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DEDICATION

T O T HE
NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN
LOF TH E

CALEDONIAN HUNT.

A1

My Lorps, AND GENTLEMEN,
Scottifh Bard, proid of the name, and
whofe bigheft ambition is 1o fing in
bis Country's fervice, where fhall be fo
properly look for patronage as to the illiflri~
ous Names of bis native Land ; thofz wlho
bear the bonours and inberit the wirtues of
thelr
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their Anceflors 2—The Poctic Genius of my
Country found we as the prophetic bard Eli-
jab did Eiz‘ﬂme—at the plough ; and threw
ber infpiring mantle over me, She bade
me_fing the loves, the joys, the rural feenes
and rural pleafures of my mnatal Soil, in my
native tongue : I tuned my wild, artlefs
notes, as fhe wnfpired.—She whifpered me
to come to this ancient metropolis of Cale-
donia, and lay my Songs under your hononr-
ed protection : I now obey her diclates.

Though much indebted to your goodnefs,

I do not approach you, my Lords and Gentle-
acn, in the ufual flile of dedication, to thaunk
you for paft favours ; that path is fo back=
sieyed by proffituted Learming, that bonef?

- Rufticity is afbamed of it—Nor do I pre-
Jfent this Addrefs with the venal foul of a
JServile Author, looking for a continuation of
thofe favours : I was bred to the I'isugh,
and ant independent. I come to claim the
common Scottifh name with you, wmy ufiri-
o4
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bus Gonntrymen ; and to tell the world that
Iglory in the title.—I come to congratulate
my Country, that the blood of her ancient
beroes flill runs uncontaminated ; and that
Jrom your courage, knowledge, and public
Spirit, fhe may expelt protection, wealth,
and liberty—In the laff place, I come to
proffer my warmeft wifbes to the Great
Fountain of Homour, the Monarch of the
Univerfe, jfor your welfare and bhappinefs.

When you g6 forth to waken the Echoes,in
the ancient and favourite amufement of your
Forefathers, may Pleafure ever be of your
party ; and may Social-joy await your ree
turnd!  When baraffed in courts or copips

" awith the jufilings of bad men and bad iea-
Jures, may the bougft confcioufucfs of injured
Worth attend your return to yowr. native
Seats ; and.may Domeflic Happinefs, with
a fmiling welcome, meet you at your gates!
May Corruption fbrink at your kindling in-
dignant glance ; and may tyranuy in the

' Ruler
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Ruler and licentioufnefs in the People equals
Iy find you an inexorable foe !

I hawve the bonour to be,

With the fincereft gratitude and higheft
refpect, ' .

My Lorps aND GENTLEMEN,
Your moft devoted bumble fervant,

ROBERT BURNSE,

EDINBURGH,
April 4. 1787.
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Huaggart, Efq; advocate
Robert Henderfon, Efq; advocate
Alexander Hamilton of Grange, Efg; advocate
Charles Hay, Efg; advocate
Home of Wedderburn, Lfq; 4 copies
- Hamilton of Pencaitland, I{q; 4 copies
Major Bafil Heron, Royal North Britifh dragoons
Andrew Houfton, Efg; of Jordanhill, 4 copies
Hon. Mrs R. Hamilton
John Home of Redford, Tig;
John Haig, Efq; Lochiin
John Hay, qu, George’s flreet, Edinburgh
Mrs Hay, 4 copies
Samucl Hollingfworth, Efq;
Hamilton, LEfq; Argyle’s fquare, § copies
"Matthew Henderfon, Lff; 4 copies
William Hope, Efq; -
Mrs William Hoepe
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Hugh Hamilton, Efg; Ayr -
Robert Hutton, Efg; Dumfermline .
Robert Delaval Halliday, Efq; London
John Hay, Efg; Edinburgh :
Mifs M. E. Hamilton, Duddingfton
Mr Laurence Hill writer to the fignet
Mr James Horn writer to the fignet
Mr James Hay:jun.-writer to the fignet .
Mr Geo. Home, one of the principal clerks of Seffion, 4 cop;
Mrs Hamilton, Alifon’s {quare i
Mifs Hamilton, Alifon’s {quare
Mifs Haddow, Alifon’s-fquare B -
Captain Hamilton, Prince William Henry cuttet .
Mifs Hart, Miln’s {fquare
Mr William Hamilton, Park-place
Mr Hall of Whitehall = =~
Walter Hunter, E{g; of Polmcod
Lieut. Halket, 21t regiment
Rev. Dr Henry, Edinburgh
Mr Hill, profeflor of humanity, Edinburgh
Dr Nathan Heron, London, 2 copies
Rev. Dr Henry Hunter, London =
Dr James Hamilton, Edinburgh .
Thomas Hogg, E{q; banker, Paifley, 2 copies
Colonel Robert Hepburn -
Lieutenant Colonél Hepburn, at Keith
- Captain Patrick Hunter :
John Hay Bufhby, Efg;
Mr D. Handyfide . | |
Mr John Haddaway jun. Leith
Mr Francis Howden jeweller, Edinburgh
Mr Haig, Bimerfide _
Mr Thomas Hutchifon baker, Edinburgh
Mr John Hepburn, Excife, Edinburgh
Mr William Houghton, Edinburgh
Mr John Hamilton, Ayr
Mr James Herriot, Ayr
Mr Jofeph Hutchifon, Kaims ‘
Mr George Hutchifon,; Netherwood
Mr James Hume writef, Ayr .
Mr He&tor Hutchifon, Aird 3
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James Huster, M. D. Edmburgh
Captain Hitchbone, r2th regiment

Mr George Hamilton

Mr James Hutton, 2 copies

Mr John Heath

Mr David Hutchifon, Glafgow

Mr Archibald Hamilton, Glafgow
Captain James Flamilton, of marines, Londez
Mr O’Halleron, London

Mr Alexander Harper, London

Mr James Hunter, London -

Mr William Henry, London, 2 cepiss
Mifs Haldané, Edinburgh

Mr James Hay, Edinburgh

Mr Jofeph Haywood, G!afgcm:

Mr William Hume, Glafgow

Mr James Hart, Glafgow

Mr John Hart, Glafgow

Mr L. Hogg, Glafgow

Mr Jofeph Hayiwood, Paifley

Mr James Hart, Paifley

Mr John Hart, Paifley

Mr William Hume, Paifley

Mr Thomas Hart furgeon, Edmbjrgn
Mr Andrew Handyfide, Edinburgh

Mrs Hamilten, Tolbooth wynd, Edinburgh
Mr Gavin Hamilton writer, Mauchline, 4 ccm&»
Mr Tofhua Hobfon, Edinburgh

Mr John Hunter beokbinder, Edinburgh
Mr Orlando Hart, Edinburgh

Mr Archibald Hime merchant, A yr

Mr William Handyfide writer, Edinburgh
Mr James Herriot wrnght, I:dmburgh
Mr Atexander Hill, Leith, 2 copies

Mr Thomas Hay furgeon, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Hair, Ayr

Mr William Howicfon writer, Edinburgh
Mr David Hutchifon writer, Edinburgh.
Mr James Hamilton mierchant, Glagow
Mr David Horn, Wefter Duddingften
Mr Archibald Horn, Salton;
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I
Gitbert Innes, Efg; of Stow ,
Peter Johnfton of Carnfalloch, Efg;
3. Irvine, Efg; of Kingcouflie
Alexander Johnitone, Efq; Temple, Lonrdon
James Jackfon, Lfq; Carolina coffee-houfe, London
William Ingrame, Efg;
Mifs Joafs, Stirling Caftle
Mr James Jollie writer to the fignet
Mr Charles Innes writer to the fignet
Mr George Imlach writer, Edinburgh
Mr Francis Jolly; Carlifle
Mr William Johnftone, Canongate, 3 copies
Mr John Jefferies
Mr Chalmers Izet hatmaker, Edinburgh
Mr William Ingrame, Glafgow '
Mr James Johnftone, Camnock; 2 copies
Mr James Imrie, Glafgow
Mr John Jardine, London
Mr William Juilin, Ediaburgh
Mr James Imbrie, Paifley
Mr Alexander Jamie writer, Edinburgh
Mr James Johnlton, Brifto-fireet, Edinburgh
#r John Jamiefon jun. Leith
Mr George Jollie taylor, Edinburgh
Mr James Jackfon merchant, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Jack
Mr William Inglis fargeon, Edinburgh

‘ K
The Larl of Kelly
Lord Kinnaird
Sir Robert Keith, K. B.
Robert Kennedy of Daljerrock, Efg;
Charles Kerr, Efq; i
James Kerr of Blackthiell, Efq;
Thomas Kennedy of Dunure, Efg; 2 coples
Mrs Kennedy . o
John Kennedy of Underwood, Efq;
Primrafe Kennedy of Drummellan, Efg;
Kennedy of Ballymore, Efq;
William ‘Kerr, Efg; General Poft-office, Edinburgh
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Francis Kinloch, Efq; jun. of Gx‘merton
Mifs Kinloch, Gilmerton

Mrs Kerr of Kerrfield

Mr Robert Kerr furgeon

Major John Keay, 12th regiment

Mr William Kerr jun. Broomlands, Kelfo
George Kirkaldie M. D.

Mr Alexander Kay, Potter-row, Edmburgh
Mr Patrick Keir, Edinburgh’

Mr John Kennedy, Dumfries-houfe

Mr Thomas Kennedy, Chapman

Mr James Kirkpatrick, Dunbar

Mr Thomas Kyle, Abbeyhill

Mr Andrew Kerr

Mr William Klrkpamc‘{ near Greenlaw
Mr John Knox

Mrs Kerr, Birchin-lane, London

Mifs Kerr, Londan

ifs Jane Kerr, London

®ifs Grace Kerr, London

Mr John erkpamck Edinburgh

Mr Charles Kerr furgeon to the 37th regnment
Mr John Knox, ‘Paifley -

Mr Andrew Ilerr, Paifley

Mr Thoinas Kerr merchant, Edinburgh
Mr Alexander Keay accotntant; Edinburgh
Mr James Kennedy, Dunbarton

Mr William Kerr jun: metchant, Leith

Mr James Kirkwood engraver, Edinburgh, 3 copies

Lo ameiwy

. L
The Earl of Lauderdale
The Marquis of Lorn
Lady Lockbart, 2 copies
Hon. R. Hamilton Lindfay, 2 COPI&»
Hon. Major General Leflie
Hon. Captain Lellie
Malcolm Laing, Efq; advocate
William Little, Efg; advocate”
Hugh Logan, Efg;-of Logan
Robert Lee, Efq; Greenock
Andrew Lumifden, Efq; 2 copies
Rev. Mr William L;ttle <
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Rey. Mr George Laing, Largs
Rev. Mr George Laurie, Loudoun
John Logan of Carco, Efq;
‘George Lock, Efg; Edinburgh
Captain Legerwood 12th regiment
Mr William Leflie writer to the fignet
Mr Lumifden of Blairnine -
Mr William Lockhart
Mr Walter Lockbart
Mr Alexander Livingftone merchant, Edmburgh
Mr William Locky, Edinburgh
Lieut. William Logan, late 8oth reglment
-+ Mifs 5. Logan, Ayr
Mr David Lawrie
Mr A.Low + =
Mr William Lindfay, 2 copnes
Mr James Law furgeon, Edinburgh
Mr William Little writer, Peebles
Mr George Leflie merchant, Edinburgh
Mr Robert Laing, jyn. Glafgow
Mr John Lightbody, Glafgow
Mr Thomas Laidlaw, Rutherglen
Mr Robert Lindfay, Glafgow
Mr Andrew Lawrie, London
Dr Lorimer, Charlotte-fireet, Portland-place, London
Mr Thomas Laidlaw, No. 16. Salifbury-fquare, London
. Mr Hugh Longan furgeon, Ayr -
Mr John Lane ftudent, Edinburgh
Mr Robert Leggat, Ayr
Mr John Learmonth, Edinburgh
Mr Walter Lothian merchant, Edinburgh
Mr Peter Lockhart, Ayr
Mr John Laurie, Edinburgh
* Mr James Low, N:colfon s ftreet, Edinburgh
Mr James Lightbody writer, Edmburgh
Mr Jobn Lee, Skate-raw
Mr James Lorimer, Dunbar
- Mr John Lave, Paifley '
Mr Peter Liddle furgeon, Weﬁmams
Mr Adam Lightbody ’
Mr George Lockhart, Glafgow
Mr Robert Lindfay writer, Dunbarton
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M
The Earl of Moray, 4 copies A
The Countefs of Moira, Montalta, Ircland, 6 copies
Lord M¢Leod, 4 copies ’
Lady Mary Montague
Lady Elizabeth Montague
Mifs Grace Marjoribanks of Lees
Hon. Baron Stewart-Moncrief, 4 copies
Hon. Capt. W. M. Maitland
Hon. Thomas Miller of Glenlee, Lord Juftice Clerk
Sir William Murray of Ochtertyre, Bart. 8 copies
Sir John Maxwell of Pollock, Bart,
Hon. Mrs Mackay of Bighoufe
Allan Maconochie, Efq; advocate
Archibald MtDonald, Efg; advocate
John Maclanrin, Efq; advocate
- William Miller, Efq; advocate
John Miiler, Efq; advocate
Edward M«Cormick, Efg; advocate
William MeIntofh, Efq; advocate
Alexander Moir, Efg; advocate
Joha Morthland, Efg; advocate
sommemee Maxwell of Calderwood, Efg; .
Paul Mounfay, Efq; of Rammerfcales, Lient. 64th regiment
Mifs Mounfay
Archibald M¢Neil of Colonfay, Efq;
Yohn Loudoun M‘Adam of Sauchrie, Efg;
R. B, Zneas M¢Leod of Cadboll, Efq;
Mrs M<Leod
Mifs ifabella M¢Leod
Maxwell of Carriden, Efg;
Mrs Maxwell of Carriden
Captain J. M‘Nab of Ugfdale
Henry M<Kenzie, Efq; 4 copies
Charles M¢Lean of Kirrlochaline, Efg;
Mrs M<Kenzie of Delvin
David Martin, Elq;
John Murray, Efg; jun. of Philiphaugh
William M<Dowal, Efq; of Garthland
Ebenezer Marfhall, Efq; of Auchtermuchty
- M¢Niel of Ardaly, Efq;
William Muir, E{o; of Caldwall, 4 copies
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:George MeIntofh, Efq, Glafgow, 6 copxes

Robert Moore, Efg; of Blairitone

-Alexander Maxwell, Efq, Oxford-court, Londcn

John M<Kirrie, Efq; jun. Watlmgrﬁ;rect, London

J- R. Miller, Efg; "Argyle-court, hrogmorton-ﬁreet, Lesd
don, 2z copies .

James M Ilwraith, Efq; Long D\xttoa, Surry, 3 copies

John M¢Taggart; Efq; 3 copies

Patrick M<Leod, Efq; Bread-fireet, London :

John M¢ Farlane, Efq; No. 9g. Lothbury, London

Colin MKenzie, Efg; Stock Exchange, London

F. H. M<Kenzie, qu, of Seaforth, 4 copies

* John M<Kenzie, Efq; jan. of Applecrofs :
Robert Menaies, Efg; Infpet‘tor-General of Cuf‘oms, Edmo
burgh - i

Colone! Murray, Cringalty

John M<Murdo, Efg; Drumlanrig

Major William Montgomery :

Dr Alexander Monro, Edmburgh

Mrs Monro

Dr Moore, London, 4 copies

Mr James Stewart Monteath

MRev. Dr Moffat of Newlands ) :

Mr Alex. Menzies, one of the principal clerks of Seilien

Mefl. Morifdn and Sens, Perth, 5o copxcs

"Mr John Morifon jun. Leith

~ Mr E. Meafon merchant, Edinburgh. .

. Mrs Meafon, Bndge-ﬁreet

Mr Allan Macdougall writer to the ﬁo'net

Mr Patrick M<«Vicar wrlter, Edinburg

Mr Kenneth M¢Kenzie jun.

Mr Gilbert Mair writer, Edmburgh

Mr James Morrifon, Leith .

Mr Alexander Maclaren writer, Edmourga

Mr James Mouitrie, Edinburgh - .

Mr Donald Maclean merchant, Edinbur gh

Mr Charles M<Kenzie writer, Edmburgh

Mr Matthew Montgomery writer, denburgl~

Mr MNab writer, Edinburgh ,

Mr Miller, Edinburgh -

Mr Millér, Charles- {h"eet, Edinburgh

'*’~~Mr John Murray, Brown’s fquare: - - ¢ : .-
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Mr James Mitchell; George s ftreet T
Mr David Mafterton writing-mafter, Edmburgh
Mr John Maule writer, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Miller :
r Thomas Moffat writer, Edmburgh
Mr May E -
Mr ]ames M¢Aulay chemilt, Edinburgly . -
Mr Dugal M<Dougal
Mifs Mafterton, Edmbnrgh
Mr Daniel Morris, Nicolion’s fireet, Edmburgh
- Mr Robert Moir, Chalmers’s clofe, Edinburgh

Mr Duncan Mitchel
Mr Chriftopher Middlemas, Dunbar ‘ .
Rev. Mr M«Queen, Prefton , -
Mifs Elizabeth M<Adam, Ayr o
. Rev. J. R. M¢Gregor, Edinburgh o C o
. Mr John M<Caul, Glafgow - -
Mr Angus MDonald, Glafgow
Mr Robert Mackay, Glafgow
Mr John Maxwell, Glafgow .
Mr James Murdoch jon. Glafgow | - )
Mr Jobn M‘Gowan, Glafgow, 2 copies '
Mr Hugh M¢Indoe, Glafgow .
Mr-Johrr M¢Kechnie, Greenock .
Mr A. M¢Lean of Shuna -
Mr Malcolm M*Murrick, Glafgow T
Mr Charles M<Haifty, Glafgow ' :
Mr Peter M¢Kinlay jun. Glafgow
Mr Alexander M«Caul, Glaigew
Mr Robert Morrice, Glalgow
Mr Robert Muir, Glafgow
Mr Robert Mundell, Glafgow
Mr Robert Miller, Dumglafs
Mr M:Farlane, Dunbarton
Mr George MKechnie, txrhng
Mr George Murdoch
Mifs Mailerton, Edinburgh
Mr John Monteath, Glafgow
Lieut. Donald M<Donald, z2d reglment, London
Mifs Malyn, Birchin-lane, London
Mr A. M<Kenzie, Darby-ftreet, London, 2 copies
Mr John M<Mafter, New York coffee-houfe, London, 2 copies

3
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Rev. Mr John MtMath, Tarbolton

Captain Linn Martin, New-York coffechoufe, Lonidon

Mr John M<Kenzie, London

Mr John Monro, No. 25. Prince’s fireet, London

Mr William M- George, No. z1. Lamb’s Conduit-flfeet,
- London

Mr Jain'es M¢Culloch, No. 16. Salifbury-ftreet, London, z
copies

Captain David M<Culloch, late 72d regiment

#r Allan Mafterton; Edinburgh

Mr John M¢Clure bookféller, Ldinburgh, 4 copies

Mr He&or M¢Lane, Royal Exchange, Edinburgh

" Mr James M¢Ilwain, Nicolfon’s fireet, Edinbargh

Mr J. M<Laurin, Edinburgh

Mr Francis Morrifon, Infirmary, Edinburgh

Mr J. Moffat teacher of languages; hdxnbvrgh

Mr George Murdoch, Paifley

Mr James Millar, Paifley

Mr Robert Millar, Linlithgo#

Mr William Martin, bookfeller, Edinbuirgh

Mr Robert Muir mafon, Paifley

Mr William MKillop writer, Edinburgh

Mr Ben. Moodie writer, Edinburgh

Mr Peter Mathie JeWeHer, Edmburgh

Mr Robert M<Killop, btxrhng

Iir Thomas M<Knight, lrvine

- Mr James Montgomery jun.

Rev. Mr M‘Qhae, St Quivox

Mr John Mafon writer, Edinburgh

Mr Patrick M<Knight, Ayr

Mr John M<Kellar, Calder

Rev. Mr M*Quean, Prefton

Mr Charles Mollifon watchmaker, ’Cdmburgﬁ

Mr John Moubray writer, Edinburgh

Mr James Mitchell, Leith

Mr James Montgomery, 2 copies

Mr Robert Maxwell

Mr Mundell, Wallace-hall, Clofebum

Mr Matthias v

Mifs Matthias

Mr. Rofs M ‘Kle, 2 copies
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Mr Lock merchant, 2 copies ,

Mr Robert Muir, Kilmarnock, 40 colnes
Mr Alexander Manners, Edinburgh

Mr James M¢Arthur

Mr Thomas M<Leay writer, Edinburgh
Mr James M<Nair, Glafgow

Mr Hamilton M<Clure fnrgeon, Edinburgh
Mr William Mitchell, Leith

Dr Alexander M<Dougal

Mr R. Montgomery furgeon, Beith, 6 copies
Mr John Murdoch, Ayr

Mr Gilbert M<Lure, Ayr

Mr Thomas M¢Lelland, Ayr

Mr James M¢Adam, Ayr

Mr William Muir, Tarbolton-mill

Mr James Morrifon, Ayr

. HMr David M<Farlape, Cordale

Mrs M<Gill of Kingincleugh

Rev. Mr Donald M<Nicol, Lefmore

Mr John M Kenzie, Ayr

Mr John M<Fadzean, Ayr

Mr John MKenzie furgeon, Mauchline, 2 copies
Captain Matthews, 12th regiment

Lieut. Hugh Mitchell, 2 copies

Mr R. Muirhead, Glafgow

Mr Jobn Mitchell

Mr Hugh Morton, Dervalmila

Mr John Moncrief

Mr Malcoim M¢Duffe, Edmburﬂ‘x

Mr Archibald Maxwell writer, deburg‘h
Mr Andrew M<Whinnie writer, Edinburgh
Mr William Murray jun. writer, Edinburgh
Mr Patrick Muarray writer, Edinburgh

Mr James Monro writer, Edmburgh

Mr Mein merchant, Edinburgh

Mr John M<Aulay town-clerk of Dunbarton
Mr Robert M¢intolh merchant, Dunbarton
Mr George MrFarlane vintner, Dunbarton
Mr Peter M¢Lauchline, Bannochray

Mr William Mitchell merchant, Glafgow
Mr James Miller merchant, Gmf”row
Andrew Moeris, M. D. Gla(fow
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Mr William M¢Ilwraith, Ayr 5
Mr David M Ghie land-waiter, Port Glafgow
Mr James Matthie, Glafgow
Mr Macmillan, Glafgow
Mr William Merrylees, Glafgow

N

1ord Napier

Sir James Nafmith, Bart.

Lady Nafmith

Hon. Baron Norton -

Mifs Nimmo, Alifon’s fquare, Edinburgh

" Captain Charles Napier ‘
Mr Alexander Nielfon writer, Leith
Captain Noel, 12th regiment
Mrs Nairne o
Mr Alexander Nifbet manufaturer, Edinburgh
Mr William Nicol, high fchool, Edinburgh
Mr Robert Nimmo writer, Edinburgh
Mr Francis Napier, Edinburgh
Mr Alexander Nairne, Edinburgh
Mr Alexander Nairne, Paifley, 6 copies
Mr Jofeph Norris depute-clerk of Jufticiary, 2 copies
Mr William Noble, Edinburgh
Mr Archibald Nifbet
Mr James Newbigging

- Mr Thomas Nicholfon merchant, London
Mr William Niven merchant, Maybole

0]
William Oliphant, Efq;
Laurence Oliphant, jun. of Galk, Efg;
Mrs Ofwald of Auchincrue
Mifs Orr, James’s fireer, Edinburgh
Mr Alex. Orme, one of the principal clerks of Seflion
Mr Oliver ’ )
Mr Henry Orr, Nicolfon’s fireet, Edinburgh
Mr William Orr jun, Paifley

P
Sir James Pringle, Bart.
Lady Pringle
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John Pringle, Efg; advocate
Boyd Porterfield of Porterfield, Efq;
William Paterfon, Efq; of Brachead
William Parker, Efq; Kilmarnock '
Richard Eilifton Philips, Efq;
Mifs Pringle, Haining
Mifs Anne Pringle
Major Thomas Pitcairn, Caftle-fireet, London
HMifs Phin, Edinburgh
Captain Picton, 12th regiment
Mr James Palmer bookieller, Kelfo
Mr A. Park, George’s fquare, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Ponton, Canal-fireet, Edinburgh
Mr James Porter, Edinburgh
Mr W. W, Page, Brifto-fireet, Edinburgh
Mr Robert Patrick, Edinburgh '
Mr John Playfair
. Mr George Provan
ir Adam Rearfon, Excife-office, Edinburgh, 3 copies
Mr James Paterfon, Glafgow
Mr William Pollock, Glafgow
- ¥r William Pinkerton, Glafgow
Mr Alexander Park, Glafgow
Mr Thomas Paterfon, Glafgow
Mr John Purdon, Glafgow
Captain James Parker, Port Glafgow
Mr Patrick Parker, Glafgow
Mr Charles Parker, Glafgow
Mr John Paterfon, Throgmorton-fireet, london
Mrs Patterfon, Long Ditron, Surry, London
Mr Thomas Pope, Throgmorton-fireet, London
Mr Thomas Pinkerton, Tower-hill, London
Mr Alexander Pattifon merchant, Paifley, 12 copics
Mr Robert Patrick, Paifley
Mr John Patifon jun. Paifley
Mz Robert Park, Paifley
Mr Robert Pollock of Walton
Mr George Pagan merchant, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Paton, Leith, 4 copies
Mr John Pattifon town-clerk of Leith
Mr Thomas Potts, Kelio
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Br Joha Pollock, Paifley

Mr William Pollock, Paifley

Mr Thomas Pollock, Paifley

Mr Andrew Picken, Glafgow

Mr J. Parfons mufician, Glafgow

Mr Richard Prentice folicitor at law; 2 copies
Mr Robert Patterfon writer, Bo-nefs

Mr Archibald Prentice, Covington, 20 copics

The Duke of Boxburgh

Lord Rawdon

Lady Ruthven

Sir George Ramfay, Bart. § copxes

Lady Ramfay

Mifs Margaret Rae, Efkgrove

William Ramfay of Baraton, Elg;

Adam Rolland, Efg; advocate

Mrs Rolland, New-ftreet _

‘Matthew Rofs, Efq; advocate

William Robertfon, Efq;-advocate
George Robertfon, Efg; advocate

Francis Ruflell, Efq; advocate

James Ramfay, Efq; General Accountant of the Excxfs

Hugh Rofs, Efg; of Kerfe, 2 copies

Colonel James Riddle, Launeﬁon

David Rofs, Efg; 2 copies

John Rankine, Efq; of Reoch

James Rorifon, Efq; 2 copies

James Rochead, Eiq; of Inverleith

Mr George Robertfon writer to ihe fignet

Mr John Ruffell jun. writer to the fignet

Rev, Principal Robertfon, Edinburgh

Dr Robertion, Edinburgh

Rev. Mr James Richmond, Irvine

Rev. Mr P. Roberifon, Eddleftone

Capt. M‘Naughton Ramfzy, Leith

Robertfon, Efg; of Ladykirk

Mr James Ramfay, New-fireet, Canongate

Mr Renton, Mordmgton-houfe

Mr Charles Ritchie merchant, Edmburgh

Mr George Robertfon, Edinburgh
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Lir Thomas Rattray

Mr Rutherford, 4 copies

birs Ramfzy

Mr Riddel of Ardnamurchan .

Mrs Riddel

Mifs Rofs, Edinburgh

Mifs Margaret Rofs

Mr James Renton, Berwick

Mr fohn Richmond writer, Edinburgh

Mr Thomas Renwick, Liverpool, 2 copies

Mr William Ronald merchant, Mauchline

Mr George Reid, Barquhary

Mr Robert Rofs, Miln’s fquare

Mr Robertfon, Exchange, Edinburgh

Mr Robert Refton

Mr John Robertfon

_ Mr David Ruffell, Glafgow :
Mr John Rook, New-York coffeehoufe, London

Mr Malcolm Rofs, Queen’s Church ftreet, London

Mr Jofeph Redhead, Edinburgh

Mr Ifaac Rittfon, Edinburgh

Mr William Rogerfon, Richmond-ftreet, Edinburgh

Mr James Rhind writer, Edinburgh

Mr James Rannie jun. Leith

Mr James William Richardfon, St Martin’s

Mr Thomas Ritchard, Linburn

Mr John Rae furgeon, Edinburgh

Mr James Richardfon, Irvine

Mr Ham. Robinfon writer, Irvine, 4 copies

IMr Robert Robertfon writer, Ayr

Mr David Ramfay printer, Edinburgh

Mr Ritchie, high fchool, Canongate, 6 copies

#r David Robert{on fhipmafter, Leith

Mr James Robfon, Paifley

Mr John Rankine, Adamhill

Mr George Rankine of Whitehill, 2 copies

Captain Robertfon, Dunbarton

Mr Patrick Reid, Ayr; 5 copies

Mr William Rofs, Ayr

-‘Mr William Reid, Ayr

Mr Robert Richardfon merchant, Edinburgh

Mr John Robertfon printer, Edinburgh
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Mr John Robertfon fen. writer, Edinburgh
Mr Andrew Robinfon
Mr John Rofs writer, Edinburgh

' ]
The Earl of Selkirk, 4 copies
Lady Semple
Mifs Semple, Semple-houfe, 2 copies
Hon. John Stewart
Sir John Scott of Ancrum, Bart. 2 copies
Profeflor Dugald Stewart of Catrine, 4 copies
. Robert Sinclair, E{q; advocate
John Swinton, Efq; advocate
David Smyth, Efq; of Methven, advgeate
Charles Stewart, Efq; Buckingham-gate, London
Hon. Mrs Stewart of Glafferton - ,
Adam Smith, Efq; LL. D. one of the Commiffioners of
Cuftoms, 4 copies
Mrs Stewart of Stewart-hall
John Shaw Stewart, Efq; of Greenock
Archibald Speirs, Efq; of Elderflie
Thomas Steuart, Efg; treafurer to the Bank of Scotland
Alexander Smollett, Efg; of Symington
Mungo Smith, Efg; of Drongan
Q. Scott, Efg; of Beechwood
A. Swinton of Kimmerghame, Efg;
Mrs Scott
William Simfon of Viewfield, Efq;
James Stirling, Efq;
James Stormonth, Efq;
David Sprout, Efq; London
Mark Sprott, Efq; Lamb’s Conduit fireet, London
Thomas Scott, Efg; Craiglockhart
Major Sands :
Major John Spens, gsth regiment, 2 copies
John Smith of Swinridgemujr, Efq; 4 copies
Donald Smith, Efg; banker, Edinburgh
Mr Scott,, Bank office, Edinburgh
The Scots College at Valladolid
The Scots College at Douay
The Scats College at Paris
- The Scots Benedittine Monaftery at Ratifbon
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The Scots Benedifline Monaftery at Maryburgh
Mr Smith, Fews ,
Mr Simfon, Gentleman Commoner, St John’s, Oxford
Mr Robert Syme writer to the fignet

Mr Matthew Sandilands writer to the fignet

Mifs Scott of Benholm, 2 copies

Lieut. Charles Stewart, of the Shark floop of war
Mifs Margaret Stewart, Edinburgh

Captain Smith, 19th regiment

Mr T. G. Smollett

Mr James Spottifwood

Mr David Spot{wood’ .

Dr Spens

Mifs Shirreff, Edinburgh

Mr William Simpfon .

- Mr Alexander Shirreff merchant, Leith

Mr James Short, College-fireet, Edinburgh

Mr George Shaw

Mr Robert Sprott

Mr James Stalker

Mr Charles Stewart, Richmond- ftreet, Edinburgh
Mr George Smith, Brifto fireet, Edinburgh

Mr J. Simpfen, Nicolfon’s fireet, Edinburgh

Mr John Smith, Crichton-ftreet, Edinburgh

Mr John Spence, Edinburgh

Mr James Stirling merchant, Paifley

Mr John Smith jun. Glafgow, 12 copies

Mr James Stewart

Mr Walter Stirling

Mr Samuel Shaw writer, Edinburgh

Mr William Smith, Newmills

Mr James Simpfon beokfelier, Edinburgh

Mr John Sommerville writer, Edinburgh, 4 copies
Mrs Sommerville

Mr David Scott, Ayr

Mr Symon Simpfon, Ayr

Mr Alexander Shinnan, Greenock

Lieut. Thomas Syms, marines, 4 copies

Mr James Smith, Mauchline, 2 copies

Mr Alexander Stewart, Fountain clofe, Edinburgh
Mr Francis Shairp merchant, Edinburgh

Mr Charles Shaw, Ayr, 3 copies
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ir Irvine Shaw, 3 copies
Mr John Sinclair, Paiiley
Mr John Smith, Paifley
Mr John Stewart, Paifley -
Mr John Struther, Edinburgh
- Mr James Spreul, Edinbiirgh -

Mr Alexander Strathern, Glafgow

Mr John Scott, Glafgow

Mr James Scouler, Glalgow

Mr John Sword, Glafgow:

Mr William Shortridge, Glafgow

Mr John Sym, Glafgow
"Mr Alexander Shirreff, Glafgow

Mr Thomas Stewart, Carron

Mifs Smith, Walker’s land

Mr Walter Smiton, z copies

Mr William Scott, Glafgow

Mr John Spini, Glafgow

Mr James Scott, Glalgow ,

Captain James Seton, 13th regiment

Dr Stenhoufe, St James’s {quare, London

Mr Charles Shaw, Strarid, London

Captain Jokn Saunders, Queen’s Rangers, London
Mr Robert Semple, Minories, London

Mr David Shaw, No. 33. Suffolk-fireet, London
Captain J. Shaw, of the late 76th regiment, Ayr
Mrs Shaw

Mr John Syt writer, Chapel-fireet, Edinburgh
Mr Charles Selkirk accountant in Ldinburgh
Mr Robert Scott jun. Glafgow

Mr Henry Stevenfon, Ayr

Mr John Speir, Paifley

Mr Matthew Smith, Paifley
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S C o0 T T IS H

)*E‘WAS in that place o’ Scotland’s ifle,
That bears the name of Auld King
Cozl, |
Upon a bonie day in June,
* 'When wearing thro’ the afternoon,
Twa Dogs, that were na thrang at hame,
Torgather d ance upon a time,
A
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The firlt T'll name, they ca’d him Ce/ary
Was keepit for his Honor’s pleafure;
His hair, his fize, his mouth, his lugs,
Shew’d he was nane o’ Scotland’s dogs,
B2

Bat whalpit fome place far abroad,
Whare failors gang to fifh for Cod.

His Jocked, letter’d, braw brafs collar
‘Shew’d him the gentleman and fchelar;
But though he was o’ high degree,
The fient a pride na pride had he,
But wad hae {pent’an hour careflin,
Ev’n wi’ a tinkler-gipfey’s meflin :
At kirk or market, mill or fmiddie,
Nae tawted tyke, tho’ €’er fae duddie,
But he wad ftan’t, as glad to fee him,
An’ftroan’t on flanes an’ hillocks wi’ him,

The tither was a ploughman’s collie,
‘A rhyming, ranting, raving billie,
. Wha for his friend and comrade had him,
And in his freaks had Luath ca’d him,
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After fome dog in Highland fang *,
‘Was madelang {yne, Lord knows how lan .

He was a gafh an’ faithfu’ tyke,

* As ever lap a theugh or dike.

His honeft, fonfie, baws’nt face,

Ay gat him friends in ilka place;
His breaft was white, his touzie back
Weel clad wi’ coat o glofly black; -

- His gaucie tail, wi’ upward carl,
Hung owre his I urdies wi’ a {fwirl,

Nae doubt but they were fain o ither,
An’ unco pack an’ thick thegither;
Wi’ {ocial nofe whyles fnuff’d an’ movaxt'
Whyles miceand moudieworts they howkit,
Whyles fcour'd awa in lang excurfion,
An’ worry’d ither in diverfion;
Till tir'd atlaft wi’ mony a farce,
They fat them down upon their a—,
An’ there began a lang digreffion
About the lords o the creation,

# Cuchullin’s dog in Offian’s Fingal,
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CESAR.

V've aften wonder’d, honeflt Luath,
What fort o’ life poor dogs like you have;
An’ when the gentry’s life I faw,

What way poor bodies liv’d ava.

Our Laird gets in his racked rents,
His coals, his kain, an’a’ his ftents:
He rifes when he likes himfel;
His flunkies anfwer at the bell;
He ca’s his coach; he ca’s his horfe;
He draws a bonie‘ﬁlken rirfe
As lung’s miy iy w0 oo, o the fteeks,
The yeilow letter’d Geordie keeks,

~ Feaemorn to €enit’s noughtbut toiling,
At baking, roafting, {rying, boiling;
An’ tho’ the gentry firft are ftechin,

Yet ev’n the ha’ folk fill their pechan
Wi’ fauce, ragouts, an’ fic like trafhtrie,
That’s little fhort o’ downright waftrie,
Our Whipper-in, wee, blaftit wonner,
Poor, worthlefs elf) it eats a dinner,
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Better than ony tenant man
His Honor has in a2’ the lan’:

An’ what poor cot-folk pit their painch in,
I own it’s paft my comprehenfion,

LUATH.

