and pavillions, broken walls !
TKM with each rainy blaft deuymg falls ; iy
y
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My gardens ance adorn’d the moft compleat,

With all that nature, all that art makes fiveets

Where round the figur'd green and peeble-walks,

‘The dewy flaw’rs hung nodding on their ftalks :

But overgrown with nettles, docks and brier,

No Faccacinths or Eglantines appear.

Here fail’d and broke’s the rifing ample thade,

Where peach and neé'rine trees their branches fpread,

Bafking in rgys, and early.did produce - -

Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe;

All round in gaps, the wlls in ruin Ke,

And from what ftands the wither'd branches fly.

‘Thefe foon fhall be repair'd ;~and now my joy

Forbids all grief—when I’m to fee my BOY,

My only prop, and obje&t of my care,

Since heaver too foon call’d home his mother fair :

Him, ere.the rays of reafon clear'd his thought,

1 fecretly to faithful Symen brought,

And charg’d him ftriétly to conceal his birth,

°Till we thou'd fee what changmg times hrought
forth.

Hid from himfelf, he ﬁarts up by the dawn,

And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn,

Aftet his fleecy charge ferenely gay,

With other fhepherds whiftling o’er the day.

Thrize happy.life! that’s from ambition free,

Remov’d.from crowns and courts, how checrfuﬂy

A calm, contented mortal fpends his time

In health, his foul unftain’d with crime.

- SAN'G XII. Tune, Happy Clown.

--Hid ffom bimfelf, now by the dawn
He flarts us frefh as rcfes blawn,
And ranges o'er the beights and lawn,
After bis b.eeting flocks:
Eealilful,
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Healebful, and. imocently gay,

He chanis and whiftles out the day;

Untaught to fmilsy and then betray,
Like courtly aweathereocks. ‘

Life Lapty from ambition free,
Envy and wile bypocrifie,
" When truth and love with joy agree,

Unful’y’d with a crime :

Unmow’d with awbat d-flurbs the great,

In propping of their pride and flate,

He lives, and unafraid of fate,
Coniented fpends 6:: tine.

Now tow’rds good Symm s houfe Il bend my way,
And fee what makes yon 'rambollng to-day ;
AH on the green in a fair wanton ring,
My youtnful tenants gayly dance and fing.
] [Exit § r William.,

CENE IL.

PROLOGUE.

*Tis Symon’s houfe, pleafe to flep in,

. And wiffy’t round and round,
There’s nought fuperfPous to give pain,

Or cofily to be found.
Yet all is clean : A clear peat ingle

Glances amidft the floor ;
The green horn-fpoons, éucb-lnggin mingle

. On felfs foregainfl the door. )
R 3 While
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While the soung brovd fport on the grees,
The anld anes think it beft

With the brown cow te clear their eex,
Snuff, crack, and take their rep.

SYMON,GLAUD, axd ELSPA.

Glaud. Ean&;wueyonngomfclls-l like
to iee
The bairns bob reund with other merrylie :
Troth, Sgmon, Patie’s grown a firapan lad,
And better looks than his I never bade ;
Amang our lads he bears the gree awa’,
And tells his tale the clev'reft of them a’.
Elfpa. al;:fr man !—le’s a,gzm,coqurt to us

God mtak him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith.
He is a bairn, I’ll fay’t, well worth our care,
That gae us ne’er vexation late or air.
Glaud. 1 trow, goodwife, if I be not miftane,
He feems to be with Peggy’s beauty tane,
And troth, my niece is a right dainty wean,
As ye well ken; a bonnyer needna be,
Nor better be’t fhe were nag kin to me.
Symon. Ha, Glaud! I doubt that ne’er will be a
match,
My Patie’s wild, and will be ill to catch ;
And or he were, for reafons I'll no tell,
P’d rather he mixt with the mools my fell.
Glaud. What reafon can ye have? There’s nane
Unlehs yo s o b
efs ye may caft up that fhe’s but poor :
But gif};he la"ﬂ,':e margy to my mind,pc.o
Tl be to her as my ane Fenny kind ;
Fourfcore of breeding ews of my ain bim,
Five ky that at a¢ milking fills a kirn,

i
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I'll gie t6 Peggie that day fhe’s a brides
By and attour, if my good-luck abide, '
en lambs, at fpaining-time, as lang’s I live,
And twa quey cawfs DIl yearly to them give.
Eilfpa. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna fpeer
What may be is net fit ye yet fhould hear. |
Symen. Or this day eight-days likely he fhall iearn,
‘That our denial difna fhight his baitn,
Glaud. Well, nae mair o’t ;——come, gi’s the other

. bend,
We’ll drink their healths, whatever way it end.
) [Téeir bealths gae rousd.
Symon. But will you tell me Glaxd >—By fome
*tis faid
Your niete is but 2 fimdling, that was laid
- Down at your hallon-fide, a morn in AMay,
Right clean row’d up, and bedded .on dry hay.
-~ Glaud. That clattetn Madge, my titty, tells fic
flaws,
‘Whene'et our Mag her cankart humour gaws.
' Enter JENN Y.
JFenmy. O father, there’s an auld man on the green,
‘The felleft fortune-teller e’er was feen s
He tents our loofs, and fyne whops out a book,
Turns owre the leaves, and gies our brows a look :
Syneclls the oddeft tales that e’er ye heard ;
His head is gray, and lang and gray his beard.
Sym. Gae rin%‘him in, we’ll hear what he can fay,
Nane fhall gang hungry by my houfe to-day.
[Exit Jeany.
But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear,
He kens nae mair of that than my gray mare.
Glaud.Spae-men! the truth of 2’ cgeir fawsIdoubt,
For greater liars never ran thereout. [Resurns Jenny,
bringing in Sir William ; awith them Patie
R Symon.
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Sym. Ye're welcome, honett carle--here, take a feat.

Sir #ill. 1give ye thanks, goodman, ife be no blate.

Glaud [drinks}. Come, tye, friend——How far
came ye the day ? .

Sir Will. Vll pledge ye, nibour, een but little way :
Roufted with eild, a wie piece gate feemslang,
Twa miles or three’s the maift that 1 dow gang.

Sym. Ye're welcome here to ftay ail night with me,
And take fic bed and board as we can.gi'e. .

Sir #ill. ‘That’s kind, unfought :—Well, gin ye

haveabairn . -
‘That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn,
1 fhall employ the fartheft of my Tkill -
To fpae it faithfully, be’t good or ill. :

Symon [ pointing to Patie]. Only that lad—alack !

I have nae mae,
Either to make me joyful now or wae. :
- Sir Will, Young man, let’s fee your handw—
what gars ye fneer ?

Patie. Becaufe your fkill’s but little worth, I fear..’

Sir#il.. Ye cut before the point—But billy, byde,
Pll wager there’s a moufe-mark on your fide.

E/pa. Beteech-us-to! and well [ wat that’s true ;
Awa, awa, the deel’s owre grit wi’ you :

Four inch aneath his oxter 1s the mark,
Scarce ever feen fince he firft wore a fark.

Sir Will. 1tell ye mair,if this young lad be fpair'd
But a thort whi'e, he’ll be a braw rich laird.

Elpa. A laird! —Hear ye, goodman—what

think ye now ?

Symon. 1 dinna ken! Strange auld man, what art

thou ?
Fair fa’ your heart, *tis good to bode of wealsh ;
Come, turn the timmer to laird Patic’s health.
[Patic’s bealth gaes round.
Patie.

[
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Patie. Alaird of twa good whiftles, and a kent,
Twa curs my trufty tenants on the bent,
Is all my, great eitate——and like to be ;- °
Sae, cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me.
Symon. Whifht, Patie——let the man look ‘owre
your hand, . o
Aftymes as broken a fhip has come to.land.

(Sir William _ Jaoks a littfe at Vatie’s band,
then counterfeits falling into a trance,
awhile they endeavour to 'ay him right.

Elfpa. Preferve’s!—the man’s a warlock, or poleft
With fome nae good, or fecond-fight at leat:
Where is he now ? _

Glaud. He’s feeing 2’ that’s done
In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon.

Elfpa. Thefe fecond-fighted fowks, his peace be

here !
See things far aff, and things to come; as clear
As I can fece my thumb — wow! can he tell

(Speer at him foon as he comes to himfel)’

Bow foon we’ll fee Sir #illiam ? Whiihs, he heaves,

And fpeaks out broken words like ane that raves.
Symon. He'll foon grow better Elf;a, halte

ye, gae
And fill him up a tafs of Uygrebae.

Sir Will. [ farts up and fpeaks.]

“ A Knight that for a LY O I fought

¢ Againft a herd of bears,
¢ Was to lang toil and tronble broaght,

¢ In which fome thoufands fharcs:
¢ But now again the LY O N :ures,

“ And joy {preads o'er the plain,
¢¢ The LY ON has defeat the bears,

¢ ‘The Knight returns agaia.

¢ The
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¢ The Knight in a few days fhall bring
¢ A fhepherd frae the fauld ;

¢ And fhall prefent him to the King,
<« A fubject true and bauld :

¢ He Mr. Patrick {hall be call’d——
¢ All you that hear me now

¢« May well believe what I have tald,
« For it fhall happen true.”

* Symon. Friend, may your {paecing happen foon
and weel ;

But, faith, I'm redd you’ve bargain’d with the deel,
To tell fome tales that fowks wad fecret keep ;

Or do you get them tald you in your fleep ?

Sir Will. Howe’er I get them, never fath your
beard,

Nor come I to redd fortunes for reward :

But Ill lay ten to ane with ony here,
“That all I prophefy fhall foon appear.

Symon. You prophefying fowks are odd kind men!
‘They’re here that ken, and here that difna ken
‘The wimpled meaning of your unko tale,

Whilk foon will mak a noife o’er moor and dale:
Glaud. Tis nae fma’fportto hear how Symbelieves,
And taks’t for gofpel what the fpae-man gives
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate :
But what we with we trow at ony rate.
Sir Will, Whifht ! doubtfu’ carle; for e’er the fun
Has driven twice down to the fea,
What I have faid, ye fhall fee done
In part, or nae mair credit me.
Gland. Well, be’t fae, friend ; 1 thall fay najthing
mair,
Bat I "ave twa fonfy laffes young and fair,
Plump, ripe for men: I with ye cou’d forefee
Sic fortunes for them might bring joy to me.
‘ Sir
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" Sir Will. Nae mair throngh fecrets can I fift,
*Till darknefs black the bent;
I bave butanes a day that gift,
. Sae reft a while content. .
Symon. E/fpa, caft on the claith, fetch butt fome
meat,
And, of your beft, gar this auld firanger eat.
Sir #ill. Delay a-while your hofpitable care,
T'd rather enjoy this evening calm and fair
Around yon ruin’d tower, to fetch a walk
With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk.
Symon. Soonas you pleafe I'll anfwer your defire—
And, Glaud, you'll tak your pipe befide the fire ;
We'll but gae round the place, and foon be back,
Syne fup together, and tak our pint, and crack.
Glaud. Pl out a fpace, and fee the young anes
lay ; : ’ .
My hulg’s ({il[light, abeit my locks be gray. [ Exesnt.

SCENE II

PROLOGUE

Jenny pretends an errand bame,
" Young Roger draps the reft,
To whifper out bis melting flame,
And thow bis laffie’s breaf.
Bebind a bub, well bid frae fight, thes meet :
See Jenny’s lasgbing, Roger’s hike 20 greet.
) Poor Shepberd 1
ROGER end JENNY.

Roger. EAR Feany,  wad fpeak t'ye, wad ye let,
And yet L er ye’ﬁ;ﬁ'u fcomfn’y fet.

Jenny. And what wad Roger fay, if he con’d fpeak ?

Am [ oblig’d to guefs what ye'r to feek ?
2 Roger,
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Roger. Yes, ye may guefs, right cith for what I
rein, .
Baith b)g my fervice, fighs, and langing een:
And I maun out wi’t, tho’ I ritk your {corn,
Ye're never frae my thoughts baith even and morn.
Ah! cou’d I loo ye lefs, I’d happy be,
But happier far ! cou’d ye but fancy me.
Fenny. And wha kens, honeft lad, but that T may ?
Ye canna fay, that e’er I faid yenay.
Roger. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail,
Whene’er I mint to tell you out my tale,
For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I,
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie.
Fenny. 1loo my father, cufin Meg I love ;
But to this day, nae man my heart could move :
Except my kin, ilk lad’s alyke to me ;
And frae ye a’ I beft had keep me free.
. Roger, How lang, dear Fenny ?--fayna that again,
What pleafure can ye tak in giving pain?
Pm glad however that ye yet ﬁanHee B
Wha kens but ye mayrew, and pity me ?
Fenny. Ye have my pity elfe, to fee you fett
On that whilk makes eur fweetnefs foon foryet :
Wow ! but we're bony, good, and every thing !
How fweet we breathe, whene’er we kifs orgng!
But we’re nae fooner fools to give confent,
Than we our daffin, and tint power repent:
When prifon'd in four waws a wife right tame,
Altho’ the firft, the greateft drudge at hame.
Rsger. That only happens, when for fake of gear,
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare :
Or when dull parents bairns together bind
Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind :
But love, true downright love, engages me,
(The’ thou fhould fcorn) #till to delight in thee.
' Fenny.

v
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_7!’1”]. What fuggard words frae wooers lips
can fa’!.
But girning marriage comes and ends them a’:
I’ve feen with thining fair the morning rife,
And foon the fleety clouds mirk 2’ the fkies ;
Dve feen the filver {pring a-while rin clear,
And foon in mofly puddles difappear :
The bridegraom may rejoice, the bride may fmile;
But foon contentions 2’ their joys beguile.
Roger. I've feen the morning rife with faire(t
. light, .
The daygunclouded. fink in calmeft night :
i D’ve feen the fpring run wimpling throw the plain,
Increafe and join the ocean, without ftain :
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may {mile ;
Rejoice throw life, and all your fears beguile.

SANG XII Tune, Leith-wynd.

. JeEnny,
Were I affur’d you'#l canflant prove,
Yo fhould nac m ir complain ;
The ealy maid, befet with love,
Feav awords awll quickly gain :
For I muf cavn, nocw fince you're frec,
This too foud hbeart of mine
Has lang, a black-fole true to thee,
Wibd to be pair'a with thine.

RogeRr.

Pom bappy now, 2b! let my bead
Upon thy breafl recl ne!
The pleafure firikes me near-hand dead ;
- Is Jenny then fae kind ?
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O et me brize thee to my beart !

And round my arms entavine :
Delytful thought, we'll never part !
Come prefs thy mouth to mine.

Fenny. Were 1 but fure ye lang wou'd love
maintain,
'The feweft words my eafy heart could gain :
For I maun own, fince now at laft you're free,
Altho’ I jok’d, I lov’d your company;
And ever had a warmnefs in my breaft,
That made ye dearer to me than the reft.

Roger. P'm bhappy now! o’er happy! had my
head ! —

“This guth of pleafure’s like to be my deid.
‘Come to my arms! or ftrike me! I'm all fir'd
‘With wond'ring love ! let’s kifs *till we be tir'd.
Xifs, kis! we'll kifs the fun and ftarns away,
And ferly at the quick return of day !
“O Fenny! let my arms about thee twine,
-And brize thy bony breafts and lips to mine,
' [They embrace.
Fenny. With equal joy my fafter heart does yield,
- 'To’own thy well-try’d love has won the field.
"Now by thefe warmeft kiflfesthou has tane,
-Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane.
Roger. 1 fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come,
-Or may the firft ane firike me deaf and dumb,
'There fhall not be a kindlier dawted wife,
JIf you agreeel vlvith me to lead your life.

Fenny. Well, I agree ——neift to my parent gae,
Gz hié’ confentﬁ-he'll hardly fay yey ngem B
Ye have what will commend ye to him well,

Auld fowks like them that wants na milk and meal.

SANG
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Well, 1agree, ye're fure of me;
Next to my father gae :
Make bim content to givve confent,
He'll hardly fay you nae ¢
For ys bave what be wad be at,
And will commend you weel,
Since parents auld think love grows cauld
Where bairns avant milk and meai.

Should be deny, I care na by,
HZd contradi® in wain :

The' & my kin bad [aid and fwern,
But thee I avill bavve naze.

Then never range, nor learn to change,
Like thefa in bigh degree :

And if you prowe faishful in leve,
Yoi'll find nas foult in me.

Roger.-My faulds contain twice fiftcen forrow
nOWt,

' As mony newcal in my byers rowt :

| Five pack of woo I can at Lemmaf; fell,

Sharn frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell,

Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed,

With meikle care, my thrifty mither made :

Tk thing that makes a bartfome houfe and right

Was (hlf ber care, my father's great delight.

