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POEMS,

SCOTTISH.

!I

THE

COFTER’S
SSATURDAY NIGHT.

INSCRIBED TO R. A¥¥¥# ggo,

Let not Ambition mock thesr ufeful toil,
. Their bomely joys and deftiny obfcure ;
Nor Gragdeur bear, with a difdainful finile,
Tbe fbort but fimple annals of the Poor.  Gray.

I
My lov’d, my honour’d, much refpected
friend !

| No mercenary bard his homage pays ;

Vor. I A With



( 2)

With honeft pride, I fcorn each felfifh end,
My deareft meed, a friend’s efteem and
praife :
" To you I fing, in fimple Scorti/b lays,
The lowly train in life’s fequefter’d fcene ;
The native feelings ftrong, the guilelefs ways;
What A%*%# in 3 Cottage would havebeen ;
Ah! tho’ hisworth unknown, far happier there,

I ween!

1L,

November chill blaws loud wi’ angry fugh ;
The fhort’ning winter-day is near a clofe 5
The miry beafts retreating frae the pleugh ;
The black’ning trains o’craws to their re-
‘ pofe:
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour gdes,
Zhis night his weekly moil is at an end,
- Colle&s
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Collecs his {pades, his mattocks, and his hoes,
Hoping the morn in eale and reft to {pend,
And weary, o’er the moor, his courfe does

hameward bend.

II1.

At length his lonely Cot appenrs in view,
Beneath the fhelt. r of an aged tree ;
Th’ expe&tant wee-things, toddlin, ftacher
through .
" To meet.their Dad, wi’ flichterin noife an’
glee.
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily,
His clean hearth-ftane, his thriftie Wifie’s
fmile,
Che lifping infant prattling on his knee,
Does a’ his weary carking cares beguile,
\n’ makes him quite forget his labor an’ his
toil.

A2 . IV.



(4 )

- Iv.

Belyve the elder bairns come.drapping in,
At fervice out, amang the Farmers roun’;
Some ca’ the pleugh, fome herd, fome tentie
rin
A cannie errand to a neebor town :
Their eldeft hope, their Fenny, woman grown,’
In yoﬂtilfu’ bloom, Love fparkling in her e’e,-
Comes hame, perhaps, to fhew a braw new
~ .gown, - .
Or depofite her fair-won penny-fee,
To help her Parents dear, if they in hardfhip

be. . .

V..

Wi joy unfeign’d brothers ax’ld‘ fifters meet,
An’ each for other’s weelfare kindly fpeirs:
oo The




( 5)
The focial hours, {wift-wing’d, unnotic’d
fleet 3

Each tells the uncos that he fees or hears ;
The Parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ;
~ Anticipation forward points the view.
The Mother, wi’ her needle an’ her fheers,

Gars auld claes look amaift as weel’s the

new .
The Fatber mixes 2’ wi’ admenition due,-

VI

Their Mafter’s an’ their Miftrefs’s command,
- The younkers a’ are warned to obey ;
An’ mind their labours wi’ an eydent hand,
. An’ ne’er, the’ out o’ fight, to jauk or play;
* An’ O ! be fure to fear the Lorp alway !
¢ An’ mind your daty, duly, morn an’

¢ night !

A3 ¢ Left
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¢ Left in temptation’s path ye gang aftray,
¢ Implore his counfel and affifting might :
¢ They never fought in vain that fought the
¢ Lorp aright.’ |

VIIL

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ;
Fenny, wha kens the meaning o’ the fame,
Tells how a neebor lad cam o’er the moor,
To do fome errands, and convoy her hame.
The wily Mother fees the conicious flame .
Sparkle in Fenny’s €’e, and flafh her cheek;
With_heart-ftruck anxious care, enquires his
.name,
. .While Fenny hafflins is afraid to {peak ;
Weel pleas’d the Mother hears, it’s nae wild,
worthlefs Rake.

VIIL
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- VIL |
Wi’ kindly welcome Fenny brings him ~ben;
A’ﬁrappan youth ; he takes the Mother’s
eyeg i i
- Blythe Fenny fees the vifit’s no ill ta’en;
The Father cracks of “horfes, pleughs, and
kye. s
The Youngfter’s artlefs heart o’erflows wi’ joy,
. But blate and laithfu’, fcarce can weel be-
have ;.
The Mother, wi’ a woman’s wiles, can {py
‘What makes the youth fae bathfu’ an’ fae
grave; .
:'Weel pleas’d to think her bairn’s refpe&ed
like the lave.

IX.

'O happy love ! where love like this is found !
O heart-felt raptures ! blifs beyond compare!
A 4 D’ve



( 8)
I've paced much this weary, mortal round,
And fage Experience bids me this declare—
‘If Heav’'n a draught of heav’nly pleafure
¢ {pare,
¢ One cordial in this melancholy Vale,
¢ *Tis when a youthful, loving, modeft Pair,
¢ In others arms breathe out the- tender
¢tale,
¢ Beneath the milk-w.hipe thorn that {cents the
¢ ev’ning gale.’

.8

Is there, in human form, that bears 2 heart—
A Wretch ! a Villain ! loft to'love iind truth !
That can, with ftudied, fly, enfnaring art,
Betray fweet Fenny’s unfufpe@ing youth ?
Curfe on his perjur’d arts! diffembling fmooth !
Are Honor, Virtue, Cohfcience, all exil’d ?
Is
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Is there no Pity, no relenting Ruth,
Points to the Parents fondling o’er their
Child ? ‘
Then paints the ruin’d Maid, and their diftrac.
tion wild !

XI.

Bat now the Supper crowns their fimple
‘board,
The healfome Parritch, chief o Scotia’s
‘ - food : '
' The foupe their only Hawkie does afford,

That ’yont the hallan {nugly chows her
cood: _
* The Dame brihgs forth. in complimental
’ mood,
i Fo grace the lad, her weel-hain’d keb-
' buck, fell,
) .AII"
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An’ aft he’s preft, an’ aft he ca’s it guid ;
The frugal Wifie, garrulous, will tell,

How °’twas a towmond auld, fin’ Lint was
i’ the bell.

XII.

The cheerfu’ Supper done, wi’ ferious face,
~ They, round the ingle, form a circle wide ;
The Sire turns o’er, wi’ patriarchal grace,
The big ba’-Bible, ance his Father’s pride :
His bonnet rev’rently is laid afide, |
His lyart haffets Wearing thin an’ bare ;
Thofe ftrains that once did {weet in Zion
glide,
He wales a portion with judicious care ;
And ¢ Let us worfbip Gop!’ he fays, with fo-

lemn air.

XIIL



XIII.

They chant their artlefs notes in fimple guife ;

They tune their hearts, by far the nobleft
aim: '

" Perhaps Dundee’s wild warbling meafures rife,
Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name;

Or noble Elgin beets the heav’n-ward flame,
The {weeteft far of Scotia’s holy lays:

Compar’d with thefe, Italian trills are tame ;
The tickl’d ears no heart-felt raptures raife ;

Nae unifon hae they with our Creator’s

praife.

- XIV.

The prieft-like Father reads the facred page,
How.dbram was the Friend of Gop on high;
Or,



( 12 )

Or, Mofes bad eternal warfare wage
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny ;

Or how the royal Bard did groaning lye
Beneath the ftroke of Heaven’s avengin

ire ;

Or, job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ;
Or rapt ffuiah’s wild, feraphic fire ;

Or other Holy Seers that tune the facred lyre

XV.

Perhaps the Chriftian Volume is the theme,
How guiltlefs bload for guilty man we
- fhed ;
How He, who bore in Heav’'n the fecon
name,
Had not on Earth whereon to lay hi
, head : :
How His firft followers and fervants fped ;
Th
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The precepts fage they wrote to many a land:
How be, who lone in Patmos banifhed,
“Saw in the fun a mighty angel ftand ;
And heard great Bab’lon’s doom pronounc’d
by Heav’n’s command.

XVI.,

Then kneeling down to HEAavEN’s ETRRNAL
KING,’
The Saint, the Fatber, and the Hufband,
‘prays: ’
Hope ¢ fprings exulting on triumphant
wing*,’
That thus they all {hall meet in future days:
There ever bafk in uncreated rays, '
No more to figh, or fhed the bitter tear,
Together

» Pop_e's Windfor Foreft.
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Together hymning their Creator’s praife,
In fuch fociety, yet ftill more dear ;
‘While circling Time moves round in an eter-

nal {phere.

XVII.

Compar’d with this how poor Religion’s
pride,
In all the pomp of method, and of art,
When men difplay to congregazions wide,
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the beart!
The Pow’r, incens’d, the Pageant will defert,
The pompous ftrain, the facerdotal ftole ;
But haply, in fome Cottage far apart,
May hear, well pleas’d the language of the
Soul ;
And in his Book of Life the inmates poor en-
roll,

XVIII.
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XVIIIL.

l Then homeward all take off their fev’ral way ;
" The youngling Cottagers retire to reft :

i The Parent-pair their fecret bomage pay,

And proffer up to Heav’n the warm requeft,

:' That He who ftills the raven’s clam’rous neft,

And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pride,

" Would in the way His Wifdom fees the beft,
~ For them and for their little ones provide ;
But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divine

prefide.

XIX.

From {cenes like thefe, old Scotia’s grandeur
fprings,

That makes her lov’d at home, rever’d
abroad :

Princes
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Princes and Lords are but the breath of kings,
¢ An honeft man’s the nobleft work of Gop:’
And certes, in fair Virtue’s heav’nly road,
The Cottage leaves the Palace far behind ;
What:is a lordling’s pomp ! a cumbrous load,
Dilguifing oft the wretch of human kind,
| Studied in arts of Hell, in wickednefs refin’d !

XX,

‘O Scotia ! my dear, my native foil !
For whom my warmeft with to Heav’n ‘is
fent ! ,
Long may thy hardy fons of ruftic toil,
Be bleft with health, and peace, and fweet
content!
And, O! may Heav’n, their fimple lives pre-
vent

¥rom Luxury’s contagion, weak and vile!

Then
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"Then, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent,
A virtuous Populace may rife the while,
And ftand a wall of fire around their much-

lov'd fle.

XXL

O Thou! who pour’d the patriotic tide

That ftream’d thro’ Wallace’s undaunted

" heart 5 | |
‘Who dar’d to, nobly, ftem tyrannic.pride,

Or nobly die, the fecond glorious part, ‘
(The Patriot’s God, peculiarly thou art,

His friend, infpirer, guardian, and reward D
O never, never, Scotia’s realm defert ;

But ftill the Patriot, and the Patriot-Bard,
In bright fucceffion raife, her Ornament and

Guard !

Vour, II. B MAN



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN.

D I R G E

N

I.

WHEN chill November’s furly blaft
-Made fields and forefts bare, .
One ev’ning, as I wand’red forth
Along the banks of dyr,
I fpy’d a man, whofe aged ftep
Seem’d weary, worn with care;
His face was furrow’d o’er with years,
And hoary was his\hait. :

1I.
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Young ftranger, whither wand’reft thou !
Began the rev’rend Sage ; .

Does thirft of wealth thy ftep conftrdin,
Or youthful Pleafure’s rage ?

Or haply, preft with cares and woes,

- -"Too foon thou haft began

To wander forth, with me,'to mourn

The miferies of man,

TII.

~The Sun that overhangs yon.moors,
Out-fpreading far and wide,
Where hundreds labour to fupport
A haughty lordling’s pridé 5
. T've feen yon weary winter-fun

Twice forty times return ;

——

B2 And
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And ev’ry time has added proofs,

That Man was made to mourn.

Iv.

O Man! while in thy early years,
How prodigal of time !
Mif—fpending all thy precious hours,
Thy glorious youthful prime !
Alternate Follies take the {way;
Licentious Paffions burn ;
Which tenfold force gives Nature’s law,

That man was made to mourn.

. V.

Look not alone on yoéiiqthful Prime,
Or Manhood’s adtive mighf; -
Man then is ufeful to his kind,
Supported is his right.
: o - But



()
But fee him on the edge of life,
With cares and Sortaws,warn, -
Then Age and Want, Oh !" ill-match’d: pair !
Show Man was made to -mourn.

VI

A few feem favourites of Fate,

In Pleafure’s lap care{t _
Yet, think not all the RlCh and Great
 Are hkewxfe truly bleﬁ '

.....

Are wretched and forlorn .
Thro’ weary life this leﬁ'qq learn,

That man was made to niourn.

SR N A T i

Many and fharp the num’rous ills
Inwoven with our frame!’

B3 7 More
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More pointed fill we make ousfelves,
Regret, Removfe, and Shame !
And Man, whofe heav’n-ere@ed face
The fmiles o love adom,
Man’s inhumanity to Man

Makes countlefs thoufands mourn !

- 'VIHL.

See yonder poor, o’erlabour’d wight,
So abjec, mean, and vile,

Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leave to toil;

And fee his lordl;y Sellow-worm |
The poor Petition fpurn,

Unmindful, tho’ a weeping wife

And helplefs offspring mourn.

IX,

1f I'm defign’d yop, lordling’s flave,
. .8y Nature’s law dgfign’d,

Wby
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Why was an independent wifh
E’er planted in my mind ?
If not, why am I fubjeét to
His cruelty, or {fcorn?

Or why has Man the will and pow’r
To make his fellow mourn?

X'

Yet, let not this too much, my Son, '
- Difturb thy youthful breaft :

This partial view of human-kind
Is furely not the /a2’

The poor, opprefled, honeft man
Had never, fure, been born,

Had there not been fome recompenfe
To comfort thofe that mourn !

X1

O Death! the poor man’s deareft friend,
The kindeft and the beft !

Bs - Welcome
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Welcome the hour my aged limbs
Are laid with thee at reft !

The Great, the wealthy fear thy blow,
From pomp and pleafure torn ; >

‘But, Oh ! a bleft relief to thofe
That weary-ladefi‘mourn !
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P R A Y E R,

IN THE

PROSPECT: OF DEATH.

I

0 Taou unknown, Almighty Caufe
Of all my hope and fear !
Tn whofe dread Prefence, ere-an hour,

Perhaps I muft appear!

II,
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IL

If I have wander’d in thofe paths
Of life I ought te fhun;

As Something, loudly, in my breaft,
Remonftrates 1 have done ;

- ITL

Thou know’ft that Thou haft formed m:
With Paffions wild and ftrong ;

And lift’ning to their witching voice
Has often led me wrong.

1v.

Where human weaknefs has come thort,
Or frailty ftept afide,
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Do Thou, All-Good! for fuch Thou art,
In {hades of darknefs hide.

V.

Where with intention 1 have err’d,
No other Plea I have,

But, Thou art good; and Goodnefs ftill
Delighteth to forgive.

STANZAS
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S TANZA S
oN':éil'E'

SAME 0CCASION..

WHY am I loth to leave this earthly fcene!
Have I fo found it full of pleafing charms?
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill be-

tween

Some gleams of funfhine mid renewing

ftorms :

Is
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I's it departing pangs my foul alarms ?
Or Death’s unlovely, dreary, dark abode ?
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arhs;
I tremble to approach an angry Gop,
And juftly {mart beneath his fin-avenging rod.

Fain would I fay, ¢ Forgive my foul offence !’
Fain promife never more to difobey ;

But, thould my Author health again difpenfe,
Again I might defert fair Virtue’s way ;

Again in Folly’s path might go aftray ;
Again exalt the brute and fink the man ;

Then how fhould I for Heav’nly Mercy pray,
Who a& fo counter Hecav’nly Mercy’s

plan?
Who fin fo oft have mourn’d, yet to tempta-

tion ran?

O Thou, Great Governor of all below !
If I may dare a lifted eye to thee,
Thy
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Thy nod can ;xlake the tempeft ceale to blow
Or ftill the tumult of the raging fea :
With that controuling pow’r affift ev’n me,
Thofe headlong, furious paffions to confine

For all unfit I feel my powers to be,
To rule their torrent in th’ allowed line;
0, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine

Lyin
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Lying at a Reverend Friend's boufe one night,
the Autbor left the following Verfes in the

room where be flept :—

I.

O Trov dread Pow'r, who reign’ft above !
I know Thou wilt me hear: ,
When for this {cene of peace and love,

I make my pray’r fincere.

IL
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1I1.

The hoary Sire—the mortal ftroke,

_ Long, long, be pleas’d to fpare ; |

To blefs his litile filial flock, '
And thow what good men are.

I11.

She, who her lovely Offspring eyes
With tender hopes and fears,

O blefs her with a Mother’s joys,
But fpare a Mother’s tears !

v,

Their hope, their ftay, their darling youth,

In manhood’s dawning blufh ;

Ble
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Blefs him, Thou God of'love and truth,
Up to a parent’s wifh.

V.

The beauteous, feraph Sifter-band,
With earneft tears I pray,

Thou know’ft the fnares on ev’ry hand,
Guide Thou their fteps alway.

VI.

When foon or late they reach that coaﬁ,
O’er life’s rough ocean driy’n,
May they rejoice, no wangd’rer loft, o

A family in Heav'n !

Vor. IL e ' THE
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THE

FIRST PSALM

THE o man, in hfe where-ever plac’d
Hath happmefé in fore, o
Who walks not in the w1cked’s Way,

Nor learns their guxlty lore!

Nor fromi the feat of Scornful Pride
Cafts forth his eyes abroad,
But with humility and awe
Still walks before his Gop.
Th
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Chat man fhall flourith like the trees
Which by the ftreamlets grow ;
IChe fruitful top is fpread on high,
And firm the root below.

But he whofe bloflom buds in guilt. -
Shall to the ground be caft, -

And like the rootlefs ftubble toﬁ
Before the fweeping blaft."

For why ? that Gop the good adore '
Hath giv’n them peace and reft, .

But hath deereed that wicked men
Shall ne’er be truly bleft. .
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PR A Y E R,

1

Under the Prgﬂ:}re 'qf'Violg'aél'dﬂguf/'b.

Q Trou great Being ! what Thou art
Surpaffes me to know :

Yet fure I am, that known to Thee
Are all Thy works below.
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Thy creature here before Thee ftands,
All wretched and diftreft ;

Yet fure thofe ills that wring my foul
Obey Thy high beheft.

Sure Thoy, Almighty, canft not a&
From cruelty or wrath !

0, frec my weary eyes from tears,
Or clofe them faft in death !

But if I muft afliGed be,
To fuit fome wife defign ;

Then, man my foul with firm refolves
To bear and not repine ! '

C3 THE
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O Tiou, the firft, the greateft friend
Of all the human race !
' Whofe firong right-hand has ever been
Their ftay and dwelling-place !

Before
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Before the mountains héav’d their he‘&d&~

Before this pond’rous globeltfelf; 2
Arofe at Thycommands . i s

That Pow’r which rdis"d and ftill apholds
This univerfal frame; * ..~ i
. From countlefs, unbegmnmg time: i
Was ever ftill the famé. ‘

“Thofe mighty periods of years
Which feem to us f{o vaft,
Appear no more before Thy fight

Than yefterday that’s paft.

\

“Thou giv’i’c_‘ the word : Thy creature, man,
Is to exiftence brought ;

Again Thou fay’ft, ¢ Ye fons of men,
¢ Return ye into nought !’

Ca Thou
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Thou layeft them, with all their cares, .

In everlafting fleep ;
As with a flood Thou tak’tt them off
With overwhelming {weep.

They flourith like the morning flow’r,
In beauty’s pride array’d ;

But long ere night cut down it lies:
All wither’d and decay’d.

1C



TO A
MOUNTAIN DAISY,

On turning. one down, with the Plough, in
April 1786.

WEE, modeft, crimfon-tipped flow’r,
Thou’s met me in an evil hour ;
For I maun crufh amang the ftoure
Thy flender ftem.
To fpare thee now is paft my pow’r,

Thou bonnie gem.
Alas!
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Alas! its no thy neebor {weet,
The bonnie Lark, companion meet !
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet !
W1’ fpreckl’d breaft,
When upward-fpringing, blythe, to greet
' The p‘l:rpling Eaft.

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North
Upon thy carly, humble birth ;
Yet chearfully thou glinted forth
' Amid the ftorm,
Scarce rear’d above the Parent-earth
Thy tender forr.n.
The flaunting flow’rs our Gardens yield,
High fhelt’ring woods'and wa’s maun fhield
But thou, beneath thé random bield
| O’ clod or ftane,
Adorns the hiftie fibble-field,

Unfeen, alane.

Ther
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There, in thy fcanty mhantle clad,
"Thy fnawie bofom ﬁlri ward {pread,
Thou lifts thy unaﬁ'ummg head

~ In humble guife ;
But now the /lzarc uptears thy bed,
And low thou lies !

Such is the fate of artlefs Maid,
Sweet _ﬂow ret of the fural fhade !
By Lovc 8 ﬁmphmty betray’d
-7 And guilelefs truft,
Till fhe, Ilke thee, all foil’d, is laid
: Low i’ the duft.

Such is the fate of fimple Bard,
* On life’s rough ocean lucklefs ftarr’d !
Unikilful he to note the card
of prudent Lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him o’er!

Such
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Such fate to fuffering Worth is giv’'n,
Who long with wants and woes has ftriv’n, .
By human 'pride or cunning driv’n
To Mis’ry’s brink,
Till wrench’d of ev’ry ftay but Heav’n,
He, ruin’d, fink !

Ev’n thou who mourn’ft the Daify’s fate,
That fate is thine—no diftant date ;
Stern Ruin’s plough-/bare drives, elate,
Full on thy bloom,
Till crufh’d beneath the furrow’s weight,
Shall be thy doom !
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TO

. ALL hail ! inexorable lord !
At whofe deftrution breathing word,
The mightieft empires fall !
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train,
The minifters of Grief and Pain,

A fullen welcome, all!

With
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With ftern-refolv’d, defpairing cye,
I fee each aimed dart;
For one has cut my deareft tye,
And quivers in my heart.
Then low’ring, and pouring,
The Storm no more I dread ;
Tho’ thick’ning and black’ning,
Round my devoted head.

IL.

And thou grim Pow’r, by Life abhorr’d,

While Life a pleafure can afford,
Oh'! hear a wretch’s pray’r !

No more I thrink appal’d, afraid ;

I court, I beg thy friendly aid,
To clofe this fcene of care !

When fhall my foul, in filent peace,
Refign Life’s joylefs day ;

My weary heart its throbbings ceafe,
Cold mould’ring in the clay ;

Ne¢
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No fear more, no tear more,
To ftain my lifelefs face,

Enclafped, and grafped
Within thy cold embrace !

T
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TO

M I S S L—

With BeaTTIE’s PoEMS for a New-year's
Gift. Jan. 1. 1787.

A GAIN the filent wheels of time
Their annual round have driv’n,
And you, tho’ fcarce in maiden prime,

Are fo much nearer Heav’n.

No gifts have I from Indian coafts
The infant year to hail ;



C 49 ).
1{end you more than India boafts
In Edwin’s fimple tale.

Our fex with guile and faithlefs love
Is charg"d, perhaps too true;
~ But may, dear Maid, each Lover prove
An Edwin fill to you. ‘

e -w-—--'-vc-
Ly

gy, et
.
-

E Vor. IL D EPISTLE
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EPISTLE
TOo A
YOUNG FRIEND.

