


UNIVERSAL
LIBRARY

OU_212320

Advddll
AVSHAAINN















The World's Classics

XXXIV
THE POETICAL WORKS OF
ROBERT BURNS






THE POETICAL WORKS
OF

ROBERT BURNS

HUMPHREY MILFORD
OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS
LONDON EDINBURGH GLASGOW
NEW YORK TORONTO MELBOURNE BOMBAY



MSBERT BURNS

Born—ALLOWAY, near AYR . January 25,1759
Died—DUMFRIES . . . . July 21,1796

First Impression, 1903
Second I mpression, 1906
Third Impression, 1911
Fourth Impression, 1915
Fifth Impression, 1919



PREFACE
TO THE FIRST, OR

KILMARNOCK EDTTION

1786

T H E following trifles are not the production of the
Poet, who, with all the advantages of learned art,
and, perhaps, amid the degancies and idlenesses of
upper life, looks down for arural thems, with an eye
to Theocritus or Virgil. To the Author of this,
these and other cdebrated names (their countrymen),
are, at least in their original language, 'a fountain
shut up, and a book sedled.” Unacquainted with the
necessry requisites for commencing Poet by rule, he
gngs the sentiments and manners he felt and saw in
himsdf and his rustic compears around him, in his
and their native language. Though a Rhymer from
his earliest years, at least from the earliest impulsss of
the softer pasdons it was not till very lately that
the applause, perhaps the partiality, of Friendship,
wakened his vanity so far as to makehim think any
thing of hiswasworth showing: and noneof thefollow-
ing works were composad with a view to the pres
To amuse himself with the little creations of his own
fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a laborious life;
to transcribe the various fedings, the loves, thegriefs,
the hopes the fears, in his own breast; to find some
kind of counterpoise to the struggles of a world,
always an alien scene, atask uncouth to the poetical
mind; these were hismoatives for courting the Muses,
and in these he found Poetry to beits own reward.

Now that he appears in the public character of an
Author, he does it with fear and trembling. So dear
isfametotherhymingtribe, that even he, an obscure,
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namdess Bard, shrinks aghast at the thought of being
branded as' An impertinent blockhead, obtruding his
nonsne on the world; and, because he can make
shift tojinglea few doggerel Scotch rhymes together,
looks ugon himsdf as a Poet of no small consequence
forsooth.

‘It is an observation of that cdlebrated Poet,' whose
divine Elegies do honour to our language, our nation,
and our spedes—that 'Humility has depressed many a
genius to a hermit, but never raised oneto fame' |If
anY Critic catches at the word genius, the Author
tells him, once for all, that he certainly looks upon
himsdf as posest of some poetic abilities, otherwise
his publishing in the manner he has done, would be a
manoeuvre bdow the word character which, he hopes,
his worst enemy will ever give him. But to the
genius of a Ramsay, or the glorious dawnings of the
poor, unfortunate Fergusson, he, with equal unaffected
sincerity, dedares that, even in his highest pulse of
vanity, he has not the mog disant pretensons
These two justly admired Scotch Poets he has often
had in his eye in the following pieces, but rather
with aview to kindle at their flame, than for servile
imitation.

To his Subsribers, the Author returns his mos
sncere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a
counter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the
Bard, consdious how much he is indebted to Benevol-
ence and Friendship for gratifying him, if he dessrves
it, in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom—to be
diginguished. He begs his readers, particularly the
Learned and the Polite, who may honour him with a
perusal, that they will make every allowance for
Education and Circumgances of Life; but if, after a
fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall sand
convicted of Dulness and Nonsensg, let him be done
by as he would in that case do by others—let him
be condemned without mercy, to contempt and
oblivion.

* Shenstone.



DEDICATION
TO THE SECOND, OR
EDINBURGH EDITION
1787
To the Noblemen and Gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt

MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN :
A SCOTTISH BARD, proud of the name, and whose
highest ambition is to sing in his Country's service—
where shall he so properly look for patronage as to
the illustrious Names of his native Land; those who
bear the honours and inherit the virtues of their
Ancestors? The Poetic Genius of my Country found
me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did Elisha—at the
plough; and threw her inspiring mantle over me.
She bade me sing the loves, thejoys, the rural scenes
and rural pleasures of my native Soil, in my native
tongue: | tuned my wild, artless notes, as she
inspired. She whispered me to come to this ancient
Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my Songs under
your honoured protection : | now obey her dictates.
Though much indebted to your goodness, | do not
approacn you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in the usual
style of dedication, to thank you for past favours:
that path is so hackneyed by prostituted Learning,
that honest Rusticity is ashamed of it. Nor do |
present this Address with the venal soul of a servile
Author, looking for a continuation of those favours:
| was bred to the Plough, and am independent. |
come to claim the common Scottish name with you,
my illustrious Countrymen; andtotell theworld that
| glory in the title. | come to congratulate my
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Country, that the blood of her ancient heroes still
runs uncontaminated; and that from your courage,
knowledge, and public spirit, she may expect pro-
tection, wealth, and liberty. Inthelast place, | come
to proffer my warmest wishes to the Great Fountain
of Honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for your
welfare and happiness.

When you go forth to waken the Echoes, in the
ancient and favourite amusement of your Forefathers,
may Pleasure ever be of your party: and may Social-
joy await your return! When harassed in courts or
camps with thejostlings of bad men and bad measures,
may the honest consciousness of injured Worth
attend your return to your native Seats; and may
Domestic Happiness, with a smiling welcome, meet
you at your gates! May Corruption shrink at your
kindling, indignant glance; and may tyranny in the
Ruler, and licentiousness in the People, equally find
you an inexorable foe !

| have the honour to be, with the sincerest
gratitude and highest respect,
My Lords and Gentlemen,
Your most devoted humble Servant,
ROBERT BURNS.

EDINBURGH, April 4, 1787.



CONTENTS

P
o)
m

POEMS-
TheTwaDogs: A Tale
Scotch Drink. .
The Author's Earnest Cry and Prayer
The Holy Fair. .
Address to the Deil.
The Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie.
Poor Mailre's Elegy.
A Dream. . .
The Vision.
Halloween.
The Auld Farmer's New Yeer Mornmg Salutation
to his Auld Mare, M
The Cotter's Saturday ght
ToaMouse . .
SwL?mt
onden
M?n)Was l\/?/adeto Mourn,
Winter.
A Prayer in ‘the Proepect of Death
To a Mountain Darsy .
To Ruin. . .
On a Sotch Bard, .
A Dedication to Gavm Hamilton, Esq
ToaLouse .
The Farewell.
On Cesnock Banks
Death and Doctor Hornbook.
The Brigs of Ayr. .
The Ordination.
The Calf. .
Address t o the Unco Guid -
Tarn Samsn's Elegy. . . . . .
A Winter Night. . . . . .

BOUREIIIININBARBIY HBRBBRIR o

ERRE



x POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

POEM S—continued.
Prayer: 0 Thou Dread Power.
Paraphrase of the First Psalm

The First Six Versss of the Nineteenth Psalm

Pra er under the Pressure of Violent Angwsh
iss Logan. . . .

Addrestoa Haggis

Addressto Edinburgh.

Written in Friar's Carse Hermltage

Ode Sacred to the Memory of Mrs. Oswald .

Elegy on C tam Matthew Henderson .

Lament of Mary Eueen of Soots .

Lament for James, Earl of Glencairn,

Linesto Sr John Whitefoord, Bart.

Tarn 0 Shanter. . .

On Seding a Wounded Hare .

Address to the Shade of Thomson .

On the Late Captam Groes Peregrmatlons thro

Scotland.
To Miss Cruickshank.
On the Death of John M* Leod Esq
The Humble Petition of Bruar Water, .
On Scaring some Water-Fowl in Loch Turit .
Verseswritten with a Pencil at Taymouth
Lines on the Fall of Fyers .
On the Birth of a Poghumous Child
TheWh|5tIe .
TheJoII S
ThePoet come to his IIIegmmate Child
HonW|II|esPrayer .

ﬁ Qoh on Holy Willie

irk's Alarm.

The TwaHerds
The Inventory. .
The Court of Eqwty
The Farewell.
Nature's Law. .
Versestoan Old Sweetheart.
A Mother's Lament for the Death of her Son
Verses written under violent Grief.
Sanzasin Progpect of D

eath.
Address of Bedzebub to the President of the ngh

land Society
On the Death of Sir James Hunter Blair

To Miss Ferrier, endodng the Eulogy of Sr J. H.

Blair.
Remorse A Fragment



CONTENTS xi

POEM S—continued.

Lineswritten on a Bank Note + 188
Lines on meeting with Lord Daer . . . 189
Elegy on the Death of Robert Dundas, Esq. . 190
Poetioal Inscription, for an Altar tolndependenoe 191
To Chloris . . 192
On Sensbility: To Mrs. Dunlop 193
Versesto MissGraham of Fintray, with a Present

of Songs . . . 193
Sonnet on hearmg a Thrush Sng L. 19
Fickle Fortune . 194
Sonnet on the Death of Robert Riddel, Esq 195
The Rights of Woman . 195
A Vison. . 196

Extempore on sme Commemorations of Thomson 197
Verses to John Maxwell of Terraughty, on his

Blrtthy 198
ToJohn Tayl lor.” . . .19
Elegy on Mlss Burnet, of Monboddo 199
Elegy on Peg Nicholson. . . 200
The Laddies by the Banks o' Nith. . . . 201
Sylvander to Clannda . . . 202
Adam Armour's Prayer. . . . 203
On the Death of a Favourite Child 204
The Five Carlins 205

Address, oken by Miss Fontenelle on her Benefit

On S%ang Miss Fontendllein a Favourite Character 211
ToClarinda; with a Present of a Pair of Drinking

Glases .2
To the Same; on the Poet's Ieavmg Ed|nburgh . 212
Tothe Same . . 212
TheVowels, A Tale . . . . . 213
Address to the Toothache 214
Lineswrittenin aWrapper endosng a Letter to

a[gtam Grose . 215
The Dean of Faculty . . . . . 216
The American War. . . . . . 218
Lines on Ferguson. . . . . . . 220
Epitaph on Fergusson. . 220
Verseswritten under the Portrait of Fergusson . 221
Prologf}lje goken by Mr. Woods on his Benefit -
| haegbeen at Crookieden . . . . 222
The Hermit. . . . . . . 223
Fragment—Passon's Cry . . . . 225

———TragicFragment. . . . . 226



xii POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

PAGE
POEM S—continued.

Fragment—On Sensibility. . o227
——The Night was Still 227
——Goon, sweet Bird, and soothe my Cae 227
— _ OnMaria 227

Your Friendship much can make me
blest 228
—  TheWren's Nest . 228
——No Cold Approach 228
——LeezieLindsay. . o229

Poetical Addressto William Tytler, Esq 229

Lines written i n Friar's Carse .. 230

?tanczaston t'gedlgulke of (?ueensber %g%
0 Captain Riddel, on returning a Newspaper

The Ruined Maid's Lament 233

Lines written to a Gentleman who had sent him a
Newspaper. 234

Scots Prologue, for Mr. Sutherland's Benefit Night 235

New Year'sDay: A Sketch . 236

Prologue, ken at the Theatre, Dumfries . 238

To John M*"Murdo, Esg . o239

Tothe Same o239

Sketch inscribed to the Right. Hon. C. J. Fox 239

Elegy on the Year 1783 S 241

Elegy on the Death of Robert Ruisseaux 242

The Save's Lament . o243

Verses to John Rankine 244

Answer to aPoetical Epistle sent to the Author by
aTailor . 244

Willie ChaImerSs Sweetheart ... . 246

A Bard's Epitaph . . . . . . 248

The Poet's Progress . . o249

On the IIness of a Favourite Child 251

Monody on a Lady famed for her Caprice 252

Lines sent to a Gentleman whom he nad Offended 253

On Mrs. Riddel's Birthday. 253

Poem, addressed to Mr. Mitchell, Collector of
EXCise,. . . 254

Poetical Invitation to John Kennedy 255

Verses to John Rankine . 256

To Mrs. C—, on receiving a Work of Hannah
More's 256

To Miss Jessy Lewars, Dumfries, with a Present of
Books. . . 257

The Tarbolton Lassies . . 257

The Ronalds of the Bennds 258

Poem on Life, addressed to Colonel De Peyster . 260



CONTENTS xiii

POEM S—continued.
Ah, woeisMe, my Mother Dear 261
Versssintended to be written beow a Noble Earl's
Picture . . 262
TheDiscregt Hint. 262
A New Psalm for the Chapel of Kilmarnock . 263
Ode: On the Departed Regency Bill 264
Motto prefixed to the Author'sFirst Publication . 266
On Glenridde's Fox breakin h|sCha1n 266
To Alexander Cunnla% .. 268
Odefor General "W mgonsBlrthday 269
Lovefor Love L2711
The Lament for Prince CharlesEdward Stuart . 272
To the Owl. . . . 273
Poem on Pastoral Poetry . . . . 275
ToaKiss . . . . . . 2716
Delia: An Ode . 277

On the Destruction of the Woods near Drumlanr|g 277

THE HERON BALLADS-

1.Here's Heron yet fora'that . . . . 279
2. TheElection. . . . . 281
3 An Excellent NewSong . . . .284
4 John Bushby's Lamentation , 285
EPISTLES-
First Epistle to Davie, a brother Poet . 287
Seoond Epigtle to Davie . . . . . 292
Epistle to James Smith. . . . . . 293
Epistleto John Lapraik. . . . . . 298
o Epistleto John Lapraik 302
. . 305
Epistle to William Smpson Ochiltree . . 307
Eplstleto the Rev. John M'Math . . . . 312
Epistleto John Goldie, Kilmarnock 315
Epistleto John Rankine . . . .31
EpistletoGavin Hamilton,Esg. . . . . 319
Epistletoa Young Friend. . . . .32
Epistleto Major Logan. . 323
Epistle to the Guidwife of Wauchope House. 326
Epistleto Mr. M'Adam of Cralr];englllan 328
Epistle to James Tennant, of Glenconner 329

First Epistleto Robert Graham, Esq. of Fintray . 331
Sacond

» ” ” »

Third 338



xiv POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

PAGE
EPISTL ES—continued.
Fourth Epistleto Robert Graham, Esq of Flntray 339

Epistleto Dr. Blacklock. 340
Epistleto Hugh Parker. . . . . .34
Epistlefrom usto Maria . . . . 343
Epistleto William Creech e o 345

EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, ETC-

OntheAuthor'sFather. . . . . 347
On Robert Aitken, Ex. . . . . 347
On aFriend. . . . . . . . 348
On Gavin Hamilton. . . . . . 348
On Tarn the Chapman. . . . . . 348
A Farewell. . . . 348
On BurnssHorse beng |mpounded 349
On Wee Johnny. . . 349
On John Dove, Innkeeper ‘Mauchline . . . 349
On aWagin Mauchline. . .. . 350
On Baoon. . . . 350
On a Cdebrated Rulmg Elder ... . 380
On a Noisy Polemic . . . . 350
On Miss Jean Scott of Ecdefechan 350
On a Noted Coxcomb. . . . 351
On a Henpeck'd Country Squwe .. . . 3kl
OntheSame . . . . 361
OntheSame . . . . . . 351
The Highland Welcome, . . 352
Extempore on William Smellie, F.R.S.E. 352
Verssswritten on the Window of the [nnat Carron 352
Lines on Viewing Stirling Palace . . . 352
The Reproof. 353
Lineswritten under the Picture of the cdlebrated
MissBurns . . 353
The Henpeck'd Husband. . 353
On Incivility shown to the Bard at Inverary 354
On Elphindone's Trandations of Martial’s Epl-
grams . . 354
On a Schodmader. . . . . . . 354
A Gracebefore Dinner. . . . . . 354
On Andrew Turner. . . . . . 355
On Wat. . . . . . . 355
On Captain FrancisGroe . 355
OnMr.W. Cruickshanks . . 355
OntheKirk of Lamington, in Clydajale 356

Lines on Miss Davies . .. 35



CONTENTS XV

PAGE
EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS ETC. —continued.
Lines, soken e(tempore on bemg appomted to
the Excise . 356
On Grizze Grim. 356
Versss addressed to the Landlady of the Inn at
Rodin . 356
Epitaph on W|II|am Graham. . . . . 357
On Mrs. Kemble . . 357
ToMr. Syme, on refusng to dinewith Him . 357
ToMr. Syme, with a present of a dozen of Porter. 357
On Mr. Burton. . . . 358
Inscription on a Goblet. . . . 358
Poetical Reply to an Invitation .. . . 358
Ancther. . . . . 358
The Creed of Pover . . 358
Lines written in aLadysPocket -book . 359
The Parson's Looks . . . 359
On Robert Riddel. . . 359
The Toagt (in reply to a call for aSon) 359
On a Person nicknamed ‘the Marquis . 360
Extempore:  Pinned to a Lady's Coach 360
On Excisemen: Lines written on a Window in
Dumfries 360
On the Occasion of a National Thanksglvmg for a
Naval V|ctork//I 360
Invitation to a Medical Gentleman to attend a
Masonic Anniversary. 361
Verses written on a Wiridow of the Globe Tavern,
Dumfries . . . 361
Lineson War. . . . . . . . 361
The Salkirk Grace . . . . . . 362
On Drinkin . . . . . 362
On the Poef’s Daughter. . . . 362
On Gabriel Richardson, Brewer, Dumfries . 362
I nnocence . . 363
On the Death of a Lap- og named Echo 363
On saan%:]]e beautiful Seat of Lord Galloway 363
On the . . 363
On the Same 364
To the Same, on the Author bemg threatened with
His Resentment. . 364
On a Country Laird. . . . . . 364
On John Bushby. . . . 364
On being shown a Beautiful Country Seat . 364
The True Loyal Natives. . . 365
On a Suicide . . . 365

Lines to John Rankine P . . 365



xvi POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

PAGE
EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, ETC.—continued.

To MlssJeS/ Lewars . . . 365
TheToas (Lovely Jessy). . . 365
On theSicknesof MissJessy Lewars . 366
On her Recovery. . . 366
The Black-headed Eagie: A Fragment 366
To the Editor of the Star. . . . . 366
A Bottle and an Honest Friend .o 367
Grace afteek D i nner . . . . ... 367
Ancther. . . . . . . . 367
ToanArtist. . . . 367
On Commissary ‘Goldie's Brains ... . 368
TheKeekm' Glass . . . 368
On Rough Roads . . . . . 368
ToMr. Renton of Lamerton. . . . . 368
Epitaph on James Gr|a/e . . . . 369
On Cdebrated Lawyers . . . 369
Epigram to Miss Aindiein Church 369
On Captain Lascdles . . . 310
Epigram on Mrs. Riddel. . . . . . 370
T o the Beautiful MissJ—n . . 370
Repl toaNote from Captain Riddel . 370

hloris, re(1uest|ng a Sprig of Blossomed Thorn 371
To Dr. Maxwel . .30
Reply to the Threat of a Censrious Critic 371

SONGS AND BALLADS—
My Handsome Nell. . . . . .3

Luckless Fortune . . 312
| dream'd | lay where Flowers were sprmgmg 373
Tibbie, | hae s the Day . 373
K Father wasa Farmer. . . . . 374
John Barleycorn. . . . . . . 376
The Rigs 0 Barley . ... 318
Montgom G\X/ 379
Lament: ritten when the Poet was about to
leave Scotland. . 380
The Mauchline L ady. . . . . . 380
The Highland Lasse . . . . . 381
Pegg& ... 382
The Rantin Dog the Daddie o't . 383
that | had neer been Married . . . . 383
My Heart was ance as Blythe and Free. 384
Guid een to you, Kimmer. . . . 385
My Nannie, O ... 386

0 why the Deuce should | repme? 387



CONTENTS

SONGSANDBALLADS—continued.

One Night as | did wander.
Robin shurein Hairst
ToMary in Heaven

Bruce'8 Address to his Army at Bannockburn
O, Kenmure's on and awa
Sweetest May . .

Bonny Peggy Alison

My Jean

Green Grow the Rashes, O !
Robin

Her Flowing Locks .
Mauchhne Belles

The Belles of Mauchhne

Y oung Peggy.

Hunting Song .

The Cure for all Care

Eliza .

The Sonsof OldKillie

The last time | came o'er the Moor
Meme

Katherine Jaffray.

The Lass o' Ballochmylo

Highland Mary (Y e Banks, and Braes, and Streams

around)
Will you go to the Indies, my Mary
The Bonnie Banks of Ayr
The Joyful Widower
Bonnie Dundee .
Come down the Back Stairs
There was a Wife . . .
0 Whistleand | '11 cometo You, my Lad
There's News, Lasses, News
Damon and Sylvia
| 'mowre YoungtoMarry Y et
The Birks of Aberfeldy.
Macpherson's Farewel .

Stay, my Charmer . . s

Strathallan's Lament

Her Daddie Forbad

My Hoggie

Up in the Morning Early.
TheYoungHighland Rover.
Bonnie Peg

Hey, the Dusty Miller

There was a Lass

Theniel Menzie'abonnie Mgry



xviii POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

PAGE
SONGS AND BALLADS-continued.

Shelah O'Neil. . P
The Banks of the Devon. . . . . . 418
Duncan Gray. . . . . 419
Weary fa' you, Duncan Gray L. 420
The Ploughman. . . . . . 420
Ye haelien wrang, Lasse . 421
Landlady, count the L awin'. . . . . 422
When She cam Ben. . . . 423
Raving Winds around Her blowmg 423
Women's Minds . . . 424
How lang and drearv is the nght Lo . 42
Musing on the Roaring Ocean ... . 425
Blithe was She . 425
ComeBoat mede toC harlie..... 426
T o Daunton M e ) 427
A Roee bud by my early Walk = . . 427
Rattlin' Roann'"Willie . . . . 428
Braving angry Winter's Storms A V]
Tibbie Dunbar. . ) o429
Streams that glide in Orient Plains 430
My Harry wasa Gallant Gay R 11
TheTailor. . <1
Smmer's a pleasant Time = .00 432
Beware o' Bonnie Ann . . Y
When rasy May comesin wi' Flowers . 4%%
Blooming Nelly. . . . . 43
The Day retlrns P 132
My Love shesbut a Laseyet pifs
Jamie, cometry Me . . . S
My Bonnie Mary. . . . . . 436
The Lazy Mist - . . . . - 37
O Quid Ale comes . . . . . -
The Captain's Lady. . . . . - 43
WeeWillieGray. . . . - 43
O' a' theAirtst eW|ndoanMaW 439
O can ye Labour Lea . R i
Whistle oe the Lave o't. . . . M40
The Ruined Farmer. . . . . il
The Banks of Dee . T
O, were | on Parnaswus Hill! . . . - 44
O were my Love yon Lilac fair S 43
There'sa Youth in this City. . . . - 444
My Heart's in the nghlands . . . - 444
Auld Rob Morris . . . . . 445
John Anderson, my Ja . . . . . 445

Brose and Butter.



CONTENTS Xix

PAGE
SONGS AND BALLADS—continued.
O Merry hae | been teethin' a Heckle . 446
The Braes o' Ballochmyle . .. 446
Evan Banks . . . . . . . Y
Eppie Adair. . . . . . 448
Young Jockey.. . . . 448
O Williebrea'd a Peck of Maut 449
Happy Friendship. . . . . . 449
The Dlue-eyed Lass . . . . 450
The Banks of Nith . . . 451
The Battle of Killiecrankie 451
Tam Glen. . . 452
Fraethe Friendsand Land | love 45a
Sweat dosssthe Evening . . . . 453
Craigie-burn Wood. . . . . . 454
Comerede Me, Dame . 455
There 11 never be Peace till Jamie comes Hame . 455
Cock up your Beaver. . . 456
My Tocher's the Jewel. . . . . . 456
Guidwife, count the Lawin. . . . . 457
The Bonnie Lad that's far awa « .. . 457
| do oonfess Thou art sae Fair .. . . 458
Yon Wild Mossy Mountains . . . . 459
I tisna, Jean, thy Bonnie Face .. . 460
O, sw yemy Dearie . . . . 460
Wha isthat at my Bower Door ? « 461
What can a Young Lasde do ? . .. 462
The Bonnie wee Thing . 462
The tither Morn 463
Ae fond Kiss . . . . . . . 464
Lovey Davies . )
TheWeary Pund o' Tow. . . . . 466
| hae a Wite o' my ain ... . 466
O, for aneand-twenty, Tam. . . . | 467
My Collier Laddie . L. ey
Nithsdale's Welcome Hame ~ . ) . . 468
Bassand her Spinning-Whed. . . . . 469
O Luvewill venturein . . 410
CountrieLasse . . 471
Fair Eliza ) ) ) ) ) ) . 413
Ye Jacobitessby Name . . . . . 4713
The Banks of Doon: First Version 474
. ) Seoond Version 475
Third Version 476
Sic a Wife as Willie had. ) ) . . i??

Lady Mary Ann. . . .
Faréwesl fo a our Scottish Fame . 478



xx POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

PAGE
SONGS AND BALLADS—continued.

The Carle of KeIBy burn Braes . . . . 479
Coming through the Braes o' Cupar 481
Jockey 's taen the parting Kiss . . . . 481
Lady Onlie . . 482
The Chevalier's Lament . L. . 4B
The Song of Death . . . . 483
Afton Water . . 483
Sm|l|ng Spnngoomesm Rejoicing . 484
As | cam oer the Cairey Mount . . . . 485
The Carles of Dysart . . 485
The Gallant Weéaver . 486
The Deuk’s dan oer my Daddie, 0 486
She's Fair and v . o487
The Deil's awa WI th Exciseman . . . . 488
TheLovely Lasso' Inverness .. 488
Ared, redRose v . . 489
Jeannie's Bosom v . 489
Had | the wyte she bade Me v o490
Comin' through the Rye o .49l
TheWinter it'is Past . .49l
Y oung Jamie, Pride of a the Plain 492
Ah, Chlorisl S 492
Out over theForth . . 493
H}e Lass of Eccl(e:fegr&an . 28?1
e Cooper o' Cuddie Lo
For the sske 0' Som 494
The Lassthat made the Bed to Me . 495
far Away. o 439
¢ & ih by yon Town . o4
The@/ dmotyy . . .47
O, watyeWhasin yon Town 498
The Mirk Night o' December . . . . . 49
Lovely Polly Stewart . . . . 4%
TheHighland Laddie S o
Anna, ~thy Charms ...
Cassillis Banks . . . © o0l
Tothee lovdNith ~ .~ . . 301
Bannocks 0 Barley . . | %02
HeeBalou! . . .90
Wae i s my Hear e 583
merggghls HFeaIth | n Water P 203
y sFace . . .
Gloomy g% . . 282
My Lady s Gown ‘there's Gairs upon't . 505
Aman%\}heTreswhere Humming Bees . 506
ife's a winsome wee Thing .o



CONTENTS

SONGS AND BALLADS—continued,

Bonnie Lesley.

Song (O Poortith cauld)
GallaWater. .

Lord Gregory.
MaryMorison.
WanderingWillie .
Open the Door to Me, oh!

Y oung Jessie .

The Poor and Honest Sodger
Blithe hae | been .

Logan Braes

There was a Lass, and She was Fair |
Phillis the Fair.

Had I a Cave

By Allan Stream. .
Adown Winding Nith.
Gome, let Me take Thee
Dainty Davie .
Down the Burn, Davie
Behold the Hour.

Thou hast left Me ever. .
Deluded Swain, the Pleasure
My Lovely Nancy

Husband, Husband, ceaseyour Strlfe ’

Fair Jenny. .

The Gowden Locks of Anna .

O wat ye what my Minnie did
Jenny M'Craw: A Fragment

The Piper: A Fragment.

Thelast braw Bridal: A Fragment
Here's to thy Health, my bonme Lass
O steer Her up = . . .
The Farewell. .

O aye my Wife she dang Me

O whaisShethat loesMe

O wert Thou in the cauld Blast
Caledonia

O lay thy Loof in Mlne Lass .
Here's a Health to Them that's awa
The Féte Champétre . .
Meg o' the Mill: First Version
Meg o' the Mill:  Second Version
TheWinter of Life . .
The Dumfries Volunteers
ThenghIandWldowsLament .
Bonny Peg-a-Ramsay. . .




xxii POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

SONGS AND BALLADS-continued.
Wedcome to General Dumourier
Therewas a bonnie Lass
My ain kind Dearig, 0 .

0 Mally 's mesk, MaIIy S et
Hereisthe Glen .
Wilt Thou be my Dearie’

The Battle of Sheriff-Muir

On the Seas and far away. .
Ca the Ewes First"Verson .
Ca' theYowes. Seoond Version .
SﬁesaysSheIoesMeba of a
Saw yémy Phely 2

How'lang and dreary is the nght
Let not Woman e complain. .

The Lover's Morning Salute to his Midress .

Why, why tell thy Cover.

My Chloris, mark’ how green the Groves

The Charming Month of May. .
Lasse wi' the lint-white Locks
6 Fhily, oy hethat Day,

i e that Da
Content)éd Walppl_yl tle y
Cangt Thou leave me thus, my Katy ?
Fairest Maid on Devon Banks

Our Thnsdes flourish'd Fresh and Fair .

Charlie, hés my Darling
Braw Lads of G laWater .
A Wauknfe M i n n i e

When First | sw Fair Jeanie's Face

The Tree of Liberty.
| s there, for Honest Poverty

0 Lasie art Thou deeping yet"’ '

My Nanni€e's awa

Address to the Woodlark.

On Chloris being ill. .

Their Groves 0' svest Myrtle
'Twas na her bonnie blue E'e .
How crud are the Parents

Mark yonder Pomp
Thisisnomy ain Lasse

Now Spring has clad the Grove in Green

TheBonnieLassof Albany.
O Bonnie was Yon rosy Brier.
Eorlorn my

L?M ay a braw Wooer.

ove, no Comfort hear '.



CONTENTS

SONGS AND BALLAVScontmued.

Hey for a Lass wi' a Tocher
Carle an the King come ,
AuldLang Syne .

AUTHOR'S NOTES
GLOSSARY.

INDEX OF FIRST LINES

XXiii
PAGE

576

579

596






POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

THE TWA DOGS
A TALE

'TWAS in that place o' Scotland's isle,
That bearsthe nameo' Auld King Coil,
Upon a bonnie day in June,

When wearing thro' the afternoon,
Twa dogs, that were nathrang at name,
Forgather'd ance upon atime.

Thefirst | 'll name, they ca'd him Caesar,
Was keepit for his Honour's pleasure ;
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs,
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs;
But whalpit some place far abroad,

W har e sailors gang to fish for cod.

His. locked, letter'd, braw brass collar
Shew'd him the gentleman and scholar ;
But tho' he was o' high degree,

Thefient a pride—nae pride had he,

But wad hae spent an hour caressin',

Even wi' atinkler-gypsey's messan.

At kirk or market, mill or smiddie,

Nae tawted tyke, tho' €er sae duddie,

But he wad stan't, as glad to see him,

And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi'him.

The tither was a ploughman's collie,
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie,
A
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Wha for hisfriend an' comrade had him,
And in hisfreakshad Luath cad him,

After some dog in Highland sang,

Was made lang-syne—L ord knows how lang.

He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke,

As ever lap a sheugh or dyke.
Hishonest, sonse, bawsnt face,
Aye gat him friendsin ilka place.
His breast was white, his towzie back
Weel clad wi' coat o' ¢ black;
Hisgaucietail, wi' upward curl,
Hung owre hishurdieswi' a swirl.

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither,

An' unco pack an' thick thegither ;

Wi' social nose whylts swff'd and snowkit;
Whyles mice an' moudlewortsthey howkit;
Whyles soour'd awa' in lang excursion,
An"worry'd ither in diversion ;

Until wi' daffin weary grown,

Upon a knowe they sat them down

And there began a lang digression

About the lords o' the creation.

CAESAR.

I've aften wonder'd, honest L uath,

What sort o' life poor dogs like you have ;
An' when the gentry'slife | saw,

What way poor bodiesliv'd ava.

Our Laird getsin his racked rents,
Hiscoals, hiskain, an' a hlsstents

He rises when he likes himsel;

His flunkies answer at the beII;

He cas his coach, he cas his horsg;

He drawsa bonnie silken purse
Aslang'smy tail, whare, thro' the steeks,
Theyelow-letter'd Geordie keeks.
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Frae morn to €en it's nought but toiling,
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ;-

An' tho' the gentry first are stechin,

Yet ev'n the ha folk fill their pechan
Wi' sauce, ragouts, an' sic-like trashtrie,
That's little short o' downright wastrie.

Our whipper-in, wee-blastit wonner,

Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner

Better than ony tenant man

His Honour has in a' the lan';

An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in,
| own it's past my comprehension.

LUATH.

Trowth, Ceesar, whiles they 're fasht eneugh ;
A cotter howkin in asheuc?h,
Wi' dirty stanes biggin adyke,
Baring aquarry, an'siclike;

Himsel, awife, he thus sustains,

A smytrie 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' sair disasters,
Like loss 0' health or want o' masters,

Y e maist wad think, a wee touch langer,
An' they maun starve o' cauld an' hunger:
But, how it comes, | never kenn'd yet,
Theal 're maistly wonderfu' contented:

And buirdly chiels, an' clever hizzies,

Are bred in'sc away asthisis.

C/ESAR.

But, then, to sse how ye're negleckit,
How huff'd, and cuff'd, and disrespekit!
L—d, man, our gentry careaslittle
For delvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle;
They gan%as saucy by poor folk

As | wad by astinkin brock*
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| 've notic'd, on our Laird's court-day,,

An' mony a time my heart's been wae,
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash,

How they maun thole a factor's snash ;
He'll stamp and threaten, curse an' swear.
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear ;
While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble,
And hear it &, an' fear an' tremble !

| see how folk live that hae riches ;
But surely poor folk maun be wretches?

LUATH.
They re no sae wretched's ane wad think
Tho constantly on poortith's brink ;
They 're sae accustom'd wi' the sight,
Theview o't gies them little fright.

Then chance an' fortune are sae guided,
They 're aye in less or mair provided ;
An' tho' fatigued wi' close employment,
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment.

The dearest comfort o' their lives,
Their grushie weans an' faithfu' wives ;
The prattlingthings are just their pride,
That sweetens a' their fire-side;

An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy
Can mak the bodies unco happy;

They lay aside their private cares,

To mind the Kirk and State affairs :
They '11 talk o' patronage an' priests,
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts;

Or tell what new taxation's comin’,
An' ferlie at the folk in Lon'on.

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmass returns
They get thejovial, ranting kirns,
When rural life, o' ev'ry station,

Unite in common recreation;

Love blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirth
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth.
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That merry day the year begins

They bar the door on frosty win's ;
Thenappy reekswi' mantling ream,
And sheds a heart-inspiring steam;

The luntin pipe, an' sneeshin mill,
Arehanded round wi' right guid will;
The cantie auld folks crackin crouse,
The young anes rantin thro' the house—
My heart has been sae fain to see them,
That | for joy hae barkit wi' them.

Still it's owre true that ye hae said,
Sic game is now owre often play'd.
There's mony a creditable stock

O' decent, honest, fawsont folk,
Areriven out baith root and branch,
Some rascal's pridefu’ greed to quench,
Who. thinks to knit himsel the faster
In favour wi' some gentle master,

W haaiblins, thrang a parliamentin’,
For Britain's guid his saul indentin'—

CAESAR.

Haith, lad, yelittle ken about it;

For Britain'sguid i guid faith ! | doubt it.
Say, rather, gaun as Premierslead him,
An' saying ay or no'sthey bid him

At operas an' plays parading,

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading;

Or maybe, in a frolic daft,

To Hague or Calaistaks a waft,

To mak a, tour, an' tak a whirl,

Tolearn bon ton, an' see the worl.'

There, at Vienna or Versailles,

He rives his father's auld entails;

Or by Madrid hetakestheroute,
Tothrum guitars, an* fecht wi' nowte;
Or down Italian vista startles,
Wh-re-hunting amang groves o' myrtles.;
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Then bousesdrumly German water,

To mak himsel look fair and fatter,

And clear the consequential sorrows,
Love gifts of Carnival signoras.

For Britain'sguid !'—for her destruction !
W i' dissipation, feud, an' faction !

LUATH.

Hech man ! dear sirs! isthat the gate
They waste sae mony a braw estate !
Are we sae foughten an' harassed

For gear to gang that gate at last!

O would they stay aback frae Courts,
An' please themsels wi' countra sports,
It wad for ev'ry ane be better,

The Laird, the Tenant, and the Cotter!
For thaefrank,rantin' ramblin’ billies,
Fient haet o' them'sill-hearted fellows ;
Except for breakin' o' their timmer,

Or speakin' lightly o' their limmer,

Or snootin' o' a hare or moor cock,
Thene'er abit they'reill to poor folk.

But will you tell me, Master Caesar,

Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasure?
Nae cauld nor hunger €'er can steer them,
Theverathought o't needna fear them.

CASAR.

L—d, man, were ye but whyles whare | am,
The gentles ye wad ne'er envy '‘em.

It's true they needna starve nor sweat,
Thro' winter scauld, or ssimmer's heat;
They 'venae sair wark to craze their banes,
An' fill auld age wi' gripsan' granes:

But human bodies are sic fools,

For a' their colleges and schools,
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That when nae real ills perplex them,
They mak enow themsels to vex them ;
An' aye the less they hae to sturt them,
I nlike proportion, less will hurt them.

A countra fellow at the pleugh,

His acres till'd, he's right eneugh;

A countragirl at her wheel,

Her dizzens done, she's unco weel:

But gentlemen, an' ladies warst,

Wi' ev'ndown want o' wark are curst.
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy;
Tho' deal-haet ails them, yet uneasy;
Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless;
Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless;
An' €en their sports, their balls an' races,
Their galloping thro' public places,
There'ssc parade, sic pomp, an' art,
Thejoy can scarcely reach the heart.

The men cast out in party-matches,
Then sowther a' in deep debauches ;
Aenight, they're mad wi' drink and wh-ring,
Niest day their life is past enduring.

The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters,
Asgreat an' gracious @ as sisters ;

But hear their absent thoughts o' ither,
They'rea' run deilsan' jads thegither.
Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie,
They sip the scandal potion pretty:

Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks;
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard,
An' cheat like ony unhang'd blackguard.
There's some exception, man an' woman ;
But this is gentry's life in common.

By this, the sun was out o' sight,
An' darker gloaming brought the night:
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone;
The kye stood rowtin i the loan:
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When up they gat, and shook their lugs,
Rejoic'd they were na men, but dogs;
An' each took aff his several way,
Resolv'd to meet some ither day.

SCOTCH DRINK

Gie him strong drink, until he wink,
That'ssinking in despair ; .
An' liquor guid o fire his bluid,
That'sprest wi' grief an' care;
There let him bouse, an' deep carouse,
‘Wi' bumpers flowing o'er,
Till he forgets hislove or debts,
An"mindshisgriefsno more.
SOLOMON'S PROVERBS, xxxi. 6, 7.

L ET other poetsraise a fracas
'Bout vines, an' wines, an' drucken Bacchus,
An' crabbit names an' stories wrack us,
An' grateour lug,
| sing the juice Scotch bear can mak us,
In glass or jug.

O thou, my Muse! guid auld Scotch drink;
Whether thro' wimplin' wormsthoujink,
Or, richly brown, ream owrethebrink,
In glorious faem,
Inspireme, till I lisp an" wink,
To sing thy name!
L et husky wheat the haughs adorn,
An' aits st up their awnie horn,
An' pease an' beans, at €en or morn,
Perfumetheplain,
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn,
Thoukingo' grain!
On thee aft Scotland chows her cood,
I n souple scones, the wale o' food !
Or tumblin'intheboilin' flood
Wi' kail an' beef;
But when thou poursthy strong heart's blood,
There thou shines chief.
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Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin';

Tho' life's a gift no worth receivin'

When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin';
But, oil'd by thee,

The wheels o' life gae down-hill, scrievin,
Wi' rattlin' glee.

Thou clears the head o' doited Lear;
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ;
Thou strings the nerves o' Labour sair,
At's weary toil;
Thou even brightens dark Despair
Wi' gloomy smile.

Aft, clad in massy, siller weed,
Wi' gentlesthou erectsthy head ;
Yet humbly kind in time o' need,
The poor man's wine,
His wee drap parritch, or his bread,
Thou kitchens fine.

Thou art the life o' public haunts;
But thee, what were our fairs and rants?
Ev'n godly meetings o' the saunts,
By thee inspir'd,
W hen gaping they besiege the tents,
Aredoubly fir'd.

That merry night we get the corn in,
O sweetly then thou reams the horn in !
Or reekin' on a new-year mornin
In cog or bicker,
An' just a wee drap sp'ritual burn in,
An gusty sucker !

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath,
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith,
O rare! to seethee fizz and freath
1" th' lugget caup!
Then Burnewin comes on like death
At ev'ry chaup.
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Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel;
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel,
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel,
The strong forehammer,
Till block an' studdie ringan' reel
W' dinsome clamour.

When skirlin' weanies see the light,
Thou maks the gosdps clatter bright,
How fumblin' cuifstheir dearies slight;
Waeworth the name !
Nae howdie gets a social night,
Or plack frae them.

When neibors anger at a plea,
An' just aswud aswud can be,
How easy can the barley-bree
Cement the qfuarrel !
It's aye the cheapest lawyer's feg,
Totastethe barrel.

Alake! that €er my Muse has reason
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason !
But mony daily weet their weason
Wi' liquors nice,
An* hardly, in a winter's season,
E'er spier her price.

Waeworth that brandy, burningtrash !

Fell source o' mony a pain an' brash !

Twins mony a poor, doylt, drucken hash,
O' half his days;

An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash
To her worg faes.

Y e Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well!
Y e chief, to you my tale | tell,
Poor, plackless devils like mysdl !
It sts you ill,
W' bitter, dearthfu' winesto mell,
Or foreign gill.
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May gravels round his blather wrench,
An gouts torment him inch by inch,
WhatW|stsh|sgruntIeW| S?Iunch

Out owre a glass o whlsky punch
Wi' honest men.

O whisky ! soul o' playsan' pranks!

Accept a Bardi€'s gratefu’ thanks!

When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks
Aremy poor verses!

Thou comes—they rattlei their ranks
At ither's—!

Thee, Ferintosh ! O sadly lost!
Scotland lament frae coast to coast!
Now colic grips, an' barkin' hoas,
May kill us a’;
For loyal Forbess charter'd boad,
Ista'en awa !

Thae curst horseleeches o' th' Excise,
Wha mak the whisky stells their prize !
Haud up thy han', Deil! ance, twice, thrice!
There size the blinkers !
An' bakethem up in brunstane pies
For poor damn'd drinkers.

Fortune! if thou '11 but gie me still
Hale breeks a one, an - whisky ?IH
An' rowth o' rhymetoraveat wil
Tak a' therest,
An' deal't about asthy blind skill
Directsthee bedt.
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THE AUTHOR S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER

TO THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES IN THE HOUSE
OP COMMONS
'Dearest of distillation ! last and bes |
—Howartthoulog | — —
PARODY ON MILTON.
YE Irish lords, ye knightsan' squires,
Wharepresent our brughsan' shires,
An' doucely manage our affairs
In Parliament,
To you a gmple Bardi€'s prayers
Are humbly sent

Alas! my roupet Muse is hear se!
Your honours* heart wi' grief 'twad pierce,
To s her sittin' on her—
Lair i’ the dust,
An' scriechin out prosaic verss,
An' liketobrust!

Tell them wha hae the chief direction,

Scotland an' me'sin great affliction,

E'er sin they laid that curst restriction
On aqua-vitae5

An' rouse them up to strong conviction,
An' movetheir pity.

Stand forth, and tell yon Premier youth
Thehones, open, naked truth:
Tell him 0" minean' Scotland'sdrouth,
His servants humble:
The muckle deevil draw ye south,
If yedissemblel

Does ony great man gluncn an' gloom ?
ek out, an' never fash your thumb !
Let pogsand pendonssink or soom
Wi' them whagrant them;
If honegtly they canna come,
Far better want them.
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In gath'rin' votes you were na dack;
Now stand astightly by your tack ;
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back,
An' hum an' haw;
But raissyour arm, an' tell your crack
Beforethem &.

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrisse,
Her mutchkin stoup astoom's a whisse;
An' damn'd excisamen in a busde,

Seizin' a stell,
Triumphant crushin' 't like a mussd.

Or lampit shell.

Then on thetither hand present her,—
A blackguard smuggler right behint her,
An' chesk-for-chow a chuffie vintner,
Colleaguingjoin,
Picking her pouch as bare aswinter
Of &' kind coin.

Isthere, that bears the name o' Scot,
But feds his heart's bluid rising hot,
To == his poor auld Blither's pot

Thus dung in staves,
And plunder'd o' her hindmost groat

By gallowsknaves?

Alas! |'m but a nameless wight,
Trodei' themirean' out o' sight!
But could | like Montgomeriesfight,
Or gab like Boswell,
There's some sark-necks | wad draw tight'
An' tie ome hose well.

God bless your honours, can ye see't.
Thekind, auld, cantie carlin greet,
An' no get warmly to your feet,
An' gar them hear it,.
An' tell them wi' apatriot heat,
Yewinna bear it'



14 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

Some o' you nicely ken the laws,
To round the period an' pause,
An' wi' rhetoric clause on dause
To mak harangues;
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's
Auld Scotland's wrangs.

Dempster, atrue blue Scot | 'sswarran';
Thee, aith-detesting, chase Kilkerran;
An' that glib-gabbet Highland baron,
TheLaird o' Graham ;
An' ane, a chap that'sdamn'd auldfarran,
Dundas his name.

Erskine, a spunkie Norland billie;
TrueCampbells, Frederick an' Hay;
An' Livingstone, the bauld Sir Willie;

An' mony ithers,
Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully

Might own for brithers.

Thee, Sodger Hugh, my watchman stented,

If bardies €er are represented ;

| ken if that your sword were wanted,
Ye'dlend your hand :

But when there'sought to say anent it,
Ye'reat astand.

Arouse, my boys; exert your mettle,

To get auld Scotland b her kettle;

Or, faith ! | '11 wad my new pleugh-pettle,
Ye'll se€'t or lang,

She'll teach you, wi' areekin' whittle,
Anither sang.

This while she's been in crankous mood,
Her lost militiafir'd her bluid;
(Deil nathey never mair do guid,

Play'd her that pliskie!)
An' now she'a liketorin red-wud

About her whisky.
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An' L—d, if ance they pit her till't,
Her tartan petticoat sne'll kilt,
An' durk an' pistol at her belt,
She'lltak thestreets,
An' rin her whittleto the hilt,
I th' first she meets !

For G—d's sake, sirs! then speak her fair,
An' straik her cannie wi' the hair,
An' to the muckle House repair,
Wi' instant speed,
An' strive, wi' a' your wit and lear,
To get remead.

Yonill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox,
May taunt you wi' hisjeers an' mocks;
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks !
E'en cowethe caddie !
An' send him to his dicing box
An' sportin' lady.

Tell yon guid bluid o' auld Boconnock's

| '11 be his debt twa mashlum bannocks,

An' drink his health in auld Nanse Tinnock's,
Nine times a week,

If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks,
Wad kindly seek.

Could he some commutation broach,
| '11 pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch,
He need nafear their foul reproach
Nor erudition,
Y on mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch,
The coalition.

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ;

She'sjust a devil wi' arung;

An' if she promise auld or young
Totak their part,

Tho' by the neck she should be strung,
She 'll no desert.
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An' now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty,
May still your mither's heart support ye ;
Then, though a minister grow dorty,
An' kick your place,
Ye 'll snap your fingers, poor an' hearty,
Before his face.

God bless your honours a your days,
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise,
In spite o' @ the thievish kaes,
That haunt St. Jamie's !
Y our humble poet sings and prays
While Rab his name is.

POSTSCRIPT.

Let half-starv'd daves in warmer skies
See future wines, rich clust'ring, rise;
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies,
But blythe and frisky,
She eyes her free-born, martial boys,
Tak af their whisky.