They left me all, which now gt'es joy to me,

Becaufe I can give 2’, my dear, to thee:

And had I fifty times as mickle mair,

Nane but my Fenny fhou’d the famen fkair.

My love and all is yours; now had them faft,

And guide them as ye like, to gar them laft.

Fenny.
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|
Fenny. Tl do my beft; but fee wha gangs this
' I
i

way,
Patie and Meg befides I maunna flay;
Let’s ftea! frae ither now, and meet the morn;
If we be feen, we’ll dree a deal of fcorn. - .
Reger. To' where the faugh-tree fhades the
mennin pool,
Pl frae the hill'tome down, when day grows cool :
Keep tryft, and meet me there, there let us meet.
"To kifs and tell our loves; there’s nought fae fweet.

SCENE 1IV.
PROLOGUE.
This Jeene trefents the Knight and Sim,
Within a.gallery of the place,
Where all looks ruinous and grim,
Nor bas tbe baron fhoavn bis face ;
But joking with bis poepherd leel,
Aft fpeers the gate he kens fie’ aeel.

Sir WILLIAM and SYMON.

Sir WiII.TO whom belongs this houfe, fo much
: decay’d ?
Symon. To ane that loft it, lending gen’rous aid,
To bear the Head up, when rebellous 7a:/
* Againft the laws of natnre did prevail.
Sir William Worthy is our mafter’s name,
Wha fills us all with joy, now He’s come hame.

PROLOG(E.
Sir William draps bis mafking beard ;
Symon, tranjported, jees
ke welcome knight, with fond regard,
And grafps bim round the kees.
1 ' My
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My mafter! my dear mafter |——do I breath !

‘To fee him healthy, ftrong, and free frae fkaith |

Return’d to cheer his withing tenants fight !

‘To blefs his Son, my charge, the world’s delight.
8ir W/, Rife, faithful Symor, in my arms enjoy

A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy :

I came to vicw thy care in this difguil{,

And am confirm’d thy condu& has been wife;

Since ftill the fecret thou'ft fecurely feal’d,

And né’r to him his real birth reveal’d.’

Symon. The due obedience to your ftri¢t command
Was the firft lock neift my ane judgment fand
Out reafons plenty—Since, without eftate,

A youth61 tho’ fprung frae kings, looks baugh and
ate. .

Sir Wiil. And aften vain and idly fpend their time,
*Till grown unfit for aition, paft their prime,

* Hangon their friends—which gi’es their fauls a caft, .
That turns them downright beggars at the laft.

Symon. Now, well I wat, fir, ye have fpoken trye ;
For there’s laird Kytie's fon, that’sloo’d by few.

His father fteght his fortane in his wame,
And left his heir nought but a gentle name :
He gangs about fornan frae place to place,
As {crimp of manners as of fenfe and y
Opprefling 2’ as punifhment o’ their fin
That are within his tenth degree of kin :
Rins in ilk trader’s debt, wha’s fae unjuft
To his ane fam’ly as to gi’ him truft.
Sir #.l. Such ufelefs branches of a common-
wealth
Should be lopt off, to give a ftate mair health.
Unworthy bare refleion——Symon, ran
O’er all your obfervations on my fon ;
A parent’s fondnefs eafily finds excufe,
But do not with indulgence truth abufe.
Vor. II. .S Symon.
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Sjmx&aTo fpeak his praife, the langeft fimmer~

Wad be_ozme fhort—cou’d I them right difplay.
In word and deed he can fae well behave,
"That out of fight he rons before the lave :
And when there’s e’er a quarrel or contett,
Patrick’s made judge, to tell whafe caufe is beft,.
And his decree ftands good—he’ll gar it ftand:
‘Wha dares 0 grumble finds his corre&ing hand ;.
‘With a firm look, and a commanding way,
He gars the proudeft of our herds obey.
Sir Will. Your tale much pleafes——my good:
friend, proceed :
What learning has he ? can he write and read ?
* Symon. Baith wonder well ; for, troth, I didna

. fpare

To gie him at the fchool enough of lair ;

And he delyts in books—He reads and fpeaks

With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Grezks.
Sir Will. Where gets he'books to read—and of

what kind ?

Tho’ fome give light, fome blindly lead-the blind.

Symon. Whene'er he drives our fheep to Edinburgh
port,

He buys fome books of hiftory, fangsor fport :

Nor does he want of them a rowth at will,.

And carries ay a poutchfi’ to the hill.

About ane Shakzfpzar and a famous Ben

He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them beft of men.

How fweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fing,

And ane caw'd Cowley, loyal to his king,.

He kens fou well,.and gars their verfes ring.

I fometimes thought, that he made o’er great fraize

About fine poems, hiftories and plays.

When I reprov’d him anes—a book he brings,

With this, quoth he, on braes.I crack with kings.

Sir
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Sir Will. He anfwer'd well; and much ye gl:id

‘my ear, .
‘When fuc{x accounts I of my fhepherd hear :
Reading fuch books can raife a peafant’s mind °
Above a lord’s, that is not thus inclin’d.

Symon. What ken we better, that fae findle ook,
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? ‘
When wea leaf or twa haf read, haf fpell;

*Till a° the reft fleep round as weel’s onr fell.
Sir Will. Well jefted, Symon ;—but one queftion
more,
I'll only afk ye now, and then give ¢er.
The youth’s arriv’d the age when little loves
Flighter around young hearts, like cooing doves ;
Has nae young laffie, with inviting mein
And rofy cheek, the wonder of the green,
Engag'd hislook, and caught his youthfu’ heart ?
Symon. I fear'd the warft, but kend the fmalleft
art,
*Till latg I faw him twa three times mair fiveet
(With Glaud’s fair niece) than I thought right or
meet.
I had my fears ; but now have nought to fear,
Since like youtfelf, your fon will foon appear ;
A gentleman enrich’d with all thefe charms,
May blefs the faireft, beft-born lady’s arms.

Sir#ill. This night muft end his unambitious fire,
‘When bigher views fhall greater thoughts infpire.
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me,

None but yourfelf fhall our firft meeting fee.
Yonder’s my- horfe and fervant nigh at hand,
‘They come juft at the time I gave command :
Straight in my own apparel I'll go drefs;
Now ye the fecret may to all confefs.

Sz - Symon.
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Symen. With how much joy I on this errand flee,
‘There’s nane can know that is not down-right me.
[£xit Symon.
Sir William folus. Whene’er th’ event of hope’s
fuccefs appears,
One happy hour cancels the toil of years :
A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s fiream,
And cares evanith like 2 morning dream ;
‘When with’d-for pleafures rife like morning light,
‘The pain that’s paft enhances the delight.
Thele joys I feel, that words can ill exprefs,
I ne’er had known, without my late diftrefs.

I muft, in hafte, my Patrick foon remove,
"T'o courts and camps that may his foul improve :
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine,
Only in little breakings fhews its light,
*Till artful polithing has made it fhine :
Thus education makes the genius bright.

But from his ruftick bofinefs and love, }

SANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wha I met yefireen.

Noaw from rufiicity, and love,
Whefe flames but over-lowly burn,
My gentle foapherd muft be drove,
His foul muft take anotber turn -
As the rough diamond from the mine,
dn breakings only fbews its light,
*Till polifbing bas made it foine,
Thus learning makes the genius bright.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE L

PROLOGUE,

Tbe feene deferiB'd in former page,
Glaud’s onfet——Enter Maufe and Madge.

Maufe. \U R laird come hame! and owns young
Pate his heir,
That’s news indeed !
Madge. ——As true as ye ftand there.
As they were dancing all in Symon’s z:::l,
Sir William, like a warlo¢k, with a d
Five nives in length, ahd white as driven fnaw,
. Amang us came, cry’d, Had ye merry a'.
We fer% d mickle at his unco look,
‘While frae his poutch he whirl’d forth a book.
As we ftood raund about him on the green,
He view’d us a’, but fix’d on Pate his een ;
‘Then pawkylie pretended he cou’d fpae,
Yet for his pains and fkill wad naithing hae.
Maufe. Then fure the lafles, and ilk gaping coof,
‘Wad rin about him, and had out their loof.
Madge. As faft as fleas fkip to the tate of woo,
Whilk flee tod Lawrie hads without his mow,
‘When he to drown them, and his hips to cool,
In fummer-days flides backward in a pool :
In fhort, he did for Pate braw things foretel,
Without the help of conjuring or fpell 5
At laft, when well diverted, he withdrew,
Pou’d aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew
His welcome mafter ;—round his knees he gat,
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythnefs grat.
S 3 Patrick
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Patrick was fent for happy lad is he!
Symon tald Elfpa, Elfpa tald it me.
Ye'll hear out a’ the {ecret ftory {oon ;
And troth ’tis e’en right odd when 2’ is done,
‘To think how Sy»zen ne’er afore wad tell, .
Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell :
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo.
Mauje. It may be fae, wha kens, and may be no.
To lift a love that’s rooted, is great pain; -
Even kings has tane a queen out of the plain, %
And what has been before, may be again.
Madge. Sic nonfenfe! love tak root, but tochei-
ood,
’Tweenga herd’s bairn, and anc of gentle blood !
Sic fafhions in king Bruce’s days might be ;
But ficcan ferlies now we never fee.
Maufe. _Gif Pate forfakes her, Bauldy{he mayy*
. -+ gain,
‘Yonder%w contes, and wow !+ but he looks fain ; %
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now his ain.
Madje.-. ]II-Ie gee her! flaverin doof! it fets him
wel :
To yoke a plough where Pasrick thought to teil !
Gif I were pfeg, Id lct young mafter fee— -
Maufe. Y.’d be as dorty in your choice as he ;
And fo wad [ : but whifht! here Bau/dy comes.

Enter BavLpy [ finging.]
Jocky faid to Jenny, Jenny awilt thou do’s,
Ne'er a fit, quoth, Jenny, for my to:her-good ;
Far my tocher-good, I winna marry thee,
Eew's yel ke, quoth Jocky, ye may let it be.

Madge. Weelliltit, Bauldy, that’s a dainty fang.
Bauldy. Pllgie ye’t2’, “tis better than ’tis lang.

[ fimgs cgain.
1

‘

i



T e T e e —

A Paftoral Comedy. 263

T %ae gowd and gear, I bae land eneugh,

1 bae feven good owfen ganging in a pleugh 3
Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan o'er the lees
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

1 bae a good ba’ boufe, a barn and a bayer,
A peatftack fore the door, we'll make a rantin fire ;
DPll make a rantin fire, and merry fall ave bey,
And gin ae winna tak me, I can let ye be.

Jenny faid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell,

Ye fball be the lad, Il be the lafs myfell ;
Y7re a bony lad, and I’'m a laffic free ;
Ye're welcomer to tak me, than to let me be.

T trow fae,~—1lafles will come to at laft,

-T'ho’ for a while they maun their fnaw-baws caft.

Maufe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a’.—

Bauldy. Faith, unco right:

1 hope we’ll 2’ fleep found, but ane, this night.
Madge. And wha’s th’ unlucky ane, if we mayatk ?
Bauldy. To find out that, is nae aifficult tafk.

Poor bony Peggy, wha maun think nae mair

On Pate tarn’d Patrick, and Sir William’s heir.

Now, now, good Madge, and honeft Mau/e, ftand be,

‘While Meg’s in dumps, put in a word for me,

T'll be as kind as ever Pate could prove;

Lefs wilfw’, and ay conftant in my love.

Madge. As Neps can witnefs, and the buthy thorn,
‘Where mony a time to her your heart was fworn,
Fy, Bauldy, blufh, and vows of love regard ;

‘What other lafs will trow a manfworn herd ;

"The curfe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads,

"That’s ever guilty of fic finfu' deeds.

T’ll ne’er advife my nicce fae gray a gate,

Nor will the be advis’d, fou well I wate.

S 4 Bauldy.




264 The GENTLE SHEPHER D,
Bauldy. Sac gray a gate! manfworn! and &’ the
ft s ’

. reis
Yet leed, auld roudes,—and in faith had beft
Eat in your words, elfe I fhall gar you ftand
Wit a het face afore'the haly band.
Madge. Yell gar me ftand ! ye fheveling-gabit
brock,
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock,
And ten fharp nails, that when my hands are ia,
Can flyp the fkin o’ye’r cheeks out-o’er your chin.
Bauldy. 1 tak ye witnefs, Mau/e, ye heard her fay,
That I'm manfworn, [ winna let it gae.
Madge. Ye're witnefs 100, he ca’d me bony names,
And thould be ferv’d as his good-breeding claims.
Ye filthy dog!—— [Flees to bis kair like a fury.
A flout battle—Maufe endeavours to redd them.]
- Maufe. Let gang your grips; fy, Madge! howt,
Bauldy, leen,
1 wadna with this tuilzie had been feen ;

*Tis fae daft like——

{Bauldy gets our of Madge’s clutches avith a
bleeding nofe.) :
Madge. *Tis dafter-like to thole
An ether-cap like him, to blaw the coal.

- It fets him well with vile unfcrapit tongue,

‘To caft up whether I be auld or young ;
They’re aulder yet than I have married been,
And, or they died, their bairns bairns have feen.
Maufe. That’s true ; and, B.uldy, ye was far to
blame,
To ca’ Madge ought but her ain chriften’d name.
Bauldy. My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the
ame.
Mad:e. Auld roudes! filthy fallow, I fhall auld ye.

Manfe. Howt, no ; ye'll e’en be friends with
honeft Bau/dy :

Come,
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Come, come, fhake hands; this maun nae farder gae:
Ye maun forgi’e’m : I fee the lad looks wae.
Bauldy. In troth now, Maufe, 1 have at Madge -
nae fpite ;
But fhe abufing firflt was a’ the wyte
Of what has happen’d, and thould therefore crave
My pardon firft, and fhall acquittance have.
Madge. 1 crave your pardon! Gallows-face, gae
' greet,
And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat.
Gae, or be blalted in your health and gear,
*Till ye learn to perform as well as fweer,
Vow and lowp back !—was e’cr the like heard tell ?
* Swith tak him deel, he’s owre lang out of hell.
Bauly [running off.] His prefence be about us;
Curft were he '
That were condemn’d for life to live with thee.
C [ExitB waldy.
Madge [laughing ] 1 think I have towzled his
harigalds a-wee ;
He’ll no foon grein to tell his love to me.
He's but a ra(%al that wad mint to ferve
A laffie fae, he does but ill deferve.
Mau/:'. Ye towin'd him tightly—I commend ye
or’t,
His blooding fnout gae me na little fport :
For this forenoon he%xad that fcant of grace,
And breeding baith—to tell me to my face,
He hop’d I was a awitch, and wadna ftand,
To lend him in this cafe my helping hand.
Madge. A witch !—how had ye patience this to
bear,
And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear.
Maufe. Auld wither'd hands, and fe.bl: joints
like mine,
Obliges folk refentment to declinz, il
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*Till aft "tis feen, when vigour fails, then we

With cunning can the lack of pith fapply :

Thus I put aff revenge °tll it was dark,

Syne bad him come, and we fhould gang to wark ;

Pm fure he’ll keep his tryft ; and T came here

To feek your help, that we the fool may fear.
Madge. And fpecial fport we'll hae as I proteft 5

Ye'll be the witch, and I fhall play the ghaift.

A linnen fheet wond round me like ane dead,

I'll cawk my face, and grane and fhake my head.

We’ll fleg him fae, he’ll mint nae mair to gang

A conjuring, to do a laflie wrang.

Ma.fe Thenlet us go; for fee, ’tis hard on night, !

The weftlin clouds thine with a fetting light. [ Exeunt.

SCENE I

PROLOGUE.

When birds begin to nod upon the bough,

And the green fwaird grows damp with falking
deav,

While good Sir William is to refl retir’d,

Tbe gentle Shepherd, tenderly infpir’d,

Walks throw the broom aith Roger ever leel,

To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak fareel.

Roger. OW! but m cadgie, and my heart
lowps light ;

O Mr. Patrick, as your thoughts were right :

Sure gentle-fowk are farrer feen than we,

That nathing hae to brag of pedigree.

My Fenny now, wha’ brak my heart this mom,

Is perfet yielding—fweet—and nae mair fcorn,
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I fpak my mind—ifhe heard—TI fpak again,

She fmil'd—I kifs’d—I woo’d, nor woo’d in vain.

Pa.'ie;l I’m glad to hear’t==But O my change this
ay,

Heaves up my joy, and yet ’'m fometimes wae.

I’ve found a father, gently kind as brave,

And an eftate that lifts me boon the lave.

‘With looks all kindnefs, words that love confeft :

He all the father to my foul expreft, }

‘While clofe he held me to his manlv breaft :

Such were the eyes, he faid, thus fmil’d the mouth

Cf thy lov’d mother, blefling o’ my youth!