May 1786. l

|

I.

I Lanc hae thought, my youthfu’ friend,
A Something to have fent you,
Tho’ it thould ferve nae other end
Than juﬁ.- a kind memento ;
But
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how the fubje@-theme ma'y" gang;
:t time and chance determine ;
aps, it may turn out a Sang 3
rhaps, turn out a Sérinqn.

"iL

try the world foon, my lad,

| Andrew dear, believe me,

find mankind an unco fquad,

\d muckle they may-grieve ye :

:are and trouble fet your thought,
'n when your end’s attained ;

a’ youf views may come to nought,
here ev’ry nerve is firained..

IIL

o fay, m.eq are villains a’ 3
e real, harden’d wicked,
D2 - Wha
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Wha hae nae check but hyman law,
Are to a few reftricked ;

But 'Och, mankind are unco weak,
An’ little to be tmlﬁed‘; ,

If Self the Waverinvg.balancé ﬂlaké,
It’s rarely right adjufted !

IV

Yet they wha fa’ in Fortune’s firife,
Their fate we would na cenfure,
For ftill th’ important ¢nd of life,.
They equally may an{wer :
A man may hae an honeft heart,
Tho’ Poortith hourly ftare him ;
A man may tak a neebor’s part,
Yet hae nae ca/b to {pare him.

V.

Ay free, aff han’, your ftory tell,
When wi’ a bofom crony ;

But
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But ftill keep fomethirig to yourfel
Ye fcarcely tell to ony.

Conceal yourfel as weel’s ye can
Frae critical diffection ;

But keek thro’ ev’ry other man,
Wi’ fharpen’d fly infpetion.

VL

The. facred lowe o> weel-plac’d love,
Luxuriantly indulge it ;

But never tempt th’ illicit rove,
Tho’ nacthing fhould divulge it :

I wave the quantum of the fin,
The hazard of concealing ;

But Och ! it hardens a’ within,
And petrifies the feehng !

VIL.

To catch Dame Fortune’s golden {mile,
Affiduous 'wait upaon her.; .- .
D3 And
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And gather gear by ev’ry wile.
That’s juftify’d by Honor :
Not for to hide it.in a hedge,
Nor for a train-attendant ;
But for the glorious privilege
Of being independent.

VIIIL

The fear o’ Hell’s a hangman’s whip,
To haud the wretch in order

But where ye feel your Honor grip,
Let that ay be your border :

It’s flighteft touches, inftant paufe—
Debar a’ fide pretences;

And refolutely keep its laws,

~ Uncaring confequences.

IX.

The great Creator to revere,
Muft {ure become the creature ;
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Jut ftill the preaching cant forbear,
And ev’n the rigid feature :

(et ne’er with Wits prophane to ranée,
Be complaifance extended ; -

An Atheift-laugh’s a peor exchange
For Deity offended !

X.

When ranting round in Pleafure’s ring,
Religion may be blinded ;

Or if fhe gie a random fling,
It may be little minded 5

But when on Life we’re tempeft-driv’n,
A Confcience but a canker—

A correfpondence fix'd wi’ Heav’n,

Is fure a noble anchor /

XI.

Adieu, dear, amiable Youth !

Your heart can ne’er be wanting !
D4
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-May Prudence, Fortitude, and Truth,
Ere& your brow undaunting !

In ploughman phrafe, ¢ God fend you fpeed,’

Still daily to grow wifer ;
And may ye better reck the rede,
Than ever did th’ Advifer.

- QN
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on 4
SCOTCH BARD.

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES,

W

' A.’ Y= wha live by fowps o’ drink, -
A’ ye wha live by crambo-clink,
A’ ye wha live and never think,
- Gome mourn wi’ me !
Our billie’s gien us &’ a-jink,
' An’ owre the Sea.
Lament
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Lament him a’ ye rantin core,
Wha dearly like a random-fplore,
Nae mair he’ll join the merry roar,
In focial key 3
For now he’s taen anither fhore,
. An’ owre the Sea !

The bonnie lafles weel may wifs him,
And in their dear petitions place him :
The widows, wives, an’ a’ may blefs him,

Wi’ tearfu’ e’e ;
For weel I wat they’ll {airly mifs him
That’s owre the Sea !

O Fortupe, they hae room @ grumble !
Hadft thou taen aff fome drow{y bummle,
‘Wha can do nopght byt fyke an’ fumble,

. -*T'wad Deen nae plea;
'But he was ‘gleg ag ony wumble,_ , '
s s - ~That’s owre the Sea!
ns, ] Auli
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Aanld, cantie. Kyle may weepers -wear,
An’ ftain-them wi’ the faut, faut tear ;
*Twill mak her poor, auld heart, I fear,

"In flinders flee :
He was hcr»Laureat monie a year, .
‘ ' That’s owre the Sea!

He faw Misfortune’s cauld Nor-wef?.
Lang muftering up a bitter blaft ; :
A Jillet brak his heart at laft, .
o  Ill'may fhe be!
So, took a birth afore the moft, .- .
' -An’ owre the Sea.

To tremble under- Fortune’s cgmmock,
On {carce a bellyfu’ o drummock,
Wi’ his proud, independent ftomach, .
" .Could ill agree;
jo, row’t h;s hurdies in a bammock,
- .An’ owre the Sea
He
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He ne'er was gien to great mifguiding,
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ;
Wi’ him it ne*er was under biding ;

| He dealt it free :
The Mufe was a’ that he took pride in,
That’s owre the Sea.

Famaica bodies, ufe him weel,
An’ hap him in a cozie biel :
Ye’ll find him ay. a dainty chiel,
And fou o’ glee :
He wad na wrang’d the vera Deil,

That’s owre the Sea.

. Fareweel, my rhyme-compofing billie!
Your native foil was right ill-willie ;
But may ye ﬁounih like a lily,
~Wow bonnilie !
I'll toaft ye'in my hifrdmoft gillie, =~
' " Tho’ owre the Sea !

T
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" To a

H.A G G I &

: FAR your honeft, fonfie face,
; Great Chieftan o’ the Puddin-race ! -
{ Aboon them 2’ ye tak your place,
Painch, tripe, or thairm:
Weel are ylz wordy of a grace
As lang’s my arm.

The
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The groaning trencher there ye fill,
Your hurdies like a diftant hill,
Your pin wad help to mend a mill
' Ip time o’ need,
While thro’ your pores the dews diftil
Like amber bead.

His knife fee Ruftic labour dight,
An’ cut you up wi’ ready flight,
Trenching your gufhing entrails bright
Like onie ditch ;
And then, O what a glorious fight,
Warm-reekin, rich !

Then horn for horn they ftretch an’ ftrive,
Deil tak the hindmoft, on they drive,
Till a’ their weel-fwall’d kytes belyve
Are bent like drums ;
Then auld Guidman, maift like to rive, -
Beshankit hums.

Is
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Is there that o’er his French ragaut
Or olio that wad ftawafow, ' - -/ 2. 20
Or fricaffee wad male her fpew
" Wi perfe@ fconner,
Looks down wi’ fneering, fcornfu® view'
On fic a dinner! .

Poor devil ! fee him owre his trafh,
- As fecklefs as a wither’d rafh,
- His fpindle fhank a guid whip-lafh,
5 " His nieve a nit ;
ﬂ Thro’ bloody flood or field to dafh,
O how unfit!

But mark the Ruftic, baggis-fed,
; The trembling earth refounds his tread,
! Clap in his walie nigve a blade,
‘He'll mak it whifsle ;
An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will {ned,
Like taps o” thrifsle.

VI mrea g x g

Ye
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Ye Pow’rs wha mak maakind your care,
And difh them out thejr bill o’ fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae fkinking ware
That jaups in luggies ;
But, if ye with her gratefu’ pray’r,
Gie her a Haggis !
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DEDICATIO
TO

) G¥¥kk FlRkxdidr Efq.

N.

EXPECT na, Sir, in this narration,

\ fleechin, fleth’rin Dedication,

o roofe you up, an’ ca’ you guid,

\n’ {prung o’ great an’ noble bluid,
Vor. IL E

Becaufe
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Becaufe ye're firnam’d like His Grace,
Perhaps related to the race ;

Then when I’m tir’d—and fae are ye,
Wi’ mony a fulfome, finfu’ lie, .

Set up a face, how I ftop fhort,

For fear your m.c:deﬂy be hurt.

This may do—maun do, Sir, wi’ them w
Maun pleafe the Great Folk for a wamefou
For me! fae léigh I needna bow,

For, Lord be thankit, f can plough ;
And when I downa yoke a naig,
Then, Lord be thankit, 7 can begs
Sae I fhall fay, an’ that’s nae flatt’rin,
Its juft fic Poet, an’ fic Patron. .

The Poet, fome gyid Angel help him,
Or elfe,-1 fear fome ill ane tkelp him!
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet,
But only he’s no juft begun yet.
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The Patron (Sir, ye maun forgie me,-
winna lie, come what will o’ me)- - -
n ev’ry hand it will allow’d be,

€’s juft—nae better than he fhould be. -

I readily and freely g'rant,

‘e downa fee a poor man want;
That’s no his ain he winna tak it,

7hat ainge he fays he winna break it;
'ught he can lend he’ll no refus’t,

'ill aft his guidnefs is abus’d 3

.1nd rafcals whyles that do him wrang,
'n that, ke does na-mind it lang:

\s Mafter, Landlord, Hufband, Father,
Ie does na fhil his part in either.

But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that ;
Nae godly [ymptom ye can ca’ that;
t's naething but a milder feature,
Xf our pooi‘, finfu’, corrupt Nature :
E 2 Ye'lll
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Ye'll get the beft o’ moral works,

'Mang black Gentoos and Pagan Turks,
Or hunters wild on Ponotaxi, /
Wha never heard .of Orth-d-xy.

That’s he’s the poor man’s friend in need,
The Gentleman in word and deed,

It’s no thro’ terror of D-mn-t--n;

It’s juft 2 carnal inclination,

Morality, thou deadly bane,
Thy tens o’ thoufands thou haft flain !
Vain is his hope, whofe ftay and truft is
In moral Mercy, Truth, and Juftice !

No—ftretch a point to catch a plack;
Abufe a brother to his back ;
Steal thro’ a winnock frae ‘a wh-re,
But point the Rake that taks the door ;
Be to the Poor like onie whunftane,

And haud their nofes to the grunftane :
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Ply ev’ry art o’ legal thiéving 5

No matter, ftick to_found believing., . - -

Learn three-mile pray’rs, an’ half-mile
graces, C et

Wi’ weel-fpread looves, an’ 1ang, wry faces 5

Grunt up a folemn, lengthen’d groan, -

And damn a’ parties but your own 3

[’1I warrant then, ye’re nae Deceiver,

A fteady, fturdy, ftaunch Believer. -

O ye wha leave the fprings of C-ly-n,:..

For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin! .

¥'e fons of Herefy and Errar, .

Ce’ll fome day fqueel in quaking terror!

When Vengeance draws the fword in wrath,

And in the fire throws the fheath ;

When Ruin, with his {fweeping befom,

]uﬁ frets till Heav’n commiffion gies him :
Ejz . While



( 7))

While o’er the Harp pale Mis’ry moans, ¥ {i
And ftrikes the ever-deep’ning tones, y i
Still louder fhrieks, and heavier groans! | i

Your pardon, Sir, for this digreffion,
I maift f"ox"gat my Dedication ;
But when Divinity comes crofs me,
My readers ftill are fure to lofe me.

So, Sir, you fuse twas nae daft vapour, H
But I maturely thought it proper,
When a’ my works 1 did review,

To dedicate them, . Sir, to 2ou:
Becaufe (ye need na tak it ill) .
I thought them fomething like yourfel. .

Then patrenize them wi’ your favour,
And your pctitionér {hall everam——
1 had amaift faid, coer pray,
But that’s a word I need na fay :
For
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v prayin I hae little fkill ot ;
n baith dead:fweer, an’ wrétched ill o't}
it I'fe repeat each poof mai’s pray’r, -
hat kens or hears about you, Sir——

¢ May ne’er Misfortune’s gowling bark,

Towl thro’ the dwelling o”the Glerk /.

vlay ne’er his gen’rous, honeft heart,

Tor that fafrie gen’tous fpirit fmart !

May K###¥¥%’s far_honouted name -

.ang beet his hymeneal flame,

Cill H***%*%%s at leaft a dizen,

yre frae their puptial labours rifen:

"ive bonnie Lafles round their table, .

\nd feven braw Fellows, ftout an’ able,

-q fexve their King and Country weel,

by word, or pen, or. poip;_éd fteel !

fay Health and Peace, with mutual rays,

hine on the ev’ning ¢’ his days; |
E 4 _+TiH

'S
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¢« Till his wee, curlie Fobn’s ier-oe,
¢ When ebbing life nae mair fhall flow,
¢ The laft, fad, mournful rites beftow.’

I will not wind a lang conclufion,
Wi’ complimentary effufion: |
But whilft your wifhes and endeavours,
Are bleft with Fortune’s fmiles and favours,
I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moft fervent,
Your much indebted, humble fervant.

But if (which Pow’rs above prevent) -
That iron-hearted carl,‘ Want, -
Attended in his grim advahces, _
By fad miftakes, and black mifchances,
‘While hopes, and joys, and pleafures fly him,
Make you as poor a dog as I am,

Your bumble fervant then no more ;

For who would humbly ferve the Poor !

But, by a poor man’s hopes in, Heav’n !
While



( 713 )
‘While recolle&ion’s pow’r is given,
If, in the vale of humble life,
The vi&im fad of Fortune’s firife,
1, thro’ the tender gufhing tear,
-Should recognize my Mafler dear,
If friendlefs, low, we meet together, |
Then, Sir, your hand,—my Friend and Bro-
ther!

TO



( 74 )

TO A

'L 0 U s E

On fecing one on a Lady’s Bonnet at Church.

e

HA! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie !
Your impudence protects you fairly :
I canna fay but ye ftrunt rarely,
Owre gauze and lace ;
Tho’ faith, I fear, ye dine but {parely
On fic a place.
Ye
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Ye ugly, creepm blai’ut wonner, o
Detefted, thunn’d by faunt an’ ﬁ‘nn!r,
How dare ye fet your fit upon hér;
-Sae'fine a Lady !
Gae fomewhere él?fe and Teek your-dintier,
- Oh fome poor body.

Swith, in fome béggar’s haffet fquattle ;

" There ye may cieep, and fprawi and ﬁ)rattlc

14

Wi’ ither kmdred jumpmg cattle; - e
' <=2t 7 1p thoals and nations;
Wharc born nor bane ne'er-dare tufettle
T ‘Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye’re cut o’ fight,
Below the fatt’rils, foug an’ tight;;.
Na, faith ye yet! y&’Jl no be right . -
. Tilk ye’ve got on it,
The vera tapmoft, tow’ring height
O Mifs’s bonne:.
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My footh! right bauld ye fet your nofe out, | .
As plump and gray as onie grozet ; Lfa

O for fome rank, mercurial rozet, I
_ Or fell, red fmeddum,

I’d gie you fic a hearty doze 0't, ¥
Wad drefs your droddum!

I wad na been furpris’d to {py
YOI'I on an auld wife’s flainen toy ;-
Or aiblins fome bit duddie boy,
_ On’s wyliecoat 3 o
But Mifs’s fine Lunardi! fie, . - r
How daur ye do’t !

O, Fenny, din‘na tofs your head,
An’ fet your beauties a’ abread !
Ye little ken what curfed fpeed .
The blaftie’s makin !
" Thae winks and finger-ends, 1 dread,
Are notice takin !




()
O wad fome Pow’r the giftie gie us
To fee ourfelves as otbers fee us !
tt wad frae monie a blunder free us
' And foolifh notion :

A hat airs in drefs an’ gait wad lea’e us,
And ev’n Devotion !

ADDRESS
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ADDRESS
Te® .

EDINGSBUT RG H

L

EDINA ! Scotia’s darling feat !
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs,
‘Where once beneath a Monarch’s feet
Sat Legiflation’s fov’reign pow’rs !
. Fro
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From marking wildly-fcatt’red flow’rs,
As on the banks of Ayr I firay’d,
And finging, lone, the ling’ring hours,
I fhelter in thy honor’d fhade.

L

Here Wealth fiill fivells the golden tide,
As bufy Trade his labours plies ;
There ArchiteQure’s noble pride -
Bids elegance and fplendor rife 3
Here Juftice, from. her native fKies,
Higﬁ wields her balance and her rod 3
There Learning, with his eagle eyes,
Seeks Science in her coy abode.

1318

Thy 'Sons,'Edina, {ocial, kind,
With open arms the Stranger hail ;
Their
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Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind,

Above the narrow, rural vale ;
Attentive ftill to Sorrow’s wail,

Or modeft Merit’s filent claim :
And never may their {ources fail !

And never envy blot their name !

1V.

Thy Daugl%bright thy walks adorn,
Gay as the gilded fummer fky,

Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn,
Dear as the raptur’d thrill of joy !

Fair B~ ftrikes th’ adoring eye,
Heav’n’s beauties on my fancy fhine;

I fee the Sire of Love on high,
And own his work indeed divine !

V.

There watching high the leaft alarms,
Thy rough rude Fortrefs gleams afar ;

Lik«
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Like fome bold Vet’ran, gray in arms,
And mark’d with many a feamy fear :

The pond’rous wall and mafly bar, .
Grim-rifing o’er the rugged rock; . .

Have oft withftood aﬁ'ailihg War,
And oft repell’d the Invader’s fhock ; -

VL.

With awe-ftruck thought, and pitying tears,
I view that noble, vﬁafely Dome, _ ‘ '

Where Scotia’s‘kings_ of other years
Fam’d heroes, had their royal home :

Alas, how chang’d the times to come !
Their royal Name low in th¢ duft !

Their haplefs Race wild-wand’ring roam !
Tho’ ngxd LaW cries out, twas juft! .

VIL

Vild beats my heart, to trace your fteps,
‘Whofe anceftors, in days of yore,
"'Voilll.. - F  Thro*
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Thro’ hoftile ranks and ruin’d gaps
Old Scotia’s bloody Lion bore :
Ev'n I who fing in ruftic lore,
Haply, my Sires have left their fhed,
And fac’d grim Danger’s loudeft roar,
Bold-following where your Fathers led !

VIIIL.

Edina! Scotia’s darling feat !
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs,
Where once beneath a Monarch’s feét
Sat Legiflation’s fov’reign pow’rs !

' From marking wildly-fcatter’d flow’ss,
.As on the banks of dyr I ftray’d,
And finging, lone, the ling’ring hours,
I thelter in thy honor’d fthade. -

I

EPISTUE
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E P I § T L E
TO
Jo L***x%*K
AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD.

- April 1.198s,

I

-

WHILE briers an’ woodbines budding green,
An’ Paltrxcks fcraichin loud at e’en,
Av mommg Pou.ﬁ'ie whldd'm Téen,
Infpnre my Muft,
B T & 1

o \. { ;_.)"f; -
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This freedom, in an unknown frien’,

N

I pray excufe.

On Faften-een we had a rockin,
To ca’ the crack and weave our ftockin ;
And there was muckle fun an Jjokin,
,' Ye need na doubt H
At length we had a hearty yokin
. At fang about.

"There was ae fang, amang the reft,
Aboon them @ it pleas’d me beft,
- That fome kind huiband had addreft
T " " 'To fome fweet wife :

It thirl’d the heart-ftrings thro’ the breaft,
A’ to the hfe

l:sl\'v lla(.‘ ,‘f) A

TAI){

I’ve fcarce hearcl ,onght defcrlb’d fae wgel

AR NERY

What gea rous manlaabofoms feel

'I]ryught I, ¢ Can this-pe Pope, or Steele,
‘(



(.8 )

¢ Or Beattie’s wark !’
Chey tald me ’twas an odd kind chiel
.. About Muzr/ezrk ,,,,,
It pat me fidgin-fain to hear’t,
And fae about him there [ fpler’t,
Lhen a’ that ken’t him round declar’d
He had zngme,
That nane excell’d it, fg.w cam near"t, ;

It \?;'asE fae fine,

That fet him to a pint of ale,
An’ either douce or merry tale,
Or rhymes an’ fangs he’d ma'de himfel
Or witty catches,
"Tween Invernefs and Tlvnotdale,
He had few matches.

Then up I gat, an’ fwoor an aith,
Tho’ I fhould pawn my pleugh and. graith,
F 3 Or
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Or du: & cadget pownie’s death,
At fome - dyke-back
A pint an’ gil} 14 gie-them baith,

To hear your crack.

But, firft hn* forcmoif 1 Mould tell,
Amaift 4 foon as I could fpell, -
* Ito the crambu _;ih;;'fle fell, v
“"Tho’ rude an® rough,
Yet crooning to a 'body’s fel,

Does weel eneugh, -

"

Iam .nae Pae;, in a fenfe, )
But juft a Rbymer, like, by chance, '
An’ hae'to Learmng nae pretence,
‘ : Yet what the xﬁatter’
Wheﬁe ei' thy Mufe dots on me glance,
I jingle at her.
Yop

MBI LS Lo e L il
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Your Critic-folk may cock their nofe,
And fay, ¢ How can you e’er i)ropofé, .
¢ You wha ken hardly ver/e frae profe,
¢ To mak a fang ¥
But by your leaves, my learned foes,
Ye’re maybe wrang.

What’s a’ your jargon o’ your Schools,
Your Latin néme.s for horms an’ ftools 3
If hone{t natyre made you jfools,

What fairs your Grammars?
Ye’d better taen up‘fpadesvand thoals, '
' Or knappin-hammers.

-

A fet o’ dull, concejted Hathes,
Confufe their brains in College claffes !
They gang in Stirks, and come out Affes,
Plain truth to fpeak ;
An’ fyne they thiok to climb Parnaffus
By{dint o’ Greek !
Fg Gie
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Gie me ae fpark o’ Nature’s fire,
That's 2’ the learmng I defire ;
Then though I drudge thro dub an’ mire

4 At pleugh or cart,
My Mufe, though hamely in attire,
May touch the heart,

O for a fptltxk o Alan’s glee, - BRI
Or Fergufor’s, the bauld and flee, -
Or brightﬁL*****kf"‘s', ‘my friend to be,
. IF canhitit!
That wduld be Iear eneugh for me,
-1 I could get it,

. Now, Sn‘, if ye hae fnends enow,
. Tho’ reai fnends, I b’heve are few,
Yet, if ; your catalogue be fou,

) l’fe no infift,
But glf ye want ae fnend that’s 'true,

. I’m on your lift,
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+ - I winna ‘blaw about myfel ;
E As ill T like my fauts to tell ;
ﬁ But friends and folks that wifh me well,
- They fometimes roofe me;
Tho’ I miaunr own, as menie ftill-
As far abufe me,

There’s ae wee faut they whiles lay to mc,
1 like the laffes—Gude forgie me !
For monie a,plack they wheedle frae me,
E At dance or fair;
Maybe fome ither thing they gieme -+ .
They weel can fpare.