Trowth, Cefar, whyles their fafh’t e-
nough; _

- A cotter howkin in a theugh,

- Wi dirty ftanes biggin a dyke,

Baring a quarry, .an’ fic like,

Himfel, a wife, he‘t‘hu's fuftains,

A fmytrie o’ wee duddie weans,

An’ nought but his han’ darg, to keep

Them right an’ tight in thack an’ rape.
An’ when they meet wi’ fair difafters,

Like lofs o’ health or want o’ mafters;-

' Ye maift wad think, a wee touch langer,

An’ they maun ftarve o’ cauld and hunger:

But how it comes, I never kend yet,

They’re maiftly wonderfu’ contented ;
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~ An’ buirdly chiels, an’ clever hlzzxes,?
Are bred in fic a way as this is.

CESAR.

But then, to fee how ye're negleckit,
How huff’d, an’ cuff’d, an’ difrefpeckit!
L—d, xnan; our gentry care as little
For delvers, ditchers, an’ fic cattle;

They gang as faucy by poor folk
As I wad by a ftinking brock

I’ve notic’d, on our Laird’s court-day,
An’ mony a time my heart’s been wae,
Poor tenant bodies, {cant o’ cafh,

How they maun thole a fator’s fnafh;
He'll ftamp an’ threaten, curfe an’ {fwear,
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear;
While they maun ftan’, wi’ afpe& humble,
‘An’ hear it 2’, an’ fear an’ tremble !

I fee how folk live that hae riches;
But furely poor folk maun be wretches !
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. LUATH
They’re no fae wretched’s ane wad think; -
Tho’ conftantly on poortith’s brink,
They're fae accuftom’d wi’ the fight,
The view 0’t gies them little fright,

" Then chance and fortune are fae guided,
~ They’r ay in lefs or mair provided;

An’ tho’ farigu’d wi’ clofe employment,
A blink o’ reft’s a fweet enjoyment,

The deareft comfort o’ their lives, \
Their grufhie weans an’ faithfu” wives;
The prattling things are juft their pride, .
That {weetens a’ their fire-fide,

An’ whyles twalpennie worth o’ nappy
Can mak the bodies unco happy ;
They lay afide their private cares,
To mind the Kirk and State affairs;
They’ll talk o’ patronage an’ priefls,
Wi kindling fury ¥’ their breafts,
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Or tell what new taxation’s comin;
An’ ferlie at the folk in Lor’on.

As bleak-fac’d Hallowmas returns,
They get the jovial ranting Kirns,
When rural Life, of ev’ry flation,

Unite in common recreation ;
‘Love blinks, Wit flaps, an’ focial Mirth
Forgets there’s Care upo’ the earth,

- That merry day the year begins,

They bar the door on froity wins;
The nappy recks wi’ mantling ream,

An’ fheds a heart-infpiring fteam;

The luntin pipe, an’ fneefhin mill,

Are handed round wi’ right guid will;
The cantie auld folks crackin croufe,
The young anes ranting thro’ the houfe—
My heart has been fae fain to fee them,
That I for joy hae barkit wi’ them,

Still it’s owre true that ye hae faid,
Sic game is now owre aften play’d;
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There’s miorie a creditable ftock
O’ decent, honeft, fawfont folk,

- Are riven out baith root an’ branch,
Somie rafcal’s pridefu’ greed to queﬁchs»
Wha thinks to kait himfel the fafter
In favor wi’ fome gentle Malfter,

Wha ablins thrang a parliamentin,
For Britain’s guid his faul indentin—

CESAR,

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it;
For Britain's guid! guid faith ! T doubt it.
Say, rather, gaun as Premiers lead him,
An’ faying aye or uo ’s they bid him :
At Operas an’ Plays parading, '
Mortgaging, gambling, mafquerading:
Or maybe, in a frolic daft,
To Hagué or Calais taks a waft,
To mak a tour ar’’ tak a whirl,
To learn bon ton an’ {ee the worl’.

“‘There, at Vierina or Verfailles,
He rives his father’s anld entails;
B
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Or by Madr:d he taks the rout,

To thrum guittars an’ fecht wi’ nowt;
Or down Italian Vifta ftartles,
Wh-re-hunting amang groves o’ myrtles:
Then boufes drumlie German water,

To mak himfel look fair and fatter,

An’ clear the confequential forrows,
Love-gifts of Carnival Signioras.

For Britain's guid ! for her deftruction !
Wi diflipation, feud an’ faCtion !

LUATH.

Hech man! dearfirs! is that the gate
'They wafte fae mony a braw eftate !
Are we fae foughten and harafs’d
Yor gear to gang that gate at laft!

O would they ftay aback frae courts,
An’ pleafe themfels wi” countra fports,
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, "

The Laird, the Tenant, an’ the Cotter!
TYor thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies,

Fient haet o’ them'’s ill-hearted fellows s



( 19)
- Except for breakin o’ their timmer,
Or {peakin lightly o’ their Limmer,

Or fhootin o’ a hare or moorcock,
- The ne’er-a-bit they’re ill to poor folk:

But will ye tell me, mafter Cefar,
Sure great folk’s life’s a life o’ pleafure ?
~ Nae cauld nor hunger €’er can fteer them,
'The vera thought o't need na fear them.

C ES AR,

L--d,man, were ye butwhyles whareIam,
The gentles ye wad né’er envy "em.

A_It’s true, they need na ftarve or {weat,
Thro’ Winter’s cauld, or Simmer’s heat;
They’vé nae {air wark to érgze their banes,
- An’ fill auld age wi’ grips an’ granes;
But human bodies are fic fools,

For a’ their colleges and fchools,
That when nae real ills perplex them,
They mak enow themfels to vex them;
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An’ ay the lefs they hae to fturt them,
In like proportion, lefs will hurt them.,

A country fellow at the pleugh,
His acre’s tili’d, he's right eneugh 3
A country girl at her wheel,
Her dizzen’s done, fhe’s unco weel :
But Gentlemen, an’ Ladies warft,
W1’ ev'n down want o wark are curft,
They loiter, lounging, lank, an’ lazy;
Tho’ deil haet ails them, yet uneafy;
Their days infipid, dull, an’ taftelefs,
Their nights unquict, lang, and refllefs.

An’ ev’n their fports, their balls, an’ races,
Their galloping thro’ public places,
There’s fic parade, fic pomp, an’ ar,

The joy can {carcely reach the heart,

The Men caft out in party-matches,
Then fowther 2’ in deep debauches.
Aenight, they’re mad wi’ drink an’ wh-ring,
Nicft day their life is paft enduring,
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The Ladies arm-in-arm in clufters,
As great an’ gracious a’ as fifters;
But hear their abfent thoughts o’ ither,
They’re a’ run deils an’ jads thegither.
 ‘Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an’ platie,

"They fip the fcandal potion pretty;

" Or lec-lang nights, wi’ crabbit leuks,
Pore owre the devil’s pi¢tur’d beuks;
Stake on a chance a farmer’s ftackyard,
- An’ cheat like ony unhang’d blackguard.

There’s fome exceptions, man an’ woman;
But this is Gentry’s life in common,

~ By this, the fun was out o fight,

An’ darker gloamin brought the night:
The bum-clock humm’d wi’ lazy drone,
The kye ftood rowtin i’ the loan; '
When up they gat an’ {hook their lugs,.
Rejoic’d they were na men, but dogs;
An’ each took aff his feveral way,
Reéfolv’d to meet fome 1ther day.
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SCOTCH DRINK,

Gie bun flrong drink until be wink,
That's finking mn defpair ; |
A’ lLiguor guid to fire bis bluid,
That's preff wi grief an’ care
There let bim boufe an’ deep caroufz,
Wi bumpers flowing oer,
Tl ke forgets bis loves or debts,

Aw’ minds bis griefs no more.
SorLomoN’s PROVERBs, xxxi. 6. 7.

ET other Poets raife a fracas
’Bout vines, an’ wines, an’ druken

DBacchus,
An’ crabbit names an’ ftories wrack us,
An’ grate our lug,
I fing the juice Scotch bear can mak us,
In glafs or jug.
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O thou, my Mufe! guid auld Scotch
Drink ! |
Whether thro’ wimplin worms thou jink,
Or, richly brown, ream owre the brink,
| In glorious faem,
Infpire me, till I lifp an’ wink,
| To fing thy name!

/ ~ Let hufky Wheat the haughs adorn,
An’ Aits fet up their awnie horn,
An’ Peafe an’ Beans, at een or morn,
Perfume the plain,
Leeze me on thee, Fobn Barleycorn,
Thou king o’ grain !

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood,
In fouple fcones, the wale o’ food !
Or tumbling in the boiling flood
Wi’ kail an’ beef;
Butwhen thou poursthy ftrong heart’s blood,
B | There thou fhines chief,

‘Food fills the wame, an’ keeps us livin;
Tho’ life’s a gift no worth receivin,
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When heavy-dragg’d wi’ pine-and grievin ;
But oil'd by thee,

The whﬂels o’ life gaec down-hill, fcrievin,
Wi rattlin glee,

Thou clears the head o’ doited Lear;
Thou chears the heart o’ drooping Care;
Thou {trings the nerves o’ Labor fair,

' At’s weary toil
Thou ev'n brightens dark Defpair,
W1’ gloomy {miles:

Aft, clad in mafly, filler weed,

Wi’ Gentles thou erects thy head;

Yet humbly kind, in time o’ need,
The poor man’s wine;

H1s wee drap parritch, or his bread,
Thou kitchens ﬁne,,c;

" Thou art the life o’ public haunts;
But thee, what were our fairs and rants ?
Ev’n godly meetings o’ the faunts,

By ‘thee infpir’d,
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- 'When gapingthéy befiege the zents,
Are doubly fir'd.

That merry night we“ge\t the corn in,
O fweetly, then, thou reams the horninl.
Or reekin on a. New-year mornin ‘
In cog or bicker,
" An’ juft a wee drap {p’ritual burn in,
An’ gufty fucker !

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath,
An’ Ploughmen gather wi’ their graith,
O rare! to fee thee fizz an’ freath
‘ I’ th’ lugget caup!

] Then Burnewin comes on like Death
At evry chap.

Nae mercy, then, forairn or fteel;
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel -
Brings hard owrehip, wi’ fturdy wheel,
. | The ftrong forehammer,
Till block an’ ftuddie ring an?® reel
‘ WY dinfome clamour,

G
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When fkirlin weanies fee the light;
Thou maks the goflips clatter bright,
How fumbling Cuifs their Dearies flight,

‘ - Wae worth the name!
Nae Howdie gets a focial night,
Or plack frae them. =

When neebors anger at a plea, =
- An’ juft'as wud as wud can be,
How eafy can the barley-brie
..~ Cement the quarrel !
It s aye the chcapeﬁ Lawyer’s fee ,
’ -To tafte the barrel. . :

Alake! that e’er my. Mufe has reafon,
To wyte her countrymen wi’ treafon !
But monie daily weet their weafon

Wi’ liquors nice, -
An’ hardly, in a winter-feafon,
~ FEer fpier her price,

Wae worth' that brandy, burning trafh?
Fell fource o’ monie a pain an’ brafh!
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‘Twins monie a ﬁoor doylt, druken hafh"*
' - O half his days H

An’ fends, befide; auld Scotland’s cafh
‘ To her warft faes '

Ye Scots, wha wifh auld Scotland well,
- Ye chief, to you my tale I tell,
Poor, placklefs devils like myfell,
‘ It fets you ill,
Wi bltter, dearthfu’ wines to mell,
Or fqrexgn gill.

May ravels round hxs blather Wrenchg :
An’ gouts torment him, inch by inch,
- Wha twifts his gruntle wi’ a glunch

: O’ four difdain,
.Out owre a glafs o Whisky punch
' Wx honeft men !

O Whisky ! foul o plays an’ pranks!
Accept a Bardie’s gratefu’ thanks !
When wanting thee, what tunelefs cranks
' Are my poor Verfes !
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*I'hou comes——they rattle i’ their ranks -
At ither’s a

Thee Ferintofh! O fadly loft !
Scotland lament frae coaft to coaft!
Now colic-grips, an’ barkin hoaft,

May kill us 2’3
For loyal Forbes’ charter’d boaft
Is ta’en awa !

‘Thae curft horfe-leeches o’ th’ Excife,
“Wha mak the whisky flells their prize !
Haud up thy han’ Deil ! ance, twice, thrice !

There, feize the bhnkers !
An’ bake them up in brunftane pies
For poor d—n’d drinkers,

Fortune, if thou’ll but gie me fhll
Hale brecks, a fcone, 4n’ whisky gill,
An rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will,

Tak’ 2’ the reft,
An’ deal’t about as thy blind fkill
Dire&s thee beft,
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THE AUTHOR?

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER¥,

To the Right Honourable and Honourable,
the Scotch Reprefentatives m the Haufe
of Commons.

Deareft of Dg]iillation! laft and bef} !
How art thou loft !

Paropy on MiLTon.

E Irifh Lords, ye Knights an’ Squxres,
Wha reprefent our brughs an’ fhires,
An’ doucely manage our affairs
| ‘ In Parliament,
To you 2 ﬁmple Bardie’s pray’rs
: : Are humbly fent,

* This was wrote before the A& anent the Seotch
Diftilleries, of feflion 1786 ; for which Scotland and

the Author return theit moft grateful thanks,
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Alas! my roupet Mufe is hearfe !
Your Honors hearts wi’ grief "twad pierce,
To fee her fittin on her a—
Low i’ the duft,

An’ feriechen out profalc verfe,
An’ like to bruft !

Tell them whae hae the chief dire@ion,

~ Scotland an’ me’s in great affliGtion,

E’er fin’ they laid that curft reftriction

C el ~ On dquavitae;

An roufe them up to firong conviction,
An’ move their pity.

Stand forth, an’tell yon Premier Youth
The honeft, open, naked truth:
Tell him o’ mine an’ Scotland’s drouth,
 His fervants humble;
The muckle devil blaw ye fouth,
If ye diffemble!.

Does ony great man glunch an’ gloom ?
Speak out an’ never fath your thumb !



( 3L

Let pofts an’ penfions fink or foom e

Wi’ themn wha grant’em
If honeﬁly they canna come,

R Far better want ‘em,

In gath’rin votes you were na flack; .
* Now ftand as tightly by 'your tack :
Ne'er claw your hig,, an’ fidge your back; .
-An’ hum an’ haw,
But raife your arm, an’ tell your crack
" Before them al, !
PaintScotland greetxn owre her thnféle 3
Her mutchkm-ﬁoup as toom’s a whifsle;
An’ d-mn’d:Excifemen in a- ‘bufsle,
o - Seizin a Stell,
Tmumphant crufhin’t like 2 muilel
‘ - Or lampit thell. =~

Then on the tither hand prefent her, -
A blackguard Smuggler, right behint her,
An’ cheek-for-chow, a chuffie Vintner,

Shnle L Colleag111ng Join,
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Picking her pouch as bare as Winter,
: Of a’ kind coin,
Is there, that bears the name o’ Scoz,
But feels his heart’s bluid rifing hot,
To fee his poor auld Mither’s pot,
Thus dung in ftaves,

An’ plunderd o’ her hindmoft groat -
By gallows knaves ?

Alas! P'm but a namelefs wigﬁt,

Trode i’ the mire out o’ fight!
But could I like Montgomeries fight,
Or gab like Bofwell,

There s fome fark-necks I wad draw tight,
An’ tie fome hofe well,

God blefs your Honors, can ye fee’t,
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet,
An’ no get warmly to your feet,

An’ gar them hear it,
An’ tell them, wi’ a patriot-heat,
Ye winna bear it }
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Some o’ you nicely ken the laws, ‘
To round the period an’ paufe,
An’ with rhetoric claufe on claufe
' To mak harangues;

Then echo thro’ Saint Stephen’s wa’s
Auld Scotland’s wrangs,

Dempfer, a true-blue Scot I'fe warran'
Thee, aith-detefting, chafte Kilkerran,
An’ that glib-gabbet Highland Baron,
. i The Laird o’ Graham
An’ ane, a chap that’s d-mn’d auldfarran,
‘  Dundas his name,

* Erskine, a fpunkie Norland billie;
True Campbells, Frederick an’ Ilay;
An’ Liviflone, the bauld Sir Willie;
- An’ monie ithers,
\Vhom auld Demofthenes or Tully
Might own for brithers,

Aroufe; my boys! exert yourb mettle,
To get auld Scotland back her kettle *
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Or faith ! I'll wad my new pleugh=pettle,
Ye'll fee’t or lang,

She’ll teach you, wi’ a reekin whittle,
Anither fang.

This while {he’s been jn crankous mood,
Her Ioff Militia fir'd her bluid ;
(Deil na they never mair do guid,
Play’d her that plifkie!)
An’ now fhe’s like to rin red-wud

About her Whifky.

An’ L—d, if ance they pit her till’t,
Her tartan petticoat the’ll kile,
An’ durk an’ piftol at her belt, ,
She’ll tak the ftreets,
An’ rin her whittle to the hilg,
I’ th’ firflt the meets

For G-d fake, Sirs! then fpeak her fair,
An’ {traik her cannie wi’ the hair,
An’ to the muckle houﬁ: repair,
V1 inftang fpeed
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An’ frive, wi’a’ your Wit an’ Lear,
To get remead.

-

Yon ill-tongw’d tinkler, Charlie Fox,
May taunt you wi’ his jeers an’ mocks
But gie him’t het, my hearty cocks !

| E’en cowe the cadie !
Ar’ fend him to his dicing box
| An’ fportin lady.

~ Tell yon guid bluid o’ auld Boconnock s,
I'll be his debt twa mathlam bonnocks,
An’ drink his health in anld Nanfe Tinnock's *
. Nine times a-week,
If he fome {cheme, like tea an’ Winnock’s,
Wad kindly feck,

Could he fome commutation broach,
I'll pledge my aith in gude braid Scotch,
-He need na fear their foul reproach

Nor erudition,

* A warthy old Holtefs of the Author’s in Mauchline,
where he fometimes ftudies Politicsover a glafs of gude
auld Scotch Drink,
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Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch,
The Coalition.

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue;
She’s juft a devil wi’ a rung;
Ar’ if fhe promife auld or young
To tak their part,
Tho’ by the neck fhe fhould be ftrung,
" She’ll no defert.

An’ now, ye chofen Five-and-Forty,
May {till your Mither’s heart fupport ye;
Then, tho’ a Minifter grow dorty,

Arn’ kick your place,
Ye'll fnap your fingers, poor an’ hearty,
Before his face.

God blefs your Honors, a’ your days,
W1 fowps o’ kail an’ brats o’ claife,
In fpite o’ @’ the thievifh kaes
That haunt St Famue's !
Your humble Bardie {ings an’ prays
While Rab his name is,
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POSTSCRIPT,

Let half-ftarv’d flaves in warmer fkies,
See future wines, rich-cluft’ring, rife; ‘
Their lot auld Scotland ne’er envies,

_ But blyth and frifky,
She eyes her frecborn, martial boys

© Tak aff their Whifky.
What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms, -
- While Fragrance blooms and Beauty charms !
'When wretches range, in famifh’d {warms,
~The {cented groves,
Or hounded forth, difhonor arms
In hungry droves.

Their gun’s a burden on their fhouther;
They downa bide the ftink o’ powther;
Thelr bauldeft thought’s a hank’ring {wither

" To ftan’ or rin,
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Till {kelp—a fhot—they’re aff] a throw..

ther,
To f{ave their {kin.

" But bring a Scotchman frae his hill,
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill,
Say, fuch is royal George’s will,

An’ there’s the foe,

He has nae thought but how to kill
’ Twa at a blow.

Nae cauld faint-hearted doubtmgs teafe
him; |
Death comes, wi’ fearlefs eye he fees him
Wi blmdy han’ a welcome gies him;
An’ when he fa’s,

His lateft draught o’ breathin lea’es him
In faint huzzas.

Sages their folemn cen may fteck,
An’ raife a philofophic reek,

An’ phyfically caunfes feek,
In clime an’ feafon,
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* But tell me Whifky’s name in Greek,
I'll tell the reafon.

Scotland, my auld, refpected Mither !
Tho’ whyles ye moiftify your leather,
Till whare ye fit, on craps o’ heather,

' Ye tine your dam;
Freedom and Whifky gang thegither,
. > Tak aff your dram !
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T HE

HOLY F AIRH

A robe of feeming truth and truft
Hid crafty obfervation ;

And fecret bung, with poifer’d crufl,
The dirk of Defamation :

A mafk that Lke the gorget fhow'd,
Dye-varying, on the pigeon;

And for a mantle large and broad,

- He wrapt bim in Religion,
" HyroCRisY A~LA-MODE,

Io

PON a fimmer Sunday morn,

When Nature’s face is fair,

1 walked forth to view the corn,
 An’ fouff the caller air.

v

* Holy Fair is a common phrafe in the Weft of Scot~
1and for a facramental occafion,
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The rifing fun, owre Galffon rfiuifs?: '
W1’ glorious light was glintin;
The hares were hirplin down the furs;’

The lav’rocks they were chantin
‘ Fu’ fweet that day:

. IL.

As lightfomely I glowr’d abroad;

“To fee a {cene fae gay,

Three Hizzies, edrly at the road,
Cam fkelpin up the way.

Twa had manteeles o’ dolefu’ black,
But ane wi’ lyart lining

‘The third, that gaed a wee a-back

\:Vas in the fafhion fhining
Fu’ gdy that day,

IHL;

The twa appear’d like fifters twik;
* In feature, form; an’ claes; ;
Their vifage wither'd, lang an’ &:hma

An four as ony flaes :
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The third cam up, hap-ftep-an’- }owp,
As light as ony 1amb1e,
Ar’ wi’ a curchie low did ftoop,

As {oon as €’er fhe faw me,
Fu’ kind that day

Iv.

Wi’ bonnet aff, quoth I, ¢ Sweet lafs,
~ ¢ I think ye feem to ken me;
* I'm fure I've feen that bonie face,
¢ But yet I canna name ye.
Quo’ fhe; an’ laughin as fhe fpak,
An’ taks me by the hauns,
* Ye, for my fake, hae gi’en the feck
¢ Of 2’ the ten commauns
| ‘ ¢ A fcreed fome day.,

V.

¢ My name is Fun--your cronie dear,
¢ The neareft friend ye hae;

® An’ this is Superflition here,
* An’ thats Hypocrifi.
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¢ Pm gaun to ¥EERERRE LD L
¢ To fpend an hour in daflin:
¢ Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl’d pair,
¢ We will get famous laughin
¢ At them this day.

VI.

Quoth I, ¢ With 2’ my heart, I'll do’c;
. ¢ I'll get my Sunday’s fark on,
¢ An’ meet you on the holy fpot;
¢ Faith, we'fe hae fine remarkin !’
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time,
An’ foon I made me ready ;
_ For roads were clad, frae fide to fide,
" Wi monie a wearie body,
" In droves that day.

VIL

Here, farmers gafh, in ridin graith,
Gaed hoddin by their cotters;

There, fwankies young, in braw braid-claith,
Are fpringin owre the gutters,
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‘The lafles, {kelpin barefit, thrang,
In filks an’ fcarlets glitter;
W1 fweet-milk cheefe, in monie a whang,
An’ farls, hak’d wi’ butter,
Fu’ crump that day,

‘ VIII.
AVhen by the plate we fet our nofe,

Weel heaped up wi’ ha’pence,
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws,
An’ we maun draw our tippence.
Then in we go to fee the {how,
On ev’ry fide they’re gath’rin;
Some garryin dails, fome chairs an’ ftools,.
An fome are bufy bleth’rin

Right loud that day,

IX.

Here ftands a fhed to fend the thow’rs,
Ar’ {creen our countra Geutry,

_There, racer Jefi, an’ twa-three wh-—res,
Are blinkin at the entry,
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Here fits a raw o’ tittling jads,
Wi’ heaving breaft an’ bare neck;
An’ there, a batch o’ wabfter lads,
Blackguarding frae K¥*###skk L
For jfun this day.

X.

Here, fome are thinkin on their fins,

An’ fome upo’ their claes;
Ane curfes feet that fyl’d his fhins,
Anither ﬁghs an’ prays :
On this hand fits a Chofen fw ratch,
WY fc;"eW d-up, grace-proud faces;
On that, a fet o’ Chaps, at watch,
~ Thrang winkin on the lafles
‘ TQ chairs that day,

! l XIo

O happy is that man, an’ bleft!
Nae wonder that it pride him !

Wha’s ain dear lafs, that he likes beft,
Comes_cliqkin. down befide him !
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Wi arm repos’d on the chair-back,

~ He fweetly does compofe him;

* Which, by degrees, {lips round her neck,
~ An’s loof upon her bofom

Unkend that day,

XII.

Now a’ the congregation o’er
Is filent expectation ;
For #*###% (peels the holy door,
Wi’ tidings o’ d-mn-t--n.
Should Hornie, as in ancient days,
*Mang fons o’ G— prefent him,
The vera fight o’ ¥¥¥¥¥¥g face,
" 'To’s ain het hame had fent him
“ W1’ fright that day.

X1II,

Hear how he clears the points o’ Faith
Wi’ rattlin an’ thumpin !

Now mecekly calm, now wild in wrath,
He’s ftampin, an’ he’s jumpin !
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His lengthen’d chin, his turn’d-up fhout,
His eldritch fqueel and geftures,
O how they fire the heart devout,
Like cantharidian plafters,
On fic a day!

-

XIV.

But hark! the fent has chang’d its voice;
"There’s peace an’ reft nae langer;
For a’ the réal judge;& rife,
They canna fit for anger,
#¥xk* opens out his cauld haranguesx ‘
On pra&ice and on morals;
An’ aff the godly pour in thrangs,
- To gie the jars an’ barrels =~
| * Alift that day,

| XV,
\Vhat"ﬁgﬁi‘ﬁés his barren thine,
Of moral pow’rs an’ reafon ?

His Englifh ftyle, an’ gefture fine,
Are a’-clean out o’ feafon,
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Like Socrates or Antonine, .
Or fome auld Pagan Heathen,
The moral man he does define,
But nc’er a word o’ faith in
That’s right that day.

XVI,.

In guid time comes an antidote
‘Againft fic poifon’d noftrum;

For #**¥***" frae the water-fit,
Afcends the holy roftrum:

See, up he’s got the word o’ G—,
An’ meek an’ mim has viewd it,

While Common-Senfe has ta’en the road,

An’ aff, an’ up the Cowgate *
Faft, faft that day.

XVIL

Wee ¥¥¥¥k¥ pieft, the Guard relieves,
An’ Orthodoxy raibles,

Tho’ in his heart he weel believes,
An’ thinks it auld wive‘g”fablgs :

% A fireet fo call’d, which faces the fer:f in e

Y
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But faith ! the birkie wants a Manfe,
So, cannilie he hums them
Altho’ his carnal wit an’ fenfe
Like haﬁims—-wxfe o’ercomes him
At times that day.

XVIIIL.

Now, butt an’ ben, the Change—houfe ﬁlls,‘
Wi’ yill-caip Commentators:

Here’s crying out for bakes an’ g1lls,-’ N
‘An’ there the’fpint‘-ﬁowp clatters:

While thick an’ thraﬁg, an’ loud an’ lang,
Wi’ Logic, an’ wi’ Scrlpture,

- They raifeca-din, that in the end,

Is hke to breed a rupture
‘ -+ O wrath that day,

XIX.

Leeze me on Drink! it gi'es us mair
 Than either School or Colledge :

Tt kindles: Wit, it waukens Lair,
It pangs us fou o’ Knowledge,

¥
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Be’t whitky gill or penny wheep, * -
Or ony fitronger potion,
It never fails, on drinkin deep, .
To kittle wp our notion, E
By night or day,

The lads an’ lafles, blythely bent .
To mind baith faul an’ body,
Sit round the table, weel co'ntent,»
An’ fteer about the toddy. .
On this ane’s drefs, an’ that ane’s leuk,
They're makin obfervations; - ¢
While fome are cozie i’ the neuk,
An’ fo'xjmi_n aflignations :
' To meet {fome day,

XXI,

.But now the L—’s ain trumpet touts,
Till 2° the hills are rairi.n,i

An’ echos back return the fhouts; |
Blagk #¥¥%#% i na fparin:
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His' piercing words, like nghlan f‘woxt*ds9

Divide the joints an’ marrow;
His talk o’ H-1l, whare devils dwell,
Our vera ¢ Sauls does harrow. **
WY’ fright that day !

XXIL

A vaft, unbottom’d, boundlefs Pit,
Fill'd fou o’ lowin brunftane,
Wha's raging flame, an’ fcorching heat’5
Wad melt the hardeft whun-ftane !
The half afleep ftart up wi’ fear,
An’ think they hear it roaring;
When prefently it does appear;
*Twas but fome neebor {noring
Alleep that day:

XXIIL
Twad be owre lang a tale to tell;
How monie ftories paﬁ:

An’ how they crouded to the YIHg .
 When they were 2’ difmift :

* Shakefpearc’s Hamlet.
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How drink gaed round, in cogs an’ caups;;
Amang the furms and benches ;

An’ cheefe an’ bread, frae women’s laps,
Was dealt about in lunches,

An’ dawds that day.

XXI1V.-

In comes a gaucie, gath Guidwife,
" An’ fits down by the fire,
Syne draws her kebbuck an’ her knife,
The lafles they are fhyer.
The auld Guidmen, about the grace,
Frae fide to fide they bother,
Till fome ane by his bonnet lays,
An’ gi'es them’t, like a tether,
‘ Fu’ lang that day.

XXV,

‘Waefucks ! for him that gete nae lafs,
Or laffes that hae nacthing !

Sma’ need has he to fay a grace,
Or melvie his braw claithing !
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How bonie lads.ye wantedy - . w20 1
An’ dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, .-l
Let lafles be affronted i - . .°:

\ .. On fic a day!

XXVI,

Now Clnkumbell, wi’ rattlin tow,

. Begins to jow an’ croon;
Some fwagger hame, the beft they dow,

Some wait the afternoon.

At flaps the billies halt a blink,
Till lafles ftrip their thoon :
Wi’ faith an’ hope, an’ love an’ drink,
They’re 2’ in famous tune _

' . For crack that day.

XXVIL

How monie hearts this day converts
O’ Sinners and o’ Lafles !

Their hearts o’ ftane gin night are gane,
As faft as ony flefh is,
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There’s fome are fou o’ love divine;

There’s fome are fou o’ brandy; -
An’ monie jobs that day begin, .
May end in Houghmagandie .

. .- Some ither day.



DOCTOR HORNBOOK.
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 TRUE STORT

OME books ‘are lles frae end to end
And fome great lies were never
pennd e
Ev'n Mlmﬁers _they hae been kenn d
In holy rapture,
Great lies and nonfenfe baith to vend,
And nail’t wi’ Scnpture,-
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But this that I am gaun to tell,
Which lately on a night befel,
Is juft gsitrue ’s"the Deil ’s in h-11, -
Or Dublin city :
That ¢ er he nearer comes ourfel
S a muckle pity.

The Clachan yill had made me canty,
I was na fou, but juft had plenty;
I ftacher’d whyles, but yet took tent ay
To free the ditches;
An’ h1llocks, ftanes, an’ bufhes kenn'd ay
' " Frae ghaifts dn’ witches,

The rifing Moon began to glowr

The diftant Cumnock hills out-owre;

To.count her horns, wid my pow 1

wnurcocor v I et myfel

But whether fhe had three or four,
sl Teowd matell, -

I was, COxﬁc round .,about the Hill,
And todlin down on Willie's mill,
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Setting my ftaff wi’ 2’ my fall,
' “To keep me ficker;
- Tho"leeward whyles, againft, my will,- -
' ~ I:took a bicker.

I there wi’ Something does forgather,

; That pat me in an eerie fwither;

An awfu’ {cythe, out-owre ac thouther,
ST .Clear-dangling, hang;

A three-tae d leifter on the ither
Lay, large an’ lang. -

Its ffature feem’d lang Scotch ells twa,

The queereft thape that €’er I faw,

For fient'a wame it had év‘a,

i _ And then its fhanks,

H hey Werc as thm as fharp an’ fma’, ,
' As cheeks o > branks,

‘ Guid-een,’ quo’ Iy “ Friend ! hac ye been
¢ mawin, o
*When ither folk are bafy fawin ¥’

¥ TI is rencounter happened in feed-time 173'ga

G
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It feem'd to mak a kind o’ ftan’,
But naething fpak;

At length fays I, ¢ Friend, whare ye gaun,
¢ Will ye go back ?’

It fpak right howe—*¢ My name is Death, -
¢ But be na’ fley’d.’—Quoth I, ¢ Guid faith,
¢ Ye're maybe come to ftap my breath;
' ¢ But tent me, bllhc ;
. I red ye weel, tak care o’ fkaith,
* See, there’s a gully !’

¢ Gudeman,’ quo’ he, ¢ put up your whittle,
* ’'m no defign’d to try its mettle;
¢ But if I did, I wad be kittle
¢ To be miflear’d,
* 1 wad na’ mind it, no that fpittle
¢ Out-owre my beard.

¢ Weel, weel ' fays I, ¢ a bargain be’t;
¢ Come, gies yourhand, an’ fae we're gree't;
¢ We'll eafe our fhanks an’ tak a fear,

* Come, gies yournews!
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¢ "T'his while * ye hae been mony a gate,
¢ At mony a houfe.

¢ Ay, ay !’ quo’ he, an’ thook his head,
¢ It’s ¢’en a lang, lang time indeed
¢ Sm I began to nick the thread,
“ An’ choke the breath ¢
¢ Folk maun do fomething for their bread,
4 ¢ An’ fae maun Death.

¢ Sax thoufand years are near hand fled

* Sin’ I was to the butching bred,

¢ And mony a fcheme in vain’s been laid,
¢ To ftap or fcar me;

£ Till ane Hornbook’s T ta’en up the trade,
‘And faith, he’ll waur me,

* Yeken Fock Hornbook i"the Clachan,
¢ Deil mak his king’s-hood in a {fpleuchan !

* An epidemical fever was then raging in that
country. - '

+ This gentlemarn, Dr Horabook, is, profeflionally,
a brother of the fovereign Order of the Ferula; but,
by intuition and infpiration, is at once an Apothecary,
Sorgeon, and Phyfician, |
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‘ He's grown fae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan ™
¢ And ither chaps,

¢ The weans haud out their fingers laughin,
¢ And pouk my hips.

¢ Sce, here’s a {cythe, and there’s a dart,
¢ They hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart;
¢ But Do&tor Hornbook, wi’ his art

¢ And curfed {kill,
¢ Has made them baith no worth a f—-t

¢ D--n’d haet they’ll kill!

¢ "T'was but yef’creen, nae farther gaen,

¢ I threw a noble throw at ane;

CWr lefs, I'm {ure, I’ve hundreds flain;
¢ But deil-ma-care !

¢ It juft play’d dirl on the bane,
¢ But did nae mair,

¢ Hornbook was by, wi’ ready art,
¢ And had fae fortify’d the part,
¢ That when I looked to my dart,

¢ It was fae blunt,

g

#* Buchan’s Domeltic IMedicine,
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¢ Fient haet o't wad hae pierc’d the heart
¢ Of a kail-runt. -

¢ Idrew my fcythe in fic a fury,
¢ I nearhand cowpit wi’ my hurry,
" ¢ But yet the bauld Apothecary
¢ Withftood the thock;
¢ I might as weel hae try’d a quarry
h ¢ O’ bard whin-rock,

¢ E'en them he canna get attended,
¢ Altho’ their face he ne’er had kend it,
¢ Juft fh— in a kail-blade and fend it,
¢ As {oon’s he fmells 't,
¢ Baith their dlfeafe, and what will mend it
* At once he tells

>3

¢ And then 2’ dotor’s faws and whittles,
¢ Of a’ dimenfions, fhapes, an’ mettles,
"¢ A’ kinds o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles,
_ “ He’s fure to hae;
« Thelr Latin names as faft he rattlee
| ‘As ABC,
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¢ Calces o foflils, earths, and trees;
¢ True Sal-marinum o’ the feas;
¢ The Farina of beans and peafe,
¢ He has’t in plenty ;
¢ Aqua-fontis, what you pleafe,
¢ He can content ye.

¢ Forbye fome new, uncommon weapons,
¢ Urinus Spiritus of capons;
* ¢ Or Mite-horn fhavings, filings, fcrapings,
\ “ Dittill'd per ¢ ;
¢ Sal-alkali o’ Midge-tail clippings,
¢ And mony mae.’

¢ Waes me for Jobuny Ged’s- Hole * now,’

Quoth I, ¢ if that thae news be true !

¢ His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew,
¢ Sae white an’ bonie,

¢ Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew;
¢ They’ll ruin Fobnie I’

The creature grain’d an eldritch laugh,
And fays, ¢ Ye needna yoke the pleugh;

* The grave.digger.
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" ¢ Kirk-yards will foon be til’d eneugh,
¢ Tak ye nae fear :

“ They’ll 2’ be trench’d wi’ mony a {heugh,
¢ In twa-three year.

* Whare I kill'd ane, a fair ftrae-death,
* By lofs o’ blood, or want o’ breath,,
* This night 'm free to tak my. aith,
| * That Hornbook’s fkill
* Has clad a fcore i’ their laft claith,
"By drap and pill.