‘Wha fet too foon !—And while he praife beftow’d,

Adown his gracefu’ cheeks a torrent flow’d.

My new-born joys,.and this his tender tale,

" Did, mingled thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail ;

That fpeechlefs lang, my late kend fire I view’d,

While guthing tears my panting brealt bedew'd :

Unufual tranfports made my hand turn round,

Whilft I myfelf with rifing raptures found,

‘The happy fon of ane fo much renown’d.

But he has heard———too faithful Symsa's fear !

Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear,

Which he forbids ;—ah ! this confounds my peace,

While, thus to beat, my hgart muft fooner ceafe.
Roger. How to advife yp, troth I’'m at a ftand :

But were’t my cafe, ye’d clear it up aff hand.
Patie. Duty, and haflen reafon plead his caufe :

But love rebels againft all bounding laws 3

Fixt in my foul the thepherdefs excels, .

And part of my new happinels repels.

SAN G XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be.

Duty and part of reafom,
Plead firong on the parents fide,
8

v Which




2

268 The GENTLE SHEPHERD, |

Which lrve fuperior calls treafon,
T be firongeft muf? be obey'd :
For now, the’ I'm one of the gentry,
My colancy fullood repels s
- For change in my beart is no entry,
Still there my dear Peggy excels.

‘Roger. Enjoy them baith——Sir #illiam will be
won: .
Your Pcggy’s bonny——you're his only fon.
Patie. She’s mine by vows, and ftronger ties of
love, '
» And frae thefe bands nae fate my mind fhall move.
Pll wed nane elfe, thro' life I will be true,
But fill obedience is a parent’s due.
Roger. Is not our mafter and yourfell to ftay
Amang us here——or are you gawn away
‘To London court, or ither far aff parts,
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts? .
Patie To Edinburgh faight to-morrow we
advance,
‘To Londsn neilt, and afterwards to France,
Where I muft ftay fome years, and learn—to
dance,
And twa three other monky-tricks :—That done,
I come hame ftrutting in my red-heel’d thoon.
Then ’tis defign’d, when I can weel behave,
‘That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull flave,
For fome few bags of cafh, that I wat weel
I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel :
But Peggy, dearcr to me than my breath,
Sooner than hear fic news fhall hear my death.
Roger. They wwhba bave juft erough can joundly flees,
The owreccre only fafbes fouok to heep— ! Good
: 00
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Good mafter Patrick, tak your ain tale hame.
Patie. What was my morning thought, at

| night’s the fame :

f’l'he poor and rich but differ in the name,

Content’s the greateft blifs we can procure

Frae ’boon the lift—without it kings are poor.

Roger. But an eftatelike yoursyields braw content,

‘When we but pike it fcantly on the bent:

Fine claiths, faft beds, fweet houfes, fparkling winey

Rich fare, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine,

Subtmiffive fervants, honour, wealth and eafe,

Wha’s no content w'th thefe are ill to pleafe.

Patie. Sae Roger thinks,and thinks not far amifs,

But mony a cloud hings hovering o’er their blifs :

The paflions rule the roaft—and if they’re four,

Like the lean ky, they’il foon the fat devour ;

The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride,

Stang like the fharpeft goads in gentry’s fide,

The gouts, and gravels, and the ill difeafe,

Are f%equenteﬂ: with fouk owrelaid with eafe;
While o’er the moor the thepherd, with lefs care,
Enjoys his fober with, and halefome air. =~ -

Roger. Lord, man, I wonder, ay, and‘it delights
My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights :
How ye a’ that fenfe I fain wad lear,
That I may eafier difappointments bear ?
Patie. Il“lrae books, the wale of books, I gat fome
&i r] . ‘ .
Thefe beft can teach what’s real good and ill :
Ne’er grudge ilk year to ware fome ftanes of cheefe,
To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe
| Rogeri, I'll do’t, and ye fhall tell me which to
uy :
Faith I’fe hae books, tho’ I fhou’d fell my ky :
But now let’s hear how you’re defign’d to move
Between Sir Williem's will and Peggy's love.
Patia,
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Patie. Then here it lies——nhis will maun be
obey’d,
My vows Il keep, and fhe fhall be my bride :
But [ fome time this laft defign maun hide.
Keep you the fccret clofe, and leave me here 3
1 fent tor Pzggp, yonder comes my dear. .
Rager. And proud of being your fecretary, I
To wyle it frae me a’ the deels defy. [£xit Roger.
Patie [ f2/us.] With what a ftruggle muft I now
impart
My father’s will to her that hads my heart :
1 ken fhe loves, and her faft foul will fink,
While it ftands trembling on the hated brink
Of difappointment——heav’n fuppert my fair,
And let her comfort claim your tender care: ‘
Her eyes are red [ Enter Peggy.
My Peggy, why in tears ?
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears :
Tho’ ’'m nae mair a fhepherd, yet I’m thine.
Peggy. 1 dare not thini fae high—I now repine
At the unhappy chance, that made. not me
A gentle match, or ftill 2 herd kept thee.
Wha can withouten pain fee frae the coaft
‘The fhip that bears his all like to be loft ¢
Like to be carried by fome rever’s hand,
Far frae his withes to fome diftant land.
Patie. Ne’er quarrel fate, whilft it with me re-
mains
To raife thee up, or flill attend thefe plains.
My father has forbid our loves, I own :
But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown :
I falthood hate: come, kifs thy cares away ;
I ken to love as well as to obey.
Sir William’s generous ; leave the talk to me
To make ftri¢t duty and true love agree.

. ) Peg,
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Pe;. Speak on! fpeak ever thus, and ftill my grief,
But thort 1 dare to hope the fond relief ;
. New thoughts a gentler face will foon infpire,
" ‘That with nice air fwims round in filk attire ;
Then I! poor me !—with fighs may ban my fate,
‘When the young laird’s nae mair my heartfome
Pate.
Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreft,
" By the blyth fhepherd that excell'd the reft -
Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang,
When Patie kifs'd me, when I danc’d or fang;
Nae mair, alake! we'll on the meadow play!
And rin haff breathlefs round the rucks of hay,
As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain,
And fawn on purpofe that I might be tane =
Nae mair around the fo7gytnow Il creep,
‘To watch and ftare upon thee, while afleep,
But hear my vow: ’twill help to give me eafe,
May fudden death, or deadly fair difeafe,
And warlt of ills attend my wretched life,
If €’er to ane but you I be a wife.

SANG XVII. Taune, Waes my heart that we
thou’d furrender.
Speak on, fpeak thus, and fiill my gricf,
ptHaId up a beart that's ﬂéiﬂéy zﬁ:de{
" Thefe fears, that foon will want relief,
When Pate muft from bis Pegey funder,
A gentier face and filk attire,
A lady rich in beauty’s bloffom,
«  Miake poor me ! awill now confpire,
. To feal thee from thy Peggy’s bofom.

No more the fbepberd avbo excell’d

The reft, avhofe wit made them to Wonder,,
Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tcll ;
AE! Ican die, but never funder,

‘.'. n
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Yz meadoavs awbere awe often firay'd,

Ye banks avbere e were awont to awander 3
Saveet-feented rucks round which ave play*d,
Youll lofe your faveets aben ave're afunder.

Lgain, ab! fball I never creep
Around the knoaw ewith filent duty,
Kindly to avatch thee wh:le afleep,
And awonder at thy manly beauty ?
Hear, heaven, avhile folemnly I vow,
Tho’ thou fhoouldf pove a awand'ring lover,
Throww life to thee 1 fhall prove true,
Nor be a awife to any other.

Patie. Sure heaven approves—and be affur’d of-

me,

I’ll ne’er gang back of what I've fworn to thee:

And time, tho' time maun interpofe a while,

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle s

Yet timé, nor diftance, nor the faireft face,

1f there’s a fairer, e’er fhall fill thy place.

1’d hate my rifing fortune, fhould it move

The fair foundation of our faithfu” love,

If at my foot were crowns and fcepters laid,

To brite my foul frae thee, delightful maid,

For thee I'd foon leave thefe ingrior things

To fie as have the patience to be kings.

Wherefore that tear? believe, and calm thy mind.
Peggy. I greet for joy, to hear my love fae kind ;

When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk defpair,

Made me think life was little worth my care,

My heart was like to burft ; but now I fee

Thy gen’rous thoughts will fave thy heart for me :

With patience then, I'll wait each wheeling yeat, -

Dream thro’ that night, %ill my day-ftarappear ;

And all the while Ill ftudy gentler charms

To make me fitter for my trav’ller’s arms : -
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T'll gain on uncle Glayd—he’s far frae fool,
And will not grudge to put me throw ilk fchaol,
Where I may manners learn——— .

SANG XVIIL Tune, Tweed-fide. -

Peggy. When hope was guite funk in defpair,
My beart it was going to break ; -
My life appear’d aortblefs my care,
But noww 1 awill fav't for thy fake.
Where-cer my love travels by day,
Where-ever be lodges by night,
With me bis dear image fhall flay ;
And my foul keep bim ever in fight.

With patience ')l avait the long year,
And fiudy the gentleft charms ;
ope time away till thou appear,
So lock thee for ay in thofe arms.
Whilf thou wafl a [bepherd, 1 priz’d
No higher degree in this life; -
But now Dl endeavour to rife
Ta a beight is becoming thy avife,

For beauty that’s cnly fhin decp,
Muft fade like the gowans of May,
But inwardly rooted, aill keep
For ever, without a decay.
Nor aze, nor the ckanges of life,
Can quench the fair fire of love,
If virtu?s ingrain'd in the avife,
And the bufband have fenje ta approve.

Patie. That’s wifely faid,
And what he wares that way fhall be well paid.
Vou. Il T Tho'
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‘Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art,

Thy native fweets might gain a prince’s heart,

Yet now, left in our ftation we offend, .

‘We muft learn modes, to innocence unkend ;

Affett aft-times to like the thing we hate,

And drap ferenity, to keep up ftate ;

Laugh when we're fad, {peak when we’ve nought

fo fay,

And, for the fathion, when we’re blith feem wae :

Pay complimentsto them we afi have fcorn’d,

Then fcandalize them, when their backs are turn’d.
Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be

What I am ftill——bnt I’ll he eughs with thee.
Patie. No, rno, my Peggy, I but only jeft

With gentry’s apes ; for%l amangft the beft,

Good-manners give integrity a bleeze,

When native virtues join the arts to pleafe.
Pegpy. Since with nae hazard, and fae fmall

expence,

My fad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe,

. Then why, ah ! why fhou’d the tempeftuous fea

Endan§er thy dear life, and frighten me ?

Sir Whilliam’s cruel that wad force his fon,

For watna-whats, fae great a rifk to run,

Patie. There is nae doubt but trav'lling does

improve ;

Yet I wou’d fhun it for thy fake, my love :

But foon as I’ve thook aff my landwart caft

In foreign cities, home to thee P’l! hafte.

SAN G XIX. Tune, Buih aboon Traquair.

Peggy. At fetting day and rifing morn,
With foul that fiiil fball love thee,
L'l aft of beaven they fafe reiurn,
With all that can improwe thez.
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Dl vifit aft the birken-bup,
Where firfl theu kindhy told me' .
Saweet tales of love, and bid my blub,
Whilf vound thoy digft exfold me.

9o all our baunts I will repair,
By greenwood-fhaw or Jountaiu ;
Or awbhere the fummer-day Pd fhare
With thee, upon yon mountgin.
There awill 1 teil the trees and flow’rs,
From thoughts unfeigs'd qnd tendery . ~
By wows you’re mine, by love is Jeurg
. A beart wpich cannot wander.

With cvery fetting day, and rifing mosn,’
I’Il kneel to heaven, and afk thy %afe return ;
Under that tree, and on the Suckler-lrge, '
Whereaft we wont, when bairns, to run and play ;s
And to the Hiffel-fba, where firft ye vow’d
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d, LT
P’ll aften gang, and tel! the trees and flowars,
With joy that they’ll bear witnefs I'am yoyrs.,, .
Patie. My dear, allow me frae thy temples fair
A fhining ringlet of thy flowing hais, - .
‘Which, as a fample of each lovely charm,
I’H aften kifs, and wear about my arm. | |
Peggy. Were ilka hair that appertajns to me
Worth an eftate, they all belong to thee:
My fheers are ready, take what you demand,. .
And aught what love with virtue may command.
Patie. Nae mair Pll afk ; but fince we've litt'e
time, L
To ware’t on words, wad border on a crime,
Love’s fafter meaning better is expreft,
When it’s with kiffes on the heart impreit.
[Here they emtrace, and the curiain's ot dvaen.
: T 2 ACT
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ACT V. SCENE 1.

PROLOGUE.

Ste how poor Bauldy fares like ane poffeft,

And roars up Symon frae bis kindly ref? :
Bare-legg’d, with night-cap, and unbutton’d ccat,
See the auld man comes forward to the for.

Symon. H A T want ye, Bauldy, at this filent.

hour,
When nature nods beneath the drowfy pow’r:
Far to the North the fcant approaching light
Stands equal *twixt the morning and the night
What gars ye fhake, and glowrc and look fae wan ?
Your teeth they chitter, hair like briftles ftand.
Bauldy. O'len me foon fome water, milk, or ale,
head’s grown giddy———legs with fhaking fail ; -
I'll ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane :
Alake t I'll néver be myfell again.
I'll né’er o'erput it ! Symon, O Symon! O!
: Symon gives bim a drink.
S_‘ymn.d What ails thee, gowk !—to make fo Joud
ado. :
You’ve wak’d Sir Williawm, he has left his bed ;
He comes, I fear, ill pleas’d ; I hear his tred.
‘ Enter Sir William.
Sir Will. How goes the night ?. Does day-light
yet appear ?
Symvn, you're very tymoutly afteer.
Symon. I’'m forry, fir, that we’ve difturb’d your %

" reft,
But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s {p’rit oppreft, -
He’s feen fome witch, or wreftled with a ghaift.
. Bau'dy.

{
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Baualdy. O! ay—dearfir, in troth *tis very true,
And I am come to make my plaint to you,
Sir Will. (/miling.) 1 lang to hear’t——
Bauldy. —Ah! fiz, the witch caw’d Mauf,
‘That wims aboon the mill amang the haws,
Firft promis’d that fhe'd help me with her art,
To gain a bonny thrawart laflie’s heart ;
As fhe had tryfted, I met wi'er this night,
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright !
For the curs’d hag, inftead of doing me good,
The very thought o’t’s like to freeze my blood !)
is’d up a ghatt, or deel, I kenna whili,

+ Like a dead corfe in fheet as white as milk ;

Black hands it had, and face as wan as death,
Upon me faft the witch and it fell baith,
Lows'd down my breeks, while I like a great fool,
Was labour’d as T wont to be at fchool.
My heart out of its hool was like to lowp,
T pithlefs grew with fear, and had nae hope,
*Till, with an elritch laugh they vanifh’d quite;
Syne I haf dead with anger, fear and fpite,
Crap up, and fled ﬁraigE: frae them, fir, to you,
Hoping your help to gi’e the deel his due.
I'm fure my heart will ne’er gi’e o’er to dunt,
>T'ill in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be brunt.
Sir Will. Well, Bauldy, whate'er’s juft fhall
ranted be ; ’
Let Mau'e be brought this morning down to me.
Baudly. Thanks to your honour, foon fhall I obey ;
But firft I’ll Reger raife, and twa three mae,
To catch her faft, or fhe get leave to {queel,
And catt her cantraips that bring up thedeel. -
T _ . [Exit Bauldy.

T3 Sir



e78 The GENTLE SHEPRERD,
Sir Will, Troth Symen, Bauldy’s more afraid than

hurt, )

'The witch and- ghaift have made themfelves good
fport. '

What ﬁlfy notions crowd the clouded mind,

‘That is, throw want of education, blind !

Symon. But does your honour think there’s nae

fic thing,

As witches raifing deels up throw a ring,

Syne playing tricks, a thoufand [ cou’d tell,

Cou’d never be contriv’d on this fide hell.

_ Sir #ill. Such as the devil's dancing in 2 moer,

Amongft i few old women, craz'd and poor,

Who are rejoyc’d to fee him frikk and lowp

O’er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp,

Appearing fometimes like a black-horn’d cow,

Ag-times like Bawty, Badrans,or a Sow ;

Then with his train throw airy paths to glide,

While they on cats or clowns, or broomftaffs ride,

Or in the egg-fhell &kim out-o’er the main,

To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain ;

Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted fools,

By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairsand ftools.

Whatc’er’s in fpells, or if there witches be,

Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd to me.