What tho' their Phoebus kinder warms
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms !
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms,
The scented groves,
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms
In hungry droves.

Their gun's a burthen on their shouther;

They downa bide the stink o' pouther;

Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swither
To stan' orrin,

Till skelp—a shot—they're &f, a throu'ther,
To save their skin.

But bring a Scotsman frae hishill,
Clap in his cheek a Highland Pill,
Say, such is royal George's will,
An' there'sthefoe;
He has nae thought but how to kill
Twa at a blow.
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Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ;
Death comes—wi' fearless eye he seeshim ;
Wi' bluidy han' a welcome gies him;

An' when he fa's,
His latest draught o' breathin' lea'es him

In faint huzzas !

Sages their solemn een may steek,
An' raise a philosophic reek,
An' physically causes seek,
In climean' season ;
But tell me whisky's name in Greek,
1 'l tell the reason.

Scotland, my auld, respected mither !
Tho' whiles ye moistify your leather,
Till whareye sit, on craps o' heather,
Yetine your dam ;
Freedom and whisky gang thegither !—
Tak atf your dram !

THE HOLY FAIR

* A robe of seeming truth and trust
Hid crafty Observation;
And secret hung, with poison'd crust,
The dirk of Defamation :
A mask that like the gorget show'd,
Dye-varying on the pigeon ;
And for a mant|e large and broad
Hewrapt him in Religion.' —HYPOCRISY AL A MOLE,

UPON a simmer Sunday morn,
When Nature's face is fair,
| walkeéd forth to view the corn,
An' snuff the caller air.
Therising sun owre Galston muirs
W' gloriouslight wasglintin ;
The hareswerehirplin' down thefurs,
The lav'rocks they were chantin’
Fu' sweet that day,
B
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Aslightsomely | glow'r'd abroad,
To seeascene se gay,
Three hizzies, early at the road,
Cam skelpin up the way ;
Twa had manteeles o' dolefu’ black,
But ane wi' lyart lining;
The third that gaed awee a-back,
Was in the fashion shining
Fu' gay that day.

Thetwa appear'd like sisters twin,
In feature, form, an' claes ;
Their visage, wither'd, lang, an' thin,
An' sour as ony slaes:
Thethird cam up, hap-step-an'-lowp,
As light as ony lambie,
An'wi"acurchielow did stoop,
As soon as €'er she saw me,
Fu' kind that day.

vV

W i' bonnet af, quoth I, ' Sweet lass,
| think ye seem to ken me;

| 'm sure | 've seen that bonnie face,
But yet | canna name ye.'

Quo' she, an' laughin' as she spak,
And taks me by the hands,

' Ye, for my sake, hae gien the feck
Of a theten commands

A screed some day,

v

' My name is Fun—your cronie dear,
The nearest friend ye hae;
An'thisis Superstition here,
An' that's Hypocrisy.
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I 'm gaun to Mauchline holy fair,
To spend an hour in daffin :
Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl'd pair,
We will get famous laughin’
At them this day.'

Vi

Quoth I, With a' my heart, | 'll do't;
| "11 get my Sunday's sark on,
An' meet you on the holy spot
Faith, we's hae fine remarkin'!"
Then | gaed hame at crowdietime,
An' soon | made meready;
For roads were clad, frae 9deto sde,
Wi' mony a weary body,
In droves that day.

VIl

Here farmers gash, in riding graith;
Gaed hoddin by their cotters;
There, swankies young, in braw braid-claith,
Are sprmiln owre the gutters;
The | elpin' barefit, thrang,
In slksan scarletsglitter;
W' sweet-milk cheese, in mony awhang,
An' farls, bak'd wi' butter,
Fu' crump that day.

VIl

When by the plate we set our nose,
Weel heapéd up wi' ha'pence,
A greedy glow'r black bonnet throws,
An' we maun draw our tippence.
Then in we go to see the show,
On ev'ry sdethey 'regath'rin’,
Some carryingdails, some chairsan' soals,
An' somearebusy bleth'rin
Right loud that day.
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IX

Here stands a shed to fend the show'rs,
An' screen our countra gentry,
There, Racer Jess, and twa-three wh-res,
Areblinkin' at theentry.
Heredtsaraw of tittlin' jades,
W i' heaving breast an' bare neck,
An' thereabatch o' wabser lads,
Blackguarding frae Kilmarnock,
For fun this day.

X

Here, somearethin kin' on their sns,
An' some upo' their claes;

Ane cursss feet that fyl'd his shins,
Anither s(?hsan prays:

On this hand sts a chosen swatch,
Wi' screw'd up, grace-proud faces;

On that a st o' chaps at watch,
Thrangwinkin' on the lases

To chairsthat day.

Xl

O happy is that man an' blest!
Nae wonder that it pride him!
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best,
Comes clinking down beside him !
Wi' arm reposd on the chair-back,
Hesweetly doescomposehim ;
Which, by degrees, dipsround her neck.
An's loof upon her bosom,
Unkenn'd that day.

X1l
Now &' the congregation o'er
I's silent expectation:

For Moodie spedsthe holy door,
Wi tidingso' damnation.
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Should Hornie, asin ancient days,
‘Mang sons o' God present him,
The verasight o' Moodi€'s face,
To'sain het hame had sent him
Wi’ frightthat day.

Hear how he clears the points o' faith
Wi' rattlin' an' wi' thumpin'!

Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath,
He's stampin' an' he'sjumpin'!

Hislength en'd chin, histurn d-up snout,
His eldritch squeel and gestures,

Oh, how they fire the heart devout,
Likecantharidian plaisters,

On sic aday!

XV

But, hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice;
There's peace and rest nae Tanger :
For a thereal judgesrise,
They canna sit for anger.
Smith opens out his cauld harangues
On practice and on morals;
An' df the godly pour in thrangs,
Togiethejarsan' barrels
A lift that day.

XV

W hat sgnifies his barren shine,

Of moral pow'rs and reason ?
HisEnglish style, an' gesture fine,

Area clean out o' season.
Like Socrates or Antonine,

Or some auld ﬁagan heathen,
The moral man he does define,

But néer aword o' faithin

That's right that day.
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XVi

In guid time comes an antidote
Against sic poison'd nostrum ;
For Pebbles, fraethe water-fit,
Ascends the holy rostrum :
See, up he'sgot the word o' God,
An' meek an' mim hasview'd it,
W hile Common-Sense has ta'en the road,
An' aff, an' up the Cowgate,
Fast, fast, that day.

XVII

WeeMiller, niest the guard relieves,
An' orthodoxy raibles,
Tho' in his heart he weel believes
An' thinksit auld wives' fables:
But, faith! the birkie wants a manse,
So, cannily he hums them ;
Altho' hiscarnal wit an' sense
Like hafflins-ways o'ercomes him
At times that day,

XVIII

Now but an' ben, the change-house fills,
W i'yill-caup commentators:

Here's crying out for bakes and gills,
And therethe pint-stowp clatters;

Whilethick an'thrang, an' loud an' lang,
W i'logic, and wi' Scripture,

They raiseadin, that, in the end,
Isliketo breed arupture

O' wrath that day.

XIX

Leeze meon drink ! it gies us mair
Than either school or college:
It kindles wit, it waukenslair,
It pangs us fou o' knowledge.
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Be't whisky-gill, or penny wheep,
Or ony stronger potion,
It never fails, on drinking deep,
Tokittle uo our notion
By night or day.

XX

The lads an' lassss, blythely bent,
To mind baith saul an' body,
Sit round the table, weel content,
An' steer about thetoddy.
On this an€s dress, an' that an€'s leuk,
They 're making observatlons
Whil€ some are cozie i’ the neuk,
An' forming assignations
To meet some day.

XXI

But now the L—d's ain trumpet touts,
Till & the hills are rairin,

An' echoes back return the shouts;
Black Russdl isna spairin :

His piercing words, IlkenghIan swords,

Dividethejointsan' marrow;
Histalk o' Hell, Wharedevilsdwell,
Our vera' sauls does harrow'

Wi' fright that day.

XXI11

A vad, unbottom'd, boundless pit,
Fill'd fu' o' lowin' brunstane,
Whaseragin' flame, an' scorchin' heat,
W ad melt the hardest whun-stane !
The halfas]e? start up wi' fear,
An'think they hear it roarin’,
When presently it does appear
"Twas but some neibor snorin”
Adeep that day.

23
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XXIH

‘Twad be owre lang ataleto tell,
How mony stories past,
An' how they crowded to the yill,
When they were @ dismist;
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups,
Amang the furms an' benches :
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps,
Was dealt about in lunches,
An' dawds that day.

XXV

In comes agaucie, gash guidwife,
An' sitsdownby thefire,’ )
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife ;
The lasses they are shyer.
The auld guidmen, about the grace,
_Frae side to side they bother,
Till some ane by his bonnet lays,
An' giesthem 't like atether,
Fu' lang that day.

XXV

Waesucks! for him that gets nae lass,
Or lasses that hae naething !
Sma' need has he to agrace,
Or melvie hisbraw claithing!
O wives, be mindfu' ance yoursel
How bonnie lads ye wanted,
An' dinna, for akebbuck-heel,
L et lasses be affronted
Onsic aday !

XXVI

Now Clinkumbell, wi' rattlin' tow,
Begins tojow and croon;

Some swagger hame, the best they dow,
Some wait the afternoon.
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At dapsthe billies halt ablink,
Till'lasses strip their shoon :
Wi ' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink,
They're @ in famous tune
For crack that day.

XXVII

How mony hearts this day converts
O’ sinnersand o' |asses!
Their hearts o' stane, gin night, are gane,
As saft as ony fleshis.
' There's some are fou o' love divine ;
There's some are fou o' brandy;
An' monyéobsthat day begin
May end in houghmagandie
Some ither day.

ADDRESS TO THE DEIL

' O Prince! O Chief of many thronéd Pow'rs,
That led th' embattled Seraphim towar ! —MILTON

O THOU ! whatever title suit thee,
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie,
Whain yon cavern grim and sootie,
) Closed under_hatches,
Spairges about the brunstane cootie,
To scaud poor wretches!

Hear me, Auld Hangie, for awee,
An' let poor damned bodies be ;
| 'm sure sma plea&Jre|tcang|e
E'en to a deil,
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me,
An' hear us squesl.
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Great isthy power, an' great thy fame;

Far kenn'd andnoted is thy name:

An' tho' yon lowin heugh 'sthy hame,
Thou travelsfar :

An', faith! thou's neither lag nor lame,
Nor blate nor scaur.

vV

Whyles, ranging like aroaringlion,

For prey, @ holesan' cornerstryin’;

Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest fiyin'
Tirlin the kirks;

Whyles, in the human bosom pryin’',
Unseen thou lurks.

Vv

| 've heard my reverend Grannie say,

In lanely glens ye like to stray ;

Or where auld ruin'd castles, gray,
Nod to the moon,

Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way
Wi eldritch croon.

Vi

When twilight did my Grannie summon,
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman !
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bummin’,
Wi' eeriedrone;
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortrees comin',
Wi' heavy groan.

VIl

Aedreary, windy, winter night,
The stars shot down wi' sklentin light,
Wi' you, mysel, | gat afright:
Ayont the lough,
Y e, like a rash-busli, stood in sight,
Wi' waving sough.
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VI

The cudgd in my nieve did shake,

Each bristl'd hair sood like a stake,

When wi' an eldritch goor, ' quaick—quaick*
Amang the springs,

Awa ye squatter'd, like a drake,
On whistling wings.

IX

L et warlocks grim, an' wither'd hags,
Tell how wi' you, on ragweed nags,
They skim the muirsan’ dizzy crags,
Wi' wicked speed;
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues
Owrehowkit dead.

X

Thence countra wives, wi' toil an' pain,
May plungean' plungethekirn in vain:
For, oh ! the yellow treasure'staen
By witching skill;
An' dawtit, twal-pint hawkie'sgaen
Asyell'sthe bill.

XI
Thence mygtic knots mak great abuse
On young guidmen, fond, keen, an' crouse;
When the best wark-lumei' the housg,
By cantraip wit,
Isinstant made no worth a louse,
Just at thebit.

XIl

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord,
An' float thejinglin' icy-boord,”
Then water-kelpies haunt the foord,

By your direction;
An' nighted trav'llersareallur'd

To their destruction.
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X1

An' aft your mosstraversing spunkies
Decog the wight that latean’ drunk is:
The bleezin, curst mischievous monkeys
Delude his eyes,
Till in some miry dough he sunk is,
Ne'er mair torise.

X1V

When masons mystic word an' grip
In gormsan' tempestsraise you up,
Some cock or cat your rage maun stop,
Or, strangetotell !
Theyoungest brother ye wad whip
Aff straught to hell.

XV

Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie yard,
When youthfu' loversfirst were pair'd,
An' all the soul of lovethey shar'd,
Theraptur'd hour,
Sweset on thefragrant, flow ry sward,

In shady bow'r:

XVl
Then you, yeauld, sneck-drawing dog !
Y e came to Paradise incog.,
An' play'd on man a cursed brogue
(Black be your fa'l),
An' gied theinfant warld a shog,
Maist ruin'd a.
XVl

D' yemind that day, when inahizz,
Wi reekit duds, an' reestit gizz,
Yedid present your smoutie phiz
'Mang better folk,
An' sklented on the man of Uzz
Y our spitefu’ joke?
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XVIII

An' how yegat himi' your thrall

An' brak him out o' housean' hall,

While scabs an' botches did him gall,
Wi bitter claw,

And lowsd his ill-tongu'd, wicked scawl,
Was warst ava?

XIX

But a' your doings to rehearse,

Your wily snares an fechtin' fierce,

Sin' that day Michael did you pierce,
Down to thistime,

Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse,
In prose or rhyme.

XX

An' now, auld Cloots, | ken ye'rethinkin’,

A certain Bardie'srantin', drinkin',

Some luckless hour will send him linkin
To your black pit:

But, faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin,
An' cheat you yet.

XXI

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben !
O wad yetak athought an' men' !
Yeaiblins might—I dinna ken—
Still hae a stake—
| 'm waeto think upo' yon den,
Ev'n for your sake !
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THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OF POOR
MAILIE

THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET YOWE
AN UNCO MOURNFU TALE

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither,

W er e ae day nibblin' on the tether,
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch,

An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch:
There, groaning, dying, she did lie,
While Hughoc he cam doytin by.

W' glowrin' een an' lifted han's,

Poor Hughoc like a statue stan's;

He saw her days were near-hand ended,
But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it !
He gaped wide, but naething spak—
At length poor Mailie silence brak.

' O thou, whase lamentable face
Appears to mourn my woefu' case !
My dying words attentive hear,
An' bear them to my master dear.

'Tell him, if €er again he keep
As muckle gear as buy a sheep,
O, bid him never tiethem mair
W' wicked strings o' hemp or hair !
But ca' them out to park or hill,
An' let them wander at their will;
So may his flock increase, and grow
To scores o' lambs, an packs o' woo' !

'Tell him he was a master kin'
An' aye was guid to me and mine;
An' now my dying charge | gie him,
My helpless lambs | trust them wi' him.
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' O, bid him save their harmless lives,
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives !
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill,
Till they be fit to fend themsel;

An' tent them duly, €en an' morn,
Wi' teats o' hay, an' rips o' corn.

" An' may they never learn the gaets
Of ither vile, wanrestfu' pets !
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal,
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail,
So may they, like their great forbears,
For mony a year come thro' the shears:
So wives will giethem bits o' bread,
An' bairns greet for them when they 're dead.

' My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir,
O, bid him breed him up wi' care!
An' if he live to be a beast,
To pit some havinsin his breast!
An' warn him, what | winna name,
To stay content wi' yowes at hame:
An' notorin an' wear his cloots,
Like ither menseless, graceless brutes.

"An' niest, my yowie, silly thing,
Gude keep thee frae a tether string !
O, may thou ne'er forgather up
W' ony blastit, moorland toop,

But aye keep mind to moop an' mell
W' sheep o credit like thysel!

' And now, my bairns, wi' my last breath
| lea'e my blessin' wi' you baith :
An' when you think upo' your mither,
Mindto bekin' to aneamther.

" Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail
To tell my master a my tale;
An' bid him burn this cursed tether,
An', for thy pains, thou 'se get my blether.’

This said, poor Mailieturn'd her head,
And closd her een amang the dead.
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POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY

LAMENT in rhyme, lament in prose,
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose;
Our bardi€'s fate is at a close,

Past &' remead;
Thelast sad cape-stane 0' hiswoes;

Poor Mailie's dead!

It'snotheloss o' warl'sgear,
That could sae bitter draw the tear,
Or mak our bardie, dowie, wear
The mourning weed:
He'slogt a friend and nebour dear
In Mailiedead.

Thro' a thetoun shetrotted by him ;

A lang half-mile she could descry him ;

Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy him,
Sheran wi speed:

A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him,
Than Mailiedead.

| wat shewasa sheep 0' sense,
An* could behave hersdlf wi' mense;
I 'll say 't, she never brak a fence,
Thro' thievish greed.
Our bardie, lanely, kegps the spence
Sin Mailie's dead.

Or, if he wanders up the howe,
Her living image in her yowe
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe,
For bitso' bread;
An' down thebriny pearlsrowe
For Mailiedead.

She was nae get 0 moorland tips,

Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips;

For her forbears were brought in ships
Frae yont the Tweed:

A bonnier fleesh neer crossd the clips
Than Mailiedead.
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Wae worth the man whafirst did shape
That vile wanchancie thing—a rape !
It maks guid fellows girn and gape,

Wi' chokin' dread ;
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape,

For Mailie dead.

O, a ye bards on bonnie Doon !
An' wha on Ayr your chanters tune !
Come, join the melancholious croon
O' Robin's reed!
His heart will never get aboon
HisMailie dead !

A DREAM

Thoughts, words, and deeds, the statute blames with reason;
But surely dreams were ne'er indicted treason.

On reading, in the public s, the 'Laureate's Ode'
with the other parade of June 4, 1786, the author was no
sooner dropt adeep than he imagined himself transported to
the birthday levee; and in his dreaming fancy made the
following ADDRESS.—BURNS.

GUID-MORNIN' toyour Majesty !
May Heav'n augment your blisses,
On ev'ry new birthday ye see,
A humble poet wishes !
My hardship here, at your levee,
On sic a day asthisis,
Is sure an uncouth sight to see,
Amang thae birthday dresses
See fine this day.

| see ye're complimented thrang,
By mony alord an' lady;

' God save the king! "s a cuckoo-sang
That's unco easy said aye;



34 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

The poets, too, a venal gang,
W ' rhymesweel-turn'd and ready,
Wad gar you trow ye n€er do wrang,
But aye unerring steady,
On sc aday.

For me, before a monarch's face,
Ev'ntherel winna flatter;

For neither pension, pogt, nor place,
Am | your humble debtor :

So, nae reflection on your grace,
Your kingship to bespatter ;

There's mony waur been o' therace,
And aiblins ane been better

Than you this day.

vV

'Tisvery true, my sov'reign king,
My skill may weel be doubted :
But facts are chiels that winna ding,
An downa be disputed :
Your royal nest, beneath your wing,
Iseen right reft an' clouted,
And now the third part of the string,
An' less, will gang about it
Than did ae day.

Vv

Far be't frae methat | aspire
To blame your legislation,

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire,
Torulethis mighty nation !

But faith ! | muckle doubt, my Sire,
Ye'vetrusted ministration

To chaps wha, in abarn or byre,
W ad better fill'd their station

Than courtsyon day.
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Vi

And now yeVegien auld Britain peace,
Her broken shinsto plaister;
Your sair taxation does her fleeoe
Till she has scarce a tester;
For me, thank God, my life'sa lease,
Nae bargain wearing fagter,
Or, faith ' | fear, that wi' the geese,
| shortly bood to pasture
I' the craft some day.

VII

I 'mnomistrustingWilliePitt,
When taxes he enlarges

(An'Will'satrueguid fallow's get,
A name not envy spairges),

That heintendsto pay your debt,
An' lessen @ your charges;

But, G—dsake! let nae saving fit
Abridge your bonnie barges

An' boats this day.

VIl

Adieu, my Liege ! may freedom geck
Beneath your high protection;

An' may yerax Corruption's neck,
And gleher for dissection !

But snce |l 'm here, | 'll no neglect,
Inloyal, trueaffectlon

To pay your Queen, with due respect,
My fealty an' subjection

Thisgreat birthday.

IX

Hail, Majesty most Excellent!

W hile nobles strive to please ye,
Will ye accept a compliment

A smple poet giesye?

35
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Thae bonnie bairntime, Heav'n has lent,
Still higher may they heeze ye
In bliss, till fate some day is sent,
For ever tordeaseye
Frae care that day.

X

For you, young potentate o' Wales,
| tell your Highness fairly,
Down pleasuré€'s stream, wi' swelling sails,
| "mtauld ye'redrivingrarely;
But some day ye may gnaw your nails,
An' curse your folly sairly,
That €er ye brak Diana's pales,
Or rattl'd dicewi' Charlie,
By night or day.

X1

Yet aft a ragged cowtés been known
To mak a noble aiver;

So, ye may doucdly fill a throne,
For a' tneir clish-ma-claver :

There, him at Agiucourt wha shone,
Few better were or braver ;

And yet, wi' funny, queer Sir John,,
He was an unco shaver

For mony a day.

Xl

For you, right rev'rend Osnaburg,
Nane sststhe lawn-deeve sweeter,
Altho' aribbon at your Iu?
W ad been adresscompleter:
As ye disown yon paughty dog
That bearsthe keys o' Peter,
Then, swith ! an' g?et a wife to hug,
Or, trouth ! ye'll stain the mitre
Somelucklessday.
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X1

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, | learn,
Ye' velately come athwart her;

A glorious galley, stem an' stern,
Weel rigg'd for Venus barter ;

But first hang out, that she 'll discern
Your hymeneal charter,

Then heave aboard your grapple airn,
An' large upon her quarter

Come full that day.

X1V

Y e, lastly, bonnie blossoms a,
Yeroyal lasses dainty,

Heav'n mak you guid as weel as braw,
An' gieyou ladsa-plenty:

But sneer na British boysawa,
For kingsareunco scant aye;

An' German gentles are but sma,
They're better just than want aye

On ony day.

XV

God blessyou a'! consider now,
Ye're unco muckle dautit;

But ere the course o' life be thro',
It may be bitter sautit:

An' | haeseen their coggiefu’,
That yet haetarrow't atit;

But or the day was done, | trow,
The laggen they hae clautit

Fu' clean that day.
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THE VISION
DUAN FIRST

T H E sun had closd the winter day,
The curlers quat their roaring play,
An' hunger'd maukin ta'en her way
To kail-yards green,
While faithless snaws ilk step betray
Whare sue has been.

The thresher's weary flingin'-tree
The lee-lang day had tired me;
And when the day had closd his ee,
Far i' thewest,
Ben i' the spence, right pensivelie,
| gaed to rest.

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek,

| sat and e€'ed the spewing reek,

That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking smeek,
The auld clay biggin ;

And heard the restless rattons squeak
About the riggin.

All in this mottie, misty clime,
| backward mus'd on wasted time,
How | had spent my youthfu' prime,
And done naething,
But stringin' blethers up in rhyme,
For foolsto sing.

Had | to guid advice but harkit,
| might, by this, hae led a market,
Or strutted in a bank an' clerk it
My cash account:
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit,
Isa' th' amount.

| started, mutt'ring, Blockhead ! coof!
And heav'd on high my waukit loof,
To swear by a' yon starry roof,
Or some rash aith,
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof
Till my last breath—
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When, click ! thestring the sneck did draw :
And, jee! the door gaed to the wa';
An' by my ingle-lowe | saw,
Now bleezin bright,
A tight, outlandish hizzie, braw,
Come full in sight.

Ye needna doubt, | held my whisht;
Theinfant aith, half-form'd, was crusht;
| glow'r'd as eerie's | 'd been dusht
In some wild glen ;
When swest, like modest worth, she blusht,
And stepped ben.

Green, sender, leaf-clad holly-boughs,
Wer e twisted, gracefu’, round her brows —
| took her for some Scottish Muse,
By that same token :
An' come to stop those reckless vows,
W ould soon been broken.

A 'hair-brain'd, sentimental trace'
Was strongly marked in her face;
A wildly-witty, rustic grace
Shone full upon her;
Her eye, ev'n turn'd on empty space,
Beam'd keen with honour.

Down flow'd her robe, atartan sheen,

'Till half a leg was scrimply seen;

And such aleg ! my bonnie Jean
Could only peer it,

Sae straught, see taper, tight and clean,
Nane else came near it.

Her mantle large, of greenish hue,

My gazing wonder chiefly drew ;

Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw
A lustregrand;

And seem'd, to my astonish'd view,
A well-known land.
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Here, riversin the sea were lost;

There, mountains to the skies were tost:

Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast,
With surging foam;

There, distant shone Art's lofty boast,
The lordly dome.

Here, Doon pour'd down hisfar-fetch' d floods;
There well-fed Irwine stately thuds:
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods,
On to the shore;
And many a lesser torrent scuds,
W ith seeming roar.

Low, in asandy valley spread,
An ancient borough rear'd her head :
Still, asin Scottish story read,

She boasts a race
To ev'ry nobler virtue bred,

And polish'd grace.

By stately tow'r or palace fair,

Or ruins pendent in the air,

Bold stems of heroes, here and there
| could discern;

Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare,
With features stern.

My heart did glowing transport feel,

To see arace heroic wheel,

And brandish round the deep-dy'd steel
In sturdy blows;

While back-recoiling seem'd to reel
Their Southron foes.

His Country's Saviour, mark himwel !
Bold Richardton's heroic swell;
The chief on Sark who glorious fell,
In high command;
And he whom ruthless fates expel
His native land.
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There, where a sceptred Pictish shade
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid,
| mark'd amartial race, portray'd
In colours strong;
Bold, soldier-featur'd, undismay'd,
They strode along.

Thro' many awild romantic grove,
Near many a hermit-fancied cove
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love),
I'n musing mood,
An aged judge, | saw him rove,
Dispensing good.

W ith deep-struck, reverential awe
The learned sire and son | saw,
To Nature's God and Nature's law
They gave their lore,
This, all its source and end to draw ;
That, to adore.

Brydone's brave ward | well could spy,
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye :
Who call'd on Fame, low standing by,
To hand him on,
Wher e many a patriot name on high
And hero shone.

DUAN SECOND

With musing-deep, astonish'd stare,
| view'd the heav'nly seeming Fair;
A whisp'ring throb did witness bear
Of kindred sweet,
When with an elder sister's air
She did me greet: —

" All hail! my own inspiréd bard !
In methy native Muse regard;
Nor longer mourn thy fateis hard,
Thus poorly low.'
| come to give thee such reward
As we bestow.
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' Know, the great Genius of this land

Has many a light, aerial band,

Who, all beneath his high command,
Harmoniously,

As arts or arms they understand,
Their labours ply.

' They Scotia's race among them share ;

Some fire the soldier on to dare :

Some rouse the patriot up to bare
Corruption's heart:

Some teach the bard—a darling care—
The tuneful art.

' '‘Mong swelling floods of reeking gore,
They, ardent, kindling spirits, pour ;
Or, 'mid the venal snates roar,

They, dghtless, stand,
To mend the honest patriot lore,

And grace the hand.

" And when the bard, or hoary sage,
Charm or instruct the future age.
They bind the wild poetic rage,

I n energy,
Or point the inconclusive page

Full on the eye.

' Hence Fullarton, the brave and young:
Hence Dempster's zeal-inspired tongue;
Hence sweet, har monious Beattie sung
His Minstrel lays;
Or tore, with noble ardour stung,
Thesceptic'sbays.

' Tolower ordersare asigned

The humbler ranks of humankind,

The rustic bard, thelab'ring hind,
The artisan;

All choosg asvariousthey 'reinclin'd
The various man.
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" When yellow waves the heavy grain,
The threat'ning storm some strongly rein ;
Some teach to meliorate the plain,
Withtillage-skill;
And some instruct the shepherd-train,
Blythe o'er thehill.

' Some hint the lover's harmless wile;
Some grace the maiden's artless smile ;
Some soothe the labourer's weary toil
For humble gains,
And make his cottage-scenes beguile
His cares and pains.

' Some, bounded to a district-space,
Explore at large man's infant race,
To mark the embryotic trace
Of rustic bard;
And careful note each opening grace,
A guide and guard.

' Of these am | —Coila my name,

And this district as mine | claim,

Wher e once the Campbells, chiefs of fame,
Held ruling pow'r:

I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame,
Thy natal hour.

" With future hope, | oft would gaze,
Fond, on thy little early ways,
Thy rudely caroll'd, chiming phrase,

In uncouth rhymes,
Fir'd at the simple, artless lays,

Of other times.

'| saw thee seek the sounding shore,
Delighted with the dashing roar;
Or when the North hisfleecy store

Drove through the sky.
| saw grim Nature's visage hoar

Struck thy young eye.
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' Or when the deep green-mantl'd earth
Warm cherish'd ev'ryflow'ret'sbirth,
And joy and music pouring forth

In ev'ry grove,
| saw thee eye the general mirth

With boundless love.

" When ripen'd fields, and azure skies,
Call'd forth the reaper's rustling noise,
| saw thee leave their evening joys,
And lonely stalk,
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise,
In pensive walk.

' When youthful love, warm-blushing, strong,
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along,
Those accents, grateful to thy tongue,
Th' adored Name,
| taught thee how to pour in song,
To soothe thy flame.

' | saw thy pulse's maddening play,
Wild, send thee Pleasure's devious way,
Misled by Fancy's meteor-ray,
By passion driven;
But yet the light that led astray
Was light from Heaven.

' | taught thy manners-painting strains,
The loves, the ways of simple swains,
Till now, o'er all my wide domains
Thy fame extends;
And some, the pride of Coila's plains,
Become thy friends.

' Thou canst not learn, nor can | show,
To paint with Thomson's landscape-glow ;
Or wake the bosom-melting throe,
With Shenstone's art;
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow
Warm on theheart.
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" Yet all beneath th' unrivall'd rose,

The lowly daisy sweetly blows;

Tho' large the forest'smonarch' throws
His army shade,

Y et green thejuicy hawthorn grows,
Adown the glade.

' Then never murmur nor repine ;
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine :
And, trust me, not Potosi's mine,
Nor kings' regard,
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine—
A rustic Bard.

' Togivemy counselsall in one,
Thy tuneful flamestill careful fan ;
Preserve the dignity of Man,

With soul erect;
And trust the Universal Plan

Will all protect.

'And wear thou this'—she solemn said,.
And bound theholly round my head :
The polish'd leaves, and berries red,
Did rustling play;
And, like a passing thought, she fled
In light away.

HALLOWEEN

The following poem will, by many readers, be well enough
understood; but for the sake'of thase who are unacquainted
with themannersand traditionsof the country wher ethe scene
iscadt, notesar e added [at theend of thevolume], to give some
acoount of the principal charms and spells of that night, o big
with prophecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotland. The

asson of prying into futurity makes a striking part of the
isory of human nature in its rude sate, in all aﬁes

and
nations;, and it may be some entertainment to a philosophic
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mind, if any such should honour the author with a perusal,
to se the remains of it among the more unenlightened in, our
own.—BURNS.

'Yes! let therich deride, the proud disdain
The simple pleasures of the lowly train ;
To me more dear, congenia to my heart,
One native charm, than all the gloss of art.’
GOLDSMITH.

UPON that night, when fairies light
On Cassilis Downans dance,
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze,
On sprightly coursers prance ;
Or for Colean theroute ista'en,
Beneath the moon's pale beams ;
There, up the cove, to stray an' rove
Amang the rocks an' streams
To sport that night.

Amang the bonnie, winding banks
Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear,
Where Bruceancerul'd the martial ranks,
An' shook his Carrick spear,
Some merry, friendly, countra folks,
Together did convene,
To burn their nits, an' pou their stocks,
An' haud their Halloween
Fu' blythethat night.

The lasss feat, an' cleanly neat,
Mair braw than when they 're fine;
Their faces blythe, fu' sweetly kythe,
Heartsleal, an' warm, an' kin :
The lads saetrig, wi' wooer-babs,
W eel knotted on their garten,
Some unco blate, an' somewi' gabs,
Gar lasses hearts gang startin’
Whyles fast at night.
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Then, first and foremost, thro' the kail,
Their stocks maun a' be sought ance ;
They steek their een, an' graip an' wale,
For muckle anes an' straught anes,
Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the drift,
An* wandered through the bow-kail,
An' pou't, for want o' better shift,
A runt was like a sow-tail,

Sae bow't that night.

Vv

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane,
They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ;
The vera wee-things, toddlin', rin,
Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther ;
An' gifthe custock 's sweet or sour,
W' joctelegs they taste them ;
Syne coziely, aboon the door,
W i' cannie care they 've placed them
To lie that night.

Vi

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a'
To pou their stalks o' corn :
But Rab dlips out, an' jinks about,
Behint the mucklethorn :
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast;
Loud skirl'd a' the lasses ;
But her tap-pickle maist was lost
When kiutlin in the fause-house
W i' him that night.

Vil

The auld guidwife's weel-hoorded nits
Areround an' round divided,

An' mony lads' an' lasses fates
Are there that night decided;

47
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Some kindle, couthie, side by side,
An' burn thegither trimly ;
Some start awa wi' saucy pride
Andjump out-owre the chimlie
Fu' high that night.

VI

Jean dlips in twa wi' tentie ee;
Wha twas she wadna tell;
But thisis Jock, an' thisis me,
She saysinto hersel:
He bleez'd owre her, an' she owre him,
Asthey wad never mair part;
'Till, futt ! he started up the lum,
An' Jean had €en a sair heart
To see't that night.

X

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt,
Wasbrunt wi' primsie M allie;
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took the drunt,
To be compar'd to Willie;
Mall'snit lap out wi' pridefu' fling,
An' her ainfitit bruntit;
WhileWillielap, an' swoor, byjing,
'"Twasjust the way he wanted
To be that night-

X

Nell had the fause-house in her min',
She pits hersel an' Rob in ;
In loving bleeze they sweetly join,
"Till whitein ase they're sobbin';
Nell's heart was dancin at the view,
She whisper'd Rob to leuk for't:
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonnie mou,
Fu' cozie in the neuk for't,
Unseen that night.
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Xl

But Merran sat behint their backs,
Her thoughts on Andrew Bell;
She lea'es them gashin at their cracks,
An' dlipsout by hersel:
She thro the yard the nearest taks,
An' to the kiln she goes then,
An' darklins graipit for the bauks,
And in the blue-clue throws then,
Right fear't that night.

X1l

An' aye she win't, an' aye she swat,
| wat she made naejaukin;
"Till something held within the pat,
Guid Lord ! but she was quaukin |
But whether ‘twas the Deil himsel,
Or whether 'twas a bauk-en',
Or whether it was Andrew Bell,
She did na wait on talkin'
To spier that night.

X1

W ee Jenny to her grannie says,
'"Will ye go wi' me, grannie?
1'll eat theapple at the glass
| gat frae uncle Johnnie':
She fuff't her pipe wi' sic a lunt,
In wrath she was sae vap'rin’,
She notic't na, an aizle brunt
Her braw new worset apron
Out thro' that night.

XV

"Ye little skelpie-limmer's face |
How daur you try sic sportin',
As seek the foul thief onie place,
For him to spae your fortune?
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Nae doubt but ye may get a sight!
Great cause ye hae to fear it;
For mony a ane has gotten a fright,
An' liv'd an' died deleeret,
On gc a night.

XV

' Aehairst afore the Sherra-moor ,—
I mind ' t aswed 'syestreen,
| was a gilpey then, I 'm sure
| was na pagt fyfteen;
The smmer had been cauld an' wat,
An' stuff was unco green ;
An' ayea rantin kirn we gat,
An'" just on Halloween
It fell that night.

XVI

'Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen,
A clever, sturdy fallow:

He'ssin gat Eppie Sm wi' wean,
That liv'd in Achmacalla:

He gat hemp-seed, | mind it weel,
An' he made unco light 0't;

But mony a day was by himsel,
He was sae sairly frighted

That vera night.'

XVII

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck,
An' heswoor by his conscience,

That he could saw hemp-seed a peck ;
For it was @ but nonsense.

The auld guidman raught down the pock,
An' out ahandfu' gied him ;

Syne bad him dip frae 'mang the folk,
Sometimewhen naeane s&¢d him,

An'try 't that night.
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XVIII

He marchesthro' amang the stacks,
Tho' hewas something sturtin;
Thegraip hefor aharrowtaks,
An' haurlsat hiscurpin;
An' every now an' then he says,
'"Hemp-seed, | saw thee,
An' her that isto be my lass,
Come after me, and draw thee
Asfag thisnight.'

XIX

Hewhistl'd up L ord Lennox' march,
To keep his courage cheery;
Altho' hishair began toarch,
He was sse fley'd and eerie:
'Till presently he hearsa squesk.
Anthen agranean' gruntle;
He by his shouther gae a keek,
An' tumbl'd wi' awintle
Out-owre that night.

XX

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout,
I ndreadfu’ desperation !
An'youngan' auld camerinninout,
Tohear thesad narration;
Heswoor 'twashilchin Jean M'Craw,
Or crouchie Merran Humphie,
"Till, gop ! shetrotted thro them a';
An' whawasit but grumphie
Asteer that night!”

XXI

M eg fain wad to the barn hae gaen,
Towin threewechts o' naething;

But for to meet the deil her lane,
She pat but little faith in:
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She gies the herd a pickle nits,
An' twa red-cheekit apples,
To watch, while for the barn she ss,
In hopesto se Tarn Kipples
That veranight.

XXI1

Sheturnsthe key wi' cannie thraw,

An' owre the threshold ventures ;
But first on Sawnie gies a ca

Syne bauldly in she enters :
A ratton rattled up thewa,

And she cried, Lord, preserve her !
An' ran thro' midden-hole an' &,

An' pray'd wi' zeal and fervour,

Fu' fast that night.

XXI11

Th hO%'t out Will, wi' sair advice;
They hecht him some fine braw ane;
It chancd the stack he faddom't thrice,
Wastimmer-propt for thrawin;
He taks a swirlie, auld moss-oak,
For some black, grousome carlin ;
An' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke,
'Till kinin blypescam haurlin
Aff's nieves that night.

XXIV

A wanton widow L eezie was,
Ascanty asakittlin:
But, och ' that night, amang the shaws.
She gat a fearfu settlin' !
Shethro' the whins, an' by the cairn,
An' owrethe hill gaed scrievin,
Wharethreelairds landsmet at aburn,
To dip her left sark-deevein,
Was bent that night.
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XXV

Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays,
Asthro' the glen it wimpl't;
Whyles round a rocky scaur it strays :
Whylesin a wiel it dimpl't;
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays,
Wi' bickerin' dancin' dazzle;
Whyles cookit underneath the braes,
Below the spreading hazel,
Unseen that night.

XXVI

Amang the brachens, on the brae,
Between her an' the moon,
The deil, or else an outler quey,
Gat up an' gae a croon:
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool!
Near lav'rock-height shejumpit;
But mist a fit, an' in the pool
Out-owre the lugs she plumpit,
Wi' a plunge that night.

XXVII

In order, on the clean hearth-stane,
The luggies three are ranged,
And ev'ry time great careista'en,
To se them duly changed :
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys
Sin Mar's-year did desire,
Because he gat the toom dish thrice,
He heav'd them on the fire
In wrath that night.

XXVII

Wi' merry sangs, an' friendly cracks,
| wat they did na weary;

An' unco tales, an' funny jokes,
Their sports were cheap an' cheery;
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Till butter'd so'ens, wi' fragrant lunt,
Set a' their gabs a-steerin ;
Syne, wi' a social glass o' strunt,
They parted aff careerin'
Fu' blythethat night.

THE AULD FARMER'S NEW-YEAR MORNING
SALUTATION TO HIS

AULD MARE MAGGIE

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED RIP OP CORN TO
HANSEL IN THE NEW YEAR.

A GUID New-Year | wish thee, Maggiel

Hae, there'saripp tothy auld baggie:

Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie,
| 've ssen the day,

Thou could hae gaen like ony staggie
Out-owrethelay.

Tho' now thou's dowie, giff, an' crazy,

An' thy auld hide'saswhite'sa daisy,

| 've seen thee dappl't, deek, and glaizie,
A bonny grey:

He should been tight that daur't to raise thee,
Ancein a day.

Thou ancewasi' the foremos rank,

A filly buirdly, seeve, an' swank,

An' st wedl down a shapely shank
As €er tread yird ;

An' could haeflown out-owre a stank,
Like ony bird.

It's now some nine-an'-twenty year.
Sin' thou was my guid-father’'s meere;
He gied methee, o' tocher clear,
An' fifty mark;
Tho' it was ana, ‘'twas wed-won gear,
An' thou wasstark.
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When first | gaed to woo my Jenn
Yethen wastrottin' wi' your mirn
Tho' ye was trickie, seg, an' funn
Ye ne'er was dor
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an' cam
An' unco sonse.

That day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle p
When we bure hame my honnie b
An' sweet and gracefu' shedid rid
W i' maidenair!
Kyle-Stewart | could hae bragget
For dc a pair.

Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hobble,
An' wintle like a saumont-coble,
That day ye was ajinker noble,
For heels an' win' |
An' ran them till they a' did wauble,
Far, far behin'!

When thou an' | were young an' skeigh,
An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigh,
How thou wad prance an' snore, an' skreigh,
An' tak theroad;
Town'sbodiesran, an' stood abeigh,
An' ca'ttheemad.

When thou was corn't, an' | was mellow,
We took the road aye like a swallow :
At brooses thou had ne'er a fellow,
For pith an' speed;
But ev'ry tail thou pay't them hollow,
Whare'er thou gaed.

The sma' droop-rumpl't, hunter cattle,
Might aiblins waur't thee for a brattle;
But sax Scotch miles thou try't their mettle
An' gar't them whaizle
Nae whip nor spur, butjust a wattle
O' saugh or hazed
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Thou was a noble fittie-lan'.
As €'er in tug or tow was drawn:
Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gaun,
On guid March-weather,
Hae turn'd sax rood beside our han',
For days thegither.

Thou never braindg't, and fech't, an' fliskit,

But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit,

An' spread abreed thy weel-filled brisket,
Wi' pith and pow'r,

"Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket
An' slypet owre.

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep,
An' threaten'd labour back to keep,
| gied thy cog a wee-bit heap
Aboon the timmer;
| kenn'd my Maggie wad na sleep
For that, or simmer.

In cart or car thou never reestit;

The steyest brae thou wad hae fac't it;

Thou never lap, nor sten't, an' breastit,
Then stood to blaw ;

But just thy step a wee thing hastit,
Thou snoov't awa.

My pleugh is now thy bairn-time a';
Four gallant brutes as €'er did draw ;
Forbye sax mae, | 've sell't awa,
That thou hast nurst:
They drew me thretteen pund and twa,
The vera warst.

Mony a sair daurk we twa hae wrought,

An' wi' theweary warl' fought!

An' mony an anxious day, | thought
We wad be beat!

Yet here to crazy age we're brought,
W' something yet.
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An' think na, my auld, trusty servan',

That now perhaps thou's less deserving

An' thy auld days may end in starvin'
For my last fow,

A heapit stimpart, | 'll reserve ane
Laid by for you.

We ve worn to crazy years thegither ;
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither;
Wi' tentie care | 'll flit thy tether,
To some hain'd rig,
Whar e ye may nobly rax your leather,
Wi' sma' fatigue.

THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT

INSCRIBED TO R. AIKEN, ESQ.

" Let not ambition mock their useful toil;
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;

Nor grandeur hear, with adisdainful smile,
Theshortand simpleannalsof thepoor.'—GRAY .

MY lov'd, my honour'd, much respected friend !
No mercenary bard his homage pays ;
With honest pride, | scorn each sdfish end :
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise;
To you | sing, in simple Scottish lays,
The lowly train in life's sequester'd scene ;
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ;
What Aiken in a cottage would have been ;
Ah!tho' hisworth unknown, far happier there, | ween!

November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh;
The short'ning winter-day is near a close ;
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh;
The black'ning trains o' craws to their repose;
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Thetoil-worn Cotter frae hislabour goes
Thisnight hisweekly moail is at an end,

Caollects his pades, hismattocks, and hishoes,
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to goend,
And, V\k/)earé/ oe the moor, his course does hameward

end.

At length his lonely cot appears in view,
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree;
Th' expectant wee-things, toddlin, stacher through
To meet their dad, wi' flichterin noissan' glee.
Hiswee bit ingle, blinkin bonnily,
His clean hearth-gtane, histhriftie wifies smile,
Thelisping infant prattling on hisknee,
Does a his weary carking cares beguile,
An' makes him quite forget hislabour an' histoil.

IV

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in,
At service out, amang the farmersroun':

Some cd the pleugh, some herd, some tentierin
A cannieerrand to a nesbor town :

Their ddest hope, their Jenny, woman grown,
I'n youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her ee,

Comes hame, perhaps, to show a braw new gown,
Or deposte her sair-won penny-fee,

To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be.

\"

W i'joy unfeign'd, brothersand ssters mest,
An' each for other's wedfare kindly spiers:

The soda hours, swift-wing'd, unnotic'd, fleet;
Each tells the uncos that he sess or hears;

The parents, partial, eyetheir hopeful years;
Antici Eation forward pointsthe view.

The mother, wi' her needle an' her shears,
Garsauld daeslook amaist aswed's the new ;—

Thefather mixesa' wi' admonition due.



THE COTTERS SATURDAY NIGHT 59

Vi

Their master's and their mistress's command,
Theyounkersa' are warned to obey;
An' mindtheir labourswi' an eydent hand,
An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, tojauk or play:
"An' oh! besuretofear theLord alway,
And mind your duty, duly, morn and night;
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray,
ImploreHis counsel an' assisting might:
They never sought in vain, that sought the Lord
aright.'

Vil

But, hark ! arap comesgently to the door ;
Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same,

Tellshow a neebor lad cam o'er the moor,
To do some errands, and convoy her hame.

The wily mother sees the conscious flame
Sparklein Jenny's €e, and flush her cheek,

W' heart-struck anxious care, inquires hisname,
WhileJenny hafflinsis afraid to speak ;

Weel pleasd the mother hearsit's naewild, worthless*
rake.

Vil

Wi' kindly welcome, Jenny bringshim ben ;

A strappan youth; hetaksthe mother's eye;
Blythe Jenny sees thevisit's noill-ta'en:

The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and kye.
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy,

But blate an' laithfu', scarce can weel behave;
The'mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can spy

W hat makes the youth sae bashfu' and sae grave;

Weel pleasd to think her bairn's respected likethe
lave.

IX

O happy love ! where lovelikethisisfound:
O heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond compare ;

| 've pacéd much thisweary, mortal round,
And sage experience bids me this declare—
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"1f Heaven a draught of heav'nly pleasure spare,
One cordial in this melancholy vale,
'Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair,
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale,
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev'ning
gale!

X

Istherein human form, that bears a heart,

A wretch ! avillain ! lost toloveand truth !
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art,

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ?
Curseon his perjur'd arts! dissembling smooth !

Arehonour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd ?
Isthereno pity, norelentingruth,

Pointsto the parents fondling o'er their child ?

Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction
wild?
Xl

But now the supper crowns their simple board,
The halesome parritch, chief of Scotia's food :

The soupe their only hawkie does afford,
That'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood :

The dame bringsforth, in complimental mood,
To gracethelad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck, fell,

An' aft he's prest, an' aft he casit guid;
Thefrugal wifie, garrulous, will tell,

How 'twas a towmond auld, sin lint was i' the bell.

X1l

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face,
They, round theingle, form acircle wide;
Thesireturnso'er, wi' patriarchal grace,
The big ha' Bible, ance his father's pride ;
His bonnet rev'rently islaid aside,
Hislyart haffets wearing thin and bare;
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide,
He wales a portion with judicious care;
And ' Let usworship God !" he says, with solemn air.
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XI

They chant their artless notes in simple guise;
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim :

Perhaps 'Dundee's' wild-warbling measures rise,
Or plaintive'Martyrs," worthy of thename;

Or noble' Elgin' beatsthe heav'n ward flame,
The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays:

Compar'd with these, Italiantrillsaretame;
Thetickl'd ear no heart-felt rapturesraise;

Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise.