¥

¢ An honeft Wabfter to his trade,
¢ Whafe wife’s twa nieves were fcarce weel-

» ¢ bred,
- * Gat tippence-worth to mend her head,

¢ When it was fair;
¢ The wife flade cannie to her bed,

‘ But ne’er {pak mair.

¢ A countra Laird had ta’en the batts,

- *Or fome curmurringéin his guts,

¢ His -oﬁly fon for Hornbook fets,

* And pays him well,
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¢ The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, .
“Was Laird himfel,

¢ A bonie lafs, ye kend her name,
¢ Some ill-brewn drink had hov’d her wame,
¢ She trufts herfel, to hide the fhame,
¢ In Hornbook’s care;
¢ Ham fent her aff to her lang hame,
¢ To h1de it there,

¢ That’s Juf’c a fwatch o’ Hornbook’s way,
¢ Thus goes be on from day to day,
¢ Thus docs he poifon, kill, 'm ﬂay,
¢ An’s weel pay’d for’ t;
¢ Yet ftops me o’ my lawfu’ prey,
| ¢ Wi’ his d-mn’d dirt '

¢ But ha k! I'll tell you of a plot,

¢ Tho’ dinna ye be fpeakin o't;

¢ Tl nail the felf-conceited Sot,

' ¢ As dead s a herrin :

¢ Nieft time we meet, Lll wad a groat,
¢ He gets his fairin |’



{ 65 )

But juft as he began to tell,
The auld kirk-hammer {trak the bell
Some wee fhort hour ayont the twal,
- - Which rais’d us baith:
I took the way that pleas’d myfel,
” And fae did Death,

H
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T H E
BRIGS or AYR.
4 PO E M
Iuferibed to J. B¥¥®RpRx Ef Ayg,

! g "HE fimple Bard, rough at the ruftic

.S plough, _

Learning his tuneful trade from ev’ry bough ;.

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thruth,

Hailing the fetting {un, {weet, in the green‘
thorn buth, ,

The {oaring lark, the perching red-breaft
{hrill,

Ordeep-ton’d plovers, grey, wild-whiftling
oer the hiil;
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Shall he nurft in the Peafant’s lowly fhed,
To hardy Independence bravely bred,
- By early Poverty to hardfhip fteel’d,
And train’d to arms in ftern Misfortune’s
 field,
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes,
‘The fervile, mercenary Swifs of rhymes ?
Or labour hard the panegyric clofe,
With all the venal foul of dedicating Profe?
No! though his artlefs firains he rudely
fings, |
And throws his hand uncouthly oer the
ftrings,
He glows with all the fpmt of the Bard,
Fame, honeft Fame, his great, his dear re-
. ward.
Still, if fome Patron’s gen’rous care he trace,
Skill'd in the fecret, to beltow with grace;
~When B¥*¥###E befriends his humble
© name, )
. And hands the ruftic S;tranger up to fame,
With heart-felt throes his grateful bofom
| {wells, |
* The godlike blifs, to give, alone excels,
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*T'was when the ftacks get on their winter-
hap,

And thack and rape fecure the toil-won
crap;

Potatoe-bings are fnugged up frae {kaith

Ot coming Winter’s biting, frofty breath;

The bees, rejoicing o’er their fummer-7Y
toils, _

Unnumber’d buds and flow’rs’ delicious
fpoils,

Seal’d up with frugal care in maflive,
waxen piles, )

Are doom’d by Man, that tyrant o’er the
weak, '

'The death o’ devils, fmoor’d wi’ brim{tone
reek : .

The thund’ring guns are heard on ev’ry fide,

'The wounded coveys, recling, {catter wide;

The feather’d field-mates, bound by Na-
ture’s tie,

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie:
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(What warm, poetic heart but ‘inly bleeds,

And execrates man’s {avage, ruthiefs deeds!)

Nae mair the flow’r in field or meadow

- fprings; ’

Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings,

Except perhaps the Robin’s whiftling glee,

" Proud o’ the height o’ fome bit half-lang
tree :

The hoary morns precede the funny days, )

“Mlld calm, ferene, wide-fpreads the noon- !
tide blaze, ‘ ]F

While thick the goflamour waves wanton ;
in the rays. ) - J

;’Twas in that feafon, when a fimple Bard,
Unknown and poor, fimplicity’s reward,
- Ae mght within the ancient brugh of Ayr,
By whim infpir’d, or haply preft wi’ care,
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout,
And down by Szm])/ons * wheel'd the left
about : ’ ,
(Whether impell’d by all- dxre&mor Fate,
To Wxtnefs what I after {hall narrate;

* A noted tavern at the 4u/d Brig end.
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Or whether, rapt in meditation high,

He wander’d out he knew not where nor
why)

The drowly Dungeon-clock * had number’d
two, ' |

And Wallace-Tow'r * had {worn the fa&
was true : | .

The tide-{woln Firth, with fullen-founding
roar,

Through the ftill night da{h d hoarfe along

the fhore :
All elfe was huih’d as Nature s clofed €3

The filent moon fhone high o’er tow’r and
tree : ,

The chilly Froft, beneath the filver beam,

Crept, gently-crufting, o’er the glittering
ftream.

When, lo! on either hand the lift’ning

Bard,
The clanging fugh of whiftling Wlngs is

heard;

#* The two fteeples,
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Two dufky forms dart thro’ the midnight
air, »
Swift as the Gos * drives on the wheeling
~ hare; \ \
Ane on th’ 4uld Brig his airy fhape up- -
rears, ‘
The ither flutters o’er the rifing piers :
Our warlock Rhymer inftantly defcry’d
The Sprites that owre the Brigs of dyr pre=
| " fide.: . |
" (That Bards are fecond-fighted is nae joke,
And ken the lingo of the {p’ritnal folk;
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a’, they can ex-
plain them, ,
And ':ev’n' the vera deils they brawly ken
them).
Auld Brig appear’d of ancient Pi&ifh race,
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face :
He feem’d as he wi’ Time had warfird lang,
Yet, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang,
New Brig was bufkit in a braw, new coat,
That he, at Zow'on, frae ane Adams got;

* The gofthawk, or falcon,
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In’s hand five taper ftaves as {fmooth’s a
bead,

W1’ virls an’ whirlygigums at the head.

The Goth was ftalking round with anxious
fearch,

Spying the time-worn flaws in ev’ry arch;

It chanc’d his new-come neebor took his €’e,

And €’en a vex’d and angry heart had he!

‘W1’ thievelefs {neer to fee his modifh mien,

He, down the water, gies him this guid-
een——

AULD BRIG.

1 doubt na, frien’, ye'll think ye’re nae
fheep-fhank, ’

Ance ye were ftreekit owre frae bank to
bank !

But gin ye be a Brig as auld as me,

Tho’ faith, that date, I doubt, ye’ll never
{ee;

There'll be, if that day come, I'll wad a
boddle,

Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle,



{73 )

NEW BRIG.

Auld Vandal, ye but thow your little menfe,

Juft much about it wi’ your fcanty fenfe;

-Will - your poor, narrow foot-path of a
ftreet, :

Where twa wheel—barrows tremble when
they meet,

Your ruin’d, formlefs bulk o ﬁane and
lime,

'Compare wi’ bonie Brzg: o’ modern time ? -

There’s men of tafte wou'd tak the Ducar-

. Slream ¥,

Tho’ they fhould calt the vera fark and

~ {wim,

Fer they would grate their feehngs wi’ the

view

"Of fic an ugly Gothic hulk as you.

 A'noted ford, Jjuit above the Auld Brig,

I
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AULD BRIG.

Conceited gowk! puff’d up wi'windy pride!

This mony a year I've ftood the flood an’
tide ; '

And tho wi’ crazy eild I'm fair forfairn,

" ¥l be a Brig when ye're a fhapelefs cairn!

~ As yet ye little ken about the matter,

But twa-three winters will inform ye bet-
ter. | -

When heavy, dark, continued, a’-day rains

Wi’ deepening deluges o’erflow the plains;

When from the hills where fprmgs the
brawling Co:/,

Or fately Lugar's mofly fountains boil,

Or where the Greenock winds his moorland

' courfe,

Or haunted Garpal * draws his feeble fource,

* The banks of Garpal IVater is one of the few places
in the Welt of Scotland where thofe fancy-fcaring beings,
known by the name of Glaifs, ill continue pertina-
cigufly to inhabis, '
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Arous'd by bluftering winds an’ fpotting
thowes, /
In ‘mony a torrent ‘down the fnaw—broo

- rowes;
While crathing ice, borne on the roarxng
fpeat, '
Sweeps dams, an’ mllls, an brxgs, a’ to the

gate;
And from Glenbuck *, down to the Ratton-
key 1,
- Auld 4yr is juft one lengthen d, tumbling
fea;
Then down ye’ll hurl, dexl nor ye never
- rife!
And dath the gumlie jaups up to the pour=
- -ing fkies.

A leflon fadly teaching, to your coft,
That Al'chiteé’turefs noble art is }oﬁ!

* The fource of the river of Ay,

1 A {mall landing-place above the large key.
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+  /NEW BRIG.

¥ine architeéture, trowth, I needs muft fay’c
ot!

The L—d be thankit that we’ve tint the

' gate o’t!

Gaunt, ghaftly, ghaift-alluring edifices,
"Hanging with threat’ning jut like precipi-
ces; ‘
Q’er-arching, mouldy, gloom-infpiring

 coves,

Supporting roofs, fantaftic, ftony groves :

Windows and doors in namelefs fculptures
dreft, '

‘With order, {ymmetry, or tafte unbleft;

Forms like fome bedlam Statuary’s dream,

The craz’d creations of mifguided whim

Forms might be worthipp’d on the bend-1
ed knee, ' '

And full the fecond dread command be free,

Their likenefs is not found on carth, in
air, or fea. J

\a
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Manfions that would difgrace the building-
tafte . - '

Of any mafon reptile, bird, or beaft;

Fit only for a doited Monkifh race,

Or frofty maids forfworn the dear em-
brace, ‘

"Or Cuifs of later times, wha held the no- -

~ tion,

That fullen gloom was Sterling true devo-
 tion: .
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies pro-

tetion, '
- And foon may they expire, unbleft with

14

refurre&ion !

" AUED BRIG,

O ye, my dear-remember’d, ancient yealQ
ings, _

Were ye but here to fhare my wounded
feelings'!

- Ye worthy Provefes, an’ mony a Bailie,

Wha in the paths o rightcoufnefs did toil
ay;
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Ye dainty Deacons, an’ ye douce Conveeners,

To whom our moderns are but caufey-
cleaners;

Ye godly Councils, wha hae bleft this town;

Ye godly Brethren o the facred gown,

‘Wha meekly gae your burdies to the fni-
ters; , :

And (what would now be ftrange) ye godly

. Whriters : ,

A’ ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo,

Were ye but here, what would ye fay or
do!

How would your {pirits groan in deep vexa-
tion, ’

To {ee each melancholy alteration ;

And, agonifing, curfe the time and place

When ye begat the bafe, degen’rate race!

Nae langer Rev’rend Men,. their country’s

glory, _
In plain braid Scots hold forth .a plain
 braid ftory :
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an’ douce,
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-houfe;
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But ﬁaurhrél(','corky-:headed, gracelefs Gen-
try, |
The herryment and ruin of the country
Men, three-parts made by Taylors and by
‘ Barbers,
‘Wha waftte your weel-hain’d gear on d—d
new Brigi and Harbours !

NEW BRIG.
' Now haud you there ! for faxth ye ve faid
enough, ' :
And muckle mair than  ye can mak to
- through.
As for your Prlef’chood I thall fay but httle
Corbies and Clergy are a fhot right kittle ;
But, under favor o’ your Imger beard,
Abufe o’ Magiftrates ‘might weel be fpar'd;
To liken them to your auld- warld {quad,
I muft needs fay, comparifons are odd.
In dyr,- Wag-wits nae mair can have 3
~ handle - ‘
To mouth ¢ A Citizen,” a term o’ frandal 3
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Nae  mair the Council waddles down the
{treet,

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit;

Meh wha grew wife priggin owre hops an’

- raifins,

Or gather’d lib’ral views in Bonds and Sei-
fins.

If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp,

'Had fhor’d them with a glimmer of his

lamp, ‘

And would to Common-fenfe for once be-
tray’d them,

Plain, dull Stupidity ftept kindly in to aid
them. |

What farther clifhmaclaver might been faid,
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood ta

‘ thed, :
No man can tell; but, all before their fight,

A fairy train appear’d in order bright:



o (81)
Adown. the glittering fiream they featly
. danc’d;
Bright to the moon their vanous drefles
glanc d: '
They footed o’er the war’ry glafs fo neat,
The infant ice fcarce bent beneath their
feet :
‘ thlc arts of Minftrelfy among them rung,
| And foul-ennobhng Bards heroic ditties
~ fung, ' :

O had M‘Lauchlan *,- thairm-in{piring- '
Sage, |
| Been there to hear this heavenly band
: . engage,
When thro’ his dear Strathfpeys they bore
" with Highland rage; J
Or when they ftruck old Scotia’s melting
‘airs,
The lover’s raptur’d joys or blecding cares;

* A well-known performer of Scottith mufic on the
yiolin,

K
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How would his Highland lug been ‘nobler
fir'd,
And ev'n his matchlefs hand with finer
touch infpir'd ! |
No guefs could tell what inftrument ap-
pear’d, |
But all the foul of Mufic’s felf was heard ;
- Harmonious concert rung in every part, |
* 'While fimple melody pour’d moving on the
heart,

The Genius of the Stream in front appears;
" A venerable Chief advanc’d in years;
His hoary head with water-lilies crown’d,
His manly leg with garter tangle bound.
" Next came the lovelieft pair in all the

ring, ‘
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with
Spring ;
- Then, crown’d with flow’ry ‘hay, came
Rural Joy,

And Summer, with his fervid-beaming
eye:



( 8 )

All-chearing Plenty, with her flowing horn,

Led yellow Autumn wreath’d with nod-
ding corn;

Then Winter’s time-bleach’d locks dld
hoary thow, ‘

By Hofpitality with cloudlefs brow
"‘Next follow’d Courage with his martial
ftride, |
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts

hide:
Benevolence, with mild, bemgnant air,
A female form, came from the tow’rs of
Stair : |
Learning and Worth i equal meafures
: trode, : '
- From fimple Catrine, their long-lov’d abode:
. Laft, white-rob’d Peace, crown’d with a
 hazle wreath,
To ruftic Agriculture did bequeath
~ The broken, iron inftruments of Death,
At fight of whom our Sprites forgat their
kindling wrath,

Lt

}
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T HE

ORDINATION,'

For fenfe they little owe to frugal Heav'n—
To pleafe the Mob they bide the little giv'n.

L

kIO Wabfters, fidge an’ claw,

E . An’ pour your creefhie nations;
An’ ye wha leather rax an’ draw,

Of a’ denominations;
Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an’ a,

An’ there tak up your ftations;
Then aff to B-gb--"s in a raw,

An’ pour divine libations

For joy this day.
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I

Curft Céinﬁiéﬁ-fenfe, that imp o’ h-1i,
Cam in wi’ Maggie Lauder *;
© But O¥**¥¥%% aft made her yell,
An’ R¥E* 3ir mifca’d her:
"This day M“*#¥%#% ks the flail,
An’ he’s the boy W111 blaud her !
“Hell clap a _/bangzm on her tail,
An’ fet t_he bairns to daud her
| ~ ‘W1’ dirt this day.

1L

Mak hafte an’ turn King David owre,
- An’ lilt wi’ holy clangor;
O’ double verfe come gie us four,
Ar’ {kirl up the Bangor:
This day the Kirk kicks up a ftoure,
Nae mair the knaves thall wrang her,

* Allading to a fcoffing ballad which was made on the
admiffion of the late Reverend and worthy Mr L...._..,
to the Laigh Kirk,
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For Herefy is in her pow’r,
And glorioufly {the’ll whang her
W7’ pith this day.

Iv.

Come, let a proper text be read,

An’ touch it aff wi’ vigour,
‘How gracelefs Ham * leugh at his Dad,

Which made Canaan a niger;

Or Phineas 4 drove the murdering blade,
Wi’ wh-re-abhorring rigour;

Or Zipporah I, the {cauldin jad,
Was like a bluidy tiger

I’ ¢h’ inn that day.

V.

There, try his mettle on the creed,
And bind him down wi’ caution,

* Genefis, ch.ix. verfl, 22.
1 Numbers, ch. xxv. verf. 8.

1 Exodus, ch, iv. verf. 25,
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That Stipend is a carnal weed -

He takes but for the fathion;
And gie him o’er the flock, to feed,
~ And pumfh each tranfgreﬁion,
Efpecial, rams that crofs the breed,

Gie them ﬁ;ﬁicient threfhin,

' - Spare them nae day.

VL
Now auld K*****’****, cock thy t;il‘,‘
An’ tofs thy korns fu’ canty;

Nae mair thow’lt rowte out-owre the dalc,
 Becaufe thy paﬁure s fcanty,
For lapfu’s large o gofpel'kazl
* Shall fill thy crib in plenty,
A’ runts o grace the pick an’ wale, .
No gi’en by way o’ dainty,
But ilka day.

VI I‘

Nae mair by Babel’s fireams we'll Wecp, -
To think upon our Zion;
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And hing our fiddles up to fleep, -
Like baby-clouts a-dryin: - '
Come, fcrew the pegs wi’ tunefu’ cheep,
And o’er the thairms be tryin; ~
Oh, rare! to fee our elbucks wheep, -
And 2’ like Jamb-tails flyin
Fu’ faft this day !

VIIL

Lang, Patronage wi’ rod o axrn, .
Has fhor’d the Kirk’s undoin, _
As lately F-nfw-c/e fair foxfaun,‘ -

Has proven to its rum L
Our Patron, honeft man! Gl****** )
He faw mifchief was brewin;
And like a godly, elect ‘bairn,
He’s wal'd us out a true ane, -
' And found this day.

IX’

Now R#¥¥¥#¥¥ harangue nae mair,
‘But fteek your gab for ever; .
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Or try the wicked town of A*¥; -
For there they’ll think you clever;
Or; nae refleCtion on your lear;
Ye may commence 4 Shaver;
Or to the N-¢b-rt-n repair,
And turn a carpet-weaver

Aff-hand this day,
X.
M*#*%* and you were juflt 2 match;
We never had ‘fic twa drones;
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch,
Juft like a winkin baudrons :
And ay he catch’d the tither wretch;
" To fry them in his caudrons;
- But now his Honor maun detach,

Wi’ 2’ his brimftone {quadrons;
Faft, faft this day.

XI.

-

-8ee, fee auld Orthodoxy’s faes
She’s fwingein thro’ the city {
o L
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Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat fhe plays !
I vow it’s unco pretty :
There, Learning, with his Greekifh face,
Grunts out fome Latin ditty;
And Common Senfe is gaun, fhe fays,
To mak to Famie Beattie
' Her plaint this day.

XIL.

But there’s Morality himfel,
Embracing all opinions ;

Hear, how he gies the tither yell,
Between his twa companions !

See, how fhe peels the fkin an’ fell,
As ane were peelin onions !

Now there, they’re packed aff to h-1l,
And banifl’d our dominions,

Henceforth this day.

XI1IL

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice !
Ceme boufe about the porter '~
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‘Morality’s demure decoys
Shall here nae mair find quarter :
MkEREE RERRKE are the boys
That Herefy can torture;
They’ll gie her on a rape a hoyfe,
And cowe her meafure fhorter
By th’ head fome day.

XIV..

Come, bring the tither mutchkin in,
And here’s, for a cqncluﬁon,‘
To ev'ry New-light * mother’s fon,
From this time forth, Confufion:
If mair they deave us wi’ their din,
Or Patronage intrufion, |
We'll light a fpunk, and, ev'ry fkin,
We'll rin them aff'in fufion
Like oil, fome day.

* Neaw-light is a cant-phrafe, in the Welt of Scotland,
for thofe religious opinions which Dr Taylor of Nors
wich has defended {o firenuoudly.



To the Reve Mr ——————, on bis text,
MavacH1, ch.iv. verfl 2. ¢ And they
¢ fhall go forth, and grow up, like
* caLvEs of the ftall. ‘

H3 IGHT, Sir! your text I'll prove it
& true, o

Tho’ Heretics may laugh;

For inftance, there’s yourfel juft now,
God knows, -an unco Calf! -

And fhould fome Patron be fo kind,

~ As blefs you wi’ a kirk,

I doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find,
Ye're ftill as great a Stirk.
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But, if the Lover’s raptur'd hour,
Shall ever be your lot,
Forbid it, ev’ry heav’'nly Power,
You €’er thould be a Stor !

Tho’, when fome kind connubial Dear
Your but-and-ben adorns,

The like has been that you may wear
A noble head of horns.”

And, in your lug, moft reverend J
To hear you roar and rowte,

3

Few men o fenfe will doubt your clalms .
To rank amang the Nowte.

And when ye’re number’d wi’ the dead,
Below a grafly hillock,
Wi juftice they may mark your head—
¢ Here lies a famous Bullock !’
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4 D . D R E S &

TO THE

O Prince! O Chicf of many throned Pow'rs, -
That led th’ embattld Serapbim to war—

MivrLTON.

y Thou ! whatever title fuit.thee,

Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie,
Wha in yon cavern grim an’ {ootie,

' Clos’d under hatches,
Spairges about the brunftane cootie,

To fcaud poor wretches!
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Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee,
An’ let poor damned bodies be;
I'm fure {ma’ pleafure it can gie,
Ev'n to a deil,
To {kelp an’ fcaud poor dogs like me,
' * An’ hear us fqueel !

Great is thy pow’r, an’ great thy fame;
Far kend an’ noted is thy name;
An’ tho’ yon lowin heugh’s thy hame,
v ’ . Thou travels far;
An’ faith ! thou’s neither lag nor lame,
Nor blate nor fcaur,

¥

- Whyles, ranging like a roaring lion,
For prey, a’ holes an’ corners tryin;
Whyles, on the ftrong-wing’d Tempeftflyin,
Tirlin the kirks;
Whyles, in the human bofom pryin,
| Uhﬁzen thou lurks.

Ive ﬁeard my ‘r'everénd Graume {ay,
In lanely glens ye like to firay;
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Or where auld, ruin’d caftles, gray,
Nod to the moon,

Ye fright the nightly wand’rer’s way,
W1’ eldritch croon,

When twilight did my Graunie {ummon,
To fay her pray’rs, douce, honeft woman!
Aft yont the dyke fhe’s heard you bummin,

: Wi’ eerie drone;
Or, ruftlin, thro’ the boortries comin,
W1’ heavy groan.

Ae dreary, windy, winter night,
The ftars thot down wi’ {klentin light,
W1 you, myfel, I gata fright,

, Ayont the lough; -
Ye, like a rafh-bufs, ftood in fight,
Wi’ waving fugh.

The cudgel in my nieve did fhake,
Fach brift'd hair ftood like a ftake,
‘When wi’ an eldritch, ftoor quaick, quaick,
Amang the {prings,
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Awa ye fquatter’d like a drake, -
On whiftling wings.

- Let warlocks grim, an’ wither'd bags,
Tell how wi’ you on ragweed nags,
They fkim the muirs an’ dizzy crags,
' W1’ wicked {peed;
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues,
| Owre howkit dead.

Thence, courntra wives, wi toil an’ pairi,
May plunge an’ plunge the kirn in vain;
For, O! thé yellow treafure’s taen

By witching fkill;

Arn’ dawtlt , twal-pint Howkie’s gaen
As yell’s the Bill,

Thence, myftic knots mak great abufe;
On young Guidmen, fond, keen, an’ croufe;

When the beft wark-lume i’ the houfe,

By cantrip wit,
Is inflant made no worth a loufe,
Juft at the bit,

M
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When thowes diflolve the fhawy hoord,
An’ float the jinglin icy-boord, |
Then, Water-kelpies haunt the foord,

By your direGion,
An’ nighted Trav’llers are allur'd

To their deftruction.

An’ aft your mofs-traverfing Spunkicf

~ Decoy the wight that late an’ drunk is :

The bleezin, curft, mifchievous monkies
Delude his eyes,

Till in fome miry flough he funk is,

Ne’er mair to rife.

When Mafons myftic word an’ grip,
In ftorms an’ tempefts raife you up,
‘Some cock or cat your rage maun ftop,
Or, firange to tell ! |
'The youngeft Brother ye wad whip
Aff ftranght to h-11,

Lang fyne, in Eden’s bonie yard,
When youthfu’ lovers firft were pair’d,
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An’ all the Soul of Love they fhar'd,
The raptur’d hour,

Sweet on the fragrant, flow’ry {waird,
In ﬂlady bow r:

Then you, ye auld, fnick- dxawnw dog ¢
Ye cam to Paradife incog.
An’ play’d on man a curfed brogue, . °
_ (Black be your fa’!)
An’ gled the mfant warld a thog,

Ma1ﬂ: ruin’d a’.

D’ye mind that day, when in a bizz,
Wi réekit duds, and reeftit gizz,
Ye did prefent your fmoutie phiz,
' ’Mang better folk,

An {klented on the man of Uzz
. Your fpitefu’ joke ?

A’ how ye gat him i* your thrall,
An’ brak him out o’ heufe an’ hal’,

- While feabs an’ botches did him gall,
| Wi bitter claw,
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An’ lows'd his ill-tongu’d, wicked Scawl,’
Was warft ava ?

But a’ your doings to rehearfe,
Your wily fnares an’ fechtin fierce,
Sin’ that day Michael * did you pierce,
Down to this time,
Wad ding a’ Lallan tongue, or Erfe,
In profe or rhyme.

An now, auld Claon I ken ye're thinkin,
A certain Bardi€’s rantin, drinkin,
Some lucklefs hour will fend him linkin,
To yoﬁr black pit;
But, faith! he’ll turn a corner jinkin,
An’ cheat you yet.

Dut, fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben!
O wad ye tak a thought an’ men’!
Ye aiblins might—I dinna ken—
Still hae a fake—
I'm wae to think upo’ yon den,
Ev’n for your fake !
% Vide Mirton, Book VI,



DEATE‘_AND DTING WOR DS
O F |
POOR MATILIE,
THF AUTHOR’s oﬁLY PET YOWE.
| An ifnco Mouhgfn’ Tale. |

S Mailie, an’ her lambs thegither,
Was ae day nibbling on the tether,
Upon her cloot fhe cooft a hitch,
An’ owre fhe warfl’d in the ditch:
There, groaning, dying, fhe did lie,
When Hughoc * he cam doytin by,

& A'nei}sor herd-callane
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W1’ glowrin een, an’ lifted han’s,”
Poor Hughoc like a ftatue ftan’s;
He faw her days were near hand ended,
But, waes my heart! he could na mend it!
He gaped wide; but naething {pak,
At length poor Mailie filence brak,

¢ O thou, whafe lamentable face

- Appears to mourn my woefu’ cafe !
My dying awords attentive hear, \
An’ bear them to my Mafter dear,

¢ Tell him, if €’er again he keep
As muckle gear as buy a fheep, .
O, bid hLim never tie them mair
Wi wicked firings o’ hemp or hair!
‘But ca’ them out to park or hill,
An’ let them wander at their will :
So may his flock increafe, an’ grow
To {cores o’ lambs, and packs of woo’ !

¢ Tell hitn, he was a Mafter kin’,
An’ ay was guid to me an’ mine;
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An’ now my dying charge I gie him,
My helplefs lambs, I truft them wi’ him.

¢ O, bid him fave their harmlefs lives,
Frae dogs an’ tods, an’ butchers knives | \
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,
Till they be fit to fend themfel;
An’ tent them duly, €en an’ morn,
W1’ teats o’ hay an’ ripps o’ corn,

¢ An’ may they never learn the gaets
Of ither vile, wanreftfu’ pets !
To flink thro’ flaps, an’ reave an’ fteal,
At ftacks o’ peafe, or ftocks o’ kail.
So may they, like their great Forbears,
For monie a year come thro’ the fheers :
So wives will gie them bits o’ bread,

An’ bairns greet for them when they’re
dead.

¢ My poor toop-lamb, my fon an’ heir,
O, bid.him breed him up wi’ care !
Ar’ if he live to be a beaft,

To pit fome havins in his breaft !
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An’ warn him, what I winna name,
To ftay content wi’ yowes at hame;
An’ no to rin an’ wear his cloots,
Like ither menfelefs, gracelefs brutes,

¢ An’ nieft my yawie, filly thing,
Gude keep thee frae a tether ftring !
O, may thou née’er forgather up
- ‘W1 ony blaftit, moorland toop;
But ay keep mind to moop an’ mell.
W1 theep o’ credit like thyfel !

¢ And now, my bairns, wi’ my laft breath,
I lea’e my bleflin wi’ you baith :
An’ when you think upo’ ydur Mither,
Mind to be kind to ane anither.

¢ Now, honeft Hughoc, dinna fail
To tell my Mafter 2’ my tale;
An’ bid him burn this curfed tether,
"An’ for thy pains thou'fe get my blather.”

This faid, poor Mailie turn’d her head,
Ar’ clos’d her een amang the dead !
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POOR MAILIEs ELEGY.

¥ AMENT in rhyme, lament in profe,
. Wi’ faut tears trickling down your
, | nofe; |
Our Bardie’s fate is at a clofe,
. Paft 2’ remead !
The laft fad cape-ftane of his woes;

Poor Mailic's dead !

Its no the lofs o’ warl’s gear,
That could fae bitter draw the tear,
Or mak our Bardie, dowie, wear
The mourning weed :
He’s loft a friend and neebor dear,
- In Mazlie dead.

Thro’ 2’ the toun fhe trotted by him;
A lang half-mile fhe could defcry him;
WY kindly bleat, when fhe did {py him,
| She ran wi’ {fpeed :

N ;
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A friend mair faithfu’ ne’er cam nigh him,

‘Than Mailie dead.

I wat fhe was a fheep o’ fenfe,
An’ could behave herfél wi’ menfe:
Tll fay’t, fhe never brak a fence,
Thro’ thievifh greed.
Our Bardie, lancly, keeps the Spence
Sin’ Mailic’s dead.

Or, if he wanders up the howe,
Her living image in her yowe,
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe,
Yor bits o’ bread;
An’ down the briny pearls rowe
Yor Mazilie dead.

She was nae get o’ moorland tips,
W1’ tawted ket, an’ hairy hips ;
For her forbears were brought in {hips,
‘ Frae yont the Taweed :
A bonier flee/l ne’er crofs’d the clips
| Than Mailie’s dead.
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Wae worth the man wha firft did thape
That vile, wanchancie thing—a rape !
It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape,
- WY’ chokin dread;
An’ Robir’s bonnet wave wi’ crape
’ For Mailie dead.

0, a’ ye Bards on bonie Doon !
~ An’ wha on 4yr your chanters tune!
Corme, join the melanchclious croon
O’ -Roben’s reed !
His heart will never get aboon !
His Mmlie’s dead |



Friendflip ! myflerious cement of the foul!
Sweet' ner of Life, and folder of Socicty !

L owe thee much-

Brair,

TR EAR S%) the fleceft, paukie thief,
£ 4 That ¢’er attempted ftealth or rief,
Ye furely hae fome warlock-breef

Owre human hearts;
Yor ne’er a bofom yet was prief .
Againft your arts,

For me, I {wear by fun an’ moon,
And ev'ry ftar that blinks aboon;
Ye've coft me twenty pair o’ fhoon
Juft gaun to fee yous
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‘And e¥’ry ither pair that’s done,
Mair ta’en 'm wi’ you,

That auld, capricious carlin, Nature,
"To mak amends for {crimpet ftature,
She’s turn’d you off, a human creature
On her firf plan,
And in her freaks, on ev’ry feature,

She’s wrote, the Man.

" Juft now I've taen the fit o’ rhyme,
My barmie noddle’s working prime,
My fancy yerkit up fublime
’ | Wi’ hafty fummon :
Hae ye a leifure-moment’s time
| To hear what’s comin ?

Some rhyme a neebor’s name to lath;
Some rhyme (vain thought!) for needfw’
' cath;

Some rhyme to court the countra clafh,
: _' An’ raife a din;
For me, an aim I never fath;

I rhyme for fun.
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The ftar that rules my lucklefs log,
Has fated me the ruflet coat,
An’ damn’d my fortune to the groat;
But, in requit,
Has bleft me with a random fhot
O’ countra wit,

This while my notion’s taen a fklent,
To try my fate in guid, black prent;
But {till the mair 'm that way bent,
Something cries,‘Hoolie!
¢ I red you, honeft man, tak tent!
¢ Yell thaw your folly,

¢ There’s ither Poets, much your betters,
¢ Far {feen in Greek, deep men o’ letters,
¢ Haethoughtthey had enfur’d their debtors,
¢ A’ future ages;

¢ Now moths deform in fhapelefs tatters
¢ Their unknown pages.”

Then farewel hopes o’ laurel-boughs,
To garland my poetic brows !
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Henceforth I'll rove where bufy ploughs
Are whiftling thrang,

An' teach the lanely heights an’ howes
My ruftic fang.

I'll wander on with tentlefs heed,
How never-halting moments {peed,
Till fate {hall {nap the brittle thread;

Then, all unknown,
Il lay me 'Wlth th’ mglouous dead,
. For got and gone |

But why o’ Death begin a tale?
Juft ?ow we're living, fourid an’ hale;
Then top and maintop croud the fail,

- Heave Care o’er-fide !
And large, before Enjoyment’s gale,

' | Let’s tak the tide.

This life, fae far’s I underftand,
Is @’ enchanted fairy-land,
Where Pleafure is the Magic Wand,
That, wiclded right,
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Maks Hours like Minutés, hand in hand,
Dance by fu’ light,

The magic-wand then let us wield;
For, ance that five-an’-forty’s fpeel’d,
See, crazy, weary, joylefs Eild,

Wi’ wrinkl'd face,
Comes hoftin, hirplin owre the field, -
W1’ creeping pace.

When ance /f¢’s day draws near the
gloamin,
Then fareweel vacant, carelefs roamin;
An’ fareweel chearfu’ tankards foamin,
An’ {ocial noife;
‘An’ fareweel dear, deluding woman,
The joy of joys !

- O Life! how pleafant in thy morning,
Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning !
Cold-paufing Caution’s leflon {corning,

| We frifk away,
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ixke fchool-boys, at th’ expected Warmng,
To joy and play

’We wander there,-we wander here,
We eye the rofe upon the brier,
Unmindful that the thorn is near,

: Among the leaves;
" And tho’ the puny wound appear,
, Short while it grieves,

Some, lucky, find a flow’ry fpot,
For which they never-toil’d nor {wat;
‘They drink the fweet and eat the fat,

' But care or pain;
And haply, eye the barren hut
With high difdain,

'With fteady aim, fome Fortune chafe;
Keen hope does ev’ry finew brace;
‘Thro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race,
And feize the prey:
Then canie, in fome cozie place,
| They clofe the day,
0]
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And others, like your humble fervan’,
P'oor wights ! nae rules nor roads obfervin
Toright or left, eternal {wervin,

They zig-zag on;

Till curft with age, obf{cure an’ ftarvin;
They aften groan, -

Alas! what bitter toil an’ ftraining-—

But truce with peevith, poor complaining!
Is Yortune’s fickle Luna waning ?
’ s A Sy 0
" Fen lether gangt

Beneath what light fhe has remaining,

Let’s fing our fang. " -~

Ny pen I here fling to the door,
Andkneel, ¢ YePow’rs! and warm implore,
¢ Tho’ I thould wander Terra ocr,

“In all her climes, -
¢ Grant me but this, T afk no more,
' ¢ Ay rowth o’ rhymes,

¢ Gie dreeping roafts to countra Laird

Sy

¢ Till icicles hing frae their beards;
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¢ G1e fine braw claes to fine Lxre-%ards |
¢ And Maids of Hon01

¢ And yﬂl an’ Whlﬂxy gie to Cairds, '

¢ Until they fconner.

‘A Title, Dempfler merits it ;
LA gartér gie to Willie' Pitt
* Gie Wealth to fome be-ledger’d Cit,
o " “In cent. per cent.;
¢ But give me real, Sterling Wit,
¢ And I'm content,

* While Ye are pleas’d to keep me hale,
¢ T'll fit down o’er my fcanty meal,
‘Be't water-broﬁ, or muflin-kail,
¢ W1’ chearfu’ face,
¢ As lang s the Mufes dinna fail
¢ To fay the grace.’

An anxmus ¢’e I never throws
Behint my lug, or by my nofe;
1 jouk beneath Misfortune’s blows
As weel’s I may;
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Sworn foe to Sorrow, Care, and Profe,
I rhyme away.

O ye douce folk, that live by rule,
Grave, tidelefs-blooded, calm and cool,
Compar’d wi’ you—O fool ! fool! fool!

How much unlike !
Your hearts are juft a ftanding pool,
' Your lives, a dyke!

Nae hair-brain’d, fentimental traces,
In your unletter’d, namelefs faces!
In ariofo trills and graces

‘ Ye never ftray,

But gravifiimo, folemn bafles
: | ~ Yehum away,

Ye are fae grave, nae doubt ye're wife;
Nae ferly tho’ ye do defpife p
The hairum-fcairum, ram-ftam boys,
The rattling {quad :
I fee ye upward caft your eyes—

=Ye ken the road——
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Whilft I—but I fhall haud me there—
Wi you Pl fearce gang ony where—
Then, Famie, 11{hall fay nae mair,

| But quat my fang,
Content with Yoz to mak a pair,
 Whare’er I gang,



Thoughts, words, and deeds, the Statute
blames with reafon
~ But furely Dreams were unc'er mdicled Trea=

Jon.