But Mauchline Race, or Mauchline Fair,
" 1 fhould be proud to meet you there ;‘
" We’fe gie: ae night’s difcharge to care,
If we forgather,
An’ hae a fwap o’ rbymin-ware
ST Wi’ ane anither.
g The

.
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The four-gill chap, we'fe gar him clatter,
An’ kirfen him wi’ reekin water ;
Syne we’ll fit down an’ tak our whitter,
To chear our heart;
An’ faith, we'fe be scqusinted better
'Bnéfore we part.

Awa ye felfith warly race,
Wha think that havins, {enfe, an’ grace, .
" Ev’n love an’ friendthip, thould give place
. To catch-the-plack!
I dinna like to fee your face,

Nor hear your crack.

But ye whom focial pleafure charms,
Whofe hearts the tide of kindnefs warms,
Who hold your deing on the terms,

’ ¢ Each aid the vot,hers,’
Come to my bowl, come to my arms,
My friends, my brother
, E
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But, to conclude my lang epiftle,
As my auld pen’s worn to the grifsle ;
T'wa lines frae you wad gar me fifsle,
Who am, moft fervent,
‘While I can ejtherfing, or whifsle,
" Your friend and fervant.

70
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T0 THE SAME.

April ar. 1785,

W HILE new-ca’d kye rout at the ftake,
An’ pownies reek in pleugh or braik,
This hour on e’enin’s edge I take,

To own I’m debtor,
To honeft-hearted, auld L¥*¥*xk,

For his kind letter,

Forjefket
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Forjefket fair, with weary legs,
Rattlin the corn out-owre the rigs,
Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs
S Their ten hours bite,
My awkart Mufe fair pleads and begs,

I wou’d na write.

The tapetlefs ramfeezl’d hizzie,
She’s faft at beft, and fomething laz};,
Quo’ fhe, ¢ Ye ken, we’ve been fae bufy,
' ¢ This month an’ mair,
 That trouth my head is grown right dizzie,
¢ An’ fomething fair.’

Her dowff excufes pat me mad ; .
: Confmence fays I, ¢ ye thowlefs jad !
ru wnte, an that a hearty blaud
‘ .A ¢ Thls vera mght 5
So dmna ye affront your trade, .
-. ¢ But rhyme it nght

¢ Shall
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¢ Shall bauld L¥**#*k, the king o’ hearts,
¢ Tho’ mankind were a pack o’ cartes,
¢ Roofe you fae weel for your deferts,
¢ In terms fae friendly,
¢ Yet ye'll negleét to thaw your parts,
¢ An’ thank him kindly"

Sae I gat paper in a blink,
An’ down gaed flumpie in the ink:
Quoth I, ¢ Before I fleep a wink,
¢ I vow I'll clofe it 5
- ¢ An’ if ye winna mak it clink,
¢ By Jove I'll profe it

Sae I’ve begun to {crawl, but whether
In rhyme, or profe, or baith thegether,
Or fome hotch-potch that’s rightly neithér,"
o " Let time mak proof;
But I fhall fcribble down fome blether -
L Jutt clean aff-loof.
My
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My worthy friend, ne’er grudge an’ carp,
Tho’ Fortune ufe you hard an’ tharp ;
Come, kittle up your moorland barp

W7?’ gleefome touch !

Ne er mind how Fortune waft an’ warp;
She’s but a b-tch.

She’s gien me monie a jirt an’ fleg,
Sin I could friddle owre arig ;
But by the L—d, tho’ I fhould beg
Wi’ lyart pow,
'l laugh, an’ fing, an’ thake my leg, -
- As lang’s I dow !

Now comes the {ax an’ twentieth immer,
I’ve feen the bud upo’ the timmer,
Still perfecuted by the limmer
Frae year to year;
But yet, defpite the kittle kimmer, -
~«+ - I Rob, am bere.
Do
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Do ye envy the city Gent,
Behint a kift to lie and fklent,
~ Or purfe-proud, big wi’ cent. per cent.
And muckle wame,

In fome bit Brugh to reprefent
' A Bailie’s name ?

Or is’t the paughty, feudal Thane,
Wi’ ruffi’d fark an’ glancing cane,
Wha thinks himfel nae theep-thank bane,
But lordly ftalks,

While caps and bonnets aff are taen,
As by he walks ?

¢ O Thou wha gies us each guid gift!
¢ Gie me o’ wit an’ fenfe a lift, |
¢ Then turn me, if Thou pleafe, adrift,
. 4 ¢ Thro’ Scotland wide 3
- < Wi’ cits nor Jairds I wadnafhift,-,:
... . ¢Ina their pride!
S Were
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 Were this-the charter of our flate,

¢ On pain o’ hell be rich an’ great,’

Damnation then would be our fate,
Beyond remead ;

But, thanks to Heav’n, that’s no the gate

We learn our creed.

For thus the royal Mandate ran,
When firft the human race began,
" The focial, friendly, honeft man,
o ¢ Whate’er he be,
‘ ’Tls he fulfils great Nature’s plan,
¢ An none but be!/

O Mandate glorious and divine !
The followers of the ragged Nine,
Poor, thoughtlefs devils! yet may fhine
In glorious light,
While fordid fons of Mammon’s line
' Are dark as night,
Vou. IL G The’
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Tho’ here they fcrape, an’ {queeze, an’ grow!
Their worthlefs neivefu’ of a foul
May in fome future carcafe howl,
The foreft’s fright ;
Or in fome day-detefting owl .
May fhun the light.

.

Then may LA**%%E and B¥*** arife,
To reach their native, kindred {Kkies, )
And fing their pleafures, hopes, an’ joys,

In fome mild fphere,
Still clofer knit in friendfhip’s ties
: Each paffing year!
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TO
W. S¥* %% %N, Ochiltree.

'S

May‘1785. |

[caT your letter, winfome Willie ;
Ny’ gratefu’ heart I thank you brawlie ;
~ho’ I maun fay’t, I wad be filly,
An’ uncb vain,
hould 1 believe, my coaxin billie, _
Your flatterint ftrain.
G2 But’
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But I’fe believe ye kindly meant it,
I fud be laith to think ye hinted
Ironic fatire, fidelins fklented
On my poor Mufie ;
Tho’ in fic phraifin terms ye’ve penn’d it, -

I fcarce excufe ye.

My fenfes wad be in a creel,
Should I but dare a bope to fpeel,
Wi Allan, or wi’ Gilbertfield,
The braes o’ fame ;
Or Fergufon, the writer-chiel,
A deathlefs name.

(O Fergufon! thy glorious parts
111 fuited law’s dry, mufty arts!
My curfe upon your whunftane hearts,
 Ye Enbrugh Gentry!
The tythe o’ what ye wafte at cartes
- Wad ftow’d his pantry!
Y
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Yet when a tgle comes i’ my head, - "
Or laffes gie my heart a fereed, . . : .. ...
As whiles they’re like to be.my deed,

(O fad difeafe !)
L kxttle up wy ruflic reed;. - iy
It giés me eafe.

Auld Coila now may fidge fu’ fain, - "’
She’s gotten Poets o’ her ain,
Shiels wha their chanters winna haip,
But tune their lays, »
Till echoes a’ reﬂound again S
- Her weel-fung praife.

Nae Poet thought her worth his while,
To fet her name in meafur’d.flile;
She lay like fome unkend-of ifle
, Befide New-Holland,
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil ‘
Befouth Magellan.

G 3 Ramfay -
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O Nature! a’ thy fhew an’ forms
To feeling, penfive hearts hae charms! .
Whether the Summer kindly warms, .
Wi’ life an’ light,
Or Winter howls, in gufty ftorms, -
The lang, dark night !

The Mufe, nae Poet ever fand her,
Till by himf{el he learn’d to wander,
Adown fome trotting burn’s meander,

- An’ no think lang ;

O f{weet, to ftray an’ penfive ponder
A heart-felt fang !

The warly race may drudge an’ drive,
Hog-fhouther, jundie, ftretch an’ firive,
Let me fair Nature’s face defcrive,
And I, wi’ pleafure,
Shall let the bufy, grumbling hive '
' ' Bum owte their treafure,

Fareweel,
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Fareweel, ¢ my rhyme-compofing brither !*
We’ve been owre lang unkenn’d to ither :
Now let us lay our heads thegither,

' In love fraternal :

May Envy wallop in a tether,
Black fiend, infernal !

While Highlandmen hate tolls an’ taxes ;
While moorlan herds like guid, fat braxies;
While-Terra Firma, on her axis,

Diurnal turns,
Count on a friend, in faith an’ practice,
In Robert Burns.,

POSTSCRIPT,

' My memory’s no worth a preen;
I had amaift forgotten clean,
Ye
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Ye bade me write you what they mean.
- By _this new-light™®,

’Bout which our berds {ag aft hae been

-Maift like to fight.

In days when mankind were but callans
At Grammar, Logic, an’ fic talents,
They took nae pains their fpeech tg bﬂame,
- Or ryles to gie,.. -

But fpak thexr thoughts in plain, braigd; Lallans,
.. Like you or me.

In thae auld times, they thought the Moon,
* Juft like a fark, or pair o’ fhoon,
Wore by degrees, till her laft roon,
' Gaed paft their viewing,
An’ thortly after fhe was done
They gat a new onpe. :
This
* See note, p. 9T -
‘.




iy ( %07 )

~ This paft for certain, undifputed;. . -
It ne’ex cam 1’ their heads to doubt it,
Till chiels gat upan’ wad confute it,
Datd .. An’ ca’d it wrang ;
An’ muékle din there:was about it, .
sd 0 . .Badth loud an’ lang,

Some: berds, weel learn’d upo;~the beuk,
Wad threap auld folk the thing mifteuk;
For *twas the auld moon tarn’d a neuk, '

R ‘ An’ out o’ fight,
An’ batklins-comin, to the leuk,
" She grew mair bright.

This was deny’d, it was affirm’d ;
The berds an’ biffels were alarm’d :
The rev’rend gray-beards rav’d an’ ftorm’d,
B That beardlefs laddies
Should think they better were inform’d
' Than their auld daddies.
~ Frae
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Frae lefs to mair it gaed to fticks; - N
Frae words an’ aiths o clours an’ nicks; ' .
An’ monie a fallow gag his licks, .

W7’ hearty crunt ; '
An’ fome, to learn them for their tricks, T

Were hang’d an’ brunt.

This game was play’d in monie lands,

An’ auld-light caddies bure fic hands, S;

That faith, the youngfters took the fands re
Wi’ nimble fhanks,

Till Lairds forbade, by ftri® commands, o
Sic bluidy pranks.

But new-light berds gat fic a cowe, p

Folk thought them ruin’d ftick-an-ftowe,

Till now amaift on ev’ry knowe, !
Ye'll find ane plac'd ; 1

An’ fome, their new-light fair avow,
Juft quite barefac’d. &

Nae




( 109 )

. doubt the auld-light flocks are bleatin ;
zealous berds are vex’d an’ {fweatin 3
I’ve even feen them greetin
, Wi’ girnin fpite,
ar the Moon fae fadly lie’d on
By word an’ write,

fhortly they will cowe the louns !

auld-ligbt berds in neebor towns

ind’t, in things they ca balloons,
To tak a flight,

1y ae month amang the Moons
An’ fee them right.

d obfervation they will gie them ;
hen the auld Moon’s gaun to lea’e them,
indmoft fhaird, they’ll fetch it wi’ them,
Juft i’ their pouch,
hen the new-Zight billies fee them,
I think they’ll crouch !
Sae,
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Sae, ye obferve that a’ this clatter -
Is naething but a ¢ moonthine matter 3t -
But tho’ dull profe-felk Latin {platter
) In logic tulzie,
1 hope, we Bardies ken fome better

Than mind fic brulzie.

-

EPISTLE
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E P IS TL E

Jo R * % % % % %

- Inclofing jbm? Poems. -

O Roucn, rude, ready-witted R¥***#%,
The wale o’ cocks for fun and drinkin!

There’s monie godly folks are thinkin, 5

Your dreams* an’ tricks
Will fend you, Korah-like, a-finkin,

Straught to auld Nick’s.
‘ Ye

®* A certain humorous dreazz of his was then ma-
king 3 noife in the country-fide.
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Ye hae fae monie cracks an’ cants,
And in your wicked, druken rants,
Ye mak a devil o’ the Saunts,
Arn’ fill them fou ;
And then their failings, flaws, an’ ‘wants,
Are a’ feen thro’.

Hypocrify, in mercy fpare it !
That holy r';)be, O dinna tear it! -
Spare’t for their fakes wha aften wear it,
The lads in dlack ;
But your curft wit, when it comes near it,
Rives’t aff their back.

Think, wicked Sinner, wha ye’re fkaithing,
Its juft the Blue-gown badge an’ claithing
O’ Saunts ; tak that, ye lea’e them naithing

To ken them by,
Frae ony unregenerate Heathen

Like you or 1.
‘ I've
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I’ve fent you here fome rhyming ware,
A’ that I bargain’d for an’ mair; '
Sae, when ye hae an hour to fpare,

I will exped,
Yon Sang # ye’ll fen’t wi’ cannie care,
PR And no negled.

Tho’ faith, fma’ heart hae I to fing !
My Mufe dow fcarcely fpread her wing !
[’ve play’d myfel a bonnie f{pring,

An’ dan¢’d my fill !
’d better gaen an’ fair’d the King,
At Bunker’s Hill.

*Twas ae night lately in my fus,
- gaed a roving wi’ the gun,
An’ brought a Paitrick to the grun’,
' A bonnie hen,

Vor. IL H ' And,

* A fong he had pi'omifed the Author.
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And, as the twilight was begun, '
' Thought nane wad ken.

The poor, wee thing was little hurt ;
I ftrakit it a wee for fport,
Ne’er thinkin they wad fath me for’t ;
. But, Deil-ma-ca;re!
Somebody tells the Poacher-court
The hale affair,

Some ‘auld, us’d hands had taen a note,
That fic a hen had got a thot 5
I was fufpected for the plot ;
I {fcorn’d to lie
So gat the whifsle o’ my groat;
An’ pay’t the fee.

But, by my gun, o' guns the wale,
Ar’ by my pouther an"my hail,
' Al
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y my hen, an’ by her tail,
I vow an’ fwear!
tame thall pay, o’er moor an’ dale,

For this, nieft year.

'oon’s the clockin-time is by,
e wee pouts begun to cry,
I’fe hae fportin by an’ by,
For my gowd guinea:
[ thould herd the buck/kin kye
' For’t, in Virginia.

wth, they had muckle for to blame !
neither broken wing norlimb,
ra~three draps about the wame

Scarce thro’ the feathers ;
ith a yellow George to claim,

An’ thole their blethers !

H2 : It
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It pits me ay as mad’s a hare ;
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ;
But pennyworths again is fair,
When time’s expedient:
Meanwhile I am, refpected Sir,
Your moft obedient,

JOHN
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JOHN BARLEYCORN®,

- B 4 L L 4 D

I

- L]

" THERE was three kings into the eaft,
- Three kings both great and high,
. An’ they hae fworn a folemn oath

‘ John Barleycorn fhould die.
? H 3 II.
# This is partly compefed on the plan of an old fong
-known by the fame name: .
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II.

'Ifhej took a plough and plough’d him dows,
Put clods upon his head,

And they hae {worn a folemn oath
John Barleycorn was dead.

I11.

But the chearful Spring came kindly on,
And fhow’rs began to fall ;

John Barleycorn got up again,
And {ore furpris’d them all.

V.

The fultry funs of Summer came,
And he grew thick and ftrong,
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His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed {pears,
That no one fhould him wrong.

~

V.

The fober Autumn enter’d mild,
When he grew wan and pale ; _ 7
His bending j;)ints and drooping head
Show’d he began to fail.

VL

His colour ficken’d more and more,
He faded info age ; |
And then his enemies began
To fhow their deadly rage.

VIL

They’ve taen a weapon, long and fharp,
And cut him by the knee; ’
H 4 " Then
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Then ty’d him faft upon a cart,

Like a rogue far forgerie,

VIIL

They laid him down upon his back,
And cudgell’d him full fore 3

They hung him up before the ftorm,
And turn’d him o’er and o’er.

X,

They filled up a darkfome pit
" With water to the brim,
They ‘heaved in John Barleycorn,
There let him fink or fwim.

X.

They laid him out upon the ﬂqor(
To work him farther woe,
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And fill, as figns of life appear’d,
They tofs’d bim to and fro.

X1

They wafted, o’er a fcbrching flame,
The marrow of his bones ;
But a Miller us’d him wortft of all,
For he crufh’d him between two ftones.

XIIL
And they hae taen his very heart’s blood,
And drank it round and round;
And ftill the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound. /

XIIL

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprife,

For
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. For if you do bat tafte his blood,

*Twill make your courage rife.

XIV.

*Twill make a man forget his woe ;
*Twill heighten all his joy :
*Twill make the widow’s heart to fing,

Tho’ the tear were in her eye.

XV.

Then let us toaft john Barleycorn,
Each man a glafs in hand ;

And may his great pofterity

~ Né’er fail in old Scotland !
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A

FRAGMENT.

Tune, CILLICRANKIE.

I.

]
WHEN Guilford good our Pilot ftood,

An’ did our hellim thraw, man.
Ae night, at tea, began a plea,

Within America, man :
Then up they gat the mafkin-pat,

And in the fea did jaw, man ;
Ar’ did nae lefs, in full Congrefs,
. Than quite refufe our law, man.

11,
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II.

Then thro’ the lakes Montgomery takes,
I wat he was na flaw, man;

Down Lowrie’s burn he teok a turn,
And C-rl-t-n did ca’, man:

But yet, whatreck, he, at Quebec,
Montgomery like did fa’, man,

Wi’ fword in hand, before his band,

Amang his en’mies a’, man.

o IIL

. Poor Tammy G-ge within a cage
Woas kept at Boffon ba’, man ;
Till Willie H--¢ took o’er the knowe
For Pbiladelpbia, man :
Wi’ fword an’ gun he thought a fin
Guid Chriftian blood to draw, man ;
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But at New-York, wi’ knife an’ fork,
Sir Loin he hacked {ma’, man,

1v.

B-rg--ne gaed up, like fpur an’ whip,
Till Frafer brave did fa’, man;
Then loft his way, ae mifty day,
In Saratoga thaw, man.
- rnw-il-s fought as lang’s he dought,
An’ did the Buckikins claw, man;
3ut Cl-nt-n’s glaive frae ruft to fave
He hung it to the wa’, man.

V.

Chen M-nt-gue, an’ Guilford too,
Began to fear a fa’, man;
\nd S-ckv-lle doure, wha ftood the ftoure,
The German Chief to thraw, man :
For
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For Paddy B-rke, like ony Turk,
Nae mercy had at a’, man

An Charlie F-x threw by the box,
An’ lows’d his tinkler jaw, man.

VL.

Then R-ck-ngh-m took up the game ;
Till Death did on him ca’, man ;

When Sh-lb-rne meek held up his cheek,
Conform to Gofpel law, man:

Saint Stephen’s bdys, wi’ jarring noife,
They did his meafures thraw, man,

For N-rth an’ F-x united ftocks,

An’ bore him to the wa’, man,

VII.

Then Clubs an’ Hearts were Charlie’s cart
He {wept the ftakes awa’, man,
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ill the Diamond’s Ace, ‘'of Indian race
Led him a fair. faux pas, man":
he Saxon lads, yi’ loud placads,
On Chatham’s Béy did ca’, man;
n’ Scotland drew her pipe an’ blew,
¢ Up, Willie, waur them a’ man !’

VIIL

shind the throne then Gr-nv-Ile’s gone,
A fecret word or twa, man ;

"hile flee D-nd-s arous’d the clafs
Be-north the Roman wa’, man : -

n’ Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graith,
(Infpired Bardies faw, man)

"I’ kindling eyes cry’d, ¢ Willie, rife !

¢ Would I hae fear’d them a’, man !’

IX.

it, word an’ blow, N-rtb, F-x and Co,
Gowfl’d Willie like a ba’, man,

Till
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Till Suthron raife, and cooft their claife
Behind him in a raw, man:

An’ Caledon threw by the drone, .
An’ did her whittle draw, man :

An’ {fwoor fu® rude, thro’ dirt an’ blood
To mak it guid in law, man.

* % X % X X *

SONG
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s O N G

.

Tune, Corn rigs are bonnie.

IQ

T was upon a Lammas night,
‘When corn rigs are bonnie,
beneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held awa to Annie :
Che time ﬂew‘by, wi’ tentlefs heed,
Till *tween the late and early;
Ni’ {ma’ perfuafion fhe agreed,
To fee me thro’ the barley.

Vor. II. I 11,
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» 1L
The 1ky was blue, the wind was ftill, -
~ The moon was fhining clearly ;
I fet her down, wi’ right good will, -
Amang the rigs o’ barley : o
I ken’t her heart was 2’ my ain
I,iov’d her moft fincerely ;
I kifs"d her owre and owre again

Amang the rigs o’ barley.

. IIL

I lock’d her in my fond embra(;e 5
Her heart was beating rarely: © =
My bleflings on that happy place,” =
Amang the rigs 6" batley ! - L
But by the moort rd fars fo bright, * i
That fhone that héxur fo t:leéfly’f A :
T T sk
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She ay fhall blefs that haﬂpy night,
Amang the rigs o’ barley.- -

IV.

I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear;
I hae been merry ‘drinkin ;' 5 '
I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin gear ;
I hae been happy thinking :
But a’ the pleafures e’er I faw,
Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly,
That happy night was worth them a’ s
Amang the rigs o’ barley "

CHORUS.

Corn rigs, an barleyngs, o " E
An’ corn rigs are bonnie :” '

1’1l ne’er forget that happy night, .
Amang the ngs wi’ Anme ‘

I 2 SONG,



COMPOSED IN AUGUST.

Tune,—Z bad a borfe, I bad nae mair.,

L

Now wetiin winds, and ﬁaughi’:ing guns
Bring Autumn’s pleafant weather ;
The moercock fprings, on whirring wings,
Amang the blooming heather : |
Now waving grain, wide o’er the plam, o
Delights the weary Farmer ; o o
And the moon ﬂnnes bnght, wﬁen I rove at _
night, ~~° - .
To mufe upon my Charmérfil Lo
R ) IL




L
The Partridge loves the; fruitful fells;
The Plover loves the mouptams 5o
The Woodcock haunts the lonely delI 3
The foanng Hern the fouutams . ‘_J.‘ '
Thro’ lofty groves the Cufhat roves h

0 .

........ BRI
The fpreadmg Ihom the1 Lmnet. e

Coreadiie U

Sy rge e i ba ke

I11.

Thus ev’ry kind their pleafure find,
The favage and the tender? , L
Some focial j joxn, and leagues combme iy
Some fohtary wander ' ' ) ':‘
Avaunt, awa)’f" t‘l‘x‘el é}ueiT 2;', ’): '
Tytanmc man’s domunon 5 B
13 The
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‘The Sportfman’s joy, the murd’ring cry,
The flutt’ring, gory pinion !

-

IV. '

Byt Peg{ dear, tile ev’ nmg 3 clear,
Thick ﬂxésltll;’e ikunmmg Swal?l;;vn;'

The 1Ky is blue, tbe ﬁelds in vlew
All fadmg-green and yellow

Come let us ﬁray our gladfome way,
And view the charms of Nature 5

The ruftling corn, the fruited thorn,

And ev’ry happy creature.