XV

The priest-like father reads the sacred page,
How Abram wasthe friend of God on high ;
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage
Wi' Amalek's ungracious progeny:
Or how theroyal bard did groaning lie
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avengingire ;
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ;
Or rapt Isaiah'swild, seraphic fire;
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre.

XV

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme,

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ;
How He, who borein Heav'n the second name,
Had not on earth whereon to lay His head:

How Hisfirst followers and servants sped,
The precepts sage they wroteto many a land:
How he, who lone in Patmos banished,
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand;
And heard great Bab'lon's doom pronounc'd by
Heav'n's command.

XVI

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's Eternal KING !
The saint, the father, and the husband prays:

Hope' springs exulting on triumphant wing,
That thus they all shall meet in future days:
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There, ever bask in uncreated rays,
No moreto sgh or shed the hitter tear,
Together hymning their Creator's praise,
I'n such society, yet still more dear;
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere

XVII

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's pride,
In all the pomr) of method, and of art,
When men dispa to oongregatlons wide
Devation's ev'ry grace, except the heart!
The Pow'r incens d, the pageant will desert,
The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole:
But, haply, in some cottage far apart,
May hear, well pleasd, the Ianguagecfthe soul;
And in His Book of Life the inmates poor enrol.

XVII

Then homeward all take off their sav'ral way ;
The youngling cottagers retire to rest:
The parent-pair their secret homage pay,
And proffer up to Heav'n the warm request
That Hewho stillsthe raven's dam'rous nest,
And decks the lily fair inflow'ry pride,
Would, in the way Hiswisdom seesthe be<t,
For them and for their little ones prowde
But, chiefly, in their hearts with Grace Divine presde.

XIX

From someslikethese old Scatia'sgrandeur springs
That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad;
Princes and lords are hut the breath of kings,
" An' honest man'sthe noblest work of God';
And certes, in fair Virtue's heav'nly road,
The cottage leavesthe palacefar behind.
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load,
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind,
Studied in arts of Hell, in wickedness refin'd i
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XX
O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil!
For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent!
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil
Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content!
And, oh ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent
From luxury's contagion, weak and vile !
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent,
A virtuous populace may rise the while,
And stand a wall of firearound their much-lov'd isle.

XXI

O Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide,
That stream'd through Wallace's undaunted heart:
Who dar'd to nobly stem tyrannic pride,
Or nobly die, the second glorious part:
(The patriot's God, peculiarly Thou art,
Hisfriend, inspirer, guardian, and reward !),
Oh, never, never Scotia s realm desert;
But still the patriot, and the patriot-bard,
In bright successon raise, her ornament and guard !

TO A MOUSE

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH,
NOVEMBER 1785

W E E, sleekit, cow'rin’, tim'rous beastie,
Oh, what a panic'sin thy breastie |
Thou need na start awa sae hasty,
Wi'" bickering brattle!
| wad be laith to rin an' chase thee,
Wi' murd'ring pattle!

I 'm truly sorry man's dominion
Has broken nature's social union,
An' justifies that ill opinion
Which makes thee startle
At me, thy poor earth-born companion,
An' fellow-mortal !
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| doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
W hat then ? poor beastie, thou maunlive!
A daimenicker in athrave

'S asma request:
I "Il get a blessin' wi' the lave,

And never miss't !

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin !
Itssilly wa'sthewin'sare strewin' !
An' naething, now, to big a new ane,
O' foggage green |
An' bleak December's winds ensuin’,
Baith snell and keen !

Thou saw thefieldslaid bare an' waste.
An' weary winter comin' fast,
An' cozie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell,
"Till crash ! thecruel coulter past
Outthro' thy cell.

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble |
Now thou'sturn'd out, for a' thy trouble,
But house or hald,
To thole the winter's sleety dribble,
An' cranreuch cauld !

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may bevain:

The best laid schemes o' mice an' men,
Gang aft agley,

An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain
For promis'djoy!

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me!
The present only toucheth thee:
But, och ! | backward cast my ee,
On,prospects drear !
An' forward, tho' | eanna see,
| guess an' fear!
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THE LAMENT

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE OF A FRIEND'S
AMOUR

' Alas! how oft does Goodness wound itself'
And sweet Affection provethespring of Woe.'—HOME.

O THOU pale Orb, that silent shines,
While care-untroubled mortals sleep !
Thou seest a wretch that inly pines,
And wanders here to wail and weep |
With woe | nightly vigils keep,
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam ;
And mourn, in lamentation deep,
How life and love are all a dream.

| joyless view thy rays adorn
The faintly-marked distant hill:
1joyless view thy trembling horn,
Reflected inthegurglingrill:
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still !
Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease !
Ah ! must the agonising thrill
For ever bar returning peace !

Il
No idly-feign'd poetic pains
My sad, love-lorn lamenting' claim ;
No shepherd's pipe—Arcadian strains ;
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame :
The plighted faith, the mutual flame,
The oft-attested Pow'rs above,
The promised father's tender name,
These were the pledges of my love !
£
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IV

Encircled in her clasping arms,
How havethe raptur'd moments flown !
How have | wish'd for fortune's charms,
For her dear sake, and hers alone !
And must | think it! is she gone,
My secret heart's exulting boast ?
And does she heedless hear my groan ?
And is she ever, ever lost ?

\

O ! can she bear so base a heart,
So lost to honour, lost to truth,
As from the fondest lover part,
The plighted husband of her youth !
Alas ! life's path may be unsmooth,
Her way may lie through rough distress !
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe,
Her sorrows share, and make them less ?

Vi

Ye winged hours that o'er us passd,
Enraptur'd more, themoreenjoy'd,
Your dear remembrance in my breast,
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employ'd.
That breast, how dreary now, and void,
For her too scanty once of room!
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope destroy'd,
And not a wish to gild the gloom !

Vil

The morn, that warnsth' approaching day,
Awakes me up to toil and woe :

| seethe hoursin long array,
That | must suffer, lingering, slow.

Full many a pang, and many athroe,
K een recollection's direful train,

Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low,
Shall kiss the distant, western main.



DESPONDENCY

VI

And when my nightly couch I try,

Sore-harass'd out with care and grief,
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye,

Keep watchings with the nightly thief:
Or if | slumber, fancy, chief,

Reigns haggard-wild, in sore affright:
Ev'n day, all-bitter, bringsrelief,

From such a horror-breathing night.

IX

O ! thou bright queen, who o'er th' expanse,

Now highest reign'st, with boundless sway !
Oft has thy silent-marking glance

Observ'd us, fondly wand'ring, stray !
The time, unheeded, sped away,

While love's luxurious pulse beat high,
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray,

To mark the mutual-kindling eye.

X
O scenes in strong remembrance set!
Scenes, never, never to return !
Scenes, if in stupor | forget,
Again | feel, again | burn!
From ev'ryjoy and pleasuretorn,
Life's weary vale | 'll wander through ;
And hopeless, comfortless, | 'll mourn
A faithless woman's broken vow.

DESPONDENCY
AN ODE
K

OPPRESS'D with grief, oppressd with care,
A burden morethan | can bear,

| set me down and sigh ;
O life! thou art a galling load,
Along arough, a weary road,

Towretchessuch as !
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Dim, backward, as | cast my view
What sick'ning scenes appear !
W hat sorrows yet may pierce me thro',
Toojustly | may fear
Still caring, despairing,
Must be my bitter doom ;
My woes here shall close ne'er.
But with the closing tomb '

"

Happy, ye sons of busy life,

Who, equal to the bustling strife,
No other view regard !

Ev'n when the wished end's denied,.
Yet while the busy means are plied,
They bring their own reward :
Whilst |, a hope-abandon'd wight,

Unfitted with an aim,
' Meet ev'ry sad returning night,
And joyless morn the same ;
Y ou, bustling, and justling,
Forget each grief and pain ;
I, listless, yet restless,
Find every prospect vain.

11
How blest the solitary's lot,
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot,
Within his humble cell,
The cavern wild with tangling roots,
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits,
Beside his crystal well !
Or, haply, to his evening thought,
By unfrequented stream,
The ways of men are distant brought,
A faint collected dream ;
While praising, and raising
His thoughts to heav'n on high,
As, wand'ring, meand'ring,
He views the solemn sky.



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN

v
Than |, nolonely hermit plac'd
W her e never human footstep trac'd,
Lessfit to play the part;
Thelucky moment to improve,
Andjust to stop, and just to move,
With self-respectingart:
But, ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys
Which | too keenly taste,
The solitary can despise,
Can want, and yet be blest!
He needs not, he heedsnot,
Or human love or hate,
Whilst | here must cry here
At perfidy ingrate!
v
Oh'! enviable, early days,
When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze,
To care, to guilt unknown !
How ill exchanged for riper times,
To feel the follies, or the crimes,
Of others, or my own
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport,
Likelinnetsin the bush,
Yelittle know theills ye court,
W hen manhood is your wish 1
T helosses, thecrosses,
That active man engage !
Thefearsall, thetearsall,
Of dim declining age !

MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN
A DIRGR
\

WHEN chill November's surly blast
Madefieldsand forests bare,

Oneev'ning, as| wandered forth
Along the banks of Ayr,

69
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| spy'd a man whose aged step
Seem'd weary, worn with care;

His face was furrow'd o'er with years,
And hoary was his hair.

I

'Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou ? "'
Began the rev'rend sage;

' Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain,
Or youthful pleasure's rage ?

Or, haply, prest with cares and woes,
Too soon thou hast began

To wander forth, with me, to mourn
Themiseries of man.

I

' The sun that overhangs yon moors,
Outspreading far and wide,

Where hundreds labour to support
A haughty lordling's pride :

| 've seen yon weary winter-sun
Twice forty times return,

And ev'ry time has added proofs
That man was made to mourn.

v

'O man ! whilein thy early years,
How prodigal of time!

Misspending all thy precious hours,
Thy glorious youthful prime !

Alternate follies take the sway ;
Licentious passions burn ;

Which tenfold force gives Nature's law,
That man was made to mourn

Vv

' Look not alone on youthful prime,
Or manhood's active might;

Man then is useful to his kind,
Supported is his right;
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But s him on the edge of life,
With cares and sorrows worn ;

Then age and want—oh ! ill-match'd pair !
Show man was made to meurn.

Vi

" A few seem favourites of fate,
In pleasur€slap carest;

Yet, think not all therich and great
Arelikewisetruly blest.

But, oh ! what crowdsin ev'ry land
Arewretched and forlorn !

Thro' weary life this lesson learn—
That man was made to mourn.

VIl

' Many and sharp the num'rousiills
inwoven with our framel

More pointed still we make oursglves,
Regret, remorse, and shame !

And man, whose heav'n-erected face
The amiles of love adorn,

Man'sinhumanity to man
Makes countless thousands mourn !

VI
' See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight,
So abject, mean, and vile,
Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leaveto toil;
And s his lordly fellow-worm
The poor petition spurn,
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife
And hepless offspring mourn.

IX
" 1f1 'm design'd yon lordling's dave—
By Nature's law desgn'd—
Why was an independent wish
E'er planted in my mind ?
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If not, why am | subject to
His cruelty, or scorn ?

Or why has man the will and pow'r
To make his fellow mourn ?

X

' Yet, let not this too much, my son,
Disturb thy youthful breast;

This partial view of humankind
I's surely not the last!

The poor, oppressed, honest man,
Had never, sure, been born,

Had there not been some recompense
To comfort those that mourn !

Xl

' O Death ! the poor man's dearest friend -
Thekindest and the best!

Welcome the hour my aged limbs
Arelaid with thee at rest!

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow,
From pomp and pleasure torn;

But, oh ! a blest relief to those
That weary-laden mourn |’

WINTER
A DIRGE

T H E wintry west extends his blast,
And hail and rain does blaw;
Or the stormy north sends driving forth
Theblinding sleet and snaw :
Whiletumbling brown, the burn comes down,
And roars frae bank to brae;
And bird and beast in covert rest,
And passtheheartlessday.



A PRAYER

The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,
Thejoyless winter-day,

L et others fear, to me more dear
Than all the pride of May :

The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul,
My griefsit seemstojoin ;

The leafless trees my fancy please,
Their fate resembles mine'!

Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme
These woes of mine fulfil,

Here, firm | rest, they must be best,
Because they are Thy will !

Then all | want (O do Thou grant
This one request of mine !)

Since to enjoy Thou dost deny,
Assist me to resign.

A PRAYER
IN THE PROSPECT OPDEATH

O THOU unknown, Almighty Cause
Of all my hope and fear!

In whose dread presence, ere an hour,
Perhaps | must appear !

If | have wander'd in those paths
Of life | ought to shun,

As something, loudly, in my breast,
Remonstrates | have done;

Thou know'st that Thou hast formeéd me
W ith passons wild and strong;

And list'ning to their witching voice
Has often led me wrong.

W her e human weakness has come short,
Or frailty stept aside,

Do Thou, All-Good ! for such Thou art,
In shades of darkness hide.
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Wherewith intention | haveerr'd,
No other plea | have,

But, Thou art good ; and Goodness still
Delighteth to forgive.

TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY
ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH IN APRIL 1786

|

WEE, moded, crimson-tipped flow'r,

Thou'smet mein an evil hour;

For | maun crush am amang the soure
Thy dender gem :

To gare thee now is pas my pow'r,
Thou bonnie gem.

I
Alas ! it's no thy nesbor swest,
The bonnielark, companion mest,
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weset,
Wi' spreckl'd breast,
When upwar d-springing, blythe to grest,
Thepurpling esd.
11
Cauld blew the hitter-biting north
Upon thy early, humblebirth ;
Y et cheerfully thou glinted forth
Amid thestorm,
Scarcerear'd above the parent earth
Thy tender form.

v

Theflaunting flow'rsour gardensyield,
High shelt'ring woods and wa's maun shidd ;
But thou, beneath the random bield

Q' dod or stane,
Adorns the histie stibble-field,
Unseen, alane.



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY

Vv

There, in thy scanty mantle clad,
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread,
Thou liftsthy unassuming head
In humble %L(JJSE;
But now the share uptearsthy bed,
And low thou lies!

Vi

Such isthe fate of artless maid,
Swet flow'ret of therural shade!
By loves smplicity betray'd,
And guildesstrust,
Till she likethee, all soil'd, islaid
Lowi' thedust.

Vil

Such isthe fate of smple bard,
On lifeés rough ocean, luckless sarr'd !
Unskilful he to notethe card,
Of prudent lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him o'er!

Vil

Such fate to suffering worth isgiv'n,

Who long with wants and woes has striv'n,

By human pride or cunningdriv'n
Tomisry'sbrink,

Till,wrench'd of e/'ry gay but Heav'n,
He, ruin'd, sink!

IX

Ev'n thou who mourn's the Daisy's fate,
That fateis thine—no distant date ;
Stern Ruin's ploughshare drives, date,
Full on thy bloom,
Till, crush'd beneath the furrow'sweight,
Shall bethy doom 1

75
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TO RUIN

AL L hail ! inexorablelord!
At whose destruction-breathing word,
The mightiest empires fall!
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train,
The ministers of grief and pain,
A sullen welcome, all!
With stern-resolv'd, despairing eye,
| see each aimed dart;
For one has cut my dearest tie,
And quiversin my heart.
Then low'ring and pouring,
The storm no more | dread ;
Tho' thick'ning and black'ning,
Round my devoted head.

And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd,
While life a pleasure can afford,
O ! hear a wretch's prayer !
No more | shrink appall'd, afraid;
I court, | begthy friendly aid
To close this scene of care !
When shall my soul, in silent peace,
Resign life'sjoyless day;
My weary heart its throbbings cease,
Cold mould'ringin the clay?
No fear more, no tear more,
To stain my lifeless face;
Enclaspéd and grasped
Within thy cold .embrace !.
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VERSES ON A SCOTCH BARD
GONE TO THE WEST INDIES

A' YE whalive by sowps o' drink,
A' ye wha' live by crambo-clink,
A' ye wha live and never think,
Come, mourn wi' me'!
Our billie'sgien usa' ajink,
An' owre the sea !

Lament him a' ye rantin core,
Wha dearly like a random-splore ;
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar

I'n social key;
For now he's taen anither shore,

An' owrethe sea |

Thebonnielassesweel may wisshim,

An' in their dear petitions place him :

Thewidows, wives, an' a' may blesshim,
Wi' tearfu' ee;

For weel | wat they 'll sairly miss him
That's owre the sea!

O Fortune, they hae room to grumble !
Hadst thou ta'en aff some drowsy bummle
Wha can do nought but fyke and fumble,
'Twad been nae plea ;
But he was gleg as ony wumble,
Tnat's owre the sea !

Auld, cantie Kyle may weepers wear,
An' stain them wi' the saut, saut tear ;
"Twill mak her poor, auld heart, | fear,
I'n flinders flee;
He was her laureate mony a year,
That's owre the sea !
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He saw misfortune's cauld nor'-west
Lang mustering up a bitter blast;
Ajillet brak hisheart at last,

Il may she be !
So, took a berth afore the mast,

An' owre the sea.

To tremble under Fortune's cummock,

On scarce a bellyfu' o' drummock,

W i' his proud, independent stomach,
Could ill agree;

So, row't his hurries in a hammock,
An' owrethe sea.

He ne'er was gien to great misguiding,
Y et coin his pouches wad na bide in ;
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding;
He dealt it free:
The Muse was a' that hetook pridein,
That's owre the sea,

Jamaica bodies, use him weel,

An' hap him in a cozie biel;

Ye'll find him aye a dainty chiel,
And fu' oglee;

He wad na wrang'd the vera deil,
That's owre the sea

Fareweel, my rhyme-composing billie |
Your native soil wasrightill-willie;
But may yeflourishlikealily,
Now bonnilie !
| '"11 toast ye in my hindmost gillie
Tho' owre the sea!

A DEDICATION TO GAVIN HAMILTON, Eso.

EXPECT na, Sir, in this narration,
A fleechin, fleth'rin dedication,

To roose you up, an' ca' you guid,
An' sprung o' great an' noblebluid,



DEDICATION TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 79

Because ye're surnam'd like His Grace ;
Perhaps related to the race ;

Then when | 'm tired—and sae are ye,
Wi' mony a fulsome, sinfu' lie,

Set up a face, how | stop short,

For fear your modesty he hurt.

This may do—maun do, Sir, wi' them wha
Maun please the great folks for a wamefu';
For me ! saelaigh | needna bow,

For, Lord bethankit, | can plough;
And when | downa yoke a naig,

Then, Lord bethankit, | can beg;

Sae | shall say, an' that 's nae flatt'rin',
It'sjust dc poet, and Sc patron.

The poet, some guid angel help him,
Or else, | fear, someill ane skelp him !
He may do weel for a' he's done yet,
But only—he 's no just begun yet.

The patron (Sir, ye maun forgie me,
| winnalie, come what will o' me),
On ev'ry hand it will allow'd be,
He's just—-nae better than he should be.

| readily and freely grant
He downa see a poor man want;
What's no hisain, he winna tak it,
What ance he says, he winnabreak it;
Ought hecan lend, he'll no refus 't,
Till aft his guidness is abusd ;
And rascals whyles that do him wrang,
Ev'n that, he does na mind it lang:
As master, landlord, husband, father,
He does na fail his part in either.

But then, nae thanksto him for a' that;
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that;
It's naething but a milder feature
Of our poor, sinfu', corrupt nature:
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Y e'll get the best o' moral works,
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks,
Or hunterswild on Ponotaxi,

Wha never heard of orthodoxy.

That he's the poor man's friend in need,
The gentleman in word and deed,

It's no thro' terror of damnation ;
It'sjust acarnal inclination.

Morality, thou deadly bane,
Thy tens o' thousands thou hast slain !
Vain is his hope whose stay and trust is
In moral mercy, truth, andjustice !

No—stretch a point to catch a plack ;
Abuse a brother to his back ;
Steal thro' a winnock frae a wh-re,
But point the rake that taks the door;
Be to the poor like onie whunstane,
And haud their noses to the grunstane,
Ply ev'ry art o' legal thieving-;
No matter, stick to sound believing.

Learn three-milepray'rs, an' half-mile graces,
W ' weel-spread looves, an' lang, wry faces;
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan,
And damn a' parties but your own ;
I "Il warrant then, ye're nae deceiver,
A steady, sturdy, staunch believer.

O ye whaleave the springs o' Calvin,
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin'!
Y e sons of Heresy and Error,
Ye 11l some day squeel in quaking terror !
When Vengeance draws the sword in wrath,
And in thefire throws the sheath ;
When Ruin, with his sweeping besom,
Just fretstill' Heav'n commission gies him.
While o'er the harp pale Mis'ry moans,
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones,
Still louder shrieks and heavier groans !



DEDICATION TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.

Y our pardon, Sir, for this digression,
I maist forgat my Dedication ;
But when divinity comes ‘cross me,
My readers still are sure to lose me.

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapour,
But | maturely thought it proper,
When a my works | did review,

To dedicate them, Sir, to you :
Because (ye need natak itill)
| thought them something like yoursel.

Then patronise them wi' your favour,
And your petitioner shall ever——
| had amaist said, ever pray;
But that's a word | need na say :
For prayin' | hae little skill o't;
| 'm baith dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't;
But | 'se repeat each poor man's pray'r
That kens or hears about you, Sir—

' May ne'er Misfortune's growling bark,
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the clerk ;
May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart
For that same gen'rous spirit smart!
May Kennedy's far-honour'd name
Lang beet his’hymeneal flame,

Till Hamiltons, at least a dizen,

Are frae their nuptial labours risen :
Five bonnie lasses round their table,
And seven braw fellows, stout an' able,
To serve their king and country weel,
By word, or pen, or pointed steel!
May health and peace, with mutual rays,
Shine on the ev'ning o' his days ;

Till his wee curlie John's ier-oe,

When ebbing life nae mair shall flow,
The last, sad, mournful rites bestow !'

I will not wind a lang conclusion
Wi' complimentary effusion;
F
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But whilst your wishes and endeavours
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and favours,
| am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent,

Y our much indebted, humble servant.

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent)
That iron-hearted carl, Want,
Attended in his grim advances,
By sad mistakes and black mischances,
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly him,
Make you as poor a dog as| am,
Your humble servant then no more ;
For who would humbly serve the poor ?
But by a poor man's hopesin Heav'n !
While recollection's pow'r is giv'n,
If, inthe vale of humble life,
The victim sad of Fortune's strife,
I, thro' the tender gushing tear,
Should recognise my master dear,
If friendless, low, we meet together,
Then, Sir, your hand—my FRIEND and BROTHER!

TO A LOUSE
ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY'S BONNET AT CHURCH

HA ! whareye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie!
Your impudence protects you sairly :
| canna say but ye strunt rarely,

Owr e gauze and lace ;
Tho', faith, | fear ye dine but sparely

On sic a place.

Ye ugly, creepin', blastit wonner,
Detested, shunn'd, by saunt and sinner,
How dare ye set your fit upon her,
Sae fine a lady !
Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner
On some poor body.
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Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle ;
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle,
W' ither kindred, jumping cattle,
In shoals and nations;
Whare horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle
Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye *re out o' sight,
Below the fatt'rels, snug an' tight;
Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right

'Till ye've got on it,
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height

O' Miss's bonnet.

My sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out,
As plump and grey as ony grozet;
O for some rank, mercurial rozet,
Or fell, red smeddum,
| 'd gie you sic a hearty doze 0't,
W ad dress your droddum !

| wad na been surpris'd to spy
You on an auld wife's flannen toy;
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy,
On's wyhecoat;
But Miss's fine Lunardi! fie !
How daur ye do't?

O Jenny, dinna toss your head,
An' set your beauties a' abread !
Ye little ken what cursed speed
The blastie's makin' !
Thae winks and finger-ends, | dread,
Are notice takin'!

O wad some Pow'r the giftie gie us

To see oursels as ithers see us !

It wad frae mony a blunder free us,
An* foolish notion!

What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us,
An ev'n devotion!
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THE FAREVEELL TO THE BRETHREN OF
ST. JAVES SLODGE, TARBOLTON

ADIEU ! aheart-warm, fond adieu !
Dear brothers of the mystic tie !

Ye favour'd, ye enlighten'd few,
Companions of my social joy !

Tho' I to foreign lands must hie,
Pursuing Fortune's slidd'ry ba',
With melting heart, and brimful eye,
I "Il mind you still, tho' far awa.

Oft have | met your social band,
And spent the cheerful, festive night;
Oft, honour'd with supreme command,
Presided o'er the sons of light :
And, by that hieroglyphic bright,
Which none but craftsmen ever saw !
Strong mem'ry on my heart shall write
Those happy scenes when far awa !

M ay freedom, harmony, and love,
Unite you in the grand design,
Beneath th' Omniscient eye above,
The glorious Architect Divine!
That you may keep th' unerring line,
Still rising by the plummet's law,
Till order bright completely shine,
Shall be my pray'r when far awa.

IV

And You, farewell! whose merits claim,
Justly, that highest badge to wear !
Heav'n bless your honour'd, noble name,

To masonry and Scotia dear !
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A last request permit me here,
When yearlyaie asamble &,

One round—I it with a tear,
To him, the Bard that's far awa.

ON CESSNOCK BANKS

ON Cesnock banksalassedwdlls;
Could | describe her shape and mien ;
Our lasesa she far excds—
An' she 'stwa sparkling, rogueish een,

She's sweeter than the morning dawn,
When rising Phoebus first is seen,

And dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn ;
An' she'stwa sparkling, rogueish een.

She's dtately, like yon youthful ash,
That grows the cowdip braes between,

And drinksthe stream with vigour fresh ;
An' she'stwasparkling, rogueish een.

v

She's goatless like the flow'ring thorn,
With flow'rs so white, and leaves so green,
When purest in the dewy morn
An' she'stwasparkling, rogueish een.

\"

Her looks are like the vernal M ay,
When ev'ning Phoebus shines serene,
While birds rgjoice on every spray;
An' sheé'stwa sparkling, rogueish een.
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VI
Her hair islike the curling mist
That climbs the mountain-sides at €'en,
When flow'r-reviving rains are past;
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Vil
Her forehead's like the show'ry bow,
When gleaming sunbeams intervene,
And gild the distant mountain's brow ;
An" she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Vil

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem,
The pride of all theflow'ry scene,
Just op'ning on its thorny stem ;.
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

IX
Her teeth are like the nightly snow,
When pale the morning rises keen,
While hid the murm'ring streamlets flow ;
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

X
Her lips are like yon cherries ripe,
That sunny walls from Boreas screen,
They tempt the taste and charm the sight;
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Xl
Her breath is like the fragrant breeze,
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean,
When Phoebus sinks behind the sess;
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Xl
Her voice islike the ev'ning thrush,
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen,
While his mate sits nestling in the bush ;
An' she's twa sparkling, rogueish een.
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X1

But it's not her,air, her form, her face,
Tho' matching beauty's fabled queen,
'Tis the mind that shines in every grace ;

An' chiefly in her rogueish een.

DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK
A TRUE STORY

SOME books are lies frae end to end,

And some great lies were never pennd :

Ev'n ministers, they hae been kenn'd,
In holy rapture,

A rousing whid, at times, to vend,

And nail'twi' Scripture.

But this that | am gaun to tell,
Which lately on anight befel,
Isjust as true's the Deil's in hell
Or Dublin city:
That €er he nearer comes oursel
'Samuckle pity.

The clachan yill had made me canty,

| wasna fou, butjust had plenty;

| stacher'd whyles, but yet took tent aye
To free the ditches ;

An' hillocks, stanes, an' bushes, kenn'd aye
Frae ghaists an' witches.

Therising moon began to glow'r
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre :
To count her horns, wi' @ my pow'r,
| set mysel !
But whether she had three or four,
| coud natell.

87
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| was come round about the hill,
And toddlin down on Willie's mill,
Setting my staff wi' @' my skill,

To keep me sicker:
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will,

| took a bicker.

| there wi' something did forgather,
That pat me in an eerie swither ;
An' awfu' scythe, out-owre ae shouther,
Clear-dangling, hang;
A three-taed leister on the ither
Lay, large an' lang.

Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa,
The queerest shape that €er | saw,
For fient a wame it had ava;

And then, its shanks,
They were asthin, as sharp an' sma

As cheeks o' branks.

' Guid-e'en,” quo' I; ' Friend! hae ye been

mawin,
When ither folk are busy sawin' ?'
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan’,
But naething spak ;
At length, says |, ' Friend, whare ye gaun,
Will ye go back?'

It spak right howe—' My name is Death,
But benafley'd.'—Quoth|, ' Guid faith,
Ye're maybe come to stap my breath ;
But tent me, billie;
| red ye weel, tak care o' skaith,
See, there's a gully!”

'Guidman,' quo' he, ' put up your whittle,
| 'm no design'd to try its mettle ;
Butifl did, | wad bekittle
To be mislear'd,
| wad na mind it, no that spittle
Out-owre my beard.'
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' Weel, weel!" says |, 'a bargain be't ;
Come, gie's your hand, an' sae we 're gree't:
We'1l ease our shanksan' tak aseal,

Come, gie 's your news ;
This while ye hae been mony a gate,

At mony a house.'

"Ay, ay !'" quo' he, an' shook his head,
'It'se en alang, lang time indeed
Sin | began to nick the thread,
An' choke the breath :
Folk maun do something for their bread,
An' sae maun Death.

' Sax thousand years are near hand fled

Sin | was to the butchering bred,

An' mony a scheme in vain's been laid,
Tostap or scar me;

Till ane Hornbook's ta'en up the trade,
An' faith, he'll waur me.

' Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the clachan,

Deil mak his king'srhood in a spleuchan !

He's grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buchan
An' ither chaps,

The weans haud out their fingers laughin’,
An' pouk my hips.

'See, here's a scythe, and there's a dart,
They hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart;
But Doctor Hornbook, wi' his. art
An' cursed skill,
Has made them baith no worth a f—t,
Damn'd haet they'll kill.

' 'Twas but yestreen, nae farther gane
| threw a noble throw at ane ;
Wi'less, | 'msure, | 'vehundredsslain;
But deil-ma-care !
Itjust play'd dirl on the bane,
But did nae mair.
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' Hornbook was by wi' ready art,
And had s fortify'd the part,
That when | looked to my dart,
It was se blunt,
Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart
O' akail-runt.

" | drew my scythe in sic a fury,
| near-hand cowpit wi' my hurry,
But yet the bauld Apothecary
Withstood the shock :
I might as weel haetry'd a quarry
O" hard whin-rock.

' Ev'n them he canna get attended,
Although their face he ne'er had kenn'd it;
Just in akail-blade, an' send it,
As soon 's he smells 't,
Baith their disease, and what will mend it,
At once he tells 't.

"And then a doctor's saws and whittles,

Of & dimensions, shapes, an' mettles,

A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles,
He's sure to hae:

Their Latin names as fast he rattles
AsA BC.

' Calces o' fossils, earths, and trees ;
True sal-marinum o' the sess;
The farina of beans and 3
) He has't in plenty;
Aqua-fortis, what you please,
He can content ye.

" Forbye some new, uncommon weapons,
Urinus spiritus of capons ;- )
Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings,
Distill'd per sg
Sal-alkali o' midge-tail clippings,
And mony mae.'
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' Waes me for Johnny Ged's Hole now,’
Quo' I, " if that thae news be true!
His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew,
Sue white and bonnie,
Nae doubt they'll rive it wi' the plew ;
They'11 ruin Johnnie !

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh,
And says, ' Ye need nayoke the pleugh,
Kirkyards will soon be till'd eueugh,
Tak ye nae fear :
They'll & betrench'd wi mony asheugh
In twa-three year.

' Whare | kill'd ane afair strae death,
B% loss o' blood or want o' breath,
This night | 'm freeto tak my aith,

That Hornbook's skill
Has clad a score i’ their last claith,

By drap an' pill.

' An honest wabster to his trade,

01

Whase wife's twanieves were scarce weel-bred,

Gat tippence-worth to mend her head,
When it wassair;
The wife slade cannie to her bed,
But ne'er spak mair.

'A countralaird had ta'en the batts,
Or some curmurringin hisguts,
Hisonly son for Hornbook sets,
“An'payshimwell.
Thelad, for twaguid gimmer-pets,
Was laird himsel.

'A bonnie lass, ye kenn'd her name,
Someill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame :
She trusts hersel, to hide the shame,

In Hornbook's care;
Horn sent her aff to her lang hame

To hide it there.
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' That'sjust a swatch o' Hornbook's way ;
Thus goes he on from day to day,
Thus does he poison, kill an' slay,

An's weel paid for't!
Y et stops me o' my lawfu' prey,

Wi' hisdamn'd dirt:

' But, hark ! | 'll tell you of a plot,

Tho' dinna ye be speaking 0't;

I 'l nail the self-conceited sot,
Asdead'saherrin':

Niest time we meet, | 'll wad a groat,
He gets his fairin' !'

But just as he began to tell,
Theauld kirk-hammer strak the bell
Some wee short hour ayont the twal,
Which raisd usbaith :
| took the way that pleasd mysel,
And sae did Death.

THE BRIGS OF AYR
A POEM
INSCRIBED TO JOHN BALLANTYNE, ESQ., AYR

T H Esimple Bard, rough at therustic plough,

Learning histuneful trade from ev'ry bough;

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush,

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn-
bush ;

The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill,

Or deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild-whistling o'er the
hill;

Shall he, nurst in the peasant's lowly shed,

To hardy independence bravely bred,

By early poverty to hardship steel'd,

And train'd to armsin stern misfortune's field—
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Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes,

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes?

Or labour hard the panegyric close,

W ith all the venal soul of dedicating prose?

No ! tho' hisartless strains he rudely sings,
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings,
He glows with all the spirit of the Bard,

Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward.
Still, if some patron's gen‘'rous care he trace,
Skill'd in tho secret to bestow with grace;
When Ballantyne befriends his humble name,
And handsthe rustic stranger up to fame,

W ith heart-felt throes his grateful bosom swells,
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels.

"Twas when the stacks get on then* winter hap,
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap;
Potato-bings are snugged up frae skaith
O' coming Winter'sbiting, frosty breath ;

The bees, rejoicing o'er,their summer toils,
Unuumber'd buds, an' flow'rs' delicious spoils,
Seai'd up with frugal care in massive waxen piles,
Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the weak,
The death o' devils, smoor d wi' brimstone reek ;
Thethund'ringgunsare heard on ev'ry side,
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide;

The feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature'stie,
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnagelie:
(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds,

And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds !)
Nae mair theflow'r in field or meadow springs,
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings,
Except, perhaps, the robin's whistling glee,
Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree;
The hoary morns precede the sunnv days,

93

Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide blaze,
W hile thick the gossamer waves wanton in the rays.

Twas in that season, when a simple bard,
Unknown and poor, simplicity'sreward,
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Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr,

By whim inspir'd, or haply prest wi' care,

He left his bed, and took his wayward route,

And down by Simpson's wheel'd the left about:
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate,

To witness what | after shall narrate;

[Or penitential pangs for former sins,

Led him torove by quondam Merran Dins;]

Or whether, rapt in meditation high,

He wander'd out, he knew not where nor why)

The drowsy Dungeon clock had number'd two,

And WallaceTow'r had sworn the fact wastrue:
Thetide-swoll'n Firth, wi' sullen sounding roar,
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along the shore.
All elsewas hush'd as Nature'sclosed €e:

The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tree :
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam,

Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittering stream.—

When, lo! on either hand thelist'ning Bard,
The clanging sugh of whistling wings he heard ;
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight air,
Swift as the gos drives on the wheeling hare;
Aneon th' Auld Brig his airy shape uprears,
The ither flutterso'er therising piers:

Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry'd

The Spritesthat owre the Brigs of Ayr preside.
(That Bards are second-sighted is naejoke,
And ken thelingo of the sp'ritual folk ;

Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a, they can explain them,
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them.)
Auld Brig appear'd o' ancient Pictish race,
The very wrinkles Gothic in his face:

He seem'd as he wi' Time had warstl'd lang,

Y et, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang.
New Brig was buskit in a braw new coat,

That he, at Lon'on, frae ane Adams, got;

In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead,
Wi' virlsand whirlygigums at the head.
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The Goth was stalking round with anxious search,
Spying the time-worn flawsin ev'ry arch;

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

And €en avex'd and angry heart had he!

W ' thieveless sneer to see his modish mien,

He, down the water, gies him thisguid e'en:—

AULD BRIG

| doubt na, frien', ye'll think ye're nae sheepshank,
Ance ye were streekit owre frae bank to bank !
But gin ye bea brig as auld as me—
Tho', faith, that date | doubt ye'll never see—
There'll be, if that day come, | 'll wad a boddle,
Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle.

NEW BRIG

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense,
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense ;
W ill your poor narrow footpath of a street,
Wher e twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet—
Your ruin'd, formlessbulk o' stanean' lime,
Compare wi' bonnie brigs o' modem time?
There's men o' taste wou'd tak the Ducat-stream,
Tho' they should cast the vera sark and swim,
Erethey would grate their feelings wi' the view
0' sic an ugly Gothic hulk as you.

AULD BRIG

Conceited gonk ! puff'd up wi' windy pride!
This mony a year | 've stood the flood an tide;
And tho' wi' crazyeild | ' m sair forfairn,
1 'll be a brig, when ye're a shapeless cairn !
As yet ye little ken about the matter,
But twa-three winters will inform ye better.
When heavy, dark, continu'd a'-day rains,
Wi' deep'ning deluges o'erflow the plains:
When from the hillswhere springsthe brawling Coil,
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil,
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Or where the Greenock winds his moorland course,
Or haunted Garpal draws his feeble source,
Arous'd by blustering' winds an' spotting thowes,
In mony a torrent down his snaw-broo rowes ;
While crashing ice, borne on the roaring spate,
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate;
And from Glenbuck, down to the Ratton-key,
Auld Ayr isjust one lengthened tumbling sea—
Then down ye'll hurl (deil nor ye never rise!)
And dash the gumliejaups up to the pouring skies.
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost,

That Architecture's noble art is lost!

NEW BRIG

Fine Architecture, trowth, | needs must say't o't!
The Lord bethankit that we've tint the gate o't!
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices,

Hanging with threat'ningjut, like precipices;
O'er-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves,
Supporting roofe fantastic, stony groves;
Windows and doors, in nameless sculpture drest.
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest;

Forms like some bedlam Statuary's dream,
Thecraz'd creations of misguided whim ;

Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended knee,
And still the second dread command be free,
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste
Of any mason reptile, bird, or beast;

Fit only for a doted monkish race,

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace ;

Or cuifs of later times wha held the notion

That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion;
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection !
And soon may they expire, unblest with resurrection :

AULD BRIG

O ye, my dear-remember'd ancient yealings,
Were ye but here to share my wounded feelings!
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Ye worthy Proveses, and mony a Bailie,

Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil aye,

Ye dainty Deacons and ye douce Conveeners,

To whom our moderns are but causey-cleaners }

Ye godly Councils wha hae blest this town ;

Ye godly brethren o' the sacred gown,

W ha meekly gie your hurdies to the smiters ;

And (what would now be strange) ye godly Writers;

A' ye douce folk 1've borne aboon the broo,

Wer e ye but here, what would ye say or do!

How would your spiritsgroan in deep vexation,

To se each melancholy alteration ;

And, agonising, curse the time and place

When ye begat the base, degen'rate race !

Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their country's glory,

In plain braid Scotshold forth a plain braid story !

Nae langer thrifty citizens an' douce,

Meet owre a pint, or in the council-house ;

But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gentry,

The herryment and ruin of the country ;

Men, three parts made by tailors and by barbers,

Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on damn'd new
Brigs and Harbours!

NEW BRIG

Now haud you there ! for faith ye've said enough,
And muckle mair than ye can mak to through ;
[That'sayea string auld doyted Grey-beards harp on,
A topic for their peevishness to carp on.]

As for your Priesthood, | shall say out little,
Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle:
But, under favour o' your langer beard,
Abuse o' Magistrates might weel be spar'd:
To liken them to your auld-warld squad,
| must needs say, comparisons ar e odd.
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle
To mouth ' a citizen," aterm o' scandal;
Nae mair the Council waddles down the street,
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ;

G
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[Nae difference but bulkiest or tallest,

W ith comfortable Dulness in for ballast;

Nor shoals nor currents need a Pilot's caution,

For regularly slow, they only witness motion.]

Men wha grew wise priggin' owre hops an' raisins,
Or gather d lib'ral viewsin Bonds and Seisins,

I1f haply Knowledge, on arandom tramp,

Had shor'd them wi' aglimmer of his lamp,

And would to Common Sense for once betrayed them,
Plain, dull Stupidity stept kindly in to aid them.

W hat farther clishmaclaver might been said,
W hat bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed,
No man can tell, but all before their sight,
A fairy train appear'd in order bright:
Adown theglitt ring stream they featly danc'd ;
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd :
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat,
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet;
While arts of minstrelsy among them rung,
And soul-ennobling bards heroic ditties sung,—
Oh, had M'Lauchlan, thairm-inspiring Sage,
Been there to hear this heav'nly band engage,
When thro' his dear strathspeysthey borewith High-

land rnge;

Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs,
Thelover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares;
How would hisHighlaiid lug been nobler fir'd,
And ev'n his matchless hand with finer touch inspir'd !
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd,
But all the soul of Music's self was heard ;
Harmonious concert rungin every part,
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart.

The Genius of the Stream in front appears,
A venerable Chief advanc'd in years;
Hishoary head with water-liliescrown'd,
His manly leg with garter-tangle bound.
Next came the loveliest pair in all thering,
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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:

All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn,

Led yellow Autumn, wreath'd with nodding corn ;

Then Winter's time-bleach'd rocks did hoary show,

By Hospitality with cloudless brow.

Next followed Courage, with his martial stride,

From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide;

Benevolence, with mild, benignant air,

A female form, came from the tow'rs of Stdir:

Learning and Worth in equal measures trode

From simple Catrine, their long-lov'd abode:

Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a hazel wreath,

To rustic Agriculture did bequeath

The broken, iron instruments of death ;

At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindling
wrath.

THE ORDINATION

'For senee they little owe to frugal Heav'n—
To please the mob they hide thelittlegiv'n.'

[

KILMARNOCK wabsters fidge an' claw,

An' pour your creeshie nations ;
An' ye whaleather rax an' draw,

Of a' denominations,
Swith tothe Laigh Kirk, ane an' &,

An' there tak up your stations;
Then aff to Begbie's in a raw,

An' pour divine libations

For joy this day.

H
Curst Common Sense, that imp o' hell,
Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder;
But Oliphant aft made he' yell,
An' Russell sair misca'd her;
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Thisday Mackinlay taksthe flail,
And he's the boy will blaud her !
He'll clap a shangan on her tail,
An' set the bairnsto daud her
Wi' dirtthisda

M ak hastean' turn king David owre,
An' lilt wi' holy clangor;
O' double verse come gie us four,
An' skirl up the Bangor:
This day the Kirk kicks up a stoure,
Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her,
For Heresy isin her pow'r,
And gloriously she 11 whang her
W' pith this day.

v

Come, let a proper text be read,
An' touch it aff wi' vigour,

How gracelessHam leugh at hisdad,
Which made Canaan a nigger ;

Or Phineas drove the murdering blade,
Wi' wh-re-abhorringrigour;

Or Zipporah, thescauldinjad,
Waslike abluidy tiger

I"th' inn that day.

Vv

There, try hismettle on the creed
And bind him down wi' caution,
That stipend is a carnal weed
He taks but for the fashion;
And giehim o'er theflock to feed,
And punish each transgression ;
Especial, rams that crossthe breed,
Giethem sufficient threshin',
Sparethem nae day.
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Vi

Now, auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail,
An' tossthy hornsfu' canty;
Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owrethe dale,
Because thy pasture'sscanty;
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail
Shall fill thy crib in plenty,
And runts o' grace the pick and wale,
No gien by way o' dainty,
But ilka day.

Vil

Nae mair by Babel's streams we 'll weep,
To think upon our Zion;

And hing our fiddles up to sleep,
Like baby-clouts a-dryin*;

Come, screw the pegs, wi' tunefu' cheep,
And oO'er the thairmsbetryin';

Oh, rare! to see our elbucks wheep,
An' a' like lamb-tails flyin'

Fu fast this day !

VIl

Lang Patronage, wi' rod o' aim,

Has shor'd the Kirk's undoin’,
Aslately Fen wick, sair forfairn,

Has proven to itsruin :
Our patron, honest man ! Glencairn,

He saw mischief was brewin’';
And, like a godly, elect bairn,

He'swal'd us out a true ane,

An' sound this day.

IX

Now, Robertson, harangue nae mair,
But steek your gab for ever :

Or try the wicked town of Ayr,
For there they'll think you clever:
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Or, nae reflection on your lear,
Ye may commence a shaver;
Or to the Netherton repair,
And turn a carpet-weaver
Aff-hand this day.

X

Mutrie and you werejust amatch,
We never had sic twa drones;
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch ;
Just likea winkin* baudrons:
And aye he catch'd the tither wretch,
To fry them in his caudrons :
But now his honour maun detach,
Wi'a' hisbrimstane squadrons,
Fast, fast this day-

X1

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes
She's swingein' through the city ;
Hark, how the nine-tail'd cat she plays !
| vow it 'sunco pretty:
There, Learning, with his Greekish face,
Gruntsout some Latin ditty; .
And Common Sense is gaun, she says,
To mak to Jamie Beattie
Her plaint this day.

XIl

But there's Morality himsel,
Embracing all opinions;
Hear, how he gies the tither yell,
Between his twa companions.
See, how she peels the skin an' fell,
As ane were peelin' onions !
Now there—they 're packed aff to hell,
And banish'd our dominions
Henceforth this day.
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X

O, happy day ! rejoice, rejoice!

Come bouse about the porter !
Morality's demure decoys

Shall here nae mair find quarter :
Mackinlay, Russell, are the boys,

That Heresy can torture:
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse,

And cowe her measure shorter

By th' head some day.

X1V

Come, bringthetither mutchkinin,
And here's, for a conclusion,

To every New Light mother's son,.
Prom thistime forth, Confusion ;

If mair they deave us with their din,
Or patronageintrusion,

We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skin,
We'll rin them aff in fusion

Like oil, some day.

THE CALF
TO THE REV. JAMES STEVEN, ON HIS TEXT

* And they shall go forth, and grow up as calves of the stall.'
Malachi iv. 2.

RIGHT, Sir ! your text | 'll proveit true,
Tho' Heretics may laugh ;

For instance ; there's yoursel just now,
God knows, an unco Calf!

And should some patron be so kind
As bless you wi aKkirk,

| doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find,
Ye'restill asgreat a Stirk.
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But, if the lover's raptur'd hour
Shall ever be your lot,

Forbidit, ev'ry heavenly power,
You €er should be a Stot!

Tho', when some kind, connubial dear,
Y our but-and-ben adorns,

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

And inyour lug, most reverend James,
To hear you roar and rowte,

Few men o sensewill doubt your claims
To rank amang the Nowte.

And when ye're numbered wi' the dead,
Below agrassy hillock,

Wi justice they may mark your head—
"Here lies a famous Bullock !’

ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID
OR THE
RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS

My son, these maxims make a rule,
And lump them aye theguher:
The rigid righteousis a fool,
1 herigid wise anither ;
The cleanest corn that €er was dight
M ay hae somepyleso' caffin ;
So ne‘er a fellow-creature slight
For random fits o' daffin.
SOLOMON.—Eccles. ch. vii. ver. 16.

O YE whaare sae guid yoursd,
Sae pious and sae holy,

Ye've nought to do but mark and tell
Your neebours fauts and folly !
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Whase lifeis like a weel-gaun mill,
Supply'd wi' store o' water,

The heapet happer's ebbing still,
An' still the clap plays clatter.

Hear me, ye venerable core,
As counsel for poor mortals,

That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door
For glaikit Folly's portals;

I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes,
Would here propone defences,

Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes,
Their failings and mischances.