[On reading, in the public Papers, the Laurease’s
Ode, with the ,other parade of June 4. 1786, the
Author was no fooner dropt afleep, than he ima-
gined himfelf tranfported to the Birth-day Levee;
and, in his dreaming fancy, made the following

Addrefs.]

L
UID-MORNIN to your Majefly !
May Heaven augment your blifles,

On ev'ry new Birth-day ye {ee,
A humble Bardie wifhes!
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My Bardfhip here, -at your Levee,
On fic a day as this is, - |
Is fure an uncouth fight tofee, -
Amang thae Blrths-day drefles:
w ©. . Sae fine this day.

.,

1 fee ye're complimented thrang,
By many a lord an’ lady;. .
¢ God fave the King I’ ’s 2 ‘cuckoo fang
That's unco ealy faid ay™:
The Pocts; too, awvenal gang,
Wi’ rhymies weel turn’d-and ready,
Wad, gat you trow’ ye ne’er do wrang,
But ay unerring fteady, = -

~ On fic a day.

IIL.

For' me! beforc a Monarch’s face, o
Ev’n there I winna flatter;

Tor neither Penfion, Poft, nor Place, = °
Am I your humble debtor;
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80, nae refleGion on Yz our Gracey
Your Kingfhip to befpatter;
'There’s monie waur been o’ the Race,
And aiblins ane been better -
Than You this day.

IV,

*Tis very true, my fovereign King,
My fkill may weel be doubted :

But Facls are cheels that winna ding,
An’ downa be difputed : :

Your Royal Neft, beneath Your ng,
Is €’en right reft an’ clouted,

And now the third part of the firing,
An’ lefs, will gang about it.

Than did ae day.

- A"

- Far be’t frae me that I afpire’ -
To blame your Legiflation,

Or fay, ye wifdom want, or fire,
To rule this mighty nation;
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But, faith ! T muckle doubt, my Sire,
Ye've trufted Miniftration -
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre,
Wad better fil'd their ftation
| Than courts yon day,

VI

And now ye've gien auld Britain peace,
Her ‘broken fhins to plaifter,
Your fair taxation does her fleece,
Till {he has fcarce a tefter: .
For me, thank God ! my life’s a leafs,
Nae bargain wearing -fafter,
Or, faith! I fear, that, wi’ the gcefe,
1 fhortly booft to pafture
I’ the craft fome day.,

| VH.
I'm no miftrafting Willie Pitr,
When taxes he enlarges, |
(Ao’ ill’s a true guid fallow’s get,
A name not Envy fpairges),
. ‘ ! : P .
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That he intends to pay your dekt,
An’ leflen 2’ your charges ;
But, G-d-fake ! let nae faving-fit
“Abridge your benny Barges
| An’ Boats this day.

VIIL

Adieu, my Licge! may Freedom geck
Beneath your high protection ;

An’ may Ye rax Corruption’s neck,
And gie her for diffeCtion!

But fin’ 'm here, I'll no negled,
In loyal, true affeGion,

To pay your Queen, with due refpedt,
My fealty an’ fubjection

. iIhis great Birth-day,

IX.

Hail, Majefly moff Excellent !
While Nobles {irive to pleafe Ye,
Will Ye accept a Compliment |
‘A fimple Bardie gies Ye?
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Thae bonny Bairntime Heav'n has lent,
Still hxgher may they heeze Ye
In bhfs, tﬂl Fate fome day is fent
For ever to releafe Ye
Frae care that day,

For you, young Potentate 0 Werms,
1 tell your Highnefs fairly,

Down Pleafure’s ftream, wi’ {welling fails,
I'm tauld ye're drwmg rarely ;

But fome day ye may gnaw your nails,
An’ cuffe your foily fairly,. -

That eer ye brak Diana’s pales,
Or rattl’d dice wi’ Charlie

‘ By night or day,

XI,

Yet aft a ragged Cows's been known
To mak a noble Aiver ;
Sae ye may douccly fill 2 Threnea
For &’ their clith-ma-claver :
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There Him * at dgincourt wha flione,
Few better were or braver ;
And yet, wi’ funny, queer Sir Fobn
He was an unco fhaver
For monie a day.

XII,

For you, right rev’rend O-——-—g,

Nane fets the lawn-fleeve (weeter,
Altho’ a ribban at your lug
Wad been a drefs completer :
As ye difown yon paughty dog
“That bears the Keys o’ Peter,
Then, {with ! an’ get a wife to hug,
Or, troth! yé’ll ftain the Mitre
Some lucklefs day.

X1,

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, 1 learn,
Ye've lately come athwart her ;

;ﬂ“ et ;
* King Henry.

t Sir John Falftaff. See Shakefpeare.‘
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A glorious Galley *, ftem and ftern,
- Weel rigg’d for Venus’ barter;
But firft hang out, that the’ll difeern,
Your hymeneal charter,
Then heave aboard your grapple airn,
~An’ large upo’ her quarter
Come full that day.

X1V,

Ye, laitly, bonny blofloms 2,
Ye royal Lafles dainty,
Heav’n mak you guid as weel as braw,
Ar’ gie you lads a-plenty :
But fneer na Britifh boys awa’,
-For Kings are unco fcant ay ;
An’ German Gentles are but fia’,
They’re better juft than want ay
On onie day.

XV.

God blefs you a’! confider now,
Ye're unco muckle dautet ;

* Alluding to the News-paper account of a certain
Royal Sailox’s amour,
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But ‘ere the coiirfe o life be through;

It mhay be bitter fautet:
An’ T hae feen their coggie fou,

That yet hae tarrow’t at it;
Bat or the day was done, I trow,

The laggen they hae clautet

Fu’ clean that day.
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T H E

DUAN FIRSTH

T
o i

HE fun had clos’d the winter-day,
The Curlers quat their roaring play,
An’ hupgex d Maukin ta’en her way
To kail-yards green,
\thle faithlefs fnaws ilk fiep betray
' Whare fhe has been.

- The Threther’s weary flingin-tree
Thz lee-lang day had tired me;
* Duan, a term of Offian’s for the different divifions

of a -digreffive Poem. = See his Cath-Loda, vol. 2. of |
MPherfon’s Tranflation, ‘
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And when the day had clos’d his €’e,
, Far i’ the Weft,
Ben i’ the Spence, right penfivelie,
T gaed to reft.

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek,

I fat and ey’d the {pewing reek,

That fill'd, wi’ hoaft-provoking fmeek,
The auld clay biggin,

And heard the reftlefs rattons fqueak
About the riggin,

All in this motty, mifty clime,
I backward mus'd on waftet time,
How 1 had fpent my youthfu’ prime,
An’ done nae-thing,
But ftringin blethers up in rhyme
| ' For fools to fing,

Had 1 £o guid advice but harkit,
I might, by this, hae led a marker,
~ Or flrutted in a Bank, and clarkit
My cafh-account :
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While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-farkit,
Is 3’ th’ amount,

1 ftarted, mutt’ring, blockhead ! coof !
‘And heav'd on high my waukit loof,
To fwear by a’ yon ftarry roof,
‘ _ Or fome rath aith,
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof
| Till my laft breathe

i

When click ! the flring the fnick did draw,
And jee! the door gaed to the wa ;
And by my ingle-lowe I {faw,"
Now bleezin bright,
A tight,, cutlandith A:zzze, braw,
Come full in ﬁOhL‘

Ye need na doubt, T held my whifht ;
The infant aith, half-form’d, was crufht ;
1 glowr’d as eeric’s I'd been dufht
In fome wild glen ‘,
When fwyez, like modeft Worth, the bluthe,

And ftepped ben,

QU
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Grecen, flender, leaf-clad Holly-boughs
Were twifted, gracefu’, round her brows
I took ker for fome Scortifh Mufe,
By that {fame token ;
And come to ftop thofe recklefs vows,
| Would foon been broke

A ** hair-Drain’d, fentimental trace”
‘Was {trongly marked in her face
A wildly-witty, raftic grace
Shone full upon her;
Ier eye, ev’n turn’d on empty {pace,
Beam’d keen with Hono

-

Down flow’d her robe, a tartan fheen,

Till half a leg was {erimply feen;

And fach a leg! my bonny Fean
Could only peer it ;

Sae flraught, fae taper, tight and clean,

>~

Nane elfe came near it,

Her Manile large, of greenifh hue,

LY :

My gazing wonder chiefly drew;
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Deep lngt: and fbades, bola-mmgung, threw
A laftre grand ;

And feem’d, to my aftonifh’d view,
A well-known Land,

Heré, rivers in the fea were loft;

There, mountains to the fkies were toft 5

Here, tumbling billows mark’d the coaft .
With furging foam ;-

There, diftant thone Art’s lofty boaft,
The lerr‘Iy dome

Here, Doon pour’d down his far-ferch’
floods ;
There, well-fed Irwine ftately thuds ;
Auld hermit Ayr ftaw thro’ his woods,
’ On to the fhore;
And many a leffer torrent {fouds,
With feeming roar.

Low, in a fandy valley {pread, ,
An ancient Boroughk rear’d her kead ;
Still, as in Scottifh ftory read, '

" She boafts a Race,
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To ev’ry nobler virtue bred, _
And polifh’d grace,

By ftately tow’r, or palace fair,

Or ruins pendent in the air,

Bold ftems of Heroes, here and there,
I could difcern ;

Some feem’d to mufe, fome feem’d to dare,
With feature ftern.

My heart did glowing tranfport feel,

To fee a Race * heroic wheel,

And brandifh round the decp-dy’d fteel
In fturdy blows ;

While back-recoﬁing feem’d to recl
Their Suthron foes,

His CounTry’s Saviour +, mark him well
Bold Rickardion’s | heroic fwell;

* The Wallaces,
+ William Waljace.

1 Adam Wallace of Richardton, coufia to the im-
mortal Preferver of Sceeiith Independence.
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The Chief on Szrk * who glorious fell,
Inhigh command ;

And He whom ruthlefs Fates expell
His native land,

There, where a fcepte’d Pidti/b + fhade
Stalk’d round his athes lowly laid,
I mark’d a martial Race, pourtray’d
In colours ftrong ;
Bold, foldier-featur’d, undifmay’d,
~ They ftrode along.

1 Thro’ many a'wild, romantic grove,
Near many a hermit-fancy’d cove,

* Wallace Laird of Craigie, who was fecond in com. .
mand, under Douglas Earl of Ormond, at the famous
battle on the banks of Sark, fought anno 1448. That
glorious vidtory was principally owing to the judicicus
condu& and intrepid valour of the gallant Laird of
(fr;\igie, who died of his wouads after the acion,

1 Coilus King of the Pi@s, from whom the diftri& of
. Kyle is faid to take its name, lies buried, as tradition
fays, near the family feat of the Montgomeries of Coilss -

field, where his burial-place is fiill fhown,
1 Bar{kim‘ming, the feat of the Lord Jullice Clerk,



( 132 )

(Fit haunts for Friendfhip or for Love,
In mufing mecod)
An aged Judge, 1 faw him rove,
' Difpenfing good.

* With deep-firuck, reverential awe,

The learned Sire and Son I faw,

To Nature’s God and Nature’s law
They gave their lore,

This, all its fource and end to draw,
That, to adore,

Brydon’s brave Ward 1 I well could fpy,

Beneath old Scoria’s fmiling eye ;

Who call'd on Fame, low ftanding by,
To hand him on,

Where many a Patriot-name on high
And Hero fhone.

* Catrine, the feat of the late Doftor, and prefent
Profeffor Stewart.

+ Colonel Fullarton.
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DUAN SECOND.

‘With mufing-deep, aftonifh’d ftare,
1 view’d the heavenly-feeming Fair ;
A whifp’ring throb did witnefs bear
_ Of kindred fweet,
When with an elder Sifter’s air
' " She did me greet.

¢ All hail! my own infpired Bard !
¢ In me thy native Mufe regard !
¢ Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard,
¢ Thus poorly low !
I come to give thee fuch reward
¢ As we beftow,

¢ Know, the great Gerius of this Land

¢ Has many a light, aerial band,

* Who, all beneath his high command,
" | ¢ Harmonioufly, .
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As Arts or Arms they underftand,
¢ Their labours ply,

They Scotia’s Race among them fhare ;
Some fire the Soldier on to dare;
Some roufe the Partriot up to bare

¢ Corruption’s heart :
Seme teach the Bard, a darling care,

¢ The tuneful art,

"Mong fwelling floods of reeking gore,
They ardent, kindling {pirits pour ;
Or, mid the venal Senate’s roar,
¢ They, fightlefs, ftand,
"To mend the honeft Patriot-lore,
¢ And grace the hand,

And when the Bard, or heary Sage,
Charm or inftrudt the future age,
They bind the wild Poctic rage

¢ In energy,
Or point the inconclufive page

¢ Full on the eve,
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" % Hence, Fullirton, the brave and young; -
‘ Hence, Dempfler’s zeal-infpired tongue;
¢ Hence, {fweet harmonicus Beattie {ung
L ¢ His “ Minfirel lays 1
¢ Or tore, with noble ardour ftung,
¢ The Sceptic’s bays.

¢ To lower orders are aflign’d
¢ The humbler ranks of Human-kind,
¢ The ruftic Bard, the lab’ring Hind,
"¢ The Artifan;
¢ All chufe, as various they’re inclin’d,
¢ The various man.

When yellow waves the heavy grain,

¢ The threat’ning ftorm, fome, ftrongly,
) |

-~

. rein ;
f. Some teach to meliorate the plain
- ¢ With tillage-{kill ;
¢ And fome inftru@ the Shepherd-train,
¢ Blythe o’er the hill,
: »
¢ Some hint the Lover’s harmlefs wile;
¢ Some gracc the Maiden’s artlefs {inile ;
R
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‘Some foothe the Lab’rer’s weary toil,

¢ For humble gains,

And make his cottage-fcents beguile

¢ ’xs cares and pains,

Some, bounded to a diftri&t-fpace,

¢ Explore at large Man’s infant race,

L.

L

ka8

-

[

&

a

To mark the embryotic trace
¢ Of ruflic Bard ;
And careful note each op’ning grace,
* A guide and guard,

Of thefz am I1—Coila my name ;
And this diftrict as mine I claim,
Where ence the Campbells, chiefs of fame,
¢ Held ruling pow’r:
I mark’d thy embryo-taneful flame,
¢ Thy natal Lour,

With future hope, T oft would gaze,
Tond, on thy little early ways,

ay radsly- caroll’d, chiming phrafe,

* In unceuth rhymes,
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¢ Fir'd at the fimple, artle(s lays

¢ Of other times,

‘I fa.w thee feck the {‘oundmg fhore,
¢ Delxghted with the dafthing roar ;
¢ Or when the North his fleecy ftore |
¢ Drove thro’ the fky
¢ I faw grlm Nature’s vifage hoar
¢ Struck thy young eye, *

¢ Or when the degp green-mantl'd Farth . -
¢ Warm cherifh’d ev’ry flow’ret’s birth,
¢ And joy and mufic pouring forth

“ In ev'ry grove,
¢ I faw thef= eye the gen’ral mirth

¢ With boundlefs love,

¢ When riperi’d fields, and azure fkies,

® Call'd forth the Reaper’s ruftling noife,

¢ T faw thee leave their -ev’ning joys,
B ¢ And lonely ftalk,

+To vent thy bofom’s fwelling ni'e

¢ In penfive walk,



( 140 )
¢ When youthful Love, warm-blufhing -
¢ ftrong,
¢ Keen-fhivering thot thy nerves along,
¢ Thofe accents, grateful to thy tongué,
' ¢ Th’ adored Narme,
f T taught thee how to pour in fong,
; ¢ To foothe thy flame.

- * I faw thy pulfe’s maddening play,
¢ Wild fend thee Pleafure’s devious way,
¢ Mifled by Fancy’s meteor-ray,
¢ By Paflion driven
¥ But yet the fight that led aftray -
¢ Was light from Heaven,

¢ 1 taught thy manners-painting firains,

¢ The loves, the ways of fimple {wains,

¢ Till now, o'er all my wide domains
“ Thy fame extends ;

¢ And fome, the pride of Coi/a’s plains,

' * Become thy fricnds“.

¢ Thou canft not learn, nor I can fhow,
* 'To paint with Thom/er’s landfcape glow ;
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¢ Or wake t:he"bofom-meiting ti;irbé,;"""" -
¢ With Shenflone’s art 3 |
¢ Or pour, thh Gray, the 1 movmg flow
SRR Warm on the heart° 3
¢ Yet, all bcneath th’ unnvall’d Rofe,
¢ The lowly Dalfy fweetly blows;
¢ Tho’ large the foreft’s Monarch ‘throws "~
¢ His ariny fhade,
¢ Yet green the juicy Hawthorn grows,
£ Adown the glade,

¢ Then never mufmur nor repine ;
* Strive in thy humble {phere to thine 3
* And truft me, not Potofi’s ihine,
‘ ¢ Nor King’s regard,
¢ Can give a blifs o’crmatching thine,
| * A ruffic Bard,

¢ To give my counfels all in one,
¢ Thy tuneful flame ftill careful fan ;
! Preferve the digmity of Man,

£ With Soul ere&t ;
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* And truft, the Univerfal Plan
¢ 'Will all protect,

¢ And wear thou this—1{he folemn faid,

And bound the Holly round my head :

The polifh’d leaves, and berries red,
Did ruftling play ;.

And, like a pafling thought, the fled
In light away,
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4 D D R E 5§ 8
| TO THE |
U N COo G UI D,

| OR THE
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS.

My Son, thefe maxims make a rule,
And lump them ay thegither;

The Rigid Righteous is 4 fool,
The Rigid Wife anither:

The cleanef? corn thar &er was dight
May bae fome pyles o caff in ;

S0 né'er a ﬁllow—creaz‘ure Slighe
For rmdom Jfits @ daffin.

Sor.omox —-Ecclef ch. vii. verfe 16,

L

% YE wha are fae guid y‘o’urfel',v

‘Sae pious and fae holy,
Ye've nouvht to do but mark and tell
Your Neebours’ fauts and folly !
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Whafe life is like a weel-gaun milj;
‘Supply’d wi’ ftore o’ water,
The heapet happer’s ebbing fiill,
And ftill the clap plays clatter.

L

Hear me, ye venerable Core,
As counfel for poor mortals,

That frequent pafs douce Wifdom’s door
For glaikit Folly’s portals ;

I, for their thoughtlefs, carelefs fakes,
Would here propone defences,

Their donfie tricks, their black miftakes;
Their failings and mifchances.

Il

Ye fee your ftate wi’ their’s compar’d,
And fhudder at the mtfer,

But caft a moment’s fair regard,
What maks the mighty differ ;

Difcount what fcant occafion gave;
That purity ye pride in,
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And (what’s aft mair than a’ the lave)
Your better art o’ hiding, -

IV,

Think, when your caftigated pulfe
Gies now and then a wallop,

© What ragings muft his veins convulfz, ’
That ftill eternal gallop:

W1 wind and tide fair ©* your tail,
Right on ye fcud your fea-way

But, in the teeth o’ baith to fail,
It maks an unco lceway,

.

V.

See Social Life and Glee fic down,
All jeyous and unthinking,

Till, quite tranfiugrify’d, they’re grown
Debauchery and Drinking :

O vlvould't’hey ftay to calculate

~ Th’ eternal confequences ;

Or your more dreaded h-1l to ftate,

Damnation of expences !
| 5
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VI.

Ye high, exalted, virtuous Dames,

 Ty'd up in godly laccs, |

Before ye gie poor Frailty names,
Suppofe a change o’ cafes;

A dear-lov’d lad, convenience f'nug9
A treacherous inclination

But, let me Whlfper 1 your lug,
Ye re abhns nae temptatlon

VIL

- ‘Then gently fcan your brother Man,
Still gentler fifter woman

Tho they may gano' a—kennm wrang,
To fep afide is human:

. One pomt muft fill be greatly dark,

" The moving WWhy they doit;

And juft as lamely can ye mark',

" How far perhaps they rue it

VIIL

Who made the heart, ’tis He alone
Decidedly can try us,
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He knows each chord its varicus tone,
Eachi fpring its various bias :

Then at the balance let’s be mate,
We never can adjuft it ;

What's done we partly may compute,
- Bat know not what’s rq/ ifled.
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TAM SAMSO NG

L)

E L E G T

Au boneft mar’s the nobleft work of God—

Porsz.

E\’ AS auld K¥eksdesx¥ feon the Deil ?

Or great M“¥*¥¥¥%% + thrawn his

heel?
Or R¥FHREEE 1 30ain grown weel,
To preach an’ read ?

* When this worthy old Sportfman went out Jafk
muir-fowl feafon, he fuppofed it was to be, in Of-
fian’s phrafe, ¢ the faft of his fields ;> and exprefled
an ardent wifh to die and be buried in the muirs.
On this hint the Author compofed his Elegy and
Epitaph.

+ A certain Preacher; a great favourite with the.
Million, F7ds the OrpinaTion, p. 85.

1 Ancther Freacher, an equal favourite with the

£

Yew, who was st that time ailing,  Fer bim fee allo

-
the ORDINATIUN, BALFA i



( 149 )
¢ Na, wavr than 2’ ¥ cries ilka chiel,
Tam Samfor’s dead ¥

K¥##Rkk 34K lang may grunt an’ graing
Ar’ figh an’ {ab, an’ greet het lane,
An’ cleed her bairns, man, wife, an’ wean,
‘ In mourning weed ;
To Death fhe’s cearly pay’d the kane,
Tam Samfon’s dead !

The Brethren o’ ‘the myftic Jevel
May hing their head in wofu’ bevel,
While by their nofe the tears will revel,

Like ony bead ;
Dei&th’s gien the Lodge an unco devel,
Tam Samfon’s dead !

When Winter mufiles up his cloak,
And binds the mire like a rock ;
When to the loughs the Curlers flock,

W7’ gleefome {pied,
Wha will c!:u,y {tation at the cock,
Tam Samfon’s dead ?



| 150 }

* He was the king o’ 2’ the Core;
To guard, or draw; or wick a bore;
Or up the rink like Febi roar,
‘ In time o need ;
But now hé lags on Death’s bog-jiore, ‘

Tam Samion’s dead !

Now fafe the ﬂatcly Savwrmont fail;
And Trouts bedropp’d wi’ crimfon haif,
And Fels weel kend for fouple tail,

- And Geds for gl"eed‘,'
Since dark ih Deatl’s fifb-creel we wail

Tam Samfon dead !

Rejoice, ye birring Paitricks a’
Ye cootie Moorcocks, creufcly craw
Te Maukins; cock your fud fu’ braw,
| Withoutten dread ;
Your mortal Fae is now awa’, ,
Tam Samfon’s dead!

That weefa’ morn be ever mourn’d
aw him in fhootin graith adorn’d,
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While pointers round impatient bum d,
Fme couples freed ’

But Och ! he gaed and ne’er return’d !
Tam Samfon deadv

In vain Auld-age his body battcrs 3
]n vain the Gouc his ancles. fetter '
'In vain the bum cam down like waters,
An acre-braid |
Now ev'ry au!d w1fe, greetin, clatters,
¢ Tam Samfon s dead 1%

Owre mony a weary hag he impit,
Ax’ av the tither fhot he thumpir,
Till coward Death behmt him jumpit,

Wi deaaly fetde ;
’I\aow he proclaims wi’ tout ol trompet,
Tam uamfan 5 dead’ H

Whén at his heart he felt the daggcf,
- He reel d his wonted bottle- fwagger,
-But yet h“ drcw the mortal trspﬁer

| i W1 Weel arn d bﬁ‘cd o
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¢ L—d, five I’ he cry’d, an’ owre did fiag

ger;
Tam Samfon’s dead !

Tlk hoary Hunter mourn'd a brither ;
Ilk Sportfman-youth bemoan’d a father;
Yon apld gray ftane, amang the hether,

' Marks out his head,
Whare Burns has wrote, in thyming blether
Tam Samfor’s dead !

When Auguft winds the hether wave,
And Sﬁortfmen wander by yon grave,
Three vollies let his mem’ry crave

O’ pouther an’ lead,
- Till Echo anfwer frae her cave,
Tam Samfon’s dead!.

Heav’n reft his faul, Whare'er he be!
TIs th’ wifh o’ mony maegvrthan me:
He had twa fauts, or maybe three,
Yet what remead ?
Ae focial, heneft man want we:
| Tam Samfon’s dead !
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+

THE EPITAP I

Tom Samfor’s weel-worn clay here lies,
Ye canting Zealots, {pare him !

If Honeft Worth in Heaven rife,
Ye'll mend or ye win near him,

,PER CONTR A

Go, Fame, an’ canter like a filly
Thro’ a’ the flreets an’ neuks o’ Killie %,
Tell ev’ ry focial honeft billie
, : To ceafe his grievin,
For yet unfkaith’d by Death’s gleg gullie,

Tam Samfon’s livin!

# Killic is a phrafe the country-folks fometimss ufy

for the name of a certain town in the Weft,



THE following POEM will, by many Keaders,
be well enough underftood; but, for the fake of
thofe who are unacquainted with the manners and
traditions of the country where the fcene is caft,
Notes are added, tc give fome acéouu?: of the prin; ‘
cipal Charms and Spells of that night, fo big with
Prophecy to the Peafantry in the Weft of Scotland.
The paffion of prying into Futurity makes a ftriking
part of the hiftory of Human ‘Nazmre, in its rude
ftate, in all ages and nations ; and it may be fome
entertainment to a philofophic mina, if any fuch
thould honour the Author with a perufal, to fe¢
ibe remains of it, among the more unerlightened

in our own.

4
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HALLOWETENH

Tes 1 let the Rz’cb'd;erid}, the Proud Jz'fdéin,‘
 The ﬁm‘pk pleafires of the lowly train;

To me more dear, congenial 16 my heart,

One rative charm, thai all the glofs of art.

GoLDSMITH.

I
Ej P ON that night, when Fairies light
- On Caflilis Downans + dance,
Or owre the lays, in fplendid blaze,
On {prightly courfers prance ;

# Is tho’u’ghﬁ to be d night whei Witches, Devils,
and other mifchief-making beings, are all abroad on
their baneful, midnight errands; particularly, thofe
ée.riai\peopie, the Fdiries, dre faid, on that night, to
hold a grand Anniverfary:

1 Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills, in the

neighbourhood of the ancient feat of the Earls of
Calffilis. - ’
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Or for Culzan the rout is ta’en,
Beneath the moon’s pale beams ;
There, up the Cove *, to ftray an’ rove,
Amang the rocks an’ ftreams
To fport that night,

II.

Amang the bonie, winding banks,
“Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear,
Where BrRuck 1 aince rul’d the martial
ranks, '
An’ fhock his Carrick {pear,
Some merry, friendly, countra folks,
Together did convene,
To burn their nits, an’ pox their ftocks,
Ar’ had theie Halloween
Fu’ blythe that night,

¥ A noted cavern near Colean-houfe, called the
Cove of Colean; which, as well as Caflilis Downans, is
- famed, in country ftory, for being a favourite hauat of
Fuiries. '

+ The famous family of that name, the anceftors of
RoserT, the great Deliverer of his country, were Earls

of Carcick,
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111,

The laffes feat, an’ cleanly neat,

Mair braw than when they’re fine;
Their faces blythe, fu’ fiveetly kythe,
Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ kin’:

The lads fae trig, wi' wooer-babs,
chl knotted on their garten,
Some unco blate, an’ fome wi’ gabs,
‘Gar lafles hearts gang ftartin,
Whyles faft at night.

o IV,
‘Then, ﬁﬁrf’c an’ foremoft, thro’ the kail,
Their focks * maun a’ be fought aince

#* The ficlt ceremony of Halloween is, pulling eacl
a Stock, or plant of kail. They muft go out, hand i;
hand, with e‘yes thut; and pull the ficlt they meet with
its being big or little, firaight or crooked, is propheti
of the fize and fhape of the grand objedt of all thei
Spells—the hufband or wife. If any yird;, or earth
flick to the root, that is Zecher, or fortune; aod th
tafte of the cq/ioc; that is, the heart of the ftem, is in
d'cative of the natural temper and difpofition. Lafkly

“th
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"fhey {teek their een, an’ grape an’ wafe';

For muckle anes, an’ fraught anes,
Poor hav’rel Will fell aff the drift,

An’ wander’d thro’ the Bow-kail;
An' pou’t, for want o better {hift;

A runt was like a fow-tail,
Sae bovr’t that night

V.
Then, firaught or crooked, yird or nane;
They roar an’ cry a’ throu’ther;
The vera wee-things; toddlin, rin,
Wi’ ftocks out-owre their fhouther:
Arn’ gif the cuflock’s {weet or {our,
W1’ joctelegs they tafle them;
Syne coziely, aboon the door,
W1’ cannie care, they’ve plac’d them
To lie that night.

the ftems; or, to give them their ordinary éppcllatiun;
the runt;, are placed fomewhere above the head of the
deor; and the Chrifiian names of the people whom
¢hance brings into the haule, are, according to the pri-

ority of placing the rusts; the names in gueilion,
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VI.

The laffes ftaw frae ’mang them a7,
To pou their flalks o* corn*;

But Rab {lips out, an' jinks about,
Behint the muckle thorn :

He grippet Nelly hard an’ faft ;

| Loud fkirl’d a’ the laffes ;

But her tap-pickle maift was loft,

" When kiutlin i’ the Faufe-houfe +
- Wi’ him that night,

VIL

The avld Guidwife’s weel-hoordet nits §
- Are round an’ round divided,

* They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at threg

feveral times, a ftalk of Oéts. If the third ftalk wants
fhe {op_—pz'aé_/e, that is? the graigx at the top of the fialk,
the party in ngﬁiou will come to the marriage-bed anj
* thing but a Maid, - ‘
+ When the corn is in a doubtful flate, by being too
. green or wet, the flack-builder, by means of old tim-
ber, 8'<c, makes a large 3par§me'nt in his flack, with an
epening in the fide which is faireft expofed to the wind 3
this he calls 2 Fzzuﬁ‘/’wzﬁ.

I Burnig the nuts is 2 favourite charm. They

name
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An’ monie lads an’ laffes fates
Are there that night decided ;
Some kindle, couthie, fide by fide,
A’ burn thegither trimly ;
Some ftart awa, wi’ faucy pride,

An’ jump out-owre the chimlie
Fu’ high that night, -

VIIL =

AJean {lips in twa, wi’ tentie e’e;
Wha ’twas, {he wadna tell ;

But this is Jock, an’ this is e,
She fays in to herfel :

He bleez’d owre her, and fhe owre him,
As they wad never mair part,

“Till fuff! he ftarted up the lum,

An’ Jean had ¢’en a fair heart
To fee’t that night,

name the lad and lafs to each particular nut, as they
Iay them in the fire ; and according as they burn quiet-
1y together, or flart from befide one apother, the courfe
and iffue of the Courtfhip will be. '



( 16 )
Ix.
Poor Willie, wi’ his bow-kail runt,
Was brunt wi’ primfie Mallie ;
An’-Mary, nae doubt, took the drunt,
To be compar’d to Willie :

Mall’s nit lap out, wi’ pridefu’ fling;
An’ her ain fit it brunt it ;

While Willie lap, an’ fwoor &y jing,
*Twas juft the way he wanted

- " 'T'o be that night.

A

. X
Nell had the Faufe-houfe in her min’,
-She pits herfel an’ Robinj
In loving bleeze they fweetly join,
" 'Till white in afe they’re fobbin :
Nell’s heart was dancin at the view ;
She whifper’d Rob to leuk for'c :
. Rob, ftownlins, pri¢’d her bonny mou,
Fu’ cozie in the neuk for’t,
-~ Unfeen that night,
)
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® As feek the foul Thief ony place,
¢ For him to {pae your fortune -
¢ Nae doubt but ye may get a fight! -
¢ Great caufe ye hae to fear it ;
~ ¢ For monie a ane has gotten a fright,
An’ livid an’ di’d deleeret, |
| ¢ On fic a night.

XV,

¢ Ae Hairft afore the Sherra-moor,
¢ I mind’t as weel’s yeftreen, :
*Twasa gilpey then, 'm fure
¢ 1 was na paft fyfteen :
t The Simmer had been cauld an’ wat,
¢ An’ f’m.ff was unco green; |
¢ An’ ay a rantin kirn we gat, .
¢ £’ jult on Halleeen |

¢ It fell that nighe,

XVL

¢ Our Stibble-rig was Rab M‘Graen,
¢ A clever, ﬁurdy fallow
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¢ His Sin gat Eppie Sim wi’ wean,

¢ That liv’d in Achmacalla: ‘
* He gat hemp-fzed *, I mind it weel,

¢ An’ he made unco light o't ;
¢ But monic a day was by him/el,

* He was f{ae fairly frighted

¢ That vera night,”

XVIL

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck,
An’ he {woor By his confcience,
That he could faw bemp-feed a peck;

For it was a’ but nonfenfe:

* * Seeal out unperceived, and fow-a handful of hemp-
- {eed, harrowing it with any thing you can gonvenient~
ly draw after you. Repeat, now and then, ¢ Hemp-
¢ feed I faw thee, Hemp-feed I faw thee; and him (or
¢ her) thatis to be my tru.t;flove, come alter me and
¢ pou thee.” Look over your left fhoulder, and you
will fee the appearance of the p‘rfon inveked, in the
attitudg of pulling hemp. Some traditions L2y, « Come
¢ after me and fhaw thee,” that is, thow thylelf; in
which cafe ic fimply appears, Others omit the har-

rowing, and fay, ¢ Come after me and harrow thee.”
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The auld guidman raught down the pock,
An’ out a handfu’ gied him ;

Syne bad him {lip frae 'mang the folk,
Some time when nae ane fee’d him,

An’ try’t that night,

XVIIL

He marches thro’ amang the ftacks,
Tho’ he was fomething fturtin ;
The gra:p he for a barrow taks,
An’ haurls at his curpin:
And ev’ry now an’ then, he fays,
- * Hemp-feed I faw thee,
¢ An’ her that is to be my lafs,
* Come after me an’ draw thee
¢ As faft that night,”

XIX.

"He whiftl'd up Lord Lenox’ march,
To keep his courage cheary ;
Altho’ his hair began to arch,
He was fae fley’d an’ eerie : -
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Till prefently he hears a {queak,
An’ then a grane an’ gruntle ;
He by his {houther gae a keek,
An’ tumbl’d wi’ a wintle
Out-owre that night,

XX.
He roar’d a horrid murder-fhout,
In dreadfu’ defperation !
An’ young an’ auld come rinnin out,
An’ hear the fad narration :
He {woor ’twas hilchin Jean M‘Craw, -
Or crouchie Merran Huamphie,
Till ftop! {he trotted thro’ them &’ 3
‘An’ wha was it but Grumpbie
Afteer that night!"

XXI.
Meg fain wad to the Bara gaen,

To winn three wechts & nacthing * ;

* This charm muft likewife be performed unper-
ceived and alone, You go to the bars, and open both
doors,
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But for to meet the Deil her lang;
She pat but lictle faith in :
She gies the Herd a pickle nits;
An’ twa red cheekit apples,
To watch, while for the Barn {he fetg,
In hopes to fee Tam Kipples
That vera nighs;

L

X XL,

She tiirns the key, wi’ cannie thraw,
An’ owre the threfhold ventures';
But firlt on Sawnie giss a ca’,
Syne bauldly in {he enters:

doors, taking them off the hinges. if paflihle ¢ for there
15 ds anger, that the Jeing, about to appear, may fhut
the doors, and do you fome mifchief. " Then tuke that
inflrument uvfed in winnowing the corn, which, in our
country-diale¢t, we call a avecit, and go through all
the attitudes of letting down corn againft the wind.
Repeat it three times; and the third time, an appari-
tion will pafs through the barn, in at the windy door,
and out at the other, having both the figure in quef-
tion, and the appearance or retinuz, masking the em-

ployment or flation in lifs,
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A ration rattld up the wa’;
An’ the cry’d L——d preferve !ur '
Anr’ ran thro’ midden-hole an’ a’;
And pray’d wi’ zeal an’ fervour,
- Fu faft that night;

XXIII,

They Koy’t out Will, wi’ fair advice ,f
They hecht him fome fine braw ane ;
It chanc’d the Stack he Sfaddom't thrice®,
Was timmer-propt for thrawin :
He taks a fwirlie, auld mofs-oak,
For fome black, groufome Carlin ;
An" loct a winze, an drew a firoke,
"Till &kin in blypes cam haurlin
AfP’s nieves that night.

-

* Take an opportumty of going, unnotxced to a
© Bearfack, and fathom it three times round. The laft
fathom of thc laft tlme, you will catch in your arms
the appearanze of your future conjugal yoke-feilow.
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XXIV.