Symon. *Tis true enough, we ne’er heard that a

witth

Had either meikle fenfe, or yet was rich :

But YMaufe, tho’ poor, is-a fagacious wife,

And lives a quiet and very honett life.

That gars me think this boblefhew that’s paft

Will end in nathing but a joke at laft.

Sir #ill. ’m fure It will ; but fee increafing Light
Commands the imps of darknefs down to night ;
Bid rife my fervants, and my horfe prepare,

Whilit I walk out to take the moming air.
SANG
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SANG XX. Zane, Bony gray-ey’d moin.

The bony gray-¢y’d morn begins 20 pecp,
Aud darknefs fies before the rifing ray,
The bearty bynd flarts from bis laz; flecp,
To follow bealthfu’ labours of the day,
Without a guilty fing to wrinkle his browy,
The lark and the linnet tend bis leves,
And he joins their concert, driving the plow,
From toil of grimace and pageantry free.

While flufler’d with awine, or.madden’d with lofs
Of balf an efate, the prey of a main,
The drunkard and gamefier tumble and tofs,
Wifbing for.calmnefs and flumber in vain.
Be.my portion, bealth and quictnefs of mind,
Plac’d at due diftance from parties and flate,
Where neither amb tion nor avarice blind,
Reach bim who bas bappinefs link'd to his fate.
[Exeunt.

SCENE IL

BROLOGUE.

While Peggy laces up ber bofom fair,

With a blue fnood Jenny binds up ber bair;
Glaud by bis morning ingle takes a beek,
The rifing fun foines moity throw the reck :
A pipe bis mouth, the loffes pleaje bis eex,

And now and then bis joke maun intcrveen.

-Glaud. J Wigh, my bairns, it may keep fair tiH
night. .

Ye. do.not ufe fo oor; to fee the light; !
T 4 Nae
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Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the thrang,
To tak your'leave of Partick or he gang :
But, do ye think, that now when he’s a lard,
That he poor landwart laffes will regard ?

Fenny. Tho’ he’syoung mafter now, I'm very fure,
Hehas mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho’ poor :
But yefterday he ga'e us mony a tug,

And kifs'd-my cufin there frae lug to lug.
Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o’t, and he’ll do’t
again ;
But, be advis’d, his company refrain :
Before, he, as a thepherd, fought a wife,
With her to live a chafte and trugal life ;
But now grown gentle, foon he will forfake
bic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake.
Peggy. A rake, what's that 2—Sure if it means
ought ill,
He’ll never be't, elfe I have tint my fkill,

Glaud. Daft laflie, ye ken noaght of the affair,
Ane young and good, and gentle’s unco rare :

A rake’s a gracelefs fpark, that thinks nae fhame

To do what like of us thinks fin to name ;

Sic are fae void of fhame, they’ll never ftap

To brag how aften they have had the clap ;

They'll f;empt young things like you, with youdith
wfh’d, : .

Syne mak ye a’ their jeft when ye’re debauch’d.

Be warry then I fay, and never ge'e :

Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he.

Peggy. Sir Wiiliam’s vertuous, and of gentle blood ;
And may not Patrick too, like him be good ?

Glaud, That's true, and mony gentry mae than he,
As they are wifer better are than we
But thinner fawn ; they’re fae puft up with pride,

There’s mony of them mocks iik haly guide,
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"That fhaws the gate to heaven ;—I've heard myfell,

Some of them laugh at doomiday, fin and hell. ‘
Fenny. Warch o'er us, father! heh, that’s very-
odd ' .

Sure him that doubts a doom{day, doubts a God.
Glaud. Doubt! why they neither doubt, no
judge, nor think, :
Nor hope, nor fear ; but curfe, debauch, and drink ;
But I’m not {aying this, as if [ thought
That Parrick to fic gaits will e’er be brought.
Peggy. The Lord farbid! Na, he kens better things:
But here comes aunt, her face fome ferly brings.
Exrter Madge.
Ma fge. Hatt, hatt ye, we're a’ fent for owre the

te,
To heaﬁaand help to red fome odd debate
*Tween Maufe and Bauldy, *bout fome witchcraft
fpell

At s,,,,,,gi houfe, the knight fits judge himfel.
Glaud. Lend me my ftaff—— Madge, lock the
.. oater door,

And bring the laffes wi’ye; I'll ftep before.  [Exit.
Madge. Poor Meg ! —Look, Fenny, was the like

e'er feen? )

How bleer’d and red with greeting look her een!

This day her brankan wooer takes his horfe,

To ftrute a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs ;

To change his kent cut frae the branchy plain

For a nice fword, and glanc ng-headed cane ;

To leave his ram-horn {poons and kitted whey,

For gentler-tea, that fmells like new-won hay;

To leave the green-fwaird dance, when we gae milk,

To raftle amang the beauties clad in filk.

But Meg, poor ﬁlcg ! m3un with the thepherd fay,

And take what God will fend in boddca-gray.

Peggy.
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Prggy. Dear aunt, what needs ye fath us wi’ yolr
fecorn ?
‘That’s no my faut that I'm nae gentler born.
‘Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been,
1 ne’er had notic’d Patie on the green:
Now fince he rifes, why fhould I repine?
1f he’s made for another, he’ll neer be mine :
And then, the like has been, if the decree
Defigns him mine, I yet his wife may be.
Mad e. A bony flory, trouth!—But we delay ;
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away.
[Exeunt.

SCENE I
PROLOGUE.

Sir William flls the tawa-arm’d chair,
While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Maufe
Attend, and with loud laughter Lear
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead bis caufe :
For now it’s tell'd him that the tawz
Was bandled by reveng fu’ Madge,
Becaufe be brak good-breeding’s laavs,
And with bis noafenfe rais'd their rage.

Sir#idl. ND was that all >—~Well, Archbald,
ye was ferv’d

No otherwitfc than what ye well deferv’d.

Was it {fo.fmall 2 matter to defame,

And thus abufe an honeft woman’s name ?

‘Befides your going about to have betray'd,

-By perjury, an innocent young maid. - -
Bauldy,
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Bauldy. Sir, I confefs my faut thr.’ 2’ the fteps,
And nt’er again fhall be untrue to Neps.

Maufe. Thusfar, fir, he oblig’d rae on the fcore,
I kend not that they thought me fic before.

Bauldy. An’tlike your Honour, [ believ'd it well ;
But trowth I was e’en doilt to feek the deel :
Yer with your Honour's leave, tho’ the’s nae witch,
She’s baith a flee and a revengefu’ ’
And that my fome-place finds ;—but I had beft
Haud in my tongue; for yonder comes the Ghaif,
And the young bony #itch, whafe rofie cheek
Sent me without my wit the deel to feek.

Enter Madge, Peggy, and Jeuny.

Sir Will. [looking at Peggy.] Whofe daughter’s
the that wears th’ durora gown,
With face {o fair, and locks a lovely brown ?
How fparkling are her eyes! what's this I find !
The girl brings all my fifter to my mind.
Such were the fcatures once adorn’d a face,
Which death too foon depriv'd of fweeteft grace. .
Is this your daughter, Glaud ? ‘
Glaud. Sir, fhe’s- my niece——
And yet fhe’s not—but | fhould had my peace.
Sir #ill. Thisis a contradittion ; what d’yemean 2
She is, and fhe is not ! pray, Glaud, explain.
Glaud. Becaufe I doubt, if I fhould make appear §

What 1 have kept a fecret thirteen year
Maufe. You may reveal what 1 can fully clear.
Sir Will. Speak foon: I'm all impatience !—
Patie, Soam I'!

For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. .
Glaud. Then, fince my mafter orders, I obey—

This bory fundling, ac clear mosn of May, Clof

ofe

\0

——




284 The GENTLE SHEPHERD,

Clofe by the lee-fide of my door I found,
All fweet and clean, and carefully hapt round,
In infant weeds, of rich and gentle make.
What cou’d they be, thought I, did thee forfake 2
‘Wha, warfe than brutes, con’d leave expos’d to air
Sae much of innocence, fae fiveetly fair,
Sae helplefs young ; for fhe appear'd to me,
Only about twa towmands auld to be
I took her in my arms, the bairnie {mil'd
With fic a look, wad made a favage mild.
T hid the ftory, fhe has pafs’d fincelyne
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine :
Nor do I rue my care about the wean,
For fhe’s well worth the pains that [ have tane.
Ye fee the’s bony ; I can fivear fhe’s good,
And am right fure fhe’s come of gentle blood ;
Of whom I kenna naithing ken I mair,
‘Vhan what I to your honour now declare.
Sic #ill. This tale feems ftrange '—
Patie. The tale dclights my ear!.
Sir #ill. Command your joys, young man, till
trath appear.
Maufe. That be my tatk—Now, fir, bid all be
hath,
Peggy may fmile—Thou haft no caufe to blufh.
Lang have I wifh’d 1o, fee this happy day,
That I might fafely to the truth give way ;
That 1 may now Sir Wiliram Worthy name,
The beft and neareft pavent fhe can claim.
He faw’t at firft, and with quick eyes did trace
_ Hbs fifter’s beauties in her doughter’s face.
Sir #ill. Cld-woman, do not rave—~prove what
you fay ; .
*Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play.
Patie. What reafon, fir, can an old woman have
To tcll a lie, when the’s fac near her grave ?

But
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But how, or why, it fheuld be truth, I graat, - -
I every thing that looks like reafon want, :
Ovmnes. The ftory’s odd! we with we heard it out,
Sir Will. Make halle, good woman, and refolve
each doubt.
[Maufe goes forward, leading Pegey to Sir Will,

Maafe. Sir, view me- well, has fitieen years fo

plew’d

A wrinkled face that you have often view'd,

That here I as an unknown ftranger ftand .

Who nurs’d her mother, that now holds-my hand ;"

Yet ftronger proofs I'll give, if you demand.
Sir#ill. Ha, honeft nurfe, where were my eyes

before ! : :

I know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more ;

Yet from the lab’rinth, to lead out my mind,

Say, to expofe her, who was fo unkind ? :
{Sir Will. embraces Peggy, and makes ber fit by him.
Sir Will. Yés, forely, thou’rt my niece! truth

muft prevail ;

But no more words, %ill A%axf relate her tale.
Patie. Good nurfe, didpatch thy ftory wing'd with

bliffes,

That I may give my-cufin fifty kiffes.

Maufz. Then it was I that fav’d her infant-life,
Her death being threaten’d by an uncle’s wife.
The ftory’s lanig ; bat | the fecret knew,

How they purfu’d with avaricious view

Her rich eftate, of which they’re now poffeft :

All this to me a confident confeft.

1 heard with horior, and with trembling dread,

"T'hey’d fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed.

That very night, when all were funk in reit,

At midnight-hour the floor I faftly preft,

And ftaw the fleeping innocent away,

With whom I travell’d fome few miles c’er day.
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All day I hid me; when the day wasdone,
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon,
*Till eaftward fifty miles I reach’d thefe plains,
Where needful plenty glads your chea fuffwains.
For fear of being found out, I, to fecure
My cbarge, Ilard her at this fhepherd’s door ;
And took a neighbouring cottage here. that I,
Whatc’er ﬂ_mulg happen to her, might be by.
Here, hooelt G/a»d himfel, and Symsn may.
Remember well how | that ve y day
Frae Roger’s father took my little crove.
Glaud, [vith tears of joy happing dorvn bis beard).
1 well remember’t : Lord reward your love !
Lang have | wifh'd for this; for aft I'thought,
Sic knowledge fometime thould about be brought.
Patie. *Tis now a crime to doubt,—my joys are
full,
With duc obedicnce to my parent’s will.
Sir, with paternal love furvey her charms,
And blame me not for rathing to her arms :
She’s mine by vows, and would, tho' flill unknown,
Have been my wife, when [ my vows durft own.
Sir #Will My neice, my daughter, welcome to
my care,
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair:
Equal with Patrick; now my greateit aim
Shall be to'aid your joys, and well-match’d flame.
My boy, receive her from your father’s hand,
With as good will as either would demand.
[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kreel to Sir Will.
Patie. With as much joy this blefling I reccive,
As ane wad life that’s finking in a wave.
Sir Will. raifes them.] 1 give you both my blefling ;
may your love
Produce a happy race, and ftill i nprove.

Peggy.
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. Peggy. My wifhes are compleat,—my joys atife,
While I’m half dizzy with the bleft furprife ;
Anud am I thena match for my ain lad,
Fhat for me fo much generous kindnefs had ?
Lang may Sir #iliiam blefs thefe happy plains,
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains.
Patic. Be lang oyr guardian, ftill our mafter be,
We'll only crave what you fhall pleafe to gie ?
Th’ eftatebe yours, my Peggy’s ane to nie.
Glaud. 1 hope your honour now will tak amends
©Of them that he her life for wicked ends.
Sir #7l/. The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall know
That cyes above watch the affairs below :
Pl ftrip him foon of all to her pertains,
And inake him reimburfe his ill-got gains. .
Pegpy To me the views of wealth, and an eftate
Seem light, when put in balance with my Pate -
For his take only I'll ay thankful bow
For fuch.a kindnefs, be/? of men, to you.
Symon. What double blythnefs wakens up this day,
I hope now, fir, you'll no foon hafte away.
Sall [ vafaddle your horfe, and gar prepare
A dinner for ye of hale country fare ?
See how much joy sawrinkles every brow,
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you :
Even Bauldy, tﬁc bewitch'd, has quite forgot
Fell Madge's tawz, and pawky Maufe's ploz, *
Sir il Kindly old man, remain with you thisday!
T never from thefe fields again will ftray ;
‘Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houle. repair,
And bufy gardners fhall new planting rear :
My father’s hearty table you foen fhall fee
Reitor'd, and my beft friends rejoice with me.
Symon. That’s the beft news I heard this twenty
car !
New da}_\" breaks up, rough times begin to clear.
Glawd

y
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Glamll. God fave the king, and fave Sir William
ang,
‘To enjoy their ain, and raife the fhepherd’s fang.
Roger. Wha winna dance, wha will refufe to Eng'?
What fhepherd’s whitle winna like the fpring ?
Bauldy. I’'m friends with Maufe,—with very Madge
. I'm greed, )
Altha’ they fkelpit me when woodly fleid ;
’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can forgive,
0 join and fing, lang may Sir William /ive.
Madge. Lang may he live ;—and Arcbbald learn
to fteek
Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak,
And never ca’ her auld, that wants a man,
Elfe ye may yet fome witches fingers ban.
This day I’ll with the youngeft of ye rant,
And brag for ay that 1 was ca’d the aunt
Of our young lady, my dear bonny bairn !
Prgey. No other name I'll ever for you learn :—
And, my gcod nurfe, how fhall I gratefu’ be
For 2’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done for me ?
Maufe. The flowing pleafares of this happy day
Does fully all I can require repay.
Sir Will. 'To faithful Symon,and, kind G/axd, to
. you,
And to your heirs I give in endlefs feu,
The mailens ye poffefs, as juftly due.
For afting like kind fathers to the pair,
Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare.
Maufe, in my houfe, in calmnefs, clofe your da‘ys,
With nought to do but fing your Maker’s praife.
Omnes. The LORD of heaven return your honour’s
love,
Confirm your joys, and a’ your bleflings roove.
Patic. [trefenting Roger 2o Sir William.]

Sir,
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Sir, here’s my trafty friend, that always thar’d
My bofom fecrets, ere I was a laird ;
Glaud's daughter Fanet (( Fenny, think nae fhame)
Rais'd and maintains in him a lover’s flame :
Lang was he dumb, at laft he fpak and won,
And%\opes to be our honeft uncle’s fon ;
Be pleas’d to fpeak to Glazd for his confent,
That nane may wear a face ofdifcontent.
Sir #ill. My fon’s demand is fair.——Glaud, let
me crave, .
That trufty Roger may your daughter have
With ﬁan{; confent; and while he does remain
Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain.
Glaud. You croud your bounties, Sir; what
can we fay, . 7
Bat that we're dyvoursshat can ne'er repay ?
Whate’er your honour wills, I fhall obey.
Roger, my daughter with my blefling take,. ~
And ftill our mafter’s right your bufinefs make.
Pleafe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head
Shall nod with quietnefs down amang the dead.
Roger. 1 ne’er was good a-fpeaking 2’ my days,
" Or ever loo’d to mak o’er great a fraife ; '
But for my matfter, father, and my wife, -
I will employ the cares of all my life.
Sir #ill. My friends, Pm fatisfy’d you'll alf
behave,
Each in his ftation, as Pd wifh or crave.
Be ever virtuous, foon or late ye’ll find
Reward and fatisfation to your mind.
‘The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild ;
And oft, when hopes are higheft, we’re beguil’d.
Aft when we fland on brinks of dark defpaur,
Some happy turn with joy difpels our care,
Now all’s at rights, who fin , let me hear.
Vor. II. ’ Peggy.
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Peggy. When yisu detnand, I readieft fhould obey's
ru fﬁg you ane, the newet that I hae.