Ye see your state wi' theirs compar'd,
And shudder at the niffer,

But cast a moment's fair regard,
W hat maks the mighty differ ?

Discount what scant occasion gave
That purity ye pridein,

And (what's aft mair than a' the lave)
Your better art o' hidin'.

vV

Think, when your castigated pulse
Gies now and then a wallop,

W hat ragings must his veins convulse,
That still eternal gallop:

Wi' wind and tidefair i* your tail,
Right on ye scud your sea-way ;

But in theteeth o' baith to sail,
It maks an unco lee-way.

Vv

See Social-life and Glee sit down,
Alljoyousand unthinking,

Till, quitetransmogrify'd, they 'regrown
Debauchery and Drinking:
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O, would they stay to calculate
Th' eternal consequences,

Or your more dreaded hell to state,
Damnation of expenses!

Vi

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames,
Tied up in godly laces,

Before ye gie poor Frailty names,
Suppose achange o' cases;

A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug,
A treacherousinclination—

But, let me whisper i' your lug,
Y e'reaiblins naetemptation.

Vil

Then gently scan your brother man,
Still gentler sister woman ;

Though they may gang a' kennin wrang,
To step aside is human :

One point must still begreatly dark,
The moving why they doiit;

Andjust aslamely can ye mark
How far, perhaps, they rueit.

VI

Who madethe heart, His He alone
Decidedly can try us;

He knows each chord, its various tone,
Each spring, itsvarious bias :

Then at the balance let's be mute,
We never can adjustit;

What's done we partly may compute,
But know not what's resisted.

TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY

When this worthy old sportsman went out last muirfowl
aeason, he supposad it wasto be, in Ossan's phrasg, * thelast
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of his fields' and expressed an ardent wish to die and be
buried in the muirs. On this hint the author composd his

degy and epitaph.

' An honest man'sthe noblest work of God.'—-POPE.

HA Sauld Kilmarnock seen thedeil ?
Or great M'Kinlay thrawn hisheel!
Or Robertson again grown weel,
To preach an' read ?
' Na, waur than a'!" criesilka chiel,
'Tam Samson's dead ! *

Kilmarnock lang may grunt an' grane,

An' sigh, an' sob, an' greet her lane,

An' deed her bairns, man, wife, and wean,
I'n mournin' weed ;

To Death, she's dearly paid the kane—
Tam Samson's dead !

The brethren o' the mystic level

May hingtheir head in waefu' bevel,

W hile by their nose thetears will revel,
Like ony bead;

Death's gien the lodge an unco devel—
Tam Samson's dead !

When Winter muffles up his cloak,
And bindsthe mire up like arock;
When to the lochs the curlers flock,
Wi' gleesome speed,
Wha will they station at the cock?—
Tam Samson's dead !

He was the king 0' a' the core,
Toguard, or draw, or wick a bore;
Or up therink like Jehu roar
In time o' need;
But now helagson Death's hog-score—
Tam Samson's dead !
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Now safe the stately sawmont sail,
And trouts be-dropp'd wi' crimson hail,
And eds weel kenn'd for souple tail,
And gedsfor greed,
Since dark in Death's fish-creel we wail
Tarn Samson dead!

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a';
Y e cootie moorcocks, crousely craw;
Y e maukins, cock your fud fu' braw,
Withouten dread;
Your mortal faeis now awa—
Tarn Samson's dead !

That waefu' morn be ever mourn'd

Saw him in shootin' graith adorn'd,

Whilepointersround impatient burn'd,
Frae couples freed ;

But, och ! he gaed and ne'er return'd :
Tarn Samson's dead !

In vain auld age his body batters;

In vain the gout his ancles fetters;

In vain the burns cam down like waters,
An acrebraid !

Now ev'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters,
' Tarn Samson's dead !'

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit,

An' ayethetither shot he thumpit,

Till coward Death behind himjumpit,
Wi' deadly feide;

Now he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet,
'Tarn Samson's dead !

When at his heart he felt the dagger,
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger,
But yet he drew the mortal trigger
Wi' weel-aim d heed;
'L—d, five!' hecry'd, an' owre did stagger-
Tarn Samson's dead |
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11k hoary hunter mourn'd a brither;

11k sportsman youth bemoan'd a father;

Yon auld grey stane, amang the heather,
Marks out his head,

Whare Burns has wrote, in rhyming blether,
' Tarn Samson's dead !"

Therelow helies, in lasting rest;
Perhaps upon his mould'ring breast
Some spitefu’ muirfowl bigs her nest,
To hatch an' breed ;
Alas! nae mair he'll them molest !
Tarn Samson's dead !

When August winds the heather wave,
And sportsman wander by yon grave,
Three volleyslet his mem'ry crave

O' pouther an' lead,
'Till Echo answer, frae her cave,

' Tarn Samson 's dead ! *

Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be !
Isth' wish o' mony mae than me ;
He had twa fauts, or maybe three,

Y et what remead ?
Ae social, honest man want we :

Tarn Samson's dead !

EPITAPH

TAM SAMSON'S weel worn clay here lies,
Ye canting zealots, spare him !

I'f honest worth in heaven rise,
Ye'll mend or ye win near him.

PER CONTRA
Go, Fame, an' canter like a filly,
Thro' a' thestreetsan' neuks o' Kiliie,
Tell ev'ry social, honest billie
To cease his grievin',
For yet, unskaith'd by Death's gleg gullie,
Tam Samson's leevin.
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A WINTER NIGHT

' Poor naked wretches, wheresoeer you are,

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm !

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides,
Your loop'd and window'd raggedneﬁ, defend you
From seasons such as these? —SHAKESPEARE.

WHEN biting Boreas, fell and doure,
Sharp shiversthro' the lesfless bow'r ;
When Phoebus gies a short-liv'd glow'r
Far south thelift,
Dim-dark'ning through theflaky show'r,
Or whirling drift:

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked,
Poor labour sweet in deep was locked,
While burns, wi' snawv wreaths up-choked,
Wild-eddying swirl,
Or thro' the mining outlet bocked,
Down headlong hurl.

List'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle,
| thought me on the ourie cattle,
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle
O' winter war,
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle,
Beneath a scaur.

I Ik happing bird, wee, helplessthing !
That, in the merry months o' spring,
Delighted me to hear thee sing,
What comes o' thee?
Whar e wilt thou cow'r thy cluttering wing,
Andosethy €e?

Ev'nyou, on murd'ring errandstoil'd,
Lone from your savage homes exil'd,
The blood-stain'd roost, and shep-cote spail'd
My heart forgets,
While pitiless the tempest wild
Sore on you beats.
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Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign,
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain ;
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train,
Rose in my soul,
When on my ear this plaintive strain,
SIQW, solemn, stole:—

Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust!
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost!
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows !
Not all your rage, as now united, shows
, More hard unkindness, unrelenting,
Vengeful malice unrepenting,
Than heav'n-illumin'd man on brother man bestows.

' See stern oppression's iron grip,
Or mad ambition's gory hand,
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip,
W oe, want', and murder o'er aland !
Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale,
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale,
How pamper'd luxury, flatt'ry by her side,
The parasite empoisoning her ear,
With all the servile wretches in the rear,
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide:
And eyes the simple rustic hind,
Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show,
A creature of another kind,
Some coarser substance unrefin'd,
Plac'd for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below.

' Where, where is love's fond, tender throe,
W ith lordly honour's lofty brow,
The powers you proudly own ?
Is there, beneath love's noble name,
Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim,
To blesshimselfalone!
M ar k maiden-innocence a prey
To love-pretending snares,
This boasted honour turns away,
Shunning soft, pity's rising sway,
Regardless of the tears and unavailing pray'rs!
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Perhaps, this hour, in misry's squalid nest,
She strains your infant to her joyless breast,
And with a mother'sfears shrinksat therocking blast!

' Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down,
Feel not a want but what yourselves create,
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate,
Whom friends and fortune quite disown !
I1l-satisfied keen nature's clam'rous call,
Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to sleep,
Whilethro' the ragged roof and chinky wall,
Chill o'er his slumbers piles the drifty heap !
Think on the dungeon's grim confine,
Where guilt and poor misfortune pine !
Guilt, erringman, relenting view !
But shall thy legal rage pursue
The wretch, already crushed low
By cruel fortune's undeserved blow?
Affliction'ssonsare brothersin distress,
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss ! '

| heard nae mair, for chanticleer
Shook off the pouthery snaw,

And hail'd the morning with a cheer—
A cottage-rousing craw.

But deep thistruth impressd my mind-
Through all Hisworks abroad,

The heart benevolent and kind
Themost resemblesGod.

A PRAYER

LEFT BY THE AUTHOR AT A REVEREND FRIEND'S HOUSE
IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT

O THOU dread Pow'r, who reign'st above |
| know Thou wilt me hear,

When, for this scene of peace and love,
| make my prayer sincere.
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The hoary sire—the mortal stroke
Long, long, be pleased to spare !
To bless hisfilial little flock,
And show what good men are.

She, who her lovely offspring eyes
With tender hopes and fears,
Oh, bless her with a mother'sjoys,

But spare a mother'stears!

v

113

Their hope—their stay—their darling youth,

I'n manhood's dawning blush,
Blesshim, thou God of love and truth,
Up to a parent's wish !

v

The beauteous, seraph sister-band—
With earnest tears| pray—

Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry hand,
Guide Thou their steps alway !

\

When soon o' latethey reach that coast,,

O'er life's rough ocean driven,
M ay theyrejoice, no wand'rer lost,
A family in Heaven !

PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST PSALM

T H Eman,inlifewherever plac'd,
Hath happinessin store,
W ho walks not in the wicked's way,
Nor learnstheir guilty lore!
H
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Nor from the seat of scornful pride
Cags forth his eyes abroad,

But with humility and awe
Still walks before his God.

That man shall flourish like the trees
Which by the streamlets grow ;

Thefruitful top isspread on high,
And firm theroot bdow.

But he whose blossom buds in guilt
Shall to the ground be cadt,

And, like the rootless stubble, tost
Before the swesping blagt.

For why ? that God the good adore
Hath giv'n them peace and rest,

But hath decreed that wicked men
Shall neer betruly blest.

THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINETIETH
PSALM

O THOU, thefirgt, the greatest friend
Of all the human race!

Whose grong right hand has ever been
Their say and dwelling-place!

Before the mountains heav'd their heads
Beneath Thy forming hand,

Before this pond'rous globe itsalf,
Aros at Thy command ;

That Pow'r which raisd and still upholds
Thisuniversal frame,

From countless, unbeginning time
Was ever still the same
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Those mighty periods of years
Which seem to us so vast,

Appear no more before Thy sight
Than yesterday that's past.

Thou giv'st theword ; Thy creature, man,
Is to existence brought;

Again Thou say'st, ' Ye sons of men,
Return ye into nought!’

Thou layest them, with all their cares,
In everlastingsleep;

As with aflood Thou tak'st them off
With overwhelming sweep.

They flourishlikethe morning flow'r,
In beauty's pridearray'd ;

But long ere night, cut down, it lies
All wither'd and decay'd.

A PRAYER
UNDERTHEPRESSURE OF VIOLENT ANGUISH

O THOU Great Being! what Thou art
Surpasses me to know:

Yet sure | am, that known to Thee
Areall Thy works below.

Thy creature here before Thee stands,
All wretched and distrest;

Y et sure those ills that wring my soul
Obey Thy high behest.

Sure Thou, Almighty, canst not act
From cruelty or wrath |

Oh, free my weary eyes from tears,
Or close them fast in death !
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But, if | must afflicted be,
To suit some wise design;

Then man my soul with firm resolves,
To bear and not repine!

TO MISS LOGAN
WITH BEATTIE'S POEMSAS A NEW-YEAR'S GIFT

JANUARY 1ST, 1787

AGAIN the silent wheds of time
Their annual round havedriv'n,
And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime,
Are so much nearer Heav'n.

No gifts have | from Indian coasts
The infant year to hail;

| snd you more than India boadts,
In Edwin's smpletale.

Our sx with guile and faithless love
Is charg'd, perhaps, too true,

But may, dear maid, each lover prove
An Edwin still to you!

TO A HAGGIS

FAIR fa' your honest, sonse face,

Great chieftain o' the puddin’-race!

A boon them a' yetak your place,
Painch, tripe, or thairm:

Weel are ye wordy of a grace
Aslang'smy arm.

The groaning trencher there yefill,
Your hurdieslike adistant hill,
Your pin wad help to mend amill
In time o' need,
Whilethro' your poresthe dews distil
Like amber bead.
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His knife see rustic Labour dight,

An' cut you up wi' ready slight,

Trenching your gushing entrails bright
Like ony ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
Warm-reekin', rich!

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive,
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive,
"Till all their weel-swall'd kytes belyve
Are bent like drums;
Then auld guidman, maist like to rive,
' Bethankit!" hums.

Isthere that owre his French ragout,
Or olio that wad staw a sow,
Or fricassee wad mak her spew
Wi' perfect sconner,
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu' view
On sc a dinner ?

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,

As feckless as a wither'd rash,

His spindle shank a guid whip-lash,
Hisnieveanit;

Thro' bloody flood or field to dash,
O how unfit!

But mark the rustic, haggis-fed,
Thetrembling earth resounds histread,
Clap in his walie nieve a blade,
He'll mak it whissle;
An' legs, an' arms, an' headswill sned,
Like taps o' thrissle.

Ye Pow'rs wha mak mankind your care,
And dish them out their bill o' fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware
That jaups in luggies;
But, ifye wish her gratefu' pray'r,
Gie her a Haggis!
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH

EDINA ! Scotia's darling seat!
All hail thy palacesand tow'rs,
Wher e once beneath a monarch's feet
Sat Legidation'ssov'reign pow'rs !
From marking wildly-scatter d flow'rs,
Asonthebanksof Ayr | stray'd,
And singing, lone, theling'ring hours,
| shelter in thy honour'd shade.

Here Wealth still swdlsthe golden tide,
Asbusy Trade his labour plies;
There Architecture's noble pride
Bids elegance and splendour rise;
Her e Justice, from her native skies,
High wieldsher balanceand her rod ;
ThereLearning, with his eagle eyes,
Seeks Science in her coy abode.

Thy sons, Edina! social, kind,
With open armsthe stranger hail;
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral mind,
Abovethenarrow, rural vale;
Attentivestill to Sorrow'swail,
Or modest Merit'ssilent claim ;
And never may their sourcesfail!
And never envy blot their name !

IV

Thy daughtersbright thy walksadorn,
Gay asthegilded summer sky,

Sweet asthedewy milk-whitethorn,
Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy !
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Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye,
Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ;
| see the Sire of Love on nigh,
And own Hiswork indeed divine !

Vv

There, watching high the least alarms,
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ;
Like some bold vet'ran, grey in arms,
And mark'd with many a seamy scar:
The pond'rous wall and massy bar,
Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock,
Have oft withstood assailing war,
And oft repell'd th' invader's shock.

VI

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears,
| view that noble, stately dome,
Where Scotia's kings of other years,
Fam'd heroes! had their royal home:
Alas, how chang'd the timesto come 1
Their royal name low in the dust!
Their haplessrace wild-wand'ring roam |
Tho' rigid Law cries out, ' '"Twasjust !

VIl

Wild beats my heart, to trace your steps,
Whose ancestors, in days of yore,
Thro' hostileranks and ruin'd gaps
Old Scotia's bloody lion bore :
Ev'n | who sing in rustic lore,
Haply, my sires have left their shed,
And fac'd grim Danger's loudest roar,
Bold-following where your fathers led !

VI

Edina ! Scotia's darling seat!
All hail thy palaces and tow'rs,
Wher e once beneath a monarch's feet
Sat Legislation's sov'reign pow'rs !
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Frommarkingwildly-scatter'd flow'rs,
As on the banks of Ayr | stray'd,

And singing, lone, theling'ring hours,
| shelter in thy honour'd shade.

LINES
WRITTEN IN FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE

ON THE BANKS OP NITH
FIRST VERSION

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

Be thou deckt in silken stole,

Grave these maxims on thy soul :—
Life is but a day at most

Sprung from night, in darkness lost;
Day, how rapid in its flight—

Day, how few must see the night;
Hope not sunshine every hour,

Fear not clouds will always lour.

Happinessis but a name,

M ake content and ease thy aim.

Ambition is a meteor gleam;

Fame an idle, restless dream;

Pleasures, insects on the wing

Round Peace, the tend'rest flower of Spring |
Those that sip the dew alone,

Make the butterfliesthy own;

Those that would the bloom devour,

Crush the locusts—save the flower.

For the futurebe prepar'd,

Guard whatever thou canst guard ;
But, thy utmost duly done,
Welcome what thou canst not shun.
Follies past give thou to air,

M ake their consequence thy care:
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Keep the name of man in mind,

And dishonour not thy kind.
Reverence, with lowly heart,

Him whose wondrous work thou art;
Keep His goodness still in view,
Thy Trust—and thy Example, too.

Stranger, go ! Heaven bethy guide;
Quoth the Beadsman of Nithside.

ODE SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF
MRS. OSWALD

DWELLER in yon dungeon dark,
Hangman of creation 1 mark

Who in widow-weeds appears,
Laden with unhonour'd years,
Noosing with care a bursting purse,
Baited with many a deadly curse!

STROPHE

View the wither'd beldam's face—

Can thy keen inspection trace

Aught of humanity's sweet melting grace?
Note that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows,

Pity's flood there never rose

Seethese hands, ne'er stretch'd to save,
Hands that took—but never gave.

Keeper of Mammon's iron chest.

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest—
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest !

ANTISTROPHE

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes

(Awhile forbear, yetorturing fiends);

Seest thou whose step, unwilling, hither bends ?
No fallen angel, huri'd from upper skies;
'Tisthy trusty quondam mate,

Doom'd to share thy fiery fate,

She, tardy, hellward plies.
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EPODE

And arethey of no more avail,

Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a year ?

I'n other worlds can Mammon fail,

Omnipotent asheishere?

O, bitter mockery of the pompous bier,
Whiledown thewretched vital part isdriven !
The cavelodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear.
Expiresin rags, unknown, and goesto Heaven.

ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON

A GENTLFMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS HONOURS
IMMEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD !

But now, hisradiant courseisrun,
For Matthew'scoursewasbright:

His soul was like the glorious sun,
A matchless, Heavenly light.

O DEATH . thou tyrant fell and bloody !

The meikle devil wi' a woodie

Haur| thee hameto his black smiddie,
O'e hurcheon hides,.

And like sock-fish come o'er his suddie
Wi' thy auld sdes !

He'sgane! hésgane! he'sfrae ustorn !

The ae best fellow €er was born!

Thee, Matthew, Nature'ssd shall mourn
By wood and wild,

Where, haply, Pity sraysforlorn,
Fraeman exil'd !

Yehills! near neshors o' the starns,
That.ProudIy cock your cresting cair ns!
Ye dliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns,
Where echo dumbers !
Comejoin, ye Natur€ssurdiest bairns,
My wailing numbers!
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Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens'!

Ye hazly shaws and briery dens !

Ye burnies, wimplin down your glens,
Wi' toddlin din,

Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stens,
Fraelintolin!

Mourn, little harebellso'er the lea;
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see;
Y e woodbines, hanging bonnilie
In scented bowers;
Ye roses on your thorny tree,
Thefirst o' flowers.

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade

Droops with a diamond at his head,

At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed,.
I' th' rustling gale,

Y e maukins, whiddin thro' the glade,
Come, join my wail.

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood;
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud ;
Ye curlews calling thro' a clud,;
Ye whistling plover;
An' mourn,yewhirring paitrick brood :
He's gane for ever !

Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ;

Ye fisher herons, watching eels;

Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels
Circling the lake;

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels,
Hair for his sake !

Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o' day,
'"Mang fields o' flow'ring clover gay;
And when ye wing your annual way
Frae our cauld shore,
Tell thae far warlds wha liesin clay,
Wham we deplore.
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Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow'r,
In some auld tree, or eldritch tow'r,
What time the moon, wi' silent glowr,
Sets up her horn,
Wail thro' the dreary midnight hour
'"Till waukrife morn !

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains !
Oft have ye heard my canty strains:
But now, what else for me remains
But tales of woe?
And frae my een the drapping rains
Maun ever flow.

Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year 1
Ik cowslip cup shall kep atear:
Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear
Shootsup its head,
The gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear
For him that's dead !

Thou, Autumn, wi' thy yellow hair,
In grief thy sallow mantle tear!
Thou, Winter, hurling thro' the air
The roaring blast,
Wide o'er the naked world declare,
The worth we 've | ost!

Mourn him, thou Sun, great source of light !
Mourn, Empress of the silent night!
And you, ye twinkling starnies bright,
My Matthew mourn!
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flight,
Ne'er to return.

O Henderson! the man—the brother!
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ?
And hast thou crost that unknown river,
Life's dreary bound ?
Like thee, where shall | And another
The world around?
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Goto ﬁour sculptur'd tombs, ye Great,
In & thetinsel trash o' state!
But by thy honest turf 1 'll wait,

Thou man of worth !
And weep the ae best fellow's fate

E'er lay in earth.

THE EPITAPH
Stop, passenger '—my story 's brief,
*Andtruth | shall relate, man;
| tell nae common tale o' grief—
For Matthew was a great man.

If thou uncommon merit hagt,

Yet spurn'd at fortune's door, man,
A look of pity hither cas—

For Matthew was a poor man.

If thou a noble sodger art,
That paseg by this grave, man,
There moulders here a gallant heart—
For Matthew was a brave man.

Ifthou on men, their works and ways,
Cangt throw uncommon light, man,
Here lies wha weel had won thy praise—

For Matthew was a bright man.

If thou at friendship's sacred ca
Wad life itself resign, man,
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'—

For Matthew was a kind man!

If thou art staunch without a stain,
Like the unchanging blue, man,

Thiswasakinsman o' thy ain—
For Matthew was atrue man.

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire,
And ne'er guid wine did fear, man,

Thiswas thy billie, dam, and sire—
For Matthew was a queer man.
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If ony whiggish whingin sot,
To blame poor Matthew dare, man,
Mia:y dool and sorrow be his|ot!
or Matthew weas a rare man.

LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN CF SCOTIS
ON THE APPROACH OP SPRING

Now Nature hangs her mantle green
On every blooming tree,

And spreads her sheets 0' daisies white
Out o'er the ﬁra&sy lea:

Now Phoebus cheersthe crystal streams,
And glads the azure skies;

But nought can glad the weary wight
That fast in durance lies.

Now lav'rocks wake the merry morn,
Aloft on dewy wing ;

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

The mavis, wild wi' mony a note,
Sings drowsy day to rest:

In love and freedom they rejoice,
Wi' care nor thrall opprest

Now bloomsthe lily by the bank,
The primrose down the brae;

The hawthorn 's budding in the glen,
And milk-whiteisthe slae:

The meanest hind in fair Scotland
May rove their sweets amang;

But I, the Queen of & Scotland,
Maun lie in prison Strang!
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v

| was the Queen o' bonnie France,
Where happy | hae been :

Fu' lightly raise | in the morn,
As blythe lay down at €en :

And | 'm the SQV'reign of Scotland,
And mony atraitor there;

Yet herel liein foreign bands,
And never-ending care.

\'

But as for thee, thou false woman !—
My sister and my fae,

Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword
That thro' thy soul shall gae!

The weeping blood in woman's breast
W as never known to thee ;

Nor the balm that draps on wounds of woe
Frae woman's pitying €e.

\

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars
Upon thy fortune shine!

And may those pleasures gild thy reign,
That ne'er wad blink on minel

God keep thee frae thy mother's faes,
Or turn their heartsto thee:

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

VIl

O! soon, to me, may summer suns
Nae mair light up the morn !

Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds
Wave o'er the yellow corn !

And inthe narrow house o' death
L et winter round merave;

And the nextflow'rs,that deck the spring,
Bloom on my peaceful grave !
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LAMENT FOR JAMES
EARL OF GLENCAIRN

T H E wind blew hollow frae the hills,

o%ﬁ fits the sun's departing beam
Look'd on the fading yellow woods

That wav'd o'er Lugar'swinding stream.
Benesath a craigy seep, a bard,

Laden with yearsand meikle pain,
In loud lament bewail'd hislord,

Whom death had all untimely ta'en.

Helean'd him to an ancient aik,
Whose trunk was mould'ring down with

ears,

His P(/JCkS were bleachéd white with time,
His hoary chesk was wet wi' tears;

And as hetouch'd histrembling harp,
And as hetun'd his doleful sang,

The winds, lamenting thro' their caves,
To echo bore the notes alang :(—

'Y e scatter'd birds that faintly sing,
The rediques of the vernal quire!
Ye woods that shed on & the winds
The honours of the aged year !
A few short months, and glad and gay,
Again ye'll charm the ear and €'¢g;
But nocht in all revolving time
Can gladness bring again to me.

v

"lam a bending agéd tree,

That long has g¢ood the wind and rain;
But now has come a cruel blagt,

And my lagt hold of earth is gane:
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Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring,
Nae smmer sun exalt my bloom;
But 1 maun lie before the storm,
And ithersplant them in my room.

Vv

" | 've seen sae mony changefu' years,
On earth | am a stranger grown ;
| wander in the ways of men,
Alike unknowingand unknown :
Unheard, unpitied, unrelieved,
| bear alane my lade o' care,
For "slent, low, on beds of dust,
Liea' that would my sorrows share.

W

" And last (the sum of & my griefs!)

M%/ noble master liesin clay ;
Theflow'r amang our barons bold,

His country's pride—his country's stay :
In weary being now | pine,

For a thelife of life is dead,
And hope has left my aged ken,

On forward wing for ever fled.

VI

" Awake thy last sad voice, my harp !
The voice of woe and wild despair !
Awake ! resound thy latest lay—
Then deep in slence evermair i
And thou, my last, best, only friend,
That fillest an untimely tomb,
Accept thistribute from the bard
Thou brought from Fortune's mirkest gloom.

VI

"In Poverty's low, barren vale,

Thick mists, obscure, involv'd me round;
Though oft | tura'd the wistful eye,

Nae ray of fame was to be found :
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Thou found's me, like the morning sun,
That mdtsthefogsin limpid air,

The friendless bard, and rustic song,
Became alike thy fostering care

IX

' Oh ! why hasworth so short adate ?
Whilevillainsripen grey with time!
Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great,
Fall in bold manhood'shardy prime ?
Why did | liveto sethat day ?
A day to me 0 full of woe '—
O, had | met the mortal shaft
Which laid my benefactor low !

X

' The bridegroom may forget the bride
Was made his wedded wife yestreen;
The monarch may forget thecrown
That on his head an hour has been;
The mother may forget the child
That gmiles soe sweetly on her knee;
But | 'll remember thee, Glencairn,
And a that thou hast done for me !"

LINES SENT TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD,
BART.

WITH 'THE LAMENT FOR THE EARL OP GLENCAIRN

THOU, who thy honour asthy God rever's,

Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly
fear'st,

Totheethisvotive offering | impart,

Thetearful tribute of a broken heart.

Thefriend thou valued'st | the Patron loved ;

Hisworth, hishonour, all theworld approv'd.

We'll mourn till we, too, go as he has gone,

And tread the shadowy path to that dark world
unknown.
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TAM O" SHANTER
A TALE

' Of brownyis and of bogillis full is this bake."—GAWIN DOUGLAS.

WHEN chapman billies leave the street,
And drouthy neebors neebors meet;
As market-days are wearin late,

An' folk begin to tak the gate ;

While we sit bousing at the nappy,
An' gettin' fou and unco happy,

We think na on the lang Scots miles,
T he mosses, waters, slaps, and styles,
That lie between us and our hame,
Whar e sits our sulky, sullen dame,
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm.

Thistruth fand honest Tarn o' Shanter,
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses,
For honest men an' bonny lasses).

O Tarn ! hadst thou but been sae wise,
Asta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice !
She tauld thee weel thou wast a skellum,
A bletherin', blustering drunken blellum ;
That frae November till October,
Ae market-day thou was na sober;
That ilka melder, wi' the miller,
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller;
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on,
The smith and thee gat roarin' fou on;
That at the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday,
Thoudrank wi' Kirkton Jeantill Monday.
She prophesy'd that, late or soon,
Thou wad be found, deep drown'd in Doon !
Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk,
By Alloway's auld, haunted kirk.
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Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet
To think how mony counsels sweet,
How mony lengthen'd, sage advices,
The husband frae the wife despises !

But to our tale:—Ae market night,
Tarn had got planted unco right;
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely,
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely;
An' at his elbow, Souter Johnie,
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ;
Tarn lo'ed him likeaverabrither;
They had been fou for weeks thegither !
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter :
An' aye the ale was growing better:
Thelandlady and Tarn grew gracious,
Wi' favours secret, sweet, and precious;
The Souter tauld his queerest stories;
The landlord's laugh wasready chorus:
The storm without might rair and rustle—
Tarn didna mind the storm a whistle.

Care, mad to see a man sae happy,

E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy !

As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure,
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure :
Kings may be blest, but Tarn was glorious,
O'er a' theills o' life victorious!

But pleasures are like poppies spread,
Y ou seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed !
Or likethe snowfall in theriver,
A moment white—then melts for ever ;
Or like the borealis race,
That flit ere you can point their place;
Or like therainbow's lovely form,
Evanishing amid the storm.—
Nae man can tether timeor tide;
The hour approaches Tarn maun ride;
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That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane,
That dreary hour he mounts his beag in ;

An' dc a night hetakstheroad in,

As néer poor snner was abroad in.

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its |ast;
Therattling show'rs rose on the blast;
The speady gleamsthe darkness swallow'd;
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd :
That night, a child might understand,
The Dell had busness on his hand.

W eel mounted on hisgrey mare, Meg—

A better never lifted leg—

Tarn skelpit onthro' dub an' mire,
Despisingwind, an' rain, an' fire;

Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet;
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet;
Whilesglow'ring round wi' prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch him unawares;
Kirk-AIIowaywasdraWingni%h,

Wher e ghaists an' houlets nightly cry.

By this time he was cross the foord,
Whare in the snaw thechapman smoor'd ;
An' pag the birks and meikle stane,
Wharedrunken Charliebrak 's neck-bane;
An' thro' thewhins, an' by thecairn,
Whar ehuntersfand themurder'd bairn;
An' near thethorn, aboon the well,
Whar e Mungo's mither hang'd hersdl.
Before him Doon pours a his floods;

The doublin®* sorm roarsthro' the woods;
The lightningsflash frae pole to pole;
Near and more near thethundersroll;.
When, glimmerin* thro' the groanin trees,
Kirk-Alloway seam'd in a bleeze;

Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancin’;
An' loud resounded mirth and dancin.
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Inspirin' bold John Barleycorn!

What dangers thou canst mak us scorn !
Wi tippenny, we fear naeevil;

Wi ' usquabae we'll facetheDevil!

The swats see ream'd in Tammie's noddle,
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle.

But Maggie stood, right sair astonish'd,,
‘Till, by theheel an' hand admonish'd,
Sheventur'd forward on thelight;

An', wow 1 Tarn saw an unco sight!
Warlocks an' witches in a dance;

Nae cotillion brent new frae France,

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, an’ reels
Put life an' mettle in their heels:

At winnock-bunker in the east,

There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast;

A towzietyke, black, grim, an' large,

To gie them music wes his charge;
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl,.
Till roof and raiters &' did dirl.

Coffins stood round, like open presses;
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses;
And (by some dev'lish cantraip sleight)
Each inits cauld hand held alight:

By which heroic Tarn was able

To note upon the haly table,

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ;
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns;
Ovthlﬁf, Inew-cutt?]d fr%%a(lj_r e—

i' hislast gasp his id gape;
Fivetomahawks, wi' bluid red('-Jrusted,
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted,

A garter, which a babe had strangled ;
A knife, afather's throat had mangled,
Whom his ain son o' life bereft,

The grey hairs yet stack to the heft;
Wi'mair o' horriblean* awfu',

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu'.

AsTammie glowr'd, amaz'd, an' curious,
The mirth an' fun grew fast an' furious:
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The piper loud an' louder blew,

The dancers quick an' quicker flew ;

They reel'd, they set, they crossd, they cleekit,
‘Till ilkacarlin swat andr eekit,

An' coost her duddies to the wark,

An' linket at it in her sark !

Now Tarn! O Tarn | had thae been queans
A' plump an' strappin' in their teens;
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen,
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen !
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair,
That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair,
| wad hae gi'en them aff my hurdies,
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies !

But withered beldams, auld an' droll,
Rigwoodie hags, wad spean a foal,
Lowping an' flinging on a cummock,
| wonder didna turn thy stomach.

But Tarn kenn'd what was what fu' brawlie,
There was ae winsome wench an' walie,
That night enlisted in the core
(Langafter kenn'd on Carrick shore;
For mony a beast to dead she shot,

An* perish'd many a bonnie boat,

An' shook baith meikle corn an' bear,
An' kept the country-side in fear),
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley harn,
That, while a lassie, she had worn,

In longitude tho' sorely scanty,

It was her best, an' she was vauntie.

Ah1 little kenn'd thy reverend Grannie,
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie,
W' twa pund Scots (‘'twas a' her riches),
W ad ever grac'd a dance of witches!
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But here my Muse her wing maun cour;
Sic flights are far bef/ond her pow'r;
To sing how Nannielap an’ flang
(A souplejade she was an' Strang),
An' how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd,
An' thought hisvery een enrich 'd;
Ev'n Satane[(]ylowr'd, an' fidg'dfu' fain,
An' notched an' blew wi' might an' main :
"Till first ae caper, Q/neanlt
Tarn tint hlsreason a theglther
An' roarsout, ' Weel done, Cutty-sark !'
An' in aninstant a’ wasdark:
An' scarcely had he Maggierallied,
When out the hellish legion sallied.

As bess bizz out wi' angry fyke,
When plunderin' herds assail their byke;
As open pusses mortal foes,
When, pop ! she starts before their nose;
As eager runsthe market-crowd,
When ' Catch the thief!" resounds aloud;
So Maggie runs, the witches follow,
W i' mony an eldritch screech an' hollow.

Ah, Tarn! ah, Tarn! thou 'lt get thy fairin’,
In hell they 'll roast thee likeaherrin'!
In vain thy K ate awaits thy comin' 1
Kate soon will bea woefu' woman!
Now, dothy speedy utmost, M eg,

An' win the key-stane o' the brig;
There, at them thou thy tail may toss,
A running stream they darena cross;
But ere the key-stane she could make,
Thefient atail she had to shake !

For Nannie, far beforethe rest,

Hard upon noble Maggie prest,

An' flewat Tarnwi' furiousettle;

But little wist she Maggie's mettle—
Ae spring brought off her master hale,
But left behind her ain grey tail:
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Thecarlin claught her by therump,
An' left poor Maggie scarceasump.

Now, whathistaleo' truth shall read,

I lk man and mother's son take heed:
Whan€'er todrink you areinclin'd,

Or cutty-sarksrun in your mind,
Think I yemay buy thejoysder dear—
Remember Tarn 0 Shanter'smare.

ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP BY ME
WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT

INHUMAN man ! curse on thy barb'rousart,
*And blagted bethy murder-aiming eye;
May never pity soothe thee with a sgh,

Nor ever pleasureglad thy crue heart!

Go, live, poor wanderer of thewood and field !
Thebitter littlethat of liferemains:
No morethethickening brakesand verdant plains
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield.

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted re<t,
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed !
The sheltering rushes whistling der thy head,
The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest.

Oft ashy windingNith, I, musing, wait
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn;
| "Il miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn,
And cursetheruffian'saim, and mourn thy haplessfate.
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ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON

ON CROWNING HIS BUST, AT EDNAM, ROXBURGHSHIRE,
WITH BAYS

WHILE virgin Spring, by Eden’'sflood,
Unfadlds her tender mantle green,
Or pranksthe sod in frolic mood,
Or tunes Ealian drains between:

While Summer, with a matron grace,
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade,
Yet oft, delighted, gopsto trace
The progress of the piky blade:

While Autumn, benefactor kind,
By Tweed erects his aged head,
And ss with saf-approving mind,

Each creature on his bounty fed:

While maniac Winter rageso'er

The hills whence dassc Yarrow flows,
Rousingtheturbid torrent'sroar,

Or sweeping, wild, a wage of shows

So long, swegt Poet of the year !
Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won;
While Scotia, with exulting tear,
Proclaimsthat Thomson was her son.

ON CAPTAIN GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS
THROUGH SCOTLAND

COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINGDOM

HEAR, Land 0 Cakes, and brither Scots,
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnie Groat's;
If there'saholein a' your coats,
| redeyou tent it:
A chid'samang you takin' notes,
And faith, he'll prentit!
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Ifin your bounds ye chance to light
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight,
O' stature short, but genius bright,
That's he, mark weel—
And wow ! he hasan unco sleight
O' cauk and keel.

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin,

Or kirk deserted by itsri%gin

It'sten to one ye 11 find him snug in
Some eldritch part,

W' deils, they say, L—d save s! colleaguin'
At some black art.

Ik ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chaumer,
Yec?ipw-gangthat deal in glamour
And you deep read in hell's black grammar,
Warlocks and witches;
Ye'll quake at his conjuring hammer,
Ye midnight bitches !

It's tauld he was a sodger bred,
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ;
But now he's quat the spurtle-blade
And dog-skin wallet,
And ta'en the—Antiquarian trade,
| think they call it.

He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets :

Rusty aim caps and jinglin' jackets,

Wad haud the Lothians three in tackets,
A towmont guid;

And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets,
Afore the Flood.

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder;

Auld Tubal Cain'sfire-shool and fender;

That which distinguished the gender;
O' Balaam's ass;

A broom-stick o' the witch o' Endor,
Weel shod wi' brass.
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Forbye, he'll shape you aff, fu' gleg,
The cut of Adam's philibeg:
Theknife that nicket Abd's craig
He'll prove you fully
It was a faulding jocteleg,
Or lang-kail gully.

But wad yessehim in hisglee,

For meikle glee and fun has he,

Then st him down, and twaor three
Guid fdlowswi' him;

And port, O port! shinethou a wee,
And then ye'll ss2him !

Now, by the powers o' verseand prosel
Thou art adainty chiel, O Grose!—
Whae'er o' thee shall ill supposg

The\é sar misca thee;
| 'd take the rascal by the nosg

Wad say, Shamefa' thee!

TO MISS CRUICKSHANK
A VERY YOUNG LADY

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK, PRESENTED
TO HER BY THE AUTHOR

BEAUTEOUS rose-bud, young and gay,
Blooming on thy early May,

Never mayst thou, lovely flow'r,
Chilly shrink in deety show'r !
Never Boreas hoary path,

Never Eurus poisnous breath,
Never baleful stellar lights,

Taint theewith untimely blights!
Never, never reptile thief,

Riot on thy virgin leaf!

Nor even Sol too fiercely view,
Thy bosom blushing still with dew !
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Mayst thou long, sweet crimson gem,
Richly deck thy native gem :

Till some ev'ning, sober, calm,
Dropping dews, and breathing balm,
While all around the woodland rings,
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings,
Thou, amid the dirgeful sound,

Shed thy dying honours round,

And resgn to parent earth

The loveliest form she €er gave birth.

ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER THE DEATH
OF JOHN M'LEOD, ESQ.

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY, A PARTI CULAR FRI END
OF THE AUTHOR' S

SAD thy tale, thou idle page,
And rueful thy alarms;

Death tears the brother of her love
From Isabdla's arms.

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew
The morning rose may blow;

But, cold successve noontide blasts
May lay its beauties low.

Fair on Isabdla’'s morn
The sun propitious smil'd;

But, long ere noon, succeading clouds
Succeeding hopes beguil'd.

Fate oft tears the bosom chords
That Naturefinest strung:
So Isabella's heart was form'd,

And so that heart was wrung.
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Dread Omnipotence, alone,
Can heal the wound He gave;

Can point thebrimful grief-worn eyes
To scenes beyond the grave.

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow,
And fear no withering blast;

There Isabella's spotless worth
Shall happy be at last.

THE HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATER
TO THE NOBLE DUKE OF A THOLE

MY Lord, | know your noble ear
Woe ne'er assails in vain,;
Emboldened thus, | beg you'll hear
Your humble slave complain,
How saucy Phaebus' scorching beams,
In flaming summer-pride,
Dry-with'nng, waste my foamy streams,
And drink my crystal tide.

Thelightly-jumping, glowrin trouts,
That through my waters play,

If, intheir random, wanton spouts,
They near the margin stray;

If, hapless chance ! they linger lang,
I m scorching up so shallow,

They're left the wnit'ning sands amang,
In gasping death to wallow.

Last day | grat wi' spite and teen,
As Poet Burns came by,

That, to a bard, | should be seen
W i' half my channel dry:
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A panegyricrhyme, | ween,
Even as| was he shor'd me ;

But had | in my glory been,
He, kneeling, wad ador'd me.

vV

Here, foaming down the shelvy rocks,
In twisting strength | rin ;

There, high my bol mgtorrent smokes,
Wild- roaring oer alinn :

Enjoying large each spring and well,
As Nature gave them me,

| am, altho' | say't mysdl,
Worth gaun amileto see

\"

Would then my noblest master please
To graut my highest wishes,
He'll shade my banks wi' tow'ring trees,
And bonnie spreading bushes.
Delighted doubly then, my lord,
You 'll wander on my banks,
And listen mony a grateful bird
Return you tuneful thanks.

Vi

The sober lav'rock, warbling wild,
Shall to the skies aspire ;
The gowdspink, Music s gayest child,
Shall sweetly join the choir:
The blackbird strong, thelintwhite clear
The mavismild and mellow;
Therobin pensve Autumn cheer,
In all her locks of yellow.

VIl

Thistoo, a covert shiall ensure,
To shield them from the gorms;;

And coward maukins deep secure,
Low in their grassy forms::

143
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The shepherd here shall make his sest,
To weave his crown of flow'rs;

Or find a shdtering seferetreat,
From prone-descending show'rs.

VIl

And here, by sweet endearing stealth,
Shall meet the loving pair,

Despising worlds, with all their wealth,.
Aserrptyidlecare.

Theflow'rsshall viein all their charms
The hour of heav'n to grace,

And birksextend their fragrant arms
To screen the dear embrace.

IX

Her e haply too, at vernal dawn,
Some musing bard may stray,
And eyethe smoking, dewy lawn,

And misty mountain, grey ;

Or, by thereaper's nightly beam,
Mild-chequ'ringthro' thetrees,
Raveto my darkly-dashing stream,
Hoarse-swelling on the breeze.

X

Let lofty firs, and ashes coal,
My lowly banks o'erspread,

And view, deep-bending in the pool,
Their shadows wat'ry bed !

L et fragrant birksin woodbines drest
My craggy diffsadorn;

And, for thelittle songgter's nest,
Thedosembow'ringthorn.

Xl

So may old Scotia's darling hope,
Your littleangel band,

Spring, liketheir fathers, up toprop
Their honour'd nativeland !
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So may thro' Albion's farthest ken,
To social-flowing glasses,

The grace be—' Athole's honest men,
And Athole'sbonnielasses!

ON SCARING SOME WATER-FOWL IN
LOCH-TURIT

A WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF OCHTERTYRE

W H Y ,yetenantsof thelake,

For meyour wat'ry haunts forsake?
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why

At my presence thusyou fly ?
Why disturb your social joys,
Parent, filial, kindred ties?—
Common friend to you and me,
Nature's gifts to all are free :
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave,,
Busy feed, or wanton lave ;

Or, beneath the sheltering rock,
Bide the surging billow's shock.

Conscious, blushing for our race,
Soon, too soon, your fears | trace.
M an, your proud usurping foe,
Would belord of all below:
Plumes himself in freedom's pride,
Tyrant stern to all beside.

The eagle, from,the cliffy brow,

Marking you his prey below,

In his breast no pity dwells,

Strong necessity compels:

But man, to whom aloneisgiv'n

A ray direct from pitying heav'n,

Gloriesin his heart humane—

And creatures for his pleasure slain.
K
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In these savage, liquid plains,

Only known to wand'ring swains,
Wherethe mossy riv'let srays,

Far from human hauntsand ways;
All on Natureyou depend,

And life's poor ssason peaceful spend.

Or, if man's superior might
Dareinvadeyour nativeright,

On thelofty ether borne,

Man with all his pow'rsyou scorn;
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings,
Other lakesand other sorings;
And the foe you cannot brave
Scorn at least to be his dave

LINES WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE IN THE PARLOUR OP THE INN
AT KENMORE, TAYMOUTH

ADMIRING Nature in her wildest grace,

These northern scenes with weary feet 1trace;
O'er many awinding daleand painful seep,

Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid sheep,

My savage jour ney, curious, | pursue,

Till fam'd Breadalbane ogpensto my view.

The meeting diffs each degp-sunk glen divides,
The woods, wild scattered, clothe their ample sides;
Th' outgtretching lake, enbosomed 'mong the hills,
The eye with wonder and amazement fills;
TheTay, meand'ring swet in infant pride,

The palace, rising on its verdant side;

Thelawns, wood-fring'd in Nature'snativetaste;
The hillocks, dropt in Natur€e's cardess haste;
Thearches striding o'er the new-born stream;
Thevillagg, glitt;ring ig thenPontidSbeam—
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Poetic ardours in my bosom swell,

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy cell:

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods,

Th' incessant roar o]: headlogg tuml:lling floi)ds—

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taught lyre,
Andlook through Nature with creativefire;

Here, to the wrongs of Fate half-reconcil'd,
Misfortune'slighten'd steps might wander wild;
And Disappointment, in these [onely bounds,

Find balm to soothe her bitter, rankling wounds:
Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward stretch her

scan,
And injur'd Worth forget and pardon man.
* * * # *

LINES WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL
STANDING BY THE FALL OP FYERS, NEAR LOCH-NESS

AMONG the heathy hills and ragged woods,

The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods;

Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds,

Where, thro' a shapdess breach, his stream resounds,
Ashighinair theburstingtorrents flow,

As deep-recoiling surges foam below,

Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends,
And viewless Echo's ear, astonish d, rends,

Dim seen through rising mists and ceasdess show'rs,
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, lours.

Still, thro' the gap the struggling river toils,

And still,*below,*the hgrrid (’:(auldro*n boils—
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ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD

SWEET flow'ret, pledge 0 meikle love,
And ward o' mony apray'r,

What heart o' stane wad thou na move,
Sae helpless, sweet, and fair!

November hirples o'er the lea,
Chill, on thy lovely form :

And gane, alas! the shelt'ringtree
Should shield thee frae the storm.

May He who gives the rain to pour,
And wings the blast to blaw,

Protect thee frae the driving show'r,
The bitter frost and snaw !

May He, the friend of woe and want,
Who healslife's various stounds,
Protect and guard the mother-plant,

And heal her cruel wounds!

But late she flourish'd, rooted fast,
Fair on the summer-morn :

Now feebly bends she in the blast,
Unshelter'd and forlorn.

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem,
Unscath'd by ruffian hand !

And from thee many a parent stem
Ariseto deck our land !

THE WHISTLE

I SING of a whistle, a whistle of worth,

| sing of a whistle, the pride of the North,

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king,
And long with this whistle all Scotland shall ring.
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Old Loda, still rueingthe arm of Fingal,

The god of the bottle snds down from his hall—
'"This whistl€'s your challenge—to Scotland get O'er,
And drink them to hell, sir, or néer se me more! '

Old poets have sung, and old chroniclestell,
What champions ventur'd, what dwamplonsfell
The son of great Loda was conqueror still,

And blew on the whigtle his requiem shrill.

Till Robert, thelord of the Cairn and the Scaur,
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war,
He drank his poor godship asdesp as the s,
No tide of the Baltic €er drunker than he.

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd ;
Which now in his house has for remain'd ;

Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood
Thejovial contes again have renew'd.

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw;
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law;
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins;

And gallant Sir Robert, desp-read in old wines

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smoath as ail,
Desiring Glenriddd to yield up the spoil;

Or dsehewould mugter the heads of theclan,
And once more, in claret, try which was the man.