[ I v',' T el
We'll gently, walk, and fweetly talk,
Till the ﬁlent moon fhine clearly 5
I'll grafp thy waift, and, fondly preﬁ

Swear how I love thee dearly

¥

3AE

" Not
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Not vernal thow’rs to budding flow’rs
Not Autumn to the F armer,
30 dear c¢4n be as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely Charmer !

Cooo e 2 Tt
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s O N G

Tune,—My Nanie, O.

I

BEH!ND yon hills where Stinchar ﬂows;‘_

’Mang moors an’ mofles many, O,
The wintry fun the day has clos’d,
And I'll awa to Nanie, O.

II.

The weftlin wind blaws loud an’ hill ;
The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O;

But P’ll get my plaid an’ out I’ll fteal,
An’ owre the hill to Nanie, Q.

118



L

- Nanie’s chanmng, {weet an’ young 3

Tae artfu’ wiles to'win ye, O:

y ill befa’ the 8attezing tongue =i =
“hat wad.beguile my Nanie; Q... :

L
PR

IV.

: face is falr, her heart is true,
\s fpotlefs as fhe’s bonme, 0;
e op mhg goWan dat wi’ dew,
Jae p‘drei' is tlran Name,

CaT

V.

ountry lad is my degree,

\n’ few there be-that ken me, O ;

But



¢ 338.)

But what care I how few they be,
I'm wglc0fne ay to l\{ guie, 0.

VL.
My riches a's my penny-fee,
An’ I maun guide it cannie, Q3- °
But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me,
My thoughts are a’, my Nanie, O.

- VIL
Our auld Guidman delights to view- -
His fheep an’ kye thrive bonme, O3
But I’m as blythe that hauds his pleugh

An’ has nae care but Nanie, O.
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.. VIIL T

N P
yme weel come woe, I care na by,
I’ll tak what Heav’n will fen’. me, O;
1e ither care in life have I,
But live, an’ love my Nanie, Q.
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GREEN GROW!THE RASHE

Sop B TR TV RRRTIES B LA A

W TR Y

FRAGME N E:> 11 ]

!

CHORUS.

Green grow the rafbes, O 5
Green grow the rafbes, O ; ‘
The fweeteft hours that eer I fpent,
‘Are [pent amang the laffes, O. {

I.

THERE’s nought but care on ev’ry han’,
In ev’ry hour that paffes, O:
What fignifies the life o’ man,
An’ ’twere na for the laffes, O. '
' Green grow, &
I




)

o dle

if race ‘may riches chafe,
ches ftill may fly them, O;
at laft they catch them faft,
hearts can xie’en enjoy: them; 0. ..
by il 4. Green growe, &c,

ot i . 4

oy oo
IIIL.
me a canny hour at €’en,
'ms about my Dearie, O ;
ly cares,.an’_'wa;l); men,
v gaé taﬁfalieerié, o!
' Green grow, &c.

IV.

'fae doufe, ye fneer at this,
nought but fenfelefs affes, O :
The
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The wifeft Man the warl’ e’er faw,

He dearly lov’d the.lafles, O.
Green grow, &

V.o
Auld Nature fwears, the lovely Dears
.~Her nobleft work fhe clafles, O :
~ Her prentice han’ fhe try’d on man,
An’ then fhe made the laffes, O. !
Green grow, &

% K B K K *

SONG.



Tune,— Jockey's Grey Breeks.

1.
AGAIN rejoicing Nature fees
Her robe affume its vernal hues,

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze
All frefhly fteep’d in morning .dews..'.’ :

.. GHORUS;
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C H O R U s*,

And maun I flill on Menie } doat,

And bear the feorn that's in ber ¢!
- For it's jet, jet black, an’ it's like a bawk,
Anr’ it winna let a body be !

II. V

In vain to-me the cowflips blaw,
In vain to me the vi'lets fpring ;
In vain to me, in glen or fhaw,
The mavis and the lintwhite fing.
. And maun Lfill, &

I

* This Choruis is part of a fong compofed by a gen
man in Edinburgh, a particular friend of the Auth¢

1. Meni js the common abbreviation of Marsam
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I

Che merry Ploughboy cheers hlS team, " N
Wi’ joy the tenue Seedﬁnan ﬁalks, L
but life to me’s g weary d;garp, L

A dream of ang that never wauks. o
And maun I f1ill, &e.

IV..
“he wanton coo.t-t'h'e water fkims, ar
Amang the reeds the dueklmgs cry, .
‘h;; ﬂ:agel\y fwan maje[hc fwnms,
And every thmg is bleft but L.
\ And maun Lfill, &c.

Vor. IL K V.
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v.

The fheep-herd fteeks his faulding flap,
And owre the moorlands whiftles thill,
Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’ring ftep
I meet him ori the 'dewy hill. '
o And maun I fill, &.

VI

And when the lark, *tween light and dark,
Blythe waukens by the daify’s fide,
And mounts and ﬁngé on flittering, ;vvings, :
A woe-worn ghaift I hameward glide.
" . Aud maun 1[4, &

VI
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VII.

Winter, with thine angry howl,

| raging bend the naked tree ;
loom will foothe my chearlefs foul
en Nature all is fad like me!

1aun I flill on Menie doat,

I bear the fcorn that’s in ber c’e!

's jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a bawk;
it winna let a bady be.

K 2 ) SONG.
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s O N G

Tune,—Ro/fin Caftle.

fl

L

"THE gloomy night is gath'ring faft,
Loud roars the wild inconftant blaft,
Yon murky cloud is foul with raih,

I fee it driving o’er the plain ;

The Hunter now has left the moor,
The featt’red coveys meet fecure,
While here I wander, preft with care,
Along the lonely banks of Ayr.




-
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1.
he Autumn mourns her rip’ning- corn
7 early Winter’s ravage torn ; |
crofs her placid, azure fky, -
1e fees the fcowling tempeft fly: .
hill rums my bleod to hear it rave,
think upon the formy wave, .
"here mémy a danger I myft dare,
ir from the bonnie banks of Ayr.

L
is not the furging billow’s roar,
1s not that fatal, deadly fhore ;
10’ Death in ev’ry fhape appear,
1e Wretched have no more to fear :
at round my heart the ties are bound,

hat heart tranfpierc’d with many a wound ;
K 3 Thefe
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Thefe bleed afrefh, thofe ties I tear,
To leave the bonnie banks of dyr,

) Iv. .-
Farewell, old Coila’s hills'ahd dales,
Her heathy moors and winding vales 3 -
The fcenes where wretched' Féhcy roves,
Purfuing paft, unhappy. loves !
Farewell, my friends.! farewell, my foes!
My peace with thefe, my love with thofe—
The burfting tears my heart declare,
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr/

'SON
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S o N - G .
Tune,~-Gilderoy. K
B e ]
L

FROM thee, Eliza, T muft go,
And from mj native fhore :

Che cruel fates between us throw
A boundlefs ocean’s roar ;

But boundlefs oceans, roaring wide,
Between my Love and me,

They never, never can divide
My heart and foul from thee :

K4

1L
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II.

Farewellj farewell; Eliza deak,’
The maid that I adore !
A boding voice i in mine ear,
‘We part to meet no more !
But the laft throb that leaves my heart,
While death ftands vidtor by,
That throb, Eliza, is thy part,
And thine that lateft figh !

T
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-

THE

FAREWEL L.

D THE BRETHREN OF St JAMES's LODGE,
' TARBOLTON.

Tune,~—Goodnight and joy be wi’ you a’,

I.

ADIEU! a heart-warm, fond adieu!
Dear brothers of the myftic tye!
Ye favour’d, ye enlighten’d Few,
Gompanions of my focial joy !
Tho’
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Tho’ I to foreign lands mutft hie,
Purfuing Fortune’s flidd’ry ba’,

With melting heart, and brimful eye,
I’ll mind you ftill, tho’ far awa’.

I
Oft have I met your focial Band,
And fpent the chearful, feftive night;
Oft, honour’d with fupreme command,
Prefided o’er the Sons of light:
And by that Hieroglyphic bright,
Which none but Crafifmen ever {aw!
Strong Mem’ry on my heart fhall write
Thofe happy fcenes when far awa’!

I1I1.

May Freedom, Harmony, and Love,
Unite you in the grand Defign,
’ - Bene
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1eath th’ Omnifcient Eye above,

Che glorious Architect Divine !

at you may keep th’ unerring line,

itill rifing 'by the jlummét’: law,

1 Order bright completely fhine,

thall be my pray’r when far awa’.
REERARY . : N

1.
d Zou farewell ! whofe merits claim,
‘uftly, that bigheft badge to wear!
av’n blefs your honour’d, noble Name,
To Mafonry and Scotia dear !
laft requeft permit me here,
When yearly ye affemble a’,

e round, T afk it with a tear,
To him, the Bard that’s far awa’.

SONG.
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S O N G

* Tune,—Prepare, my dear bretbreﬁ, to the ta-
' vern let's fly, &c.

1.
NO Churchman am I for to rail and to

write,
No Statefman nor Soldier to plot or to fight,
No {ly Man of bufinefs contriving a fnare,
For a big-belly’d bottle’s the whole of my

care.

IL
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1L

“The Peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow ;

X fcorn not the peafant, tho’ ever fo low ;

But a club of good fellows, like thofe that are
here, - » ‘

And a bottle ﬁke this, are my glory and - '
care. '

I,

Here pafles the Squire on his brother—his
horfe; o

There Centum per Centuni, the Cit with his
purfe ;

- But fee you the Crown how it waves in the

air,

“There a big-belly’d bottle Rill eafes my care.

IV.
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IV.

The wife of my bofom, alas ! fhe did die
For {weet confolation to church I did fly;

I found that old Solomon proved it fair,
That a big-belly’d bottle’s a cure for all care.

V.

I once was perfuaded a venture to make ;
A letter inform’d me that all was to wreck;

But the purfy old landlord juft waddled up'
ftairs,

With a glorious bottle that ended my cares.

VI.

¢ Life’s cares they are comforts*’—a maxim
laid down
By
* Young’s Night Thoughts.
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r the Bard, what d’ye call him, that wore
the black gown ;

1d faith I agree with th’ old prig to a hair;
o a big-belly’d bottle’s a heav’n of care.

A Stanza added in & Mayfon Lodge.

hen fill up a bumper and make it o’erflow,
ad honours mafonic prepare for to throw ;
ay every true ‘brether of th’ Compafs and
Square
ave a big-belly’d bottle when harafs’d with
care.
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WRITTEN

IN

FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE,

ON NITH-SIDE.

THOU whom chance may hither lead,
Be thou clad in ruffet weed,

Be thou deckt in filken ftole,

Grave thefe counfels on thy foul.

Life




Phe b 7
Life is but a day at moft,
orung from night, in darknefs loft ;
ope not funﬂliqg,gy’_ry bour, . ..

ear not clouds will always lous.

W

As Youth and Eove with fpnghtly dance,
eneath thy mornirig ftar advance,

',ﬂ

leafure Wwith her firen air

fay delude the thoughtlefs pair';-

«t Prudence blefs Enjoyment’s: cup,
Chen raptur’d ﬁp, ‘and ﬁp it' np

[ A

As thy day grews warm and high,
ife’s meridian flaming nigh, . -
‘oft thou fpurn the humble vale? o
ife’s proud fummits wouldft thou fcale? '}
heck thy climbing ftep, elate,
vils lurk in felon wait:

% [

VoL, IL L Dangers,
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Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold,
Soar around each chiffy hold, -

While chearful Pedce, with '!innet fong, :

Chants the lowly-dells amohg“

._‘h‘. l 2 ’A.':‘.' L

As the fhades of ev’ning clofe,

Beck’ning thdg talong repole 5 ::. ;-7 .
As life itfelf haeorhes-difeafe, - -:.. «-ﬁ; o

Seek the chimney-noqk of- gafpﬂ o

There ruminatg. wlr.h fober. thqyshg nilhod
On all thop!fofeems and beard, and wroughti;.-
And teach the fppriive: younkers rowsdy: o

Saws of experience, fage and found.
Say, man’s true, genuine eftimate,
The grand'cgiterion of his fate;~ -
Is not, art thou high or lew 2.5
Did thy fortung ebh ar flow?: -.-:
Did many tadents gild thy fpand
Or frugal Naturg grudge thee oné ?

Tell them, and prefs it on their mind, .- : .

As thou thyfelf muft fhortly find,
98I ,
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Che fmile or frown of aweful Heav’n,
Co Virtue or to Vice is giv’n.
»ay, to be juft, and kind, and wife,
Chere fol_id felijoyn)gxt lies{; 2
Chat foolifh, felfith, faithlefs ways,
~ead to be wretched, vile, and bafe.
NSNS S O R A B
Thus refign’d and quiet, creep
X0 the bed of lafting fléep ;
Sleep, whence thou fhalt ne’er awake,
Night, where dawa finll never-lukik,
Till Future Life, future no more,
To light and joy the good reftore,
Jo light and joy unknown before. .._..

Stranger, go! Heav’n be thy guide !

Quod the Beadfman of Nith-fide. . -
R T ¥ R

Clnsanos ot i nge ot

e Lol :O'D"E.’E

t4

LI T S I RS S SR S

-.v|"4'
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O D E,
SACRED TO THE MEMORY

el J

. OF - B NI

DWELL!:R in yon dungebn dark,
Hangman of creation, mark !
Who in widow weeds appears,
Laden with unhonoured yé;rs,

Noofing
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Noofing with care a burfting purfe,
Baited with many a deadly curfe?

$TROPHE.

View the wither'd beldam’s face—
Can thy keen infpedtion trace | -
Aught of Humanity’s fiweet meltmg graee ?
Note that eye, ’tis. theum o’erflows, . . -
Pity’s flood there never. rofe o
See thofe hands, ne’er ﬁretch’d to fave,
Hands that took

- Keeper of Mammon’s iron cheft,
Lo, there fhe goes, u.ri;pit;ied and unbleft
She goes, but not to realms of everlafting reft !
b

but never gave.

L 3 ' ANTISTROPHE.
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ANTISTROPHE.

Plunderer of Armies, lift thine eyes,
(A while forbear, ye tort’ring fiends),
Seeft thou whofe ftep, unwilling, hither
bendsl RERIE G 7 B ...-.'I':
~ No fallen angel, hurPd from upper fkies; -
"Tisthy trafy quondan Mate, -~
Doom’d to fiare thy fiery fate,
She, tardy, hell-wafd ‘pifés’ S

'z:édnx:: o
*And are they 6f né ‘moreavail, -~ - _
Ten thoufand glitt’ring pounds a-year ?
In other worlds can Mammon fail,
Ommppt@pt #s he is here.?
O, bitter mock’ry of the pompou.r bier,
While
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Vhile down the wretched vital part is driv'n®

‘he cave-lodg’d beggar, with a confcience
clear - . ' -

Xpires in rags, unknown, and goes to Heav’n:

/
LR
S A . ELEGY
v 7 it O {)
cibgow e oo T
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E L E G Y

oON

Cart. M- H—;

A Gentleman who held the Patent for his Ho-
nours immediately from Almighty God!

But now bis radiant courfe ts run,
 For Matthew's courfe was bright ;
His foul was like the glorious fun,

A matchlefs Heav'sly Light !

'O Deatx! thou tyrant fell and bloody !
The meikle devil wi’ a woodie

Haurl
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Haurl thee hame to his black fmiddie, ..-i ~'{
, __ ; ©O%r hurcheon hides,

And llke ﬁock—ﬁih .come o’er his ftuddie . =/
i Wi’ thy auld fides!.

He’s gane, he’s gane ! he’s frae us torn,
The ae beft fellow e’ er was born v
Thee, Matthew, Nature’s fel {hall nrourn A

By wbod and wild,
Where, haply, Pity f’crays forlorn,
- Frae man exil’d.

Ye hills, near neebors o’ the ftarns,
That proudly ceck your crefting cairns! -
Ye cliffs, the haugts of {ailing. yearns, s
Where Echa flumbers. 14
Comc Jom, ye Nature s fturdieft bairns, -
My wailing numbers? -7

Mourn, ilka grove the cufhat kens!

Ye hazly fhaws and briery dens !
N Ye
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Ye burnies, wimplin down your glens,

Wi’ toddlin din,
Or foaming, ftrang, wi’ hafty ftens,

Frae linto lin.

Mourn little harebells o'er the lee 3
Ye ftately foxgloves fair to ke »
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, °

In fge,nt_ed bow’rs;

Ye rofes on your thorny tree,

’ .

The firft o’ flow’rs.

-
Cod

At dawn, when ev’ry grafly blade "
Droops with & diamond ‘at his head, -

Atév'n, when beans their fragrance thed,
I’ th’ ruftling galé

Ye tuaukins whiddin thro’ the glade,

Come join my wail.

" Mour,
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n, ye wee fongfters o’.the wood ;
fs that crap the heather bud; -
:ws calling thro’ a clud ;
o Ye whiftling plover;
urn, ye whirriiig paittick breod ;
"+ .. Fe% gane for ever !

1 f(;btf coots, and fpeckled teals;:
r heroms, weatching eels§ R
- and dfdke, wi’ airy wheels " -
* Circling the lake ;
rms, till the quagmffe reels; '
" ‘Rait'for his fake.

n, clam’ring crdik et elofe 'of day;”
ields o’ flowrifig Sbver gaygllve -
en ye wing your annual way
Frae our cauld fhore,
e far warlds, wha lies in clay,
Wham we deplore,
’ Ye
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Ye-houlets, frae your ivy bow’r;.
In fome auld tree, or eldritch tow’r, .
What time the moon, wi’ filent: glowr,
.Sets up her horn,
Wail thro’ the dreary midnight hour

~_+ '"Fill waukrife morn ]

O, rivers, forrefts, hills, .and plains !
Oft have ye heard ﬁay' canty ftrains : -
But now, what elfe for me remains . -

' But tales of woe ;
And frae my een the drapping rains
' ~ ... Maun ever flow.

Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year !
Ik cowflip cup fhall kep a tear: :

Thoe
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Thou, Simimer, while each corny fpear
. . Shoots.up its head, - -
Chy gay,.green; flow’ry treffes thear,
HEE ST For hlm that’s dead !

.u.i R ]

Thou, Autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair,.
[n grief thy fallow mantle tear !
Khou;, Wihték, hurling thréthe air- -~
" The rodring blaft;~
Wlde o' er the naked world declare *-

5 The worth We ve loﬁ !

N

‘Mourn him thou Sun, great fource of light!
Mourn, Emprefs of the filent night !
And you, ye twinkling ftarnies bright,
- 7 My Matthew mouzn !
For through your orbs he’s taen his ﬂxght
Ne'er to return.
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O, H¥####44% | the man' the brother!
And art,thou gone, and gone for ever !
And haft thou craft that unknown river,

AT .+ Life’s dreary bound !
Like thee, Where ihall I find another,
The world around!

Go to your ﬂculptur’d tambs,,-yp_(}reat, 0
But by thy hqncit turf 1’11 WRit, s
. . . Thau man of worth !
And Weep the ae beft fellow’s fate
E’er lay in earth.

St T el
. THE EPITAPH.; .-
. Stop, paﬁ'enger my ftory’s bnef
And truth I fhall rclate man ;

T tell nae common tale o’ grief.
“For Matthew was a great man.
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f thou uncommon merit haft,

Yet {purn’d 3t Fortune’s door, man § i.{

A look of pity higher gaft, ~-ii: e

For Matthew: was 8 popr Mage- . . _ .21

.f thou a noble fodger art, .. PR
That paﬂ'eﬁ by thlS gra.ve, man, .
Fhere moulders here a gallanl heart 3

For Matthew was a brave man.. .. .

M SR Y 21 - .. R

[f thou on men, thelr works and ways, o
Canft throw uncommon hght, man ; 3

Here lies wha weel had won thy praife,
For Matthew was a bnght man.

£ thou at Friendfhip’s facred ca’
‘Wad life itfelf refign, man ;

Chy fympathetic tear maun fa’,

"@or Matthew was a kind man !

If
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If thou art ftaunch without a ftain,
Like the unchanging blue, man’;
‘This was a kinfman o’ thy ain,

For Matthew was a triae inan,

XF thou hatt wit, and fun and fire,
And ne’er’ guJe wine- dld fear maﬁ 3

This was'thy blﬂle, dam, and fire, S
For Matthéw was a queer man,

If ony thgglfh Whmgln fot
To blame poor Matthew dare, man; .
May dool and forrow be hlS lot R

For Matthew was a rare ma.n.

LAMENT 3
£ |




OF

ey cxpe
PPN

'ARY QUEENOF SCOTS

ON THE

APPROACH OF SPRING.

)W Nature hargs her mantle green.
n every blooming tree,

. fpreads her fheets o’ daifies white
ut o’er the grafly lea: '

‘or. II. M ) Now
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Now Phoebus chears the cryftal ﬁreains,
And glads the azure fkies ;
But nought can glad the weary wight

That faft in durance lies,

Now laverocks wake thé IEry morn,
Aloft.on dewy wing;: - - ..

The merle, in his noontide bow’r,
Makes woodland echoes ring ;

"The mavis mild wi’ many a note, .
Sings drowfy day to reft :

In love and freedom they rejoice,

IS

- ———

a—— — -

W1’ care nor thrall oppreft.

Now blooms the lily by the bank,
The primrofe down the brae ;.

The hawthorn’s budding m the glen,
And milk-white is the flae:

The meaneft hind in fair Scpt;l_and_ ,

ay rove their {fweets amang ;

*
A

B
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But I, the Queen of a” Scotland,
Maun lie in prifon fttang. =~ V7 i

oy a7

4

O
c

I was the Quéen o’ ‘borinié Francd
Where happy T hié béens -~ = =7 4 7
Fu’ hghtly rafe I'in the mofﬂ' TR

Astythelay dO‘Wnateen- S T
And I’'m the fov’ relgn 3 Scotlahd, 7

And mony a traitor there 5 ,
: IS ET% S PUTRRNL
Yet here I lie i in forclgn bands, L '
Digonoopt oo R S 2V 1] B
And never ending care. )

i [EFRSD U B VIR PR

ey Vitiso e
But as for thee, t_hou falfe Woman,

My fifter and my fae,

Grim vengea,nce, yet, .fl;;ll v.v‘het' a fv:o;'d
That thro’ thy foul ihall gae: ,‘
The weeping blood in woman’s breaft
Was never known to thee ;
Nor th’ balm that draps on wounds of woe
Frae woman’s pitying €’e. )
M a My
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My fon! my fon!. may kinder ftars
Upon thy fortune fhine :

And may thofe pleafures gild thy reign,
That ne’er wad blink on mine !

God keep thee frae thy mother’s faes,
Or turn their hearts to thee :

And where thou meet’ft thy mother’s friend,
Remember him for me ! '

0! foon, to me, may :f{'xnimer-funa
Nae mair ligh.t.l:‘l};).‘ the morn ! |
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds
Wave o’er the yellow corn !
And in the narrow houfe o’ death
Let winter round me rave; .\
And the next flow’rs, that deck the {pring,
Bloom on my peaceful grave.
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TO

R¥kwkk GRxksk op Fhrrkk Esq,

4ATE crippl’d of an arm, and now a leg,
bout to beg a pa/s for leave to beg ;
rall, liftlefs, teas’d, dejected, and depreft, -
Nature is adverfe to a cripple’s reft) ;
7ill generous G**#%* ]ift to his Poet’s wail ?
t foothes poor Mifery, hearkning to her
tale),
M 3 And
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And hear him curfe the light he firft furvey'd
And doubly curfe the lucklefs rhyming trade,

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign;

Of thy caprice maternal I complain.