SANG XXI. Tune, Corn-Riggs are bonny.

My Patie is a lover gay,

“His mind is sevuer muddy 5
. His brearh is fuwerter than new hay,

His face is fair and puddy :

His /bape is bandfome, middle fize,
He's comely in bis waavking,

The fbining in bis een furprife,
*Tis beaven 10 bear bim tawking.

Lap #ight I met him on a bawi,
Where yellow corn wlas growing,

There mony & kindly word be fpak
That fet my brart a gloaving.

H: Bf?d, andwu;;d be wad 5: ming,
And loo'd o & ony,

That gars me like u?ng finfyney

O corn-riggs are boxny,

Let laffes of a filly trind
Refyfe what maift they're avdniting, o

Snee ave for yielding aveve defign’dy %7
We chaflly fbould be granting. - -

Then I/l comply, and marry Pate,
And fne my Cockernony

Ho;%ree o touzel, air or late,

: ere corn-riggs are bonny.

_——
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%Mrs.,A. C. A Song. To the Tune of,

All in the Downs.

HEN beauty blazes heavenly bright,
The mufe can no more-ceafe to {fn y
Than can the lark, with rifing light,
Her notes negleét with drooiil:iwing.
The morning fhines, harmonious birds mount high;
The dawning beauties {mile, and poets fly.

Young Annic’s budding graces claim
Th’ infpired thought, and fofteft lays ;
And kindﬁ: in the breaft a flame,
Which muft be vented in her praife.
Tell us, ye gentle thepherds, have you feen
& oue o like an angel tread the green?

Ye &outh, be watchful of your hearts ;
hen fhe appears, take the alarm
.- Love on heér beauty points his darts,
: And wings an arrow from each charm,
. Around her eyes and fmiles the graces {port;
And to her fnowy neck and breafts refort.

But vain muft every caution prove,
‘When fuch enchanting fweetnefs fhines,
‘The wounded fwain muft yield to love,
And wonder, tho® he hopelefs pines.
Such flames the foppith butterfly fhou’d thun ;
The eagle’s only fit to view the fun,

Ua $he’s
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She’s as the opening lilly fair,
. Her lovely features are complete ;
Whilit heaven indulgent makes her thare
With.angels all that’s wife and fweet.
Thefe virtues, w%:ich divinely deck her mind,
Exalt each beauty of th’ inferior kind.

Whether the love the rural fcenes,
Or fparkle in the airy town,
O! happy he her favour gains,
nhappy ! if fhe on%nim frown.
The mufe unwilling quits the lovely theme,
Adicu fhe fings, and thrice repeats her name.

To Mrs. E. C. A Song. To the Tune of,
Tweed-fide.

N OW Pbabus advances on high ;

No footfteps of winter are feen ;
The birds carrol fweet in the fky,

And "la.mbkins dance reels on the green,

Thro’® groves, and by rivulets clear,
We wander for pleafure and. health,

Where buddings and blofloms appear,
Giving profpeéts of joy and wealth.

View every gay fceue all around,
That are, and that promife to be;

¥et in them all nothing is found
So perfe&t, Eli/a, as thee.

Thine
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Thine eyes the clear fountains exeel ;
Thy locks they out-rival the grove ;

When Zephyrs thefe pleafingly {well,
Each wave makes a captive to love.

The rofes and lillies combin’d,
And flowers of moft delicate hue,

By thy cheek and thy breafts are out-fhin’d,
Their tin&tures are nothing fo true.

What can we compare with thy voice,
And what with thy humour fo fweet ?

No mufick can blefs with fuch joys ;
Sure angels are jult fo complete.

Fair blofiom of every delight,
Whofe beauties ten thoufands out-fhine,
Thy fweets fhall be laftingly bright,
Being mixt with fo many divine.

Ye powers, who have given fuch charms
To Elifa, your image below,

O! fave her from all human harms,
And make her hours happily flow.

To C;&LISTA: A Song. To the Tune of,
I with my Love were in a Mire.

HE fung, the youth attention gave,
And charms and charms efpies ;
Then all in ra’tures falls a flave,
Bozh to ber woice and eyes.

Ug So
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So fpokz and {mil'd the Eaftern maid,
Like thine, feraphick were her charms,
That in Gircaffia’s vineyards fray’d,
And bleft the wifeft monarch’s arms.

A thoufand fair, of high defert,
Strave to enchant the amorous king ;
But the Circafias gain'd his heart,
And taught the royal bard to fing.
Califia thus our fang infpires,
. And claims the fmooth and higheft lays §
But while each charm our bofom fires,
Words feem too few to found her praife.

Her mind in ev’ry grace complete,
To paint, furpaffes human kill ;
Her majefty, mixt with the fweet ;
Let feraphs fing her if they will :
Whilft wond’ring, with a ravifh’d eye,
We all that’s perfe&t in her view,
Viewing a fifter of the fky,
To whom an adoration’s due.

A SONG.
Tune of, Lochaber no more.

Arewell to Lochaber, and farewell, my Fean,
Where heartfome with thee I’'ve mony day
been ;
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,
We’'ll, may be, return to Lochaber no more.
Thefe tears that I fhed, they are a’ for my dear,
And no for the dangers attending on weir, -
0,
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“Tho’ bore on rough feas to a-far blaody thare,
May be to return to Lockabder no more.

Tho’ husricanes rife, and rife ev’ry wind,
They’ll ne’er.make a tempeft like that in my mind :
The’ Jandeft of thunder on louder waves roar,
‘That’s nathing like leaving my love on the fhore.
‘To leave thee%e_hix_l,d me, my heart is fair pain’d,
By eafe that’s inglorious no fame can be gain'd ;
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave,
And J muft defexve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my Feany, maun plead my excufe ;
Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ?
Without it I ne’er can have merit for thee,

And without thy favour I'd better not be.

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame ;
And if | fhould luck to come glorioufly hame,
4’lL.bring a heart to thee with love running o'r, .
And then D'l leave thee and Lochaber no more.

LAass with a Lump of Land. .

P’E me a lafs with a lump of land,
Apd we for life fhall gang thegither 3

Tho’ daft or wife I’ll never demand,

Or black or fair it mak{na whether.
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade,

And blood alane is no worth a fhilling ;
But fhe that’s rich, her market’s made,

For ilka charm about her is killing.

U 3 Gi'e
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Gi'e me a lafs with a lump of land,
And in my bofom I'll hug my treafure;
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand,
Shou’d love turn fowf, it will find pleafure.
Laugh on wha likes, but there’s my hand,’
I%me with poortith, tho’ bonny, to meddle ;
Unlefs they bring cath, or a lamp of land,
‘They’fe never get me to dance to their fiddle.

There’s meikle good love in bands and bags,
And filler and gowd’s a fweet complection 3
But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags,
Have unt the art of gaining affetion.
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, -
And caftles, and riggs, and moors, and meadows ;
And nathing can catch our modern fparks,
But well tocher’d laffes, or jointer’d widows.

VIRTUE and Wit the Prefervatives of
Love and Beauty.

To the Tune of, Gillikranky.
To Mrs. K. H.

Onfefs thy love, fair blufhing maid ;
For fince thine eye’s confenting,

Thy fafter thoughts are a* betray’d,
And nafays no worth tenting.

Why aims thou to oppofe thy mind,
With words thy wifh denying ?

Since nature made thee to be kind,
Reafon allows complying.

Nature
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Nature and reafon’s joint confent
Make love a facred blefling ;

‘Then happily that time is fpent,
That’s war’d on kind careffing.

Come then, my Katie, to my arms,
I’ll be nae mair a rover,

But find out heaven in &’ thy charms,
And prove a faithful lover.

§ HE.

‘What you defign by nature’s law,
Is fleeting inclination ;

That Will,-Wijp bewilds us a°,
By its infatanation.

‘When that gaes out, carefles tire,
And love’s nae mair in feafon 3

Syne weakly we blaw up the fire,
With all our boafted reafon.

HE,

The beauties of inferior caft
May ftart this juft refleion ;
But charms like thine maun always lat,
Where wit has the prote&tion.
Virtue and wit, like April rays,
Make beaaty rife the fweeter ;
The langer then on thee I gaze,
My love will grow compleater.

SONG,
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S ONG.
T the Tume of, I'll gar ye be fain to follow me.
HE.

DIEU for a while, my native green plains,
My neareft relations, and neighbouring

fwains ;

" Dear Nelly, frac thefe Pd @art eafily free,

Were minutes not ages while abfent frae thee.

§ HE.

Then tell me the reafon shou do’ft not obey
“The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away :
Alike! thou deceiver, oer plainly I fee,

A lover fac roving will never mind me.

H E.

The reafon unhappy is owing to fate,
“Fhat gave me 2 being without an eftate,
Which lays a neceflity now upan.me,

Fo puschafe a fortune for pleafure to thee.

S HE.

Smalt fortune may ferve where lpve has the fway;
"Fhen, Fobny, be counfel’d nae langer to ftray ;
For while thou proves conftant in kindnefs to me,
Contented ['ll ay find 2 treafure in thee.

H B.
O «ceafe, my dear charmer, elfe foon Ilt betray
A weaknefs unmanly, and quickly give way
“Fo fondmefs, which may prove a ruin to thee,
A pain to us baith, and dithonour to me.
3 _ Bear
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Bear witnefs, ye ftreams, and witnefs, yeflowers;
Bear witnefs, ye watchful invifible powers,
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee,
May nothing propitious e'er fmile upon me.

§$ O N G
To the Tune of, We'll @ to Kelfo go.

NN I'll awa’ to bonny Taveed fide,
And fee my deary come thraw,
And he fall be mine
Gif fae he incline ;
For 1 hate to lead 4pes below,
While young and fair,
F1l make it my care,
To fecure myfell in 2 jo;
’m no fic a fool,
To let my blood cool,
And fyne gae lead 4pes below,

Few words, bonny lad,
Will eithly perfuade,
Tho’ bluthing, I daftly fay no,

Gae on with your ftrain,
And doubt not to gain ;
For I hate to lead 4pes below.

Unty'd to a man,
Do whate’er we can,
‘We never can thrive or dow 3
Then I will do well,
Do better wha will,
And let them lead Apes below,
Our
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Cur time is precious,

And Gods are gracious,
‘That beauties upon us beflow ;

*Tis not to be thought

We got them for nought,
Or to be fet up for thow.

*T'is carry'd by votes,
Come kilt up your coats,
Azd let us to Edinburgh go,
Where fhe that’s bonny
May catch a Fobny,
And never lead 4pes below.

The W i1poOW.

HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew,
l The widow can fhape, and the widow can
thew,

And mony braw things the widow can do ;
Then have at the widow, my laddie.

With courage attack her baith early and late,

‘To kifs her and clap her ye mauna be blate :

Speak well, and do better ; for that’s the beft gate
To win a young widow, my laddie.

‘The widow fhe’s youthfu’, and never ae hair
"The war of the wearing, and has a good tkair
Of every thing lovely; fhe’s witty and fair,
~And has a rich jointure, my laddie,
What cou’d ye with bett-r your pleafure to crown,
Than a widow, thebonnieft toaft in the town,
With nathing, but draw in your ftool, and fit down,
And fport with the widow, my laddie.
Then

—



The Step-daughter’s Relief.

3or-

"Then till her, and kill her with courtefy dead,
Tho’ ftark love and kindnefs be all ye can plead ;

Be heartfome and airy, and hope to fucceed
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie.

- Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye’d have it to wald;

For fortune ay favours the altive and bauld,

But ruins the wooer that’s thowlefs and cauld,

Unfit for the widow, my laddie,

2

The STEP-D AUGHTER’s Relief.
o the Tune of, The Kirk wad let me be.

Was anes a well tocher’d lafs,
My mither left dollars to me;

But now I’m brought to a poor pafs,

My ftep-dame has gart them fice,
My father he’s aften frac hame,

And fhe plays the deel with his gear;
She neither has lateth nor thame,

And keeps the hale houfe in a fteer.

She’s barmy fac'd, thriftlefs and bauld,
And gars me aft fret and repine ;-
While bungry, haff-naked and cauld,
I fee her deftroy what is mine:
But foon [ might*hope a revenge,
And foon of my forrows be free,
My poortith to plenty wad change,
If fhe were hung up on a tree.
Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo’d
This bonny lafs tenderly, »
I'll tak thec, fweet May, in thy fhood,
Gif thou wilt gae hame wi.h me.

/T



g02 The Socer Lappire.

*Tis only yourfell that I want ; ‘
Your kindnefs is better to nie,

Then 2’ that your ftep-mother, fcane
Of grace, now has taken frae thee.

I'm but a young farmer, ’tis true,
And ye are the fprout of 2 ldird ;
But | have milk-catde enow,
And rowth of rucks in my yard.
Ye fill have mvhing ¢6 fafli ye&5°
Sax fervants fall jouk to thec:
Theu kilt up thy codts, my laflie;
And gae thy ways hame wich me.

The maiden her reafon emplo
Not thinking the offer auml}s',
Confented -—-—whxlc Rirgan o crjoy’d
Receiv’d her with mony 2 kifs. .
And now fhe fits blithly fingan, _
And j kmg her drunken ftep-dame, |
Delighted with hér dear Ringan, |
That makes her goodwifc at hame. :

PR,

The SoceEr LaDDIE.

Y foger laddie is over the fea,
And he will bring gold and money to mej,
And when he comes hame, he’ll make me alady:
My blefling gang with my foger laddie,

My doughty laddie is handfome and brave, -
And can as a foger and lover behave = S
True to his country, to love he is fteady 5 I
There’s few to compare with my foger laddie. Shidd ;

[ |
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Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms,
Return him with lawrels to my langing arms,
Syne frae all my care ye'll pleafantly free me,
When back to my withes my foger ye gi’e me.

O foon may his honoars bloom fair on kis brow,
As quiekly they muft, if he get his dae 3
For in noble ations his courage is ready,

‘Which makes me delight in my foger laddie.

A GLOS.



GLOS

SARY:

O R,

EXPLANATION of the Seots
Wonds ufed by the Author, which are
rarely or never found in the modern

Englifb W ritings.

Some Gencral Rules, flewing wbherein many
Southern and Northern Words are origi-
nally the fame, baving only a Letter changed
Jor amotber, or fumetimes one taken away

or added.

L In many ords ¢rd np
with a+ | after ar 2
oru, tlel is raeh
Jounded,

Englith.

ABa'/

Scots.

A ’ Fa,
Ca,

I Tke Y changes to a w,
er u,rfer 0ora, andis

Srequently funk  before

anotber Corfonant ; as,
Seots. Englith.
Awm, Alm.
Bauk, Baulk.
Bouk,

Bulk.
. Fa,
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Seots. Englifh.
Fa, Fall,

Ga, Gall.
Ha, - Hall..
Sma, Small,
Sta, Stall, - -
Wa, Wall, -

Fou, or fu, Full,
Pou, or pu, Pull.’
Woo, or U, Wool,

II. The 1 changestoa, w,
or u, after o ora, and is
Srequently funk befire
anotber Confonant 3 a,

Bow, Boll. -
Bowt, Bolt.-
Caff, - Calf.
Cow, Coll or Clip.
Faut, Fault,
Faufe, Falfs. * -
Fowk, Folt.
Fawp, Fallen.
Gowd, Gold.
Haff, Half.
How, = Hole or hol-
lovo,
Howms,  Holms.
Maut, Malt.
Pow, Pol],
Row, Roll.
Scawd, Scald. -
Stown, Stolx.
Wawk, Walk.

305
IIL. Ane before ldehanges
to ama, oF AU ; a4, .
Scots. - Englifh, -
Uld, - d.
Bauld, ™ Bol4. :
Cauld, " Cold. .
Fauld, Fold,
Hald, orhad, Ho/d. .
Sald, - Sold. .
Tald, Told.
Would.

Wad,

IV. The o, oe, orow is
changed to a, ae, aw,
orai; as ’

E,oranef ) Ne.

Aeten, = Oaten.
A%, - Of
Aften, Often. -
Aik, - .Oak. .
Aith, - -Oath.
Ain, orawn, Own. .
Alane, Alone. .
Amaift, - Aimoff. .
Amang,.  Ameng.
Airs; Oars.
Aits, QOats. .
Apen, - Open.
Awner,’ Oawner.
Bain, -~  Bone. .
Bair, - Boar. .
Baith, - Bath.
Blaw, - Blow. .
Braid, Broad. .