' By the gods of the ancients!' Glenriddel replies,
' Before | surrender so gloridusa prize,

I "Il conjurethe (};?ost of the great Rorie More,
And bumper hishorn with him twenty times o'er.’

Sir Robert, a soldier, no gesch would pretend,

But he-n€er turn'd hisback on his foe—or hisfriend,
Said, 'Toss down the whistle, the prize of the field,
And, kneedemp in claret, he'd die ere he'd yield.
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To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair,

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care;

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame,
Than the sensg, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame.

A bard was sdlected to witness the frzé\y,
And tell future ages the feas of the day;

A bard who detested al | sadness and spleen,
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been.

The dinner being over, the claret they ply,

And ev'ry new cork is anew spring of joy;

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set,
And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet.

Gay ﬁleawre ran riot as bumpers ran o'er;

Bright Phogbus neler witnessd so joyous a core,
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn,
Till Cynthia hinted he'd s them next morn.

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night,
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight,
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red,

And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did.

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage,
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage ;
A high-ruling Elder to wallow in wine !

He left the foul business to folks less divine.

The gallant Sir Robert fougnt hard to the end ;
But who can with Fate and quart bumpers contend ?
Though Fate said—a hero shall perish in Ii%ht;
So uprose bright Phasbus,-and down fell the knight.

Next up ros, our bard, like a prophet in drink :
'Craigdarroch, thou'lt soar when creation shall sink !
But if thou would flourishimmortal in rhyme,
Come—one bottle more—and have at the sublime!
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' Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Bruce,
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce:

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay :

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day I'

THE JOLLY BEGGARS
A CANTATA
RECITATIVO

WHEN lyart leaves bestrew the yird,
Or wavering like the bauckie-bird,
Bedim cauld Boreas blast;
When hailstanes drive wi' bitter skyte,
And infant frosts begin to bite,
In hoary cranreuch drest;
Ae night at €en a merry core
O' randie, gangrel bodies,
In Poosie Nansie's held the splore,
To drink their orra duddies;
Wi' quaffing and laughing,
They ranted and they sang ;
Wi'jumping and thumping,
The vera girdle rang.

First, neist the fire, in auld red rags,
Anesat, weel brac'd wi' mealy bags,
And knapsack a' in order;

His doxy lay within his arm,
Wi' usquebae an' blankets warm—
She blinket on her sodger:
An' aye he gied the tozie drab
The tither skelpin' Kiss,
While she held up her greedy gab
Just like an aumous dish.
|1k smack still, did crack still,
Just like a cadger's whup,
Then staggering and swaggering
Heroar'd this ditty up—
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AIR
TuNE—Soldier's Joy,

I AM a son of Mars, who have been in many wars,

And show my cutsand scarswherever | come;

This here was for awench, and that other in atrench,

W hen welcoming the French at the sound of thedrum.
Lal de daudle, etc.

My 'prenticeship | past where my leader breath'd his
last,
When thebloody diewas cast on the heightsof Abram ;
| serv'd out my tradewhen the gallant gamewas play'd,
And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the drum.
Lal de daudle, etc.

| lastly was with Curtis, amongthe floating batt'ries,

And there | left for witnessan arm and alimb;

Y et let my country need me, with Elliot to head me,

| 'd clatter on my stumps at the sound of the drum.
Lal de daudle, etc.

And now tho' | must beg with a wooden arm and leg,
And many atatter'd rag hanging over my bum,
| 'mas happy with my wallet, my bottle, and my callet,
As when lus'd in scarlet to follow the drum.

Lal de daudle, etc.

What tho' with hoary locks, | must stand the winter
shocks
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a home,
When thet'other bag | sell, and thet'other bottletell,
| could meet a troop of hell at the sound of a drum.
Lal de daudle, etc.

RECITATIVO

He ended; and the kebars sheuk
Aboon the chorusroar;

Whilefrighted rattons backward leuk,
And seek the benmost bore;
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A fairy fiddler frae the neuk,
Heskirl'd out Encore!

But up arose the martial chuck,
And laid the loud uproar :—

AIR
TUNE—Soldier Laddie.

| ONCE was a maid, tho' | cannot tell when,
And still my delight isin proper young men;
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daddie,
No wonder | 'm fond of a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal delal, etc.

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade,
Torattlethethundering drum was histrade;
Hisleg was so tight, and his cheek was 0 ruddy
Transported | was with my sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal delal, etc.

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch,

The sword | forsook for the sake of the church ;

He ventur'd the soul, and | risket the body,

'Twas then | prov'd false to my sodger laddie.
Sing, Lal delal, etc.

Full soon | grew sck of my sanctified sot,
The regiment at large for a husband | got
From the gilded spontoon to the fife | was ready,
| asked no more but a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal delal, etc.

But the peace it reduc'd me to beg in despair,
Till I met my old boy at a Cunnlngham fair ;
His rags regimental they flutter'd so gaudy
My heart it rgjoic'd at a sodger laddie.

Sing, Lal delal, etc.

And now 1 have lived—I know not how long,
And still | canjoin in a cup or a song;
But whilst with both hands | can hold the glass
steady,
Here'sto thee, my hero, my sodger laddie.
Sing, Lal delal, etc.
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RECITATIVO

Poor Merry Andrew in the neuk,
Sat guzzling wi' atinkler hizzie;
They mind't na wha the chorus teuk,
Between themselves they were sae busy :
Atlength wi' drink and courting dizzy,
He stoiter'd up an' made a face;
Then turn'd, an' laid a smack on Grizzie,
Syne tun'd his pipes wi' grave grimace :—

AIR
TUNE—A uld Sr Symon.

SIR WISDOM 'S a fool when he's fou,
Sir Knave is a fool in a session ;

He's there but a 'prentice | trow,
But | am a fool by profession.

My grannie she bought me a beuk,
And | held awa' to the school;

| fear | my talent misteuk,
But what will ye hae of a fool ?

For drink | would venture my neck,
A hizzie'sthe half o' my craft,
But what could ye other expect,
Of ane that's avowedly daft ?

| ance was ty'd up like a stirk,

For civilly swearing and quaffing !
| ance was abusd in the kirk,

For touzling a lass i' my daffin.

Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport,
L et naebody name wi' ajeer :

There'sev'n, | 'm tauld, i' the Court
A tumbler ca'd the Premier.

Observ'd ye yon reverend lad
M ak facesto tickle the mob ?

He rails at our mountebank squad—
It'srivalshipjusti' thejob.
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And now my conclusion | 'll tell,
For faith 1 'm confoundedly dry;
The chiel that's a fool for himsdl,
Gude L—d ! he's faredafter than |.

RECITATIVO

Then neist outgpak a raucle carlin,
Wha kent fu' wed to clek the sterling,
For mony a pursie she had hookit,

And had in mony a well been doukit.
Her love had been a Highland laddie,
But weary fa' the waefu” woodie !

Wi' sghsand sobs shethus began

To wall her braw John Highlandman :—

AIR
TUNE—0 an ye were dead, guidman.

*A HIGHLAND lad my love was born,
The lalland laws he held in scorn ;
But he still was faithfu' to his clan,
My gallant braw John Highlandman.

CHORUS

Sing, hey my braw John Highlandman,
Sing, ho my braw John Highlandman !
There'snot alad in a the lan’

Was match for my John Highlandman.

Wlth his philibeg an' tartan plaid,
uid claymore down by |s side,

The adies hearts he did tr

My gallant braw John ngh andman

Sing, hey,

We ranged a' from Tweed to Spey,

An' liv'd like lords and ladies gay;

For a lalland face he fearéd none,

My gallant, braw John nghlandman.
Sing, hey, etc.
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They banish'd him beyond the seg,
But, ere the bud was on thetree,
Adown my cheksthe pearlsran,
Embracing my John Highlandman.
Sing, hey, c.

But, och ! they catch'd him at the last,

And bound him in a dungeon fast;

My curse upon them every one,

They've hang'd my braw John Highlandman.
Sing, hey, etc.

And now a widow, | must mourn

Thepleasuresthat will n€er return;

Nae comfort but a hearty can,

When | think on John Highlandman.
Sing, hey, €c.

RECITATIVO
A pigmy scraper, wi' his fiddle,
Whausd at trysts and fairsto driddle,
Her strappan limb and gaucy middle
(Hereach'd nae higher)
Had hol'd hisheartielikeariddle,
An' blawn't on fire.

W i' hand on haunch, an' upward €e,
He croon'd his gamut, one, two, three,
Then in an arioso key,
) The wee Apallo,
Sat off wi' allegrettoglee
Hisgigasolo:—

AIR

TUNE— Whistle owre the lave 0't.

L ET merykeuptodight that tear,

And gowi' meand be my dear,

And then your ev'ry care and fear
May whistle owre the lave o't.
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CHORUS

| am afiddler tomy trade,

And a thetunesthat €er | play'd,

The swveetest still to wife or maid,
WasWhistleOwretheLaveO't.

At kirns and weddings we 's be there,
An' O! senicdy'swewill fare!
We'll bouse about till Daddie Care
SingsWhistleOwretheLaveO't.
| am, €c.

See merrily the baneswe'll p{
And sun oursds about the dy
And at our leisure, when yelike,
We'll whistle owre thelave o't.
| am, etc.

ke,
€

But blessme wi' your heav'n o' charms,
And whilel kittlehair on thairms,
Hunger, cauld, and @ dc harms,
May whistle owrethe lave 0't.
| am, €c.

RECITATIVO

Her charmshad struck a sturdy caird,
As wedl as poor gut-scraper;
Hetaksthefiddler by the beard,
And drawsaroosty rapier—

HesworebKa' was swearing worth,

To et him likea pliver,

Unlesshewad from that timeforth
Relinquish her for' ever.

Wi' ghastly €e, poor tweedle-dee
Upon hishunkers bended,

And pray'd for grace wi' ruefu’ face,
And sethequarrel ended.
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But tho' his little heart did grieve
When round the tinkler pressd her,

He feign'd to snirtlein his deeve,
When thus the caird addressd her :—

AIR
TUNE—Clout the Caudron.

MY bonnielass, | work in brass,
A tinkler is my station :
I've travell'd round all Christian ground,
In this my occupation.
| 've ta'en the gold, an' been enroll'd
In many a noble squadron :
But vain they search'd, when off | marched
To go and clout the caudron.
1've ta'en the gold, etc.

Dexpise that shrimp, that withered imp,
Wi'a' hisnoisean cap'rin,
An' take a share wi' those that bear
The budget and the apron.
An' by that sowp, my faith and houpe,
And by that dear Kilbaigie,
If er ye want, or meet wi" scant,
May | n€er weet my craigie.
An' by that stowp, etc.

RECITATIVO

The caird prevail'd—th' unblushing fair
I'n his embraces sunk,
Partly wi' love, oercome se sair,
An partly she was drunk.
Sir Violino, with an air
That ehow'd a man of spunk,
Wish'd unison between the pair,
An' made the bottle clunk
To their health that night



THE JOLLY BEGGARS 159

But urchin Cupid shot a shaft,
That play'd a dame a shavie,

The fiddler rak'd her fore and aft,
Behirit the chicken cavie

Her lord, a wight o' Homer's craft,
Tho' limping wi' the spavie,

He hirpl'd up, and lap like daft,
And shora them Dainty Davie

O' boot that night.

He was a care-defying blade
As ever Bacchus listed,
Tho' Fortune sair upon him laid,
His heart she eyer missd it.
He had nae wish but—to be glad,
Nor want but—when he thirsted ;
He hated nought but—to be sad,
And thusthe Muse suggested
His sang that night.

AIR
TUNE—For a' that, an' a' that.

| AM aBard of no regard
Wi' gentlefolks, an' @' that:
But Homer-like, the glowrin byke,
Frae town to town | draw that.

CHORUS

For a' that, an' a' that,

An' twice as muckle's a' that,

| 'velost but ane, | 'vetwa behin',
| 've wife eneugh for a that.

| never drank the Musss stank,
Cagalia's burn, an' a' that;
But there it streams, and richly reams—
My Helicon | ca that.
For a' that, €c.
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Great love | bear to a' the fair,
Their humble dave, an' a' that;
But lordly will, | hold it still
A mortal sn to thraw that.
For & that, etc.

In raptures swest, thishour we mest,
Wi' mutual love, an' a' that:
But for how lang the flie may stang,
Let inclination law that.
For a that, etc.

Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft,
They'vetaen me-in, an a that;

But clear your decks, and here'sthe s !
| like thejads for a' that.

For & that, an' a' that,
An' twice as muckle's a that;

My dearegt bluid, to do them guid,
They 're welcometill't for @ that!

BECITATIVO

So sang the bar d—and Nans€'swas
Shook with a thunder of applause,
Re-echo'd from each mouth ;
They toom'd their pocks, an' pawn'd their duds,
They scarcdy left to coor their fuds,
To quench their lowin drouth.
Then owre again thejovial thrang,
The Poet did request
Toloosehis pack an' wale a sang,
A ballad o' the best;
He, rising, rgoicing,
Between histwa Deborahs,
Looks round him, an' found them
Impatient for the chorus :(—
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AIR
TUNE—Jolly Mortals, fill your Glasses.
SEE the smoking bowl before us!
Mark our jovial ragged ring !
Round and round take up the chorus,
And in raptures let us sing.

CHORUS

A fig for those by law protected !
Liberty's a glorious feast !

Courts for cowards were erected,
Churches built to please the priest.

What istitle? what istreasure?
W hat isreputation's care?
If we lead a life of pleasure,
'Tis no matter how or where!
A fig, etc.

With the ready trick and fable,
Round we wander all the day ;
And at night, in barn or stable,
Hugour doxiesonthehay.
A fig, etc.

Does the train-attended carriage
Thro' the country lighter rove?
Does the sober bed of marriage
Witness brighter scenes of love ?
fig, etc.

Life isall a variorum,
We regard not how it goes ;
L et them cant about decorum
W ho have characters to lose.
A fig, etc.

Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets !
Here'stoall the wanderingtrain !

Here'sour ragged brats and callets!
Oneand all cry out—Amed !
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CHORUS

Afigfor those b?/ law protected !
Liberty's a glorious feast!

Courts for cowards were erected,
Churches built to please the priest.

THE POET'S WELCOME TO HIS
ILLEGITIMATE CHILD

THOU 'Swelcome, wean ! Mischanter fa' me,
If ought of thee, or of thy mammre,
Shall ever daunton me or awe me,
My sweet wee lady,
Or if | blush when thou shalt ca’ me
Tytaor daddy.

Wee image of my bonny Betty,

| fatherly will kiss and daut thee;

As dear and near my heart | st thee
Wi'asgudewill,

Asa the priestshad seen me get thee
That'sout o' hell.

What tho' they ca’ me fornicator,

An' tease my namein kintra clatter:

The mair they talk |1 'm kend the better—
E'en let them clash ;

An auld wifés tongue's a feckless matter
To gie ane fash.

Sweset fruit o' mony a merry dint,
My funny toil isnow a' tint,
Sin thou cam to the world asklent,
Which fools may scoff at;
In my last plack thy part'sbein't,
The better half o't.
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An' ifthou be what | wad hae thee,
An' tak the counsel | shall gie thee,
A lovin' father | 'll be to thee,
Ifthou be spar'd ;
Thro' a' thy childish years | 'll €ethee,
An' think't weel war'd.

Gude grant that thou may aye inherit
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit,
An' thy poor worthless daddy's spirit,
Without his failins,
Twill please me mair to hear an' see't,
Than stockit mailins.

HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER

O THOU, wha in the heavens dost dwell,
W ha, asit pleases best Thysel,
Sends ane to heaven, and ten to hell,
A' for Thy glory,
And no' for ony guid or ill
They 've done afore Thee !

| bless and praise Thy matchless might,
When thousands Thou hast left in night,
That | am here, afore Thy sight,

For gifts an' grace,
A burning an' a shining light

To a' this place.

What was |, or my generation,
That | should get sic exaltation ?
I, wha deserve sic just damnation,
For broken laws,
Five thousand years 'fore my creation,
Thro' Adam's cause.
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When frae my mither'swomb | fell,
Thou might hae plung'd meinto heII
To gnash my gums, to weep and wail,
In burnin' lake,
Whar edamnéd devilsroar and yell,
Chained to a stake.

Yet | am here, a chosen sample,
To show Thy grace isgreat and ample;
I 'm hereapillar in Thy temple,
Strongasarock,
A guide, a buckler, and example
Toa Thyflock.

But yet, O L—d ! confess| must,

At times| 'm fash'd wi' fleshly lust;

And sometimes, too, wi' warldly trust,
Vile sdf getsin;

But Thou rememberswe are dust,
Defil'd in sin.

O L—d! yestreen, Thou kens, wi' M eg—
Thy pardon | sincerely beg—
O may't ne'er beallvmgcflague
To my dishonour,
And | 'll neer lift alawlessleg
Again upon her.

Beﬂda | farther maun avow,
W i' Lizzie'slass, threetimes| trow—
But, L—d, that Friday | wasfou,
When | cam near her,
Or dse, Thou kens. Thy servant true
Wad n€er hae steer'd her .,

MaybeThou letsthisfleshly thorn

Besat Thy servant €en and morn,

Lest heowre high and proud should turn,
'Cause he's e gifted;

If sae, Thy han' maun €en be borne,
Until Thou lift it.
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L—d, bless Thy chosen in this place,
For here Thou hast a chosen race!
But G—d confound their stubborn face,
And blast their name,
Whabring Thy ddersto disgrace
And public shame.

L—d, mind Gau'n Hamilton's deserts:
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes,
Y et has sse mony takin' arts,
Wi' great and sma,
Frae G—d'sain priest the peopl€s hearts
He deals awa.

An' whan wechagen'd him therefore,
Thou kens how he bred sc a splore,
As st the warld in a roar
O' laughin' at us—
Curse Thou his basket and hisstore,
Kail and potatoes !

L—d, hear my earnest cry and pray'r,
Againg that Presbyt'ry of Ayr ;
Thysrongright hand, L—d, mak it bare
Upo' their heads!
L —d, visit them, and dinna pare,
For their misdeeds!

O L—d, my G—d, that glib-tongued Aiken,

Myver)&heart and saul arequakin’,

Tothink how | stood sweatin', shaking
And p—d wi' dread,

WhileAuld wi' hinging lip gaed sneakin',
And hid hishead.

L—d, in the day of vengeance try him,
L —d, visit them whadid employ him,
And passnotin Thy mercy by them,
Nor hear their pray'r ;
But for Thy peopl€s sake destroy them,
And dinna are!

165
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But, L—d, remember meand mine,
W i' merciestemporal and divine,
That | for gracean' gear may shine,
Excell'd by nane;
An' a theglory shall be Thine—
Amen, Amen!

EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE

HERE Holy Willie's sair worn clay
Taks up its last abode;

His soul has ta'en some other way,
| fear, theleft-hand road.

Stop ! there heis, assure'sagun,
Poor, silly body, sse him ;

Nae wonder he's as black's thegrun,—
Observewha'sstanding wi' him !

Your brunstane devilship, | s,
Has got him there before ye;
But haud your nine-tail cat a wee,

Till anceye ye heard my story.

Your pity | will not implore,
For pity ye hae nane !

Justice, alas! hasgien him d'er,
And mercy's day is gane.

But hear me, sir, deil asyeare,
L ook something to your credit;

A coof like him wad stain your name,
Ifit werekent ye did it.
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THE KIRK'S ALARM
A SATIRE

ORTHODOX, orthodox,
Wha bdieve in John Knox,
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience,
There'sa heretic blast
Has been blawn i' the wast,
That what is not ssnse must be nonsense.

Doctor Mac, Doctor Mac,
Ye should stretch on arack,
To strike evil-doerswi' terror ;
Tojoin faith and snse
Upon ony pretence,
Isheretic, damnableerror.

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr,
It wasrash, | declare,
To meddle wi' mischief a-brewing;
Provost John is still deaf
To the church's relief,
And orator Bob isitsruin.

v
D'rymple mild, D'rymple mild,
Tho' your heart'slike a child,
And your lifelike the new driven snaw,
Y et that winna save ye,
Auld Satan must have ye,
For preaching that three's ane an' twa.

167
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Vv

Rumble John, Rumble John,
Mount the geps wi' a groan,

Cry: Thebook iswi' heresy cramm'd’;
Then lug out your ladle,
Deal brimstone like adle,

And roar ev'ry note of the damn'd.

Simper James, Smper James,
Leave the fair Killie dames,
There's a holier chase in your view;

I ‘1l lay on your head,
That the pack ye'll soon lead,
For puppies like you there's but few.

1
Singet Sawney, Singet Sawney,
Are ye herding the penny,
Unconscious what evils await ?
Wi'ajump,yell, and howl,
Alarm every soul,
For the foul thiefisjust at your gate.

VI

Daddy Auld, Daddy Auld,
There'satod in the fauld,

A tod meikle waur than the clerk ;
Though ye can do little skaith,
Ye'll bein at the death,

And if ye canna bite, ye can bark.

IX

Davie Bluster, Davie Bluster,

If for a saunt ye do muster,
The corpsisno nice o' recruits;

Yet to worth let's bejust,

Royal blood ye might boa,
Ifthe ass were the king o' the brutes.
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X

Jamie Goose, Jamie Goose,
Y e hae made hut toom roose,
In hunting the wicked lieutenant;
But the doctor's your mark,
For the L—d'shalv ark, o
He has cooper'd and cad awrang pinin't.

X1

Poet Willie, Poet Willie,
Giethe Doctor a volley,
W ' your ' liberty'schain' and your wit;
O'er Pegasus sde
Yeneer laid a stride,
Ye but smelt, man, the place where he——.

X1l

Andro Gouk, Andro Gouk,
Ye may dander the Book,
And the Book not the waur, let me tell ye;
Tho' ye'rerich, and look big,
Y et lay by hat and wig,
And ye'll hae a calf'shead o' ama' value.

X1

Barr Steenie, Barr Steenieg,
W hat mean ye, what mean ye ?
If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter,
Yemay hae somepretence
To havins and sense,
W' people wha ken ye nae better.

X1V

Irvine-side, Irvine-side,
W ' your turkey-cock pride,
Of manhood but sma' isyour share,
YeVethefigure, 'tistrue,
Even your fass will allow,
And your friends, they daur grant you naemair.
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XV

Muirland Jock, Muirland Jock,
When theL —d makesarock
To crush Common Sense for her sins,
Ifill mannerswerewit,
There'snomortal so fit
To confound the poor Doctor at ance.

XVI
Holy Will, Holy Will,
Therewaswit i’ your skull,
When yepilfer'd thealms o' the poor ;
Thetimmer isscant,
When ye'reta’en for a saunt,
W ha should swing in arapefor an hour.

Xvil

Calvin's sons Calvin's sons,

Seize your sp'ritual guns,
Ammunition you never can need ;

Your heartsarethe suff,

Will be powther enough,
And your skulls are storehouses o' lead.

XVIII

Poet Burns, Poet Burns,
W' your priest-skelping turns,
W hy desert yeyour auld native shire?
Your Museisagipsy,
E'en tho' she were tipsy
She could ca' usnae waur than we are.
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THE TWA HERDS

' Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor,
But fool with fool is barbarous civil war.'—POPE.

O, a' ye pious godly flocks,
W eel fed on pastures orthodox,
Whanow will keep you frae the fox,
Or worrying tykes,
Or wha will tent the waifsan' crocks,
About the dykes?

The twa best herds in a' the wast,
That €'er gae gospel horn a blast,
These five-and-twenty simmers past,
O, dool totell!
Hae had a bitter black out-cast
Atween themsel

O Moodie, man, and wordy Russell,
How could you raise so vile a bustle ?
Ye'll see how New-Light herds will whistle,
An' thinkitfine!
The Lord's cause ne'er gat sic a twistle
Sin' | hae min'.

O, sirs! whae'er wad hae expeckit

Your duty ye wad sae negleckit?

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit,
To wear the plaid,

But by the brutes themselves eleckit,
To betheir guide.

Whatflock wi' Moodie'sflock could rank,
Sae hale and hearty every shank ?
Nae poison'd sour Arminian stank
He let them taste.
Frae Calvin'swell, aye clear, they drank,—
O, sic afeast!
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Thethummart, wilcat, brock, and tod,
W eel kenn'd his voice thro' a' the wood,
He smelt their ilka hole an' road,
Baith out and in,
And weel helik'd to shed their bluid,
An' sell their skin.

What herd like Russell tell'd his tale ?
His voice was heard thro' muir and dale,
He kenn'd the Lord's sheep, ilka tail,
O'er a' the height,
And saw gin they were sick or hale,
At thefirst sight.

He line a mangy sheep could scrub,

Or nobly fling the gospel club,

And New-Light herds could nicely drub,
Or pay their skin ;

Could shake them owre the burning dub,
Or heave them in.

Sic twa—O, do | live to see't,
Sic famous twa should disagreed,
An' names, like ' villain,"' ' hypocrite,’
Ik ither gien,
While New-Light herds, wi' laughin' spite,
Say neither's liein'!

A' ye wha tent the gospel fauld,
There's Duncan, deep, and Peebles, shaul',
But chiefly thou, apostle Auld,
We trust in thee,
That thou wilt work them, hot an' cauld,
Till they agree.

Consider, sirs, how we're beset;
There's scarce a new herd that we get
But comes frae ‘'mang that cursed set
| winna name;
| hope frae heav'n to see them yet
Infiery flame!



THE TWA HERDS 173

Dalrymple has been lang our fae,
M'Gill has wrought us meikle wae,
And that curs'd rascal cad M'Quhae,
An' baith the Shaws,
That aft hae made us black an' blae,
Wi' vengefu' paws.

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch'd mischief,
We thought aye death wad bring relief,
But he has gotten, to our grief,

Aneto succeed him,
A chiel wha'll soundly buff our beef—

| meikle dread him.

And mony a ane that | could tell,
Wha fain would openly rebel,
Forbye turn-coats among oursel:
There's Smith for ane,
| doubt he's but a grey-nick quill,
Andthatye'll fin'.

Oh ! & ye flocks o'er @ the hills,
By mosses, meadows, moors, and fells,
Come, join your counsel and your skills

To cowe the lairds,
And get the brutes thepowers themsels

To choose their herds.

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance,
An' Learning in awoody dance,
And that fell cur ca'd Common Sense,
That bites sae sair,
Be banish'd o'er the sea to France:
Let him bark there !

Then Shaw's and D'rymple's eloquence,
M'Gill's close nervous excellence,
M'Quhae's pathetic manly sense,
AndguidM'Math,
Wi' Smith, whathro' the heart can glance,
May a' pack aff.
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THE INVENTORY
IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY THE SURVEYOR OP TAXES

SIR, asyour mandate did request,

| send you here a faithfu' list
O' gudesan' gear, an' & my graith,
To which | 'm clear to gie my aith.

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle,
| hae four brutes o' gallant mettle,
As ever drew before a pettle.

My lan'-afore'sagude auld has-been,
An' wight an' wilfu' a' his days been.
My lan'-ahin's a wed-gaun fillie,
That aft has borne me hame frae Killie,
An' your auld borough mony a time,
In days when riding was nae crime.
(But ance, whan in my woaing pride,

I, like a blockhead, bood to ride,
Thewilfu' creature sse | pat to—
L—d pardon & my sins, an' that too !

| play'd my nllie Sc a shavie,

She'sa’ bedevil'd wi' the spavie.)

My fur-ahin's a wordy beast,

As €er in tug or tow wastrac'd,
Thefourth'sa Hic?hland Donald hastie,
A damn'd red-wud Kilburnie blagtie !
Forbye, a cowte, 0' cowtes the wale,
Asever ran afore atail:

If he be spar'd to be abead,

He'll draw me fifteen pun' at least.

Whed-carriages | hae but few,
Three carts, an’ twa are feckly new;
An auld whedbarrow, mair for token,
Aeleg an' baith thetrams are broken;
I made a poker o' the spin'le,

An' my auld mither brunt thetrin'le.
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For men, | 've three mischievous boys,
Run-deils for rantin' an' for noisg;
A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t'other.
Wee Davoc hauds the nowte in fother.
| rulethem, as | ought, discreetly,
An' aften labour them completely;
An' aye on Sundays duly, nightly,
| on the Quegtionstairge them tightly,
Till, faith, wee Davoc'sturn'd soe gleg,
Tho' scarcdy langer than my leg,
He'll sreed you aff Effectual Calling,
Asfagt as ony in the dwalling.

| 've nane in female servan' station
(L—d, kesp meayefraea’ temptation!),
| hae nae wife, and that my blissis,
An' ye hae laid nae tax on misses;
An' then, if kirk folks dinna clutch me,
| ken the deevils darena touch me.
Wi' weans| 'm mair than wed contented :
Heav'n sent me ane mair than | wanted.
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bess,
She sares the daddy in her face,
Enough of ought ye like but grace;
But her, my bonnie, sweet, wee lady,
| 've paid enough for her already,
An' gin yetax her or her mither,
By theL—d ! ye'se get them a' thegither.

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken,
Nae kind of licence out | 'm takin';
Fraethistimeforth, | do declare,
| ' n€er ridehorse nor hizzie mair;
Thro' dirt an' dub for lifel 'll paidle,
Ere | sae dear pay for a saddle;

My travel a' on foot | 'l shank it,
|'ve sturdy bearers, Gude bethankit.
The kirk and you may tak you that,
It puts but littlein your pat;

Sae dinna put mein your buke,

Nor for my ten white shillings leuk.
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This list, wi' my ain hand | 've wrote it,
The day and date as under notit;
Then know, all ye whom it concerns,
Subscripsi huic, ROBERT BURNS.

THE COURT OF EQUITY

IN Truth and Honour'sname. Amen.
Know all men by these presents plain,
Thistwalt o' May at Mauchline given ;
The year 'tween eighty-five an' seven;
We (all marauders) by profession,

As per extractum from each Session ;
In way and manner here narrated,

Pro bono Amor congregated ;

And by our Brethren constituted,

A Court of Equity deputed :

W ith special authoris'd direction,

To take beneath our strict protection
The stays out-bursting, quondam maiden,
With growing life and anguish laden,
That by therascal is deny'd

W holed her thoughtlessstepsaside;
He who disowns the ruin'd fair one,
And for her wantsand woes does care none;
The wretch that can refuse assistance
To those whom he has given existence;
The knave who takes a private stroke
Beneath his sanctimonious cloak !

T he coof who stan's on clishmaclavers
When lasses hafflins offer favours ;

All who in any way or manner

Disdain the (bold marauder's) honour,
We take cognisance there anent,

The proper judges competent.

First, Poet Burns, he takes the Chair ;
Allow'd by a', histitle's fair;
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And past nem. con, without dissension,
He has a duplicate pretension.

The second, Smith, our worthy Fiscal,
To cow each pertinacious rascal:

In this, as ev'ry other state,

His merit is conspicuous great.
Richmond, thethird, our trusty Clerk,
Our minutesregular to mark ;

And sit dispenser of the law

In absence of the former twa.

The fourth our messenger-at-arms,'

W hen failing" all the milder terms,
Hunter, ahearty, Willing Brother,

W eel skill'd in dead an' living leather.
Without preamble, less or more said,
We body politic aforesaid,

With legal, due whereas, and wherefore,
We are appointed here to care for

The interests of our Constituents,

And punish contravening truants.

* * * * *

Then Brown an' Dow above-design'd
For clagsan' clausesthere subjoin'd,
W e, Court aforesaid, cite and summon,
That on the fourth o' June in comin’,
The hour o' Cause, in our Court ha'
At Whitefoord's Arms, ye answer Law.
But, asreluctantly we punish,
An' rather mildly would admonish :
Since better punishment prevented
Than obstinacy sair repented ;
Then, for that ancient secret's sake
Y ou have the honour to partake;
An' for that noble badge you wear,
Y ou, Sandie Dow, our Brother dear,
We give you as a man and mason,
This private, sober, friendly lesson.
Your crime, a manly deed we view it,
A man alone can only doit;

M
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But, indenial persevering,
Is to a scoundrel's name adhering.
* * * * *

To tell the truth 's a manly lesson,
An' doubly proper in aMason.
* * * * *

This, our futurum est Decreet,

We mean it not to keep a secret;

But in our summons hereinsert it,
Andwhoso daresmay controvertit,

This, mark'd beforethe date and placeis;
Substgnum est per Burnsthe P{Eﬁsa) 5
This summons and the Signet mark
Extractumest, per Richmond, (Fil erk,

At Mauchline, twenty-fifth of May,
About the twalt hour o' the day,

You twa, inpropria persona,

Before design'd Sandie and Johnnie,
Thissummonslegally have got,

As vide Witness under-wrote;
Withinthehouse of John Dove, Vintner,
Nuncfacio hoc—Guillelmus Hunter.

THE FAREWELL

* The valiant in himself, what can he suffer ?
Or what does he regard his single woes ?
But when, alas! he multiplies himself,
To dearer selves, to thelov'd tender fair, .
To those whose bliss, whose beings hang upon him,
To helpless children! then, O then 1 he feels
The point of misery fest'ring in his heart,
And weakly weep«”his fortune like a coward.
Such, such'am I!' undone!’
THOMSON'S Edward and Eleanora

FAREWELL, old Scotia's bleak domains,
Far dearer than the torrid plains,
Where rich ananas blow !
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Farewell, a mother's blessing dear |
A brother'ssigh ! a sister's tear !
My Jean's heart-rending throe !
Farewell, my Bess ! tho' thou 'rt bereft
Of my parental care;
A faithful brother | have left,
My partin him thou'lt share!
Adieu, too, to you too,
My Smith, my bosom frien';
When kindly you mind me, ,
O then befriend my Jean |

What bursting anguish tears my heart'
From thee, my Jeannie, must | part !
Thou, weeping answ'rest, ' No !
Alas ! misfortune stares my face,
And pointsto ruin and disgrace,
I, for thy sake, must go !
Thee, Hamilton and Aiken dear,
A grateful, warm adieu !
I, with a much-indebted tear,
Shall still remember you !
All-hail then, the gale then,
Wafts me from thee, dear shore!
I't rustles and whistles—
I 'l never see thee more!

NATURE'S LAW
A POEM
HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.
'Great nature spoke, observant man obeyed.'—POPE.
|

L ET other heroes boast their scars,
The marks of sturt and strife;

And other poets sing of wars,
The plagues of human life:
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Shame fa' the fun, wi' sword and gun,
To slap mankind like lumber!

| sing his name and nobler fame,
W hamultiplies our number.

Great Nature spoke, with air benign,
' Goon, ye human race!
This lower world | you resign;
Befruitful and increase.
Theliquid fire of strong desire
| 've pour'd it in each bosom ;
Here, in this hand, does mankind stand,
And there, is beauty's blossom !"

The hero ofthese artless strains,
A lowly bard was he,

Who sung hisrhymesin Coila's plains.
With micklemirth an' glee;

Kind Nature's care had given his share,
Large, of theflaming current;

And, all devout, he never sought
To stem the sacred torrent.

vV

He felt the powerful, high behest,
Thrill, vital, thro' and thro' ;
And sought a correspondent breast,
To give obedience due :
Propitious Powers screen'd the young flow'rs
From mildews of abortion ;
And lo! the bard, a great reward,
Has got a double portion !

\'

Auld cantie Coil may count the day,
Asannual it returns,

Thethird of Libra's equal sway,
That gave another Burns,,
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With futurerhymes, an' other times,
To emulate his sire;

To sing auld Coil in nobler style,
With morepoeticfire.

Vi

Ye Powers of peace, and peaceful song,
Look down with gracious eyes;

And bless auld Coila, large and long,
Withmultiplyingjoys;

Lang may she stand to prop the land,
The flower of ancient nations ;

And Burnses spring, her fame to sing,
To endless generations!

VERSES TO AN OLD SWEETHEART

ONCE fondly lov'd, and still remember'd dear;
Sweet early object of my youthful vows !

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere—
Friendship ! 'tis all cold duty now allows.

And when you read the simple, artless rhymes,
One friendly sigh for him—he asks no more—
W ho distant burnsin flamingtorrid climes,
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar.

A MOTHER'S LAMENT
FOR THE DEATH OF HER SON

FATE gave the word, the arrow sped,
And pierc'd my darling'sheart;

And with him all thejoysare fled
Life can to me impart.

By cruel hands the sapling drops,
In dust dishonour'd laid :

So fell the pride of all my hopes,
My age's future shade.
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The mother-linnet in the brake
Bewails her ravish'd young;

So I, for my lost darling's sake,
Lament the live-day long.

Death, oft | 'vefear'd thy fatal blow,
Now, fond, | bare my breast,

Oh, dothou kindly lay me low
With him | love, at rest!

VERSES WRITTEN UNDER VIOLENT GRIEF

ACCEPT the gift a friend sincere
Wad on thy worth be pressin*;
Remembrance oft may start a tear,

But oh | that tenderness forbear,
Though 'twad my sorrows lessen.

My morningraise sae clear and fair,
| thought sair storms wad never
Bedew the scene; but grief and care
In wildest fury hae made bare

My peace, my hope, for ever!

You think | 'm glad ; oh, | pay weel
For a' thejoy | borrow,

In solitude—then, then | feel

| camia to mysel conceal
My deeply ranklin' sorrow.

Farewell! within thy bosom free
A sigh may whiles awaken ;

A tear may wet thy laughin' ee,

For Scotia's son—ance gay like thee—
Now hopeless, comfortless, forsaken !



ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 183

STANZASWRITTEN IN PROSPECT OF DEATH

W H Y am | loth to leave this earthly scene?
Have | so found it full of pleasing charms!
Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between :
Some gleams of sunshine'mid renewing' storms.
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms?
Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode?
For guilt, for guilt, my terrorsare in arms;
| tremble to approach an angry God,
And justly smart beneath His sin-avenging rod.

Fain would | say, ' Forgive my foul offence !"
Fain promise never more to disobey;
But should my Author health again dispense,
Again | might desert fair virtue's way ;
Again in folly's path might go astray;
Again exalt the brute and sink the man ;
Then how should | for Heav'nly mercy pray,
Who act so counter Heav'nly mercy's plan?
Who sin so oft have mourn'd, yet to temptationran ?

O Thou great Governor of all below !
If | may dare a lifted eye to Thee,
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow,
Or still the tumult of the raging sea:
With that controlling pow'r assist ev'n me,
Those headlong furious passions to confine,
For all unfit | feel my pow'rsto be,
To ruletheir torrent in th' allowed line;
Oh, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine !

ADDRESSOFBEELZEBUB
TO THE PRESIDENT OP THE HIGHLAND SOCIETY

LONG life, my lord, an' health be yours,
Unskaith'd by hunger'd Highland boors;
Lord grant nae dud die desperate beggar,
Wi' dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger,
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May twin auld Scotland o' alife

She likes—as lambkins like a knife.

Faith, you and Applecross were right,

To keep the Highland hounds in sight;

| doubt na! they wad bid nae better

Than let them ance out owre the water;

Then up amang thae lakes and sess,

They'll mak what rules and laws they please ;

Some daring Hancock, or a Franklin,

May set their Highland bluid a-ranklm’;

Some Washington again may head them,

Or some Montgomery, fearless, lead them,

Till (God knows what may be effected

When by such heads and hearts directed)

Poor dunghill sons of dirt and mire

May to Patrician rights aspire!

Nae ssge North, now, nor sager Sackuville,

To watch and premier o'er the pack vile;

An'whare will ye get Howes and Clintons

To bring them to aright repentance,

To cowe the rebel generation,

An' save the honour o' the nation?

They, an' be damn'd | what right hae they

To mesat or deep, or light o' day ?

Far less to riches, pow'r, or freedom,

But what your lordship likes to gie them !
But hear, my lord ! Glengarry, hear !

Y our hand 's owre light on them, | fear ;

Y our factors, grieves, trustees, and bailies,

| canna say but they do gaylies;

They lay asde & tender mercies,

An"tirl the hallionsto the birses;

Y et while they 're only poind't and herriet,

They'll keep their stubborn Highland spirit;

But smash them ! crash them a' to spails !

An' rot the dyvorsi' thejails!

The young dogs, swinge them to the labour;

L et wark an' hunger mak them sober !

The hizzies, if they 're aughtlins fawsont,

Let them in Drury-lane be lesson'd !
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An' ifthewivesan' dirty brats

E'en thigger at your doors an' yetts,

Flaffan wi' dudsan' grey wi' beas,

Frightin' awa' your deucks an' geese,

Get out a horsewhip or ajowler,

The langest thong, thefiercest growler,

And gar thetatter'd gypsies pack

Wi'a' their bastardson their back !

Goon, mylord! | langto meet you,

An' in my house at hame to greet you ;

W i' common lords ye shanna mingle,

The benmost neuk beside the ingle,

At my right han' assign'd your seat

'"Tween Herod's hip an' Polycrate,—

Or if you on your station tarrow,

Between Almagro and Pizarro,

A seat, | 'm sure ye're weel deservin 't;

An' till yecome—Your humble servant,
BEELZEBUB.

ON THE DEATH OF SIR JAMES HUNTER
BLAIR

T H Elamp of day, withill-presagingglare,
Dim, cloudy, sank beneath the western wave ;
Th' inconstant blast howl'd thro' thedark'ningair,
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave.

Loneas| wander'd by each cliff and dell,
Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal train;

Or mus'dwherelimpid streams, oncehallow'd, well,
Or mould'ring ruins mark the sacred Fane.

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetling rocks,
The clouds, swift-wing'd, flew o'er the starry sky,

The groaning trees untimely shed their locks,
And. shooting meteors caught the startled eye.
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The paly moon rose in thelivid east,
And 'mong the cliffs disclosd a stately form.
In weeds of woe, that frantic beat her breast,
And mix'd her wailings with the raving storm.

Wild to my heart thefilial pulses glow,
'Twas Caledonia's trophied shield | view'd :

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe,
Thelightning of her eye in tearsimbued.

Revers'd that spear, redoubtable in war,
Reclined that banner, erstinfieldsunfurl'd,
That like a deathful meteor gleamed afar,
And braved the mighty monarchs of theworld.

'My patriot son fillsan untimely grave!'
With accents wild and lifted arms she cried;
'Low liesthe hand that oft was stretch'd to save,
Low liesthe heart that swell'd with honest pride

" A weeping country joins a widow's tear,
The helpless poor mix with the orphan'scry;
Thedrooping Artssurround their patron'sbier,
And grateful Science heavesthe heartfelt sigh.

' | saw my sons resume their ancient fire;
| saw fair Freedom's blossoms richly blow :
But, ah ! how hopeisborn but to expire!
Relentless fate has laid their guardian low.

"My patriot falls, but shall helie unsung,
While empty greatness saves a worthless name ?
No; every Muse shall join her tuneful tongue,
And future ages hear hisgrowing fame.

"And | willjoin amother'stender cares,
Thro' futuretimesto make hisvirtues last;
That distant years may boast of other Blairs !
She said, and vanish'd with the sweeping blast.
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TO MISS FERRIER
ENCLOSING THE ELEGY ON SIR J. H. BLAIR

N A E heathen name shall | prefix
Frae Pindus or Parnassus;

Auld Reekie dings them a' to sticks,
For rhyme-inspiring lasses.

Jove's tunefu' dochters three times three
Made Homer deep their debtor;

But, gien the body half an €e,
Nine Ferriers wad done better !

Last day my mind was in a bog,
Down George's Street | stoited ;

A creeping, cauld, prosaic fog
My very senses doited.

Do what | dought to set her free,
My saul lay in the mire ;

Ye turned a neuk—I saw your €e—
She took the wing like fire!

The mournfu' sang | here enclose,
In gratitude | send you;

And wish and pray, in rhyme sincere,
A' guid things may attend you.

REMORSE
A FRAGMENT

OF all the numerous ills that hurt our peace,
That pressthe soul, or wring" the mind with anguish,
Beyond comparison, the worst are those

That to our folly or our guilt we owe.

In every other circumstance, the mind

Has thisto ssy—' It was no deed of mine’;
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But when, to all the evil of misfortune,

This sting is added—' Blame thy foolish self!"
Or, worser far, the pangs of keen remorse—
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilt—
Of guilt, perhaps, where we've involveéd others,
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd us,
Nay, more—that very love their cause of ruin!
Oh, burning hell! in all thy store of torments,
There's not a keener lash !

Lives there a man so firm, who, while his heart
Feds all the bitter horrors of his crime,

Can reason down its agonising throbs;

And, after proper purpose of amendment,

Can firmly force hisjarring thoughts to peace?
Oh, happy, happy, enviable man !

Oh, glorious magnanimity of soul!

LINESWRITTEN ON A BANK-NOTE

W A E worth thy power, thou cursed |eaf!
Fell source o' @ my woe and grief!
For lack o' thee | 've lost my lass !
For lack o' thee | scrimp my glass.
| s the children of affliction
Unaided, thro' thy cursd restriction.
| 've seen the oppressor's cruel smile,
Amid his haplessvictim's spoil,,
And, for thy potence, vainly wish'd
To crush the villain in the dust.
For lack o' thee, | leave this much-lov'd shore,
Never, perhaps, to greet auld Scotland more.
R. B.—Kyle.
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LINES ON MEETING WITH LORD DAER

THIS wot ye all whom it concerns,
I, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns,
October twenty-third.
A neer-to-be-forgotten day {
Sae far | sprachl’d up the brae,
| dinner'd wi' a Lord.

| 've been at drucken writers feads,

Nay, been bitch-fou ‘'mang godly priests
éWi' reverencebeit spoken!) ;

| 've even join'd the honour'd jorum,

When mighty Squireships o' the quorum,
Their hydra drouth did doken-

But wi' aLord ! sand out, my shin !
A Lord—a Peer—an Earl's son '—

Up higher yet, my bonnet!
An' dca Lord !—lang Scotch ells twa,
Our Peerage he o'erlooksthem &,

As| look o'er my sonnet.

But, oh ! for Hcaqarth S magic pow'r !
To show S Bardie's willyart glowr
how hedar d an' sammer'd !
When goavan, asn‘led wi' branks,
An' stumpin on his ploughman shanks,
He in the parlour hammer'd

To meet good Stuart little pain is.
Or Scotia's sacred Demosthenes,
Thinks I, they are but men !
But 'Burns'!-—'"My Lord'—Good G—d! | doited,
My knees on ane anither knoited,
As faultering | gaed ben !
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| sdling shdlter'd in aneuk,
An' at hisLordship steal't alook,
L ike some portentous omen;
Except good ssnsean’ sodial gleg,
An' (what surprisd me) modesty,
I marked nought uncommon.

| watch'd thesymptoms o' the Great—
Thegentle pride, thelordly state,
] ‘Thearrogant assuming;
Thefient a pride, nae pridehad he,
Nor sauce nor date, that | could seg
Mair than an honest ploughman!

Then from hisLordship | shall learn
Henceforth to meet, with unconcern,
Onerank aswed 'sanother;
Nae honest, worthy man need care,
To meat with noble, youthful DAER,
For he but megtsa brother.

ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF
ROBERT DUNDAS, ESQ., OF ARNISTON

LATE LORD PRESIDENT OF THE COURT OP SESSION

LONE on thebleaky hillsthe straying flocks

Shun thefierce sorms among the sheltering rocks,
Down foam therivulets, red with dashing rans;
Thegatherlngfloodsburst oer thedigtant plains;
Beneath the blast the lefless forests groan;
Thehollow cavesreturn a sullen moan.

Yehills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves,

Y e howling winds, and wintry-swelling waves !
Unhear d, unseen, by human ear or eye,

Sad, to your sympathetic somnes | fly;
Wher e, to thewhistling blast and waters roar
Pale Scatia's recent wound 1 may deplore.
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O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear !

A loss these evil days can ne'er repair !
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God,

Her doubtful balance ey'd, and sway'd her rod ;
She heard the tidings of the fatal blow.

And sunk, abandon'd to the wildest woe.

Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksomeden,
Now gay in hope explore the paths of men :
See, from his cavern, grim Oppression rise,
And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes;

Keen on the helplessvictim see him fly,

And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry:

M ark ruffian Violence, distained with crimes,
Routing elate in these degenerate times;

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey,

Asguileful Fraud pointsout theerringway:
WhilesubtileLitigation's pliant tongue
Thelife-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong:
Hark! injur'd Want recountsth' unlisten'd tale,
And much-wrong'd Mis'ry poursth' unpitied wail!