A wanton widow Leezie was,
As cantie as a kictling
But, Och ! that night, amang the fhaws;
She gat a fearfu’ fertlin !
She thro’ the whins, an’ by the cairn,
Ain’ owre the hill gaed ferievin,
 ‘Whare three Lairds’ lands met at a burn ¥,
To dip her left {ark-fleeve in,
‘Was bent that night,

XXV

Whyles owre a Jinn the burnie plays,
As thro' the glen 1t wimplt;

“Whyles reund a rocky fearit firays

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't;

* You po out, one or more; for this is a [(oeial fpell,
i bt 4 5

to a fouth-running fpring or rivilet, where ¢ three
¢ Lairds’ lands meet,” and dip your left fhirt-fleeve,
Go tobed in fight of a fire; and hang your wet flecve
before it to dry. Lie awake; and, fomc time near
midnight, an apparition, having the exadt figure of the
grand objed in queltion, will come and turn the flzeve,

ws if to diy the other fide of it,
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Whyles glitter’d to the nightly rays,
Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle ; |
Whyles caokit underneath the braes,
Below the {preading hazle '
Unfeen thar nighe,

XXVI,

Amang the brachens on the brae,
Between her aiy’ the moon,
The Deil, or elfe an outler Quey,
Gat up an’ gae a croon:
Poor Leezie’s heart mailt lap the hool ;
Near lav’rock-height the jumpit,
‘But mift a fir, an’ in thetPoai
Out-owre the lugs {he plumpit,
Wi a plunge that night,

XXVIL,
In order, on the clean hearth-{tane,

The Luggies three * are ranged ;

% Take three difhes; put cleanfwater in one, foul
water in another, and leave the third empty: blind-
’ fold -
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An’ ev’ry time great care is.ta’en
To fee them duly changed :
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock’s joys
Sin’ Mar’s-year did defire,
Becaufe he gat the toom difh thrice,
He heav'd them on the fire,
| In wrath that night,

XXVIIL

Wi merry fangs, an’ friendly cracks,
I wat they did na weary ;

And unco tales, an’ funnie jokes,
Their {ports Werc cheap and cheary :

fold a perfon, and lead him to the hearth where the
difhes are ranged ; he (or fhe) dips the loft hand: if
by chance in the clean water, the future hafband or
wife will come to the bar of Matrimony a maid; ; if i in
the foul, -2 w-duw; if in the empty difh, it ﬁnete]lqa
with equ'ﬂ certainty, no marriage at all. Tt is repeat-
ed three times ; and every time the arrangement of the

difhes is alicred.
i
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Tzh Z}L"ter’d So’ns *, wi’ fragrant Ium
Set a’ their gabs a-fteerin ;
‘Syne, wi’ a focial glafs ¢ ftrunt,
They partcd aff careerin
Fu blythe that mght

# Sowens, with butter inflead of milk to thcrn, iz
slways the Faumvmz Supgers
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THE
AULD FARMER’s

NEW-YEAR MORNING Sﬁl_(] TATION

TO HIS
AULD MARE, MAGGIE,

On giwing ber the accaflomed Ripp of Corn
to Hanfel 1 the New-Year.

GU ID Neaw-gear 1 wifh thee Maggie!
Hae, there’s a ripp to thy auld baggie:
Tho thou’s howe-backit, now, an’ knaggie,
Pve feen the day
Thou could hae gaen like ony ftaggie
) Out-owre the lay.

'Tho’ now thou’s dowie, fliff] an’ crazy,
An’ thy auld hidc as white’s a daifie,

rd
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U've feen thee dappl’t, fleck an’ giaiz’?é,
_ A bonie gray :
He thould been tight that daur’t to Faize thee,
Ance in a day.

Thou ance was i’ the foremoft rank, |
A filly buirdly, fteeve, an’ fwank,
An’ fet weel down a fhapely {hank
As e’er tread yird;
An’ could hae Sown out-owre a ftank
Like-onie bird.

I’s now fome ning-an’-twenty year,
Sin’ thou was my Guid-father's Meere;
He gied me thee, o’ tocher clear,
. ' Aw’ fifty mark;

Tho' it was fm2’, "twas weel won-gear,’

An’ thou was ftark,

When firlt T gaed to woo my feany,

Ye then was trottin wi’ your Minnie:
>

Tho' ye was trickie, flee, an funnie,

hes

* .
Ye ne'er was donfie s
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But hamely, tawie, quiet, an’ cannic:
t e )7', S, q N alil ily

An’ unco fonfie,

That day, ye pranc’d wi’ muckle pride;

‘When ye bure hame my bonie Bride ;

An’ fweet an’ gracefu’ fhe did ridey
Wi maiden air !

Kyle-Stewvart 1 could bragged wide;
For fic a pair,

"Tho’ now ye dow but hoyte and hobls;
An’ wintle like a faumont-coble,
That day, ye was a jinker noble,

For hecls an’ win’!
Ar’ ran them till they a’ did wauble;

Far,; far behin’ !

When thou dn’ I wWere young an’ fliegh;
An’ ftable-meals at Fairs were driegh,
How thou wad prance, an’ fnore, an’ fkriegh,
| An’ tak the road !
Town’s-bodies ran, an’ ftood abiegh,

An’ ca’t thee mad;
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‘When thou was corn’, an’ I was mellow,
We took the road ay like a {wallow :
At Brogfes thou had nc'er 4 fellow,
' | - For pith an’ fpeed ;
But 'e'v"'ry’ tail thou pay’t them hollow,
Whare’er thou gaed.

4 The {ma’, droop-rumpl’t, hunter cattle,
Might aiblins waur’t thee for a brattle ;
Biit fax Scotch miles thou try’t their mettle,

4 | . An’ gar’t them whaizle :
Nae whip nor fpur, but jufll a wattls

O’ faugh or hazle.

: Thou‘ was a noble Fittie-laid,

As €er in tug or tow was drawn !

Aft thee an’ I, in aught hours gaun,

| On guid March-weather,
Hae turn’d fax rood befide our han’,
~ For days thegither,

Thou never braindg’t,an’ fetch’t, an’ flifkis,
" But thy auld tail thou wad hae whifkir,
Y



An’ {pread abreed thy weel-fill’d briflet,
W1’ pith an’ power,
Till {fpritty knowes wad rair’t an’ rifket,
Ar’ flypet owre,
When frofts lay lang, an’ fnaws were deep;
An’ threaten’d labor back to keep,
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap
' Aboon the ticamer
T ken'd my Meggie wad na fleep
‘ For that, or Siinmer.

In cart or car thou never reeftit ;
The fteyeft brae thou wad hae fac’t it ;
Theu never lap, an’ ften’t, an’ breaflit,

Then {toed to blaw
But jult thy ftep a wee thing haftir,
Thou {noov’t awa,

My pleugh is now thy bairntime a’ ;
Four gallant brutes as €’er did draw ;
}Forbyc fax mae I've fell't awa,

That thou halt norft:
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They drew me thretteen pund an’ twa,
The vera warfl.

Monie a fair daurk we twa hae Wmug‘lt,,
An’ wi’ the weary war]’ fought !
An’ monie an anxicus day | thought
' ~ We wad be beat!
Yet here to crazy age we're brought,
- Wi fomething yet.

An’ think na’, my auld trufty fervan’,
That now perhaps thou’s lefs defervin,
An’ thy auld days may end in ftarvin’,

For my laft fouw,
A huapxt Stimpart, Ul referve ane
Lzid by for you.

We've worn 1o crazy years thegither;
We'll toyte about wi’ ane anither’;
Wi’ tentie care I'll flit thy techer
"  To fome hain’d rig,_
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather,
- Wi fma’ fatigpe.
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THE
¢ 0O T T E R’s

SATURDAY NIGHT.
INSCRI}";_F_?D TO R Axxkx Efys

Let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil,
T.bezr bomely Joys, and de/z’my obfcure §
Nor Grandeur bear, with a di f Iam/’ul ﬁmz’e,
‘ ‘fbf /bort‘ and f umple annals of the Poor.

GRAV

L
=\W§‘i lov’d, my honour d, much refpe&-
F A ed friend !
No mercenary Bard his homage pays ;
X ith Loneft pride, I ﬁ@rn each felfith end,

uy deareft mepd fncnd s efteem and
praife
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To you I fing, in fimple Scotts/h lays,
The lowly train in life’s fequefter’d fcene,
The native feelings E;rtmg; the guilelefs
ways, ’
What A¥¥*¥ jp a Cotzawe Would have
' been ;
Ah' tho’ hlS worth unknowﬁ, far happier
there, I ween! |

I1.

November chill bsaws loud wi’ angry fugh;
The fhort’ ning Wmter-day is near a clofe 3
The miry beafts retreating frae the pleugh ;
The black’ning trains o craws to thiir
repofe: , _
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labor goes,
 This mght his weekly moil is 2t an end,
Colle€ts his {pades, his mattocks, and his
o hees, V
Hoping the morz in eafe and reﬁ to fpend,
- And weary, o’cr the moor, his courfe docs%
. ha eward bend,



( 182 )

IiL

At length his lonely Cot appears in view,
Beneath the fhelter of an aged tree 3
Th’ expeQant wee-things, toddlin, ftacher
through /
To meet their Dad, wi’ flichterin noifz
and glee.
His wee-bit ingle blinkin bonilie,
His clean hearth-ftane, his thrifty Wifie's
" {mile, | :
‘The lifping infant, pfattling on his knee,
Does 2’ his weary kiaugh and care be-
guile, ,
And makes him quite forget his labor and
| his toil.

Iv.

Belyve, the elder bairns come drappin in,
At fervice out amang the Farmers roun’;
Some ca’ the pleugh, fome herd, fome ten-
tie rin
A cannic errand to a neebor town 3



Their eldeft hope, their Feuny, woraiis
grown,
In youthfu’ bloom, Love fparkling in
her ee,
Comes hame, perhaps, to {hew a braw new
‘ gown, ,
Or depofite her fair-won penny-fee,
To help her Parents dear, if they in hard=

thip be,
YWidh joy unfeign’d, brothers and fifters
 meet, v -
- And cach for other’s weelfare kindly
- {piers:
The focial hours, fwift-wing’d, unnotic’d
fleer ; ) '

Each tells the uncos that he fees or hears,

The Parents, partial, eye their kopeful
years; ,

Anrticipation forward points the view

w e

The Mother, wi’ her needle and her fheers,
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Cars auld cldes lock amailt as weel’s the
new. ;
The Father mixes a’ wi' admonition due,

VI,

Their Mafter’s and their Miftréls’s coms
mand,
The youngkers 2’ arz warned to obey §
And mind their labors wi’ an eydént hand,
And né’er, tho’ out ¢’ fight, to jauk or
| play ; ) }
¢ And O! be fure to fear the LorD alway!
¢ And mind your duty, duely, morn and
¢ night!
* Left in temptation’s patli ye gang afiray,
¢ Implore his counfel and affilting might:
* They niever fought in vain that foughs the
¢ Lorp aright.’

ViII.
But hark ! a rap comes ge‘nt'iy to the door, |

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o’ the fame,



Tells how a neebor lad came o’er the moor,
To do fome errands,. and convey her
“hames
The wil y Mother fees the confmous Bamie
Sparkle in Jenny's €', and ﬁufh hfr
cheek; - |
Wxth heart-ﬁxuck anxious care; enguires
his name,
While Fenny hafHlins is afraid to fpeak ;
“Weel pleas’d the Mother hears; iU’s nae
© wild, worthlefs Rake,

ifﬂl";'

With kindly welcome; Ferny brings him
( b‘en‘; ‘ o _
CAfr appa*} youih he takes the Mother’s
A g
Blythe Fenny fees the vifi's no ill ta’en ;
The Father cracks o horfes, pleughs,
and kye.
The Youngfter's artlefs heatt o’erflows wi
. Joys
Z
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But blate an’ laithfu’, fcarce can weel
behave ;
‘The Mother, wi’ 2 woman’s wiles, can fpy
What makes the Youth fae bathfu’ and
fae grave ;
Weel-pleas’d to think her bairs’s refpeted
like the lave. |
| IX.
-QO happy love! where love like this is
found !
O heart-felt raptures ! blifs beyond com<
‘pare !
I've paced much this weary, mortal round,
And fage Experience bids me this de-
clare ' |
¢ If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleafure
¢ {pare,
* One cordial in this melancholy Vale,
¢ *T'is when a youthful, loving, modelt Pair,
- ¢ Inother’s arms, breathe out the tender

tale,
¢ Denestn the milk-white thora that frents
9

I e e b3

¢ the ev’ning gale.
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X.
Is there, in human form, that bears a
_ heart—
A Wretch!a Villain! loft to love and
truth ! '

That can, with ftudied, fly, enfnaring art,
Betray fweet Fenny’s unfufpe@ing youth 2
Curfe on his perjur'd airts! diffembling
fmooth !
Are Honour, - ertue, Co*xfcxencc, all
i exil'd ?
Is there no thy no relenting Ruth,
~ Points to the Parents fmdhng o’er thcxr ‘
‘ Child ?
Then paints the ruin’d Maid, and their
diftralion wild !

XL
Buat now the Supper crowns their fimple
board, '

The hcalfoihs'.Porritcb, chief of Scotia’s
~ food :
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‘The foupe their only Hawkie dces afford,
That yont the hallan fnugly chows her
 cood: '
The Dame brings forth, in complimental
mood, ‘
To grace the lad, her weel-hain’d keb-
buck, fell,
And aft he’s preft, and aft he ca’s it guid;
. The frugal Wifie, garrulous, will tell,
How ’twas a towmond auld fin’ Lint was
" ? the bell.

XI1,

The chearfu’ Supper done, wi’ ferious face,
They, recund the ingle, form: a circle
wide ; | )
‘The Sire turns o'er, with patriarchal grace,
The big ba’-Bible, ance his Father's
pride:
#is bonnet rev'rently is laid afide,
Bis lyart haflets wearing thin and bare;
Thofc flrains that once did fweet in Zion
glide,



{189 )
- He wales a portion with judicious care; |
§ dud let us worfhip Gop!’ he fays with

{folemn air.
XIILL
They chant their artlefs notes in fimple
A guife 3 _ |
They tune their hearts, by far thc no-
bleft aim:
Perhaps Dundee’s Wild—warbling meafures
A rife, , )
Or plamtwe Mart_yr:, worthv of the
name ;

rnoble E{gm beets the heaven-ward flame,
The fweeteft far of Seotia’s holy lays ; |
Compar’d with thefe, Iralian trills are tame;
The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures
raife ; | !
Nae unifon hae they with our’Crm:ta;r’;
praife.

| - XIV.
The priefi-like Father reads the facred page,

How dbram was the Friend of Gop on
high ;
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Or, Mofes bade eternal warfare wage
With dmaleRs ungracious progeny ;
Or how the royal Bard did groaning lye,

Beneath the ftroke of Heaven’s avenging
ire ;
Or job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry;
Or rapt Jfaah’s wild, feraphic fire ;
Or other Holy Scers that tune the facred
lyre, '

XV.
Perhaps the Chriftian Volume is the therne, |
How guiltlefs blood for guilty man was
thed ;
How IHe, who boere in Heaven the fecond
name, ,
Had not’6n Earth whereon to lay His
head : .
How His firft followers and fervants {ped ;
- 'The Precepts fage they wrote to many a
land : '
How be, wko lone in Patmos banifhed,
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- Saw in the fun a mighty Angel fland,
- And heard great Bat’lon’s doom pronounc’d
by Heavfn’_s command, '

XVI,

Then kneeling down to HEAVEN’S ETER-
NAL KiINg,
The Saint, the Father, and the H.z.r&am

prays:
Hope ¢ fpungs exulting on trinmphant
wing *
That tkus they all fhall meet in future
daya :
Th‘,rc ever bafk in un"rcated rays,

“No more to figh or fhed the bitter tear,
Together hymning their Cregior’s praife,
In fuch fociety, yet ftill more dear ;
While cxrdmg Time moves round in an

ternal {phere.

XVIIL

Compar'd with tkis, how poor Religion’s
pride, |

In all the pomp of method, and of art,

* Pope’s Windfor Foreft.
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When men difplay to congregationis viide
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the beart!
The Power, 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 Boeok of Life the Inmates poor
enrolls

- XVIIL

Then homeward all take off their fev’ral
way ; '
The youngling Cottagers retire to reft
"The Parent-pair their fecret bomage pay,
And proffer up to Heaven the warm re=
queft, ‘
That He who flills the raven’s clam’rous
neft,
And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pride,
Would, In the way His Wildom fees the
beft, B
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For them- and for their little ones pro=
- vide ; o

‘But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace di-
wine prefide, ~ -

XI%,

‘From fcenes like thefe old Scotia’s gran=
deur fprings, '
" That makes her lov’d at home, rever'd
abroad : |
Princes and lords are but the breath of
kings,
* An. honeft man’s the noble work of
¢ God?
‘And certes, in fair Virtue’s heavenly road,
-~ The Cottage leaves the Palage far be-
“hind :
What is a lordling’s pomp ? a cumbrous
load, |
Difguifing oft the wretch of human kind,
Studicd in arts of Hell, in wickednefs re-
fin’d!

A
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XX.

O Scotia ! my dear, my native {oil !
For whom my warmeft with to heaven
is fent! :
Long may thy hardy {ons of ruflic toil,
Be bleft with health, and peace, and
{weet content !
And, O! may IHeaven their fimple lives
prevent
From Luxury's contagion, weak and
o wilet |
Then, howe’er crowwns and corenets be rent,
A wirtucns Populace may rife the while,
And ftand a wall of fire around their much-
lov'd {/Zé’.

XX

O Thon ! who pour’d the patriotic tide,
- That ftream’d thro’ great, unhappy Wal-
lace’ heart ;
Who dar’d to, nobly, fiem tyrannic pride,
Or nobly die, the {econd glorious part:
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(The Patriot’s Gsd peculiarly thou art,
His friend, infpirer, guardian, and re-
ward !)
O never, neVer\Scoiz'a‘s realm defert,
But fill the Patrist, and the Patriot-
. Bard, ‘ L
In bright fucceflion raife, her Ornament
and Guard!

o
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TOC A

M O U S E

On turning ber up in her Neft, with the
‘Plough, Novewber 1785.

" EE, fleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beaflie,

O, what a panic’s in thy breaftie !
Thou need na flart awa fae hafty,
Wi’ bickering brattle!
I wad be laith to rin an’ chafe thee,
Wi’ murd’ring pattle !

 I'm truly forry Man’s dominion
+ Has broken Nature’s {ocial union,
An’ juftifies that ill opinion,
Which makes thee fartic,



( 297 )

At me, thy poor, earth-born companiot,
An’ fellow-nortal !

1 doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve §
What then ? poor beaftie, thou maun live!
A daimen-icker in a thrave
; ’S a {ma’ requeft;
I'll get a bleffin wi’ the lave,

An’ never mifs’c !

Thy wee-bit bouﬁf; too, in ruin !
1¢’s filly wa’s the win’s are firewin !
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,

O’ foggdge green!
An bleak December’s winds enfuin,
Baith {nell an’ keen !

Thou faw the fields laid bare an’ wafle,
An’ weary Winter comin faft,
An’ cozie here, beneath the blaf,

‘ Thou thought to dwell,
Till crath! the cruel coulter paft

Out thro’ thy cell,
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That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an’ Ribble,
Has coft thee monie a weary nibble !
Now thow’s turn’d out; for a’ thy trouble,

But houfe or hald,
To thole the Winter’s fleety dribble,
Ar’ cranreuch cauld!

~ But, Mouﬁe, thot art no thy lané,
in proving forefight may be vain:
The beft-laid fchemes o’ Mice an’ Mex
' Gang aft a-gley,
An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain;
For promis’d joy !

Still thou art bleft; compar’d wi’ me !
The prefent only toucheth thee:
But, Och! I backward caft miy e'e
On profpeds drear !
An’ forward, tho’ I canna fee,
Y guefs an’ fear !
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A

WINTER NIGHT,

Poor naked wreiches, wherefoc'er you are,

That bide the pelting of this pitylefs floru !

How fball your boufelefs heads, and unfed
fides,

Your loop’d and windo w’d magedmff, defend
you

From ﬁq/am Sfuch as tbef&-——u

SuarespEARE,

TR 7 HEN bicing Boreas, fell and douré,
VY Sharp fhivers thro’ the leafefs
bow’r;
When Phebus gies a thore-liv'd glow's,
' “Far fouth the lift, |
Dxm»dark ning thro’ the flaky fhow’r,
Or whirling dnff
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Ae. n'ight the Storm the fteeples rocksd,
Poor Labour fweet in fleep was locked, |
While burns, wi’ fnawy wreeths ap-choked ;

Wild-eddying fwir'],* ’
Cr thro’ the mining cutlet bocked,
Down headlong hurl,

Lif’ning, the doors an’ winnocks ratde,
I thought me pn the ourie cattle,
Or _ﬁily {heep, wha bide this brattle
~ ., O’ winter war,
And thro’ the drift, deep-lairing, fprattle,
Beneath a fcar,

Tik happing bird, wee, helplefs thing !

~ That, in the merry months o’ fpring,

Delighted me to hear thee fing,

o What comes o’ thee ?

Whare wilt thou cow’r thy chittcriné wing,
' An’ clofe thy e'e ?

Ev'n you on murd’ring errands toil'd,

Lene from your favage homes exil'd,
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The bloor{ {tain'd moﬂi and {heepecofe
fpoil’d, :
My heart forgets,
thle pltyleﬁs thc tempf“ﬁ wild
~ Sore on you beats,

Now Pbazbe in her mxdnwht reign,
Darkamuﬁzl d, view’d the dreary plain;
Stlll croudmv thoucrhts, 2 penfive train,

Rofe in my foul,
’Wh‘.n on my ear this plaintive ftrain,
Slowefolemn, {tole—

“ Blow blow, ye Winds, with heavier
¢ guft!
¢ And freeze, thou bitter-biting Froft !
¢ Defcend, ye chilly, fmothering Snows !
¢ Not all your rage, as now, united fthows
¢ More hard unkindaefs, unre lenting,
¢ Vengeful malice, unrepenting,
¢ Than heaven-illumin’d Man on brother
' ¢ Man beltows !

Bb
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¢ See ftern Opprefiion’s iron grip,
¢ Or mad Ambition’s gory hand,
¢ Sending, like blood-hounds from the {lip,
¢ Woe, Waut, and Murder o’er a land!
¢ Ev’n in the peaceful rural vale,
[

Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale,

¢ How pamper’d Luxury, Flat’ry by her fide,

&

[

¢ 'The parafite empoifoning her ear,
¢ Wich all the fervile wretches in the rear
Looks o’er proud Property, extended wide;
¢ Aad eyes the fimple, raftic Hind,

“

* VWhofetoil uyaclda the glitd’ring thow,
¢ A creature of another kind,
¢ Seme cearfer fubflance, unrefin’d,
Plac’d for her lordly afe thus far, thus

vilg, ‘below!

¢ Where, where is Love’s fond, teader
¢ throe,

With lordly Honor's lofty brow,

¢ Tixe paw’rf' you proud!y own ?

is ¢, beneath Love's noble name,

Can ha ‘bour, dark; the felfifh aim,

-~

ferd
l"\‘

T , AR ead
©To Bldls hii.‘;-;!;f.l alone !
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¢ To love pretending fnares, «
¢ This boafted Honor turns away,
¢ Shunnmg foft Pity’s rifing {ivay,
¢ hegardl s of the tears and unavailing
¢ pray’rs !
¢ Ptrhaps, this hour, tn Mis'ry’s fqualid
¢ neft,
¢ She {trains your infant to her joylefs
¢ breait, '
¢ And with a- N‘ot‘hrs fears {hrinks at
| * the rocking blait |

¢ Oh ye! who, funk in beds of down,
¢ Feel not a want bpt what your-
¢ {Elves create,

* Think, fora moment »0n his wretch-
¢ ed fate

Ra

‘v”hom fnevdo and fortune quite dif=
¢ own'! '
4 i -fatisfy’d, keen Nature’s clam’rous call,
Str teh’d on his flraw he lays himfelf
¢ to fleep,

+

»
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¥ While thro’ the ragged roof and chinky
¢ wally,
¢ Chill, oer lns ﬂumbers, pﬂes the
¢ dnfty heap' .
* Think on the dungeon s grim confine,
¢ Where Guilt and poor Misfortune pinel
¢ Guilt, erring Man, relentmg view !
¢ But fhall thy legal rage purfue
¢ 'The Wretch, already crufhed low
* By cruel Fortune’s undeferved blow ?
¢ Affli@ion’s fons are brothers in diftrefs 3
¢ A Brother to relieve, how exqmﬁtc the
¢ bh{s " '

1 heard nae mair, for Chenticleer
Shook off the pouthery fnaw,

- And hail'd the morning with a cheers

| A cottage-rouﬁng craw.

But deep this trmh 1mprefs d my mind—
Thro’ all his works abroad,

The heart benevolent and kind
The moft refernbles Gop, K
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T

" BROTHER POET. "

- ‘ jmmar b A

A I'. . . P . - :
' H ILE wmds frae aﬁ' Ben—l omo;zd

blaw, -

‘And bar the doors wi’ dnvmg fnaw,
~»And hing us owre the ingle, .

I fet me down to pafs the time,

And fpin a verfe or twa o’ rhymc,

' In bamely, weftlin ngle
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While frofty winds blaw in the drif,
Ben to the chimla Iug,

I grudge a wee the Great folk’s gift,
That live {fze bien an’ fhug :

&

I tent lefs, and want lefs
Their rcomy fire-fide ;

But hanker, and canker,
To {ee their curfed pride,

il

It’s hardly in a body’s pow’r,
To keep, at times, frae being {our,
To fee how things are thar'd ;
How beft o’ chiels are whyles in want,
While Coofs on countlefs theufands rant,
And ken na how to wair’t:
But Davie, lad, ne’er fath your head,
Tho’ we hac littde gear,
We're fit to win cur daily bread,
As lang’s we're hale and fier :
¢ Mair fpier na, nor fear na’

Auld 2ge ne’er mind a feg;
<

* Ramizy.
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© The lalt o, the warfl o',
Is only but to beg.

1L

To lie in kilns and barns at en,
When banes are craz’d, and bluid is thin,
Is, doubtlefs, great diftrefs !

Yet then content could imake us blefty
Ev'n then, fometimes, we'd fnatch 2 tafle
O trucht happinefs. _
“The honefl heart that's free frae 2’

inténded fraud or guile,
However Fortane kick the ba’,
~ Has ay fome caufe to fmile:
Arn’ mind ftill, you'll find flill
A comfort this nae fma’ ;
‘Mae muir then we'll care then,
Nae farther we can fa’,

v,

What tho’, like Commoners of air,
We wander out, we know not where,

. . 3
Bur etther houfe or hal’ ?
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Yet Nature S, charms, the hxlls and WOOdo,
The fwcepmg vales, and foammo ﬁoods,
Are free, ahke to, all. - :
In days When Daifies. deck th» ground
And Blackb:rda Whlﬁle clcar,
With honeft joy otir. hearts will Bound
To fee the coriing year _
On braes when we pleafe, then, - 7
 We'll fit and fowth a tune 5
Syne rbyme til‘i’t, we’ll time till’ey
.And fing’t when wé hae done..

V.

Te’s no in titles nor in rank;

It’s no in wealth like Lon’on Bank
To purchafe peace and reft ;

1’s no in makin muckle, mair:

It’s no in bocks, it’s no in lear;
"To make us truly bleft :

1f Happinefs hae not her feat
And centre in the breaf’c

We may be wife, or rich, or great,
But never can be bleft
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o ?Nae truafures nor- pleafures -
- Could make us happy lang T
The beart ay s the part’ ay o
: That makes us rlght or wrang

. 'VL', |

Think ye, thit fic as youi and I,
Wha dmdge and drive thro’ wet and dxy,
Wi never—ceaﬁng toil ;
Think ye, are we lefs bleft than they,
‘Wha fearcely tent us-in their way,
As hardly worth their while ?
Alas! how ,aft,;j_infhaugkty mood,
Gou’s creatares. they opprefs |-
Or clfe, negleting 2’ that’s guid, -
They riot in excefs ! ~ =
Baith carelefs and fearlefs
Of cither Heaven or Hell ;
Efteeming, and deeming .
I’s 2’ an idle tale !

.Ce
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VIL

Then let us. chearfu’ acquiefce, |
Nor make our fcanty Pleafures lefs,
By pining at our ftate: |
And, ev’n fhould Misfortunes come,
I bere wha fit hae met wi’ fome,
An’s thankfu’ for them yet,
They gie the wit of Age to Youth ;
They let us ken ourfel ; |
They make us fee the naked tiuth,
‘The real guid and il
Tho’ lofles and crofies
‘Be leflons right fevere,
There’s wit there, ye'll get there,
Ye'll find nae other where,

VIIL -

But tent me,; Davie, Ace o’ Hearts !

{To fay aught lefs wad wrang the cartes,
And flatt'ry I deteft)

This life has joys for you and I,

And joys that riches neer couid buy,
And joys the very beft,
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~ There’s 2° the .Plcaﬁcres o the Heart,
The Lover an’ the Frien’;
~ Ye hae your Meg, your deareft parr, -
And I my darhng Fean ! »

It warms me, it charms me,

“To mention but her name :
It heats me, it beets me,
~ And fets me a' on flame {

X

O all you Pow rs who rule above!
O Thou, Who{'e very felf art Jove ! !
Thou know'ft’ my words ﬁqccre !
. The hfe—blood ﬁreamm“ thro my heart,
. Or my more dear Immgrtdl part,
Is not more fondly dear !
When heart-carroding care and grief
Deprive my foul of reft,
Her dear idea brings relief, -
‘And folace to my breaft,
Thou Being, All-feemg,
O hear my fervent pray rt
" Still take her, and make her
Thy moft pecuhar care !
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X
- All hail ! ye tender feelings dear P
'The {mile of love, the fmendly tear,
The fympathetic glow ! A
Long fince, this warld’s thorny ways
Had number’d out my weary days,
Had it not been for you! -
Fate ftill has bleft me with a fmend
In ev’ry care and ill ;
And oft a more endearing band,
A tic more tender ftill.
It lightens, it brightens,
The tenebrific {cene,
To meet with, and greet vvuh
My Davie, or my Jean!

XI,
G, how that name infpires my ftyle?
The words come fkelpin, rank and file,
Amaift before I ken !
The ready meafure rins as fine,
As Pheebus and the famous Nine
Were glowrin cwre my pgn,
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My fpaviet Pegafus will"limp,
Till ance he’s fairly het; - . ..
And then hc’ll hxlch and i’ult, and j _ump,
And in an unco fit:
But Jeaft then the beaﬂ: thcn
Should rue thls hafty ride,
Pl light now, and dight now
His fweaty, wizen’d hide,
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THE
L A M E N T
DCCASIGNED .BY' THE vNFORTUNgTE ISSUE
OF A

FRIEND's AMQUR,

Alas ! bow oftva?ocs Grodnefs wound ifelf !
And fwest AffeCion prove the fpring of Woe!

Howme
I.

£, THOU pale Orb, that filent thines,
¥ While care-untroubled mortals fleep!

Thou feeft a Wretch, who inly pines,
And wanders here to wail and weep !
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With Woe I nightly vigils keep,
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam ;

And mourn, in Jamentation deep,
How /ife and love are all a dream!

L

I joylefs view thy rays adern .
" 'The faintly marked, diftant hill :
1joylefs view thy trembling horn,
Refleed in the gurgling rill,
My fondly—ﬁuttermg heart, be flill!
Thou bufy pow’r, Remembrance, ceafe ! *
Ah! muft the agonizing thrill
> For ever bar returning Peace !

1L

No idly-feign’d, poetic pains,
‘My fad, love-lorn lamentings claim :
No thepherd’s pipe—Arcadian firains ;

~ "No fabled tortures, quaint and tame ;

The plighted faith ; the mutual flame 3
The oft-attefted Pow'rs above ;
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The promis’d Father's tender name :
Thefe were the pledges of my love !

Iv.

Encircled in her clafping arms,
How have the raptur’d moments flown !
How have I wifh’d for Fortune’s charms;
For her dear fake, and her’s alone!
And, muft I think it! is fhe gone,
My fecret heart’s exulting boaft ?
And does fhe heedlefs hear my groan?
And is fhe ever, ever loft?

V’

Oh! can fhe bear {o bafe a heart,
So loft to Honor, loft to Truth,
As from the fondeft lover part,
The plighted hufband of her youth §
‘Alas! Life’s path may be unfmooth !
Her way may lie thro’ rough diftrefs !
Then, who her pangs and pains will foot’he’
Her forrows fhare and make them lefs ?
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VL

Ye winged Hours that o’er us paft,
~Enraptur’d more, the more enjoy’d,
Your dear remembrance in my breaft, -
My fondly-treafur’d thoughts employ’d.
“That breaft, how dreary now, and void,. -

?'Flo‘yl; her too fcanty once of room!
Ev’n ev'ry ray of Hope deftroy’d,

And ﬁot,a Wb to gild the gloom !

VIL

The morn that warns th’ approaching day,
- Awakes me up to toil and woe ;
1 fee the hours, in long array,

That I muft {uffer, lingering, flow.
Full many a pang, and many a throe,

Keen Recolle@ion’s direful train,
Muft wring my foul, "ere Phoebus, low,

Shall kifs the diftant, weftern main.

Dd
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VIII.

And when my nightly couch I try,
Sore-harafs’d out with care and grief,
My toil-beat nerves; and tear-won eye,
Keep watchings with the nightly thief;
Or if I flumber, Fancy, chief,
Reigns, haggard-wild, in fore affright:
Ev’n day, all-bitter, brings relief
¥rom fuch a horror-breathing night.

Lho

Q7 tkou bright Queen, who, d’er th’ ex-
panfe,
Now higheft reign’@, with boundlefs
fivay! '
Oft has thy {ilent-marking glance
Obferv’d us, fondly-wand’ring, firay!
"The time, unheeded, fped away,
While Love’s lﬁxaxrio1ls pulle beat high,
Beneath thy filver-gleaming ray,
To mark the mutval-kindling eye,
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X,

Oh ! fcenes in ftrong remembrarice fet !

Scenes, never, never to return !
Scenes, if in ftupor I forget,

Again I feel, again I burn !
-From ev’ry joy and pleafure torn,

Life’s weary vale I'll wander thro’ ;
And hopelefs, comfortlefs, U'll mourn

* A faicthlels woman’s broken vow.
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DESPONDENCGY.

0 D E,

I.

& 2 PPRESS'D with grief, opprefs’d with
v éarc,
‘A burden more than I can bear,
I fet me down and figh:
O Life! thou art a galling load,
Along a rough, a weary road,
To wretches fuch as I'!
Dim-backward as I caft my view,
What fick’ning Scenes appear !

What Sorrows yef may pierce me thro’,
Too juftly I may fear!
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Still caring, defpairing,
Muft be my bitter doom 5
My woes here fhall clofe né’er,
But with the clofing tomb !

IL

Happy ! ye fons of Bufy-life,
Who, equal to the buftling ftrife,
No other view regard!
Ev'n when the withed end’s deny’d,
Yet while the bufy means are ply’d,
They bring their own reward : -
“Whilft I, a hope-abandon’d wight,
Unfitted with an aim,,
~Meet ev'ry fad returning night,
o And joylefs morn the fame,
You, buftling and juftling,
Forget each grief and pain
I, liftlefs, yet reftlefs,
Find ev’ry profpe&t vain,
111
How bleft the Solitary’s lot,

Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot,
Within his humble cell,
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T'he cavern wild with tangling roots,
Sits o’er his newly~gather'd fruits,
Befide his cryftal well!
Or haply, to his ev’ning thought,
By unfrequented ftream,
The ways of men are diltant brought,
A faint-colle@ed dream :
While praifing, and raifing
His thoughts to Heav'n on high,
As wand’ring, meandring, '
Ie views the folemn fky.

IV,
Than I, no loaely Hermit plac’d
‘Where never human footfiep trac’d,
- Lefs fit to play the part,
"The lucky momezt to improve,
And juf? to ftop, and ju/ to move,
With {elf-refpeling art:
But ah! thofe pleafurcs, Loves and Joys,
Which I roo keenly tafle,
The Solitary can deipile,

Can want, and vet be b

d
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He needs not, he heeds not,
Or human love or hate ;

“Whiltt T here muft cry here
At perfidy ingrate !

V.

Oh! enviable, early days,

When dancing thoughtlefs pleafure’s maz
To Care, to Guilt unknown !
How 1ll exchaﬁg’dfor riper times,

To feel the follies, or the crimes,
Of others, or my own !
Ye tiny elves that guildefs fport,
Like linnets in the'buth,
Ye little know the ills ye court,
When manhood is your with !
The lofles, the croffes, = -
‘That active man engage 3
The fears all, the tears all,
Of dfm_i, declining dge!
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L

MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN.

Made fields and forefts bare, -
One ev'ning, as I {vén'dér’d forth . o .
Along the banks of 4yr, A
I {py’d a man, whofe aged ficp
Seem’d weary, wern with care; -
His face was forrow’d Q’er with years,

And hoary was his:hair,
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If,

Young ftranger, whither wand’reft thou ?
Began the rev'rend Sage

Does thirft of wealth thy ftep conftrain,
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.

111,

The Sun that overhangs yon moors,
Out-fpreading far an@ wide,

" ‘Where hundreds labour to fupport

A haughry lordling’s pride;

I've feen yon weary winter-fun
Twice forty times return ; |

And ev'ry time has added proofs,
"That Man was made to mourn,

Ee



O Man ! while in thy early year:,
How prodigal of time !
Mifpending all thy precious hours,
Thy glérious, youthful prime!
Alternate Follies take the {way ;
Licentious Paflions burn s
~Which tenfold force gives Nature's law; -
That Man was made to mourn.