The lion and the bull thy care have found,

One fhakes the forefts, and orie fpums the
ground :

Thou giv’ft the afs his hide, the fnail his fhell,

Th’ envenom’d walp, vitorious, guards his
cell.—

Th_y(minions, kings defend, controul, devour, °

In all th’ omnipotence of rule and power.— .

Foxes and ftatefmen, {ubtile wiles enfure; B

The cit and polecat ftink, and are fecure:

Toads with their ponfon, do&tors with their
drug,

The prieft and hedgehog in thbeir robes, are |
foug.- : BEEELI

(o Ev’n
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Ev’n filly. woman has het warlike arts;
Her tonpgue and eyes, her dreaded fpear and
darts. ' :

But Oh! thou bitter ftep-mother and hard,
To thy poor,. fencelefs, naked child-~the
" Bard! . K -
A thing unteachable in world’s fkill,

And half an idiot toe, more helplefs ftill. ..
No heels to bear him from the op’ning dun ;
No claws to dig, his hated fight to {hun ;
. No horns, but thofe by lucklefs Hymen worn;
And thofe, alas ! not Amaljthea’s horn: -
'No nerv:es olfatt’ry, Mammon’s trufty cur, .
Clad in rich Dulnefs’ comfortable fur.
In naked feeling, and in aching pride,
H:e bears th’ unbroken blaft from ev’ry fide :
Vampyre bookftllers drain him to the heart,
And fcorpion Critics curelefs venom dart.
o0 M 4 Critics
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Critics—-appall’d, I venture on the name,
‘Thofe cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame:
Bloody diffeGors, worfe than ten Monroes ;
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expofe.
His heart by caufelefs wanton malice wrung,
By blockhead’s daring into madnefs ftung;
His well-won bays, than life itfelf more dear, )
By mifcreants torn, who ne’er one fprig muft
wear | - .
Foil’d, bleeding, tortur'd, in th’ unequal ftrife,.
The haplefs Poet flounders on thro’ life.
Till fled each hope that once his bofom fir'd,
-And fled each Mufe that glorious once in- .
fpir'd, ‘
Low-funk in {qualid, unprote&ted age,
Dead, even refentment, for his injur’d page,
He heeds or feels no more the tuthlefs Cri- |
tic’s rage ! ' !
So,
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So, by fome hedéc, the gen’rous fteed de-

. ceas’d.
For half-ftarv’d fnarling curs a dainty feaft ;
By toil and famine wore to {kin and bone,

Lies, fenfelefs of each tugging bitch’s fon.

O Dulnefs ! portion of the truly bleft!
Calm fhelter’d haven of eternal reft !
Thy fons ne’er madden in the fierce extremes
Of Fortune’s polar froft, or torrid beams.
[f mantling high fhe fills the golden cup,
With fober felfith eafe they fip it up.:
Sonfcious the bounteous meed they well de-

ferve,
Chey only wonder ¢ fome folks” do not ftarve.
Che grave fage hern thus eafy picks his frog,
\nd thinks the Mallard a fad worthlefs dog.
Vhen difappointment {naps the clue of hope,
\nd thro’ difaftrous night they darkling grope,
' With
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With deaf cndurance fluggifhly they bear,

And juft conclude that ¢ fools are fortunes
~ care.! o ) ‘

So, heavy, paf{ive to the tempéﬁ’s {hc;cks, ‘

Strong on the fign-poft ﬁapds' the ﬁru'pid_' OX,

Not {o the idle Mufes mad-cap train,
Not fuch the workings of their moon-firuck
brain ;
‘In equammlty they never dwcll

But turns in foarmg heav n, or vaulted hell

1 dread thee, Fate, relentlefs and fevere, )
With all a poet’s, hu{band’s, father’s fear'
Already one ﬁron,g hold of hope is loﬁ
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in duft ;
.(Fled like the fun echps’d as noon appcars,
And lefy us darkling in a world of tears:) .
O' hear my ardent grateful felﬁfh pray’r‘
f***** my other I’cdy, long blefs and fpare

Thra'

—
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rel

.ro’hong life his hopes and wifhes crown ;

«d bright in cloudlefs fkies his fun godown !

1y blifs domeftic gmapthy his private path ;

ve energy to life ; and foothe his lateft
breath, ' S

ith many a filial teancjrcling the bed of
death !
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LAMENT:

FOR

FAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN.

"THE wind blew hollow frae the hills,

By fits the fun’s departing beam
Look’d on the fading yellow weods

That wav’d o’er Lugar’s winding ftream:
Beneath a craigy fteep, a Bard,

Laden with years and meikle pain,-
In loud lament bewail’d his lord,

Whom death had all untimely taen.

Be

1
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He lean’d him to an ancient aik,

Whofe trunk was mould’nng down with

years ;

Eis locks were bleached white with time,
- His hoary cheeck was wet wi’ tears ;
And as he touch’d his trembling harp,

. And as he tun’d his doleful fang, .
The winds, lamenti;n'gthro’ their caves,

To echo bore the notes alang.

¢ Ye fcatter’d birds that famtly fing,
“ The rehques of the vernal quire !
¢ Ye woods that fhed on a’ the winds
« The honours of the aged yéar!
< A few fhort months, and glad and gay,
¢ Again ye’ll charm the ear and e’e;
‘¢ But nocht in all revblving time
¢ Can gladhefs bring again to me.

uI
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“Jama bendmg aged tiee,
<« That long has flocd the wird and rai;
¢ But now has come a cruel blaft,
¢« And ' my laft hold of earth is' gane:
4 Nae ledf o’ mine fhall greet the fpring, -
« Nae fimmer fun exalt my bloom';
« But I maun lie beforé the ftorm, '
« And ithers plaiit them in my* room N

“e .
o awn

RS

“ I’ve feen fae mony changefu years,

« On earth I ari'a ﬁranger grown 5
« T wandef in thé 3 ways “of 1 men, s

il 3T

« Alike unknowing and unl'mown_:

“ Unheard, ui';pitie& ‘unifeliev’d; "
« I bear alane my 15d¢ o’ care,
“ For filent, low, on beds of du{f
“ Lie a’ that would iy forfoiws fhare.

“ And
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' And laft, (the fum of 2’ my griefs.!) -

“ My noble matfter lies in clay.3: = .0 *
* The flow’r amang.our barons bold,

« His country’s pride, his country’s flay +
“ In:weary being now I pine, -

“ For a’ the life of life is dead,
“ And hope has left my aged ken, -

“ On'forward wing for ever fled..

' Awake thy laft fad voice, my harp!- -, .
o« The voice of woe and wild defpair! - .
‘“ Awake, refound thy lateft lay,
« Then fleep in filence evermair! - .
€ And thou, my laft, beft, only friend, . . -
¢ That filleft an untimely tomb,
¢ Accept this tribute from the Bard
“ Thou brought from . fortune’s mirkeft
‘ gloom.

“ In
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«In Poverty’s low barren vale,
« Thick mifts, obfcure, involv’d me round;
“ Though oft I turn’d the wiftful eye,
“ Nae ray of fame was to be found :
¢ Thou found’ft me, like the morning fun
“ That melts the fogs in limpid air,
“ The friendlefs Bard and ruftic fong,

¢ Became alike thy foftering care.

“ 0! why has worth fo fhort a date?
¢ While villains ripen grey with time !
¢ Muft thou, the noble, gen’rous, great,
« Fall in bold manhood’s hardy prime !
“ Why did I live to fee that day ? -
“ A day to me fo full of woe ?
“ 0! had I met the mortal fhaft
“ Which laid my benefattor low !

¢ The
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¢ The bridégroom may forget the bride,

¢ Was made his wedded wife yeftreen ;
¢ The monarch may forget the crown

« That on his head an hour has been ;
“ The mother may forget the child

¢ That {miles fae fweetly on her knee 3
% But I’ll remember thee, Glencairn,

“ And a’ that thou haft done for me !”’

Vor. 1. N LINES
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L I N E s,

Sent to Sir JouN WHITEFORD of W HITEFORD,
Baronet, with the foregoing Poem.

THOU, who thy honour as thy God rever'ft,
Who, fave thy mind’s reproach, nought earth-
ly fear'ft,

To thee this votive off’ring I impart,

The tearful tribute of a broken heart.

" The Friend thou valued’ft, I, the Patron, lov'd;
His worth, his honour, all the world approv’d.
We’ll mourn till we too go as he has gone,
And tread the dreary path to that dark world

unknown.

TAM
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TAM O SHANTER.

A TALE

Of Brownyis and of Bogillis full is this buge. .
GawiN DoucLas.

..

N uEN chapman billies leave the ftreet,
.nd drouthy neebors, neebors meet,
s market-days are wearing late, |
n’ folk begin to tak the gate ;
Thile we {it boufing at the nappy,
n’ getting fou and unco happy,
N2 We
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We think na on the lang Scots miles,
The moffes, waters, flaps, and ftyles,
That lie between us atrd our hame,
Whare fits our fulky fullen dame,
Gathering her brows like gathering ftorm,
Nurfing her wrath to keep it warm.

This truth fand honéft Tam o’ Shanter,
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter,
(Auld Ayr wham ne’er a town furpaffes,
For honeft men and bonny laffes.)

O Zam ! hadft thou but been fae wife,

As ta’en thy ain wife Kate’s advice!
She tauld theé weel thiou was a fkeltum,
A blethering, bluftering, drunken blellum ;
That frae November till O&ober, -
Ae market-day thou was nae fober ;
That ilka melder, wi’ the miller,
Thou fat as lang as thou had filler ;

' Th
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That ev’ry naig was ca’d a fhoe on,
The fmith and thee gat roaring fou on ;
That at the L—d’s houfe, ev’n on Sunday,
Thou drank wi’ Kirktoa Jean till Monday.
She prophefy’d that late or foon,
Thou would be found deep drown’d in Doon;

Or catch’d wi’ warlocks in the mirk, -
By Alloway’s auld haunted kirk.

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet,
To think how mony counfels {weet,
How mony lengthen’d fage advices,
T'be hufband frae the wife defpifes!

But to our tale : Ae market night,
Tam had got planted unco right 5
Faft by an ingle, bleezing finely,

W1’ reaming {wats, that drank divinely ;
And at his elbow, Souter Fobnny,
His ancient, trufty, drouthy crony ;
N3 - Tam
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Tam lo’ed him like a vera brither ;
They had been fou for weeks thegither.
The night drave on wi’ fangs an clatter;
And ay the ale was growing better :
The landlady and Zam grew gracious,
W1’ favours, fecret, {weet, and precious :
The Souter tauld his queereft ftories ;
The landlord’s laugh was ready chorus:
The ftorm without might rair and ruftle,
Tam did na mind the ftorm a whitftle.

Care, mad to fee a man fae happy,
E’en drown’d himfelf amang the nappy, '
As bees flee hame wi’ lades o’ treafure,

The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleafure:
Kings may be bleft, but Tam was glorious,

Q’er a’ the ills o’ life viGorious !

“But pleafures are like poppies fpread,
You feize the flow’r, its bloom is fhed ;
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Or like the fnow falls in the river,
A moment white——then melts for ever ;-
Or like the borealis race,
That flit ere you can point their place ;
Or like the rainbow’s lovely form
Evanifhing amig.‘l.the ftorm.—
Nae man can tether time or tide ;
The hour approaches Tam maun ride ;
That hour, o’ night’s black arch the key-ftane,
That, dreary hour he mounts his beaft in ;
And fic a night he tacks the road in,

As ne’er poor finner was abroad in.

The wind blew as ’twad blawn its laft ;
The rattling thow’rs rofe on the blaft;
The fpeedy gleams the darknefs {wallow’d ;
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow’d :
Chat night, a child might underftand,

Che Deil had bufinefs on his hand.
N 4 Weel
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Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg,
A better never lifted leg,
Tam fkelpit on thro’ dub and mire,
Defpifing wind, and rain, and fire ;
Whiles holding faft his gude blue bonnet;
Whiles crooning o’er fome auld Scots fonnet;
Whiles glow’ring round wi’ prudent cares,
Left bogles catch him unawares;:
Kirk-Allway was drawing nigh,
Whare ghaifts and houlets nightly cry.—

By this time he was crofs the ford,
Whare in the fnaw the chapman fmoor’d;
And paft the birks and meikle ftane,

‘Whare drunken Charlie brak’s neck-bane ;
And thro’ the whins, and by the cairn,
‘Whare hunters fand the murder’d bairn ;
And near the thorn, aboon the well,
Whare Mungo’s mither hang’d herfel.— .

- ' Befort
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=fore him Door pours all his floods ;

he doubling ftorm roars thro’ the woods ;
he lightnings flafh from pole to pole ; |
“ear and more near the thunders roll : -
Vhen, glimmering thro’ the groaning trees,
“irk-Alloway feem’d in a bleeze ;

'hro’ ilka bore the beams were glancing ;

.nd loud refounded mirth and dancing.—

Infpiring bold Yobn Barleycorn !
Vhat dangers thou canft make us fcorn !
Vi’ tippeny, we fear nae evil ;
Vi’ ufquabae we’ll face the devil !—
he fwats' fae ream’d in Tammie’s noddle,
air play, he car’d na deils a boddle.
at Maggie ftood right fair aftonifh’d,
11l, by the heel and hand admonifh’d,
1e ventur’d forward on the light ;
nd, vow ! Zam faw an unco fight !

Warlocks
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Woarlocks and’witches in a dance ;
Nae cotillion brent new frae France,
But hornpipes, jigs, ftrathfpeys, and reels,
JPut life and mettle in their heels,
. A winnock-bunker in the eaft,
There fat auld Nick, in thape o’ beatt ;
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,
To gie them mufic was his charge :
He fcrew’d the pipes and gart them fkirl,
T1ll roof and rafters a’ did dirl.—
Coffins ftood round, like open preffes, i
That thaw’d the dead in their laft drefles;
And by fome devilith cantrip flight,
Each in its cauld hand held a light.—
By which heroic Tam was able '
To note upon the haly table,
A murderer’s banes in gibbet airns ;
Twa {pan-lang, wee, unchriften’d bairns ;
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,
Wi’ his laft gafp his gab did gape ;
Fiv
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?five tomahawks; wi’ blude red-rufted ;
Five fcymitars, wi’ murder crufted ;-
A garter, which a babe had ftrangled ;
A knife, a father’s throat had mangled,
Whom His ain {on o’ life bereft,
The grey hairs yet ftack to the heft ;
Wi’ mair o’ horrible and awefu’,

Whic_h ev’n to name wad be unlawfu’.

As Tammie glowr’d, amaz’d, and curious,
T'he mirth and fun grew faft and furious :
The piper loud and louder blew ;

The dancers quick and quicker flew ;

They reel’d, they fet, they crofs’d, they cleekit,
Till ilka carlin {fwat and reekit,

And cooft her duddies to the wark,

And linket at it in her fark !

Now Tam, O Tam! had thae been queans,
A’ plump and ftrapping in their teens,
Their
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Their farks, inftead o’ creefhie flannen,
Been fnaw-white feventeen hunder lipnen!
Thir breeks o’ mine, my only pair,

That ance were plufh, o’ gude blue hair,

I wad hae gi’en them off my hurdies,

For ae blink o’ the bonnie burdies !

But wither’d beldams, auld and droll,
Rigwoodie hags wad {pean a foal,
Lowping an’ flinging on a crummock,

I wonder didna turn thy ftomach.

But Zam kend what was what fu’ brawlie,
There was ae winfome wench and wawlie,
That night enlifted in the core,

(Lang after kend on Carrick thore ;
For mony a beaft to dead fhe fhot,
And perifh’d mony a bonnie boat,
And fhook baith meikle corn and bear,
And kept the country-fide in fear),
He
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Her cutty fark, o’ Paifley harn,

That while a laffie the had worn,

In longitude tho’ forely fcanty,

‘It was her beft, and fhe was vauntie.—
Ah'! little kend thy reverend grannie,
That fark the coft for her wee Nannie,
Wi’ twa pund Scots, (*twas 2’ her riches),
Wad ever grac’d a dance of witches !

4

But here my Mufe her wing maun cour ;

Sic flights are far beyond her pow’r;

To fing how Nannie lap and flang,

(A fouple jade the was and ftrang),

And how Tam ftood, like ane bewi‘tch’fd,
‘And thought his very een enrich’d ;

Even Satan glowr’d, and fidg’d fu’ fain,
And hotch’d and blew wi’ might and main:
Till firft- ae caper, {yne anither,
. Tam tint his reafon a’ thegither,

And
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And roars out, “ Weel done, Cutty-fark !”
And in an inftant all was dark :

And fcarcely had he Maggie rallied,
"When out the hellifh legion fallied.

As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke,
When plundering herds affail their byke;
As open puffie’s mortal foes,
When, pop ! fhe ftarts before their nofe;
As eager runs the market-crowd,
When “ Catch the thief!” refounds aloud;
So Maggie runs, the witches follow,
Wi’ mony an eldritch Tkreech and hollow. |

Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam ! thow'll get thy fairin!
In hell they’ll roaft thee like a herrin !
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin !

Kate foon will be a woefu’ woman !

Now,
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low, do thy {peedy ﬁtmoﬁ, Meg,
w:nd win the key-ftane * of the brig ;
“here at them thou thy tail may tofs,
\ running ftream they dare na crofs.
ut ere the key-ftane fhe could make,
‘he fient a tail fhe had to fhake !
or Nannie, far before the reft,
[ard upon noble Maggie preft,

.nd flew at Tam wi’ furious ettle ;

aut little wift fhe Maggie’s mettle
«e {pring brought off her mafter hale,
lut left behind her ain gray tail :
“he carlin claught her by the rump,
\nd left poor Maggie fcarce a ftump.
Now,

* Itis a well known fa® that witches, or any evil
pirits, have no power to follow a poor wight any far-
her than the middle of the next running ftream.—It
lay be proper likewife to mention to the benighted
aveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever

lnger may be in his going forward, there is much more
izard in turning back.
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Now, wha this tale o’ truth fhall read,
Ik man and mother’s fon, take heed :
Whene’er to drink you are inclin’d,

Or cutty-farks run in your mind,
Think, ye may buy the joys o’er dear,

Remember Tam o’ Shanter’s mare.

oN
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i SEEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP
3Y ME, WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST
SHOT AT.

IHUMAN man! curfe on thy barb’rous art,

* And blafted be thy murder-aiming eye ;
May never pity foothe thee with a figh,

r never pleafure glad thy cruel heart !

 live, poor wanderer of the wood and field,
The bitter little that of life remains :
No more the thickening brakes and ver-
dant plains
» thee fhall home, or food, or paftime yield.

Vor. IL 0O Seek,
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Seek, mangled wretch, fome place of wonted

reft,

" No more of reft, but now thy dying bed' .

The ftheltering rufhes whiftling o’er thy
head,
The cold earth with thy bloody bofom preft.

Oft as by winding Nith, I, mufing, wait
The fober eve, or hail the chearful dawn,
I’ll mifs thee fporting o’er the dewy lawn,
And curfe the ruffian’s aim, and mourn thy
haplefs fate.

ADDRESS
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ADDRESS,

\

> the SHADE of THoMSsON, on crowning
his Bust, at Ednam, Roxburgbfbire, with
Bays.

VaILE virgin Spring, by Eden’s flood,
Unfolds her tender mantle green,
r pranks the fod in ﬁ"Qlic mood,

Or tunes Eolian ftrains between.

Thile Summer with a matron grace
Retreats to Dryburgh’s cooling fhade,
it oft, delighted, ftops to trace .
The progrefs of the fpiky blade.
| 0Oz - While
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While Autumn, benefaor kind,
By Tweed erets his aged head,
And fees, with felf-approving mind,

Each creature on his bounty fed. -

While maniac Winter rages o’er
The hills whence claffic Yarrow flows,
Roufing the turbid torrent’s roar,

Or fweeping, wild, a wafte of fnows,

So long, {weet Poet of the Yeér,
Shall bloom that wreath thou well haft won;
While Scotia, with exulting tear,

Proclaims that Thomfon was her fon.

|

EPITAPHS,
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EPITAPHS.

\

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER.

HERE Sowter *#** in Death does fleep;
To H-Il, if he’s gane thither,

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep,
He’ll haud it weel thegither.

——

ON A NOISY POLEMIC.

Berow thir ftanes lies Jamie’s banes :
- O Death, it’s my opinion,
- Thou ne’er took fuch a bleth’rin b-tch

Into thy dark dominion !
. 03 : ON
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ON WEE JOHNNY.

Hic jacet wee Jobnnie.

WHoEe’er thou art, O rea&er, know,
That Death has murder’d Johnnie !

An’ here his body lies fu’ low e
For faul he ne’er had ony.

FOR THE AUTHOR’s FATHER.

O vE whofe cheek the tear of pity ftains,
Draw near with pious rev’rence, and at-
tend !
Here lie the loving Hufband’s dear remains,
The tender Father, and the gen’rous Friend,
The
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The pitying heart that felt for human Woe ;
The dauntlefs heart that fear’d no human
Pride; i
The Friend of Man, to vice alone a foe ;
“ For ev’n his failings lean’d to Virtue’s
“ fide *,”

FOR R. A. Esq.

Kn~ow thou, O ftranger to the fame
Jf this much lov’d, much honour’d name !
For none that knew him need be told)

A warmer heart Death ne’er made ‘cold.

04 | FOR
* Gold{mith.
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FOR G. H. Esq.

THE poor man weeps—here G n fleeps,
Whom canting wretches blam’d :
But with fuch as be, where’er he. be,

May I be fav’d or d—d !

A BARD’s EPITAPH.

IS there a whim-infpired fool,
Owre faft for thought, owre hot for rule,
Owre blate to feek, owre proud to fnool,
‘ Let him draw near;
And owre this graffy heap fing dool,
And drap a tear.
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Is there a Bard of ruftic fong,
‘Who, notelefs, fteals the crowds among,
That weekly this area throng,
O, pafs not by !
But, with a frater-feeling ftrong,
Here, heave a figh.

Is there 2 man, whofe judgment clear,
- Can others teach the courfe to fteer,
Yet runs, himfelf, life’s mad career,
Wild as the wave ;
Here paufe—and, through the ftarting tear,

Survey this grave,

The poor Inhabitant below
‘Was quick to learn and wife to know,
And keenly felt the friend] y glow,
And fofter flame
But thoughtlefs follies laid him low,

And ftain’d his name !

Reader,
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Reader, attend—whether thy foul
Soars fancy’s flights beyond the pole,
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole,

) In low purfuit ;

Know, prudent, cautious, felf-controul,
Is Wifdom’s roof.
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ON THE

Late Captain Grost’s PERIGRINATIONS thra’
ScorranD, colletting the AnriQuiTiEs of
that KincpoMm.