X - Scots, .
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. Scols. Elgliﬂl,‘ Scots.- . Englith,
Claith, . . Cloth. Slaw, Sloaw. :
Craw, Crow. _Snaw, - Smow.
Drap, Drop. Strake,” Stroke,
Fae, . Fo¢. Staw, _ Stole.
Frae, + Fro,or from. |Stane, Stone.
Gae, Go. Saul,  Soxl.
Gaits, Grats. Tae, Toe. .
Grane, Groan. Taiken,  Token.
Haly, Holy. Tangs, Tongs.
Hale, . . Whole, Tap, Top.
Halefome, Wholefime. |Thrang,  Throgg
Hame,» Homg. = [Wae, Weoe.
Hait, or het, Hor. Wame,  Wonmb,
Laith, Legth. Wau, Wan.
Laid, Load. War, Worfe.
Lain,arqul.m : Wark, - - Work.
Lang, g Warld,  World'
Law, ow. Wha, \Who.
Mae, Moe.

Maiit, " Moft. V. Tbconruuﬁqmtb
air, * More. N d\ uh 1; ay,
Mane, Mepn. ithe other,

Maw, Mew., ) A .’m
Na, No. Birn, .
Nane, None. Brither, Bratba'.
Naithing, . Notbing, Fit;, Foot. -
Pape, -Pape. Fither, Fotbher,
Rae, Roe. Hinny,. Hony,
Rair,. Roar, [ther, Otbher.
Raip, Rapc, . Mither,  Mother.
Raw, .. Row. Nits, Nuts.
Saft, Soft. . . |Nife, - Nofe.
Saip, Soap, Pit, . Pus.
Sair, _ Sere. -~ _|Rin, - -Rua. -
Sang, Somg. . |Sin, Sun.

BA

—_—
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‘B A

. Blins, parhaps.
Abeit, albeit.
Aboon, above.

Aikerbraid, the hreadth
of an agre.

Air, lopg fince. .
carly. 4ir up, foon
up in the morning..

ie, cupboard.

Aneaw, engw.

drks, carnclt of 3 bar-

' 4fe, afhes.

Atains, or AMigres, at
once, at the fame time.

.dttonr, out-over.

Auld-farran, ingenious.

Adusglebargain, or Eag.
glebargain, to coatend
and wrangh.

Awfome, frightful, ter-
rible.

Aynd, the breath..

Ayont, beyond.

B A

BA:I-/'q, a furloin,
Badrans, a cat.
Baid, faid abode,
Bairns, children.
Balen, whalebone.

BA .
aftion of hafte. We

fay, he or it came awith
@ bang.—A bang alfo
means a great num-
ber. Of cuflomers foe
bad a baxg. :
Bangfler, a hluftering

. roaring perfon,

Bannocks, a fort of bread
thicker than cakes, and
round.

Barken'd, when mire,
blood, £5¢. hardens up-
on a thing like a bark.

Barklibood, a fit of drun-
ken angry paflion.

Barrow.trams, the flaves
of a- hand- harrow.

Bass, colick.

Baavbie, half-penny,

Bauch, forry, indiffe-
rent.

Bawyey, bawfand-faced,
is 3 cow or harfe with
a white face.

Bedeen, immediately, ig
hafte.

Bedrals, beadles..

Beft, beaten.

Begoud, began,

Begrutien, allin tears.

Bang, is fometimes an

Beik, to balk.
Beild, or beily a fhelter,-
K2 Bein,



BI

Bein, ot been, wealthy, A
been boufe, a warm
well furnifhed one.

* Beit, or beet, to help, re-

' pair.

Bells, bubbles.

Beltan, the 3d of May, or
Rood-day,

Bend, to drink.

Bended, drank hard.

Benn. the inner room of
a houfe.

-Bennifon, blefling.

Benfell, or bensail, force.

Bent, the open field. A
tough grafs growing in
- fand.

Beu& baked.

Beavith, fomething in the

- mean time.

Bicker, a wooden difh.

Buétrmg, thmg, run-

ning ‘quick: {chool-
boys batthn g thh ftones.

Bigg, build. Bigget,built.

* Biggings, buildings.

Biggonet, a linnen cap or
coif.

Billy, brother.

Bindpi ing, becking, cour-
tefyin

Byre, Ol‘%j/l", a cow-ftall.

Birks, birch-trees. *

erle,todnnk Common
people joining their far-
things for purchafing li-

BO
quor, they call it 2irling

a bawbie.

| Birn, a barnt mark.

Birns, the ftalks of barnt
heath.

Birr,force, flying fwiftly
with a noife.

| Birfed, bruifed.

Bittle, or beetle, a wooden
meH for beating hemp,
or a fuller’s club.

Black-a-wviced, of a black

complettiom
Blae, paleblue, the colour

of the ﬂun when bruifed. .

Bl..flum, be

Blate,

Blatter, a mtl:lmg noife.

Bleech, to blanch or
whiten.

ulle

S |

Bleer, to make the eye- |

water.
Bleez, blaze.
Blether, foolith difcourfe.

Bletherer,ababler. S:am-
mering is called &k-
thering.

Blin, ceafe. Newer blin,
never have done,

Blink, glance of the eye.

Blmian, the flame rifing
and falling, as of 3
lamp when the oil is
exhaufied.

Bluter, plunder.

Boak, or boke, vomit.

Boal,

e ——
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Jodl, a little prefs or cup-
board in tlmall. R
Bode, predi&t.
Bodin,or bodden, provided
or. furnithed.
Bodle, one fixth of a pen-
ny Englifp.
Bodworth, an ominous
meflage. Bodwordsare
now ufed to exprefs ill-
natured meflages.
Boglebo, hobgoblin or
peétre.
Bomy, beautiful.
Bexyavalys, toys, gugaws.
Bofs, empty.
Beagils, founding horns
Beuk, bulk,
Bountith, gratnity.
Bourd, _yeﬂg or dalley.
Bouze, to drink.
Brachen, akind of water-
gruel of oat-meal, but-
ter and honey.
Brae, the fide of a hill,
. bank of a river.
Braird, the firft fprouting
of corns. -
Brander, a gridiron.
Brand:, calvesof the legs.
Brankit, primm’d up.
Brankan, prancing, a ca-
pering.
Branks, wherewith the
countrymen bridle their
horfes.

BU

Bratle, noife, as of horfe’s
feet.

|Brats, rags. Sometimes

children.
Braw, fine in apparel,
brave.
Brecken, fearn.
Brent browv, fmooth high-
forehead.
Brigs, bridges. .
Brif;, to prefs.
Broach, a buckle,
Brack, broken parts or
refufe.
Brock, a badger.
Broe, broth.
Brow, forehead.
Browden, fond.
Browfle-,brewer. Browfl,
a brewing.
Bruliment, a broil,
Bruik, to love and enjoy.
Bucky, the large fea-fnail;
a term of reproach,
._when we exprefs a
crofs - natured fellow,

by thrawn bucky.

Buff. nonfenfe; as, be
blether'd buff.

Buzh, the little fold

where the ews are
inclofed at milking-

time.
Baller, to bubble. 'The

motion on water at a
X3 {pring-
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{pring-head, or noife of
a rifing tide.

Bumbazed,confufed,made
to ftare and look like
an idiot.

Bung,completelyfuddled, |:

as it were to the bung.
Bunters, a bench, or fort
" of long low chefts, that
ferve for feats.
Bumler, a bungler.
Bur», a brook.
Buft, todeck. Drefs.
Buftine, fuftain (cloth)
But, often, for avitbout.
As, tut feed or favour,
Byer, a cowhoufe.
Bykes, or bikes, nefts, or
hives of bees.
Bygane, bypaft. »
Bywoerd, a proverb.

' CA
(' Adgescarry. Cadger,is

a country carrier, ',
Cadgie, chearful.
Caff, acalf. Chaff.
Callan, boy.
Camftbangg, ftern, grim,
of a diftorted counte-
nance.
Cangle, to wrangle,
Cankerd, ry, paflio-
nately fnarling,
Canna, cannot.
T2

CH
Caﬁ'r wwmm

tales,

Cantraips, incantations.

Cuntychearfuland merty.

Capernoited, whimfical, ill~

satured.

Car, fledge.

Carna, care not. .

Carle, an old word for 3
man.

‘|Carkne, an old woman,

parch’d peafe. Gire car-

line, a giant’s wife.

Catbel, an hot-pot, made

of ale, fugar and eggs,

Caudle. 8

Cauldrife, {piritlefs, want-
ing chearfulnefs in ade

- drefs.

Cauler, cool or frefh.

Cawk, chatk.

Chayfts, chops.

Chaping, an ale-meafure
or ftoup, fomewhat lefs
than an Englifo quart.

A Char, or « jar, afide,

Wheaanything isbeata
litde out of its pafition,
or a door ar window a
litle opened, we fay,
the’re a-char, or a-jar.

Charlewain,  Charles-

wain ; the conftellation
called the plough, or

- Urfu major.

Chancy, fortunate, good-
natured. Chat,
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Cbas, a cant name for the’

ows:
Chiel,a general term, like'
Jethow, ufed fofietifites

+ ‘with refpoft; as, b7 o
wery geod chivi; mnd

Chirm,chirp and finglike
‘-bid¢ ng '
Chucky, a hen.: ..
Clag, Eiiling or is
. e&ion.mg et
Clan, tribe, family.
Clank, a fharp blow or
firoke that makes a
T meoife. ' o
Clefbes, chat.
Clate, a rake.
Classer, to chatter.
Claught, took hold.
Llnver, tofpeaknonfente.
Claw, {cratch.

Cleek, to catch as with a | Cos

- hook.

Cleugh, a den .betwixt
rocks. '

Cliaty, hard, fony.

Clack, a beetle. .

Ch ted, the fall of any
foft moift thing.

Chfs, 2 court or fquare ;
and frequently a lane

- or alley.

Clour, the little lump that
rifes on the head, oc-

€9
cafioned-by-a hlowor
fallt N

Cite, or v, oot of
cows or .

Cockernony, the gathering

of 4 woman’s hair,
when it is wrapt ar
Jfneoded vp with a band
or, frood. A woman’s -
head-drefs or cap,

Cockfieol, a pillory.

Cod, a pillow.

Ceft, bought.

Cog,a pretty large wooden
difh the country people
put their pottage in.

Cogle, whenathing moves

backwardsand forwards,
inclining to fall.

| Cosdies, a fmall wooden

veflel ufed by fome far
chamber-pots.
Coof, a ftupid fellow.
r, to cover,
Cogfer, a ftoned horfe. .
Cooft, did caft.  Cogfen,
. throwp.
Corby, a raven.
Cafie, fheltered in a con-
venient place.
Cotter, a fub-tenant.
Cowp, to fall ; alfoa fall,
Coavp,tochange or barter.
Cowp, a company of peo-
ple; as, merry, fenfe-
lefs, corky cowp.
X 4

Cor-
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Conr, toeranchand creep.
_Couth, frank and kind.
Crack, to chat,
Creel, baﬂcc‘f.
“Crifb, preafe.
Croﬁ ag:emoked dwarf,
Crm:, Or ¢ruse, to mur-
mur, or hum o'er a

fon‘f. The lowing of

bulls.
C)oufe, bold.
Crave, a cottago,
Crummy, a cow’s name,
-Cryn, fhrink, or become
* lefs by drying.
Cudiegb,yabrr{befprefent.
Culzie, - intice or flatter.
Cun, to tafte, learn,
know.
Cungie, or coon’e, coin.
Curn, a fmall parcel.
Curfehe, a kerchief. A
linnen drefs wore by
our Highland women.
Cutied, ufed kind and
" gaining methods for
obtaining love and
friendfhip.
*Cuts, lots, ‘Thefe cuts
are ufually made of
. {traws unequaliy cut.
-Catty, thort.

!

DE

DA-
' 4B, a
DDad. to heat one

thing againft another.
He fell cmtb a dad,> he
dadded his head agalnll
thewall, &c.

Dgﬂ, foolith 5 and fomc
‘times wanton.

Daffis, folly, wagrie.

Dail, or dale, ag valley,
plam.

Daintiths,dclicates, dain-
ties.

Dainty, is ufed as an epi-
thet of a ﬁne man or
woman.

-\ Dander, wa.ndor to and

fro, or faunter.

Dang, did disg, bear,
thruft, drive. Ding
daxg, moving haflily
one on the back of an-
other.

Darn, to hide.

Dayb, to put out of coun-
tenance.

Dawty, a fondling, darl-
ing. 7o daawt, to coc-
ker, and carefs with
tendernefs.

Deawe, to ftun the ears
with noife.

Dm, dairy maids,

Deray,
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Deray, merrimept, jolli-
z’, folemnity, tumult,

iforder, noife.

Derny  fecret, hidden,
lonely,

Devgl, to defcend, fall,

- Jurry, ;

Deavgs, rags or fhapings
of cloath.

Didle, to a& or move
like a dwarf.

Dight,decked. Maderea-
dy ; alfo, to clean.

Dinna, do not.

Dirle, a fmarting pain,

... quickly over. _

Dz, to ftop orclofe upa
hole :

Diwet, broad turf.

Docken, a dock, (the
herb ) :

Doilt, confufed and filly.

Doited, dofed or crazy, as
in old age. ‘

Djll, alarge piece. Dole
or fhare.

Doask, moift. _

Donfie, affe@edly neat.
Clean, when applied to
any little perfon.

Dsfarz, a dull heavy-
headed fellow.

Dool, or drule, the gaol
which gamefters firive
to gain firft, (as at foot-
bail.)

DR

Dool, pain, griefs

Dorts, a proud pet.

Dorty, proud, not to be
fpoketo, conceited, ap-
pearing as difobliged.

Dofend, cold, impotent. _

Dought, could, availed,

Doughty, ftrong, valiant
and able. )

Douks, dives under water.

Douxfe, folid, grave, pra-
dent.

'Doav, to will, to incline,
to thrive. '

Dow, dove.

Dow’d, (liquor) that’s
dead, orqlus loft the
fpirits 3 or withered
(plant.)

Dowsf, mournful, wanting
vivacity, ]

Dowwie, melancholy, fad,
doleful.

Doauvna, dow not,i. e. tho®
one has the power, he
wants the heart to it.-

Dowp, the arfe, the fmall
remains ofacandle, the
bottom of an eggfhell.

" Better haff egg as toom
dowp.

Drant, to fpeak flow, af-
ter a fighing manner.

Dree, to Fuﬂ"cr, endare.

D r ;:rl_f ,Wel.rifome, fr i’ghtv

Dreigh,
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D’ligb, “ow’ w" ) at
ditance. Hence:gill
er of his debts, we
* call dreigh, sedibus,
Driby, drops.
Driett, a litte water in a
Tivulet, farce appear-
? ingto run.
Droning, ﬁttin% lazily; or
'lnuvlnﬁ'henw y. Spesk-
“ing with greans.
Drouked, drench’d all wet.
Dubs, mire.
Dung, defeat;
Dunt, firoke or blow.
Dan!y, & doxy.
Durk,apoinyardordagger.
Dynles, trembles, thakes.
Djwer, a bankrapt.

EA

E dgs, incites, firs up.
Eard, eaith, the

) round.

Edge, UF a hill, is the fide
or top.

Een, eyes.

Eild, age.

Eildeens, of the fame age.

Eith, eafy. Etthar, eafier.

Elbuck, elbow. *

A

uninkabiied, Exceptby

ithaginery ghofts,
Elllah () dﬁﬂg.
Erph, fcm 3, whed
m es faint at-
. 46 db a thing
without a fieady rofo-
Erfi, time paft. ’
Efthy, bewh Pmm Build
ings of fath we <all

Etber, #h Sider.

Etle, to aim, delzsn.

Bved’d; compared. .

Eydent,diligent,labarivus,
FA

Fl, s Wap, fuch as
ufed for catching rats
Fodge & \ingy fort of
adge, 8 {pun
bf;d in g:ap%:yof aroll,
Fag, totire,or turn Weary,
Fail, thick twff, futh as
are ufed for building
dikes for folds, inclo-
{ures, e, -
Fain, exprefles earneft de-
fire 5 as, fain aould X
Alfo joyful, tickled
with pleafure.

"Elf-fst, fee note on Patic
andRoger,vol. L. line 42.
£ /fon, athoemaker’sawl.

F vitch, wild, hi(;ous,l

Fait, neat, in good order,
Fairfaow, when we wifh
well to ope, thata goad

or
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“or fiiir fate may befill
him

Fong, the talons of a fowl.

« Tv fany, to grip or hold
faft

Fafb,vexortronble. Fafb-
eus, troubleforie.
Paugh, a colour bétween
white and red. " Faugs
« Riggs, fallow grbumf
Feck, a part, quantity ; as,
- maift feck, the greateft
" number ; nae feck,very
- few

Feckfow, able, altive.
Fecklefs, feeble, little and
weak. )
Férd, or fiad, fend, ha-

tred, quarrel.