-V.

Lok not alene ox youthful Prime,
Or Manhood’s aclive might 5 -
Man then 15 ufeful to his kind,
Supported 1s his right:
But {ce him on the edge of life,
With Cares and Sorrows worn,
"Then Age and Want, Ch! ill match’d pair!

Show Man ‘was made to mourn,
VI,

A few feem favcurices of Yate,

Voo Nerpte -
In Pleafure’s lap carefl ;
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Yet, think not all the Rich and Creat
Are likewife truly bleft, ’
But, Oh ! what crouds in ev’ry land,
All wretched and forlorn, v
‘Thro” weary life this leflon learn,

That Man was made to mourn,

VIIL

Many and fharp the num’rous Ills
Inwoyen with our frame !

More pointed flill we make ()u/:tfelvafsé3
Regret, Remorfe, and Shame!

£And Man, whofe heav’n-erefled face
The fmiles of love adarn,

" Man’s inhumanity to Man
" Makes countlefs thoufands mourn !

s

VIIL

See yonder poor, o’erlabour’d wight,
So ébjeé’t, mean, and vile,

%Who begs a brother of the earth
Tp give him leave to teil;
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And fee his lordly fellow-worm
The poor petition {purn,
Unmindful, tho” a weeping wife = =
And helpkefs offspring mourn,
R
If P'm defign’d yon lordling’s flave,
By Nature’s law defign’d,
'Why was an independent with .
E’er planted in my mind?
If not, why am I fubje&t to-
His cruelty, or {corn ?

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 laft ! -

TLe poor, opprefled, honeft man
Had never, {ure, been born,

Had there not been fome recompenfe
To comfort thofe that mourn!
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oA .- o, ‘ - .
T B I TP I LI S S U
XL

I ol

- O Death! the poo/rﬁn‘za.n’s}“leérewﬁ -fgiend’v

The kindeft and-the beft!- s TR |

Welcome the hour my aged hmbs
Are 1aid with thee at reft !

The Great, the Wealthy fear thy blo Ws o

From pomp and pleafure torn; -
~ But, Oh! a bleft relief to thofe -

That weary-laden mourg !



FEHE Wintry Weft extends his blaft,

L And hail and rain does blaw 3

Or, the ftormy North fends driving forth
The blinding flcet and fnaw :

While, tumbling Lrown, the Burn comes

down,

And roars frae bank to brae;

And bird and beaft in covert reft,
And pafs the heartlefs day.




1L

¢ The fweeping blaft, the fky o’ercaft *,f’g
The joylef:s Wiater-day,

Let others fear, to me more dear
Than all the pride of May : :

The Tempeft’s howl, it {cothes my foul;
My griefs it feems to join ;

"The leaflefs trees my fancy plcafe, :

- Their fate refembles. ming !

111

"Th ou Poud'r uup, eme, whofe mighty Smgmn
T 'fixﬁf“ wees of mine falfll,
lere, frm I reft, they muft be beft,
L\,waﬁ» they are Thy Will!
Then all T want (Ch, do thou grant
This one requelt of mine!)
Since to enjoy Thon doft deny,

AL we o refignl

* Dy Youas.
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P R A Y E iz,
IN THE
vpzzo,s»zézcr OF DEATH
I

£ THOU unknown, Almighty Caufe
Of an my hOE)F and feal' !

In whofe dread Prefence, ’ere an hour,
Perhaps I muft appear!
L

If I have wander’d in thofe paths
Of life I ought to fhun;
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As Something, loudly, in my breaft,
" Remonfirates I have done; '

IIL.

Thou know’ft that Thou haft formed me
With Paffions wild and ftrong;
And lift’ning to their witching voice
Has often led me wrong.

1V.

Where human weakne/s has come fhort,
Or frailty fept afide,

Do Thou, All-Good ! for fuch Thou art,

. In ngdes of darkne_{"s_hi&c.‘ o

v.

Where with intention 1 have etr’d,
No other Plea I have,
But, Thou art good ; and Goodnefs ftill
* Delighteth to forgive..
. Ef
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STANZAS

ON THE SAME 0CCASION:

BR 7»HY am I loth to leave this earthly

v  feege?

HaveIfo found it full of pleafing charms?
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill be=
tweerr ; |

Some gleams of funfhine mid renewing
ftorms: ' : -
Is it departing pangs my foul alarms?

" Or Death’s unlevely, dreary, dark abode?
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms;
1 tremble to approach an angry Gob,
And jufily fmart beneath his fin-avenging

T ored. T ‘
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Fain would I fay, © Forgive my foul cf=
¢ fence!” |
~Fain promife never more to difobey 3
But, thould my Author health again dif-
penfe,
Again I might defert fair Virtue’s way;
Again in Folly’s path might go afiray;
Again exalt the brute and fink the man;
Then how fhould I for Heavenly Mercy
- pray, -
Who a& fo counter Heavenly Mercy’s
plan? ' _
‘Who fin fo oft have mourn’d, yet to temp-
tation ran { ’ '

-

O Thou, Great Governor of all below !
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee,
'Thy nod can make the tempeft ceafe to
| blow, .
Or fill the tumult of the raging fea: -
With that controuling pow’r afit ev’n me,
Thofe headlong, furious paffions to con-
. fine; ‘
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For all unfit I fecl my powers be,
To rule their torrent in th’allowed line ;
O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Di-

wine !



sz’ﬂg at a Reverend Friend's boufe @ng
"zdzz'gbt, the Author left the following Ver-
fes in the room where be flept :—-

1
4§y THOU dread Pow'’r, who rexgn ft

above,
I know Thou wilt me hear;
When for this fcene of peace and love,

I make my pray’r fincere,
1L
The hoary Sire—the mortal firoke,

Long, long be pleas’d to fpare;
’Io blefs his little filial fock,
And thow what good men are,
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nr,

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

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

Iv.

Their hope, their ftay, their darling youth,
" In manhood’s dawning bluth;
Blefs him, Thou God of love and truth,
Up to a Parent’s wiih.

V.

The beauteous, feraph Sifter-band,
With earneft tears 1 pray,

Thou know’ft the {nares on ev’ry hand,
Guide Thou their fteps alway,

VI.

When focn or late they reach that coaft,
O’er life’s rough ocean driven,

May they rejoice, no wand’rer lof,
A Family in Heaven!
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T H E

FIRST PSALM,

H E man, in life where-ever plac’d
Hath' happinefs in ftore,
Who walks not in the wicked’s way,
Nor learns their guilty lore!
* Nor from the feat of fcornful Pride
" Cafts forth his eyes abroad,

- But with humility and awe

-Still walks before his Gob.

That man fhall flourifh like the trees
- 'Which by the fireamlets grow ;
The fruitful top is fpread on high,
And firm the root below.
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But he whofe bloffom buds in guilt
Shall to the ground be caft,

And like the rootlefs ftubble toft;
Before the fweeping blaft.

For why ? ;hét Gob the good adore
Hath giv’n them peace and reft,

But hath decreed that wicked men
Shall ne’er be truly bleft,
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A
P R A Y E R,

Under the Preffure of Violent Anguifb.

0

4 ™y THOU coreat Being! what Thou art,
i 3 -

Surpafles me to know:
Yet fure I am, that known to Thee

~

Are all Thy works below.

Thy creature here before Thee flands,
All wretched and diftreft;
F"’H?

- et fure thofe ills that wring my fou
t? .

Qbey Thy high behelt,

Gg
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o T 3
vure Lias0u

u, Almighty, canft not adt
From cruelty or wrath !

O, fiee my weary eygs from tears,
Cr ciofe them faft in death!

But if { muft aflliGed be,
To fuit fome wife defign ;

‘Then, man my foul wich firm refolveg
<o bear 2nd sor veping |
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T H E
FIRST SIX VERSES
OF THE

\II\JETI FH PSALDM.

w THOU, the firft, the greatelt fiiend

O ofall the human race!

\Vnoﬁ firong right hand hds evef beed
Their ftay and dwellipg-place !

‘Before thé mountains heav’d théir hedds
Reneath Thy forming hand,

Before this ponderous globe itfelf”
Arofe at Thy command

That Pow’r which rais’d and &l upholds
This nniverfal n’anﬁc,

From co:.mf}efs, unbeginaing time
Was ever fill the fame,
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Thofe mighty periods of years
Which feem to us fo vaft,

Appear no more before Thy fight
Than yefterday that’s paft.

Thou giv'ft the word; Thy creature, man,
Is to exiftence brought;

Again Thou fay’lt, ¢ Ye fons of men,
¢ Return ye into nought I

Thou layeft them, with all their cares
In everlafting fleep ;

As with a flood Thou tak’ft them off
With overwhelming {weep.

They flourifh like the morning flow’s,
In beauty’s pride array’d; '

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



- MOUNTAIN DAISY,
On tufni;zg‘xone down <with the Plough
April 1786,

-

" EE, modeft, crim{on-tipped flow’r,

.. 'Thou’s met me in an evil hour;
For I maun cruth amang the ftoure
Thy flender ftem:
To fpare thee now is paft my pew’r,
‘ Thou beriz g=m,

Alas! its no thy neebor fweat
The benie Lark, companion mest!
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Bending thee *mang the dewy weet !
W1 fpreck!l'd breaft,
When upward-{pringing, blythe, to greet
The purpling Eaft.

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North
Upon thy early, humble birth;
Yet chearfuliy thou glinted forth :
Amid the florm,
Scarce rear’d above the Parent-carth
Thy tender form.

The flaunting fiew’rs our Gardens yield,
High thelt'ring woods and wa’s maun {hield;
But thou, beneath the random bizld

| O’ clod or fiane,

Adorns the hiftie fibble-jicld,

Unfeen, alane,

. There, in thy {canty mande clad,
Thy fnawie bofom fun-ward {pread,
Thou lifts thy unaffuming head

pacen 4 ) .
In humble guife;
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But new the_fbare uptears thy bed,
And low thou lies!

Such is the fate of artlefs Maia,
Sweet flow’ret of the rural fhade !
By Love’s fimplicity betray’d,
. ~ And guilelefs truft,
Till fhe, like thee, all foil'd, is laid
Low i’ the duft.

ch is the fate of fimple Bard,
;On foc s rough ocean lucklefs ftarr’d |
Unikilful he to note the card
Of prudgnt Lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him o'er!

Such fate to fuffering Worth is giv'n,
Who long with wants and woes has firiv’n,
By human pride or cunaing driv’n

To Mis'ry’s brink,
Till wr ench’d of ev'ry ftay but Heav'n,
' He, ruin’d, fink !
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Ev'n thou who mourn'ft the Daify’s fate,
That fute is thine—no diftant date 3
Stern Ruin’s plough- /bare drives, elate,
Full on thy bloom,
Till cruflh’d beneath the furrow’s weight,

Shall be thy doom!
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TO

L L hail! inexorable lord!
i Atwhofe deftru&tion-breathing word,

The mightieﬂ: empires fall !
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train,
The minilters of Grief and Pain, -

A fullen welcome, all?
With ftern-refolv’d, defpairing eye,

I fee each aimed dart;
- For one has cut my dearef? tye,
" And quivers in my heart,

HEL
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Then low’ring, and pouring,
The Stors no more I dread ;
Tho’ thick’ning, and black’ning,
: Round my devoted heéd. R

1L,

And thop. grim Pow’r, by Life abhorr’ dy -
While Life a pledfure can afford,
Oh! hear a wretch’s pray’r!
'No more I fhrink appall’d, afraid;
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, l
To clofe this fcene of care!
When fhall my foul, in filent peace,
Refign Life’s joylefs day?
My weary heart it’s throbbings ceafe,
‘ Cold-mould’ring in the clay? ‘
No fear more, no tear more,
To ftain my lifelefs face,
Enclafped, and grafped,
~ Within thy cold embrace !
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‘M ISS L,

' W:tb BEATTIE S POEMSﬁr a New-Tear 5
Gift. - Jan. 1. 1787,

G AIN the filent wheels of time
Theirlannual round have driv’p,
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 ;

1 fend you more than India boafts
14" Edwin's imple tale,

Our Sex with guile, and faithlefs love,

- Is charg’d, perhaps, too true ;

But may, dear Maid, eachk Lover prove
An Edwin fiill to you, |
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EPISTLE

YOUNG FRIEND.

Maj

1786,

L.
LanG hae thought, my youthfu® friend,
A Something to have fent yoi;,

"Tho’ it fhould ferve nae ither end

Than juft a kind memento; ‘
But how the fubje@ theme may gang,

Let time and chance determine ;.
Perhaps it may turn out a Sang ;.

Perhaps, turn out a Sermon.
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Ye'll try the world foon, my lad,
And .Afzdrew dea}', be‘lieye me, ™~

Ye'll find mankind an unco fquad,
And muckle they may grieve ye:

For care and trouble.fet your thought,
Ev’'n when your end’s attained ;

And a’ your views may come to nought,
Where ev’ry nerve is ftrained.

L

Pll no fay, men are villains a’;
The real, harden’d wicked,

Wha hae nae check but human law,
Are to a few reftricked :

But Och, mankind are unco weak,
An’ little to be trufted;

If Self the wavering balance thake,
1t rarely right adjufted !

S A2

Yet they wha f2’ in Fortune’s ﬂrifc:,

Their fate we fhould na cenfure,

For ftill th’ impo‘rmnt- end of life,
They equally may anfwer :
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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 fpare him.

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

But ftill keep fomething to yourfel
Ye {carcely tell to ony.

Conceal yourfel as weel’s ye can
Frae critical diffe@ion;

* But keek thro’ ev’ry other man,

W1’ fharpen’d, fly infpe&ion.

VI,

The facred lowe ¢’ weel-plac’d love; o
" Luxuriantly indulge it;

But never tempt th’ ¢lficit rove,
Tho’ naething fhould divulge it:

I wave the quantum o’ the fin;
The hazard of concealing ;

But Och ! it hardens a’ within,
And petrifies the feeling !
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To catch Dame Fortune 8 golden fmﬂe,
Affiduous wait upon. her ; H

And gather gear by ev’ry wile
That’s juﬁify’d by Honor:

Not for to hide it in a hedge,
Nor for a train attendant ;

But for the glorious privilege

 Of being independent.

VIILL

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 :

['s flighteft touches, inftant paufe—
Debar a’ fide-pretences;

And refolutely keep it’s ldws?
‘Uncaring confequences.

IX.

The great Creator to revere,
Muft fure become the Creature ;
But ftill the preaching cant forbear,

And evin the ngxd feature :
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Yet ne’er with Wits prophane to range,
Be complaifance extended ;

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

X T T

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

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

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

A correfpondence fix’d wi’ Heav'n,
fs fure a noble anchor I

XI,

Adieu, dear, amiable Youth !
Your heart can ne’er be wanting !
May Prudence, Fortitude, and Truth,

Ere& your brow undaunting ! =7 7 <.
In Ploughman phrafe, ‘Gob fend'you fpeed;’
Still daily to grow wifery T 5570

And may ye better reck the rede,
Than e’er did th’ Advifer!



SCOTCH BARD,
GONE 70 THE WEST INDIES.

* YE wha live by fowps o’ drink,.
A’ ye wha live by crambo-clink,
8’ ye wha live and never think,
Come, mourn wi’ me!
Qur- bzllze s glen usa’ a Jmk
Ar’ owre the Sea.

Lament him a’ ye rantin core,
Wha dearly like a random-fplore ;
Nae mair he 1 join the merry raar,

In focial key R
TIi
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¥or now he’s taen anither fhore,
An’ owre the Seat

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

Wi’ tearfu’ €'e;
For weel I wat they’ll fairly mifs him
That’s owre the Sea!

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble!?
Hadft. thou taen aff fome drowfy bummle,
VWha can do nonght but fyke an’ fumble,

Twad been nae p‘ea ;o
But he was gleg as onie Wumble, '
B - That’s owre the Sea!

1 DR S |
PANEd

Ada, cantie Aylﬂ may Weepers weary
An’ fiain them Wl the faut, faut tear :
"Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear,

, In ﬂmders ﬂee"
He was .icr Lazmeat mome a year,
. 'Ihat s owre the Sea!

N
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He faw: Misfortune’s cauld Nor-we
"Léng flﬁﬁ’eﬁiﬂg’ﬁpéa bitter bhi’t;
A ]1116{ brak his: heart at laft,
ooy L1l may the be!
So, tooL a bu‘th afore the maft,
- An’owre the Sea, -

A -

To tlcrnﬁi}é:tin‘dé\x: F'c‘r'*'u’n'e’s cummock,
On fearce'a bellyfu 0" drummock
Wi hxs *m‘oud mdepenuent ftomach, ¢
SRR Could ill agree;
Sf), row’t his hurmes in a bammock,

A’ owre the Sea,

- He ne’er was gien 1o great mifguiding,
Vet coin his pouches wad na bide inj;
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, ule him weel,
An’ hap him in a cozie biel:
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Ye'll find him ay a dainty chiel,
An’ foy o’ glee:

He wad na wrang'd the vera Deil,
That's owre the Sea,

Fareweel, my rhyme-compyfing billie !
Your native foil was right ill-willieg
But may ye flourith like a lily,

Now bonilie!
I'll toaft ye in my hindmoft gillie,
. Tho owre the Seal .

Y

HoE ) oo ol By

b
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SALR fa! your honeft, fonfie face,
. Great Chieftan o’ thé Puddiﬁ-faccﬁ
Aboon théim a* ye tak your place,
, Painch, tripe, or thairm;
*Weel ate ye wordy o’ a grace
As Iang s my arm. .

The groaning trencher there ye fill,
Your hurdies like a diftant hill, '
Your pin wad help to mend a mill

In time o’ need,
While thro® your pores the dews diftif
\ Like amber bead.
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His knife fee Ruftic-labour dight,
An’ cut you up wi’ ready flight,
Trenching your guthing entrails bright

. Like onie ditch ;
And then, O what a glorious fight,
Warm-reekin, rich !

Then,horn for horn they ftretch an’ firive,
. Deil tak the hindmoft, on they drive,
Till 2’ their weel-fwall’d kytes belyve
Are bent like drums ;
Then auld Guidman, maift like to rive,
Bethankit hums.

Is there that owre his French ragont,
Or olio that wad ftaw a fow,
Or frz'mﬁe wad mak her {pew
WY perfcé’c fcor AT
.ooks down wi’ fneenng, fcormu view
On fic a. dxnncr? o

Poor devil ! fee him owre his,trafh; :
As fecklefs as 2’ wither'd rafh,
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His fpindle fhank a guid whip-lafh,

His nieve a nit;
~ Thro’ bluxdy flood or field to dafh,
O how unfit!

But mark the Rufic, ﬁagéi.r:fé%z’, -
The trembling earth refounds his tread,
Clap in his walie nieve a blade,

He’ll mak it whifsle;
An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will {ned,
lee taps o’ thrifsle,

Ye Pow’rs wha mak mankind your care,
And dith them out their bill o’ fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae ﬁmkmg ware |
That j jaups in luggles ;.
Bat, if ye W1ﬂ1 her gratefu’ pray’r,
... Gieher a baggus!

@,Jel‘
J ”“' R
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DEDICATION

GHF¥% [IEFEER%% Bly

VXPECT na, Sir, i this natration;
A fleechin, fleth ’rin Dedication,

To roofe you up, an’ ca you guid,
An fprung o’ great an’ noble bluid ;
Becaufe ye're firnam’d like His Gmca
Perhaps related to the race:
Then when P'm tir’d—and fae are )'e,
‘Wi’ monie a fulfome, finfu’ lie,
Set up a face, how I ftop fhort,
For fear your medefty be hurt.
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| This may do--maun do, Sir, wi’ them wha
| Maun pleafe the Great Folk for a wamefou;
'For me ! fae laigh T need na bow,

For, Lorp be thankit, 7 can plough ;

And when I downa yoke a naig,

Then, LorD be thankit, 7 can begy

Sae I fhall fay, an’ that’s nae flatc’rin,

I1t’s jult fic Poet an’ fic Patron.

The Poet, fome guid Angel help him,
Or elfe, L fear, fome ill ane .ﬂ{‘clp him !
He may do weel for a’ he’s done yet,
But only—he’s no jult begun vet,

The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, .
I winna lie, come Wf}gt will o’ me)
On ev’ry hand it will allow’d be,
He’s juft —nae better than ‘hcxﬂmo‘u,’_d be, .,
I read’y and freely grant,
He downa fee a poor man want ;
What’s no his ain, he winna tak it; .
What ance he fays, he winna break it;
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Ought he can lend he’ll no refus’,

Till aft his guidnefs is abus’d ;

And rafcals whyles that do him wrang,
Ev’n that, he does na mind it lang :
As Mafter, Landlord, Hufband, Father,
He does na fail his part in either.

But then, nae thanks to him for a’ that;
Nae godly fymptom ye can ca’ that ;
1t’s naething but a milder feature,
Of our poor, finfe’, corrupt Nature :
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 he’s the poor man’s friend in need,
The Gentleman in word and deed,
1It’s no thro’ terror of D-mn-t--n ;

It’s juft a carnal inclination.

Morality, thou deadly bane,
"Thy tens o thoufands thou Laft flain !
Vain is his hope, whafe ftay an’ truft ig
In moral Mercy, Truth and Juftice !
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' No—firetch a point to catch a plack ;oo
" Abufe a Brother to his back ;
' Steal thro’ the winnock frae a wh-re,

- But point the Rake that taks the door ;
Be to the Poor like onie whunﬁane,
And haud their nofes to the gxunﬁane ;-
Ply ev'ry art o’ legal thieving ;
Ne matter—*ick to found believing.

Learn three-mile pray’rs, an’ half-mile
graces, |
Wi’ weel-fpread looves; an’ lang, wry faces;
Grunt up 2 folemn lengthen’d groan,
And damn 2> Parties but your own ;
I'll warrant then, ye’re nae Deceiver,
A ﬁe‘ady, fturdy, ftaunch Believer.

O ye wha leave the {prings o’ C-lv-n,
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin !
Ye fons of Herefy and Error,
Ye'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 {weeping be/fom,
Juft frets till Heav'n commiffion gies him;
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While o’er the Harp pale Mis’ry moans,
And ftrikes the ever-deep’ning tones,
Still louder fhrieks, and heavier groans !

Your pardon, Sir, for this digreffion,
I maift forgat my Dedication ;
But when Divinity comes crofs me;
My readers fhill are {ure to lofe me.

So, Sir, you fee ’tivas nae daft vapouit,

But I maturely thought it proper,
When 2’ my works I did review;

To dedicate them, Sir, to You :
Becaufe (ye need na tak it ill)

I thought them fomething like yourfel.

Then patronize them wi’ your favos;
And your Petitioner fhall ever——

I had amaift faid, ever pray,
But that’s a word 1 need na fay :
For prayin I hae litile fkill o't 5

I'm baith dead-fweer, an’ wretched ill o't

But I'fe repeat each poor man’s pray’r
P P 1A

That kens or hears-about you, Sir———

q

3
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¢ May ne’er Misfortune’s gowling bark,

® Howl thro’ the dwelling o’ the Clerk!

¢ May ne’er his gen’rous, honeft heart,
¢ For that fame gen’rous {pirit fmart !

¢ May K¥*¥¥#¥s far.-honour’d name

¢ Lang beet his hymeneal flame,
- Till H¥**#6#6Es at leaft a diz’n,

® Are frae their nuptial labors rifen :

¢ Five bonie Lafles round their table,

¢ And fev’n braw Fellows, ftout an’ able,

¢ To ferve their King an’ Country weel,

¢ By word, or pen, ar pointed fteel !

¢ May Health and Peace, with mutual rays,
* Shine on'the ev’ning o’ his days ;

¢ Till his wee, curlie Foh#’s ier-oe,

¢ When ebbing life nae mair fhall flow, %

¢ The laft, fad, mournful rites beftow !’

I will not wind a lang conclufion,
With complimentary effafion :
But whilft your wifhes and endeavours,
Are bleft with Fortune’s {miles and favours,
I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moft fervent,
Your much indebted, humble fervant.
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But if (which Pow’rs above prevent)
‘That iron-hearted Carl, Want,
Attended, in his grim advances,
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 recolleGtion’s pow’r is giv’'n,
If, in the vale of humble life,
The viim fad of Fortune’s firife,
I, thro’ the tender-gufhing tear,
Should recognife my Mafter dear,
If friendlefs, low, we meet together,
Then, Sir, your hand—my ZFriend and

Brother!
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L O U S E

- On fem 100 ol ON aLady s Bormt at Churck

@ A! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie

Your impudence protecs you fairlie
21 canna fay but ye firunt rarely,

' : Owre gauze and lace
“'Tho’ faith, I fear, ye dine but fparely
On fic a place.

Ye ugly, creepin, blaftit wonner,
Detefted, thunn’d, by faunt an’ finner,

How daur ye fet your fit upon her,
‘ Sae fine a Lady !

Gae fomewhereé elfe and feck your dinner,
On fome poor body.
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Swith, in fome beggar’s haffet {quattle ;
There ye may creep, and fprawl, and fprattle
‘Wi’ ither kindred, jumping cattle, |

" In fhoals and nations ;
Whare horn nor bane ne’er daur unfettle
Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye're out o’ fight,
Below the fatt’rels, fnug and tight ;
Na faith ye yet! ye’ll no be right
Till ye've got on it,
'The vera tapmoft, tow’ring height
O’ Myfs’s bonnet,

My footh ! right bauld ye fet your nofe
out,
As plump an’ gray as onie grozet :
O for fome rank, mercurial rozet,
Or fell, red fmeddum,
I’d gie you fic a hearty dofe o’t,, _
- Waddrefsyour droddum!

I wad na been furpris’d to fpy
You on an auld wife’s flainen toy ;
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“Or aiblins fome bit duddie boy,
On’s wyliecoat 3
But Mifs’s fine Lunardi! fie'!
How daur ye do’t

O, Fenny, dmna tofs your head,
An’ fet your beautics a’ abread !
* Ye little ken what curfed {peed
The blaftie’s makin
Thae winks and JSinger-ends, I dread,
Are potice takin !

O wad fome Pow’r the giftie gie us
To Jee ourfels as others fee us!
It wad fra¢ monie a blurder free us
An’ foolith noti‘én
IWhat au’s in drefs ar’ galt wad lea’e uss
o And ev’n Devotion !

T
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4A4DDRESS

EDINBURGH

L

7Y DINA! Scotia’s darling feat: " W
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs;
Where once beneath a Monarch’s feer

Sat Legiflation’s fov’reign pow’rs 1
From marking wildly-featc'red flow’rs,
As on the banks of Ayr 1 ftray’d,
‘And finging, lone, the liﬁg’ring hours,

1 fhelter in thy honor’d fhade.
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11,

Here Wealth ftill {wells the golden ti&é;

As bufy Trade his labours plies ;
‘There Archite@ture’s noble pride

Bids elegance and {plendor rife :
Here Juftice, from her native fkies,

High wields her balance and her rod

There Learning, with his eagle eyes,
. Seeks Science in-her coy abode.

‘ L
Thy Sons, Edina, focial, kind,

‘With open arms the.Stranger hail §

Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind,
- Above the narrow; rural vale:

~ Attentive flill to Sorrow’s wail,

Or modeft Merit’s filent claim $
Anci: never may their fources fail !

- And never envy blot thsir name!

Iv,

Thy Daughters bright thy walks adors,
Gay as the gilded fummer tky,



{276 )

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

Fair B~ firikes 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 leail alarms,
Thy rough, rude Fortrels gleams afar ;
Like fome bold Vet’ran, gray in arms,
And mark’d with many a feamy fcar 3
The pond’rous wall and maffy bar,
Grim-rifing o’er the rugged rock,
Have oft withftoed affailing War,
And oft repell’d th’ Invader’s {hock.

VI
Vith awe ftruck thought, and pitying tears,
[ view ihat noble, ftately Dome,
Vhere Seviia’s kings of other years,

Fam’d heross! had their royal heme:
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Alas, how chang’d the times to come !

~ Their royal Name low in the duft !

Their haplefs Race wild-wand’ring roam !
Tho’ rigid Law cries out, ’twas juft !

VII.

Wild beats my heart, to trace your fteps,
Whofe anceftors, in days of yore,
Thro’ hoftile ranks and ruin’d gaps
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bore :
Ev’'n /who fing in ruftic lore,
Haply my Sires have left their {hed,
And fac’d grim Danger’s loudeft roar,
Bold-following where your Fathers led !

VIII.

Edina! Scotid’s &arling feat !
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs,
Where once, beneath a Monarch’s feet,
Sat Legiflation’s fov’reign pow’rs !
From marking wildly-fcatt’red flow’rs,
“As on the banks of Ayr I firay’d,
And finging, lone, the ling’ring hours,
I thelter in thy honor’d fhade,



AN OLD SCOTCH BARD.

April 13785,

3 f HILE briers an’ woodbines buc-
' ding green, -
An’ Paitricks fcraichin loud at e’en,
And morning Pouflie whiddin feen,
- Infpire my Mufe,
This freedom, in an unknown frien’,
| I pray excufe,
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. On Faften-een we had a rockin,
To ca’ the crack and weave our ftockin ;
And there was muckle fun and jokin,
: * Ye need na doubt ; 5
At length we had a hearty yokin
At fang about,

There was ae_fang, amang the reft,
Aboon them a’ it pleas’d me beft,
That fome kind hufband had addreft
To {fome {fweet wife :
Tt thrill’ d the heart-ftrings thro’ the breaft,
’ ~ A’to the life. -

I’ve {carce heard ought defcrib’d fae weel,
What gen’rous, manly bofoms feel ;
Thought I, ¢ Can this be Pope, or Steele,

¢ Or Beattie’s wark ?”
They tauld me ’twas an odd kind chiel
About Muirkirk,

It pat me fidgin-fain to hear’, ,
An’ fae about him there I fpier’t;
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Then 2’ that ken’t him round declar’d,
He had wngine,

That nane excell’d it, few cam near’t,
It was fae fine.

That, fet him to a pint of ale,
An’ either douce or metry tale,
Or rhymes an’ fangs he’d made himfel,
Or witty catches,
*Tween Invernefs and Tiviotdale,
He had few matches.

Then up I gat, an’ fwoor an aith,
Tho’ I thould pawn my pleugh an’ graith,
Or die a cadger pownie’s death,
At fome dyke-back,
A pint an’ gill I'd gie them baith,
To hear your crack,

Bur, firft an’ foremoft, I thould tell,
Amaift as foon as I could fpell,
I to the crambo-jingle fell,
Tho’ rude an’ rough,
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Yet crooning to a body’s fel,
Does weel encugh,

I am nae Poet, in 4 fenfe,
But juft & Rhymer, like, by chance,
An’ hae to Learning nae pretence,
Yet, what the matter ?
' Whene’er my Mufe does on me glance,
I jingle at her.

Your Critic-folk may cock their nofe,
* And fay, * How can you e’er propofe,
* You wha ken hardl;v‘ verfe frae profe,

¢ To mak a_fang 2
Buts by your leaves, my “learned foes,

Ye're maybe wrang.

What’s a’ your jargon o’ your Schools,
Your Latin names for horns an’ ftools 3
If honeft Nature made you fools,

/ What fairs your Grammars? -
Ye'd better tacn up {pades and fhools,
' Or knappin-hammers.

M m
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A fet o’ dull, conceited Hathes,
Confufe their brains in College-clafles'
They gang-in Stirks, and come out Afies,

Plain truth to fpeak ;

An’ fyne they think to climb Parnaflus
By dint o’ Greek !

Gie me ae {park o’ Nature’s fire,
That’s 2’ the learning I defire ;
Then tho’ I drudge thro’ dub an’ mire
At pleugh or cart,
My Mufe, tho’ hamely in attire,
May touch the heart.

O for a fpunk o Allaw’s glee,
Or Fergufon’s, the bauld an’ flee,
Or bright L*¥*#*%Fs my friend to be,
~ If I can hitit!
That would be lear encugh for me,
If I could get it

Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow,
The’ real friznds I b'lieve are few,

]
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Yet, if your catalogue be fow,

I'fe no infift;
- But, gif ye want ae friend that’s true,
I'm on your lift,

I winna blaw about myfel,
-As i1l 1 like my fauts to tell ;
But friends, an’ folk that with me well,
They fometimesroofe me
Tho I maun own, as monie ftill
'~ As far abufe me,

There’s ae wee faut they whiles lay to me,
I like the lafles—Gude forgie me'!
For monie a Plack they wheedle frae me, -
4 At dance or fair :
Maybe fome 2her thing they gie me
The'y weel can fpare.

But Mauchline Race or Mauchline TFalr,
I fhould be proud to meet you there ;
“We fe gie ae night’s difcharge to care,

If we forgather,

~
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|
Ar’ hae a {wap o’ rhymin-ware
W1’ ane anither,

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

Awa ye {elfifh, warly race,
- 'Wha think that havins, fenfe, an’ grace,
Ev’n love an’ friendthip, fhould give place
To catch-the-plack !
I dinna like to fee your face,
Nor hear your crack.

But ye whom {ocial pleafure charms,
Whofe hearts the tide of kindnefs warms,
Who hold your beng on the terms,

¢ Each aid the others,’
Ceme to my bowl, come to my arms,
My friends,my brothers!



But, to conclude my lang epifile,
As my auld pen’s worn to the grifsle ;
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fifsle,
_ Who am, moft fervent,
While I can either fing, or whiisle,
' Your fiiend and fervant.

70 THE S4ME.

© dpril 21, 1785
"'%W HILE ngw-ca’d kye rowte at the
/¥ ftake,
An’ pownies reck in pleugh or braik,
This hour on €’enin’s edge I take,
| To own I'm debtor
To honeﬁ—.hcarted, auld LFRERRE

For his kind letter.

- Forjefket fair, with weary legs,
Ratilin the corn out-owre the rigs,
Or dealing thro’ amang the naigs

Their ten-hours bite,
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My awkart Mufe fair pleads and begs

1 would na write.

The tapetlefs, ramfeezl’d hizzie,
She’s faft at beft an’ fomething lazy :
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 ;
¢ Confcience,’ fays I, ¢ ye thowlefs jad!
¢ I’ll write, an’ that a hearty blaud,
¢ This vera night,
* So dinna ye affront your trade,
¢ But rhyme it right,

¢ Shall bauld L¥**¥¥}_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 negle& to thaw your parts
¢ An’ thank him kindly ¥’
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Sae I gat i)aper in a blink,
" An’ down gaed fumpic in the ink
Quoth 1 * Before 1 fleep a wink,

‘I vow I'll clofe ity
An’ if ye winna mak it clirk, '

¢ By Jove I'll profe it

- Sae I've begun to ferawl, but whether

In rhyme, or profe, or baith thegither,

Or fome hotch-potch that’s rightly neither,
Let time mak proof;

But I Iha‘I fcribble down fome blether
JUu. clean aff-loof,

My worthy friend, ne’er grud;.» an’ carp,
The’ Fortune ule you hard an’ fharp,
Come, kitile up your moorland harp

- Wi’ 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 ftriddle owre a rig ;
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But, by the L—d, tho’ 1 fhould beg
Wi’ lyart pow,

I'll laugh, an’ fing, an’ fhake my leg,
As lang’s I dow !

Now comes the fax an’ twentieth immer,
Tve feen the bud upo’ the timmer,
Siill perfecuted by the limmer
Frae year to year;
But yet, defpite the kittle kimmer,
1, Roby am here.

Do ye envy the city Gens,
Behind a kift to lie an’ fklent,
Or purfe-proud, big wi’ cent. per cent.
An’ muckle wame,
In fome bit Brugh to reprefent
A Buailie’s name ?

Or is’t the panghty, feudal Thane,
Wi rufl’d fark an’ glancing cane,
Wha thinks himfel nae fheep-thank bane,
But lordly ftalks,
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, Whlle caps and bonnets aff are taeng g

As by he walks ?

¢ O Thox wha gies us each guid gift }
¢ Gie me o’ wit an’. fenfe a lift,
¢ Then turn me, if Thou p]eafé, adrift,
‘ ¢ Thro’ Scotland wide }
¢ Wi’ cits nor lairds I wadna thift,
¢ In a’ their pride I’

Wete this the charter of our ftate,
¢ On pain o’ hell be rich an’ great,
Damnation then woiild be our fate,
' Beyond remead
But, thanks to Heav’n, that’s no the gits
We learn our creed.

For thus the royal Matidaté ran,
When firft the human race began,

¢ The focial, friendly, honeft man;

¢ Whate’er he be;
¢ *Tis be fullils great Naturd's plan,
- ¢ And none but be’

Na
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O Mandate, glorious and divine !
The followers o’ the ragged Nine,
Poor, thoughtlefs devils ! yet may fhine

: In glorious light,
While fordid fons o Mammon’s line

Are dark as night.

'Tho’ here they fcrape, an’ fqueeze, an’

growl,
Their worthlefs nievefu’ of a foul
May in fome future carcafe howl,
| The foreft’s fright 3
Or in fome day-detefting owl
May fhun the light,

Then may L¥#*¥%f and BF*¥ arife,
To reach their native, kindred fkies,
And fing their pleafures, hopes an’ joys,

In fome mild {phere,
Still clofer knit in friendthip’s ties
~ Each pafling year!
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w. gEEE* kN, Ochiliree.