HEAR, Land o Cakes, and brither Scots,
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats ;—
If there’s a hole in a’ your coats,

I rede you tent it :

A chield’s amang you, taking notes,
' And, faith, he’ll prent it.

If in your bounds ye chance to light

Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, :
o’
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O’ ftature fhort, but genius bright,

That’s he, mark weel—
And wow ! he has an unco flight

O’ cauk and keel.

~ By fome auld, houlet-haunted, biggin *,
Or kirk deferted by its riggin,
It’s ten to ane ye’ll find him fhug in
Some eldritch part,
Wi’ deils, they fay, L—d fafe’s! colleaguin
At fome black art.—

Ilk ghaift that haunts auld ha’ or chamer,

Ye gipfy-gang that deal in glamor,

And you deep read in hell’s black grammar,
Warlocks and witches;

Ye’ll quake at his conjuring hammer,

Ye midnight b

o

* Vide Lis Antiquities of Scotland,
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It’s tauld he was a fodger bred,
And ane wad rather fa’n than fled ;
But now he’s quat the fpurtle-blade,
And dog-fkin wallet,

Antiquarian trade,
I think they call it.

And taen the

He has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackets :
Rufty airn caps and jinglin jackets*,
Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets,

A towmont gude ;
And parritch-pats, and auld faut-backets,
Before the Flood.

Of Eve’s firft fire he has a cinder ;
Auld Tubalcain’s fire-fhool and fender ;
That

# Vide his treatife on ancient armour and weapons.
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That which diftinguithed the gender
. O’ Balaam’s afs;
A broom-ftick o’ the witch of Endor,
Weel fhod wi’ brafs,

Forbye, he’ll fhape you aff fu’ gleg
The cut of Adam’s philibeg ;
The knife that nicket Abel’s craig
He'll prove you fully,
It was a faulding jo&teleg,
- Or lang-kail gullie,——

But wad ye fee him in his glee,
For meikle glee and fun has he,
Then fet him down, and twa or three
Gude fellows wi’ him
And port, O port ! fhine thou a wee,
And then ye’ll fee him!

Now,
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Now, by the Pow’rs o’ Verfe and Profe }
Thou art a dainty chield, O Grofe !—
Whae’er o thee fhall il fuppofe,

They fair mifca’ thee 3
I’d take the rafcal by the nofe,

Wad fay, Shame fa’ thee.

TO
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TO

Miss CH¥¥Xk¥¥%% g very young Lady.

Wiritten on the blank leaf of a Book, prefented
to her by the Author.

Beavrrous rofe-bud, young and gay,
Blooming on thy early May,
Never may’ft thou, lovely Flow'r,
Chilly fhrink in fleety thow’r !
Never Boreas’ hoary path,
Never Eurus’ pois’nous breath,
Never baleful ftellar lights,
‘Taint thee with untimely blights !
Never
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Never, never reptile thief

Riot on thy virgin leaf!

Nor even Sol too fiercely view

Thy bofom bluthing ftill with dew !

1]

Mayft thou long, {fweet crimfon gem,
Richly deck thy native ftem ;
Till fome ev’ning, fober, calm,
Dropping dews, and breathing balm,
While all around the woodland rings,
And ev’ry bird thy requiem fings;
Thou, amnid the dirgeful found,
Shed thy dying‘. honours :c;und,
And refign to Parent Earth .
The lovelieft form fhe e’er gave birth,

Vou. II. P - SONG.
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ANNA thy charms my bofom ﬁre,
And wafte my foul with carc 5

But ah! how bootleﬁs to admlre,
When fated to defpair !

' Yet in thy prefen(;e, lovely Fair,
To hope may be forgiv'n;

For fure *twere impious to defpair
So much in fight of Heav’n.
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On reading, in a Newspaprr, the Deatn
of J ML , EsQ, BROTHER to a
Younc Lapy, a particular FrRIEND of the

AUTHOR’S.

[ ]
SAD thy tale, thou idle page,
And rueful thy alarms:
Death tears the brother of her love

From Ifabella’s arms.

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew

The morning rofe may blow ;. -
But cold fucceflive ngontide blafts

May léy its beauties low.

Pa ’ Fair
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Fair on Ifabella’s morn
The fun propitious fmil’d ;
But, long ere noon, fucceeding clouds
Succeeding hopes beguil’d.

Fate oft tears the bofom chords
That Nature fineft ftrung :

So lfabella’s heart was form’d,
And fo that heart was wrung,

Dread Omnipotence, alone,
Can heal the. wound He gave ;

Can point the brimful grief-worn eyes
To icenes beyond the grave.

Virtue’s bloffoms there fhall blow,
And fear no withering blaft ;

There Ifabella’s fpotlefs worth .
Shall happy be at lafti

TH
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" THE
HUMBLE | PETITION -
OF
B RUAR W A T E R*
T0 THE

NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE.

MY Lord, I keiow, your noble ear
Woe ne’er affails in vain 3
. Embolden’d thus, I beg you'll hear
Your humble flave complain,
P3 How'

# Bruar Falls, in Athole, are exceedingly pi@urefque
and beautiful ; but their effet is much impaized by the
want of trees and {hrubs.
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How faucy Phoeblis’ fcorching beams,
In flaming fummer-pride,

Dry-withering, wafte my foamy ftreams,
And drink my cryftal tide.

The lightly-jumping, glowrin trouts,
That thro’ my waters play,

If, in their random, wanton fpouts,
They near the margin ftray ;

If, haplefs chance ! they linger lang,
I’'m {corching up fo IHallow,

They’re left the whitening ftanes amang,
In gafping death to wallow.

Laft day I grat wi’ {pite and teen,
As Poet B**** came by,

That, to a Bard, I thould be feen
Wi’ half my channel dry

A panegyric rhyme, I ween,
Even as I was he thor’d me;

But,
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But had Iin iy glory bees,
He, kneeling, wad ador’d me.

Here, foaming down the fkelvy rocks,
In twifting ftrength Erin;
There, high my boiling torrent fmokes,
Wild-roaring o’er a linn : .
Enjoying large each fpting and well
As Nature gave them me,
I am, altho’ I fay’t myfel,
Worth gaun a mile to fee.

Would then my noble mafter pleafe

To grant my higheft withes,
He’ll fhade my banks wi’ tow’ring trees,
" And bonnie fpreading buthes.
Jelighted doubly then, my Lord,

You’ll wander on my banks,
And liften mony a grateful bird

Return you tuneful thanks.

P4

The
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The fober laverock, warbl ng wild,

" Shall to the fkies afpire ;

The gowdfpink, Mufic’s gayeft child,
Shall {weetly join the choir :

The blackbird ftrong, the lintwhite clear,
The mavis mild and mellow ;

The robin penfive Autumn chear,
In all her locks of yellow :

This too, a covert fhall enfure,
To fhield them from the ftorm ;
And coward maukin fleep fecure,
Low in her grafly form :
Here fhall the fhepherd make his feat,
To weave his crown bf flow’rs ;
Or find a fhelt’ring, {afe retreat,

From prone-defcending fhow’rs.

Anc



(233 )

And here, by fweet endearing ftealth,
Shall meet the loving pair,

Defpifing worlds with all their wealth
As empty idle care :

The flow’rs. {hall vie in all their charms
The hog of heav’n to grace,

And birks extend their fragrant arms

To {creen the dear embrace.

. Here haply too; at vernal dawn,
Some mufing bard may ftray,
And eye the {fmoking, dewy lawn,
And mifty mountain, grey ; |
Or, by the reaper’s nightly beam,

Mild-chequering thro’ the trees,
Rave to my darkly dathing ftream,
Hoarfe-fwelling on the breeze.

Let



(234 )
Let lofty firs, and afhes cool,
My lowly banks o’erfpread,
And view, deep-bending in the pool,

Their thadows’ wat’ry bed :
Let fragrant birks in woodbines dreft
My craggy cliffs adorn; »

And, for the little fongfter’s neft,
The clofe embow’ring thorn.

So may, Old Scotia’s darling hope,
Your little angel band

’Spring, like their father’s, up to prop
Their honour’d native land !

So may thro’ Albion’s fartheft keh,
To focial-flowing glaffes,

The grace be—— Athole’s honeft men,
“ And Athole’s bonnie laffes ! -

On



( 235 )

4

On fcaring fome WaTer-Fowr in Loch-
 TuriT, a wild fcene among the HiLLs of
OUGHTERTYRE.

-

WHY, ye tenants of the lake,
EFor me your wat’ry haunt forfake ?
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why

At my prefence thus you fly ?
Why difturb your focial joys,
Parent, filial, kindred ties ?—
Common friend to you and me,
WNature’s gifts to all are free: -
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave,
Bufy feed, or wanton lave ;

Or,
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Or, beneath the fheltering rock,
Bide the furging billow’s fhock.

Confcious, blufhing for our jrace,
Soon, too foon, your fears I trace.
Man, your proud ufurping foe,
Would be lord of all below :
Plumes himfelf in Freedom’s pride,
Tyrant ftern to all befide.

The eagle, from the cliffy brow,
Marking you his prey below,
In his breaft no pity dwells,
. Strong Neceflity compels.
But, Man, to whom alone is giv'n
A ray dire& from. pitying Heav’n,
Glories in his heart humane

And creatures for his pleafure flain.
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In thefe favage, liquid plains,
Only known to wand’ring fwains,
Where the mofly riv'let ftrays,
Far from human haunts and ways 3 " . ¢
All on-Nature you-depend, '
And life’s poor feafon peaceful fpend.

Or, if man’s fuperior might
Dare invade -your native i-ighf, -
On the lofty ether borne,

Man with all his pow’rs you fcorn; .
S_W‘iftly.feek, on clanging wings,
'Other lakes and otﬁér {prings ;
And the foe you cannot brave,
Scorn at leaft to be his flave.

Written
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Written with a PEnciL over the CHiMNEY-
PIECE, in the ParLouRr of the INN at Kzx-
MORE, TAYMOUTH,

A pmirine Nature in her wildeft grace,
Thefe northern fcenes with weary feet I trace;
O’er many a winding dale and painful fteep,
Th’ abodes of covey’d groufe and timid fheep,
VMy favage journey, curious, I purfue,
Till fam’d Breadalbane opens to my view.—
The meeting cliffs each deep-funk glen di-
vides,
The woods, wild-{catter’d, clothe their ample
fides ; ‘

Th’
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Th’ outﬁretchmg lake rm’bofomed ’mong the

hills, - ‘
The eye with wonder and amazement fills ;
The Tay meand’ring fweet in infant pride,
The palace rifing on His verdant fide ;
The lawns wood-fring’d in Nature’s native
: tafte ;
" The hillocks dropt in Nature’s carelefs hafte ;
.~ The arches ftriding o’er the new-born ﬁreaﬁ; ;
The village glitteriﬁg in the noontide beam—
, * Ok Ok % % *
Poetic arders in my bofom {well,
Lone wand’ring by the hermit’s mofly cell :
The fweeping theatre of hanging woods ;
Th’ inceflant roar of headlong tumbling

floods—
* % K K kK k¥
Here Poefy might wake her heav’n-taught
. lyre, : ‘
And look through Nature with creative fire; .
Here,
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Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil’d,

Misfortune’s lighten’d fteps might wander
wild ;

And Difappointment, in thefe longly bounds,

Find balm to {ooth her bitter rankling wounds:

Here heart-firuck Grief might heav’nward
ftretch her fcan, CyT

And injur’d Worth forget and pardon man.

* K kK X X ® %

‘Wrritten




.( 241 )

Written with a 'Pzﬂcn., ftanding by the FALI,
' of ans near Locn-ans '

' A MONG the heathy hills and ragged woods
The roaring Fyers pours his moffly floods;
‘T1ill full he dafhes on the rocky mounds,
Where, thro’ a fhapelefs breach, his ftream -

refounds.
_-As high in air the burfting torrents flow,

As deep recoiling furges foam below,
Prone down the rock the whitening fheet de-

fcends,
And viewlefs Echo’s ear, aftonifhed, rends.

Vor. IL Q Dim-feen,
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Dim-feen, through rifing mifts and ceafeles
fhow’rs, )

The hoary cavery, wide-furrounding, low'ss,

Still thro’ the 'ga_'lp.the ﬁrugg'li\ngiriver toils,‘ \

And ftill, below, the horrid caldron boils—

% * % %X ¥ ¥ W
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On the Birtr of ‘&: Postaumets Cwuiip,
born in peculiar Cn'cumﬁances of F Auu.y.

DisTRASS,

Sweer flow’ret, pledge o meikle Tove,
And ward o’ mony a prayer, "
‘What heart o’ ftane wad thou na move,

Sae helplefs, fweet, and fair.

November hirples.o’er the lea,
Chill, on thy lovely form;

And gane, alas! the thelt’ring free, - .
Should fhield thee frae the ftorm.

Q3 May
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May He who gives the rain to pous,
And wings the blaft ta blaw,

Prote& thee frae the driving fhow’r,
‘The bitter. froft and fnaw,

May HkE, the friend of woe and want, -
Who heals life’s various ftounds,

Prote and guard the mother plant,

- And heal her cruel wounds.

But late fhe flourifh’d, rooted faft,
Fair on thejfummer. morn :

Now, feebly bends fhe, in the blaft,
Unihelter’d and forlora. . .

Bleft be thy bloom, thou lovely gem,
Unfcath’d by ruffian hand ! -

And from thee many a parent ftem.
Arife to deck our land; -

THER

-
e
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THE
"WHISTLE

A

B 4 L L 4 D

As the authentic Proft hiftory of the Wais-
TLE is curious, I fhall here give it.—In the
train of Aniie of Denmark, when fhe came
to Scotland with our James the Sixth, there
came over alfo 4 Danith gentleman of gigan-
tic ftature and great prowefs, and a match-
lefs champion of Bacchus. He had a little

Qs ebony
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cbony Whiftle, which, at the commence-
ment of the orgies, he laid on the table;
and whoever was latt able to blow it, every
body elfe being difabled by the potency of
the bottle, was ta carry off the Whitle a
a trophy of vitory.—The Dane produced
credentials of his vitories, without a fingle
defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stock-
holm, Mofcow, Warfaw, and feveral of
the petty courts in Germany; and chal-
lenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the alter-
native of trying his prowefs, or elfe of ac-
knowledging their inferiority.~—After many
overthrows on the part of the Scots, the
Dane was encountered by Sir Robert Low-
rie of Maxwelton, anceftor tof.he‘ prefent
worthy baronet of that name; who, after
three days and th_re:e h@ghts, hard conteft,
left the Scandinavién under thé table, “ And
“ blew on the Whiftle his requiem fhrill.”

Sir

. -
Lo




\\',

oy -
Rir Walter, fon toSir Rebert before miehtiotis
ed, afterwards loft the Whiftle to Walter
Riddel of-Glentiddel, whe had miarried &
fifter of Sir Walter’s.—On Friday, the 16th
O&ober 1790, at Friars-Carfe, the Whiftle
-was orice:-more contended for, a@s related
in.the Ballad, by the prefent Sir Rabert
Lowrie of Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Efq;
of Glenriddel, lineal defcendant and repre.
fentative of Walter Riddel, who won the
‘Whiftle; and in whofe family it hed con-
tinued ; and Alexander Fergufon, E{g; of
Craigdarroch, likewife defcended of the
great Sir-Robert; which laft gentleman
carried off the hard-won honours of the
field,

| SinG of 2 Whiftle, a Whiftle of worth,
[ fing of a Whittle, the pride of the North,

QU4 ’ Was
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Was brought to the court of our good Scottih
king,

And long with this Whiftle all Scotland fhall
ring.

'0ld Loda *, ftill rueing the arm of Fingal,
The god of the bottle fends down from his
hall— '
« This Whiftle’s your challenge, to Scotland
“ get o'er,
«'And drink them to hell, Sir! or ne’er fe

“ me more !”?

- Old poets have {ung, and old chronicles tell,
What champions ventur’d, what champions
fell 5
The fon of great Loda was conqueror ftill,
And blew on the Whiftle his requiem fhrill.

| o Till
* See Offian’s Caric-thura,
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. Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the

)

Scaur,

~ Unmatch’d at the bottle, unconquer’d .in

war,

He drank his poor god-thip as deep as the
fea, '

. No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he.

Thus Robert, victorious, the ;mphy has
gaind, -
Which now in his houfe has for ages remain’d 3
Till three noble .chieftains, and all of his

blood,

The jovial conteft again have renew’d.

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear
of flaw ; = S
Craigdarroch, fo famous for wit, worth, and
law ;

* And

.
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And trofty ‘Glenriddel, fo fkil'd in od
’ coins g :
And gallant Sir Robert, -deep-read in o

wines.

Craigdarroch began, with a tonguc fmooth
~asoil, .
Defiring Glenriddel to yield up the fpoil ;
‘Or elfe he would mufter’ the heads of the
clan,
And once more, in claret, try which was the

man.

“ By the gods of the ancients #** Glenriddel
‘replies,
~ « Before I furrender fo glotious a8’ ptize '
“ I’ll conjure the ghoft of the. great Rone
. ¢ More %,
« And bumper his horn with him twenty times’
“oer,””

Sir
® See Johnfon's tour to the Hebrides, |
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Sir Robert, a {foldicr, no {peech would pres
g otendy o S
But he ne’er turn’d his back on his fge—or
’ his friend,
Smg}, tafs down the Whlﬁle, the prize of the
field, o
And, knee-deep in claret, he’d die or he'd
yield. .
.‘To the board of Glenriddel our heroes re-
- pair,
30 noted for drowning of {errow and care 3
But for wine and for welcome not more known
1o, fame, o
Than the fende, wit, and taﬁe of a {weet love-
ly dame.
A bard was felected to witnefs the fray,
And tell, fusure ages the feats of the’ day ;
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A bard who detefted all fadnefs and fpleed,
And wifh’d that Parnaflus a vineyard ha
been.

- The dinner being over, theclaret they

ply, R

And ev'ry new cork is a new fpring o}
joy 5 '

In the bands of old friendfhip and kindred fo
fet,

And the bands grew the tighter the .more

they were wets

Gay Pleafure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er}
Bright Phoebus ne'er witnefs’d fo joyous s
core,
And vow’d that to leave them he was quite
forlorn,
Till Cynthia hinted he’d fee-them next

morn,

Six



( 253 )
Six bottles-a-piece had - well wore out.the

night,
hen gallapt ‘Sir Robert, to finifh the
fight, K
in’d - ¢'ez. in - one:- humper a bottle of
red, h

1d {wore "twas the' way that thexr aticef-
tor did,

‘Then .worthy: Glenriddel, :fa cautious”dnd
fage, _

0. longer:i the , warfare;" ungodly, ‘would
wage ; '

high ruling elder to wallow in wine ! !t

e left the foul bufinefs to folks lefs di-
‘ving,’

The
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- The gallant Sir Robert fought bard to the
end ; -

But who can with Fate and Qlan Bumpeu
contend ? ‘

Though Fate faid,—a hero ihould penﬂl (]
light ;

So uprofe bright Phoebus—and. down ﬁellti
knight. f

Next uprofe our Bard, Tike a prophet it

drink :— .

% Craigdarroch, thou'lt foar when creatin
¢ fhall fink !

« But if thou would ﬂounih xmmortal ]
¢ rhyme, - A

« Come—one bottle more—and have at the
¢ {ublime !

[ Th’
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¥ Thy line, that have ftruggled for freedom

“ with Bruce,
‘¢ Shall heroes and patriots ever produce :
‘¢ So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay;
* The field thou haft won, by yon bright god
“ of day !

GLOSSARY.
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GLOSSARY

THE ch and gb have always the guttural
found. The found of the Englith diph-
thong oo, is -commonly fpelled ou. The

French #, a found which often occurs in-
the Scottifh language, is marked oa, or ui. .
The a in genuine Scottifh words, except -
when forming a diphthong, or followed by '
an ¢ mute after a fingle confonant, founds
generally like the broad Englith a4 in wallk
The Seottifh diphthong ae, always, and ea,
very often, found like the French ¢ mafcu-
line. The Scottith djphthong ey, founds
like the Latin ei. :

A Abeigh, at a thy diftance

Abreed, in breadth
%all - - Abread, abroad, in fight
A Aback, away, aloof Ae, one ‘
\bpon, avove, up Aft, oft

R 2 : Alxen,
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Aften, often

Aff, off; Aff loof, unpreme-
ditated

Afore, before

Agley, off the right line,
wrong

". Aiblins, pérhaps

Aits, oats

Airn, iron

Aith, an oath

Ain, own

Aiver, an old horfe

Aizle, a hot cinder

Alake, alas

Alane, alone

Anmang, among

Amaift, ajmoft

An’, and, if

Ane, one, an

Aunce, once

Anither, another

Artfw’, artful

Afe, afhes

Afteer,%abroad, ftirring

Auld, old.

Auld farran, or auld far-
rant, fagacious, eunning,
prudent

Aught, eight, poffeffion, as

in «’ my aught, in all my.

pofleflion

Ava’, atall

Awa’, away

Awn, the beard of ba:ley,
oats, &c.

Awuie, bearded

Awfu’, awful

~ Bane bone -

~ Bauld, bold; Baldly, bold

Akwart, aukward
Ajyont, beyond
B,
A’, ball -
Baw{’nt, having 3
" white ftripe down the

face
Barket, barked
Barkin, barking
Baith, both,

Bainie, haymg large bones,
ftout
Bardie, diyniautive of bard !

1

Bar{:ﬁt, barefooted

Batch, a crew, a

Batts, botts’ £

Bade, endured, did ﬁay

Bang, an. eﬁ'ort

Bairn, a child- :

Bairntime, a family of chil-
dren, a brood

Baudrons, a cat

Barmie, of, or like barm

Bauk, a croﬁ) beam ; Bank-
en’y the end of a beam

Bad, did bid

Baggie, the belly

Bafhfu’, bathful _ ‘

Backhns comm, coming
back, returmqg

Be, -
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et be, to give over,
afe

1 book

or behin’, behind

HE 14

, by and by '

» add fuel to fire
dimin. of beaft
.ond,.a noted moun-
n Dumbartonfhire
7', belly-full

sit, the grace after

o befall
1 brother, a young

N
build ; Bzggit, build.

building, a houfe

a kind of wooden
a fhort race

a clever fellow
heap of grain, po-
bull

buftle, to buzz

, the noife of par-
es, &c. when they
g

15, nick of time
ealthy, plentiful

bi 1d, thelter
blafted

a fhrivelled dwatf,
n of contempt

R 3

to the fpence or par-

Blink, a little while, a fmils
ing look ; to look kindly,
to fhine by fits

Blinker a term of contempt

Blinkin, fmirking _

Bluid, blood ; Bluidy,bloody

Blather, bladder’

Blaw, to blow, boaft

Blether, to talk idly ; non.
fenfe

Bleth’ren, talking idly |

Blaud, a flat piece of any
thing ; to flap

Blate, bafhful, fheepith

Bleezing, blazing

Bleffin, blefling

Blufht, did blufh

Blype, a fhred, a large
piece

Bleatin, bleating

Blue-gowh, one of thofe
beggars who get annual-
ly, on the King's- birth-
day, a blue cloak or
gown with a badge

Bonnie, or bonny, hand:
fome, beautifal

Bonnilie, hamdfomely,
beautifully )

Bonnock, a kind of thick
cake of bread

Bother, to pother

Bodle, 4 fmall old cdin

Boortree, the flirub elder,
planted much of oid in
hedges of barn- yards, &c.