Feil, many, {everal.

Fen, thift, Fending,living
by induftry. Make a
fen, fall upon methods,

Ferlie, wonder.

Fernzier, the laft or fore-

" ran year.

File, to defile or dirty.

Fireflasght, 'a flath of

lightning.

Piﬂg, to flir, a flir.

Fitfted, the print of the
foot.

Fizxing, whizzing.

Flaffing, moving up and
down, rifing wind by

ro

mtioh, 4s birds with,
their wirgs.

Flags, flathes, as of wind
and fire.

Flane, an arrow.

Flang, flung. -

Flaughter, to pare
from theé ground,

Flaw, lie or fib,

Fleéted, to coax or fatter.

Fleg, fright.

Flewet, a fmart blow.

Fley, or flie, to affright.

leyt, afraid or terrified.

Flinders, {plinters.

Fliz, to remove.

Flite, or jiyte, to foold,
chide. Fle, did feold.
Flufbes, ficods. :
Fog, mofs. .
Foordays, the morning far
advanced, fair day-light.
Forby, befides. .
Forbears, forefathers, an-

ceftors.

Forfairn, abufed, befpat-
tered.

Forfoughten, weary, faint
and oat of breath with
fighting.

Forgainfl, oppofite to,

Forgether, to ‘meet, ene_
counter,

Forleet,to forfakcorforﬁct.

Foreftam, the forehead.
Fouth,
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Fenth, abundance, plenty.

Fozy, fpungy, foft.

Frais, to make a noife.
We ufe to fay one
makes a frais, when
they boaft,wonder, and

. talk more of a matter
* than it is worthy of,

or will bear. .

Fray, buftle, fighting,

Freik, a fool, a light, im-
pertinent fellow.

Fremit, ftrange, nota-kin.

Frified, trufted.

Frufb, brittle, like bread
baken with butter.

Fuff, to blow. Fuffin,
blowing. ’

Furder, rofper.

Furthy, ?orward.

Fusp, brought. .

Fyk, 10 be refllefs, uneafy.

Furlet, four pecks.

GA

4 B, the mouth. To
prate, gab fae gaft.
Gabbing, prating pertly.
Togab gaim, whenfer-
vantsgivcfaucy returns
when reprimanded.
Gabby, one of aready and
eafy expreflion ; the
fanie with auld gable:.
" aZze, to difate mmperti-

. GI
m.dk}dly witha
vity.

Gafuw, gam lond:
laughter. 7o gewf,
laugh.

Gait, a goat.. .

Gams, gums.

Gar, 10 caufe, make or
force.

Gare, greedy, rapacious,
cameft to{uvc athing.

Gap, folid, fagacious.
One with a long ount
chin, we call gaf>-gab-
bet, or gafb-beard.

Gate, way.

Gauxt, yawn.

Gawhy, idle, faring, idio-
tical perfon.

Gawn,- going.

Gazr, ggaul!.‘bm

Gawf. jolly, m.

G:d.ftomtzk.

G.ed, or gade, went.

Gentp,handfome, genteel.

Ger, brat, a child, by way

of contempt or derifion.

Gielainger, an ill debtor.

Gif,of.

Gil"J‘Al acxs, Or gr'lbfggl-r.
a fiagin pin 5,3
gormandizer. =

G lpy, a reguith boy.

Gima.e, a young fheep,

(ew.)

~ Gird,



Go

Gird, to firike, pierce.

Girn, togrin, fnarl. Alfo
a fnare or trap, fuch as
boysmk::fﬁorﬁ-hair
to catch birds.

Girth, a hoop. -

Glaiks, an idle good-for-
nothing fellow. Glaiked,
foolifh, wanton, light.
To give the glaiks, to
beguile one, vin,

pains.
Glaifter, to bawl or bark.
lamour,juggling. When
- devils, wizards or jug-
glers deceive the fight,
they are faid to caft
glcn‘i_wr o’er theeyes of
Glar, mire, ouzy mud.
Glee, to fquint.
Gleg,tharp, quick, ative.
‘Glen, anarrow valley be-
tween mountains,
Gloom, to fcoul or frown.
Glowming,the twilight or
evening gloom.
Gloawr, to ftare,look ftern.
Glunyb, to hang the brow
and gramble.
Goan, a wooden difh for
meat.
Goolie, a latge knife.
Gorlings, or Gortlings,

young unfledg’d birds.

LR
Goffie, goTip. -

Gowans, dazies.
Gowe, %6 look broad  and
gcdﬁﬁ, holding uf the

ce.
Gozuf, befides the known
e, a racket or found
low on the chaps, we

;dl a gowf on the baf~
(15

Goawk, the cuckow. In
derifion we call a
thoughtlefs fellow, and
onewho harpstoalong

. on one fubje, agoavé.

Goavl, a howling, to bel-
low and cry.

G”ﬂf’ hattly, s
watte, gdefol};tc,h;g;x‘:l
frightful.

Grany, grandmother, any
old woman;

Gr{_aope, atridentfork. Al-

to grope.

Gree, prge,P:i&ory.

Gereen, to long for.

Greet, to weep. Grat,
wept.

Griewe, an{ovcrfeer.

Groff, grofs, coarfe.

Grut:,g;oﬂl'd oats. .

Grouf; to lie flat on the

y.
Grownche, or glunfb, to
murmur, grudée.

rutten,
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Gratten, wept.

Gryfe, a pig.

Camptios, good fenfe.

Garly, rough, bittes, cold

weather.)

6;55-«4 when the wood
of any vefiel is fhrank
with drynefs.

Cyttings, young children.

HA

s, the cheek, fide
Haf-ﬁ, ’a kind oll‘ pcd-
ing, madeofthclungs
andliverofatheep,and
boiled in the big bag.
Hags, hacks, peat-pits, or
Hai h fave, manage
in, to fave,
narrow!

Halefome, v{boleﬁmc 5 as
bale, whole,

Hallen, a fcreen. Sea note
wel. I. p. 131

Hameld, SOmeﬁick.

open,

Haxl::mvenicnt, hand-

" fome.

Harl., drag.

Marns, brains. Harn-paw,
the fcull.

Henfhip, ruin,

N

Hefiir, accuftemed to live

ina
Heghs, ded ; alfo

Ih”,.u.tky ,M
for whom tr:ghcnp
grows.

Hereit, rained in eflate)
broke, ff 3 .

Hefp, aclafpor hook, bar
or bolt. Alfo, in yam,
a certain number of

hil. Alfo, a cpal-pit.
Hiddils, or bidlings, lurk-

ing
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ing, hiding pladss. To'

do a thing in bidkings,
i, e, pivately. .
n?/c, te mouic .flewly
and lamsly.

Hirfle, to move as with a
ruftling noife.

Hirfle, o W abck
of cattle.

Ho, a fingle M

Holbblefbeav, confufed rac-
ket, noife.

Hoal, hufk. Hodled, n-
clofed.

Hoely, flow.

Hof, or awhef?, w0 eough.

Hou, ot kuy acapor rosf-
tree.

Hoaw, low ground, a bel-
low. .

How! ho!
Howdered, hidden:

lbw?,anldlt&.
Hoawk, o dig.
Hbqum,phmsoqnut

szt I fy hea.
Howvtowdy, a young,
Hurkle, w crouch oz bow
r like a cat,
hedge-hog, or bare.
Hut, a howcl.
Hjt, mad.

HR

Ack, jacket.
~ Jagy to prick as wuh

a pin.

7«0, a ware or gath of
water.
water. )

Leefoogles, iicles.

Jee, to incline to ope fide,
‘Tojee back and fore, is
to mowe like a balk up
aud dowm, to this and
the other fide,

Jig» o ek, make
noife kikea cayt-wheel,

Timp, ill);_nder

Tips y

T, cach. " ks, every.

Iqa. onign,

Ingle, fize,

Jos {weethoart. )

Tont, a low bow: :

lm: ﬁalf“la Md’ 38

if afiraid of fome ghott

or apparition, A]fo
Pﬁ.&.ﬂnﬂ; ”1’”{0!‘[

1fies, embers,

Junt, 3 large joiot op
picce of meze,.

Jute, fonr ox dead liguor.

“ Fibe, ;tomock. Gibsytaunt.

KA
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KA

Aber, a rafter.

. Kale, or kail, cole-

wort, and fometimes

) broth. :

Kacly, to dung.

Kain, a part of a farm-
rent paid in fowls.

Kame, comb,

Kannxy,or canny, fortunate ;

- alfo wary, ome who
manages his affairs dif-
creetly.

Kebuck, a cheefe.

Keckle, to laugh, to be
noify. -

Kedgy, jovial. ..

K’d» to Peep .

Keit, cloth with a freeze,
commonly made of na-
tive black wool.

Kemp, to firive who fhall

: %fom moft of the

e work, in the fame

time. - '

Ken, to know ; ufed in
Englandasamoun. A
thingv within ken, i. e.
within view.

‘Kenit, aJong ftaff, fuch as
fhepherds ufe for leap-
ing overditches.

Kepp, to catcha thing that

T A

‘| Rioft; did catt. Vid. Ginf.

Kileed, tuck’d up.
Kimmer,a female goflip.
Kirn, a chomn, to charn.

Kitchuny all fort of eat-
ables, .except bread.
Kistle, difficult, myfteri-

ous, knotty (writings )
Kite/e; to tickle, tickdifh.
Kunacky, witty and face-
tious.

tharply.

Wiqh”wt ‘la'ge

ump.
Know, a2 hillock.
Knublock, a knob.
Knuckles, only ufed in
Scots for the joints of
the -fingers next the
K‘:’ck of the hand.

" lin, Of an' -
fon g:ﬂand: in ayw!::o
d.foblige, ahd fears.
Ilgy, ine or cows.

(s¢b, tq appear. . HeH
kyth in bis ain colonrs.
Ky, the belly.

LA
Apgert, bcf attered,
L gvcred witﬁ clay.

moves towards one, 1

Laigh, low.
Laits,

Kirtle,an upperpetticoat.

Knoit, to beat or frike
Knwoos'd, buffeted and
braifed,

P S,
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Z aits, manners.

Lak, or lack, undervalue,
contemn ; as, He that
lacks mymare, wouldbuy
my mave.

LZandart, the country, or

belonging to it. Ruftick.

Lane, alone.

L angour, languithing, me-
-lfncholy g'}l‘o hofl one
out of langour, i. e.
divert him. .

Lankale, coleworts uncut,

Lap,leaped.

Lapper’d, crudled or clot-
ted.

Lare, a place for laying,
or that has been lain in.

Lare, bog.

Lawe, the reft or remain-
der. -
Lawin, a tavern reckon-

ing. :

Lawland, low country.

Lawrock, the lark.

Lawty,orlawtith, Jultice,
fidelity, honefty.

Leal, true, upright, ho-
neft, faithful to traft,
loyal. A4 leal beart
never lied.

Leam, flame.

Lear, learning, to learn. !

Lee, untill'd ground 5 alfo
an open graffy plain,

I,eglm,P: milking- pale;
You. II, ¢

LO

with one /«g or handle,

Leman, a kept mifs.

Lends, buttocks, loins.

Leugh, laughed

Lew-warm, lukewarm.

Libbit, gelded.

Lick, to whip orbeat. 7t
awag or cheat, we call -

-a great lick.

Lied, ye lied, ye tell alie,

Lif2, the fky or firmamenit.

Liggs, Yies.

Lills, the holes of a wind-
inftrument of mufick 3
hence, /it up a fpring 5

- liltit out, take off your
drink merrilys~

Limmer, a whore.

Limp, to halt.

Lin, a cataratt.

Ling, quick career in a
ftraightline, to gallop.

Lingle,cord, fhoe-maker’s
thread. .

Linkan,walking fpeedily.

Lire, breafts. Item, the
moft mufcular parts ;
fometimes: the air or

complettion ofthe face.

Lirk, a wrinkle or fold.

Lif, the flank,

Lith, a joint.

Loan, a little common,

near to country villages,
where they milk their

cows,
Y Loch,
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Laoeh, a lake.

Lo, to love.
La{, the hollow of the
and.

Loogws, tools, inftruments

in general. Veffels.
Loot, did let.
Low, flame. Loawan,
flaming.

Lown, calm. Keep lown,
be fecret.

Loun, rogue, whore, vil-
lain

Lounder, a {found blow.

Lout, to bow down, mak-
ing courtfey To ftoop.

Luck, to enclofe, fhut up,
faften: hence, Jucken
banded, clofe fifted, Juc-
ken gafwaw,booths,@’t.

Lucky, grandmother, or
goody.

Lug, ear. Handle of a
pot or veflel.

Luguie, a difh of wood,
with a handle.

Lum, the chimney.

Lure, rather,

Lyart, hoary, or grey-
hard.

MA

"Agil, to mangle.
Maik, or make,match,

equal.
Maiklefs, matchlefs.

~
\

ME-

Mailen, a farm. \

Makly, feemly, well pro-
portioned.

Mak/fna, ’tis no matter,

Malifon, a curfe, male-
diétion.

Mangit, galled or bruifed
by toil or ftripes.

Mank, a want.

Mant, to ftammer in
fpeech. -

March, or merch, a land-
mark, border of lands.

Marh, the marrow.

Marrow, mate, fellow,
equal, comrade.

Mafk, to mafh, in brew-
ing. M. fking - loom,
math-vat. .

Maun,mutt. Maung,muft |
not, may not.

Meikle, much, big, great,
large. !

Meith, limit, mark, fign. |

Menis, fatisfaltion, re- |
venge, retaliation. o
make amends, to make
a grateful return.

Menfe, difcretion, fobrie-
ty, good-breeding.

Men:fou, mannerly.

Menzie,company of men,

arnty, aflembly, one's i
followers.

Meffen, a little dog, lap-

dog.
¢ Midding)

A
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Midd&ng, a danghill.
Midges, gnats, littles flies.
Mim, affettedly modett.
Mint, aim, endeavour.
Mirk, dark.
Mifeaav, to give names.
Mi/fchance, misfortune.
Mijfken, to negle&t or not
take notice of one; alfo
Jet alone.

Miflubous,  malicious,
rough.

Mifters, neceflities, wants.

Msttans, woollen gloves.

Mony, many.

Mools, the earth of the
grave.

Mou, mouth.

Moxp, to eat, generally
ufed of children, or of
old people, -who have
but fewteeth,and make
their lips move faft,
tho’ they eat but {low.

Moav, a pile or bing, as
of fuel, hay, theaves of
corn, Fe.

Moavs, jefts.

Muckle, fee Meikle.

Murgullied, mifmanaged,

~abufed

Muteh, coif.

Mutchkin, an Englifb pint.

NA

lely,orhar&_y,clever,
a&iveinfmall affairs.

OR

Neefz, nofe.

Nettle, to fret or vex.

Neavfngle, fond of & new
thing.

Nedel, 2 found blow with
the nive or fift.

Nick, to bite or cheat.
Nicked, cheated : alfo
as acant-word to drink
heartily ; as, be aicks
Jfize.

Nief, next.

Niffer, to exchange or
barter. '

Niffnafan, trifling,

Nignays, trifles.

Nips, bits.

Nither, to firaiten. Ni~
thered. hungeted or half
ftarved in maintenance.

Niwe, the fift.

Nock, notch or nick of an
arrow or fpindle.

Noit, fee knoit.

Noavt, cows, kine.

Noawther, neither.

Nuckle,new calved(cows.)

OE
(E, a grandchild.
O’er,oraewrz.toomuch;
as, @' ders is wice,

O’ercome, fuperplus.

“ny, any,

Or, fometimes ufed for
e'er or before, Or day,

Y 2 ".. [



PE

i.e. before day-break.
Ora,anything overwhat’s
needful
Orp, to weep with a con-
valfive pant.
Oughtiens, in the leaft.
© Onwk, week.
©avrlay, a cravat.
Oavfer, oxen.
Owwtbir, either.
Oxter, the arm-pit.
PA
Pdidatk a frog. Pad-
dock Ride, the fpawn
- of frogs.
Paiks, chaftifement. To
- paik, to beat or bela-
bour one foundly.
Pang, to {queeze, prefs
or pack one thing into
another.
Paughty, proud, baughty
Pawky, witty or

word or aljon, thioub

any harmor bad defigns.
Peer, a key or wharf,
Peets, turf for fire,
Pegh, to pant.

Penfy,finical,foppifh, con--

ceited.

Perquire, by heart.

Pett, afavourite, a fond-
ling. To pettie,todandle,
feed,- cherith, flatter.
Hence to ta.ke the Pert,
isto be peevithor fullen,

P'R
as commonly Pests ‘are,
when in the leaft. dif- |
obliged. |
beraugb:, fuch Highland |
tunes as are play’d on ¢
bag-pipes before them.
when they go out.to |
battle.