Ye dark waste hills, and brown unsightly plains,
To you | sing my grief-inspired strains:
Yetempests, rage! yeturbid torrents, roll!

Y e suit thejoyless tenor of my soul.

Life's social haunts and pleasures 1 resign;

Be nameless wilds and lonely wanderings mine,
To mourn the woes my country must endure:
That wound degener ate ages cannot cure.

POETICAL INSCRIPTION
FOR AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENCE

THOU of an independent mind,
W ith soul resolv'd, with soul resign'd ;
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Prepar'd Power's proudest frown to brave,
Who wilt not he, nor have, a save;
Virtue alone who dost revere,

Thy own reproach alone dost fear,
Approach this shrine, and worship here.

TO CHLORIS

'Tis Friendship's pledge, my young, fair Friend,
Nor thou the gift refuse,

Nor with unwilling ear attend
The moralising Muse.

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms,
Must bid the world adieu

(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms),
Tojoin thefriendly few ;

Since, thy gay morn of life o'ercast,
Chill came the tempest's lour

(And ne'er Misfortune's eastern blast
Did nip afairer flower);

Since life's gay scenes must charm no more,
Still much is left behind ;

Still nobler wealth hast thou in store—
The comforts of the mind !

Thine is the self-approving glow,
On conscious honour's part;

And, dearest gift of Heaven below,
Thine Friendship's truest heart.

Thejoysrefin'd of sense and taste,
With every Museto rove:

And doubly were the Poet blest,
Thesejoys could he improve.
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ON SENSIBILITY

TO MY DEAR AND MUCH HONOURED FRI END,
MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP

SENSIBILITY, how charming",
Thou, my friend, canst truly tell:
But distress, with horrors arming,
Thou hast also known too well!

Fairest flower, behold the lily,
Blooming in the sunny ray :

L et the blast sweep o'er the valley,
See it prostrate on the clay.

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest,
Toiling o'er his little joys :

Hapless bird ! a prey the surest,
To each pirate of the skies.

Dearly bought the hidden treasure
Finer feelings can bestow ;

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure
Thrill the deepest notes of woe.

VERSES TO MISS GRAHAM, OF FINTRAY
WITH A PRESENT OF SONGS

HERE, where the Scottish muse immortal lives,
In sacred strains and tuneful numbersjoin'd,

Accept the gift;—tho' humble he who gives,
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind.

So may no ruffian feeling in thy breast,
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among!
But Peace attunethy gentle soul to rest,
Or Love, ecstatic, wake his seraph song !
N
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Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears,
Asmodest Want the tale of woe reveals;
While consdous Virtue all the strain endears,
And heaven-born Piety her sanction sels

SONNET ON HEARING A THRUSH SING IN
A MORNING WALK

WRITTEN JANUARY 25TH, 1793, THE BIRTHDAY
OF THE AUTHOR

SING on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough ;
Sing on, swedt bird, | listen to thy strain:
See aged Winter, 'mid hissurly reign,

At thy blithe carol dearshisfurrow'd brow.

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear,
Sits mesk Content with light unanxious heart,
Wecoomes the rapid moments, bids them part,
Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear.

| thank Thee, Author of this opening day !"
Thou whose bright sun now gilds the orient kies!
Riches denied, Thy boon was purer joys,

What wealth could never give nor take away !

Y et come, thou child of Poverty and Care;
The mm?l rg?h Heav'n besow'd, that mite with thee
I'll share

FICKLE FORTUNE

THOUGH fickle fortune has decaived me
(Shepromisd fair and perform'd but ill)
Of midress, friends, and wealth bereav'd me,
Yet | bear aheart shall support mestill.

I "Il act with prudence as far's | 'm able;
But, if success | mugt never find,

Then come misfortune, | bid thee welcome—
| "Il meet thee with an undaunted mind !
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SONNET ON THE DEATH OF
ROBERT RIDDEL, ESQ., OF GLENRIDDEL

APRIL 1794

No more, ye warblers of the wood—no more!

Nor pour your descant, grating, on my soul:

Thou young-eyed Spring, gay In thy verdant stole,
M orewdcome wereto me grim Winter'swildest roar.
How can ye charm, yeflow'rs, with all your dyes?
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my friend !

How can | to the tuneful strain attend ?

That_grain flows round th' untimely tomb where
Ridde lies!
Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe !
And soothe the Virtues weeping on his bier :
The Man of Worth, who has not left his peer,
Isin his' narrow house for ever darkly low.
Thee, Spring, again with joy shall others greset,
Me, memory of my loss will only mest.

THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE
ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT

WHILE Europés eye isfix'd on mighty things,

The fate of empires and the fall of kings;

While quacks of State mugt each produce his plan,
And even children ligp the Rights of Man ;

Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention,

The Rightsof Woman merit some attention.

First, in the sexes intermix'd connection,
One ssred Right of Woman is, protection,
The tender flower that liftsits head, €late,
Helpless, mug fall before the blads of fate,
Sunk on the earth, defacd its lovely form,
Unless your shdlter ward th' impending storm.
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Our Second Right—but needless here is caution,
To keep that right inviolate's the fashion,

Each man of sense has it so full before him,

He'd die before he'd wrong it—'tis decorum—
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days,

A time, when rough, rude man had naughty ways ;
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up ariot,
Nay, even thusinvade a lady's quiet J

Now, thank our stars! these Gothic times are fled,
Now, well-bred men—and you are all well-bred—
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers)
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners.

For Right thethird, our last, our best, our dearest,
That right to fluttering female hearts the nearest,
Which even the Rights of Kingsin low prostration
Most humbly own—'tis dear, dear admiration !

In that blest sphere alone we live and move;
Theretaste that life of life—immortal love.—
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs,
'Gainst such a host what flinty savage dares—

W hen awful Beauty joins with all her charms,
Whoissorash asrisein rebel arms?

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions.
With bloody armaments and revolutions'!

L et Majesty your first attention summon,

Ah! gaira! the Majesty of Woman !

A VISION

As | stood by yon roofless tower,
Wher e the wa'-flower scents the dewy air,
Wherethe howlet mournsin her ivy bower,
And tells the midnight moon her care;

The winds were laid, the air was still,
The stars they shot alang the sky;
The fox was howling on the hill,
And the distant-echoing glens reply.
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The stream, adown its hazelly path,
Was rushing by the ruin'd wa's,

Hasting tojoin the sweeping Nith,
Whose distant roaring swells and fa's.

The cauld blue north was streaming forth
Her lights, wi' hissing, eeriedin:
Athort the lift they start and shift,
Like fortune's favours, tint aswin.

By heedless chance | turn'd mine eyes,
And, by the moonbeam, shook to see

A stern and stalwart ghaist arise,
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be.

Had | a statue been o' stane,
His daring look had daunted me;
And on his bonnet grav'd was plain,
The sacred posie—' Liberty !

And frae his harp dc strains did flow,
Might rousd the slumb'ring dead to hear:
But, oh ! it was a tale of woe.
As ever met a Briton'sear !

He sang wi' joy this former day,

He, weeping, wail'd his latter times;
But what he said it was nae play,—

| winna venture't in my rhymes.

EXTEMPORE ON SOME COMMEMORATIONS
OF THOMSON

DOST thou not rise, indignant shade,
And smile wi' spurning scorn,

When they wha wad hae starved thy life,
Thy senselessturfadorn?

Helpless, alane, thou clamb the brae,
W i' micklehonest toil,

And claught the unfading garland there—
Thy sair-won, rightful spoil.
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And wear it there! and call aloud
This axiom undoubted—

Would thou hae Nobles patronage ?
First learn to live without it!

To whom hae much, more shall be given,
Is every great man's faith ;

But he, the hepless needful wretch,
Shall lose the mite he hath.

VERSES TO JOHN MAXWELL,
OF TERRAUGHTY

ON HIS BIRTHDAY

HEALTH to the Maxwells vet'ran Chief!
Health, aye unsour'd by care or grief:
Inspir'd, | turn'd Fate's sibyl leal

This natal morn;
| se thy life is suff o' prief,

Scarce quite half worn.

This day thou metes threescore eleven,

And | can tell that bounteous Heaven

(Thesond sight, yeken, isgiven
To ilka Poet)

On thee atack 0' saven times saven
Will yet bestow it.

If envious buckles view wi' sorrow
Thy lengthen'd days on this blest morrow,
May desdlation's lang-teeth'd harrow,
Nine miles an hour
Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah
In brunstane stoure!

But for thy friends, and they are mony,

Baith honest men and lasses bonnie,

May couthie Fortune, kind and cannie.
In social glee,

W i' mornings blythe and €enings funny,
Blessthem and thee !
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Fareweel, auld birkie! Lord be near ye,
And then the Deil he daurna steer ye:
Your friends aye love, your faes aye fear ye;
For me, shamefa' me,
If neist my heart ! dinna wear ye,
While BURNS they ca’ me !

TO JOHN TAYLOR

WITH Pegasus upon a day,
Apollowearyflying",

Through frosty hills thejourney lay,
On foot the way was plying.

Poor slipshod giddy Pegasus
Was but a sorry walker;
To Vulcan then Apollo goes,

To get a frosty calker.

Obliging Vulcan fell to work,
Threw by his coat and bonnet,
And did Sol'sbusinessin a crack;

Sol paid him with a sonnet.

Y eVulcan's sons of Wanlockhead,
Pity my sad disaster;

My Pegasus is poorly shod—
I 'll pay you like my master.

ELEGY ON M SS BURNET, OF MONBCDDO

LIFE ne'er exultedin so rich a prize

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ;

Nor envious death so triumph'd in a blow,

As that which laid th' accomplish'd Burnet low.

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can | forget?
In richest ore the brightest jewel set!

In thee, high Heav'n above was truest shown,
As by bis noblest work the Godhead best isknown.
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In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves,
Thou crystal streamlet with thy flow'ry shore,
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves,
Y e cease to charm—Elizaisno more!

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens;

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor'd ;
Ye rugged cliffs, o'erhanging dreary glens,

To you | fly, ye with my soul accord.

Princes, whose cumb'rous pride was all their worth,
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ?

And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth,
And not a muse in honest grief bewail?

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride,
And virtue'slight, that beams beyond the spheres;
But, like the sun eclipsed at morning tide,
Thou left us darkling in a world of tears.

The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee,
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care ;
So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree;
So from it ravish'd, leaves it bleak and bare.

ELEGY ON PEG NICHOLSON

PEG NICHOLSON was a good bay mare,
As ever trode on airn ;

But now she's floating down the Nith,
And past the mouth o' Cairn.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And rode through thick and thin ;
But now she's floating down the Nith,

And wanting even the skin.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And ance she bore a priest;

But now she's floating down the Nith,.
For Solway fish a feast.



THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS O' NITH 201

Peg Nicholson wes a good bay mare,

nd the priest he rode her sair;

And much oppressd and bruisd she was,
Aspriest-rid cattle are.

THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS O' NITH
AN ELECTION BALLAD

TUNE—Up and waur them a'.

THE laddies by thebankso' Nith,
Wad trust his Grace wi' &, Jamie,

But he'll sair them as he sair'd the king,
Turn tail and rin awa, Jamie.

CHORUS.

Up and waur them &, Jamie,
Up and waur them a’;

The Johnstones hae the guidin' o't,
Y e turncoat Whigs, awa

The day he stude his country's friend,
Or gied her fees a claw, Jamie,

Or frae puir man a blessin' wan,
That day the duke ne'er saw, Jamie.

But wha is he, the country's boast ?
Like him there is natwa, Jamie;

There's no' a callant tents the kye,
But kens o' Westerha', Jamie.

To end the wark here's Whistlebirk,
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie;

And Maxwell true o' sterling blue,
And we 'll be Johnstones a, Jamie.

Up and waur them &, Jamie,
Up and waur them a;

The Johnstones hae the guidin' o't,
Y e turncoat Whigs, ava
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SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA

WHEN dear Clarinda, matchless fair,
First struck Sylvander's raptured view,
He gaz'd, he listened to despair,
Alas! 'twas all he dared to do.

Love, from Clarinda's heavenly eyes
Transfixed his bosom thro' and thro';

But still in Friendship's guarded guise,
For more the demon fear'd to do.

That heart, already more than lost,
Theimp beleaguer'd all perdu ;

For frowning Honour kept his post—
To meet that frown he shrunk to do.

His pangs the Bard refused to own,
Tho' half he wished Clarinda knew ;

But anguish wrung the unweeting groan—
Who blames what frantic Pain must do?

That heart, whose motley follies blend,
Was sternly still to Honour true:

To prove Clarinda's fondest friend,
Was what a lover sure might do !

The Muse his ready quill employed,

No nearer bliss he could pursue;
That bliss Clarinda cold deny'd--

' Send word by Charles how you do !

The chill behest disarmed his Muse,
Till passion, all impatient, grew :
He wrote, and hinted for excuse,
'Twas, 'cause ' he'd nothing elseto do.'

But by those hopes | have above !
And by those faults | dearly ruel

The deed, the boldest mark of love,
For thee, that deed | dare to do |
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Oh could the Fates but name the price
Would bless me with your charms and you,
With franticjoy | 'd pay it thrice,
If human heart and power could do !

Then take, Clarinda, friendship's hand,
(Friendship, at least, | may avow;)
And lay no more your chill command,—
I "Il write, whatever | 've to do.
SYLVANDER.

ADAM ARMOUR'S PRAYER

GUDE pity me, because | 'm little,

For though | am an elf o' mettle,

And can, like ony wabster's shuttle,
Jink there or here,

Yet scarce as lang's a guid kail whittle,
| 'm unco queer.

And now Thou kens our wofu' case :

For Geordie'sjurr we're in disgrace,

Because we stang'd her through the place,
And hurt her spleuchan,

For which we daurna show our face
Within the clachan.

And now we're dern'd in glens and hollows,

And hunted, aswasWilliam Wallace,

Wi' constables, those blackguard fallows,
An' sodgers baith;

But Gude preserve us frae the gallows,
That shamefu' death!

Auld grim black-bearded Geordi€e's sel,
O shake him o'er the mouth o' hell,
There let him hing, and roar, and yell,
Wi' hideous din,
And if he offers to rebel,
Just heavehim in.
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When death comesin, wi' glimmering blink,
And tips auld drucken Nanse the wink,
May Horniegie her doup a clink
Ahint his yett,
And fill her up wi' brimstone drink,
Red, reeking, het.

There's Jockie and the hav'rel Jenny,
Some devils seize them in a hurry,
And waff them in th' infernal wherry
Straught through the lake,
And gie their hides a noble curry,
W r oil of aik.

Asfor thejurr, poor worthless body,
She's got mischief enough already;
W i' stanget hips, and buttocks bluidy,
She's suffered sair;
But may she wintle in a woody,
If she whore mair.

ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CHILD

OH, sweet be thy deep in the land of the grave,
My dear little angel, for ever ;

For ever—oh no! let not man be a slave,
His hopes from existence to sever.

Though cold be the clay where thou pillow'st thy head,
In the dark silent mansions of sorrow,

The spring shall return to thy low narrow bed,
Like the beam of the day-star to-morrow.

Theflower-stem shall bloom likethy sweet seraph form,
Erethe Spoiler had nipt thee in blossom;
When thou shrunk from the scowl of the loud winter
storm,
And nestled thee close to that bosom.
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Oh, still | behold thee, all lovely in death,
Reclined on the lap of thy mother,
When the tear trickled bright, when the short stifled
breath,
Told how dear ye were aye to each other.

My child, thou art gone to the home of thy rest,
Wher e suifering no longer can harm ye,
Where the songs of the good, where the hymns of
the blest,
Through an endless existence shall charm thee.

While he, thy fond parent, must sighing sojourn
Through the dire desert regions of sorrow,

O'er the hope and misfortune of being to mourn,
And sigh for his life's latest morrow.

THE FIVE CARLINS

TUNB—Chew- Chace.

THERE were five carlins in the south;
They fell upon a scheme,

To send alad to London town,
To bring them tidings hame.

Not only bring them tidings hame,
But do their errands there;

And aiblins gowd and honour baith
Might bethat laddie's share.
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There was Maggy by the banks o' Nith,
A dame wi' pride eneugh ;

And Marjory o the mon% lochs
A carlin auld and teugh.

v

And blinkin* Bess of Annandale,
That dwelt near Solway-side ;

And whiskey Jean, that took her gill
In Galloway sae wide.

%

And black Joan, frae Crichton-ped,
O' gipsy kith an' kin ;—

Five wighter carlins were na foun'
The south countrie within.

Vi

To snd a lad to London town,
They met upon a day;

And mony a knight, and mony alaird,
Their errand fain wad gae.

VII

O mony a knight, and mony alaird,
This errand fain wad gae;

But nae ane could their fancy please,
O née a ane but twae.

VI
Thefirst he was a belted knight.
Bred o' a border-clan;
And he wad gaeto London town,
Might nae man him withstan';
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IX

And he wad do their errands weel,
And meikle he wad sy ;

And ilka ane about the Court
Wad bid to him guid-day.

X
Then neist cam in a sodger youth,
An' spak wi' modest grace,
And he wad gae to London town,
If <e their pleasure was.

X1

He wad na hecht them courtlc?/ gifts.
Nor meikle speech pretend;

But he wad hecht an honest heart,
Wad ne'er desert his friend.

Xl
Now, wham to chuse, and wham refuse,
At strifethir carlins fell;
For some had gentlefolks to please,
And somewad pleasethemsel.

X111
Then out spak mim-mou'd Meg o' Nith,
And she spak up wi' pride,
And she wad send the sodger youth,
Whatever might betide.

XV

For the auld guidman o' London Court
She didna care a pin;

But she wad send a sodger youth
Togreet hiseldest son.
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XV

Then dow raise Marjory o' the Lochs,
And wrinkled was her brow ;

Her ancient weed was russet grey,
Her auld Scots bluid was true.

XVI

' The London Court set light by me—
| set aslight by them ;

And | will send the sodger lad
To shaw that Court the same’

XVII

Then up sprang Bess of Annandale,
And swore a deadly aith,

Says, ‘I will send the border-knight,
Spite o' you carlins baith.

XVII

' For far-aff fowls hae feathers fair,
And fools o' change arefain ;

But | haetry'd this border-knight,
An' | 'll try him yet again.'

XIX

Then whiskey Jean gak owre her drink,
'Ye wed ken, kimmers a,

Theauld guidman o' London Court,
Hisback'sbeen at thewa'.

XX

"An' mony a friend that kissd his caup,
I's now a fremit wight;

But it's néer be said 0 whiskey Jean,—
I "Il &nd the border-knight.'
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XXI

Says Mack Joan frae Crichton-peel,
A carlin stoor and grim,—

'The auld guidman, an' the young guidman
For me may sink or swim.

XXII

'For fools will prate o' right and wrang,
While knaves laugh in their deeve;
But wha blows best the horn shall win,
I "Il spier nae courtier's leave.'

XX

Sae how this weighty plea may end
Naemortal wight can tell;

God grant the king, and ilka man,
May look weel to himsel!

ADDRESS

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT,
DECEMBER 4TH, 1793, AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES

STILL anxious to secure your partial favour,

And not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever,
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such matter,
"Twould vamp my bill, said I, if nothing better ;
So sought a Poet, roosted near the skies,

Told him | came to feast my curious eyes,

Said, nothing like his works was ever printed ;,
And last, my Prologue-business slily hinted.

' Ma'am, let metell you," quoth my man of rhymes,
" 1 know your bent—these are no laughing times :
Can you—but, Miss, | own | have my fears,—
Dissolve in pause—and sentimental tears,
With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence,

o]
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Rouse from his sluggish slumbers, fell Repentance,
Paint Vengeance, as he takes his horrid stand,
Waving on high the desolating brand,

Calling the storms to bear him o'er a guilty land?'

| could no more—askance the creature eyeing,
D' ye think, said I, this face was made for crying?
"1l laugh, that's poz—nay, more, the world shall
know it;
Arid so, your servant! gloomy Master Poet!

Firm as my creed, Sirs, 'tis my fix'd belief,
That Misery's another word for Grief;
| also think—so may | be a bride!
That so much laughter, so much life enjoy'd.

Thou man of crazy care and ceasdess sigh,
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye;
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive—

To make three guineas do the work of five:
Laugh in Misfortune's face—the beldam witch !
Say, you 'll be merry, tho' you can't be rich.

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love,
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove;
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project,
Measur'st in desperate thought—a rope—thy neck—
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep,
Peerest to meditate the healing leap :

Wouldst thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping elf,
Laugh at her follies—laugh €en at thyself:
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific,
And love a kinder—that's your grand specific.

To sum up all, be merry, | advise;
And aswe're merry, may we still be wise!
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ON SEEING MISS FONTENELLE
IN A FAVOURITE CHARACTER

SWEET naivete of feature,
Simple, wild, enchanting €lf,
Not to thee, but thanksto Nature,
Thou art acting but thysdf.

Wert thou awkward, siff, affected,
Spurning nature, torturingart;

Loves and graces all rgected,
Then indeed thou 'dst act a part.

TO CLARINDA
WITH A PRESENT OF A PAIR OP DRINKING-GLASSES

FAIR Empress of the Poet's soul,
And Queen of Poetesss; .

Clarindas takethislittle boon,
This humble pair of gasses—

And fill them high with generousjuice,
As generous as your mind ;

And pledge mein the generoustoas—
' The whole of human kind !'

' To those who love us '—ssoond fill;
But not to those whom we love !

L est we love those who love not ud—
A third—' tothee and me, love !
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TO THE SAME
ON THE POET'S LEAVING EDINBURGH

CLARINDA, mistress of my soul,
Themeasur'd timeisrun

The wretch beneath the dreary pole,
So marks his latest sun.

To what dark cave of frozen night
Shall poor Sylvander hie;—

Deprived of thee, his life and light,
The sun of all hisjoy ?

We part—but, by these precious drops
That fill thy lovely eyes!

No other light shall guide my steps
Till thy bright beams arise.

She, the fair sun of all her sex,
Has blest my glorious day ;

And shall aglimmering planet fix
My worshiptoitsray ?

TO THE SAME

BEFORE | saw Clarinda's face,
My heart was blythe and gay,
Free as the wind, or feather'd race
That hop from spray to spray.

But now dejected | appear,
Clarindaprovesunkind;

I, sighing, drop the silent tear.
But no relief can find.

In plaintive notes my tale rehearses
When | the fair have found ;

On every tree appear my verses
That to her praise resound.
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But she, ungrateful, shuns my sight,
My faithful love disdains,

My vows and tears her scorn excite,
Another happy reigns.

Ah, though my looks betray
| envy your success,

Y et love to friendship shall give way,
| cannot wish it less.

THE VOWELS
A TALE

TWAS where the birch and sounding thong are ply'd,
The noisy domicile of pedant pride;

Wher eignorance her dark'ning vapour throws,

And cruelty directs the thick'ning blows ;

Upon atime, Sir Abecethe great,

In all his pedagogic powers elate,

His awful chair of state resolves to mount,

And call the trembling Vowels to account.

First enter'd A, agrave, broad, solemn wight,
But, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight!

Histwisted head look'd backward on hisway,
And flagrant from the scourge, he grunted an!

Reluctant, E stalk'd in; with piteous race
Thejostlingtears ran down his honest face!

That name, that well-worn name, and all his own,
Pale he surrenders at thetyrant's throne!

The pedant stifles keen the Roman sound

Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ;
And next the title following close behind,

He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assigned.

The cobwebb'd Gothic dome resounded, Y !

I'n sullen vengeance, |, disdain'd reply:

The pedant swung his felon cudgel round,

And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground 1
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In rueful apprehension enter'd O,

Thewailing minstrel of despairing woe;

Th' Inquisitor of Spain the most expert,

Might there have learnt new mysteries of his art:
So grim, deform'd, with horrors entering, U,
His dear friend and brother scarcely knew |

Astrembling U stood staring all aghast,

The pedant in hisleft hand clutch'd him fadt,
In helplessinfants' tears he dipp'd hisright,
Baptiz'd him eu, and kick'd him from his sight.

ADDRESSTOTHETOOTH-ACHE

WRITTEN WHEN THE AUTHOR WAS GRIEVOUSLY TORMENTED
BY THAT DISORDER

MY curse upon your venom'd stang,

That shoots my tortur'd gums alang;

And thro' my lugsgiesmony atwang,
Wi' gnawing vengeance;

Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang,
Likeracking engines!

When fevers burn, or ague freezes,
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes,
Our neighbours' sympathy may esse us,
Wi pitying moan;
But thee—thou hell 0" @ diseases,
Aye mocks our groan !

Adown my beard the daverstrickle!

| kick the wee stools o'er the mickle,

Asround thefirethegiglets keckle,
To s me loup;

While, ravingmad, | wish aheckle
Werein their doup.



LINESWRITTEN IN A WRAPPER

0' a the num'rous human dools,

Il har'sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools,

Or worthy friendsrak'd i' the mools,
Sad sight to see!

The tricks o' knaves, or fash o' fools,
Thou bear'st the gree.

Where'er that place be priests ca hell,

Whence a the tones o' mis'ry yell,

And ranked plagues their numbers tell,
In dreadfu’ raw,

Thou, Tooth-ache, surely bear'st the bell
Amang them a !

O thou grim mischief-making chiel,
That gars the notes of discord squeel,
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel

In gore a shoe-thick;—
Gie a the faes 0' Scotland's wedl

A towmond's Tooth-ache !

LINESWRITTEN IN A WRAPPER

ENCLOSING A LETTER TO CAPTAIN GROSE

K E N yeought o' Captain Grohe ?
I go and ago,

If he's amang his friends or foes ?
Irani, coram, dago.

Is he south or is he north?
Igo and ago,

Or drowned in theriver Forth?
Irani, coram, dago.

Is he slain by Highlan' bodies?
Igo and ago,

And eatea like a wether-haggis?
Irani,' coram, dago.
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Isheto Abram's bosom gane?
| go and ago,

Or hajidin' Sarah by the wame?
Irani, coram, dago.

Where'er he be, the L—d be near him !
lgo and ago,

As for the deil, he daur na steer him !
Iram, coram, dago.

But please transmit th' enclosed letter,
Igo and ago,

Which will oblige your humble debtor,
Iram, coram, dago.

So may ye hae auld stanesin store,
Igo and ago,

The very stanes that Adam bore,
Iram, coram, dago.

So may ye get in glad possession,
lgo and ago,

Thecoinso' Satan'scoronation!
Iram, coram, dago.

THE DEAN OF FACULTY

DIRE was the hate at old Harlaw,
That Scot to Scot did carry ;
And dire the discord Langside saw,
For beauteous, hapless M ary;
But Scot with Scot ne'er met so hot,
Or were morein fury seen, Sir,
Than 'twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job—
Who should be Faculty's Dean, Sir.
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This Hal for genius, wit, and lore,
Among the first was numbered ;

But pious Bob, 'mid learning's store,
Commandment tenth remember'd.

Y et simple Bob the victory got,
And won his heart's desire;

Which shows that heaven can boil the pot,
Though the devil p in the fire.

Squire Hal besideshad, in thiscase,
Pretensions rather brassy,

For talentsto deserve a place
Arequalifications saucy;

So, their worships of the Faculty,
Quite sick of merit's rudeness,

Chose one who should owe it all, d' ye see,
To their gratis grace and goodness.

I\

As once on Pisgah purg'd was the sight
Of a son of Circumcision,
So may be, on this Pisgah height,
Bob 'spurblind, mental vision :
Nay, Bobby's mouth may be open'd yet
Till for eloquence you hail him,
And swear he has the Angel met
That met the Ass of Balaam.

Vv

In your heretic sins may ye live, and die,
Ye heretic eight and thirty!

But accept, ye sublime Majority,
My congratulations hearty.

W ith your Honoursand a certain King,
In your servants thisis striking—

The more incapacity they bring,
The more they 'reto your liking.



218 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

THE AMERICAN WAR

WHEN Guilford good our pilot stood,
And did our helm thraw, man,

Ae night, at tea, began a plea,
Within America, man:

Then up they gat the maskin-pat,
And in the sea did jaw, man ;

An' did naeless, in full Congress,
Than quite refuse our law, man.

Then thro' the lakes Montgomery takes,
I wat he was na slaw, man !

Down Lowrie'sburn hetook aturn,
And Carleton did ca', man :

But yet, what reck, he, at Quebec,
Montgomery-like did fa', man :

W' sword in hand, before his band,
Amang his en'mies @, man.

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage,
Was kept at Boston ha', man ;

Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe
For Philadelphia, man;

Wi' sword an' gun hethought a sin
Guid Christian bluid to draw, man;

But at New York, wi' knifean' fork,
Sir-loin he hacked sma’, man.

v

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip,
Till Fraser bravedid fa, man;
Then |6st his way, ae misty day,
In Saratoga shaw, man.
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Cornwallis fought as long's he dought,
An' did the buckskins claw, man ;

But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save,
He hung it to the wa', man.

Then Montague, and Guildford too,
Began to fear afa', man:

And Sackville doure, wha stood the stoure,
The German chief to thraw, man;

For Paddy Burke, likeony Turk,
Nae mercy had at &', man ;

And Charlie Fox threw by the box,
An' lowsd histinkler jaw, man.

Vi

Then Rockingham took up the game,
Till death did on him ca’, man ;

When Shelburne meek held up his cheek,
Conform to gospel law, man;

Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise,
They did his measures thraw, man,

For North an' Fox united stocks,
An' bore him tothewa', man.

VII

Then clubs an' hearts were Charlie's cartes,
He swept the stakesawa, man,

Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race,
Led him a sair 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 a', man !

VI

Behind the throne then Granville's gone,
A secret word or twa, man;

While slee Dundas arous'd the class,
Be-north the Roman wa', man:
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And Chatham's wraith, in heav'nly graith,
'Inspired Bardies saw, man;) ,

Wi' kindling eyes cry'd Willie, rise !
Would | haefear'd them a, man !"

IX

But, word an' blow, North, Fox, and Co.,
Gowff'd Willielikeaba', man,

Till Suthron raise, an' coost their claise
Behind him in araw, man;

An' Caledon threw by the drone,
An' did her whittle draw, man ;

An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt and bluid,
To make it guid in law, man.

VERSES
LINES ON FERGUSSON

ILL-FATED genius ! Heaven-taught Fergusson !
What heart that feels and will not yield a tear,
To think life's sun did set ere well begun
To shed its influence on thy bright career ?
Oh, why should truest worth and genius pine
Beneath theiron grasp of Want and Woe,
While titled knaves and idiot greatness shine
In all the splendour Fortune can bestow ?

EPITAPH ON FERGUSSON

'No sculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay,
"No storied urn nor animated bust";

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way
To pour her sorrows o'er her poet's dust.'

ADDITIONAL STANZAS

She mourns, sweet tuneful youth, thy hapless fate,
Tho' all the powers of song thy fancy fired,

Yet Luxury and Wealth lay by in state,

And, thankless, starv'd what they so much admired.
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Thistribute, with atear, now gives

A brother Bard—he can no more bestow.
But dear to fame thy Song immortal lives,
A nobler monument than Art can show.

WRITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT OF FERGUSSON

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleasd,
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure !
O thou, my elder brother in misfortune,
By far my elder brother in the Muse
With tears | pity thy unhappy fate!

Why isthe bard unfitted for the world,
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures ?

PROLOGUE

SPOKEN BY MR. WOODS ON HISBENEFIT NIGHT,
MONDAY, APRIL 16TH, 1787

WHEN by a generous Public's kind acclaim,
That dearest meed is granted—honest fame:
When here your favour is the actor's lot,

Nor even the man in private life forgot;

What breast so dead to heav'nly Virtue's glow,
But heaves impassion'd with the grateful throe ?

Poor is the task to piease a barb'rous throng,
It needs no Siddons' powersin Southern's song ;
But here an ancient nation fam'd afar,
For genius, learning high, as great in war—
Hail, CALEDONIA ! name for ever dear !
Before whose sons | ‘'m honoured to appear !
Where every science—every nobler art—
That can inform the mind, or mend the heart,
Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found,
Far astherudebarbarian marks the bound.
Philosophy, no idle, pedant dream,
Here holds her search by heaven-taught reason's beam:
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Here History paints with elegance and force,
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course ;

Her e Douglas forms wild Shakspeare into plan,
And Harley rouses all the God in man,

W hen well-form'd taste, and sparkling wit, unite
With manly lore, or female beauty bright,
'Beauty, where faultless symmetry and grace,
Can only charm usin the second place),
Witness my heart, how oft with panting fear,
As on this night, |'ve met these judges here !
But still the hope Experience taught to live,
Equal tojudge—you're candid to forgive.

No hundred-headed Riot here we meet,

With decency and law beneath his feet;

Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's name;
Like CALEDONIANS, you applaud or blame.

O Thou dread Power ! whose empire-giving hand
Has oft been stretch'd to shield the honour'd land !
Strong may she glow with ail her ancient fire!

M ay every son be worthy of his sire 1

Firm may she rise with generous disdain

At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's, chain

Still self-dependent in her native shore,

Bold may she brave grim Danger's loudest roar,
Till fatethe curtain drop on worldsto be no more.

I HAE BEEN AT CROOKIEDEN

| HAE been at Crookieden,
My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie,
Viewing Willieand his men,
My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie.
There our foesthat burnt and slew,
My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie,
There, at last, they gat their due, -«
My bonnie laddie, Highland laddie.
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Satan sits in his black neuk,

My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie,
Breaking sticksto roast the Duke,

My bonnie laddie, Highland laddie.
The bloody monster gae a yell,

My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie,
And loud thelaugh gaed round a' hell,

My bonnieladdie, Highland laddie.

THE HERMIT

WRITTEN ON A MARBLE SIDEBOARD, IN THE HERMITAGE
BELONGING TO THE DUKE OF A THOLE, IN THE WOOD
OP ABERFELDY,

WHOE'ER thou art, these lines now reading,
Think not, though from the world receding,
| joy my lonely daysto lead in
This desert drear;
That fell remorse, a conscience bleeding,
Hath led me here.

No thought of guilt my bosom sours;
Free-will'd | fled from courtly bowers;
For well | saw in halls and towers
That lust and pride,
The arch-fiend's dearest, darkest powers,
In state preside.

| saw mankind with vice encrusted;

| saw that honour's sword was rusted;

That few for aught but folly lusted;

That he was still deceived who trusted
Toloveor friend;

And hither came, with men disgusted,
My lifeto end.
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In this lone cave, in garments lowly,

Alike a foe to noisy folly,

And brow-brent gloomy melancholy,
| wear away

My life, and in my office holy
Consume the day.

This rock my shield, when storms are blowing,
The limpid streamlet yonder flowing
Supplying drink, the earth bestowing

My simple food;
But few enjoy the calm | know in

This desert wood.

Content and comfort bless me more in

This grot than €'er | felt before in

A palace—and with thoughts still soaring
To God on high,

Each night and morn with voice imploring,
This wish | sigh :(—

‘Letme, O Lord! from liferetire,
Unknown each guiltv worldly fire,
Remorse'sthrob, or loose desire;

And when | die,
Let me in this belief expire—

ToGod | fly.'

Stranger, if full of youth and riot,
And yet no grief has marr'd thy quiet,
Thou haply throw'st a scornful eye at
The hermit's prayer;
But if thou hast good cause to sigh at
Thy fault or care—

If thou hast known false love's vexation,

Or hast been exiled from thy nation,

Or guilt affrights thy contemplation,
And makes thee pine,

Oh ! how must thou lament thy station,
And envy mine!
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PASSION'SCRY
A FRAGMENT

BY all | loved, neglected and forgot,

No friendly face €er lights my squalid cot;
Shunn'd, hated, wrong'd, unpitied, unredrest,
The mocked quotation of the scorner's jest!
Ev'n the poor support of my wretched life,
Snatched by the violence of legal strife;

Oft grateful for my very daily bread

To those my family's once large bounty fed ;
A welcome inmate at their homely fare,

My griefs, my woes, my sighs, my tearsthey share;
'"Their vulgar souls unlike the souls refined,
The fashioned marble of the polished mind !)

* Kk kk k%

In vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer,
Point out a censuring world, and bid me fear ;
Above the world, on wings of Love, | rise—

I know its worst, and can that worst despise :
Let Prudence' direst bodements on me fall,
Montgomery, rich reward, o'erpays them all!
Mild zephyrs waft thee to life's farthest shore,
Nor think of me and my distresses more,—
Falsehood accurst 1 No ! still | beg a place,
Still near thy heart some little, littletrace;
For that dear trace the world | would resign :
O let me live, and die, and think it mine!

"I burn, | burn, aswhen through ripen'd corn,
By driving winds, the crackling flames are borne!'
Now maddening, wild, | cursethat fatal night;
Now bless the hour which charm'd my guilty sight.
In vain the laws their feeble force oppose;
Chain'd at his feet they groan, Love's vanquished foes:
In vain Religion meets my shrinking eye;
| dare not combat—but | turn and fly:
p



226 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

Congcience in vain upbraids the unhallow'd fire;
Love gragps its scorpions—difled they expire;
Reason drops headlong from his sacred throne,
Your dear ideareigns, and reigns alone:

Each thought intoxicated homage yields,

And riotswanton in forbidden fields!

By all on high adoring mortals know !

By all the constious villain fears below !

By your dear selfl—the last great oath | swear—
Nor life nor soul was ever half so dear !

TRAGIC FRAGMENT
AN EXCLAMATION FROM A GREAT CHARACTER

ALL villain as | am, a damned wretch,

A harden'd, stubborn, unrepentiug sinner,
Still my heart melts at human wretchedness;
And with sincere, tho' unavailing, sghs,

| view the helpless children of distress.

With tearsindignant | behold the oppressor
Reoicing in the honest man's destruction,
Whose unsubmitting heart was all his crime.
Even you, ye helplesscrew, | pity you;

Y e, whom the seeming good think sin to pity;
Ye poor, despisd, abandon'd vagabondsg
Whom Vice, asusual, hasturn'd o'er to Ruin.
Oh, but for kind, tho' ill-requited, friends,

| had been driven forth likeyou forlorn,

The mogt detested, worthless wretch among you!
O injur'd God! Thy goodness has endow'd me
Wi ith talents passng most of my compeers,
Which | injust proportion have abusd

As far surpassng other common villains,
AsThou in natural parts hadst given me more.
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FRAGMENT ON SENSIBILITY

RUSTICITY'S unﬂamly form
May cloud the highest mind;
But when the heart isnobly warm,
The good excuse will find.

Propriety's cold, cautious rules
Warm fervour may o'erlook;
But gare poor sengbilit
Th' ungentle, harsh rebuke.

THE NIGHT WAS STILL
A FRAGMENT

T HE night wes still, and der thehill,
The moon shone on the castlewa’;
Themavis sang, while dewdrops hang

Around her on thecastlewa.
Saemerrily they danced thering

Frae€enin' till thecock did craw;
And ayetheo'erword o' the pring

Waslrvine'sbairnsarebonniea.

GO ON, SWEET BIRD, AND SOOTHE MY CARE

A FRAGMENT

FOR thee islaughinﬁ Nature gay,
For thee she pur sthe vernal day;
For meinvainisNaturedred,
WhileJoy'sa stranger to my breadt.

FRAGMENT ON MARIA

How gracefully Maria leads the dance!

She'slifeitself: 1 never saw afoot

So nimble and 0 degant. It speaks

And the sweat whispering Poetry it makes
Shamesthe musician.
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YOUR FRIENDSHIP
A FRAGMENT

YOUR friendship much can make me blest,
O why that bliss destroy !

Why urge the or_IIF/, one request
You know | will deny !

Y our thought, if Love must harbour there,
Concedl it in that thought;

Nor cause me from my bosom tear
The very friend | sought.

THE WREN'S NEST
A FRAGMENT

THERobintothe Wren'snest
Cam' keekinin, cam'keekinin;

O weel's me on your auld pow,
Wad yebein, wadyebein ?

Thou's ne'er get leave to lie withou ,
And | within, and 1 within,

See long's | hee an auld clout
Toroweyein, toroweyein.

A FRAGMENT

No cold approach, no altered mien,

Just what would make suspicion start;
No pause the dire extremes between,

He made me blest—and broke my heart.
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LEEZIE LINDSAY
A FRAGMENT

WILL ye go to the Hielands, Leezie Lindsay,
Will ye go to the Hielands wi' me?

Will ye go to the Hielands, Leezie Lindsay,
My pride and my darling to be?

POETICAL ADDRESS TO WILLIAM TYTLER,
ESQ.

WITH A PRESENT OP THE BARD'S PICTURE

REVERED defender of beauteous Stuart,
Of Stuart, a name once respected,—
name which to love was the mark of atrue heart,
But now 'tis despised and neglected.

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my eye,
Let no one misdeem me disloyal;

A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh,
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal.

My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne;
My fathers have fallen toright it;

Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son,
That name should he scoflingly slight it.

Still in prayersfor King George | most heartily join,
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry,

Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ;
The title's avow'd by my country.

But why of this epocha make such a fuss,
That gave us the Hanover stem ;

If bringing them over was lucky for us,
I 'm sure 'twas as lucky for them.
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But loyalty, truce ! we're on dangerous ground,
Who knows how the fashions may alter !

The doctrine to-day that is loyalty sound.
To-morrow may bring us a halter.

| send you atrifle, a head of a bard,
A trifle scarce worthy your care :

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard,
Sincere as a saint's dying prayer.

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye,
And ushers the long dreary night;

But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky,
Your course to the latest is bright.

WRITTEN IN FRIAR'S-CARSE HERMITAGE
OX NITHSIDE

SECOND VERSION

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

Be thou deckt in silken stole,
Grave these counsels on thy soul.

Life is but a day at most,

Sprung from night, in darkness lost;
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour,

Fear not clouds will always lour.

As Youth and Love, with sprightly dance,
Beneath thy morning-star advance,
Pleasure, with her siren air,

M ay delude the thoughtless pair ;

L et Prudence blessEnjoyment's cup,
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up.

As thy day grows warm and high,

Life's meridian flaming nigh,

Dost thou spurn the humble vale ?

Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale ?
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Check thy climbing step, elate,
Evilslurk in felon wait:

Dangers, eagle-pinion‘d, bold,

Soar around each cliffy hold,

While cheerful Peace, with linnet song,
Chants the lowly dells among.

Asthe shades of ev'ning close,
Beck'ning thee to long repose;

As Life itself becomes decease,

Seek the chimney-neuk of ease,

There, ruminate with sober thought;
On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wrought;
And teach the sportive younkers round,
Saws of experience, sageand sound.
Say, man's true, genuine estimate,

The grand criterion of his fate,
Isnot—Art thou high or low ?

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ?

Wast thou cottager or king?

Peer or peasant?—no such thing !

Did many talents gild thy span ?

Or frugal nature grudge thee one?
Tell them, and pressit on their mind,
As thou thyself must shortly find,

The smile or frown of awful Heav'n,
To Virtueor to Viceisgiv'n.

Say, 'To bejust, and kind, and wise,
There solid Self-enjoyment lies;

That foolish, selfish, faithless ways,
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base.'

Thus resign'd and quiet, creep

To the bed of lasting sleep;

Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake,
Night, where dawn shall never break.
Till futurelife—future no more,

To light and joy the good restore,

To light and joy unknown before !

Stranger, go! Heav'n bethy guide!
Quod the Beadsman of Nithside.
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STANZAS ON THE DUKE OF QUEENSBERRY

How shall | sng Drumlanrig's Grace-

Discarded remnant of arace
Oncegreat in martial gory ?

Hisforbears virtuesall contrasted—

The very name of Douglas blased—
Histhat inverted glory.

Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore ;
But he has superadded more,

And sunk them in contempt;
Folliesand crimes have stained the name :
But, Queensberry, thinethe virgin claim,

From aught that's good exempt.

TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, OF GLENRIDDEL

EXTEMPORE LINES ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER

YOUR news and review, Sir, |'ve read through and
through, Sir,
With little admiring or blaming;
The papers are barren of homenews or foreign,
No murdersor rapesworth the naming.

Our friends, thereviewers, those chippers and hewers,
Arejudges of mortar and sone, Sir ;

But of meet or unmeet in a fabric complete,
| boldly pronounce they are none, Sir. '

My goosc-quill too rude is to tell all your goodness
Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet;

Would to God | had one like a beam of the sun,
And then all theworld, Sir, should knowit!
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THE RUINED MAID'S LAMENT

OH meikle do | rue, fause love,
Oh sairly do | rue,

That €er 1 heard your flattering tongue,
That €er your face | knew.

Oh | hae tint my rosy cheeks,
Likewise my waist sse sma;

And | hee lost my lightsome heart
That little wist afa.

Now | maun thole the scornfu‘ Sneer
O' mony a saucy quean

When, gin the truth were a but kent,
Her life's been waur than mine.

Whene'er my father thinks on me,
He stares into the wa';

My mither, she has ta'en the bed
Wi' thinkin' on my fa.

Whene'er | hear my father's foot,
My heart wad burst wi' pain;
Whene'er | meet my mither's €e,
My tears rin down like rain.

Alas ! se sweet atree as love
Sic bitter fruit should bear !

Alas ! that €er a bonny face
Should draw a sauty tear !

But Heaven's curse will blast the man
Denies the bairn he got;

Or leaves the painfu' lass he lov'd
To wear a ragged coat.
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LINES

WRITTEN TO A GENTLEMAN WHO HAD SENTHIM A
NEWSPAPER, AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE
OF EXPENSE

KIND Sir, | 've read your paper through,
And, faith, to me 'twas really new !

How guessd ye, Sir, what marst | wanted ?
This mony a day | 've grain'd and gaunted
To ken what French mischief was brewin’;
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin';
That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph,
If Venusyet had got his nose off;

Or how the collieshangie works

Atween the Russians and the Turks;

Or if the Swede, before he halt,

Would play anither Charlesthe Twalt:

If Denmark, any body spak o0't;

Or Poland, wha had now thetack o't;
How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin';
How libbet Italy was singin';

If Spaniards, Portuguese, or Swiss

Were sayin' or takin' aught amiss :

Or how our merry lads at hame,

In Britain's Court, kept up the game :
How royal George, the Lord leuk o'er him !
Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ;

I f sleekit Chatham Will was livin',

Or glaikit Charlie got his nievein ;

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin',

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin';
How cesses, stents, and feeswererax'd,
Or if bare a—s yet were tax'd ;

The news o' princes, dukes, and earls,
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera girls;
If that daft buckie, Geordie Wales,

Was threshin' still at hizzies' tails;

Or if he was grown oughtlins douser,

And no a perfect kintra cooser.—
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A' this and mair | never heard of;

And but for you | might despair'd of.

So gratefu’, back your news | send you,

And pray a' guid things may attend you !
ELLISLAND, Monday Morning, 1790.

SCOTS PROLOGUE

FOR MR. SUTHERLAND'S BENEFIT NIGHT, DUMFRIES

WHAT needs this din about the town o Lon'on,
How thisnew play an' that new sang is comin' ?
W hy is outlandish stuff sae meikle courted?
Does nonsense mend like whiskey, when imported?
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame,

Will tryto gie us sangs and plays at hame ?

For comedy abroad he need natoil,

A fool and knave are plants of every soil;

Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece
To gather matter for a serious piece;

There's themes enow in Caledonian story,
Would show thetragic musein a" her glory.

Isthereno daring bard will rise, and tell

How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fell ?
Wher e are the muses fled that could produce

A dramaworthy o' the name o' Bruce;

How here, even here, he first unsheath'd the sword,
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ;

And after mony a bloody, deathless doing,
Wrench'd hisdear country from thejaws of ruin ?
0 for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene,

To draw the lovely, hapless, Scottish Queen!
Vain all th* omnipotence of female charms
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's arms.
Shefell, but fell with spirit truly Roman,

To glut the vengeance of a rival woman :

A woman—tho' the phrase may seem uncivil—
As able and as wicked asthe Devil!