Boord, a board -

BOtCh’
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Botch, an angry tamor reach the bridegr
Booft, behoved, muft needs houfe on returning
Bow kail, cabbage church
Bow't, bended. crooked Brattle, a fhort race, !
Bock, to vomit, to guth in- fury
termittently Braindge, to run rafhl
Bocked, gufhed, vomited ward
Braw, fine, band{ome Braind’gt, reeled forw
Brawly, or brawlie, very Brifket, the breaft, th
well, finely, heartily fom
Breakin, breaking Breaftit, did fpring -
Brawnie, ftout, brawny forward
Brie, juice, liquid Breaftie, dimin. of bre
Brath, a fudden illnefs - Braik, a kind of harr
Brinftane, brimftone - Braxie,a morkin fhee
Breeks, breeches Bruilzie, a broil, a co
Brugh, a burgh tion
Brutft, to burft Buirdly, ftout-made, t
Brither, a brother built
Braid, broad - Bum-clock, a hux
Brats, coarfe clothes, rags beetle that flies ir
Breathin, breathing fummer evenings
Branks, a kind of wooden Bummin, humming a
curb for horfes Burn, water, a rivulet
" Brig, a bridge Burnie, dimin. of burt
Broo, broth, liquid, water ~ Burnewin, 7. e. bur
Brewin, brewing wind, a blackfmith
Brogue; a.hum, a trick Bufle, a buftle; to bu

Brak, broke, made infolvent But an’ ben, the ce
Breef, an invulnerable or kitchen and parlour
irrefiftible fpell Bufkit, dreffed
Brunt, did burn ‘ Bummle, to blunder
Brae, a declivity, a preci- Bummler, a blunderer
. pice, the flope of a bill ~ BuckYkin, an inhabit
rachens, fern ) . Viginia
Broofe, a race at country But, without
weedings, who fhall firt Bure, did hear
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a cow-ftable . .
nfelf, lanatic; diftrac-

o N

C”

L’ to call, to name, to
drive =

: ca'd, . caBed dnven
ed o

n, c

cold e

s OF cmty, c:hearfn],
l'y T
a wooden drmkmg
|

2, a ﬁout ald woman
R gentlc, mﬂd dex.

ie, dextroufly, gendy
or caddie, & perfm,
ung fellew. .

frefh, found

lid come -

cannot

n, carrymg i3

ridian, made of can-
ides .

ard, a fmall mclof\lrc
:alves

a loofe heap of {tones
m, a caldron:

ip, a charm, 2 fpell
me, cope ftone, key-

a tinker

"R

Cnm cham SR BT I P
Careerin, chearﬁﬂl}a
Cares, gards .. -

Cadger, a carrier

Callan, a boy

Chap, a.perian, a fellow 4
blow Lo

Chiel, or cheel a. ybung
fellow - -

Chaw, to chew wﬁeaé fof
..chosb, fide Byﬁ'] :

Chuﬁe, fat-faced .

Chantin, chanting
Chanter, a part of tbag—

pipe
Cheep, a qhu'p. tb chu'p
Chockln‘, choking . -
Chearfa’, chearfal .

Chxmla, or chlmhe, a ﬁre-

€h mhz g, the fm: ﬁdt

Cheekit, chacked

Chitterin 8 ﬂ:wekmg,
bling:: -

Clath, an idle tale, tlwﬂ:oty
of theday . . «

Claw, to foratch. =~

Claife or claes, cloatlss

Claith, cloth, clasthing,
cloathing

Clinkin, jerking, clinkisg

Clinkumbell; who rings the
church bell

~ Clachan, a fmall village a2

bout a church, a hamlet
Clithmaclagver, idle convers

fation , .
Cloat,
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Cloot, the hoof of a2 cow,
ﬂ'lccps &-c.

Clootie, an old name for the
devil.

Clips, theers '

Claut, to clean, to {crape

Clauted, fcraped

Clarkit, wro ¢

Clap, clapper of a mill

Cleed, to clothe

Clatter, to tell little idle
ftories; an idle ftory

Clour, a bump or {welling

. after a blow -

Clock, to hatch; a Leetle

Clockin, hatching :

Collie, 2 general, and fome-
times a particular name

. for counitry cuis

Comin, coming

Cotter, the inabitant of 8
cot-houfe or cottage

Cood, the cud

Cog. a wooden difh

Coggie, dimin. of cog

Cowe, to terrify, to keep
under, to lop; a fright,
a branch of furze, broom,
&e. .

Commaun, command

Cozie, foug; cozily, inugly

Cowp, to barter, to tumble
over ; a gang

Cowpit, tumbled _

Cove, a cave

Coutie, wooden kitchendifh,
alfo thofe fowls, whofe legs

are clad with feathersan | (
Jaid to be cootie

Cooft, did caft

Cowte, a colt

Coof, a blockhead, a ninay § (

Core, corps, party,clan  J(

Couthie, kind, loving (

Cookit, appearﬁe:ls and db
appeared by L

Coble, a fithing boat

Corn't, fed with oats

Cowrin, cowering

Coaxin, wheedling

COILA, from Kyle,adk
tri& of Ayrfhire, fo ul
led, faith tradition, from
Coil or Coilus, a Pifik
monarch

Crack, converfation ; to con:
verfe

Crackin, coanverfing

Crabbit, crabbed fretful

Croufe, chearfully, courage

ous

Croufly,chearfully,coursge
oufly :

Crank, the noife of an w-
greafed wheel

Crankous, fretful, captioss

Cruthin, crufhing, - crufbt,
cruthed

Crap, a crop, to top

Cronie, ‘cronie
Crowdietime,  breakfifl-
time . -
Crump, hard and brittle,
Jpoken of bread

Croen,
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i, 2 hollow continued
an; to make a noife
= the continued roar
v bull, to hum a tune -
iing, humming

hie, greefy S
or croft, a field near'a
e, in old bufbandry
,a batket 3 to bave ome’s
‘in.a creel, to be craz’d,
se fafcinated

, a crow. of @ cock, a

shie,:crook backed
-euch, the hoar froft
bo-clink, or crambo-
gle,. rhymes, doggret
fes

hin, crawling
’in, creeping
1 or croud, tocooasa
e

t, a blow on the head
th a cudgel
a-blockhead, a ninny
hie, a courtefy
urring, murmnring, a
sht rumbling noife
ng,a well known game
ice

'T, a player at ice.

in, the crupper

mock, a.fhort ftaff with
rooked head

e, curled, whofe hair

-

S

Is naturally in ring.

Cuihat, the ‘dove or wood.
pigeon
D .
AFT, merry, giddy,
foolifh
Daffin, merryment, foolifh-
nefs
Daurg, or daurk, a day’s
labour .
Dawd, a large piece -
Daud, to thrafh, to abufe
Dawtlt or. dawtet, fondled
carrefled

Dainty, pleafant, good hu-
- moured, agreeable

- Dancin, dancing

Darklins, darkling

Daur, to dare, daur’t dared

Dappl't, dappled

Daimen, * rare,, now and
then; daimen-icker, an ear
of corn now an then -

Daddie, a father

Dearies, dimin. of dears

Dearthfu’, dear TN

Deil-ma-care ! no matter !
for all that !

Deave, to deafen .

Devle, a ftunning blow

Deleeret, delirious

Defervin, deferving

Delvin, delving

Defcrive, ta defcribe -

Difrefpecket, difrefpe@ed. --

Dizzen,
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Dizzen, or diz'n,a dozen -

Dirl, a {light tremulous
ftroke or pain

Ding, to worft, to pufh

Dinna, do not

Dight, to wipe to clean

 corn from chaff; cleaned
from chaff

Dimpl't, dimpled

Dizzie, dizzy. giddy -

Doited, ftupified, hebetated

Dolt, ftupified, crazed

Douce or doufe, fober, wife,
prudent

Doucely, foberly, prudent-
ly

Dorty, faucy, nice

Dow, am or are able, to
can -

Downa, am or are not able,

" cannot

Dought, was or were able

Dolefu’ doleful

Doure, ftout, durable, ftub-
born, fullen

Dowie, worn with grief, fa-
tigue, &c. .

Donfie, unlucky

Dowft] pithlefs, wanting.

force
Dool, forrow ; to fing dool,
to lament, to mourn
Drap, a drop ; tadrop
Drapping; dropping
Drumbly, muddy
- Drucken, drunken . - -
Drouth, thirft, drought -

Driskin, drinking

Dryin, drying
Dreep, to ooze, to drep
Dreeping, oozing, droyin
Drift, a drove
Drunt, pet, four humour
Dreadfa’, dreadful
Droop-rumpl’t, that dro
at the crupper -
Dribble, drizzling, flave
Drummock, meal and 1
ter mixed raw .
Droddum, the breech
Dub, a fmall pond -
Duds, rags, clothes
Duddie, ragged .
Dung, worited, puibed,
ven
Dutb, to puth as a ram, !
Du(ht, puﬂxed by arn

ox, &c.

E

E’E the eye, ecn,
eyes -
Eerie, frighted, dreaa
j,btrtf.r
E’enin, evemng ,
Eild, old age :
Elbuck the elbow"
Eldritch, ghaﬂl_y, frightf
En’,end . ..
Exnven, Emm;m«;n
Epeugh, enough - -
Enfuin, enfuing
Efpec



1

( 267 )

1al, efpecially
nt, diligent

F .
», fall, lot 5 to falk

Fae, a foe,
fu’, faithful
trouble, care; to
ubie, to care for
t, troubled
ont, decent, feemly
, foam
a cake of bread
1, a fairing, a prefent
veel, farewell
w, fellow
fault
om’t, fathomed
, faced
‘als, ribbon ends, &c.
ten-een, Faltens Even
, did find
l a fald ; to fold
ling, fel_dmg
: or ferly, to wonder;
vonder, a term of con-
npt
, to fight; fechtin,
ating
, to live comfortably
, feud, enmity
neat, {pruce
t, frighted
w’, frightful
iy to pull by fits

- Fetch’t, pulled intermit«

. tently

Feg, a fig

Feckfw’, large, brany, flout

Fecklcfs, puny, weak, filly

Fell. keen. bitting : the flefh
immediately under the
fkin; a ficld pretty level
on the fide or top of &
hill

Fient, fiend, a petty oath

Fizz, to make 2 hlﬁ'mg
noife like fermentation

Fit, a foot

Fittie-lan’, the near horfe of
the hindmott pair in the
plough

Fier, found, healthy ; a bro-
ther, a triend

Fidge, to fidget

Fidgin, fidgeting

Fifle, to make a mﬁlmg
noife, to fidget ; a buftle -

Flatterin’, ﬁatermg

Fleg, a klck a randony
blow

Flunkie, a fervant in livery

Fley, to {care, to frighten ;

Fley'd, frighted, fcared

Flyin, flying

Fleefh, a fleece

Flingin-tree, a piece of tim-
ber hung by wuy of par-
tition between two horfes
n a {table, a flail

Flifk, to fret at the yoke

Flikit, fretted . -
Flichter,
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Flichter, to flutter as young
nefilings wben their dam
approaches

Flicaterin, fluttering

Flinders, fherds, broken
picces

Fleech, to fupplicate in a
flattering manner

Fleechin, {upplicating

Flainen, flannel

Flether, to decoy by fair

. words

Fletherin, flattering

Flitter, to vibrate like the
wings of {mall birds

Flictering, fluttering, vibra-
ung

Forgether, to meet, to en-
counter with

Fou’, full, drunk

Foughten, troubled, har-
raffed

Formin, formin

Forbye, befides

Forfairn, diftrefled, worn
out, jaded

Foord, a ford

Forbears, forefathers

Foamin, foaming

Fow, a bufhel, &c.

Forgie, to forgive

Forjetket, jaded with fa-
tigue

Frae, from

Freath, froth

Frien’, friend

Fu, full

Fur, a furrow
Furm, a form, beach

Fud, the fcut of the by

coney, &c.

Fuff, to {blow intermittest-§Ge

ly .
Fuff*t, did blow

Funnie, full of merrimest JGi

Fyle, to foil, to dirty
Fyl't, foiled, dirtied
Fyfteen, fifteen

Fyke, trifling cares; ¥
piddle, to be in a fuls ¥
RGi

bout trifles

G

AB, the mouth; »
fpeak boldly or pet-

ly
Gang, to go, to walk

Gath, wife, fagacious,

kative ; to converfe
Gathin, converfing
Gaucy, jolly, large

Gae, to go, gaed, went, gos
or gane, gone, gaun, g

ng

Gaet or gate, way, mannet,

road
Gatheri -, gathering

Gar, to make, to force to

Gar't, forced to
Garten, a garter
Geordie, a goinea

86

e e N N-p NN -p]

Gea,
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r, riches, goods of any
nd «
tles, great folks
a child, a:young one -
%, to tofs the head in
antonnefs or {corn
»a pike
to glve, Gied, gzve,
t'en, given ,
mer, a2 ewe from one
two years old
if, againft
, 3 periwig
1. to grin, to twift. the
atures id rage, agony,
c.
iing, grinning,
ey, a youug girl
ie, dimin. of gill
ie, dimn. of gift
ift, a ghoft
imin, the twilight
1ch, a frown ; to frown
1-gabbet, that {fpeaks
a10othly and readily
it, to peep; Glinted,
:eped; Glintin, peep-

wr, to ftare, to look ; a
ire, a look .
wr’d, looked, ftared
wring, ﬂaring

kit, inattentive, foclifh
g th rp, ready

izie. glittering, {mouth,
ke a glafs

Gley, a fquint; to {quint,
-Agley, off at a ﬁde,
wrong . .

Gowan, the flower of the
_daify, dandelion, bawk,
" weed, &c.

Gowk, a cuckoo, 2 term of
contempt -

Gowl, to howl

Gowling, howling

Gowd, gold

Gowﬁ' the game of golf
to firike as the bat does
the ball at golf

-Gowft’d, ftruck . .

Grane or grain, 2 groan;
to groan ’

Grain’d, groaned

Graining, groani

Gruthie, thick,
growth

Great, intimate, famlh‘ar

Grievin, grieving 3

Graith, accoutrements, fur-

" niture, drefs

Gruntle, the 'phiz, a grunt.

. ing noife

Gracefu’. graceful

Greet, to fhed tears, to
we-p

Greetin, crying, weeping .

Gree’t, agreed

Grannie, a grandmother

Gracefu’, graccful

Grape, to grope, grapit,
groped

Grippet, catched, feized

Graip,

n
fg thnvmg
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Graip, a pronged infiru-
" ment for cleaning ftables

Grunphie, a fow

Grumph, a grunt ; to grunt

Groufome, loathfomely,

. grim

Grunftane, a grindftone

Grozet, a goofeberry

Grifsle, griftle

Greatfu’, grateful

Gree, to agree, to bear the

+ gree, to be decidedly vic-
tor

Grun’, ground

Groat, to get the whifle of

" ome’s groat, to play a lo-
fing game

Gupe, the SuPreME Be-
ING; good

Gufty, taftefal

Gully or gullie, a large
knife .

Guid, good; Guid sornin,
‘good morrow ; Guid eer,
good evening

Guidman and Guidwife,
the mafter and miftrefs
of the houfe; Young
Guidman, a man newly
married .

Guidfather, guidmother, fa-
ther-in-law and mother-
in luw .

Gumnlie, muddy

!

A’ hall
£ Hae, to have
Hean, had, tbe partici
Hame, home, Home:
homeward
Hamely, horhely, affil
Han’ or haun®, hand
Haith, a petty oath
Haet, fient baet, a petty
of negation, nothing
Haughs, low-lying,
lands, valleys
Hafh, a fot, .
Haud, to hold
Hale, whole, tight, hea
Hap-flep an-lowp, hop
and leap
Hap, an outer gan
mantle, plaid, &«
wrap, to cover, toh
Happing, hopping
Haflins, nearly half, p
Hain, to f{pare, to
" bain'd, {pared
Hawkie, a cow, properi
with a white face
Hal’ or hald, an ab
place .
Havins, good manners
corum, good fenfe
Harkit, harkened
Happer, a hopper
Hag, a fcar or gulfin
fes and moors
Hax
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erel, a half-witted per-
n; half-witted

ﬁ harveft

1], to drag, ta pecT
r!m. peeling -

lt, haffened

an, a. parncular pam-
m wall ,In a cottage.
bible, the ‘great bi—bl,e
at 'hes in the hall -

:t, “the .temple, the ﬁde
‘the head

gis, a kind of puddmg
nled in the ﬁomach of
cow or fheep

11 Oh! ﬁrange

fe, hoarfe

hot

el, herlelf
in, a herring

'Y, to plunder, mq/? ra-
rI] to plunder birds'ne Jls
ment, plundering, de-
tton

gh a crag, a coal-pit
e, to elevate, to ralfe
her, beath

1t, to foretel fomethmg
atis to be got or. gi-
n; firetdd; ) the thmg
-etold

e, ,n,eaptd

iy to tend flocks; one
10 tends flocks

fome, healthful wholq—
n-

’ty hear it

Helim, the rudder or heln;
Himfel, Kimfelf

_Hizzie, huﬁ'y, a young girl
‘Hirple, 16 walk crazily, to

creep ;” Hivplin, creepi
Hing, to, hang mg

- Hitch, 4 loop, a knot

Hilch, to Lobble, to h.ﬂt

-Hilchin, halting

‘Hiftie,’ dry, chapt, barren

‘Hiffel, fo 'many cattle as one
perfoncan attend

Howk, to dig; Howét, dig-
ged, Howk:n, digging

Howdie, 2 midwife .

Hoddin, the motion of a
fage country man riding
on a cart horfe

Hornie, one of the many
names of the devil -,

Houghmagandie,  fornica-
tion

Howe, hollow; a hollow,
or deil

Howe-backit, funk in the
back, Jfpoken of a borfe,
&c '

Hove, to heave, fwell

Hov’d, heaved, fwelled

Hoyfe, a pull upwards

Hoord. 2 hoard ; to hoard

Hoordet, hoarded

fiouae, duwnly. lelfurely 5
Hoolie?  take leliure!
flop!

Hott, or hoft. to cough;
Hoftsn, conghing

Hog:
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‘Hog-fcore, a kind of dif-
tance line, in curling,
drawn acrofs the rink ~

Hoy, to urge ; Hoy't, urged

Hool, outefeﬂ;in (;Z cafeg

Hoyte, to amble crazily

Houfie, dtmin. of houfe

Horn, a fpoon made of
horn

Hog-thouther, a kind of
horfe play by juftling
with the fhoulder; to
juftle

Hurdies, the loins, the crup-

per
Hughoc, dimin. of Hugh

2, In
Ier-oe, a great grand-
child
Icker, an ear of corn
11k or ilka, each, every
Il-willie, ill natured, mali-
cious, niggardly
Indentin, indenting
Ingle, fire, fire place
Ingine, genius, ingenuity
Tle, 1 fliall or will
Ither, other, one another

]
AD, jade; 3llo 3 fa.
miliar ‘term among
* country _folks for 2
_giddy young'girl
Jaup, a jerk “of water; to
jerk as agitated water -
Jauk, to dally, to trifle
aukin, trifling, dallying
}aw, coarfe raillery ; to pour
out, to {purt, to jerk 4
‘water ’
Jink, to dodfe,_ to turn 2
corner ; a fudden turning
a corner '
inkin, dodging _
{inker, t‘.hatgl t§ms quickly,
a gay fprightly girl, a
wag N
Jimp, to jump; flender in
the waift, haiidfome
Jillet, a jilt, a giddy girl

Jirt, 2 jerk ' .
inglin, jingling

}ovf, !a}oug, agverb, which
includes both the fwing-
ing motion and pealing
found of a large bell

Jouk, to ftoop, to bow the
head R

Jotteleg, 2 king of knife

Jokin, joking™" "
Joyﬁ,l” ]oy.flxgl‘ .. .
Jundie, to jiiftle

" Jooplt, |
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Jumpit, did jump
Jumpin, jumping

K
AE, a daw
Kain, fowls, &c. paid
as rent by a farmer . -
Kail, colewort, a kind of
broth
Kail-runt, the fem of the
colewort
Kebbuck, a cheefe
Ken, toknow, £end or ken't,
knew
Kennin, a {fmall matter
Keek, a peep; to peep
Keepit, kept ‘
Kelpies, a fort of mifchie-
vous {pirits, faid to haunt
fords and ferries at night,
efpecially in florms
Ket, a matted, hairy fleece
of wool
Kin’, kind
Kdt, to trufs up the clothes

Kirn, the harveft fupper, a

churn ; to churn .

Kitchen, any thing that eats
with bread; to ferve for
foup, gravy, &c.

Kittle, to tickle; ticklifh,
likely

Kittlin, 2 young cat

Vor. Il.

0

King’s-hood, a certain part
g the entranls of an ox,
&ec. :

Kin, kindred .

Kiyttle, to cuddle |

Kiutlin, cuddling

Kiangh, carking anxiety

Kirfen, to chrifien

Kimmer, a young girl, a
goflip

Kift, cheft, a thop counter '

Knaggie, hke knags or
points of r

Knappm-hammer, a. ham-
mer for breaking ftones -

Kaowe, a {mall round hil-
Jock

Kye,.cows

Kythe, to dxfcqvg;, to. thow
one’s felf .

KYLE, a diftu& of Ayn
. fhire '

K_ytn, the belly .

L.

AN, land, eftate.
‘Lang, long, ta think
lang, to lang, to weary
Lap, did leap, ... -
Lampit, a kind of thellfifh
Lavesock, the Jask -
Lambie, dimin. of Jamb
Laughin, laughing : :
Lawfu y
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Lawfy' lawful

‘Lapfu’, lapful

Laigh, low

Lane, lone, my lane, {bjlmw
&c. myfelf alone, &e.
thyfelf alone, &c. =

Lanely;*lonely ot

Lawlan, Lowland ; Lallam‘,
Scottifh diale®& ¢ -

Laggen. the angle between
the fide and bottom of )
* wo den difh -

Lave, the reft; the remain-
der, the othérs’ ! o

Laith, loath B

Laithfa", bathfel, {heepilh ‘

Lamng, wading, and ﬁnk-
ing in fnow, mud, &c. )

Laddie; dFmin. of lad "

Lee-lang, live long © "0

Leuk, lédli to look' -

Lecze me, a phrafe oi“c‘og-

ratulatory ehdearmient

Lear, pronounce lare, learn-
ing

Lea’e, to leave

Leifter, a three pronged
dart for firiking ﬁﬁx {n.