. May 1783.
G AT your letter, winfome Willie ;

Wi’ gratefu’ heart I thank you br“y& he ;

Tho’ I maun fay’t, I wad be filly,
An’ unco vain,

Sho.zld I believe, my coaxin billie,
Your flatterin firain.

~ But Pfe believe ye kindly meant it,
~ 1 fud be laith to think ye hinted
Tronic fatire, fidelins fklented
N A On my poor Mufie ;
The® in fic phraifin terms ye've penn’d. it,
- 1 fearce excufe ye |
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My {enfes wad be in a creel,
Should I but dare a hope to fpeet,
Wi’ dllan, or wi’ Gilbertfeld,
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 péntry N

Yet when a tale comes i” my head,
Or laffes gie my heart a fcreed,
As whiles they’re like to be my dead,
(O fad difeafe N
1 kittle up my ruflic reed ;
- It gies me eafe.

Auld Coila, now, may fidge fu’ fain,
Ehe’s gotten Bardies o her ain,
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Chiels wha their chanters winna hain,
' But tune their lays,
Txll cchoes 2’ refound again
Her weel- fung praife.

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

. Ramfay an’ famous Fergufon

Gied Forth an’ Tay a lifr aboon ;

Yarrow an’ Tweed, to monie a tune,
Owre Scotland rings,

While Irwzn, Lugar, dyr, an’ Doon,
Naebody fings.

T’ Jliffus, Tiber, Thames, an’ Seine,
Glide fweet in monie a tunefu’ line ;
But, Willie, fet your fit to mine,

An’ cock your crefl,
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We'll gar our fireams an’ burnies fhine
Up wi’ the beft.

We'll fing auld Coila’s plains an’ fells,
Her moors red-brown wi’ heather bells,
Her banks an’ braes, her dens an® dells,

» Where glorious Wallace
s Aft bure the gree, as ftory tells,
Frae Suthron billies,

At Wallace name, what Scottifh blood
But boils up in a {pring-tide flood !
Oft have our fearlefs fathers ftrode
' By Wallace’ ide,
Still prefling onward, red-wat thod,
Or glorious dy’d !

O fweet are Coila’s haughs an’ woods,
When lintwhites chant amang the buds,
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids,

Their loves enjoy,
While thro’ the braes the cufhat croods
’ With wailfu’ cry !
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Ev’n winter bleak has charms to me,
When winds rave thro’ the naked tree ;
Or frofts on hills of Ochiliree

Are hoary gray
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee,
Dark’ning the day !

O Nature! 2°.thy thews 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 himfel he learn’d to wander,
Adown fome trotting burn’s meander,

An’ no think lang ;-

O fweet, to ftray an’ penfive ponder

' A heart-felt fang !

The warly race may drudge an’ drive,
Hog-fhouther, jundie, ftretch an’ firive,
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Let me fair Nature’s face defcrive,

And I, wi’ pleafure,
Shall let the bufy, grumbling hive

Bum owre their treafure.

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’ praQice,
| In Robert Burns,

POSTSCRIPT.

My memory’s no worth a preen j
I had amaift forgetten clean,
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Ye bade me write you what they meat

’ By this new-light *,

*Bout which oiir berds fae aft hae been
v Maift like to fight,

In days when mankind were but callang
At Grammar, Logic, an’ fic talents,
They took nae pains their fpeech to balance,
Or rules ro gie,
But fpak theirthoughtsin plain, braid Lallans,
" Like you or me.

~ Inthaé auld times, they thought the Mooz,
- Juft like a fark, or pair o’ thoon;

Wore by degrees; till her faft roon
- Gaed paft their viewing;
Anr’ fhortly after fhe was done
They gat a new ane,

This paft for certain, undifpﬁ‘ted H
It ne’er cami i’ their heads to doubt it;
© 'Till chiels gat up an’ wad confute it,
Ar’ ca’d it wrang }
Ooe

# See note page 91,
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An’ muckle din there was about it,
Baith loud an’ lang,

Some berds, weel learn’d upo’ the beuk,
Wad threap auld folk the thing mifteuk ;
For ’twas the auld moon turn’d a neuk,

An’ out o fight
An’ backlins-comin, to the leuk,
She grew mair bright,

This was deny’d, it was afirm’d ;
'The berds an’ biffels were alarm’d ;
The rev'rend gray-beards rav’d an’ ftorni’d,
That beardlefs laddies
Should think they better were inform’d
Than their auld daddies,

Frae lefs to malir it gaed to fricks ;
Frae words an’ aiths to clours an’ nicks ;
An’ monie a fallow gat his licks,
A Wi hearty crunt;
An’ fome, to lcarn them for their tricks,
' Were hang’d an’ brunt,
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. This game was play’d ih monie lands, -
A’ auld-light caddies bure fic hands,
That faith, the youngfters took the fands
Wi’ nimble fhanks,

Till Lairds forbade, by firi& commands,‘
Sic bluidy pranks,

But new-light berds gat fic a cowe,
Folk thought them ruin’dﬁick-an-ﬁowe,

Till now amaift on ev’ry knowe
_ - Ye'll find ane plac’d;
An’ fome, their sew-light fair avow,
Juft quite barefac’d,

Nae doubt the auld-light flocks are bleatin;
Their zealous berds are vex’d an’ {weatin;

Myfel,T've even feen them grectin
| WY girnin {pite,
To hear the foon fae fadly lie’d on
' By word an’ write.

But thortly they will cowe the louns !
Gome anld-fizht berds in neebor towns

A
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Are mind’t, in things they ca' balloons,
To tak a flight,

An’ ﬁay ae month amang the Moons
An’ fee them right.

Guid obfervation they will gie them ;
An’ when the auld Moon’s gaunto lea’e them,
The hindmoft fhaird, they’ll fetch it wi’

them, :

Juft i’ their pouch,
Arn’ When the new-light billies fee them,
I think they’ll crouch !

Sae, ye obferve that a’ this clatter
“Is naething but a ¢ moonthine matter ;'
[ But tho” dull profe-folk Latin fplatter'
In logic tulzie,
T hope, we Bardies ken fome better
. Than rhind fic brulzie, °
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EPISTLE

J R # % % % % ¥

Inclofing fome Poems.

» Rough, rude, read’y-witted RFHERFR
' The wale o' cocks for fun an’
drinkin !
There’s monie godly folks are thinkin,
- Your dreams * an’ tricks
Will fend you, Korah-like, a-finkin,
| Straught to auld Nick’s,

# A certain humorous dream of his was then making
a noife in the country-fidg.
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Ye hae fac monie cracks an’ cants,
And in your wicked, druken rants,
Ye mak a devil ¢’ the Saunts,
An’ fill them fou ;
And then their failings, flaws, an’ wants,
Are a’ feen thro’,

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

Think, wicked Sinner, wha ye’re fkaith«
ing,
Is 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 I,

I've fent you here fome rhyming ware,
A’ that I bargain’d for, an’ mair ;
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Bae, when ye hae an hour to fpare,
I will expe&,
Yon Sang * ye'll fen’t, wi’ cannie care,
. And no negle&.

Tho’ faith, fma’ heart haeT to fing !
My Mufe dow fcarcely {pread her wing:
T've play d myfel a bonie fpring,

An’ danc’d my fill !

I’d better gaen an’ fair’t the king,
At Bunker’s Hill,

*Twas ae night lately, in my fun,
I gaed a roving wi’ the gun,
An’ brought a Paitrick to the grur’,
A bonie hen,

And as the twilight was begun,
Thought nane wad ken.

The poor, wee thing was little hurt;
I ftraikit it a wee for {port,

' Néer thmkm they wad fath me for’t

But, Deil-ma-care !

* A feng he had promifed the Author.
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Somcbody tells the Poacher-court
The hale affair.

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

But, by my gun, o” guns the wale,
An’ by my pouther an’ my hail,
An’ by my hen, an’ by her tail,
v I vow an’ fwear !
The Game fhall pay, o’er moor an’ dale,
For thiss nieft year.

As foon’s the clockin-time is by,
An’ the wee pouts begun to cry;
L—d, I'fe hae fportin by an’ by,
For my gowd guinea ;
‘Tho’ I fhould herd the buckfkin kye
For't, in Virginia,
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Trowth, they had muckle for to blame!
*T'was neither broken wing nor limb,
But twa-three draps about the wame )
Scarce thro’ the feathers;

An’ ‘baith‘va yellow George to claim, »
An’ thole their blethers!

It pits me ay as mad’s a hare ;
So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ;
But pennywortbs again is fair,
'When time’s expedient:
Meanwhile T am, refpected Sir,
| Your moft obedient.

-
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JOHN BARLEYCORN*,

A

B 4 L L 4 D.

L

FEYHERE was three kings into the eaft,
H Three kings both great and high,
And they hae fworn a folemn oath

John Barleycorn (hould die.

1L

'They took a plough and plough’d him down,
Put clods upon his head,

And they hae fworn a folemn oath
John Barleycorn was dead.

* This is partly compofed on the plan of an old fong
Enown by the fame name. '

i
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111,

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

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

IV,

The fultry funs.of Summer came,
And he grew thick and ftrong,

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed fpears,
That no one fhould him wrong.

Ve

The fober Autumn enter’d mild,
~ When he grew wan and pale ;

His bending joints and drooping head
‘Show’d he began to fail.

VI.

His colour ficken’d more and more,
He faded into age ;

And then his enemies began
To thow their deadly rage.
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VIL

They’ve taen a weapon, long and fharp,
And cut him by the knee ;

Then ty’d him faft upon a cart,
Like a rogue for forgerie.

VIIIL.

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

- They hung him up before the ftorm;

And turn’d him o’er and O’er.

- IX
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 cut upon the floor,
To work him farther woe,

And fill, as figns of life appear’d,
They tofs’d him to and fro,
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XI.

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

XIL

And they hae taen his very heart’s blood,
And drank it round and round ;

And flill the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound. |

- XIIIL

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
~ Of noble enterprife,
For if you do but tafte his blood,
’Twill make your courage rife.

XIV.
“T'will make a man forget his woe ;
*Twill heighten all his joy :

*Twill make the widow’s heatt to fing,
Tho’ the tear were in her eye.
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XV.

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

And may his great pofterity
Ne'er fail in old Scotland !



( ‘3uv. )
A
" F R\ A G MEN T
Tune,_vqmmcmmmn.

I.
"HEN Guilford good our Pilot ftood,
An’ did our héllim 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 ;
"An’ did nae lef, in full Congrefs,
Than quite refufe our law, man.

IL.

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

Down Lowrie’s burn he took a turn,
And C-rl-t-n did ca’, man :
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But yet, whatreck, he, at Quebec,
Montgomery-like did fa’; man,
W1’ fword in hand, before his band,

Amang his en’mies 2’y man.

111,

Poor Tammy G-ge within‘a cage
Was kapt at Boffon-ha’, man ;

Till Wiitie H--¢ took o’er the knowe
Yor Philadelphia, man :

Wi fword an’ gun he thought a fin
Guid Chriftian bluid to draw, man ;

But at New-York, wi’ knife an’ fork, |
Sir Loin he hacked {fma’, man.

1V,

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

Then M-nt-gue, an’ Guilford too,

Began to fear a fa’, man ; :
- And S-ckv-lle doure, wha ftood the ﬁoure,
~ The German Chief to thraw, man ;
For Paddy B-rke, like ony Turk,

Nae mercy had at 2’, man ;
An’ G;_barlz’e F-x threw by the box,

An’ lows'd his tinkler jaw, man,

_ Vi,
Then R-ck-ngh-m took up the game ;
Till Death did on him ca’, man ;
 When Sh-/b-rne meek held up his cheek
- Conform to Gofpel law, man:
Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarring noife,
" They did his meafures thraw, man,
Yor N-rth an’ F-x united ftocks,
An’ bore him to the wa’, man,

Qg



{ 314 )

VII,

Then Clubs an® Hearts were Charlie’s cartes,
He {wept the ftakes awa’, man,

Till the Diamond’s Ace, of Indian race,
Led him a fair faux pas, man:

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads,
On Chatham’s Boy did ca’, man ;

An’ Scotland drew her pipe an’ blew,

¢ Up, Willie, waur them 2’, man !

VIII.

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

While lee D-nd-s arous’d the clafs
Be-north the Roman wa’, man :

An’ Chatham’s wraith, in heav’nly graith,
(Infpired Bardies faw, man) -

Wi kindling eyes cry’d, ¢ Wille, rife!
¢ Would I hae fear’d them a’, man!’

IX.

But, word an’ blow, N-rth, F-x, and Cos
Cow’d Willie like a ba’, man,
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Till Sutbron raile; an’ 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’ bloods
To mak it guid in law, man. |

#* % K % x ¥ B



Tune, Corn rigs are bonie,

I

i T was upoti a Lanimas night,

When corn rigs are bonie,

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held awa to Annie

The time flew by, wi’ tentlefs head; -
Till ’tween the late and early ;

Wi’ {ma’ perfuafion fhe agreed,
To fee me thro’ the barley.

IL.

The fky was blue, the wind was fili;
The moon was fhining clearly ;

I fet her down, wi’ right good will,
Amang the rigs o’ barley :
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L ken’t her heart was 2’ my ain ;
I lov’d her moft fincerely ;

1 kifs’d her owre and owre again,
Amang thie rigs o’ barley.

1IL

- T lock’d her in my fond embrace; -

 Her heart was beating rarely :

My bleflings on that happy place,’
Amang the rigs o’ barley !

But by"t’he moon and fars {o bright,
That fhone that hour fo clearly!

She ay fhall blefs that happy night,

- Amang the rigs o’ batley.

V.

" 1 hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear ;
I hae been merry drinking ;

1 hae been joyfu® gath’rin gear ;
I hae been happy thinking :

But 2’ the pleafures €’er I faw,

- Tho’ three times doubl’d fairly,

That happy night was worth them a’, .

Amang the rigs o’ barley.
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CHORUS.

Corn rigs, an’ barley rigs,
An’ corn rigs are bonie:

Ull ne’er forget that happy night,
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie.’
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| COMPOSED IN AUGUST.

Tune, I bad a horfe, I had nae mair,

L
, T OW weftlin winds, and flaught’ring

_ ,‘guns
Bring Autumn’s pleafant weather 3
The moorcock fprings, on whirring wings,
 Amang the blooming heather :
Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,
Delights the weary Farmer ;
And the moon fhines bright, when I rove
at night, q |
. To mufe upon my Charmer. |

I1.

The Partridge loves the fruitful fells 5
The Plover loves the mountains 3

The Woodcock haunts the lonely dells; )
The foaring Hern the fountains ;
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"Thro’ lofty groves the Cufhat roves,
- The path of man to thun it ;
The hazel bufh o’erhangs the Thrufh,
The fpreading thorn the Linnet,

1L

- Thus ev’ry kind their pleafure find,
The favage and the tender ;

Some focial join, and leagues combine ;
Some folitary wander :

Avaunt, away ! the cruel {way,

Tyrannic man’s dominion ;
" 'The Sport{man’s joy, the murd’ring cry,
~ The flutt’ring, gory pinion !

IV.

But, Peggy dear, the ev’ning’s clear,
_ Thick flies the {kimming Swallow ;
The fky is btue, the fields in view,

All fading-green and yellow :

Come let us {iray our gladfome way,
And view the charms of Nature ; ‘

The ruftling corn, the fruited thorn,
And ev’ry happy creature,
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We'll gently walk, and {weetly talk,
Till the filent moon thine clearly ;
P'll grafp thy waift, and, fondly preft,
Swear how I love thee dearly :

Not vernal thow’rs to budding flow’rs,
. t st g ’

Not Autumn to the Farmer,
So dear can be as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely Charmer !

Rr



Tane, My Nanie, 0.

L
7 2 EHIND yon hills where Stinchar flows,

a7 ’Mang moors an’ mofles many, O,
Thc wintry fun the day has clos’d,
And I'll awa to Nanie, O.

IL.

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

But 'll get my plaid-an’ out I'll fleal, .
An’ owre the hill to Nanie, O.

Iil.

My Narie’s charming, {weet an’ young ;
Nae artfu’” wiles to'win ye, O :

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue
'That wad beguile my Nanie, O-
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IV,

Her face is fair, her heart is true,

- As fpotlefs as fhe’s bonie, O

The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew,
Nae pyrer is than Nanie, O..

V.

_ A country lad is my degree,
" An’ few there be that ken me, O;
But what care I how few they be,
I’m welcome ay to Manie, O.

‘JL

_ My riches a’s my penny-fee,
An’ I maun guide it cannie, O
But warl’s gear ne'er ‘troubles me,
My thoughts are a’, my Name, 0O,

VIL

Our auld Guidman delights to view
His fheep an’ kye thrive bonie, O3

But I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugk;,
Ag’ has nae care but Nanie, G
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VIII,

Come weel come woe, I care na by,

I'll tak what Heav’n will fen’ me, O
Nae ither care in life have I,

But live, an’ love my Nanie, O.
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'GREEN GROW THE R ASHES
‘ A
FRAGMENT.

CHORUS.

Green grow the rafhes, O ;
* Green. grow the rafbes, O ;
Thé fweeteft bours that Eer I fpend,
Are [pent amang the laffes, O.

|

HERE’s nought but care on.ev’ry
~ han’, .
“In ev’ry hour that pafles, O:
What fignifies the life 0’ man,
An’ ’twex_‘e na for the laffes, O.
~ Green grow, &e,

II,

The warly race may riches chafé,
An’ riches ftill may fly them, O;
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An’ tho’ at laft they catch them faft,
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O,
‘Green grow, &e.

' 111,
But gie me a canny hour at €’en,
My arms about my Dearie, O ;
An’ warly cares, an’ warly men,
May 2’ gae tapfalteerie, O !
| Green grow, &e,

- IV,

For you fae doufe, ye fneer at this,-
Ye’re nought but fenfelefs affes, O : -
The wifeft Man the warl’ faw,
He dearly lov'd the laffes, O.
Green grow, &e.

v.

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 lafles, O.
o Green grow, &e.



"

Tune, Fockey’s Gray Breeks.

’ I.

" GAIN rejoicing Nature fees .
Her robe affume its vernal hues,
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze
_ All frefhly ﬁeep d in morning dews.

CHORUS*.

And maun I f#ill on Menie T doat,

© And bear. the feorn that’s in her €'e !

For it’s jet, jet black, aw’ it’s like a bawk,
An’ it winna let a body be! -

* This Chorus is part of a fong compofed by a gen:

tleman in Edinburgh, a particular friend of the Au-
thor’s.

& Meniz is the common abbreviation of Mariarmns.
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IL

In vain to me the cowllips blaw,
In vain to me the vi'lets fpring ;
In vain to me, in glen or thaw,
The mavis and the lintwhite fing.
And maun 1 fIill, &c.

III.
The merry Ploughboy cheers his team,
'Wi’ joy the tentie Séedfmaén ftalks,
But life to me’s a weary dream,
A dream of ane that never wauks.
o  And maun I fill, &c.

V.

The wanton coot the water {kims,
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry,
The flately {fwan majeftic fwims,
Ard ev'ry thing is bleft but L
’ And maun I fiill, &c.

v’ .

"The Sheep-herd fteeks his faulding flap,
And owre the moorlands whiftles thill,
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Wi wild, unequal, wand’ring ftep
I meet him on the dewy hill.
And maun I fill, &é

VL

 And when the la;rk, ’tween light and dé.l'k{,?
Blythe waukens by the daify’s fide,

- And mounts and fings on flittering wings;

A woe-worn ghaift I hamewatd glide.
And maun I fiidl, &cs

VIL

Come Winter, with thine angry howl,

And raging bend the.naked tree ;
Thy gloom will foothe my chearlefs {ouly
' When Nature all is fad like me!

And maun I fiill o Menie doat,
And bear the feorn that's in ber €'e ! 2
For it's jet, jet black, an’ it's like a hawk,
. An it winna let.a body be. |

Ss
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S O N G
Tune, Roflin Caftle.

L.

H E gloomy night is g’ath’rii}g faft,
Loud roars the wild, inconftant blaft,

Yon murky cloud is foul with rain,
I fee it driving o'er the plain ;
The Hunter now has left the moor,
The fcatt’red coveys meet fecure,
‘While here I wander, preft with care,
Along the lonely banks of Ayr.

11,

The Autumn mourns her rip’ning corn
By early Winter’s ravage torn;
Acrofs her placid, azure {ky,

he fees the fcowling tempeft fly :
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave,
I think upon the ﬂorrﬁy wave,
. Where many a danger I muft dare,
Tar from the bonic banks of 4yr.
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11,

*Tis not the furging billow’s roar,

“Tis not that fatal, deadly fhore ;

Tho’ Death in ev’ry fhape appear,

The Wretched have no more to fear:
‘But round my heart the ties are bound,
That heart tranfpierc’d with many a wound ;
Thefe bleed afrefh, thofe ties I tear,
To leaire,the bonie banks of Ayr

. L.

Farewell, old Coz/a’s hills and dales,

Her heathy moors and winding vales ;

The fcenes where wretched Fz;ncy foves, .
Pur{uing paft, unhappy loves!

| Earéwell, my friends! farewell, my foes!

My peace with thefe, my love with thofe-—

The burfling tears my heart declare,
Eii‘@tﬂ;ﬁll , the honie banks of Ayr!



Tune, Gilderoy.

I‘

WY R OM thee, Ebiza, I muft go,
And from my native thore ;

The 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,

1L
Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
The maid that I adore !
A boding voice is in mine ear,
We pért to meet no more !
But the lateft throb that leaves my heart,
‘While Death ftands victor by,
That throb, Elza, is thy part,
 And thine that lateft figh !
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T H E
F AREWZEL L

"TO THE BRETHREN OF ST JAMES's LODGE,
TARBOLTON.

Tune, Goodright and joy be w? you @

I’

DIEU! a heart-warm, fond adieu !
Dear brothers of the myflic tye!
Ye favored, enlighien’d Yew, '
Companions of my focial joy !
Tho’ 1 to foreign lands mufl hie,
Purfuing Fortune’s flidd’ry ba’,
With melting heart, and brimful eye,
il migd you ftill, tho’ far awa’.
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1L,

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 lLight :

And by that Hieroglyphic bright,
Which none but Crafifinen ever faw !

Strong Mem’ry on my heart fhall write
Thofe happy fcenes when far awa !

111,

May Freedom, Harmony, and Love,
Unite you in the grand Defign,
Beneath th’ Omnifcient Eye above,
The glorious Architect Divine!
That you may keep th’uncrring line,
Still rifing by the plummet’s law,
Till Order bright completely fhine,
Shall be my Pray’r when far awa.

1v.

And You, farewell ! whofe merits claim,
- Juftly that higheft badge to wear!
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Heav'n blefs your honour’d, noble Name,
- To Mafonry and Scotia dear !
A laft requeft permit me here,
- When yearly ye affemble 2,
One round, 1 afk it with a tear,
" o him;‘z‘/ye Bard ibaz’sﬁr awa.



(336 )
S O N G

Tune, P;Léparc, my dear brethren, to the
tavern let’s fly, &ec.

I.

T\ [ O Churchman am I for to rail and to

L N write,

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

care,

IL

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

I fcorn not the Peafant, tho’ ever {o low;

But a club of good fellows, like thofe that
are there,

And a bottle like this, are my glory and
care,
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COILL

Here pafles the Squire on his brother—his
| horfe 3 |
There Centum per Centum, the Cit with
‘his purfe;
But fee you the Crown how it waves in
, the air, '
"There a big-belly’d bottle flill eafes my
care. |

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 waddl’d up
-~ ftairs,
With a glorious bottle that ended my cares.
T ¢
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VI.

¢ Life’s cares they are comforts *—2 ma«
xim laid down

By the Bard, what d’ye call him, that wore
the black gown ;

And faith I agree with th’ old prigtoa
hair ;

For a big-belly’d bottle’s a heav’n of a care,

A4 Stanza added i a Mafon Lodge :

Then fill up a bumper and make it o’er=
flow,

And honours mafonic prepare for to throw;

May ev’ry true Brother of th’ Compafs and
Square

Have a big-belly’d bottle when prefled with
care.

* Young’s Night Thoughts.
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E P I.T A4 P H S

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER.

Here Sowter ***¥ in Death does fleep ;
To H-1l, if he’s gane thither,
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep,
He'll haud it weel thegither,

-

ON A NOISY POLEMIC.,

Below thir ftanes lie Jamie’s banes ;
O Death, it’s my opinion,

Thou Qc’er took fuch a bleth’rin b-tch
Into thy dark dominion !
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~

ON WEE JOHNIE.

Hic jacet wee Fahnic,

Whoe’er thou art, O reader, know,
" That Death has murder’d Johnie!
An’ here his dody lies fu’ low
For faul he ne’er had ony.

FOR THE AUTHOR’S FATHER.

O ye whofe cheek the tear of pity ftains,
Draw near with pious rev’rence, and at=
tend !
¥ere lie the loving Hulband’s dear remains,
The tender Father, and the gen’rous
Friend,
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The pitying heart that felt for human Woe;
The dauntlefs heart that fear’d no hu-
) man Pride ;
The Friend of Man, to vice alone a foe ;
* For ev’n his failings lean’d to Virtue’s
¢ fide *.

FOR R. A Esa

Know thou, O ftranger to the fame
Of this much lov’d, much honour’d name!-
(For none that knew him need be told)
A warmer heart Death ne’er made cold.

FOR G. H. Esaq.

"The poor man weeps—here G———1 {leeps,
Whom canting wretches blam’d :

But with fuch as be, where’er he be,
May I be Jav'd br dem——d !

# Goldfmith,
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A4 BARDs EPITAPH,

IS there a whim-in{pir’d fool,
Owre faft for thought, owre hot for rule,

. Owre blate to feek, owre proud to fnool,

Lét him draw near ;
And owre this grafly heap fing dool,
And drap a tear.

Is there a Bard of ruftic fong,
Who, notelefs, fteals the crouds 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, thro’ the ftarting tear,
Survey this grave.’
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The poor Inhabitant below
‘Was quick to learn and wife to know,
And keenly felt the friendly glow,
' And fofter flame ;
But thoughtlefs follies laid him low,
And ftain’d his name!

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

In low purfuit,
Know, prudent, cautious, /élf-controul
Is 'Wifdom’s root.

F I N I S.
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GLOSSARY.

THE ¢ and gh have ahvays the guttural

found. The {ound of the Englith diphe
thong oo, is commonly {pelled ou, The
French #, a found which cften occurs
in the Scotch language, is marked oo,
or #2, The 2 in gennine Scotch
words, except when forming a diph-
‘thong, or followed by an ¢ mute after a
fingle confonant, foums generally like
the broad Englhlh ¢ in wall, The
Scorch diphthongs, ae, always, and ez
very often, {ound like the French ¢
maiculine. The Scorch diphthong ey,

" founds like the Latin ¢/

A Aften, often ‘
o AL offy, Afilesf; unpremes

% all ' ditated
# Aback, away, aloof - Afore, before

T A

Aboon, above, up Agley, off the right ling,
Abeigh, at a thy diftapce wrong
Abreed, in breadth Aiblins, perhaps
Abread, abroad, in fight Aits, oats ,
e, one ] Airn, iron
fry aft ' Aith, an oath

A

Umn
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‘Aig, 0wl .

Aiyer, an old horfe

Aizle, 4 hot cmdcr‘ '

Alake, alas.

Alane, alone

Amang, among

Amaif, almolt

.- An’, and if

HAne, one, dn

Aumnce, once

‘Anither, another

Artfu’y artful’

Afey afhes

Adfteer, abroad, ﬁ:xrrmg

Auld, old

Auld-farran, or auld-far-
rant, {agacious, cunnfng,
prudent

Anght, eight, pofleflion, as
in o my auaﬁt, in all my
pofleflion -

Ava, at alt

Awa, away

. Awn, the bez rd of barley,
oats, &e.

Awnie, béarded

Awfu’, awful

Awkart, aukward

Ayont, beyond

A’ ball
Baw{’nt, having a whxte
ftripe down the face

Barkit, barked
" Darkin, barking
Baith, both "
Bane, bone
Bainie, having large
* ftout
Pardie, dzmmzu‘zw of bard

Bauld, bold, Baxldly, bold%y

¢ bones,

Barefit, bate-footed

Batch, a crew, a 'rang

Bms, botts ~

~Bade, endured, did ﬁay

Bang, an effort

Bairn, a child

Bairntime, a family of Chll=

* dren, a brood

Baudrons, a cat .

Barmie, of, or like barm,

Bauk, a crofs beam, Bauks
en’, the end of a beam

Bad, did bid

Baggie, the belly

Bathtu’, bathful’ | -

Backlins-comin, coming
back, returning )

Pe, 10 let ke, to gwe over,
to cedfe

Beuk, a book

Behint, or behin’, behmd

Be'ty be it -

Ben; into the jgvm:e or_par-
lour

" Belyve, by and by

Beet, to add fuel to fire

Bealtie, dimin. of beaft

Benlomoh’d, a noted moun-

* tain in Ducbartonfhire

Eelly-fu’, belly fuil

Bethankiz, tnc gracc after

< meat

Befa?, to befall

B; lhe, a brc*her, a young

* fellow .

Big, to build, Bzgan‘, bulld-
ed

Bxgmn, building, a houfe

Bicker, a kind- of woouem
difh, a fhort race .

Birkie, a clever fellow

Bmw, a heap of gram, pos
taco..s, &c,



Bﬂl afmll s
Eizzya bu&l N to buzz

Birring, the noife; of. pm‘-'

tﬂdges, &e. when :hey
, fpring : o
Blt, crifls, nick o" tlme 'T
- Biety, wealthy, pleniiful ~
Biel, or bield, fhelter -
Blaftit, blafted
_ Blafiie, a fhrivell’d dwarf a
.. term of contempt .
.Blmk a little -while; a fmil-
ing look ; to look kindly;
to thine by fits ,
Blinker, a term of contempt
" ‘Blinkin, fmirking
Bluid; blood, Bluidy, bloody
* Blather, the bladder
Blaw; to blow, to boaft
_Blether, to talk ldly; non-
fenfe .
"’Ieth’rm, talkmg ld]y

. Blaud, a flat picce of any

thing3 to flap .

Blate, baihful, ﬁr’cprh

Bleezin, blazing

Bleffin, b!cﬂing

Blufht, did bluth

Biype, a fhred, a latge piece

Bleatin, bleating =

Blue- -gown, one of - thofe
beggars who get 2 annual-
ly, on the King’s birth-
day; a blug cloke or gown
with a badge

" - Bonie, or bomy; handfome,

beautiful

* Bonilie, handfomely, beau-
Coc tfully

Bonnock, a kind of thick
~+ -cake of bread

- Bottier; to pother .

Lodle, a fmall old coin

Boortrie,. the firub eldér,
planted much-of old ‘in
hedges of Bam«yards, &ee

Boord,a board .

Botch, an angry tumour.

BnoQ, behoved muft nesds

Bow-kail, cabbagc

Bow’t, bended, crooked .

i Bock, to vomit, to guﬁx e

ermittently -

Bocked, ga‘ned, vomxted

Braw, fine; handfome .

Brawly, -or brawlie, wvery
. well, finely, heartily =

Brcakm, breaking - -

Bmwme, ftout, bra.w‘ny

Brie, juice, liquid

Brath, a fudden ilinefs

Brunftane, brimfons

Bréeks, breéches =

Brugh, a burgh -

Broit, to burft

Brither, a brother

Braid, broad

~ Prats, coarfe clothes, rags .

Breathin, breatbmn‘

Branks; ‘a kind of woodea

. curb for horfes

Brig, a bridge

Broo, broth, liguid, watsr

Brewin; brewing

Brogue, a hum, a trick

Brak broke, made infol-
vent

Breef, an mvalnerablc or

* irrefiftible fpeil

Brunt, did bura °

Brae, a declivity, a precipice,
the {lope of a hill

Brachens, fern

‘Broofe, a race at country .
weddings who fhall firlk
reach the bridegroom’s
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houfz on returning from
church

Frattle, a fhort race, hurry,
fury :

Braindge, to run rafhly for-
ward

Braindg’ty reeted forward

Bu{ket, the breaft, the bo-
fom

Breaflic, did fpring up or
forward

Breattie, dimin. of breaft

Braik, a kind of barrow

Braxie, a morkin fheep, &c.

Bruilzie, a broil, a combuf-
tion

Buirdlyy flout-made, broad-

~ built

Bum-clock, a humming
beetle that flies in the
famm:er evening

Bummin, humming as bees

Purn, water, a rivulet

Burnie, dimiw. of burn

Barnewin, 4. e burn the
avind, a blackfmith

Bufle, a buftle 3 to buftle

Put an’ ben, the country
kitchen and parlour

Bulkit, drefied

Pummlie, to blunder

Pumemler, a blnnderer

Tuckikin, an inhabitant of
Virginia

'fiwr, thlmur

Bure, did bear

Eyre, a cow-ftable

By himf{el, lunatic, diftrac-
ted.

C

A", to cally to name, to
8 drive

‘Ca’t or ca'd, ccxlsec? cmvev,

calved -

Carcflin, Larcﬂmg

Cauld, cold

Cantie or cauty, chcarfu!
merry

Caup, a wooden drinking
VC"TLI

Carliny a ftont old woman

Canaie, gentle, mild, dex+
trous

Cannilie, dextroudy, gent!y

Cadie, or caddie, a perfon,
a young fellow

Calter, frefh, found

Cam, did come

Canna, cannof

Carryin, carrying

Cantharidian, made of caa:
tharides

Calf-ward, afmall inclofure
for calves

Cairny a Joofe heap of&oncs

Caudron, a caldron v

Cantraip, a charm, a fpell

Cape ftane, cope-fonc, key-
fiene

Caird, a tinker

Caff, chaff

Carcerin, chearfully

Cartes, cards

Cadger, a carrier

Cullan, a boy ‘

Chap, a perfon, a fellow, 2z
blow .

Chicl or checly a young fel-
low ’

Chow, to chew; check for

" elow, fide by fide

Chuflie, fat-faced

Chantin, chanting

Chanter, a part of 2 Yagpipe

Cheep, a chirp; to chirp

Cholin, choking



( "31@9 ).

Chiearfs’, chearful =~
. Chimla or chimlie; a fire
grate T
Chimla-lug, the firefide .
Cheekit; cheeked
Chittering, fhivering, tfem.
- bling . L
Clafh, an idle tale, the fory
of the day
Claw, to fcratch _
Claife or claes, cloaths
- Claith,cloth,/aitting,cloath-
in : o
Clinkin, jerking, clinking -
Clinkumbell, who rings the
church bell
Clachan, a {mall village a-
bout a chureh, a hamlet
Chithmaclaver, idle conver-
{ation .

Cloot, the hoof of a cow,’

 fheep, &e. ‘ )

Cloctie, an old name for the
Devil ‘

Clips, fheers

Clavr, 1o clean, to ftrape

Clavted; feraped ‘

Clarkit, wrote

Clap,. clapper of a mill

Cleed, 10 clothe

Clatter, to tell little
oriess an idle flory

Clour, a bump or fwelling
after a blow

- €lock, to hateh ; a beetle

Clockin, hatching

€ollie, a general, and fome-
tines a particular name
for country curs

Comin, coming

Countra, country .

Cotrer, the inhabitans of 2
ol forfs or

idle

£oLtage

Cood, the cud

Cog, a wooden difli

Coggie, dimin. of cog -

Cowe;to terrify, to keepuns
der, to ‘lop; a fright, a
branch of furze, broom,
&e..

Commauny command

Cozie, fnug, coziely, fnugly

Cowp, to barter, to tumble
over ; a fall a gang -

Cowpit, tumbled

Cove, a cavern ‘

Cootie, wooden kitchen difhs
alfo thofe fowols, awhofe leg:
are clad with feathers, are
Jfaid to be cootie

-Cooft, did calt

Cowte, a colt

Coof, a blockhead, 2 ninny

Core, corpsy party, chan'

Couthiey kind, loving

Cookit, appeared and difap=
weared by fits

Coble, a £ihing boat

Corn’, fed with cars

Cowrin, cowering

Conxin, wheedling

COILA, from Kyls, a dif-
trict of Ayrikire, {o cal-
led, faizh tradition, from
Coil or Coilas, a Pi&ifl
monarch

Crack, converfaticn; to cone
verlz

Crackin, converfing

Crabbit, crabbed, fretful

Croufe, ¢hearful, courages
cus : )

Croufly,chearfully, courage.
oufly

Crank, the neife of av ya.
greafed whesl
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" Crankous, fretful; m;t:w;:

‘Cruthin, crulmng, cruiht,
cruthed:

Crag; a crop, the top -

Cronie, crony

Crowdie time, breakfalt time

Crnmp, hard and brutie,
Joken of bread

- Ctoon; a hollow continued

fmoan;. to make a noifg.