236 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

One Douglas lives in Home'simmortal page,
But Douglases were heroes every age:

And tho' your fathers, prodigal of life,

A Douglas followed to the martial strife,
Perhaps if bowls row right, and Right succeeds,
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads !

As ye hae generous done, if a' the land

Would take the Muses' servants by the hand ;

Not only hear, but patronize, befriend them,

And where yejustly can commend, commend them;
And aiblins when they winna stand the test,

Wink hard and say the folks hae done their best!
Would a' theland do this, then | ‘Il he caition
Ye'll soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation,

W ill gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack,

And warsle Time, and lay him on his back!

For us and for our stage should ony spier,

' Whase aught thae chiels mak'sa' this bustle here?
My best leg foremost, | 'll set up my brow,

We have the honour to belong to you !

We're your ain bairns, €en guide us asyou like,
But like good mithers, shore before ye strike ;

And gratefu' still | hopeye'll ever find us,

For a the patronage and meikle kindness

We've got frae a' professions, sets and ranks:

God help us! we're but poor—ye'se get but thanks.

NEW YEAR'S DAY
A SKETCH
TO MRS. DUNLOP

THIS day, Time winds th' exhausted chain;
To run the twelvemonth's length again:

| see the old, bald-pated fellow,

W ith ardent eyes, complexion sallow,
Adjust the unimpair'd machine,

To wheel the equal, dull routine.
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The absent lover, minor heir,
In vain assail him with their prayer;
Deaf, as my friend, he seesthem press,
Nor makesthe hour one moment less.
Will you 'the Major's with the hounds,
The happy tenants share his rounds;
Coila's fair Rachel's care to-day,
And blooming Keith 's engaged with Gray)
From housewife cares a minute borrow—
That grandchild's cap will do to-morrow—
Andjoin with me a-moralizing:
This day's propitious to be wise in.

First, what did yesternight deliver?
" Another year is gone for ever !'
And what isthis day's strong suggestion ?
'The passing moment'sall werest on !"
Rest on—for what? what do we hear ?
Or why regard the passing year?
Will Time, amusd with proverb'd lore,
Add to our date one minute more?
A few days may—a few years must—
Repose usin the silent dust.
Then is it wise to damp our bliss ?
Y es—all such reasonings ar e amiss!
The voice of Nature loudly cries,
And many a message from the skies,
That something in us never dies:
That on this frail, uncertain state.
Hang matters of eternal weight:
That future life, in worlds unknown,
Must take its hue from this alone ;
Whether as Heavenly glory bright,
Or dark as Misery's woeful night.

Since then, my honor'd, first of friends,
On this poor being all depends,
Let usth' important Now employ,
And live as those who never die.
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Tho' you, with days and honourscrown'd,
Witness that filial circle round,

'A sight, life'ssorrows to repulse,

A sight, pale Envy to convulse,)

Others now claim your chief regard ;

Y ourself, you wait your bright reward.

PROLOGUE

SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES, ON NEW YEAR'S-DAY
EVENING, 1790

No song nor dance | bring from yon great city
That queens it o'er our taste—the more's the pity :
Tho', by-the-bye, abroad why will you roam ?
Good sense and taste are natives here at home :
But not for panegyric | appear,

| come to wish you all agood new-year!

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye,

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story :

The sage, grave, ancient, cough'd, and bade me say,
' You're one year older this important day.'

If wiser, too—he hinted some suggestion,
But'twould be rude, you know, to ask the question;
And with awould-be roguish leer and wink,

He bade me on you press this one word—'think !"

Y esprightly youths, quiteflushedwithhopeandspirit,
Who think to storm the world by dint of merit,

To you the dotard has a deal to say,

In hissly, dry, sententious, proverb way !

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle,
That the first blow is ever half the battle;

That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him,

Y et by the forelock isthe hold to catch him;

That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing,

Y ou may do miracles by persevering.

Last, tho' notleastin love, ye faithful fair,
Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care!
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To you old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow,
And humbly begsyou 'll mind theimportant NOW !
To crown your happiness he asks your leave,

And offers blissto give and to receive.

For our sincere, tho' haply weak, endeavours,
With grateful pride we own your many favours ;
And howsoe'er our tonguesmay ill reveal it,
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it.

TO JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ.

O, COULD I givethee India's wealth
As | thistrifle send !

Because thy joy in both would be
To share them with a friend.

But golden sands did never grace
The Heliconian stream;

Then take what gold could never buy—
An honest Bard's esteem.

TO THE SAME

BLEST be M'Murdo to his latest day!

No envious cloud o'ercast hiseveningray;
No wrinkle furrowed by the hand of care,
Nor ever sorrow add one silver hair !

O, may no son the father's honour stain,
Nor ever daughter give the mother pain.

SKETCH
INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. C. J. FOX

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite:

How virtue and vice blend their black and their white;
How genius, th' illustrious father of fiction,
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction—
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| sing: if these mortals, the critics, should bustle,
| care not, not | —let the critics go whistle!

But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory
At once may illustrate and honour my story.

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits;

Y et whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky
hits;

W ith knowledge so vast, and withjudgment so strong,

No man with the half of 'em €er went far wrong ;

With passions so potent, and fancies so bright,

No man with the half of 'em €er went quiteright;—

A sorry, poor misbegot son of the muses,

For using thy name offers fifty excuses.

Good L —d, what isman ! for as simple he looks,

Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ;

W ith hisdepthsand his shallows, his good and hisevil;
All in all he's a problem must puzzle the devil.

On hisone ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labours,
That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its

neighbours;

Mankind are his show-box—a friend, would you know
him?

Pull the string, ruling passon the picture will
show him.

W hat pity, in rearing so beauteous a system,
Onetrifling particular, truth, should havemissdhim;
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions,

Mankind is a science defies definitions.

Some sort all our qualities each to itstribe,

And think human naturethey truly describe;

Have you found this, or t' other? there's more in the
wind,

As by one drunken fellow his comrades you 'll find.

But such istheflaw, or the depth of the plan,

In the make of that wonderful creature, call'd man,

No two virtues, whatever relation they claim,

Nor even two different shades of the same,
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Though like as was ever twin brother to brother,
Possessing the one shall imply you 've the other.

But truce with abstraction, and truce with a muse,

Whose rhymes you'll perhaps, sir, ne'er deign to
peruse;

Will you leave your justings, your jars, and your
quarrels,

Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels?

My much-honoured Patron, believe your poor poet,

Your courage, much more than your prudence, you
show it.

In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you struggle,

He'll have them by fair trade, if not, he will smuggle;

Not cabinets even of kings would conceal them,

He'd up the back-stairs, and by G—d he would
steal ‘em ;

Then featslike SquireBilly'syou ne'er can achieve'em;

It is not, out-do him—the task is, out-thieve him !

ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788

FOR lordsor kings!| dinnamourn,

E'en let them die—for that they 're born !
But oh ! prodigious to reflec'!

A Towmont, Sirs, is gane to wreck !

O Eighty-eight, in thy sma' space

W hat dire events hae taken place !

Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us!

In what a pickle thou hast left us!

The Spanish empire'stint a head,

An' my auld teethless Bawtie's dead;
The tulzie's sair 'tween Pitt and Fox,
And our guid wife's wee birdie cocks;
Thetane is game, a bluidie devil,

But to the hen-birds unco civil:
Thetither's something dour o' treadin’
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden.

Q
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Y e ministers, come mount the poupit,
An' cry till yebehaersean' roupit,
For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weel,
An' gied ye a' baith gear an meal;
E'en mony a plack, and mony a peck,
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck!

Ye bonnie lasses, dight your €'en,
For some o' you haetinta frien';
In Eighty-eight, ye ken, was ta'en,
What ye'll ne'er hae to gie again.

Observe the very nowte an' sheep,
How dowff and dowie now they creep ;
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry,
For Embrugh wells are grutten dry.

O Eighty-nine, thou's but a bairn,

An' noowreauld, | hope, to learn!

Thou beardless boy, | pray tak care,

Thou now has got thy daddy's chair:

Nae hand-cuff'd, mizzl'd, half-shackl'd Regent,
But, like himsel, a full, free agent.

Be sure ye follow out the plan

Nae waur than he did, honest man !

As muckle better as ye can.

January 1st, 1789.

ELEGY
ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RUISSEAUX

Now Robin liesin his last lair,
He'll gabble rhyme, nor sing nae mair,
Cauld poverty, wi' hungry stare,

Nae mair shall fear him;
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care,

E'er mair come near him.
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To tell the truth, they seldom fash't him,
Except the moment that they crush't him :
For sune aschance or fate had hush't ‘em,
Tho' €er sae short,
Then wi' a rhyme or song he lasht 'em,
And thought it sport

Tho' hewas bred to kintra wark,
And counted was baith wight and stark,
Y et that was never Robin's mark
To mak aman ;
But tell him, he was learn'd and dark,
Yeroosd him than !

THE SLAVE'S LAMENT

IT was in sweet Senegal that my foes did me enthral,
For the lands of Virginia, ginia O:
Torn from that lovely shore, and must never see il
more;
And, alas! | am weary, weary O:
Torn from that lovely shore, and must never see it
more;
And, alas! | am weary, weary O.

All on that charming coast is no bitter snow and frost
Like thelands of Virginia, ginia O:
There streams for ever flow, and the flowers for
ever blow,
And, alas! | am weary, weary O:
There streams for ever flow, and the flowers fo
ever blow,
And, alas! | am weary, weary O.

Theburden | must bear, while the cruel scourge | fear
In the lands of Virginia, ginia O;
And | think on friends most dear, with the bitter
bitter tear,
And, alas! | am weary, weary O:
And | think on friends most dear, with the bitter
bitter tear,
And, alas! | am weary, weary O.
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VERSES TO JOHN RANKINE

ON HIS WRITING TO THE POET, THAT A GIRL IN THAT
PART OP THE COUNTRY WAS WITH CHILD BY HIM

| AM a keeper of the law

In some gna’ points, altho' not a';

Some people tell megin | fa',
Aeway or ither,

The breaking of ae point, tho' sma,
Breaks a' thegither.

| hae been in for't ance or twice,
And winna say o'er far for thrice,
Y et never met with that surprise
That broke my rest,
But now a rumour'sliketorise,
A whaup 'si' the nest.

ANSWER TO A POETICAL EPISTLE
SENT TO THE AUTHOR BY A TAILOR

WHAT ails ye now, ye lousie bitch,

To thresh my back at sc a pitch ?

L osh, man, hae mercy wi' your natch !
Your bodkin's bauld

| didna suffer half s.e much
FraeDaddieAuld.

What tho' at times when | grow crouse,
| gie the dames a random pousg,
Isthat enough for you to souse
Your servant se?
Gae mind your seam, ye prick-the-louse
An' jag-the-flae!
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King David o' poetic brief
Wrought 'mang the lasses sic mischief
Asfill'd his after life with grief,
An' bloody rants;
An' yet he'srank'd among the chief
O' lang-syne saunts.

And maybe, Tarn, for a' my cants,
My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants,
I 'l gie auld cloven Clootie's haunts
An unco slip yet,
An' snugly sit among the saunts
At Davie's hip yet!

But, fegs! the Session says | maun
Gae fa' upo' anither plan,
Than garrin lassies cowp the cran,
Clean heels owre body,
An' sairly thole their mither's ban
Afore the howdy.

This leads me on to tell for sport
How | did wi' the Session sort:
Auld Clinkum at theinner port
Cry'd threetimes—' Robin !
Come hither, lad, an' answer for't,
Ye're blamed for jobbin'!"

W' pinch | put a Sunday's face on,

An' snoov'd awa beforethe Session ;

| made an open, fair confession—
| scorn'd to lie;

An' syne Mess John, beyond expression,
Fell foul o' me.

A fornicator-loun he call'd me,
An' said my faut frae bliss expell'd me ;
| own'd the tale wastrue hetell'd me,
' But, what the matter ?
Quo' 1) | fear unless ye geld me,
I'll ne'er be better !"
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' Geld you ! 'quo’ he) an' what for no?
If that your right hand, leg, or toe
Should ever prove your sp'ritual foe,

Y ou should remember
'To cutitaif; an' what for no

Your dearest member ?'

'Na, na'quo'l), | 'm no for that,
Gelding's nae better than 'tis cat;
| 'd rather suffer for my faut
A hearty flewit,
As sair owre hip as ye can draw't;
Tho' | should rueit.

"Or, gin yelike to end the bother,

To please us a'—I 'vejust ae ither :

When next wi' yon lass | forgather,
Whate'er betide it,

I "1l frankly gie her't &' thegither,
An'let her guideit.’

But, Sir, this pleas'd them warst of &,
An', therefore, Tarn, when that | saw,
| said ' Guid night," an' cam awa’, "
An' left the Session;
| saw they were resolved a
On my oppression.

TO WILLIE CHALMERS'S SWEETHEART

MR. CHALMERS, aegentleman in Ayrshire, a particular
friend of mine, asked me to write a poetio epistle to a
young lady, his Dulcinea. | had seen her, but was scarcely
acquaintedwith her, and wrote asfollows'R. B.) :—

W i' braw new branksin mickle pride,
And eke a braw new brechan,

My Pegasus | 'm got astride,
And up Parnassus pechin;
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Whiles owre a bush wi' downward crush,
The doited beastie stammers;

Then up he gets, and off he sets,
For sake o' Willie Chalmers.

| doubt na, lass, that weel-kenn'd name
M ay cost a pair o' blushes;

| am nae stranger to your fame,
Nor his warm-urged wishes.

Y our bonnie face sae mild and sweet
His honest heart enamours,

And faith ye'll no be lost a whit,
Tho' waired on Willie Chalmers.

Auld Truth hersel might swear ye're fair,
And Honour safely back her,
And Modesty assume your air,
And ne'er a ane mistak her:
An' sc twa love-inspiring €'en
Might fire even holy palmers;
Nae wonder then they 've fatal been
To honest Willie Chalmers.

vV

| doubt na Fortune may you shore
Some mim-mou'd pouther'd priestie,
Fu' lifted up wi' Hebrew lore,
And band upon his breastie:
But O! what signifies to you
His lexicons and grammars:
The feeling heart's the royal blue,
And that'swi' Willie Chalmers.

'

Some gapin, glowrin, countralaird,
May warsle for your favour;

May claw his lug, and straik his beard,
And hoast up some palaver.
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My bonny maid, before ye wed
Sic clumsy-witted hammers,

Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp
Awawi' WillieChalmers.

W

Forgive the Bard! my fond regard
For ane that shares my bosom

Inspires my muse to gie m his dues,

' For de'il a hair | roose him.

M ay powers aboon unite you soon,
And fructify your amours,

And every year come in mair dear
Toyou and Willie Chalmers.

A BARD'S EPITAPH

Isthere a whim-inspireéd fool,

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule,

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snool ?
Lethim draw near;

And owre this grassy heap sing dool,
And drap atear.

Is there a bard of rustic song,
W ho, noteless, stealsthe crowds among,
That weekly thisareathrong?

O, passnot by!
But, with afrater-feeling strong,’

Here, heave a sigh.

Is there a man, whosejudgment clear

Can others teach the course to steer,

Y et runs, himself, life's mad career
Wild asthe wave ?

Her e pause—and, thro' the startingtear,
Survey this grave.
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The poor inhabitant below
Was quick to learn, and wise to know,
And keenly felt the friendly glow,

And softer flame,
But thoughtless follies laid him low,

And stain'd his name!

Reader, attend—whether thy soul
Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole,
Or darkling grubsthisearthly hole,
In low pursuit;
Know, prudent, cautious self-control
Is wisdom's root.

THE POETS PROGRESS
A POEM IN EMBRYO

THOU, Nature, partial Nature, | arraign;
Of thy caprice maternal | complain.

The peopled fold thy kindly care have found,
Thehorned bull, tremendous, spurnsthe ground ;
Thelordly lion has enough and more,
Theforesttrembles at hisvery roar;

Thou giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell,

The puny wasp, victorious, guards his cell.

Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour,

In all th' omnipotence of rule and power:

Foxes and statesmen subtile wiles ensure ;

Thecit and polecat stink, and are secure :
Toadswith their poison, doctorswith their drug,
The priest and hedgehog, in their robes, are snug :
E'en silly women have defensive arts,

Their eyes, their tongues—and nameless other parts.

But O thou cruel stepmother, and hard,

To thy poor fenceless, naked child, the Bard !
A thing unteachablein worldly skill,

And half an idiot too, more helpless still:

No heelsto bear him from the op'ning dun,
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun !

No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn,
And those, alas! not Amalthea'shorn ;
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No nerves olfact'ry, true to Mammon's foot,
Or grunting, grub sagacious, evil's root:
The silly sheep that wanders wild astray,

Is not more friendless, is not more a prey;
Vampyre-booksellers drain him to the heart,
And viper-critics cureless venom dart.

Critics | appall'd | venture on the name,
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame,
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes—
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose :

By blockhead's daring into madness stung,

His heart by wanton, causeless malice wrung,
His well-won bays—than life itself more dear—
By miscreants torn who ne'er one sprig must wear;
Foil'd, bleeding, tortur'd in th' unequal strife,
The hapless Poet flounces on thro' life,

Till, fled each hope that once his bosom fired,
And fled each Muse that glorious once inspir'd,
Low-sunk in squalid, unprotected age,

Dead even resentment for his injur'd page,

He heeds no more the ruthless critics rage.

So by some hedge the gener ous steed deceased,
For half-starved, snarling curs a dainty feast;
By toil and famine worn to skin and bone,

Lies, sensdless of each tugging bitch's son.
* k kk k%

A little, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight,
And still his precious self his dear delight;

W ho loves his own smart shadow in the streets,,
Better than €'er the fairest she he meets :

A man of fashion, too, he made his tour,
Learned Vive la bagatelle! et Vive I'amour !

So travelled monkeys their grimace improve,
Polish their grin—nay, sigh for ladies love.
Much specious lore, but little understood ;
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood :

His solid sense by inches you must tell,

But mete his cunning by the Scottish ell;
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend,

Still making work his selfjsh craft musf mend.
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* * * Crochallan came,

The old cock'd hat, the brown surtout—the same;
Hisgrisly beard just bristling in its might—

'Twas four long nights and days from shaying-night;
Hisuncomb'd, hoary locks, wild-staring thatch'd

A head, for thought profound and clear, unmatched ;
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was biting-rude,

His heart was warm, benevolent, and good.
*kkkk*%k

O Dulness, portion of thetruly blest!

Calm, shelter'd haven of eternal rest!

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes

Of Fortune'spolar frost, or torrid beams;

If mantling high shefillsthe golden cup,

With sober, selfish ease they sip it up;

Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve,
They only wonder 'some folks' do not starve !
The grave, sage hern thus easy picks his frog,

And thinks the mallard a sad, worthless dog.
When disappointment snaps the thread of Hope,
When thro' disastrous night, they darkling grope,
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear,

And just conclude that 'fools are Fortune's care';
So, heavy, passiveto the tempest's shocks,

Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox.

Not so theidle Muses mad-cap train,

Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain ;
In equanimity they never dwell,

By turnsin soaring Heaven, or vaulted Hell!

ON THE ILLNESS OF A FAVOURITE CHILD

Now health forsakes that angel face,
Nae mair my dearie smiles;

Pale sickness withers ilka grace,
An a' my hopes beguiles.

The cruel Powersreject the prayer
I hourly mak for thee!

Ye heavens, how great is my despair,
How can | see him die !—
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MONODY
ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE

How cold is that bosom which folly once fir'd,
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately
glisten' d !
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft tir'd,
How dull isthat ear which to flattery so listen'd !

If sorrow and anguish their exit await,

From friendship and dearest affection remov'd ;
How doubly severer, Maria, thy fate,

Thou diedst unwept, as thou livedst unlov'd.

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, | call not on you ;
So shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a tear :
But come, all ye offspring of Folly so true,
And flowerslet us cull for Maria'scold bier.

We 'll search through thegarden for each silly flower
We'll roam through the forest for each idle weed;
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower,
For npne €er approach'd her but ru'd therash deed.

We 'll sculpture the marble, we 'll measure the lay;
Here Vanity strumson her idiot lyre;

Therekeen Indignation shall dart on her prey,
W hich spurning Contempt shall redeem from hisire.

THE EPITAPH

Here lies, now a prey to insulting neglect,

W hat once was a butterfly, gay in life's beam :
W ant only of wisdom denied her respect,

Want only of goodness denied her esteem.
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LINES

SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD OFFENDED

T H E friend whom wild from wisdom's way,
The fumes of wine infuriate send;

"Not mpony madness more astray;)
Who but deplores that hapless friend ?

Mine wasth' insensate frenzied part!

Ah ! why should | such scenes outlive?
Scenes so abhorrent to my heart!

'Tis thine to pity and forgive.

ON MRS. RIDDEL'S BIRTHDAY
NOVEMBER 4TH, 1793

OL DWinter,with hisfrosty beard,
Thus once to Jove his prayer preferr'd—
"What have | done, of all the year,

To bear this hated doom severe?

My cheerlesssuns no pleasure know;
Night's horrid car drags dreary, sow ;
My dismal months no joys are crowning,
But spleeny English hanging, drowning.

' Now Jove, for once be mighty civil,

To counterbalance all this evil;

Give me, and | 've no more to say,

Giveme Maria'snatal-day !

That brilliant gift shall so enrich me,
Spring, Summer, Autumn cannot match me.'
"'Tisdone!' saysJove; so ends my story,
And Winter once rejoiced in glory.
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POEM
ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECTOR OP EXCISE

FRIEND of the Poet, tried and leal,
Wha, Wantlngthee might beg or steal
Alake! alake! the meikle dei

*Wi a hiswitches
Areat it, skelpin' ! jigand reel,

In my poor pouches!

| modestly fu' fain wad hint it,

That one ﬁound one, | sairly wantit;

If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it,
It would hekind ;

And while my heart".'i' life-blood daunted,
|'dbear'tin mind.

So may the Auld year gang out moaning
To se the New come, laden, groaning
W' double plenty o'er the loanin'
To thee and thineg;
Domestic peace and comforts crowning
The hale design.

POSTCRIPT

Ye've heard this whilehow |'ve been licket,
And by fell Death was nearly nicket;
Grim loun! he gat me by the fecket,
And sair me sheuk;
But by guid luck | lap a wicket,
And turn'd a neuk.

But by that health, | Ve got a share o't,
And by that life, | 'm promisd mair o't,
My hale and wedl | 'll tak' a care O't,
A tentier way:
Then farewed folly, hide and hair o't
For anceand aye!
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POETICAL INVITATION
TO MR. JOHN KENNEDY

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse

E'er bring you in by Mauchline Corse,

Lord, man, there's lasses there wad force
A hermit's fancy;

And down the gate, in faith, they 're worse,
And mair unchancy.

But, as|'m sayin', please 9ep to Dow's,
And tagte 9c gear as Johnnie brews,
Till somebit callan bring me news
That you arethere;
And if we dinna hae a bouze
I'senéer drink mair.

It'sno | liketo sit and swallow,
Then like a swineto puke and wallow ;
But gie mejust atrue good fallow,
wi' raght ingine,
And spunkie ance to make us mellow,
And then we'll shine.

Now, if ye'reane o' warld'sfolk,
Wharatethewearer by the cloak,
And sklent on povertythe|r joke,
bitter sneer,
Wi' you nofrlendsh|p will | troke
Nor cheap nor dear.

But if, as|'m informed wed,
Yehate, asill'sthe vera deil,
Theflinty heart that canna feel—
Come, Sir, here'staeyou !
Hae, there's my haun', | wiss ye wed,
And guid bewi' you.
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VERSES TO JOHN RANKINE

AE day, as Death, that gruesome carl,
Was driving to the tither warl'

A mixtieemaxtie motley squad,

And mony a guilt-bespotted lad ;

Black gowns of each denomination,

And thieves of every rank and station,
From him that wears the gar and garter,
To him that wintlesin a halter ;
Ashamed himsdl to see the wretches,

He mutters, glow'rin' at the hitches,
'‘By G—! Il not be seen behint them,
Nor'mang the sp'ritual core present them,
Without at least aehonest man

To grace this damned infernal clan.’

By Adamhill a glance he threw,

'L—d G—d !" quoth he, ' | have it now :
There'sjust theman | want, i' faith I"
And quickly stoppit Rankine's breath.

TO MRS. C—
ON RECEIVING A WORK OP HANNAH MORE'S

THOU flattering mark of friendship kind,
Still may thy p call to mind
The dear, the beauteous donor !
Though sweetly female every part,
Yet such a head, and more, the heart,
Doesboth the sexeshonour.
She show'd her taste refin'd and just
When she sdected thee,
Yet deviating, own | must,
For so approving me.
But kind still, I mind still
The giver in the gift,
| "Il bless her, and wiss her
A Friend aboon the Lift.
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TO MISS JESSY LEWARS, DUMFRIES
WITH A PRESENT OP BOOKS

THINE be the volumes, Jessy fair,

And with them take the poet's prayer—
That Fate may in her fairest page,
With every kindliest, best presage

Of future bliss, enrol thy name ;

With native worth, and spotless fame,
And wakeful caution still aware

Of ill—but chief, man's felon snare.
All blamelessjoys on earth we find,
And all the treasures of the mind—
These be thy guardian and reward ;

So prays thy faithful friend—the Bard,

THETARBOLTONLASSES

|F ye gae up to yon hill-tap,
Ye'll there see bonny Peggy;

She kens her faither is alaird,
And she forsooth's a leddy.

There Sophy tight, a lassie bright,
Besides a handsome fortune :

Wha canna win her in a night
Haslittleart in courtin'.

Gae down by Faile, and taste the ale,
And tak alook o' Mysie:

She's dour and din, a deil within,
But aiblins she may please ye.

If shebeshy, her sister try,
Ye'll maybe fancy Jenny,
Ifye'll dispense wi want o' sense-
She kens hersel she's bonny.
R



258 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

As ye gee u]p b;k/)yon hillside,
Spex in for bonny Bessy;

She'll gie ye a beck, and hid ye light,
And handsomdy address ye.

There's few sae bonnie, nane see guid,
Ina' King George dominion;

If ye should doubt thetruth o' this—
It's Bessy's ain opinion.

THE RONALDS OF THE BENNALS

IN Tarbolton, yeken, thereare proper young men,
And proper young lassssand a, man ;

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Bennals ?
They carry the gree fraethem a, man.

Their father'salaird, and wed he can spare't,
Braid money to tocher them &, man,

To proper young men, he'll clink in the hand
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man.

There'sanethey ca Jean, | 'll warrant yeve ssen
As bonny alass or as braw, man ;

But for ssnseand guid tasteshe'll viewi' thebet,
And a conduct that beautifies a', man.

The charms o' the min', the langer they shine,
Themair admiration they draw, man;

While peaches and cherries, and rosss and lilies,
They fade and they wither awa, man.

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak thisfraeafrien',
A hint o' arival or twa, man,

TheLaird o' Blackbyrewad gang through thefire,
If that wad entice her awa, man.

The Laird o' Braehead has been on his eed,
For mair than atowmond or twa, man ;

The Laird o' the Ford will straught on a board,
If he canna get at her at &, man.
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Then Annacomesin, the pride o' her kin,
The boast of our bachelors a', man ;

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete,
Shestealsour aftectionsawa, man.

I1f 1 should detail the pick and the wale
O' lasses that live here awa, man,

The fault wad be mine, if they didna shine
The sweetest and best o' them a'’, man.

| 10'e her mysel, but darena weel tell,
My poverty keeps mein awe, man,

For making o' rhymes, and working' at times,
Does little or naething at a, man.

Yet | wadna choose to let her refuse,
Nor hae't in her power to say na, man ;
For though | be poor, unnoticed, obscure,
My stomach's as proud as them a', man.

Though | cannaride in weel-booted pride,
And flee o'er the hillslike a craw, man,

| can haud up my head with the best o' the breed,
Though fluttering ever so braw, man.

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o' the best,
O' pairso' guid breeks | hae twa, man,

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps,
And ne'er awrang steek in them a’, man.

My sarks they are few, but five o' them new,
Twal' hundred, as white asthe snaw, man,

A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat;
There are no mony poets sae braw, man.

I never had frien's weel stockit in means,
To leave me a hundred or twa, man ;

Nae weel-tochered aunts, to wait on their drants
And wish them in hell for it a', man.

| never was cannie for hoarding o' money,
Or claughtin't together at a', man,

I'velittleto spend, and naething to lend,
But devil a shilling. | awe, man.
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POEM ON LIFE
ADDRESSED TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER

MY honour'd Colonel, deep | fed
Your interest in the Poet's weal:
Ah'! now ana heart hae | to sped
Thes Parnasaus,
Surrounded thus by bolus pill,
And potion glasss.

O what a canty warld wereit,
Would pain, and care, and sckness pareit;
And fortunefavour worth and merit
As they deserve,
And aye arowth, roast beef and claret;
Syne, whawad starve ?

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her,
And in paste gems and frippery deck her ;
Oh! flickering, feeble, and unsicker
I 'vefound her still:
Aye wavering likethe willow-wicker,
"Tween good and ill.

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Satan,
Watches, like baudrons by arattan,
Our sinfu' saul to get a claut on
Wi' fdonire;
Syne, whip ! histail ye'll néer cast saut on—
tie's aff like fire.

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it is nafair,
First shewing usthe tempting ware,
Bright wines and bonnie lassesrare,
To put usdaft;
Syne weave, unseen, the ider snare
O' Hell'sdamn'd waft.
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Poor M an, theflie, aft bizzes by,
And aft, as chance he comes thee nigh,
Thy damn'd auld elbow yeuks wi' f oy
And hellish pleasure,'
Already in thy fancy's eye,
Thy sicker treasure.

Soon, heels o'er gowdie, in he gangs,
And, like a sheep-head on a tangs,
Thy girnin laugh enjoys his pangs
Andmurderingwrestle,
As, dangling in the wind, he hangs
A gibbet's tassel.

But lest you think | am uncivil
To plagueyou with thisdraunting drivel,
Abjuring a intentions evil,
| quat my pen :
The Lord preserve us frae the Devil!
Amen! Amen!

AH, WOE IS ME, MY MOTHER DEAR
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PARAPHRASE OF JEREM AH, CHAPTERXV., VERSE 10

A H, woeisme, my mother dear!
A man of strife ye've born me:

For sair contention | maun bear;
They hate, revile, and scorn me.

| ne'er could lend on hill or band,
That five per cent, might blest me ;

And borrowing, onthetither hand,
The deil aane wad trust me.

Yetl, acoin-deniéd wight,
By Fortune quite discarded,;
Ye see how | am, day and night,
By lad and lass blackguarded !
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VERSES
INTENDED TO BE WRITTEN BELOW A NOBLE EARL'SPICTURE

WHOSE is that noble, dauntless brow ?
And whose that eye of fire? )
And whose that generous, princely mien

E'en rooted foes admire ?

Stranger ! tojustly show that brow,
And mark that eye of fire,

Would take His hand, whose vernal tints
His other works inspire.

Bright as a cloudless summer sun,
With stately port he moves;

His guardian seraph eyes with awe
The noble ward he loves.

Among the illustrious Scottish sons
That chief thou may'st discern;
Mark Scotids fond-returning eye-

It dwells upon Glencairn !

THE DISCREET HINT

" LASS, when your mither is frae hame,
May | but be se bauld
As come to your bower window,
And creep in frae the cauld ?
As come to your bower window,
And when it's cauld and wat,
Warm me in thy fair bosom—
Swest lass, may | do that ?

"Young man, gin ye should be se kind,
When our gudewife's frae hame,

As come to my bower window,
Whare | am laid my lane,
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To warm thee in my bosom—
Tak' tent, | ' |1 tell thee what,

The way to meliesthrough thekir k -
Y oung man, do ye hear that?'

A NEW PSALM
FOR THE CHAPEL OF KILMARNOCK

ON THE THANKSGIVING-DAY FOR HIS MAJESTY'S RECOVERY

O SING a new song to the Lord,
Make, all and every one,

A joyful noise even for the king,
Hisrestoration.

The sns of Belial in the land
Did st their heads together;

'Come, let us svep them off,” said they,
Likean o'erflowing river.

They =t their heads together, | say,
They st their heads together;

On right and left, and every hand,
We sw none to deliver.

Thou madest strong two chosen ones,
To quell the Wicked's pride;

That Young Man, great in Issachar,
Theburden-bearingtribe;

And him, among the Princes, chief
In our Jerusalem,

Thejudgethat's mighty in Thy law,
The man that fears Thy name.

Yet they, even they, with all their strength,
Began to faint and fail;

Even as two howling, ravenous wolves
Todogsdoturn their tail.
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The ungodly o'er thejust prevail'd,
For so Thou hadst appointed ;

That Thou might'st greater glory give
Unto Thine own anointed.

And now Thou hast restored our State,
Pity our Kirk also;

For she by tribulations
Is now brought very low.

Consume that high place Patronage,
From off Thy holy hill;

And in Thy fury burn the book—
Even ofthat man M ' Gill.

Now hear our prayers, accept our song,
And fight Thy Chosen's battle :

We seek but little, Lord, from Thee :
Thou kens we get as little.

ODE
ON THE DEPARTED REGENCY BI LL

DAUGHTER of Chaos doting years,
Nurse of ten thousand hopes and fears !
Whether thy airy, unsubstantial shade
'The rights of sepulture now duly paid)
Spread abroad its hideous form
On the roaring civil storm,
Deafening din and warring rage
Factions wild with factions wage ;
Or underground, deep-sunk, profound,
Among the demons of the earth,
With groans that make the mountains
shake,
Thou mourn thy ill-starr'd blighted birth;
Or in the uncreated Void,
Where seeds of future being fight,
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With lessen'd step thou wander wide

To greet thy mother—Ancient Night—
And as each jarring monster-mass is past,
Fond recollect what once thou wast.
In manner due, beneath this sacred oak,
Hear, Spirit, hear | thy presence | invoke!
By a monarch's heaven-struck fate,
By a disunited State,
By a generous Prince's wrongs,
By a Senate's strife of tongues,
By a Premier'ssullen pride,
Louring on the changing tide;
By dread Thurlow's powers to awe—
Rhetoric, blasphemy, and law;
By the turbulent ocean—
A Nation's commotion,
By the harlot-car esses
Of Borough addresses,
By days few and evil,
'Thy portion, poor devil!)
By Power, Wealth, and Show

'The gods by men adored),
By nameless Poverty

'Their Hell abhorred),
By all they hope, by all they fear,

Hear 1 and Appear !

Stare not on me, thou ghostly Power!
Nor. grim with chained defiance, lour:
No Babel-structure would | build
Where, Order exil'd from his native
sway,
Confusion may the Regent-sceptre wield,
Whileall would rule and none obey:
Go, to the world of man relate
The story of thy sad, eventful fate;
And call presumptuous Hopeto hear,
And bid him check his blind career;
And tell the sore-prest sons of Care,
Never, never to despair !
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Paint Charless gpead on wings of fire,

The object of his fond desre,

Beyond his boldest hopes, at hand ;

Paint all the triumph of the Portland Band ;
"Hark ! how they lift the joy-exulting voice,
And how their num'rous creditors rgoice !)
But just as hopes to warm enjoyment rise,
Cry Convalexcence! and thevision flies.

Then next portray a dark'ning twilight gloom,
Eclipsing sd a'gay, reoicing morn,
When proud Ambition to th' untimely tomb
By gnashing, grim, despairing fiends is
borne;
Paint Ruin, in the shape of high Dundas
Gaping with gidd?/ terror de the brow ;
In vain he druggles, the Fates behind him
press,
And damorous Hell yawns for her prey

beow.
How fallen that, whose pride late scaled the

kiedl

And this, like Lucifer, no moreto riseJ
Again pronounce the powerful word ;
See Day, triumphant from the night, restored.
Then know this truth, ye sons of men!

'‘Thus endsthy moral tale),
Your darked terrors may be vain,

Your brightest hopes may fail.

MOTTO PREFIXED TO THE AUTHOR'S
FIRST PUBLICATION

THE smple Bard, unbroke by rules of art,

He pours the wild &fudons of the heart;

And if inspired, 'tis Natur€'s pow'rs inspire;

Hersf.all the melting thrill, and hers the kindling
ire.
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ON GLENRIDDEL'S FOX BREAKING HIS
CHAIN

A FRAGMENT

THOU, Liberty, thou art my theme;

Not such asidle poets dream,

Who trick thee up a heathen goddess
That a fantagtic cap and rod has:

Such stale conceits are poor and silly;

| paint thee out, a Highland filly,

A sturdy, stubborn, handsome dapple,
As desk 'sa mouse, as round's an apple,
Thou when thou pleasest can do wonders;
But when thy luckless rider blunders,
Or if thy fancy should demur there,
Wilt break thy neck erethou go further.
These things premised, | sng—a Fox
Was caught among his native rocks,
And to adirty kennel chained,

How he hisli ert%/ regained.

Glenriddel! aWhigwithout a stain,

A Whigin principleand grain!

Couldst thou endave a free-born creature,
A native denizen of Nature ?

How couldst thou, with a heart so

'A better néer was duiced with blood),
Nail a poor devil to atree,

That néer did harm to thine or thee ?
The staunchest Whig Glenriddel was,
Quite frantic in his country's cause;

And oft was Reynard's prison passing,
And with his brother-Whigs canvassn
The Rights of Men, the Powers of

Women,
With all the dignity of Freemen.

Sir Reynard daily held debates
Of Princes, Kings, and Nations fates
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With many rueful, bloody stories

Of Tyrants, Jacobites, and Tories:

From liberty how angels fell,

That now are galley-daves in hell;

How Nimrod first thetrade began

Of binding Savery's chainson Man ;

How fell Semiramis—God damn her !

Did first with sacrilegious hammer
"Allillstill then weretrivial matters),
For man dethron'd forge henpeck fetters;
How Xerxes, that abandoned Tory,
Thought cutting throats was reaping glory,
Until the subborn Whigs of Sparta
Taught him great Nature sMagna Charta;
How mighty Rome her fiat hud'd
Redgless o er the bowing world,

And, kinder than they did desire,

Polish'd mankind with sword and fire;
With much too tediousto relate,

Of ancient and of modern date,

But ending still, how Billy Pitt

'Unlucky boy!), with wicked wit,
Hasgagg'd old Britain, drained her coffer,
As butchers bind and bleed a heifer.

Thus wily Reynard, by degress,

In kennel listening at his easg,

Suck'd in a mighty stock of knowledge,

As much as some folks at a College;

Knew Britain's rightsand constitution,

Her aggrandisement, diminution,

How fortune wrought us good from evil;

L et noman, then, desise the Devil,

Ash_who should say, 'l n€er can ned
im,

Since we to scoundres owe our freedom.

* %k %k %k %



ODE FOR WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY

TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ.

FOR

WRITER, EDINBURGH

MY godlikefriend—nay, do not stare,
You think the phrase is odd-like:
But ' God is Love,' the saints declare,

Then surey thou art god-like.

And isthy ardour still the same?
And kindled still at Anna ?

Othersmay boag a partial flame,
But thou art a volcano !

Ev'n Wedlock asks not love beyond
Death's tie-dissolving portal;

But thou, omnipotently fond,
May'st prornlselovelmmortal'

Thy wounds such healing powers defy,
Such symptoms dire attend them,

That lagt great antihectic try—
Marriage perhaps may mend them.

Sweet Anna hasan air—a grace,
Divine, magnetic, touching;

Shetalks she charms—but who can trace
Theproosof bewitching ?

ODE

269

GENERAL WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY

No Spartan tube, no Attic shell,
No lyre Eodlian | awake;

'Tis Liberty's bold note | swell,
Thy harp, Columbia, let metake!
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See gathering thousands, while | sing,
A broken chain exulting bring,
And dash it in a tyrant's face,
And dare him to hisvery beard,
And tell him he no moreis feared—
No more the despot of Columbia's race !
A tyrant's proudest insults brav'd,
They shout—a People freed! They hail an Empire
saved

Where is man's godlike form ?
Where isthat brow erect and bold—
That eye that can unmov'd behold
'The wildest rage, the loudest storm
That €er created fury dared to raise?
Avaunt! thou caitiff, servile, base
That tremblest at a despot's nod,
Yet, crouching under theiron rod,
Canst laud the hand that struck th' insulting blow !
Art-thou of man's Imperial line?
Dost boast that countenance divine ?
Each skulking feature answers, No !
But come, ye sons of Liberty,
Columbia's offspring, brave as free,
In danger's hour still flamingin the van,
Ye know, and dare maintain the Royalty of man!

Alfred! on thy starry throne,
Surrounded by the tuneful choir.
The bards that erst have struck the patriot lyre,
And roused the freeborn Briton's soul of fire,
No more thy England own !
Dare injured nations form the great design
To make detested tyrants bleed ?
Thy England execrates the glorious deed !
Beneath her hostile banners waving,
Every pang of honour braving,
England, in thunder calls,' Thetyrant'scauseismine !"
That hour accurst how did the fiends rejoice,
And hell,thro' all her confines, raisethe exalting voice,
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That hour which saw the generous English name
Linkt with such damned deeds of everlasting shame!

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among,
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song,
To thee | turn with swimming eyes ;
Where isthat soul of Freedom fied ?
Immingled with the mighty dead!
Beneath the hallow'd turf where Wallace lies!
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death!
Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep;
Disturb not ye the hero's sleep,
Nor give the coward secret breath.
I's this the power in Freedom's war,
That wont to bid the battle rage ?
Behold that eye which shot immortal hate,
Crushing the despot's proudest bearing,
That arm which, nerv'd with thundering fate,
Brav'd usurpation's boldest daring !
One quench'd in darkness, like the sinking star,
And one the palsied arm of tottering, powerless age.

LOVE FOR LOVE

ITHERS seek they ken na what,
Features, carriage, and a' that;
Gie me loove, in her | court,
Loove to loove maks a' the sport.

L et loove sparkle in her €e,

L et her lIo'e nae man but me;
That's the tocher gude | prize,
There the luver's treasure lies.
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THE LAMENT
'FOR PRINCE CHARLES EDWARD STUART

AFAR the illustrious Exile roams,
, Whom kingdoms on this day should hail;
An inmate in the casua shed,
On transent pity's bounty fed,
Haunted by busy memory's bitter tale!
Beads of the forest have their savage homes,
But he, who should |m|E)|er|aI purple wear,
Ownsnot thelap of earth whereresshis royal head !
Hiswretched refuge, dark despair,
Whileravening wrongs, and woes pursue,
And digant far the faithful few
Who would his sorrows share.
Falseflatterer, Hope, away!
" Nor think to lureusasin days of yore;
We solemnise this sorrowing natal day,
To prove our loyal truth—we can no more,
And, owning Heaven's mysterious sway,
Smelssve low adore.
Y e honoured, mighty Dead,
Who nobly perished in the glorious cause
Your King, your Country, and her laws,
From great Dundee, who smiling Victory led,
And fell amart?/r inher arms,
"What breast of northern |cebut warmsl)
Tobold Balmerino's undying name,
Whose soul of fire, lighted at Heaven's high flame,
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim:
Not unrevenged your fate shall lie,
It only lags, the fatal hour,
Your blood shall, with incessant cry,
Awakeat lagt th' ungparing Power;
Asfrom the diff, with thundering course,
The s ruin smokes along
Wi ith doubling speed, and gathering force,
Till dempit, crushing, whelmsthe cottagein thevale;
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So Vengeance' arm, ensanguin'd, strong,
Shall with resistless might assail,
Usurping Brunswick's pride shall lay,
And Stuart's wrongs, and yours, with tenfold weight,

repay.

Perdition, baleful child of night!
Rise and revenge the injur'd right
Of Stuart's royal race :
Lead on the unmuzzled hounds of hell,
Till all the frighted echoestell
Theblood-notes of the chase'!
Full on the quarry point their view,
Full on the base usurping crew,
Thetools of faction, and the nation's curse !
Hark, how the cry grows on the wind ;
They leave the lagging gale behind,
Their savage fury, pitiless, they pour;
With murdering eyes already they devour;
See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey,
His life one poor, despairing day,
Where each avenging hour still ushers in a worse !
Such havoc, howling all around,
Their utter ruin bring;
The base apostatesto their God,
Or rebels to their King,

TOTHEOWL

|
SAD bird of night, what sorrows call thee forth,
To vent thy plaints thus in the midnight hour ?
Is it some blast that gathersin the north,
Threat'ning to nip the verdure of thy bow'r ?

I
Isit, sad owl, that Autumn strips the shade,
And leaves thee here, unshelter'd and forlorn ?
Or fear that Winter will thy nest invade?
Or friendless Melancholy bids thee mourn ?
s
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Shut out, lone bird, from all thefeather'd train,
Totell thy sorrowsto th' unheeding gloom ;

No friend to pity when thou dost complain,
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy home.

[\

Sing on, sad mourner! | will blessthy strain,
And pleasd in sorrow listen to thy song :
Sing on, sad mourner; to the night complain,
While the lone echo wafts thy notes along.

Vv

Is beauty less, when down the glowing cheek
Sad, piteous tears, in native sorrowsfall ?

Lesskind the heart when anguish bids it break ?
Less happy he who liststo Pity's call ?

VI

Ah no, sad owl! nor isthy voiceless sweet,
That Sadnesstunesit, and that Griefisthere;
That Spring'sgay notes, unskill'd, thou canst repeat;
That Sorrow bids thee to the gloom repair.

Vil

Nor that the treble songsters of the day
Arequite estrang'd, sad bird of night! from thee;
Nor that the thrush deserts the ev'ning spray,
When darkness calls thee from thy reverie—

Vil

From some old tow'r, thy melancholy dome,
While the grey walls, and desert solitudes,

Return each note, responsive to the gloom
Of ivied coverts and surrounding woods:

IX

There hooting, | will list more pleasd to thee
Than ever lover to the nightingale;

Or drooping wretch, oppressed with misery,
Lending his ear to some condoling tale.
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HAIL, Poesie! thou nymph reserv'd !

In chase o' thee, what crowds hae swerv'd

Frae common sense, or sunk ennerv'd
'Mang heaps o' clavers;

And och ! owre aft thy joes hae starv'd,
'Mid a' thy favours!

Say, lassie, why thy train amang,
While loud the trump's heroic clang,
And sock or buskin skelp alang
To death or marriage;
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang
But wi' miscarriage?

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives;

Eschylus' pen Will Shakspeare drives;

Wee Pope, the knurlin, till him rives
Horatian fame;

In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives
Even Sappho's flame.

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches ?

They 're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches;

Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches
O' heathen tatters:

| pass by hunders, nameless wretches,
That ape their betters.

In this braw age o' wit and lear,
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair
Blaw sweetly in its native air

And rural grace;
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share

A rival place?

Yes ! thereis ane; a Scottish callan—
There's ane; come forrit, honest Allan !
Thou need najouk behint the hallan,
A chiel sae clever,
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tantallan,
But thou's for ever!
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Thou paintsauld Naturetothe nines,

In thy sweet Caledonian lines;

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtlestwines,
Where Philomel,

While nightly breezes swveep the vines,
Her griefs will tell;

In gowany glensthy burnie strays,
W her e bonnie lases bleach their claes;
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes,
Wi' hawthorns grey,
Wher eblackbirdsjoin the shepherd'slays
At do= o' day.

Thyrural lovesare Nature'ssel;

Nae bombast gpates o' nonsense swell;

Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell
O' witchin' love;

That charm that can the srongest quell,
The sternest move.

TO A KISS

HUMID seal of soft affections,
Tend'rest pledge of future bliss,

Dearest tie of young cpnnections,
Lovesfirst snow-drap, virgin kiss.

Speaking silence, dumb confesson,
Passon'shirth, and infants play,
Dove-like fondness, chaste concesson,

Glowing dawn of brighter day.

Sorrowingjoy, adieu'slast action,
Whenling'ringlipsnomoremustjoin;

W hat words can ever speak affection
Sothrillingand sincereasthine!
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DELIA
AN ODE

FAIR the face of orient day,

Fair the tints of op'ning rose ;
But fairer still my Delia dawns,
More lovely far her beauty blows

Swest the lark's wild-warbled lay,
Swest the tinkling rill to hear;
But, Delia, more délightfuj still,
Steal thine accents on mine ear.