Leugh, did laugh -

Leal, loyal, true, faithful

nghdy, fneeringly, to fneer

lemer, s kept mxﬁrefs 3 a
ftrumpet
L;vm,‘hvm;g

Link, to trip along
Lmkm, tnppmg
Limp’t, limp’d, hobb
Linn, a water-falt
Lint, flax, Znz ¢ 1}
flax in floor
Lik, a ballad, a w
fing -
Lintwhite, a linnet
Loan, the place of m
Loof, the palm of the
Looves, plural of log)
Lowe, a flame
Lowin, ﬂatmng
Lowfe, to loofe
Low{’d, loofed
Loot, did let
Loun, a fellow, a ra
fin, a woman of ea
e - .
Lowrie, adbreviation«
rence '
Lug, the'ear, a handl
Lugget, having a har
Luggle, a fmall wood
with a handle
Lunt, a célumn of f
ro fmoke
Luntin, ﬁnokmg
Lunch, ‘a large pit
cheefe; fledh; &c.
Lum, the ctnmney ’
Ly-rt, of*a mixed ¢

grey.
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- Maift, moft, almoft
Iy, moﬂly -

l, ‘mﬂﬁ

‘mere -

i-omakc' Mm, mg-

un, a-hire

EMally

b year,” the Rebellion

"DZ' 171§

i marks, #bis and feve-

mtber nouns, which, in
A ragmrr an '8 to

tbe plur
b Jeke the wo?‘ ep,
tbt /Izme in botb nam:
’-

Qto mafh as malt &c,_
o part, a tca-pot :
i ‘the thruﬂl

€o meddle

fo amend

n, a fmall dog

ie, to foil with meal .

.1 good man‘z?rs, dcco} Moufie, dzmm. of moufe
b ° l{ . .

- g ( 275 )

' Moudiwort, &' mo'iz

"% Mony, or monie, many
; - Moiftify, to moiften , - 3"
" Mournfu’, mournfyl - ¢

Menfelefs, ill-bred, rude,
impudent ° :
Melancholions, mournful
Meere, a mare
Mither, a2 mother = S
Mixte-maxtie, conﬂxfﬂly .
" mixed &
Mim, prim, aﬂ'e&qdly,
" meek
Mindfu’, mindful . -
Mxﬂear’d mxfchnevous, un-
mannerly . . . 2
Mifea’, to abufe to !call i
names '
Mifca’d, abufed L
Min’, mind, remembra
Mmd t, mind it, refol
intending
Middin, a dunghill
Middin-hole, . a gutter at
th;:l bottom of the 4uugp
hi

\? )

Minnie, mothcr, dain o
Mifteuk, miftooki: -1"“. T
Morn, thé ne;t ,y, to-mor- Co

row

B

Moop, to "nibble as a {hee.p e

. Mottie, full of motes RO
. Mou, the mouth L

Moorlan,

o dhagtey e
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Moorlan, of or belonging
to moors

Muckle or mickle, great,
big, much

Mutchkin, an Englifh pint

Mauflin-kail, brath compofed
fimply of water, fhelled
bar]ey and greens

Mufie, dimin. of mufe

Myfel, myfelf

N

T A, no, not, nor
Nae, no, not, any
'Nnnc, none
*\Naething, ‘or naithing, no-
" thing
Naig, a horfe
Nee%or, a neighbour
Needfu’, needtul
Neglecklt, negle&ed
Neuk, nook,
Nieft, next
Nieve, the fift
Nievefu’, handful
Niger, a riegroe
Nine-tailed cat, a hang-
man’s whip
Niffer, an exchange ; to ex,
change, to barter
Nit, anut -
Nowte, black cattle

Norland, of or belongﬂlg to
the NOl'th * L

Notic’t, noticed | & .

Nor-weft, North-wcﬁf

o - t {l;
s, of
- Obfervin, obfe mq
Ony, or onie, any e |

Or, ] aﬁm ufed for. e?‘%

O't, of it
Ourie, fhivering, droo‘ mg
Ourfel, or ourfels, ou vu
Outler, not houfed .
Owre, over, too,
Owre-hip, a way of
mg a blow with a’
mer over the arm n, .

, ".'-'.

P ;.‘,.

ACK, mumate,
liar; twelves ﬂ:‘ne\
wool
Painch, paunch = . I
Parritch, oatmeal ‘puddi
a well known Scot;cb di 1
Pang, to cram -
Paukie, cunning, fly - -
Paughty, proud, haughty .
Pannc apartndge
: .Patl

.""-n'
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put; apot
id, beat
: pettle, a plough-

- fetch the breath
as in an afthma

the orop, the fto-
» cherifh; a plough-

ometticated fheep,

eeling
e, penfively

fair fpeeches, flat-

to flatter
flattery

it

n, uneafinefs
{mmall quantity
'min. of plate

+ old Scotch coin
, pennylefs
-trick

pleugh, a plow
did plump

i public proclama-

poverty ,
or pouther, powa

, like powder

pluck

|ll]l .

i pull

. hare or cat

.

.
- s
]

\w [

Pownie, a little horfe

Pow, the head, the {kull
Pout, a poult, a chiocken
Prayin, praying .
Pridefu’, proud, faucy
Provefes, provofts

Prig, to cheapen, to difpatd.

Priggin, cheapening

Pryin, prying

Prief, ptoof

Prent, printing

Propone, to lay down, to
propofe.

Prlmﬁe, demure, precife

Prie, to tafte

Prie’d, tafied

Preen, a pin

Pund, pound, peunds .

Puddin, pudding

Pyle, a pyie o' caff; a fingle
grain of chafl

Q

UAT, to quit
Quak, to quaké
Quukin, quaking

Quey, a cow from one yeaf
to two years old

R

AM feezl’d, fatigued,
overfpread
~ Rantin, ranting
3 Ramblin,

p PHT 0
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Ramblin, rambling

Rattlin, rattling

Raaucle, rath, flout, fearlefs

Raw, a row

Raible, to rattle nonfenfe

Rair, to roar; rair't, roar
ed; rairing, roaring

Rax, to ftretch

Rath, a ruth; raf dufs, a
bufh of ruthes

Ram-ftam, forward,thought-
lefs

Rarely, excellent, very well

Ragweed, the plant ragwert

Rarton, a rat

Raught, reached

Raize, to madden, to in-
flame

Ree, half-drunk, fuddled

Ream, cream

Reek, fmoke; to fmoke;
reckin, fmoking; reckit,
fmoked, fmoky

Receivin, receiving

Red-wud. ftark mad

Remead, remedy

Remarkin, remarking

Rett, to ftand reftive

Reflit, ftood reftive, ftunt-
ed, withered

Requite, requitted

Reftricked, reftried

Reck, to heed

Rede, counfel, to counfel

Refus't, refufed

Rin, to run, to melt; rum
running

Ridin, ridin

Rip, a handful of nnthreﬂu
corn, &c.

Rink, the courfe of t
ftones, a term in curlinj

Rifkit, made 2 noife liketl
tearing of roots

Rig, a ridge

Rowte, to low, to bellow

Rowtin, lowing

Rowth, plenty

Roupet, hoarfe as with
cold

Row, to roll, to wrap

Row't, rolled, wrapped

Roamin, roamin

Rood flands likewife for t
plural roods

Roun’, round, in the cr
of neighbourhood ,

Roofe, to praife, to oo
mend

Rozet, rofin

Roon, a thred -

Rung, a cudgel -

Runkl’d, wrinkled

Runt, the ftem of colew
or cabbage -

Ruitlin, ruftling

Rhymin, thyming
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., fo

ng, a fong

2 ferve, a fore
or fairlie, forely
ferved

oul

a faint

1 Thirt ' -
, provided in fhirts -
oft )

o fow N

, fowing.

X
alt; fauted, falted
nt, falmon

, the willow

a kind of bread

e, to glide fwiftly a-

,in, gleefomely, fwift-

hin, {creeching . -
4 to tear; a rent

Sconner, a lothing; to lothe

Scraich, to fcream as a ben,
partridge, 8c.

Scraichin, {fcreaming

Sel, felf 5 a body’s fel, one’s
felf alone

Sets, fets off, goes away

See’d, did fee

Settlm fettling; 2o get a
Jettlin, to be frighted in-
to quietnefs

Sell’t, did fell

Seizin, feizing

Servan’, fervant

" Sen’, to fend Jen’t fend it

Shaw, to ﬂ’lOW ; a {mall
" wood in 2 hollow place

Sheugh, a ditch, a trench

Shootin, fhooting

Shouther, the fhoulder

Shoon, thoes ,

Sheep fhank, zo think one's
- felfinae _/beep fbank, to be
conceited.

Shore, to offer, tuthreaten

Shor'd, offered. - -

o fcare Shangan, a ftick cleft at one
» to fcold ; feaulding,  end for putting the tail
ding of a dog, &c. ‘into, by
, a {cold 'way of milchief, or to
, to fcald . frighten him away
apt to be fcared Shaver, a humourous wag,
u’, fcornful . a barber
P, to fcant ; ferimpet, Shog, a thock
fcant, fcanty Sheen, bright, thining

S g4 Sherra-
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Sherra-moor, Sheriff-moor,”
the famous battle fought in
the Rebellion, A.D. 1715

Shool, a fhovel

Shau'd a fhred, a thard

Shill, fhrill

Sic, fuch

Simmer, fummer

Siller, filver, money

Sittin, fitting

Sin’, fince

Sin, a fon

Sicker, fure, fteady

Sinfu’, finful

Sidelins, fidelong, flanting

Sinkin, finking

Skreigh, a fcream; to
fcream

Skaith, to damage, to in-
jure, injury

Sklent, flant; to run allant,
to deviate from truth

Sklented, ran or hit in an
oblique direion

Sklentin, flanting

Skelpi-limmer, a technical
term in female fcolding

Skiegh, proud, nice, bigh-
mettled

Skirl, to fkriek, to ery fhril-

ly
Sklrl’t, thrieked
Skirling, thrieked
Serklmg, {hnekmg, crying

Skelp, to ftrike, to ﬂap;u
walk with a fmart tip
ping ftep ; a fmart ftroke

Skelpin, ftappin, walking
fmartly

Slaw, flow

Slae, floe

Slap, a gate, a breach ins
fence

Slade, did flide

Slee, fly ; fleeft, flyeft

Slype, to fall over, as aud
Jurrow from the ploxgh

Slypet, fell

Sleekit, fleek

Sliddery, flippery

Sma’, fmall

Smiddy, {fmithy ;

Smytrie, a numerous collec
tion of {mall individnals

Smoor, to {mother ; fimoor's,
{mothered

Smoutie, fmutty, obfcene,
ugly

Smeddum, duft, powder;
mettle, fenfe

Snaw, fnow ; to fnow

Snawie, fnowie

Snaw-broo, melted fnow

Snath, abufe, Billinfgate

Sneefhin, fouff; /fseebee
mil/l, fnuff.box

Snowk, to {cent or fuuf, a¢
a dog, borfe, &c.

Snowkit, fceated, {unffed

Snick,
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Snick, drawing, trick-con-
triving

Snick, the latchet of a door

Snoove, to'go {moothly and
conftantly, to.fneak

Snoov’t, went fmoothly

Snell, bitter, biting

Sned, to lop, to cut off

Snool, one whofe fpirit is
broken with oppreflive

flavery ; to fubmit tame-'

ly, to fneak.
Sonfie, having fweet, enga-
ging looks ; lucky, jolly
Sowther, folder ; to folder,
to cement
Souple, flexible, fwift
Soom, to fwim

quantity of any thmg k-
uid

Sogbm, fobbing

Sowth, to try over a tune
with a low whiitle

Sooth, truth, a petty oath

Souter, a fhoemaker

Spaul, a limb

Speakin, fpeaking

Spier, to afk, to enquire

Spier’t, enquired

Spunk, fire, mettle, wit

Spunkie, mettlefome, ﬁery 3
wxll—o wifp, or tgrm fatu-

Sportm, fporting

Spak, did fpeak

Springin, fprmgmg
Speel, climb -
Spleachan, a tobacco-pouch

Speat, a fweeping torrent .

after rain or thaw
Spairge, to dath, to foil as
with mire
Spitefu’, fpiteful

Spence, the country parlour -
Spae, to prophefy, to divine -

Sprit, a ,tough-rooted plaat

fomething like rufhes
Sprittie, full of fprits -
Sprattle, to fcramble
Sparin, {paring

Splore, a frolic, a riot, @
noife

" Slpatter, a fplutter; to fput-

ter

Spring, & quick air in mu-
fic, a Scottifh reel

Squad, a crew, a party

Squeel, a fcream, a fcreech;
to fcream

Squatter, to flutter in water
as a'wild duck, &e.

Squattle, to fprawl

Stan’, to ftand ; flan’t, did
ftand

Stane, a ftone

Stroan, to {pout, to pifs

Stroan’t, {pouted, piffed

Stents,

" Spaviet, having the fpavin
" Spreckl’d, {potted, fpeckled
Sowp, a fpoonful, a fmall .
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Stents, tribute, ducs of any
kind

Steek, to fhut ; aflitch

Stech, to cram the belly

Stechin, cramming

Startle, to run as cattle flung
by the gadfly

Steer, to moleft, to ftir

Sturt, trouble ;3 to moleft

Sturtin, frighted

Studdie, an anvil

Stell, a ftill

Stoup or ftowp, a kind of
jug or difh with a handle

Straik, to ftroke ; fradkit,

firoked

Stampin, ftamping

Stacher, to ftagger

Stap, ftop

Strae, firaw ; to die a fair-
Sirae deatlv to die in bed

Strack, did firike

Stack, a rick of corn, hay,
&ec.

Streek, ftretched, to ftretch ;
Sereekit, firetched

Staumrel, halfwitted

Stoure, duft, more partiw-
larly duft in motion

Stirk, a cow or bullock a
. year old

Stot, an ox

Stoor, founding hollow,
ftrong ana hoarfe

Straught, ftraight

Stock a plant of colewott,
cabbage, &c.

Starvin, ﬁatvmg

Stringin, firinging

- Startin, ftarting

Staw, did fteal; to furfeit

Stown, flolea

Stowlins, by ftealth

Stuff, corn, or pulfe of any
kind

Stibble, ftubble ; £1b5k.ri,
the reaper, in harvef,
who takes the lead

Strunt, fpiritous liquor of
any kind ; to walk fturdic
ly

Staggie, dimin. of ftag

Steeve, firm, compacted

Stank, a pool of ftanding
water

Stark, ftout ‘

Stey, fteep; fleyeft, feepek

Sten, to rear as a horfe -

Sten’t, reared

Stimpart, the eighth pan
of a Winchefter buthel

Strappan, tall and hmd
fome

Strewin, ftrewing

Stilt, a crutch ; to halt, t
limp

Stackin, flocking

Stumpie, dimin. of flump

Striddle, to ftraddle

-Stick




(23_3)

Stick an’ flow, totally, al-

together

Sucker, fugar

Sugh, the continued rufh-
ing noife of wind or wa-
ter .

Suthron, fouthern, an old
name for the Englith na-

. tion .

Sud, thould

Swap, an exchange ; to bar-
ter

Swirl, a curve, an eddymg
blat or pool, a knot in
wood

Swirlie, knaggy, full of
knots

Swither, to hefitate in
choice ; an irrefolute wa-
vering in choice

Swank, ftately, jolly

Swankie or {wanker, a tight
ﬂf'alpping young fellow or

ir

Swgatch, a fample

Swith! get away

Swinge, to beat, to whip

Swingein, beaten, whipping

Swaird, fward

Swat, did fweat

Swervin, {werving

Swoor, fwore, did {fwear

Swall’d, fwelled

Sweer, lazy, averfe; dead-
Jweer, extremely averfe

Sweaten, {weating
Syne, fince ago, then

T .

AE, atoe ; three tac'd,
having three prongs

Tauted, or tautie, matted
together, jj&oéen of bayr
or wool

Tak, totake; taha, taking

Tangle, a fea weed

Tauld, or tald, told

Tarrow, to murmer at one’s
allowance =

Tarrow’t, murmured

Talkin, talking

Tawie, that allows itfelf
peaceably to be handled,
Jpoken of a borfe, cow; &c.

Tap, the tap

Taupie, a foolifh, thought-
lefs young perfon

Tapetlefs, heedlefs, foolith

Tarry-breeks, a failar

- Tent, a field pulpit, head,

caution ; to take heed
Tentie, heedful, cautious
Tentlefs, heedlefs
Teugh, tough;

“toughly -
Teat, a {mall quantity.
Tearfu’, tearful

teuglhly -

Ten
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Ten hours bite, a flight feed
to the horfes while in the
yoke in the forenoon

Thack, thatch; tback an’
rape, clothing, neceflaries

Thrang, throng, a crowd

Thegither, together

Thick, intimate, familiar

Thole, to fuffer, to endure

Thae, thefe

Thriftle, thiftle

Throuther, pell-mell, con-
fufedly

Thinkin, thinking

Thumpit, thumped

Thumpin, thumping

Thievelefs, cold, dry, fpited,
Jpoken of a perfon’s de-
meanour.

Thowe, a thaws to thaw

Thankit, thanked

Through, to go on with, to
make out

Threthin, thrathing

Thairms, fmall guts, fiddle-
ftrings

‘Themf{el, themf{elves

Thyfel, thyfelf

Thud, to make a loud, in-
termittent, noife )

Thraw, to {prain, to twif,
to contradict

Thrawn, {prained, twifted,
contradiéted

Thrawin, twifting, &ec.

Threteen, thirteen

Thankfu’ thankful

Thirl, to thrill

Thirl’d, thrilled, vibrated

Thowlefs, flack, lazy

Threap, to maintain by dint
of affertion

Thir, thefe

Tither, the other

Timmer, timber; timber-

propt, propped with tim-
ber ‘

Till’t, to it

Tinklet, a tinker

Tine, to lofe ; tinz, loft

Tippence, two pence

Tittle, to whifper

Tictlin, whifpering

Tirl, to make a flight noife,
to uncover

Tirlin, uncovering, .

Tip, a ram

Towzie, rough, thaggy

Toom, empty

. Tout, the blaft of a horn or

trumpet ; to blow a horn,
Tow, a rop
Toddle, to totter like the
walk of a child
Toddlin, tottering
Tod, a fox
Toop, a ramn
Toun, a hamlet, a farm-
houfe
"Tocher, mafriage-portion
Toyte, to totter like old age
Towmond,

J
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Towmond, a twelvemonth

Toy, a very “old fathion of
female head drefs

Trathtrie, trath

Trowth, truth, a petty oath

Tryin, trying

Trow, to believe _

Tranfmugrify'd, tranfmi.-
grated, metamorphofed .

Trig, fpruce, neat

Trimly, excellently

Trottin, tiajting T

Trickie, fall of tricks

Try’t, tryed

Tunefu’, tuneful

Tug, raw hide, of which, in

old times, plough traces -

were fregumt{y made

Tulzie, a quarrel; to quar-
rel, to fight

Twa, two

Twa-three, a few :

Twal, twelve ; Twaqbenme-
worth, a fmall quantity,
a penny-worth

Twin, to part

*Twad, it would

Tyke, a dog

U

NCOS, news

Unco, ftrange, uncouth,
very, Vvery great, pro-
digious

Undoin, undoing

Unfkaith’d, undamaged, un-
hurt

Uncaring, difregarding

Unkenn'd, unkgaown

Upo’, upon

v
AP RIN vapourmg

Vera, very
Virl, aring roind 2 column,
&c.

A, wall;
wa]ls
Wae, woe ; forrowful -
Wad, would tobet; a bet,
a pledge
Wadna, would not
Waftrie, prodigality
‘Warl, or warld, world
Warly, worldly, eager om
amafling wealth
Wark, work .
Wark-lume, a tool to work
with
Warft, wortt
‘Wale, choice ; to chufe
Wal’d, chofe, chofen
Wame, the belly ; wamgﬁm
a bellyfull

Wo’;,

Warran,
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Warran, a warrant ; to war-
rant
‘Wabfter, 2 weaver,
Waukin, to awake
Waefucks! or waes me!
alas! O the pity ’
Waur, worfe ; to worft
Waur’t worfted
Warlock, a wizzard
Warftl'd or warfl’d, wreftled
Wanereftfu’, reftles .
Wat, wet; I wat, I wot, I
* know
Woanchancie, unlucky
Water-brofe, brofe made of
meal and water fimply,
without the additions of
. milk, butter, &c.
Waukit, thickened, as ful-
leys do cloth
‘Wauble, to fwing, to reel
‘Wattle, a twig, 2 wand
‘Wair to lay out, to expend
‘Walie, ample, large, jolly;
alfo an interje&ion of dif-
trefs

© Waft, the woof

Waifu’, wailing

Wee, little; wee things,
little ones; wee bit, a fmall

. Tatter

Weel, well ; weelfare, well-
fare

‘Wean or weanie, a child

Weafon, weafand

We'le, we thall

Wearie, or weary ; monits
wearie body, many adf
ferent perfon

Weet, rain, witnefs

‘Wha, who ’

Whafe, whofe

Whare, where; wlers,
wherever |

Whyles, whiles, fometime

Whifsle, 2 whiltle, to whiftle

Whang, a leathern firing s
piece of cheefe, bread,&e.
to give the ftrappado

Wheep, to fly nimbly, to
jerk ; penny whbeep, fmal
beer

‘Whan-{lane, 2 whin-flone |
Whirlygigums, ufelefs orns
__ments, trifling appendages
Whigmeleeries, whims, fan-
cies, crotchets -
Whitht! filence! 2o bold
one’s whifbe, to be filent -
‘Whaizle, to wheeze
Whitk, to fweep, to lath
Whitkit, lathed
‘Whid, the motjon of 3 hare
runnigg but not frighted,
a lie o
Whiddin, running as a hare
or coney . .
Whitter, a hearty draught
of liquor
‘\ghaitreck, neverthelefs
halpit, whel,
Wi, with ped

Wi



( 287 )

wind ; win's, winds
le, to meander

)I’t, meandered

lin, waving, mean-
n

1, will not

ack, a window

in, winking

, to firike a ftone in
oblique direétion, a
u in curling

»utten, without

to wind, to winnow

, winded, as a bottom
arn

e, a ftaggering mo-
1 ; to ftagger, to reel
e, an oath

a {mall whirlpool

, @& diminutive or en-
ring term for wife
n'd, hide bound, dry-
hrunk

to wifh
»me,  gay,
inted

ul, woeful
1er, a wonder, a con-
1ptuous appell:tion
lerfu’, wonderful,won-
fully

, wool
:r-bab, the garter knot-
below the knee with
ouple of loops
et, worfted

ly, worthy

hearty,

Wrack, to teafe, to vex

Wrang, wrong ; to wrong

Wreeth, a drifted heap of
fnow

Wraith, a fpirit, a ghoft;
an apparition exaétly like
a living perfon, whofe ap-
pearance is faid to forbode
the perfon’s approaching
death

‘Wad mad, diftraled

‘Wumble, a wimble

Wyte, blame ; to blame

Wyliecoat, 2 flannel vefl

Y

'YEAR, 13 ufed for both

JSing. and plur, years

Yell, barren, that gives no
milk )

Yerk, to lafh, to jerk

Yerkit, jerked, lathed

Yeftreen, yefternight

Yealings, born in the fame
year, coevais

Ye, this pronounis frequent-
ly ufed for Thoz

Yill, ale

Yird, evrth

Yourfel, yourfelf

Yont, beyond

Youthfw’, youthful

Yokin, yoking, a bout

Yowe, a ewe

Yovwic. dimin. of yowe

Yule, Chriftmas















form 410