Pig, an earthen pitcher.

Pike, topick out,or chufe.

Pimpin, pimping, mean, |

feurvy. .
|Pine, pain or pining. |

Pingle, to contend, Itnvc, i

orwork-hard,

Pirn, the fpool or qmll
within the fhutle, which |
receives the yarn. Pir-
ny, (cloth or a web): of .
unequal threads or co-
lours, ftrip

PBith,firengt ,mnght,fon:e

+ | Plack, two. bodles, or the !

of a penny Eng/

Po;;:, or ;’aplt theiub-
bling, purling or boilin
up of water. (Poplmg

Poortith, poverty.

Poawny, a little harfe or
galloway ; alfoa tarky. |

Poyfe, to puth.

Poutch, apocket. .

Pratick, praftice, ast; flra. |
tagem. Priving pratick,

trying ridiculous expe-
riments.

Prets, |

|
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Prets, tricks, rogueries.
We fay, He plaid me a
pret, i. e. cheated. The
callan’s fou of prets, i. e.
has abundance of wag-
gith tricks.

Prig, to cheapen, or im-
portune for a lower
price of goods one is
buying.

Prin, a pin.

Prizwe, to prove or tafte.

Propine, gift or prefent. -

Prym, or prime, to fill or
ftuff.

Putt aflane, throw a big
ftone.

Q.

Quey, a young cow,

R A

Rdc&le/}, carelefs. One
who does things with-
out regarding whether
they be good or bad,
we call him racklefs
banded.

Rae, a roe.

Raffan, merry, toving,
h

Raird, aloud found,
Rair, a roar.
" Rat, or rook, amift orfog.
Rampage, tofpeak andact
" furioufly.

Rafbes, rufhes.

‘L O

Rawe,did tive or tear,

Raught, reached,

Rax, to ftretch, Rax’d,
reach’d.

Ream, cream. Whence
reaming, as, reaming
liquor,

Redd, torid, unravel. To
feparate folks that are
fighting. Italfofignifies
Clearing of any paffage.
Pm redd, I'm appre-
henfive,

Rede, countfel, advice; as,

" Iwadnaredeyetods that.

Reek, reach ; alfo fmoak.
Reeft, to ruft, or dry in
the fmoak.
Ref?, bereft, robbed, for-
ced or carried away.
Reif; rapine, robbery.
Reik, or rink, a courfe or
race,
Rewver,arobber, or pirate.
Reawth, pity,
Rice, or rife, bul-rufhes,
bramble-branches, or
2 twigs of tretl:s.
ife, O ¢, pienty,
Ri/ﬁ, to’g{lc}?. 7
Rigging, the back or rig-
ack, the top or ridge
of a houfe.
Ripples, a weaknefs in the
and reins,
Rock, a diftaff,

Y3 Roofe, .



S A
Roqﬁ, or rnfe, fo com-
mend, extol, ’
Roosve, to rivet.
Rottuny aratt.
Rounde:,awitty, and often
fatytick kind of rhyme.
Rowan, rellin
Roavt, to roar, efpecially
the lowing of bulls and
COWS.
Ronob, plenty.
Ruck,- x tick or ftack of
hay or corn..’
Rudz, the red taint of the
comple&ion,
Riiefu, doleful.
. Rug, to pull, take away
by force.
Rumpls, the romp.
. Ruigs, {mall boughs of
trees Jopp’d off.
Runkle, a wrinkle, Runc-
© hley to rufle.
. Rype, tofearch.

S A

Acbeins, feeing it is.
“Since.
. Saiklefs, guililefs, free.
. Sain'd, blefs'd.
8all, (hall ; like foud for
. fould. '
Sand-blind,purblind,fhort
fighted.
8ar, favour or fmell,
" Sark, afhirt, -

SH

Saugh, awillow or fallow-
tree, :

‘4w, an old faying, or
proverbial expreffion,

‘cad, fcald.

‘car, the bare places on

. theftdes of hilts wathen

‘down with rains.

Scart, to fcratch.

Scaaj, a bare, dry piete

~ of ftony ground.

Scon, bread, the country

peoplé¢ bake over the

.fire, thinner and broader

than a Bannock.

Secaup, to leapor move
hattily from one place
to" another. -

Scowth, bom, freedom.

Seximp, narrow, ftraitned,
little,

Seroggs, fhrubs, thorns,.

briers. Seroggy, thorny.

Scuds, ale. A late name

given it by the benders.

Scunner, to loath,

‘ell, {elf.

Seuch, furrow, ditch, -

Sey, to try.

Seyboaw, a young onion.

Shan, pititul, filly, poor.

Sharn, cow’s dung.

Shaw, a wood or foreft,

Shawl, fhallow.

Shawps, empty hafls.

Sheen, thining. Shill
bill,




-

S K
$bil’, thrill, having a tharp

found.

Shire, clear, thin. We
call thin cloth, or clear
liquor, feire; alfo a
clever wag, a fire lick.

Shog, to wag, fhake, or

jog backwards and for-
forwards.

Sbhool, thovel.

Skoon, thoes.

Store, to threatem.

Shotle, a drawer,

.84, a-kin.

&ic, fuch.

Sicker, firm, fecure.

Sike, arill or rivalet,com.
monly dry in fummer.

Siller, filver.

Sind'e, or finle, feldom.
Sinfyne, fince that time.
Lang finfyne, long ago.

Skail, to fcatter.
Stkair, fhare.

- Shaith,hurt,damage, lofs.
Skeigh, fkittith,
Skelf, thelf.

Skelp, to ran. Ufed wheh
one runs tare-foot. Allo
a fmall fplincer of wood.
1. to flog the hips. |

SEiff; to move fmoothly
away.

Skink, a kind of firong
broth made of cows
hamsorknuckles; alfo
to fill drink in a cup.

SM

Skirl, to thriek or cry with
a fhrill voice.

Sklate, {late. Skalie, is
the fine blue flate.

Skowrie, ragged, nafty,
idle.

Skreed, a.rent,

Skytald, atatterdemalxon

Skyt, fly out hatlily.

§i.de, or flaid, did flide,
moved, ormadea thing
move cafily.

Slap, or fluk, a gap, or
narrow pafs between
twohills. §/ap,abreach
in a wall.

Sleek, {mooth.

Sleet, a fhower of half-
melted {fnow.

Slerg,tobedawborplaifter.

Stid, {mooth, cunning,
flippery; as, be’s a fd
lowun. Siidry, flippery.

Slippery, fleepy. .

loxk, a mire, ditch, or
flough ; to wade thro’
a mrre.

Slote, a bar or bolt for a
door.

Sloug b, hufk or coat.

Smaik, a filly litde pitiful
fellow ; the {fame with

Jmatcket.

Smirk, {miling.

Smittle, infeftious

catching.

ar

Smoo:
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Smoor, to {mother.

Snack, nimble, ready, cle-
ver. .

Sned, to cut.

Sneer, to laughinderifion.

Sneg, to cut; as,/meg’d off
at the web-end.

Snell, thary, fmarting, bit-
ter, firm.

Snib, fnub, check or re-
prove, corret.

Snifter, to {nuff or breathe
thro’ the nofe a little
flopt.

8~0d, metaphorically ufed

for neat,handfome, tight.

Snood, the band for tying
up a woman’s hair.

Snaag, to difpirit by chid-
ing. hard labour, and
the like; alfo, a pitiful
groveling {lave.

Snoeve, to whirl round.

Snatter, fnot.

Snurl, to rufleor wrinkle.

8od, a thick turf.

S:nfp, happy, fortunate,
lucky; fometimes ufed
for large and lufty.’

Sare,forrel,redifhcolour’d.

. Sornm, to fpunge.

S, thenoife thata thing
makes when it falis to
the ground.

Sough, the found of wind
amongit trees, or of
one fleeping.

ST

Soawens,flumry,oroatmeal
four’d amongft water for
fome time, then boil’d to
a confiflency, and eaten
with milk or butter.

Sozuf; to conn over a tune

on an inftrument.

Stas, to foretel or divine.

Spaem:n, prophets, au-
gurs.

Spain, to wean from the

breaft

Spait, 2 ;orrent, flood or
inundation.
Spang,a jump; to leap or

jump.

Spaul; fhoulder, arm.

Speel, to climb.

Speer, to afk, inquire.

Spelder, to {plit, firetch,

fpread out,draw afunder.

“pence, the place of the
houfe where provifions
are kept.

Spill, to {poil, abufe.

Spedie, {poil, booty, plune

er, .

Spraings, ftripes of diffe-
rent colours. -

Springy a tuneon a mufi-
cal inftrament.

Spruft, {pruce.

Sprutsled, {peckled, fpot-
ted. .

Spunk, tinder.

Stalwart, frong and va-
liant. Stang,
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Stzang, did fting; alfo a
fting or pole.
Stank, a pool of ftanding
water,
‘Stark, ftrong, robuft.
Starns, the ftars, Starn,
a fmall moiety. We fay,
ne’er a flarn.
Stay, fieep; as, fet aflout
heart to a flay brae.
Steek, to fhut, clofe.
Stegh, to cram.
Stend, or flen, to move
with a hafty long pace.
Stent, to firetch or extend.
Stipend, a benefice.
Stirk,a fteer or bullock.
Stoit, or flot, to rebound
orrefleit.
Stoor, rough, hoarfe.
Stou, to cutorcrop. A4
" fiou,alarge cutor piece.
Stound, a {marting pain or
fhitch. ]
Stour, dult agitated by.
winds, menorhorfe feet.
7o floxr, to run quickly.
- Stowsh, ftealth.
Strapan, clever,
handfome.
Strath, a plain on ariver-
fide.
. Streek, to ftretch.
_8¢riddleto ftride; applied
commeonly to one-that’s
litdle.

tall,

3

S W

Strinkle, to fprinkle or
ftraw.

Stroot, or flrute, ftuff'd:
full, drunk.

Strunt, a pett. To take
1he flrunt, to be petted.
or out of humour.

Studdy,an anvil, or{fmith’s
ttithy.

Sturdy, giddy headed. Jr.
ftrong. :

Sture,or floor, Riff, ftrong,.
hoarfe.

Sturt,trouble,difturbance,.
vexation.

Stym, a blink, or a little:
fight of a thing.

Suddle, to fully or defile..

Sumph, blockhead.

Sunkan, fpleenatick.

Sunknots, fomething.

Savak, to throw, caft withs
force.

Sawankies, clever young:
fellows.

Sawarf, to fwoon away.

Swafb, fquar, fuddled:

Sawatch, a pattern:

Sawats, {mall ale.

Sawvecht, burden, weight, -
force.

Saveer, lazy, flow.

Sawveeties, confe&ions.

Sawelt, fuffocated, choked -
to death.

Sawith, begone quickly.

Sawither,.



TE

Savither, to be doubtful
whether to do this or
that.

Syne, afterwards, then.

T A

Ickel, an arrow.
Taid, toad.

Tane, taken.

7 ap, ahead. Sucha quan-
tity of lint as {pinfters
put upon the diftaff, is
called a lint-tap.

Fape, to ufe any thing
fparingly.
Tappet-ben, the  Scots

quart-ftoup.

Tarrow, to refufe what
we love from a crofs
humour.

Tartan, crofs firiped ftuff,
of various colours,
checker’d. TheHigh-
land plaids.

Tals, alittle dram-cup.

Tate, a fmalllock of hair,

or any little quantity of]
wool, cotton, ¢,

T axnt, to mock.

Tawpy, a foolifh wench.

Tax, a whip or fcourge.

Ted, to fiatter, (pread.

T ez, alittle earth on which
gamefters at the goauf]
fet their balls before
they firike them off.

TI1

Teen, or tynd, anger, rage,
forrow.

Teet, to peep out.

Tenfome,thenumber often,

Tenr, attention. Tenty,
cautious.

Fhack, thatch.

Thac, thofe.

Tharme:, fall tripes.

Theek, to thatch.

Thig, to beg or borrow.

Thir, thefe.

Tholey to endure, fuffer.

7 h-aw, thaw.

Thow!efs, unaive, filly,
lazy heavy.

Thrawart,froward, crcfs,
crabbed.

Thraawin, ftern and crofs-
grained.

Threey, or threap, to aver,
alledge,urgeandafiirm
boldly.

Tbrimal, to prefs or

fqueeze thro’ with dif-

ficulty.

Thud,ablatt, blow, ftorm,
or the violent found of
thefe. Cry’dbey atilka
Thud, i.e. gave a groan
at every blow.

7id, tide or time, proper

time; as, e tock the tid.

Tift, good order, health,

Tine, to lofe. T.nt, loft.

Tips

_ Tirfe!, lofs.

‘



TW

Tip,or tippony, ale fold for
two-pence the Scots pint.

Tirle, ot tirr, to uncover

a houfe.

Tirty, fifter.

Tocher, portion, dowry.

Tod, afox.

Tooly, to fight. A fight or

quarrel.

Toom, empty, applied toa
barrel, purfe, houfe, &'«
Iz, to empty.

T o/%, tight, neat.

T ofie, warm, pleafant,half

fuddled.

Tothe fore, inbeing, alive,

unconfumed.

Toufe, or toufle, to rumple,

teaze.

Tout, the found of a horn

or trumpet,

Jow, a rope.

Toavmond,ayearortwelve-

months.

Trewes, hofeand breeches

all of a piece.

Trig, neat, handfome.

T roke, exchange.

True,to trow,truft,believe

‘Truj; Real.

Tryft, appointment.

‘Turl, turfs. 7urs, trufs.

Tewin, to Fart with, or fe-

parate from.

Taviteh, touch.

Tawinter;, theep of two

years old,

WA

Tydie, plump, fat, lucky.
T;nd, vide / een.
“3ff, to entice, ftir up, al-
lure.

UG
GG, to deteft, hate;

naufeate,
Uy fome, hateful,naufeous.
Umwhile, the late, or de-
ceafed fometimeago. Of
old.
Undocht, or awandacit, a
filly weak perfon.
Ungith, not eafy.
Ungﬂarr{, naked, not clad,
unharnefs’d.
Uxks, or unci, uncouth;
ﬁrange
Unlufom, unlovely
Yougy, elevated, proud.
Wed, or wed, pledge, wa-
ger, pawn; alfo, would.
Waf, wandermgby ltfelf
Wak, mo:ft, wet.

Wale, to plck and chufe.
Waloy, to move fwiftly
with much agitation.
Wally, cholen, beautiful,

large.
Wame, womb,
Wandsught, want
dought, impotent.
Wangrace, wickednefs,
want of grace.
Wor, worfe.

of

Ware
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Warlock, wizard.

Wat, or wit, to know.

Waught, alargedraught.

Wee, little.

Wean, or wee ane, achild.

Wzen, thought, imagined,
fuppofed.

Weer, to flop or oppofe.

Weir, war.

Werrd, fate or deltiny.

Weit, rain. '

Werfb, infipid, wallowith,
wanting falt.

Wkauk, whip. beat, flog.

Whid, 10 fly quickly.

Whik, which.

Whilly, to cheat. Whilly-
wha, a cheat.

Whindging, whining,

Whins, furze.

Whifbt,huth. Hold your
peace.

Whifk, to pull out hattily.

Whomilt, turned upfide
down.

Wighe,ftout,clever,ative.

Item, a man or perfon.

Wimpling,aturning back-
ward and forward,
winding likethe mean-
ders of a niver.

Win, or wwon, to refide,
dwell.

Winna, will not.

Winnocks, windows.

- Winfome, gaining, defire-

able, agreeable, com-

plete, large.

-

YU

Wirrykow, a bug-bear.
Wifenty, parch’d, dry'd,
wither’d.
Wtletoexchange money
Witherfbins, motion a-
gainft the fun.
Wou, or W, wool.
#'00d, mad.
i ooy, the gallows.
#ordy, worthy.
Woav,wondertul, ftrange.
Wreatbs, of fnow, when
heaps of it are biown to-
gether by the wind.
Wyfing,inclining . To aw)/fe,
to lead, train. :
Wy/fon, the gullet.
Wyt, to blame, Blame.
YA
rlmpb; to bark, or make
a noife likelittle dogs.
Yap, hungry, having a
longing defire for any
thing ready:
Yeaiiou, yea wilt thou.
Yed, to contend, wrangle.
Yeld,barren, as a cow that
gives no milk.
Yerk,to doany thing with
celerity.
Yej#, the hiccup.
Yert, gate.
Yeftreen, yefternight.
Youdith, youthfulnefs.
Yowden, wearied.
Youf, a fwinging blow.
Yutke, the itch.

Yule, Chriftmas.

|
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