Like the continued roar of
a bull; to huns a tune
Croonm" hummisg
(‘renﬂne, grealy
Craf? or croft, 2 field near
a houfe, in o/d bufbardry
Creel, a batket; fo bave ond's
aits in a creelyto becraz’dy
to be fafcinated

Craw;atrow of a cockyarook

Crouchie, crock-backed

Cranreuch, the hoar froft

€rambo-clink or crambo-
jingle, rhymes, doggerel
verfes

Crowlin, crawlmg

Crecpin, creeping

Crood, or croud, to ¢oo-as 2
dove

Crunt, a2 Liow on the head
with a cudgzl

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny

Curchie, a courtely

- Carmurting, murmuring :

flight, rumulmg noifz

Curhnc. well known game
on ice

€urler, a player at ice-

Curpin, the crupper

"Curarmock, a thory faff with
a crookéd head

Curlie, curled; whole hair
{zils naturally in ringlets

Cufhat, the deh. or wood
pxgeoq
D -
DATT merry, glddy,
foolifh _
Daﬂin, merriment, foohfh-
pels
Da'g or daurk, a day s Qaa
bour .
I)’iwd, a farge p:cce
Daud, to thrafh, to abufe .
Dawut or dautet, ﬁmdled
-careffed
Dairty, p!ealmty good hue
moured, Agxeeable
Dancin; dancing
Darklinsy durkling

_Daur, to dare, daur’t; dared

Dappl’t, dappled

Dairnen, rare,now and thenj
daimen-icier, an ear cof

- .corn now and then

Taddie, a father

Dearies, dimin. of dears’

Dearthfu’, dear

Deil-ma- carc* no matter !
for all that !

Deavs, to.deafen

Devel, a ftunning blow:

Deleeretg dehrmu, )

Delerviny defcrvmg

-Delving delving

Defcrive, to deferibe

Difrefpecket; difrefpetted

Dizzen, or diz’n, a2 dozen

Dirl, a flight tremulous
ftroke or pain .

Ding, to worft, to pufh

Dinna, do not

Dight, to wipe, to clean
corn from chaff ; cleaped
from chaf¥
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I)m;p;’t, dimpled ‘ Duddie, ragged
“Dizzie; dizzy, giddy : Dung,worﬁcd,puﬂmed,unven
Toited, fupified, “hebetated Dk, to puth as @ ram, &c.
Doylt, ftupified, crazed Duihe, puthed by 2 ram, oX,
,,Douce, or doufe, fob r, wd'e, &cy, ;
““prudent T '
‘Doucel)r, {'obeny, pmﬁeﬂ‘t- T T
. DOTtYa faucy, nice ’E, ch eye, e, t‘:c eves
“Dow, am or are able to, can E Eerie, fn&htcd, drc'aa’~
Downa, am or'are not ablc, ing [pirits
campot” E’enin, evening
Dought, ‘was or were abxe Eild, old 2ge .
* Doletw’, doleful - Esbuck, the elbow: -
Doure, fiout, durable, flub-  Eldritch, ghattly, frightful
‘Born, fullen” “Ep’, end ‘
Dowie, worn with grief, Expavon, Evmwma
fatigue, &c. Eneugh, enough
. Donfie; unlucky "~ Enfuin, enfuing
" Dowf, " lel"-‘fsa wantiﬁg Efpecial, efpecially
foree * Eydent, diligent

: 'Dool forrow; o fiug’ dﬁ*‘f,
© to lament, to mourn .
Drap, 3 drop; to drop -~ : ¥
Drapping, droppmg .

Drumlie, muddy’

7 A, fall, lot 5 to 211

, Druken, drunken’ L' Fae, 2 foe .
" Drouth, thirft, drought Faithin', faithfni
Drinkin, drinking -~ Fafh, wouble, care; 1o
Dryin, drying - o trouble, to care {or
Dreep, to ooze, to drop Fafs, troub cr‘
Dreeping, ooiing, dxoppmg Fawlont, ; feemly
Drifty a drove - ~ Faem, fr}? Ty
Drunt, pet, four humour Farl, a cakz of bread
Dreadfu’, dreadful Fairin, 2 fziring, a prefeny
"Droop rumpl’t, that drooys Farewec, {avcwell
"4t the crupper . Fallow, feliow’
* Dribble, drizzling, flaver Faut, fam
Drummock, meal and water  Paddow't, fathomed
© mixed raw’ : Fac't, faced
. Droddum, the breech . Fauerels, nibbon ends, &w _
* Dub, a {fmall pond * - Fafien- -een, Fafiens-Even

Duds, rags, clothes - Fand, did find

'
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Fauld, a fold ; to fold

Faulding, folding

Ferlie, or ferly, to wonder;
a wonder, a term of con-

tempt
‘ ;Fe.cht, to fighe, fechtin, Gzht-
ing

Fend, to live comfortatly

Feide, feud, enmity

Feat, neat, {pruce

Fear’r, frighted

Fearfu’, frightful

Fetch, to pull by fits

Fetel’t; pulled intermittently

¥eg, afig

Feckfu’,
frout

Fecklefs, puny, weak, filly

Felly keen, bitiag; the fleth
immediately  onder tae
fkin; a feld pretty level
on the fide or tup of a
hiil

Fient, fiend, a petly oath

Fizz, to muke a hifling
noife like fermentation

Fit, a foot

Fittie-lan’, the near horle
of the hindmoft pair in
the plough

Fier, found, bealthy; a bro-
ther, a friend

Fidge, to fidget

Fidgin, fidgeting

Fifsle, to make a rufiling

" noife, to fidget; a buftle

Flatterin’, fattering

Fleg, a kick, a random
blow

Flunkie, a {ervant in livery

Fley, to feare, to frighten

Fley’d, frighted, {cared

Fiyin, flying

Flecth, a feece

large, brawny,
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Flingin-tree, a pices of tiim.
ber hung by way of par.
tition between two horfng
in a ftable, a fiail

Flikk, to fret at the yoks

Flifleir, freteed .

Flichter, to flatter as youngy
reflings awhen their  dum
approaches

Flichtsrin, ﬂuttcring

Fiinders, {hreds,
picces

Fleech, to fupplicate in
flattering manner

Fleechin, fupplicatiog

Flainen, flannel

Flether, to decoy by fair
waords

Tletherin, fzttering

Flitter, to vibrate like the
wings of finall birds

Fliuering, fluttering, vibra-

ting

+
Lo

broken

2

Forgather, to meet, to en-

connter with
Fou, full, drunk

Foughten, troubled, harzfed
Formin, forming

Forbye, befides

Forfairn, diftrefled, worn

out, jaded
Foord, a ford
Forbears, forefathers
Foamin, foaming
Fow, a bufhel, &c.
Forgie, to forgive
Forjefket, jaded with fa.
tigue
Frae, from
Freath, froth
Frien’, friend
Fu’, full
Fur, a furrow
Furm, a form, a bench
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Fud, the feut of the hare,

coney, &e. B
Fuf, to blow intermittently
Fuif’t, did blow ‘

. Fuanie, full of merriment
Fyle, to foil, to dircy™
FyPr, foiled, dirtied
Fyfreen, fifteen .
Fyke, trifling cares; to

piddle, to bein'd fuls a-

bout trifles

e

g“ A B, the mouth; to

X {peak boldly or'pertly

Gang, to go, to walk "

Gath, wiie, fugacious, talka-
tive ; toconverie

Cafhin, converfing .,

Gaucy, jcliy, large -

Gae, to go, gded, wenty
gasn OF gane, $oNe, gaun,
going

Gaet or gate, way; manner,
road . )

Gatherin, gathering

Gar; to make, to foree t

Gar’t, forced 10

Garten, a garier

Ceordie, a guinea

Gear, riches, goods of any
kind )

Gentles; great folks

Get, 2 child; a young cne

Geck, to tofs the head in

~ wantounnefs or feorr

Ged, a pike :

Gie. to give, Gied, gave,
‘Gler, giTen

Gimmer, a2 ewe from code
to two years old

Gin, i, againdt

Gizz, 2 periwig o
the
7

Girn, to grin, to twift
features in rage, agonj
&e. :

Girnin, grinning

E)

" Giply, a young girl
Giilie; dimin. of gill B

Giftie, dimin. of gift
Ghailt, a ghoft

Gloamin, the twilight

Glunch, a frown 5 to irown -
Glib-gabber, that {peaks-

fmoothly and readily

. Glint, to peep, Giinted, peep»

ed, Glinting peeping

Giowr, to flare, to lotks

a ftare, a lock
Glowr’d; looked, flared
Glowrin, flaring

. Glaikit, inattentive, foolifh

Gleg, tharp, ready
laizie, glittering, f{mooth
like glafs ,

Glev, a fquint; to {guinf,
Agly, off ar a fide,
wrong

Gowan, the flower of the
daify, dandelion, hawk-
weed, &e.

Cowk, a cuckeo,
of contempt

Gowl, to howl

Gowling, howling

Gowd, gold

Gowff, the game of golf;
to fteike, as the bas does
the ball at golf

Gowfl’d, firuck

Crane or grain, a groan;
to groan

Grain’d; groaned

Geaining, groania

X %

a terfa



Cirufliie, thick, of thrivinw
growth
Great, mtxmme, famxhar
Grievin, grieving
Graith, accoutrements, fur-
~ niture, drefs
Gruntle, the phiz, a grunt-
ing voife
Gracefw’, graceful
Greet, to fhed tears, to weep
Greetin, crying; weeping
Gree’t, agreed
Gravnie, a grandmother
Gracefu’; graceful
Grape, o grope, grapil,
groped
Girippet, catched; feized
Gxasp, a pronged inftro-
ment for cleaning flables
Grumphie, 2 fow
Grumph, a grunt; to grunt
Greufome, loathfomely griom
Grunflane, a grindQtone
Grozet, a gooleberry
Grifsle, gnﬁ!e
Gratefo’, grateful
Gree, to agree, fo bear the
pgrees to be decidedly vitor
. Grun’, ground
Groat, to get the whifile of
ore’s groaty to play a lofing
game
GupE, the SupriME BEING;
good
(uu%y, tafteful
Guily, or guliie, a large
knife
Guid, good, Guid-mornin,
good morrow, Guid-cen,
good evening
{Guidman and Guidwife, the
mafter and miftrefs of the
koule, Zoung Guidiusn, a
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man newly married -

Guidfather,  Guidmither,
father-in-law and mother»
in-law

Gumlie, muddy .
H

'E A’; hall
Hae, to have

Haen, had, the participle -
Hame, home, Hamewsard,

homeward
Flarvely, howaely, affable
Han?; or hauny hand
Haith, a pcmy oath

Haet, fiznt bast, a petty oath
of negation, nothing

Haughs, low-lying rich
lands, valleys

Bafb; a for

Haud, to hold

Hale, whele ; tigl, lealthy

Hap-fiep-an’-lowp,  hop,

fkip, and leap

Hap, an outer garment,
mantle, piaid, &c. to wrap;
to cover, to hop

Happing, hopping

Hafflins, nearly half, partly

Hain, to {pare, to fave,
bain’d, {pared

Hawkie, a cow, properly one
with a white face

Hal’,jor hald,an abiding place

Havins, good manners; des
corum, good fenie

Harkit, harkened

Happer, a hopper

Hay, a fcar or gulf in
mofies and moors

Haverel, a half-witted per-
fon 3 half-witted
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Halrfl, harvelt

Haurl, to drag, to peel

Haurlin, peeling

Hadttit, haftened

,Ha[lan,a particular partition
wall in a cottage

Ha’ bible, thie great bible
that lies in the hall

" Haffet, the temple, the ﬁdc
of the head

Haggis, a kind of pudding

boiled in the ftomach of

a cow or fhee
Hech !-Oh! ftrange!
Hearfe, hoarfe .

Het, hot
Herfel, herfeif

Hcrrm, a herring

Herry, to p!urder, wigf? pra;

perly to plunder bird-nefts

Herryment, plundering, de-

valtation
Heugh, a crag, 2 coal- -pit
Heeze, to clevate, to rauc
Heather, heath
Hecht, to foretell fomething
that is to be got or given g
foretold; the thing foretold
Heapit, heaped
Herd, to tend focks s one
. who tends flocks’
{ealfome, healthiuf, whole-
fome
Hear’t, hear it
Hellim, the rudder or helm
Himfel, himfelf
Hizzle, hufly, a young girl

Hirpl, to_walk craziy, to

ereep, Hirplin, creeping
Hing, to hang
’:{uc x, a loop, a knot
* Hilch, to hobble, to halt

55 ) o

Hilchin, hmt.rg

Hiftie, dry, chapt, barren

Hifl], fo many catile as one’
perfon can attend

Howk, to dig, Howkit, dig-
ged, Howkin, digging

Howdie, a midwiie

Hoddin, the motion of 2
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 dell
Howe-backit, funk in the
back, fpoken of a borfe, &,
Hove, 10 heave, to fwell
Hov’d, heaved, fwelled
Hoyle, a pull upwards
Hoord, a hoard ; to hoard
Hoordct, hoarded
Haolie, ﬂ!wly, leiforely 5
Huslie t take letfure! ﬁon'
Hoft, or hoaft, to -..ougbi:,
fﬁm, coughing :
Hog-fcore, a kind of difs
tance -line, in curlmg;
drawn acrofs the ring

Hoy, to urge, Hoy's, urged

Hool, outer fkin or cafe

Hovyte, to amble crazily.

Houlie, dimin. of houfe

Horn, a f{poon made of
horn

Hog-thouther, a kind of
horfe play by juftling with
the fhoulder ; to juitie

Furdies,the loius, the crupe
per ’

hwhoc, dimin. of Hugh
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’ In
I°r -0e, a ﬂreat grand-
child
Icker, an ear of corn
Iik or ilka, each, every
Il-willie, ill-natured, mali-
cious, niggardly
Indentin, indenting
Ingle, fire, fire-place
Ingine, genius, ingenuity
I'fe, 1 {fhall or will
Ither, other, one another

J
jAD, jade 5 allo a familiar

term among country
folks for a glddy young
irl
Jaup, a jerk of water; to
jerk as agitated water.
Jauk, to dally, to trifle
Jeukin, trifling, dallying
Jaw, coarfe raillery ; to pour
out, to fpurt, to jerk, as
water
Jink, to dodge, to turn a
corner ; a fudden turning
a corner ’
" Jinkin, dodging
Jinker, that turns quickly, a
gay fprightly girl, a wag
Yimp, tojump; ﬂendPr in the
waifl, bandlome
Tillet, a jilt, a giddy mrl
Jirt, a jerk
Jmo in, jingling
JYow, 0 jow, a verb, which
includes both the (wmg~
ing motion and pealing
found of a large bell

Jouk, to floop, to bow the
head

Joaleg, a kind of knife

Inkio, Jr)lvp;r

Joyfw, joyfu!

Jundie, to jufile

Jumpir, did jump

Jumpin, jumping

K

AL, a daw

_g Kain, fowls, &ec. pald
as rent by a farmer

Kail, coleworts, a kind of
broth

Kail-runt, the ftem of the
colewort

Kebbuck, a cheefe

¥en, to know, 4end or ker’t,
knew

Kernnin, a fmall matter

Keck, a ""{Ep, to peep -

Keepit, kept

Kelpies, a fort of milchie-
vous fpirits, faid to haunt
fords and ferries at night,
efpecially in ftorms

Ket, a matted, hairy fleece
of wopl

Kin’, kind

Iilt, to trufs up the cloaths

Kirn, the harvelt fupper, a
churn ; to chomn

Iitchen, any thing that eat
with bread 3 io ferve for

fovp, gravy, &ec.
Kittle, to tickle; tickliflyy
likely

Kitir, 2 young cat

King’s hood, a certain parz
nf the eniv -15 of an ox, s

Rin, kindred



¢ 357 )

Kiutle, 1o enddle-
Kiutlin, cud ng .
Alaagh, ca"ring anzisty. .
K srfen, to chrillen
Kimmer, a young
goilip
Kift, cheft, 2 {'“wp counte
Kuaggie, hLe knags or pomts
of rocks
FEopappin-hammer,a hammer
for brezking ltones
. K nowe,a fmall round hillock
Kye, cows.

girl,

Ixythe, to dlfcaver, to fhow |

one’s felf .
EKYLE,adiftrit ofAyr.ﬁmc
Kyte, the bdl)r

L

N hnu, elate -
_1 Lang loug, to think

zrcn teie ng, to weary
L(«n, dxﬂ. Lap
Lampit, 2 kind of fhell-filh
Lavereck, the fark
TLambiz, dimin, of lamb
- Laughin, laughing
Lawfn’, lawful
Lapfuw’, lapful
Laigh, low
Ldm, lone, my lane, thy line,

&c. myfalf alone, &c. thy-.

felf alone, &c.

~Lanely, loncly

Lallan,. Lowland, Lallans,
Scotch dialed

L:-rrfren, the angle between

¢ fide and battom of a

w ondon difh
Lavc, the’ rcﬁ, the - remama
der, the otiers

T.aith, loath :

Laithfo®, bafhful, theepifh

L:mmg, wading and fink-
ing in fnow, mud, &e.

‘Laddie, dimin. of lad

Lee-lang, live-long

Leuk, a look, to leok

Leeze me, a phrafe of con-
gratulatory endearment

Lear, proungunce lare, learne
ing

Lea'e, to leave

Leifter, a three-prongéd
dart for flviking fifh

Leugh, did laugh

Leal, loyal, true, faithful

Lightly, fneeringly, to {neer
at .

Limmer, a keptoniilrefs; a
firumpet

Livin, hving

Link, to tr:;,) afong

Lmkm, mppn
§impit, lmp’d, !mm., 4

I,mn, a water-fal

Liny, Bax, fisf in
in fower

Lift, c}w ey

I ! & iaéf a

PR S A
Faf beis, TWAR

Lorwcc f Lral ,,"" CBY
Towe, a Hame 5 to Hame
Lowin, fin
Lowfe; e ko
Lowﬁd io(iﬁ;d
Yoot did 1= -
Lonn, a fellov, a ra 8;.1}1:?"-
fuya woman of eu aly vike
tue
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Lowrie, allreviation of Law-
rence

Lug, the ear, a handle

Lugget, haviag a handle

Luggie, a {mall wooden

ith with a handle

T.ont, a column of {moke;
to fmoke

Luntin, fmoking

Lunch, a large piece of
cheefe, flefh, &c.

Lum, the chimney

Lyart, of 2 mixed colour,

grey
M

E‘/’TAE, more

Mailt, mofl; 2imoelt
Maiitly, mofltly
Maon, muft
Mair, more

Mak, to make, makin, mak-

ing
Maﬂ'ﬁum,mcﬂin, mized corn
Manteele, 2 mantle
Maw, to mow,
mowing
Maukin, a hare
Mallie, Molly
Mar’s year, the rebellion
A0 Doy
Mark, warks, this and five-
" rol other nounsy, wbhich in
Englifh require an s to
Jorm the plural, are in
Scotch lite the words theep,

MAWEN

deer, the fame in both num-

bers
Maik, to math, as malt, &e.
Mafkin-pat, a tea pot

Marp, arone

Mavis, the thrufly

Mell, to meddls

Men’, to mend

Meflin, a fmall dog

Melvie, to foil with wieal

Menfe, good manners, de-
corum

Menfelefs,
impudent

Melancholious, mournful

Meere, a mare

Mither, a mother

Mixtie-maxtie,
mixed

Mim, prim, affe@edly meek

Mindfu’, mindfal

Miflear’d, mifchievous, un-
mannerly

Mifca’, to abufe,
names

Mifca’d, abufed

Min’, mind, remembrance

Mind’t, mind it, refolved,
intending

Middin, a dunghill

Midden-hole, a gutter at
the bottom of the dung-
hill

Mianie, mother, dam

Mifteuk, miftock

Morn, the next day, to-mor-
row

Moudiewort, a mole

Mony, or monie, many

Moillify, to moiften

Mournfu’, mournful

Moop, to nibble as a {heep

Motuie, full of motes ’

Mon, the mouth

Moufie, dimin. of monfe

ill-bred, rude,

confufedly

1o call



{( 359 )

Moorlan, of or belenging to

moors

Muckle, or mejkle, great,

big, much
Mutchkin, an Englifh pint
Muflin-kail, broth compofed
fimply of water, fhelled
barley and greens
Mufie, dimin. of mufe
Mylel, mylelf

N

h A, no, not, nor

1 Nae, no, not any

Nane, none

Naething, or naithing, no-
thing :

Naig, a harle g

Neebor, 2 neizhbour .

Needfu’, neadful

Nievefn?’, handful

Niger, a nsgree

Nine tailed cat, a hangman’s
whip v

Niffer, an exchange ; to ex-
change, to barter

Nit, a nut

Nowte, black cattle

Norland, of or belonging to
the North

Motic't, noticed

Nor-weft, North-weft

MNotelefs, uanoticed,

COKDowa

uan-

c}

*, Of
Obfervin, bbfctvimg
Ony, or onie, any
Ory is often ufed for ere, bes
fore
O’t, of it
Ourie, fhivering, drooping
Ourfel, or ourfels, our{cive;
QOutler, not houfed
Owre, over, too
Owre hip, a way of feteh-~
ing 2 blow with a hume
mes over the arm

P

PACK, intimate, fami-
liar ; twelve ftones of
wool
Painch, paunch
Pirl{amemin, at parliament
Pairitch, oatineal pudding,a
well known Scotch difla
Pang, to cram
Puaukie, cunniag, {ly
Paughey, proud,
Puitrick, a parui
Pat, did pury a
Pay’i, patd, beat
Pattle, o petile, a plough

sam

o

(&l

]

T

o
Pl

2
q e &
SN

Pech, s feteh the breuth
thort as inan ofibma

Pechan, the crop, the fo-
el

Petele, o cherith; aploushs
Guf -
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Pet, a domeflicated fhcep,
&e.

Peelin, pecling

Penfivelie, pe'nilvel'f

Phraife, fair fpeeches, flate
tery ; to flatter

Phraifin, flattery

Pit, to put .

Pine, pain, unealinefs

Pickle, a fmall quagtity

Platie, dimin. of plate

Plack, an old Scotch coin

P'acxlci;, pennylels

Piilkie, a trick

Plew, or pleugh, a ¢

Plampit, did plump

Placad, a public proclama-

!.On

m.unh, paverty

owiher,or pouther, powder

Conthery, like powder

Pouk, te p!ucL

W7oy to pull

l’m. d d pull

K ¢y A hare or cat

"P:n nie, a little horfe

‘n v, the head, the fkull
uty a poult, a chicken

\Atlu T)I'lyl!‘g

Tridefa? >, proud, faucy

Provefes, provoits

Yrig, to cheapen, to dilpute

Fe _Hm, cheanenmg

o *xlu, Jn\'ﬂ}b

Pricf, preof

Prent, print

i rorom, o va down, to

Propol

P'i'l’hit‘, (”“(“!*‘*‘~

plough

e

i FED bl
v3 F._)‘

4 S

el

precife

'Pyle, 24 ‘Lf),,:‘

Pand, pouut, :
in"x, pddi

e aagle

Q

(\ UAT, to quit
Qual, to quuke
C!'ukm, qu: mum
QJey, a cow from one yeag
Lo two yeass old

R
AM-Teesl’d, fatizued;

R »r.m‘nt

R'lﬂc.f}, ranting

Rambhin, ra nbling

Ratilin, ractl; g

Raucle, xa’u, 1Lou

Raw, a ¥>

Raible, to rat'le ‘ r(:niéz*fu

Rair, to rour, rair's, roared,
rairing, xoaun v

Rax, 5! By retch ‘

Rath, a rulky, r2l bef,
a ou'h of rufhes

Ram- ard,thonghe.
lels -

Rarely, eirc.“»zr, very well

Ragweed, the plant CASWOrE

R"m:on, a rat

Raught, rcacked

fearlefs

TL,10E

Raize, to madden, to en.
flawe ’ -
Ree, haif-drunk, foddled
Redm, cream .
Reck, fuwke; to finele,
rezliz, i",m fag,  reckil,

Tmoked, imoly
RLce;v,n, ¥
Rodewug,
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Renead, remedy .
Remarkin, remarkzng
Reeft, to ftand reftive
Reeflit, ftood reftive, ftunt-
ed, withered
Reave, to rob
Requit, requital -
Reft, torn, ragged
Reftricked, refiricted
Reck; to hieed
Rede, counfel ; to counfel
- Refusg’ty refufe it
Rin, to run, to melt; rinning
running
Ridin, riding . -
Rip; a handful of unthreth-
. ed corn; &c.
Rink,the courfe of the ﬁoncs,
a term in curlmg :
Rlﬂm, made a noife like the
tearing of roots
“Rig, a mdge
Rowte, to low, to be!low
Rowtin, lowing
Rowth, plenty
Roupet,hoarfe, as witha cold.
Rowe, to roll, to wrap
Row’t, rolled, wrapped
Roamin, roamin
Rood, flands. likewife for the
plural roods
Roun’, round, in the circle
. of neighbourhood
Roofe; to praife, to coms
" mend ;
Rozet, rofin
Roon, a fhred, 4 remnant -
Rung, a cudgel
Runkl’d, wrinkled
Runt,the ftem of ¢olewort or
" cabbage”
Ruftlin, ruftling
thmm, rhymmw

S Sae, {o

Sang, a fong

Sair, to ferve ; fore
Sairly or fan'he, forely’
Sair’t, ferved

Saul, foul

Saunt, a faint

Sark, a fhirt,

Sarklt, provided in fhirts
Saft, foft.

Saw, to fovw

Sawin, fowing

Sax, fix

Saug, falt, faum‘, falted

-Saumont, {almon

Saugh; the willow |

Scone; a kind of bread

Scrieve, 1o glide fwiftly 44
long

Scrievin, gleefomely; fwxftly

Sgreechin, fcreeching

Screed, to tear ; a rent

Scar, to fcare

Seauld, to. fcolds ﬁauldmg,
fcolding

Scawl a frold

Scaud, to {cald

Scaur, apt to be feared

Scornfu’, fcornful .

Scrimp, to fcant, frimpes;
did fcant, fcanty

Sconner; a lothing ; to lothe

Scraich, to fcream as a her,y
partridge, &c.

Scraichin, fcreaming

Sel, felf; a body’s fef, ones
felf alone

Sets, fets aff, goes away

See’d, did fee

oemm, fcttl}}ng,, fo gof &

¥



"“lh/:, to L’C. fl 'lttd 1
to quietne(s
- aell’t, did fell
Seizin, feizing
Servan’, fervant
Jen’, o fend, fer’?y fend it
Shaw, to fhow ; a {mail
wood in a hollow place
Sheugh, a ditch, a trench
Shootm, fliooting
Shouther, the fhoulder
Sheon, fhoes
Sheep-thank, 2 2hink one’s
Jelf nae fbecp-fhank, to be
conceited
Shore, to offer, to thresten
Shor’d, offered
Shangan, a ftick cleft at one
end for putting the tail
F 2 dog, &e. into, by
way of mifchief, or to
trighten him away

Shaver; a humorous wagy

a barber
Shog, a fhock
Zheen, bright, fhining
Sherra-moor, Sherrifi-moor,

ibe famour battle fought in
the Rebelliony A, D. 1‘7:5
Sheol, a fhovel
Shaird, a fhred, a fhard
Shill, fhrill
Sic, fuch -
Simmer, fommer
Siller, filver, weoney
Sirtin, fitting
Sin? fince
Yin. afon
rer, fure, Fcadv‘
']{h 5 Ah“ ui.
tne, fidelony,
ﬂi"’}, fﬂk ng

a
[=28
Ly

s,

kaith, to damage, to xujua :
mjm:y

Sklent, {flant 3 to run aflant,
to deviate from truth

Sklented, ran or hitin an
obligue dire&ion

Sklentin, flanting

Skelpie- limmer, a technical
term in female {eolding

Skiegh, proud, mice, high-
mettled

Skirl, to fhrick; to cry flirilly

Skirl’t, ﬁrxekcd

Skirling, fhrieking crymg

Skelp, to firike, to flap ; tof
walk with a fmart trip-
ping flep ;' a fmart firoke

.Skelpin, ﬂappmgg walking

- fmartly
Slaw, flow
Slae, {lo=
Slap, a gute,

tence
Slade, -did {lide
Stee, iy, fleeefl, flyelt
Slype, to fall over as a awe?

Sarrew from the plough
Siypet, fell
Sleekit, fleek
Sliddery, flippery ’
Sma’, finall
Smiddy, fmithy
Smytrie, 2 numerous eolleco

tion of fmall individuals
Smoor, to fmother, moor’d,

finothered
Smoutie, {mutty, obfcene,
ugly
Smeddum,- dult, powder j
mettle, fenfe
Snaw, fnow 3 to fnow
Snawie, fnowy '
<iaw-breoe, melted fnow

a breach in 2
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Snafh, abufe, Billingfgate

Sueethin, fnuff, fﬂee/Bm-mm,
{nuff-box

Snowk, to ftent or fnuﬁ’ as
a dag, borfe, &e.

" Snowkit, fcented, fnuffed

Snick- drawmg, trick-con-
triving

Saick, the latchet of a doorf

bnosvc, to go finoothly and

. conftantly, to fneak

. Snoov’t, went fmooth!y
Snell, bitter, biting
Sned, to lop, to cut off
Snoo} one whofe {pirit is

broken with oppreffive{la-
- very ; to fubmit tamely,
to fneak .
* Sonfie, having fweet, enga-
- ging lookss lucky, jolly
Sowther, folder, to {older;
to cement

Scuple, flexible, fwilt

Soom, to fwim

Sowp, a fpoonful, a fmall
quantity of any thing li-
quid.

Sootie, {ooty

Sobbin, fobbing

Sowth, to. try over a tune
with a low whiftle

Sooth, truth, a petty oath

Souter, a fhocmah.er

Spaul, a. limb

upﬂakm, fpeaking

- Spier, to atk, to enquire
Spier’t, enquired
Spunk, fire, mettle, wi»
Spunkxe, mettlefome, fiery;

will o* wilp or ignis Satuus
Sportin, fporting .
Spak, did fpeak

Spripgin, fpringing

. Sturt, trouble

N

Speel, to climb ,

Spleuchan, a tobaceo peuch’

Speat, a {weeping torrent af-
ter rain or thaw

Spairge, to dafli, to foxl a:
awith mire

Spitefw’, fpiteful _

Spence, the country par-
lour

Spae, to prophefy, to divine

Sprit, a tough-rooted plant-
fornething like rufhes

Sprittie, full of fprits

Sprattle, to fcramble

Sparin, fparmg

Spaviet, having the fpavin

Spreckl’d, fpotted, fpeckie

Splore, a frolu‘, a riot, a
noife

Splatter,
fplatter

Spring, a quick air in mu-
fic, a 8cotch reel

Squad, a crew, a pasty

§queel a feream, a fereech g
to feream

Squatter, to flutter in water
as a wild duck, &ec.

Squattle, to fprawl

Stan’, to fland; ; flan’t,
frand .

Stane, a fione

Stroan, to {pout, to pifs

Strean’t, fpouted, piffed

Stents, tribute, dues ¢f any
kind ‘

Steek, to fhut; a fticch

Stech, to cram the belly

Stechin, cramming

Startle, to run as caitle fure
by the gadfly

Steer, to molef, to &ir

3 to maolelt

a’ fplntter; to

did
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T i\‘ikl.x, a tinker

Tine, to lofe, Tint, 10&

‘T'ippence, two-pence

Titile, to whifper

Tiztlin, whifpering

T'irl, to make 2 fiught noife,
to UNCover

Ticlin, uncovering

”i‘ir-, 2 ram

Towzie, rough, fhagey

’5 09D, empty
Fout, the biall of 2 horn or
trumpet ; to blow a horn,
&e.

Tow, g rope

Toddie, to torter Lke the
walk of a ¢hild

T delzn, tettering

Tod, a fox

T 00p, & ram

Toun, a hzmlet, a farm-
- houfe )

Techer, marsiage portion

Toyte, to totter like old age

Towmond, a twelvr’month

Toy, a very old fathion of
fermale head-drefs

T'raihitrie, trath

‘T rowth, tmt‘:, a petty oath

Tryin, trying

‘Trow, to believe

‘Pranfmugrify’d, tran(mi-
grated, metamorphofed

Trig, {pruce, neat

"Urimly, excellently

Trottin, trotting

Trickie, full of tricks

Try’t, tryed )

"Tunefw’, tunecful

Tug, raw hide, of which, in
old times, plough traces were
Srequently made’

Tulz“, a quarrel ; to quar-

rei; to fight -

Twa, two

T'wa-three, a fow

Twal, twelve, Tawalsen::;z
worts, a fmall quantity,
a penay-worth

Twinp, to part

*Twad, it would

Tyke, a dog

U

NCOS, news
Unco, Rr.mge, il
conth, very, very great)
prodigious
«Tndom, mldomp
Unkaith’d, undam aged, vn.
huart
Uncaring, dlﬁ‘“{"ﬂ‘jiﬂ"‘
iinkenn’ d, ucknown
Upo’, upon

vV

"K AT'RIN, vaponring
Vera, very
Virl, a ring round acolumn,
&»,

Ay wally, s, walls
Wae, woe ; furrowe
ful
Wad, weunld;
bet, a pledg»
Wadra, would not
Waftrie, prodigality
Warl, or warid, world
Vvarly, worldiy, eager on
ama’i‘.w wealth

to bet; a
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T¥ark, work
Wark-lume, 2 tool to wor
with
Warlt, worll
_Wale, choice; to chale’
‘Wal’d, chofe, chofen
Wame, the belly, Wamefox’;
a bellyfull _ ‘
Warran, a warrapt; to
Warrant
Wabfter, 2 weaver
- Wauken, to awake
Waefucks! or waes me! alus!
O the p'mf !
Waur, worfe; to, worit
Waur’t, worfied
Warlock, a wizzard
Warftl’d, or warfd,wreftled
Wanrefifo’, refilefs |

Wat, wet 3 [ awat, I wot, 1

kaow

Wanchancie, unl‘lcky

Water-brofe, brofe made of
meal and water fimply
without the additisn of
milk, butter, &c.

Waukit, tmclr"emd, a5 fullers

. ao cloth

Wauble, to fwing, to reel

Wattle, a twig g» a wand

- Wair, to lay out, to expend

Walie, ample, large, jolly ;
al{o an interjection of dif-
~trefs

Waft, the woof

Wailfu’, wailing

Wee, little, Wee-thingsy litile
ongs, Hee-bitya {mall mat-
ter -

‘Weel well ﬂfe&&arrg well-
fare

Wean, or weanie, a child

Weafon, wealand

Wele, we {hall

Wearie, or WeAry, suesiz a
wegrie body, many a a dify
ferent perfon

Weet, rain, witneis

Wha, who :

Whale, whofe

Whare, | where,
whersver :

Whyles; whiles, fometimes

Whifsle, a whiltles to whiitie

Whang, a teathern fring, a
picce of cheefe, bread, &=.

. to give the mappado

oo
Ehare'er,

Wi gep, to fly nimbly, to
Jerk, Peany avbecp, fmall
beer

Whus mane, a whin.flone?

Whirlygigums, nielels orpas

ment:, tm%mwal ppzndage

W ”gmcleencs, whiais, ﬁm«
clesy croichets

Whitht ! filence ! 7o bodd ore’s
whi/bi, to.be filent

Whaizle, to wheeze

W nifk, to fweep, to laf
Whitkit, lafhed

‘Whid, the motion of a harz

£al%

running but not frighted,
a lie
Whiddin, running as a hare
or coney
Whitter,,
of lxquoz'
Whatreck, neverthelefs
W’hdlpit, whelped
Wi, with
Win’, wind, Win’ £y Wlﬂdu
Wlmple, to'meander
Wimpl’t, meandered
\Vimp‘lin: waving, meander-
ing
K’qua, will not
Winnock, » window

H
UG

a hearty draughs
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Winkin, w,nlunb

Wick, to ftrike 2 ftonein an
oblique diretion,a term irn
curling

‘Withoutten, wnthout

Win, to wind, to winnow

Win't, winded, as a bottor
of yarn

Wintle, a flaggering motion;
to flagger, to reel

Winze, an oath

Wiel, a {fmall whirlpool

VVlﬁe, a diminative or endear-
ing term jfor wife

Wizen’d, hide-bound,dryed,
thronk

Wifs, to with

Winfome,gay,hearty,vaunt-

- €

Waefu’, woeful

Wonner, a wonder, a con-
temptuous appellation
Wonderfu’,wonderful, won-

© derfully

Woo’, wool

Wooer-bab, the garter knot-
ted below the knee witha
conple of loops :

Worfet, worfted

Wordy, wortLy

Wrack, to teafe, to vex

Wrangy, wrong ; to wrong

Wreeth; a drifted hcap of
fnow

Wraith, a f{pirit; a gheli;
an apparition exadlly like
a living perfon, whofe ap-
pearance is faid to forbodé
the perfon’s approaching
death

Wud, mad; diftrad&ted

Wumble, a wimble

Wryte, blame { to blamé

Wyliecoat, a flannel vef

Y

EAR, is ufed for both
Jfings and plur, years
Yell, barren, that gives no :
milk
Yerk, to lath, to jerk
Yerkit, jerked, lathed
Yefireen, yefternight
Yealings, born in the fame
year, coevals
Ye, this pronoun is frequent-
ly ufed for Thou
Yill, ale
Yird, earth
Yourfel, yourfelf
Yont, beyond
Yeuthfuw’, youthful
Yokin, yoking, a bout
Yowse, 2 ewe
Yowie, diwmin. of yowe
Yile; Chriftmas

TINIG