The ilower-enamour'd busy bee,
The rosy banquet lovesto SJ) ;
Swedt the streamlet's limpid lapse
To the sun-brown'd Arab's lip;—

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips

Let me, no vagrant insect, rove!

O, let me gteal one liquid kiss !

For, O ! my soul is parch'd with love!

VERSES
ON THE DESTRUCTION OF THE WOODS NEAR DRUMLANRIG

As on the banks o' wandering Nith,
Ae smiling smmer-morn | stray'd,
And traced its bonnie howes and haughs,
Wherelinties sang and lambkins play'd,
| sat me down upon a craig,
And drank my fill o' fancy's dream,
When, from the eddying deep below,
Uprose the genius of the stream.
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Dark, likethe frowning rock, his brow,
And troubled like his wintry wave,

And deep, as sughs the boding wind
Amang hlseavathesgh he gave—

'"And came ye here, my son,' hecried,
'To wander in my birken shade?

To muse some favourite Scottish theme,
Or sing some favourite Scottish maid ?

"There was atime, it's nae lang syne,
Ye might hae seen me in my pride,
When a my banks see bravely saw
Their woody picturesin my tide;
When hanging beach and spreadlng elm
ed my Sream see clear and cool;
And dstately oaks their twisted arms
Threw broad and dark acrossthe pool;

vV

* When glinting, through the trees, appear'd
The wee white cot aboon the mill,

And peacefu’ rose its ingle reek,
That dowly curléd up the hill.

But now the cot is bare and cauld,
Itsbranchy shelter'slost and gane,

And scarce a stinted birk is left
To shiver in the blagt its lane!

Vv

" Alas!" sad I, what ruefu' chance
Hastwin'd ye o' your stately trees?
Has laid your rocky bosom bare?
Has strlpB d the cleeding o' your braes ?
Was it the bitter eastern blast,
That scatters bllght in earl sprmg
Or wast the wil' fire scorch'd their boughs
Or canker-worm wi' secret sting?'
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Vi

' Nae eastlin blast,’ the spritereplied; -
' It blew na here ssefierceand fell,
And on my dry and halesome banks
Nae canker-worms get leave to dwell:
Man 1 cruel man !" the genius sigh'd—
As through the cliffs he sank him down—
'The worm that gnaw'd my bonnie trees,
That reptile wears a ducal crown !'

THEHERON BALLADS
BALLAD |
'HERE'S HERON YET FOR A' THAT.

WHOM will you send to London town
To Parliament an' @ that?

Or whain & the country round
The best deserves to fa that ?

For a that, and a that,

Thro' Galloway and a that;
Whereisthelaird or belted knight
That best deserves to fa' that?

Wha sees Kerroughtree's open yett,
And whais't never saw that?

Whaever wi' Kerroughtree met
And has a doubt of & that ?

For & that, and a that,
Here's Heron yet for &' that |
The independent patriot,
The honet man, and a that.
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Tho' wit and worth in either sex,
St. Mary's Isle can shaw that;
Wi' dukes an' lords let Selkirk mix,
And weel does Selkirk fa' that.
For & that,an' a' that,
Here's Heron yet for a' that
Theindependent commoner
Shall be the man for a' that.

[\

But why should we to noblesjouk ?
And it's against the law that;
For why, a lord may be a gouk
W' ribbon, star, an' a' that.
For a' that, an' a' that,
Here's Heron yet for a' that i
A lord may be a lousy loun,
W i' ribbon, star, an' a' that.

'

A beardless boy comes o'er the hills,
Wi' uncle'spursean' a' that;
But we'll hae ane frae 'mang oursels,
A man we ken, an' a' that.
For a' that, an' a' that,
Here's Heron yet for a' that!
For we're not to be bought an' sold
Like naigs, an' nowt, an' a' that.

VI

Then let us drink—the Stewartry,
Kerroughtree's laird, an' a' that,
Our representative to be,
For weel he's worthy a' that.
For a' that, an' &' that,
Here's Heron yet for a' that!
A House of Commons such as he,
They wad be blest that saw that.
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BALLAD 11
THE ELECTION
TUNE—Fy, let usa' to the bridal,

1

FY , letusa' toKirkcudbright,
For there will be bickerin there;

For Murray's light horse are to muster,
And O, how the heroes will swear !

And therewill be Murray, commander,
And Gordon, the battle to win;

Like brothers, they'll stand by each other,
Sae knit in alliance and kin.

And there will be black-nebbit Johnnie,
The tongue o' thetrump to them a';
An' he get na hell for his haddin',
The deil gets najustice ava;
Andtherewill be Kempleton's birkie,
A boy no sae black at the bane,
But, as for his fine nabob fortune,
We'll €en let the subject alane.

And there will be Wigton's new sheriff;
Dame Justice fu' brawlie has sped;
She's gotten the heart of a Bushby,
But, Lord ! what's become o' the head ?
And there will be Cardoness, Esquire,
Sae mighty in Cardoness' eyes,
A wight that will weather damnation,
For the devil the prey would despise.

IV

And there will be Kenmure, sae generous!
Whose honour is proof to the storm;

To save them from stark reprobation,
He lent them his name to the firm.
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But we winna mention Redcastle,
The body, €en let him escape!
He'd venture the gallows for siller,

An' 'twere nathe cost o' the rape.

v

And where is our king's lord-lieutenant,
See famed for his gratefu' return ?
The billie isgtetti ng his questions,
To say in St. Stephen's the morn.
And therewill be Douglases doughty,
New-christening towns far and near :
Abduring their democrat doings,
By kissing thetail of a peer.

Vi

And there will be lads o' the gospel,
Muirhead, wha's as guid as he's true;
And there will be Buittle's apostle,
Wha's mair o' the black than the blue.
And therewill befolk frae St. Mary's,
A house o' great merit and note,
The deil ane but honours them highly,—
The deil ane will gie them his vote !

VIl

And there will be wealthy young Richard,
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck;
For prodigal, thriftless, bestowing,
His merit had won him respect.
And therewill berich brother nabobs,
Though nabobs, yet men of the first,
And there will be Collieston's whiskers,
And Quintin, o' lads not the warst.

VIl

And there will be stamp-office Johnnie,
Tak tent how ye purchase a dram;

And there will be gay Cassencarrie,
And therewill be gleg Colonel Tarn;
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And there will be trusty Kerroughtree,
Whase honour was ever his law ;

If the virtues were pack'd in a parcel,
Hisworth might be sample for d.

IX

And can we forget the auld Major,
Wha'll n€'er be forgot in the Greys?

Our flattery we'l | keep for someiither,
Himonly it'sjusticeto praise.

And there will be maiden Kilkerran,
AndalsoBarskimming'sguid knight,

And there will be roaring Birtwhistle,
Whaluckily roarsintheright.

X

And there, frae the Niddisdale border,
Will mingle the Maxwells in droves;

Teugh Jockie, staunch Geordie, and Walie,
That griens for the fishes and loaves.

And therewill be Logan M'Dowall,
Sculduddery and he will be there ;

And asothewild Scot o' Galloway,
Sodgering, gunpowder Blair.

Xl

Then hey the chaste interest o' Broughton,
And hey for the blessings 'twill bring !
It may send Balmaghie to the Commons,
In Sodom 'twould makehim aking;
And hey for the sanctified Murray,
Our land whawi' chapels has stored;
He founder'd his horse amang harlots,
But gied theauld naigtothe Lord.
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BALLAD 111
AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG
TUNE—Buy broomBesoms.

WHA will buy my troggin,
Fine election ware;
Broken trade o' Broughton,
A'in high repair.
Buy braw troggin
Fraethe banks o' Deg;
Wha wants troggin
Let him come to me.

There's a noble Earl's
Fame and high renown,
For an auld san%—
It's thought the gudes were stown.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here's the worth o' Broughton
In a needle's e'e;
Here's a reputation
Tint by Balmaghie.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here's an honest conscience
Mi %ht aprince adorn ;
Frae the downs o' Tinwald—
' Sae was never born.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here's the stuff and lining;
0' Cardoness head;
Fine for a sodger
A' the wale o' lead. )
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here's alittle wadset
Buittle's scrap o' truth,
Pawn'd in a gin-sho
Quenching holy drouth.
Buy braw troggin, etc.
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Here'sarmorial bearings
Fraethe manse o' Urr ;
The crest an auld crab-apple,
Rotten at the core.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here is Satan's picture,
Likeabizzard gled,
Pouncing poor Redcastle
Sprawlin' like ataed.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Here's the worth and wisdom
Collieston can boast;
By a thievish midge
They had been nearly lost.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Hereis Murray's fragments
O' the ten commands;
Gifted by black Jock
To get them aff his hands.
Buy braw troggin, etc.

Saw ye €'er dc troggin ?
1fto buy ye're slack,
Hornie'sturnin' chapman,—
He'll buy a' the pack.
Buy braw troggin
Frae the banks o' Dee;
W ha wants troggin
L et him cometo me.

BALLAD IV

JOHN BUSBY'S LAMENTATION

'TWAS in the seventeen hunder year
o' Chrigt, and ninety-five,

That year | was the waest man
O' ony man alive.
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In March, the three-and-twentieth day.
The sun raise clear and bright;

But O, | was awaefu' man
Ere toofa o' the night.

Y erl Galloway lang did rule thisland,
W' equal right and fame,

And thereto was his kinsman join'd
The Murray's noble name !

Y erl Galloway lang did rule the land
Made me thejudge o' strife;

But now yerl Galloway's sceptre's broke,
And eke my hangman's knife.

Twas by the banks o' bonny Dee,
Beside Kirkcudbright towers,
The Stewart and the Murray there

Did muster @ their powers.

The Murray on the auld grey yaud,
Wi ' winged spursdid ride,

That auld grey yaud, yea, Nid'sdale rade,
He staw upon Nidside.

An' there had been the yerl himsel,
O there had been nae play;

But Garlies was to London gane,
And s the kye might stray.

And there was Balmaghie, | ween,
In the front rank he wad shine;

But Balmaghie had better been
DrinkingMadeirawine.

Frae the Glenken came to our aid
A chief o' doughty deed,

In case that worth should wanted be,
O' Kenmure we had need.

And there se ?rave Squire Cardoness
Look'd on till @ was done ;

Sae, in the tower o' Cardoness,
A howlet sits at noon.
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And thereled | the Bushys a
My gamesome Billy Will,

And my son Maitland, wise as brave,
My footsteps followed still.

The Douglas and the Herons name,
We st nought to their score:

The Douglas and the Herons name
Had felt our weight before.

But Douglases o' weight had we,
Bajr o' trusty lairds,
For building cot-houses sae fam'd,
And christening kail-yairds.

And by our bannersmarch'd Muirhead,
And Buittle was na dack ;

Whose haly priesthood nane can stain,
For wha can dye the black ?

EPISTLES

FIRST EPISTLE TO DAVIE
A BROTHER POET

| January, 17&4.
WHILE winds frae off Ben Lomond blaw,
And bar the doorswi' driving snaw,
And hing us owre the ingle,
| s&t me down to passthetlme
And spin averse or twa o' rhyme,
In hamely westlin' jingle.
Whilefrosty winds biaw in the drift,
Ben to the chimla lug,
| grudge a wee the great folks gift,
That live ;e Men an' snug:
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| tent less, and want less
Their roomy fire-side;
But hanker and canker
To gee their curséd pride.

1"
It's hardly in a body's pow'r
To keep, at times, frae being sour,
To se how things are shar'd ;
How best o' chiels are whilesin want,
While coofs on countless thousands rant,
And ken na how to wair 't;
But, Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head,
Tho' we hae little gear,
We're fit to win our daily bread,
Aslang's we're hale and fier:
"Mair spier na, nor fear na,’'
Auld age ne'er mind a feg,
The last 0't, the warst o't,
Is only but to beg.

Toliein kilns and barns at €'en,
When banes are craz'd, and bluid isthin,
I's, doubtless, great distress!
Y et then content could make us blest;
Ev'n then, sometimes, we 'd snatch a taste
Of truest happiness.
The honest heart that's free frae a'
Intended fraud or guile,
However fortune kick the ba',
Hasaye some cause to smile:
And mind still, you 'll find still,
A comfort this nae sma'’;
Nae mair then, we'll care then,
Nae farther can we fa'.

vV

What tho', like commoners of air,
We wander out we know not where,
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But either house or hal' ?
Y et Nature's charms, the hills and woods,
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods,
Arefreealiketoall.
In days when daisies deck the ground.
And blackbirds whistle clear,
W ith honestjoy our hearts will bound
To see the coming year:
On braes when we please, then,
We'll sit an' sowth atune:
Synerhymetill't, we'll timetill't,
And sing't when we hae done.

\
It'snoin titlesnor in rank:
It'snoin wealth like Lon'on bank,
To purchase peace and rest:
It'snoin makin' muckle mair;
It's noin books, it's noin lear,
To make ustruly blest;
I f happiness hae not her seat
And centrein the breast,
We may be wise, or rich, or great,
But never can be blest:
Nae treasures, nor pleasures,
Could make us happy lang:
The heart ay's the part ay
That makes us-right or wrang.

A

Think ye, that sc asyou and |,

Whadrudgeand drive thro' wet and dry,
W' never-ceasing toil;

Think ye, are we less blest than they

W ha scarcely tent usin their way,
Ashardly worth their while?

Alas ! how oft in haughty mood,
God's creatures they oppress !

Or else, neglecting a' that's guid,
They riot in excess!

T
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Baith cardess, and fearless
Of either heav'n or hell!

Esteeming and deeming,
Ita anidletale!

VIl

Then let us cheerfu' acquiesce;
Nor makeour scanty pleasuresless,
3/ pining at our state;
even should mla‘ortunes come,
I here wha sit, hae met wi' some,
An'sthankfu' for them yet.
They gie the wit of age to youth;
They let us ken oursel;
e% make us e the naked truth,
ereaJ guid and ill.
Tho' losses, and crosses,
Bele&onsnght svere,
There's wit there, ye'll getthere
Ye'll find nae other where.

VI

But tent me, Davie, ace 0' hearts!
'To say aught less wad wrang the cartes,
And flatt'ry | detest,)
This life hasjoys for you and I;
And joysthat riches n€er could buy:
And joysthe very best.
There'sa' the pleasures o' the heart,
Thelover an thefrien’;
Y e hae your Me? your dearest part,
And | my darling Jean!
It warms me, it charms me,
To mention but her name :
It heatsme, it bestsme,
And stsmea’ on flame!

IX

O, all ye pow'rswho rule above !
O Thou, whose very sef art love !
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Thou know'st my words sincere !
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart,
Or my more dear immortal part,

Is not more fondly dear !

When heart-corroding care and grief

Deprive my soul of rest,

Her dear idea brings relief
And solaceto my breast.
Thou Being, All- seeing,
O hear my fervent prayr !
Still take her, and make her
Thy most pecu||ar care !

X

Allhail! yetender feelings dear !
The smile of love, the friendly tear,
The sympathetlc glow!
Long since, thisworld's thorny ways
Had number'd out my weary days,
Had it not been for you !
Fate still has blest me with afriend,
Inevery care and il | ;
And oft amore endearing band,
A tie moretender still.
It lightens, it brightens
The tenebrific scene,
To meet with, and greet with
My Davie or my Jean !

Xl

O, how that name |nsp|res my style!
The words come skel pin', rank and file,
Amaist before | ken'!
The ready measure rins as fine
As Phoebus and the famous Nine
Were glowrin owre my pen.
Sf)awet Pegasus will limp,
ill ance he's fairly het;
And then he'll hilch and stllt, and jimp,
An'rinanunco fit:
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But lest then, the beast then,
Should ruethis hasty ride,

I "Il light now, and dight now
His sweaty, wizen'd hide.

SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE

A BROTHER POET
AULD NEIBOR,

| 'm three times doubly o'er your debtor,
For your auld-farrant frien'ly letter:
Tho" | maun say't, | doubt ye flatter,
Ye ek sefair,
For my puir, silly, rhymin' clatter
Some less maun sair.

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle;
Lang may your ebuck jink an' diddle,
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle

O' war'ly cares,
Till bairns bairnskindly cuddle

Your auld grey hairs.

But Davie, lad, | 'm redeye'reglaikit;
| 'm tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit;
An' gifit's sae ye sud be licket
Until yefyke;
Sic haun's as you sud ne'er befaiket,
Behain't whalike.

For me, 1'm on Parnassus brink,
Rivin the words to gar them clink;
Whylesdaez't wi' love, whylesdaez't wi' drink,
Wi'jads or Masons,
An' whyles, but ay owrelate, | think
Braw sober lessons
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Of a' thethoughtlesssonso' man,
Commen' me to the Bardie clan;
Except it be some idle plan

O' rhymin' clink—
The devil haet that | sud ban !—

They ever think.

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livin',
Nae cares to gie usjoy or grievin';
But just the pouchie put the nieve in,

An' while ought's there
Then hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin',

An' fash nae mair.

Leeze me on rhyme! it's aye a treasure,
My chief, amaist my only pleasure,
At hame, a-fiel', at wark, or leisure,
The Muse, poor hizzie!
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure,
She's seldom lazy.

Haud to the Muse, my dainty Davie:
The warl' may play you mony a shavie; .
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye,
Tho' €er sae puir,
Na, even though limpin' wi' the spavie
Frae door to door.

EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH

' Friendship ! mysterious cement of the soul!
Sweet'ner oflife, and solder of sometyl
I owe thee much |— BLAIR.

DEAR SMITH, the slee'st, paukie thief,
That €er attempted stealth or rief,
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef

Owre human hearts;
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief

Against your arts.
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For me, | swear by sun an' moon,
And ev'ry star that blinks aboon,
Ye've cost me twenty pair of shoon
Just gaun to see you;
And ev'ry ither pair that's done,
Mair ta'en |'mwi' you'

That auld capricious carlin, Nature,

To mak amends for scrimpit stature,

She's turn'd you aff, a human creature
On her first plan ;

And in her freaks, on every feature
She'swrote, ‘'The Man.'

Just now | 've ta'en the fit o' rhyme,
My barmie noddle's working prime,
My fancy yerkit up sublime
Wi' hasty summon:
Hae ye a leisure moment's time
To hear what's comin'?

Some rhyme a neibor's name to lash;
Some rhyme 'vain thought!) for needfu' cash ;
Some rhyme to court the countra clash,
An' raiseadin;
For me, an aim | never fash;
I rhyme for fun.

The star that rules my luckless lot,
Has fated me the russet coat,
An' damn'd my fortune to the groat;
But in requit,
Has blest me wi' a- random shot
O' countra wit.

This while my notion's ta'en a sklent,
To try my fate in guid, black prent;
But still, the mair | 'm that way bent,
Something cries ' Hoolie !
| rede you, honest man, tak tent!
Ye'll shaw your folly.
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'There's ither poets much your betters,

Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters,

Hae thought they had ensur'd their debtors,
A' future ages,

Now moths deform in shapeless tatters
Their unknown pages.'

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs,

To garland my poetic brows!

Henceforth I 11 rove where busy ploughs
Are whistlingthrang,

An' teach the lanely heights an' howes
My rustic sang.

I "1l wander on, wi' tentless heed

How never-halting moments speed,

Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ;
Then, all unknown,

I "1l lay me with th' inglorious dead,
Forgot and gone !

But why o' death begin atale?

Just now we're living sound and hale,

Then top and maintop crowd the sail,
Heave Care O'er side !

And large, before Enjoyment's gale,
Let'stak thetide.

Thislife, sae far's | understand,

Isa' enchanted fairy-land,

Where Pleasure is the magic wand,
That, wielded right,

Maks hours like minutes, hand in hand,
Dance by fu' light.

The magic wand then let us wield ;
For, ance that five-and-forty 's speel'd,
See crazy, weary, joyless Eild,
Wi' wrinkled face,
Comes hostin, hirplin, owre the field,
W i' creepin' pace.
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When ancelife's day draws near the gloamin,
Then fareweel vacant cardlessroamin';
An' fareweel cheerfu' tankards foamin',
An' socia noise;
An' fareweel, dear deluding Woman !
Thejoy of joys!

O Life! how pleasant is thy morning,

Y oung Fancy' s rays the hills adorning !

Cold-pausing Caution's lesson scorning,
We frisk away,

Like school-boys, at th' expected warning,
Tojoy an' play.

We wander there, we wander here,
We eye the rose upon the brier,
Unmindful that the thorn is near,
Among the leaves;
And tho' the puny wound aﬂpear,
Short while it grieves.

Some, lucky, find aflow'ry spot,
For which they never toil'd nor swat;
They drink the sweet and eat the fat,
But care or pain ;
And, haply, eye the barren hut
With high disdain.

With steady aim some Fortune chase ;
Keen Hope does ev'ry sinew brace;
Thro' fair, thro' foul, they urge the race,
And seize the prey:
Then cannie, in some cozie place,
They close the day.

And others, like your humble servan',
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin’;
Toright or left, eternal swervin',
They zigzag on;
Till curstwith age, obscure an' starving
They aften groan.
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Alas! what bitter toil an' straining—
But truce with peevish, poor complaining !
Is fortune's fickle Luna waning ?
E'en let her gang !
Beneath what light she has remaining,
Let's sing our sang.

My pen | herefling to the door,
And kneel, ye Pow'rs! and warm implore,
' Tho' | should wander terra o'er,

In all her climes,
Grant me but this, | ask no more,

Ay rowth o' rhymes.

' Gie dreeping roasts to countra lairds,
Till icicles hing frae their beards;
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-guards,
And maids of honour!
And yill an' whiskey gie to cairds,
Until they sconner.

" A title, Dempster meritsit;
A garter gieto Willie Pitt;
Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit,
In cent, per cent.,
But gie me real, sterling wit,
And |'m content.

" While ye are pleasd to keep me hale,
| 'l sit down o'er my scanty meal,
Be't water-brose, or muslin-kail,

W i' cheerfu' face,
As lang's the Muses dinna fail

To say the grace!

An anxious €e | never throws

Behint my lug, or by my nose;

| jouk beneath Misfortune's blows
As weel 's | may ;

Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose,
I rhyme away.
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O ye douce folk, that live by rule,
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm an' cool,
Compar'd wi' jou—O fool! fool! fool!
How much unlikel
Your hearts arejust a standing pool,
Your lives a dyke !

Nae hair-brain'd, sentimental traces,
In your unlettered, nameless faces i
In arioso trills and graces

Ye never stray,
But, gravissimo, solemn basses

Ye hum away.

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye're wise;
Nae ferly tho' ye do despise
The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys,
Therattling squad:
| see you upward cast your eyes—
Ye ken the road.

Whilst | —but | shall baud methere—
Wi' you | 'll scarce gang onywhere:
Then, Jamie, | shall say nae mair,
But quit my sang,
Content wi' you to mak a pair,
Whare'er | gang.

EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK
AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD

April 1st, 1785.
WHILE briers an' woodbines budding green,
An' paitricks scraichin loud at €'en,
An' morning poussie whiddin seen,
Inspire my Muse,
This freedom in an unknown frien'
| pray excuse.
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On Fasten-e'en we had a rockin,
To ca' the crack and weave our stockin';
And there was muckle fun an' jokin',
Ye need na doubt.
At length we had a hearty yokin'
At sang about.

There was ae sang, amang the rest,

Aboon them a' it pleasd me best,

That some kind husband had addrest
To some sweet wife :

It thirl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast,
A' to the life.

| 've scarce heard ought describ'd sae weel.

What gen'rous, manly bosoms 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 mefidgin-fainto hear't,

And sae about him there | spier't,

Then a' that ken't him round declar'd
He had ingine,

That nane excell'd it, few cam near't,
It was sae fine.

That set him to a pint of ale,
An' either douce or merry tale,
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himsel,
Or witty catches:
'Tween Inverness and Teviotdale,
He had few matches.

Then up | gat, an' swoor an aith,
Tho' | should pawn my pleugh and graith,
Or die a cadger pownie's death,
At some dyke-back,
A pint an' gill 1'd gie them baith
To hear your crack.
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But, first an' foremost, | should tell,
Amaist as soon as | could spell,
| to the crambo-jingle fell,

Tho' rude and rough :
Y et crooning to a body's sel,

Does weel enough.

| am nae poet, in a sense,
Butjust a rhymer, like, by chance,
An' hae to learning nae pretence,
Y et, what the matter ?
Whene'er my Muse does on me glance,
I jingle at her.

Your critic-folk may cock their nose,

And say, ' How can you €'er propose,

Y ou, wha ken hardly verse frae prose,
To mak asang?

But, by your leaves, my learned foes,
Ye're maybe wrang.

What's @' your jargon o' your schools,
Your Latin names for horns an' stools;
If honest Nature made you fools,
W hat sairs your grammars?
Ye'd better ta'en up spades and shools,
Or knappin-hammers.

A set o' dull, conceited hashes,

Confuse their brainsin college classes !

They gang in stirks, and come out asses,
Plain truth to speak;

And syne they think to climb Parnassus
By dint o' Greek !

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire !

That's @' thelearning | desire;

Then, though | drudgethro' dub and mire
At pleugh or cart,

My Muse, though namely in attire,
May touch the heart.
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O for a spunk o' Allan's glee,

Or Fergusson's, the bauld an' slee,

Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be,
I f1 can hit it.

That would be lear enough for me,
If 1 could get it!

Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow,
Tho' real friends, | b'lieve, are few,
Yet, if your catalogue be fu',
I'se no insist,
But gif yewant a friend that'strue—
I "'m on your list.

| winna blaw about mysel;
Asill | like my fautsto tell;
But friends an' folk that wish me well,
They sometimes roose me ;
Tho' | maun own, as mony still
Asfar abuse me.

There's ae wee faut they whiles lay to me !

| like the lasses—Gude forgie me !

For mony a plack they wheedle frae me,
At dance or fair ;

May be some ither thing they gie me
They weel can spare.

But Mauchline race, or Mauchline fair,
| should be proud to meet you there ;
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care,
If we forgather,
An' hae a swap o' rhymin'-ware
W' ane anither.

The four-gill chap, we'se gar him clatter,

An' kirsen him wi' reek in water;

Syne we 'll sit down an' tak our whitter,
To cheer our heart;

An' faith, we'se be acquainted better
Before we part.



302 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

Awa ye sfish war'ly race,
Wha think that havins, sense, an' grace,
EV'N love an' friendship, should give place
To catch-the-plack!
| dinna like to se your face,
Nor hear your crack.

But ye whom social pleasure charms,
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms,
Who hold your being on the terms,

' Each aid the others,'
Come to my bowl, come to my arms,

My friends, my brothers!

But, to conclude my lang epistle,
As mP/ auld pen's worn tothe grisde ;
Twa lines frae you wad gar me fisde,
Who am, most fervent,
While | can either sing, or whisde,
Your friend and servant.

SECOND EPISTLE TO LAPRAIK

April 214, 1785.
WHILE new-cad kye rowte at the stake,
An' powniesreek in pleugh or braik,
This hour on €enin's edge | take,
Toown | 'm debtor
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik,
For thiskind letter.

Forjesket sair, wi' weary legs,

Rattlin' the corn out-owretherigs,

Or dealingthro' amang the naigs
Their ten hours bite,

My awkwart Muse sair pleadsand begs
| would nawrite.
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The tapetless, ramfeezl'd hizzie,

She's saft at best, an' something lazy,

Quo' she, Ye ken, we' ve been sae busy,
This month and mair,

That, trouth, my head is grown right dizzy,
And something sair.'

H er dowff excuses pat me mad :
' Conscience,' says |, ' yethowlessjad !
I 'lIl write, an' that a hearty blaud,
This vera night;
So dinna ye affront your trade,
But rhyme it right.

' Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts,
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes,
Roose you sae weel for your deserts,

In terms sae friendly ;
Yet ye 'll neglect to shaw your parts,

An' thank him kindly?"

Sae | gat paper in a blink,
And down gaed stumpie in the ink :
Quoth I, ' Before | sleep a wink,

Ivowl "Ilcloseit;
An' if ye winna mak it clink,
By Jove, | 'll proseit!’

Sae | 've begun to scrawl, but whether

In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither,

Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither,
L et time mak proof;

But | shall scribble down some blether
Just clean aff-loof.

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp,
Tho' fortune use you hard an' sharp;
Come, Kittle up your moorland harp
Wi' gleesome touch!
Ne'er mind how Fortune waft and warp ;
She's but a bitch.
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She's gi'en me mony ajirt an' fleg,

Sin' | could striddle owrearig;

But, by the Lord, though | should beg
Wi' lyart pow,

I "Il laugh, an' sing, an' shake my leg
Aslang's| dow !

Now comes the sax and twentieth simmer,
| 've seen the bud upo' the timmer,
Still persecuted by the limmer
Frae year to year ;
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer,
I, Rob, am here.

Do ye envy the city gent,
Behint a kist to lie an' sklent,
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent.
An' muckle wame,
In some bit brugh to represent
A bailie's name?

Or is't the paughty, feudal thane,
W' ruffled sark an' glancing cane,
Wha thinks himsel nae sheepshank bane,
But lordly stalks,
While caps and bonnets aff are taen,
As by he walks?

' O Thou wha gies us each guid gift!
Gieme 0 wit an' sense a lift,
Then turn me, if Thou please, adrift,
Thro' Scotland wide;
W' cits nor lairds | wadna shift,
Ina' their pride.

Wer e this the charter of our state,

"On pain o' hell berich an' great,’

Damnation then would be our fate
Beyond remead,;

But, thanksto Heav'n, that's no the gate
We learn our creed.
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For thustheroyal mandateran,
When first the human race began :
The socia, friendly, honest man,
Whate'er he be,
'Tis hefulfils great Nature's plan,
And nonebut he!"

O mandate, glorious and divine'!

The ragged followers o' the Nine,

Poor, thoughtless devils! yet may shine
In glorious light,

While sordid sons 0 Mammon's line
Aredark asnight.'

Tho' herethey scrape, an' squeeze, an' growl,
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul
May in some future carcase howl,
The fores's fright;
Or in some day-detesting owl
May shun the light.

Then may Lapraik and Burnsarise,
To reach their native, kindred skies,
And sing their pleasures, hopes, an' joys,
In some mild sphere,
Still doser knit in friendship's ties
ach pasing year!

THIRD EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK

September 13th, 1785.
GUID sped an' furder to you, Johnny,
Guid health, hale han's an' weather bonny;
Now when ye 're nickin down fu' canny
The gaff o' bread,

May yen€er want a soup o' bran'y
To clear your head.
U
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M ay Boreas never thresh your rigs,
Nor kick your rickles aff their legs,
Sendin' the stuff o'er muirs an' haggs
Likedrivin' wrack;
But may the tapmast grain that wags
Come to the sack.

| 'm bizzie too, an' skelpin' at it,

But bitter, daudin showers hae wat it,

Sae my auld stumpie pen | gat it
Wi' mucklewark,

An' took my jocteleg an' whatt it,
Like ony clark.

It's now twa month that | 'm your debtor,
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter,
Abusin' me for harsh ill nature
On holy men,
While deil a hair yoursel ye're better,
But mair profane.

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells,

L et'ssing about our noble sdls;

We 11l cry naejads frae heathen hills
To help, or roose us,

But browster wives an' whiskey stills,
They are the Muses.

Your friendship, sir, | winna quat it,
An',ifyemak objectionsatit,
Then hand in nieve some day we 'll knot it,
An' witness take,
An' when wi' usquabae we've wat it
I't winna break.

But if the beast and branks be spar'd
Till kye be gaun without the herd,
An' a' thevittel intheyard.

An' theekit right,
I mean your ingle-side to guard

Ae winter night
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Then Muse-inspirin' agua-vitae
Shall make us baith sae blythean' witty.
Till yeforget ye're auld an' gatty,
An' be as canty
As ye were nine year less than thretty,
Sweet ane an' twenty !

But stooks are cowpet wi' the blast,
An' now the sinn keeks in the west,
Then | maun rin amang the rest
An' quat my chanter ;
Sae | subscribe myself in haste
Yours, RAB THE RANTFR.

EPISTLE TO WILLIAM SIMPSON, OCHILTREE

May 1735.

| GAT your letter, winsome Willie;
Wi' gratefu' heart | thank you brawlie;
Tho' | maun say't, | wad be silly,
And unco vain,
Should | believe, my coaxin' billie,
Your flatterin' strain.

But | 'se believe ye kindly meant it,
| sud be laith to think ye hinted
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented
On my poor Musie;
Tho' in sc phraisin' terms ye've penn'd it,
| scarce excuse ye.

My senseswad bein acreel,
Should | but dare a hope to spesl,
Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbertfield,

The braes o' fame;
Or Fergusson, the writer chiel,

A deathless name.
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(O Fergusson! thy glorious parts
Il suited law's dry, musty arts!
My curse upon your whunstane hearts,
Y e E'nbrugh gentry!
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes
Woad stow'd his pantry!)

Y et when atale comes i’ my head,
Or lasses gie my heart a screed,
As whiles they re like to be my dead
'O sad disease!)
| kittle up my rustic reed ;
It gies me ease.

Auld Coila, now, may fidgefu' fain,
She's gotten poets 0" her ain,
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain,
But tune their lays,
Till echoes & resound again
Her weel-sung praise-

Nae poet thought her worth his while,
To set her name in measur'd style;
She lay like some unkenned-of isle
Beside New Holland,.
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil
Besouth Magellan.

Ramsay an' famous Fergusson

Gied Forth an' Tay alift aboon ;

Yarrow an' Tweed, to mony a tune,
Owre Scotland rings,,

Whilelrwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon,
Naebody sings.

Th' lllissus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine,
Glide sweet in mony atunefu' line!
But, Willie, set your fitto mine,
An' cock your crest!
We'll gar our streams and burnies shine
Upwi' thebes.
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We'll sing Auld Coila's plains an' fells,
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells,
Her banks an' braes, her dens an' dells,
Whereglorious Wallace
Aft bare the gree, as story tells,
Frae Southron billies.

At Wallace' name, what Scottish blood

But boils up in a spring-tide flood!

Oft have our fearless fathers strode
By Wallace' side,

Still pressing onward, red-wat shod,
Or glorious died.

O, sweet are Coila's haughs an' woods,
When lintwhites chant amang the buds,
Andjinkin hares, in amorous whids,
Their loves enjoy,
While thro' the braes the cushat croods
With wailfu' cry!

Ev'n winter bleak has charmsto me

W hen winds rave thro' the naked tree;

Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree
Arehoary gray:

Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee,
Dark'ning the day!

O Nature! a' thy shewsan' forms,

To feelrng, pensive hearts hae charms !

Whether the summer kindly warms,
Wi' life an' light,

Or winter howls, in gusty storms,
Thelang, dark night!

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her,
Till by himsel helearn'd to wander,
Adown some trotting burn's meander
An' nothink lang;
O sweet to stray an' pensive ponder
A heart-felt sang |
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The war'ly race may judge an' drive
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an' strive—
Let me fair Nature's face descrive,

Andl, wi'pleasure,
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive

Bum owre their treasure.

Fareweel, my rhyme-composing brither!
We've been owre lang unkennd to ither:
Now let uslay our heedsthegither,

In love fraternal;
May Envy wallop in a tether,

Black fiend, infernal!

While Highland men hate tolls an' taxes;
While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies,
While terra firma on her axis

Diurnal turns,
Count on afriend, in faith an' practice,

In ROBERT BURNS.

POSTSCRIPT
My memory's no worth a preen :
| had amaist forgotten clean
Ye bade me write you what they mean
By this 'New Light,’
'‘Bout which our herds see aft hae
Maist liketo fight.

In days when mankind were but callans;

At grammar, logic, and sic talents,

They took nae pains their speech to balance,
Or rules to gie,

But spak their thoughtsin plain, braid Lallans,
Like you or me.

In thae auld times, they thought the moon,
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon,
Wore by degrees, till her last roon

Geed past their viewin',
An' shortly after she was done,

They gat a new ane.
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This passd for certain—undisputed :
It n€'er cam i' their heads to doubt it,
Till chielsgat up an' wad confuteit,
And cdd it wrang;
An' muckle din there was about it,
Baith loud an' lang.

Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the Beuk,
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk;
For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk,
An' out o' sight,
And backlins comin', to the leuk
She grew mair bright.

This was denied—it was affirm'd;

The herds and hissels were alarm'd;

The reverend grey-beards raved an' stormed,
That beardiess laddies

Should think they better were informed
Than their auld daddies.

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks;
Frae words an' aiths to clours an' nicks;
An' mony afalow gat hislicks
W' hearty crunt;
An' some, to learn them for their tricks,
Were hanged and brunt.

This game was played in monie lands,

And "Auld-Light" caddies bure sic hands,

That faith, the youngsters took the sands
Wi' nimble shanks,

The lairds forbade, by strict commands,
Sic bluidy pranks.

But 'New-Light' herds gat sc a cowe,
Folk thought them ruined stick-an-stowe,
Till now, amaist on every knowe
Ye'll find ane placed;
An' sometheir 'New-Light' fair avow
Just quite barefaced.
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Naedoubt the'Auld-Light' flocksarebleatin’;
Their zealous herds are vexed an' sweatin';
Mysel, | 've even san them greetin

Wi' girnin spite,
To hear the moon sa sadly lied on

By word an' write.

But shortl?/ they will cowe the louns!
Some ' Auld-Light' herdsin neebor towns
Aremind't, in thingsthey ca' balloons,
Totak aflight,
An' say a month amang the moons,
An' s=them right.

Guid observation they will giethem ;
An' when theauld moon'sgaun tolea'ethem,
Thehindmog shaird, they'll fetch it wi' them,
Justi' their pouch,
An' when the' New-Light' billies sethem,
I think they'll crouch!

Sae, ye obsrvethat &' this clatter
Isnaethin% but a' moonshine matter';
But though dull prose-falk L atin splatter
Inlogictulzie,
| hope we bardies ken some better
Than mind sc brulzie.

EPISTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH
ENCLOSING A COPY OF HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER

September 17th, 1786.
WHILE at the ook the shearers cow'r
To shun the bitter blaudin show'r,
Or ingulravagerinnin' scowr
To passthetime,
Toyou | dedicate the hour
Inidlerhyme.



EPISTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH 313

My Musie, tir'd wi' mony a sonnet
On gown, an' ban', and douse black bonnet,
Is grown right eerie now she's done it,

Lest they should blame her,
An' rouse their holy thunder on it

And anathem her.

| own 'twas rash, an' rather hardy,
That I, asi mple,_countr&/ bardie,
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy,
Wha, if they ken me,
Can easy, wi' a single wordie,
Louse Hell upon me.

But | gae mad at their grimaces,

Their sighin', cantin' grace-proud faces,

Their three-mile prayers, an hauf-mile graces,
Their raxin conscience,

Whase greed, revenge, an' pride disgraces
Waur nor their nonsense.

There's Gawn, miscat waur than a beast,
Wha has mair honour in his breast
Than mony scores as guid's the priest
Whasae abust him.
An' may a bard no crack hisjest
What way they've use't him?

See him, the poor man's friend in need,
The gentleman in word an' deed,
An' shall his fame an' honour bleed

By worthless skellums,
An' not a Muse erect her head

To cowe the blellums?

O, Pope, had | thy satire's darts,
To gie the rascas their deserts,
I'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts,
An' tell aoud,
Their jugglin' hocus-pocus arts
To cheat the crowd.
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God knows, | 'm no the thing | shou'd be,
Nor am | even the thing | could be,
But twenty times, | rather would be
An atheist clean
Than under gospel colours hid be,
Juist for a screen.

An honest man may like a glass,

An honest man may like a lass,

But mean revenge, an' malice fause
He'll still disdain,

An' then cry zeal for gospel laws,
Like some we ken.

They takereligion in their mouth ;

They talk o' mercy, grace, an' truth,

For what!—to gie their malice skouth
On some puir wight,

An' hunt him down, o'er right, an' ruth,
To ruin streight.

All hail, Religion ! maid divine!
Pardon a Muse sae mean as mine,
Who, in her rough imperfect line,
Thus daurs to name thee,
To stigmatise false friends of thine
Can ne'er defame thee.

Tho' blotch't an' foul wi' mony a stain,

An' far unworthy of thy train,

With trembling voice | tune my strain
Tojoin with those

Who boldly daur thy cause maintain
In spite o' foes:

In spite o' crowds, in spite 0' mobs,
In spite o' undermining jobs,
In spite o' dark banditti stabs
At worth an' merit,
By scoundrels, even wi' holy robes,
But hellish spirit.
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O Ayr ! my dear, my native ground,
Within thy presbyterial bound,
A candid lib'ral band isfound
Of public teachers,
As men, as Christians too, renown'd,
An' manly preachers.

Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ;

Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ;

An' some, by whom your doctrine's blam'd
(Which gies ye honour),

Ev'n, sir, by them your heart's esteem'd,
An' winning manner.

Pardon this freedom | have ta'en,
An' if impertinent | 've been,
Impute it not, good sir, in ane
Whase heart ne'er wrong'd ye,
But to his utmost would befriend
Ought that belang'd ye.

EPISTLE TO JOHN GOLDIE, KILMARNOCK
ONTHEPUBLICATION OP HISESSAYS

O GOUDIE ! terror o the Whigs,
Dread o' black coats and rev'rend wigs,
Sour Bigotry, on her last legs,

Girnin, looks back,
Wishin' the ten Egyptian plagues

W ad seize you quick.

Poor gapin', glowrin Superstition!

Waesme! she'sin asad condition;

Fie! bring Black-Jock, her state physician.'
To see her water.

Alas ! there's ground o' great suspicion
She 'll ne'er get better.
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Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple,

But now she'sgot an uncoripple;

Haste, gie her name up i' the chapel,
Nigh unto death;

See, how she fetches at the thrapple,
An' gaspsfor breath !

Enthusiasm's past redemption,

Gane in a gallopin consumption,

Not a' the quacks, wi' @' their gumption,
Can ever mend her.

Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption
Death soon will end her.

'Tisyou and Taylor are the chief
Wha are to blame for this mischief,
But gin the Lord's ain folks gat leave,
A toom tar-barrel,
An' twared peatswad send relief,
And end the quarrel.

For me, my skill's but very sma,

And skill in prose | 've nane ava;

But quietlenswise, between us twa,
Weel may ye speed !

And tho' they sud you sair misca,
Ne'er fash your head.

E'en swingethe dogs, and thresh them sicker !
The mair they squeel aye chap the thicker:
And still 'mang hands a hearty bicker

O' something stout!
It gars an owther's pulse beat quicker,

And helpshiswit.

There's naething like the honest nappy;
Whare'll ye €er see men sae happy,
Or women sonsie, saft, and sappy,
"Tween morn and morn,
Asthem wha like to taste the drappie,
Inglassor horn?
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I've ssen me daez't upon atime,
| scarce could wink or see a styme;
Just ae hauf-mutchkin does me prime,
'Ought lessislittle),
Then back | rattle on therhyme,
As gleg's a whittle.

EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS

O ROUGH, rude, ready-witted Rankine,
Thewale o' cocks for fun and drinkin'!
There's mony godly falks are thinkin'
Your dreams and tricks
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin',
Straught to auld Nick's.

Ye hae s.e mony cracks an' cants,
And in your wicked, drucken rants,
Yemak adevil 0' the saunts,
An' fill them fou;
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants,
Area senthrough.

Hypocrisy, in mercy gareit!

That holy robe, O dinna tear it!

Spare't for their sakes wha aften weer it,
Theladsin black !

But your curst wit, when it comes near it,
Rives't aff their back.

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye're skaithing;
It'sjust the blue-gown badge an' claithing
O' saunts. tak that, ye lea'e them naething
To ken them by,
Frae ony unregenerate heathen
Like you or I.
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I've sent you here some rhyming ware,
A' that | bargain'd for, an' mair ;
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare,
I will expect
Yon sang, ye'll sen't wi' cannie care,
And no neglect.

Tho' faith, sma' heart hae | to sing !
My Muse dow scarcely spread her wing !
| 've play'd mysel a bonnie spring,
An' danc'd my fill!
| 'd better gaen an' sair't the king,
At Bunker's Hill.

'Twas ae night lately, in my fun,
| gaed arovin' wi' the gun,
An' brought a paitrick tothegrun',
A bonnie hen,
And, asthe twilight was begun,
Thought nane wad ken.

The poor wee thing was little hurt;

| straikit it a wee for sport,

Ne'er thinkin' they wad fash me for 't;
But, deil-ma-care!

Somebody tells the Poacher-Court
The hale affair.

Some auld, usd hands had taen a note,
That sic ahen had got a shot;
| was suspected for the plot:
| scorn‘'d tolie;
So gat the whissle 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,
| vow an' swear !

T he game shall pay o'er moor an' dale,
For this, neist year.
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Assoon'stheclockin-timeisby,
An' the wee pouts begun to cry,
L—d, | ' haesportin' by an' by,
For my gowd guinea:
Tho' | should herd the buckskin kye
For 't in Virginia.
Trowth, they had mucklefor to blame!
‘Twas neither broken wingnor limb,
But twa-three chaps about the wame
Scarcethro' the feathers;
An' baith a yellow Georgeto claim,
An' tholetheir blethers!

It pits me ay as mad's a hare;
So | can rhymenor write nae mair;
But pennyworths again isfair,
When time's expedient:
Meanwhile | am, respected Sir,
Your mog obedient.

EPISTLE
TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ., MAUCHLINE

RECOMMENDING A BOY

MOSGAVILLE, May 3rd, 1786
|

| HOLD it, Sir, my bounden duty

To warn you how that Master Tootie,
Alias, Laird M'Gaun,

Was hereto hireyon lad away

'Bout whom ye gpak thetither day,
An' wad hae done't aff han':

But lest helearn the callan tricks,
As, faith, | muckle doubt him,

Likescrapin' out auld CrumnuVsnicks,
An'tellm' liesabout them:
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Aslievethen, I'd havethen,
Your clerkship he should sair,
| f soe be, ye may be
No fitted otherwhere.

I
Altho' | say't, he's gleg enough,
An' 'bout ahousethat'srudean' rough,
The boy might learn to swear;
But then wi' you, he'll be ssetaught,
An' get Sc fair example straught,
| hae na ony fear.
Ye'll catechise him every quirk,
An' shorehim wed wi ' Hell';
An' gar him follow tothe kirk—
Aye when ye gang yoursdl.
If yethen, maun bethen
Frae hamethis comin' Friday ;
Then please, Sir, tolea'e, Sir,
Theorderswi' your lady,

My word of honour | hae gien,
In Paidey' John's, that night at €'en,
To meet the ' warld'sworm?;
Totrytoget thetwato gree,
An' namethe aides an' thefee,
In legal modean' form:
| ken he wed a snick can draw,
When ssimple bodies let him;
An'if aDevil beat &,
In faith he's sureto get him.
To phrase you, an' praise you,
Yeken your Laureat scorns:
Thepray'r still, your sharestill,
Of grateful MINSTREL BURNS-
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EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND
May, 1786.

I LANG hae thought, my youthfu' friend,
A something to have sent you,

Tho' it should serve nae other end
Than just a kind memento ;

But how the subject-theme may gang,
Let time and chance determine;

Perhaps it may turn out a sang,
Perhaps, turn out a sermon.

Ye'll try the world fu' soon, my lad,
And, Andrew dear, believe me,

Ye'll find mankind an unco squad,
And muckle they may grieve ye :

For care and trouble set your thought,
Ev'n when your end 'sattained;

And a' your views may come to nought,
Where ev'ry nerve is strained.

I 'll no say, men are villains a';
Thereal, harden'd wicked,

W ha hae nae check but human law,
Areto a few restricked:

But, och ! mankind are unco weak,
An' littleto be trusted;

If self the wavering balance shake,
It'srarely right adjusted!

v

Y et they wha fa' in fortune's strife,
Their fate we should na censure,
For still, th' important end of life
They equally may answer;
X
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A man may hae an honest heart,
Tho' poortith hourly starehim;
A man may tak a neibor'spart,
Y et hae nae cash to gpare him.

\

Ayefree, aff han' your story tell,
When wi' abosom crony ;

But still keep something to yoursdl
Ye scarcely tell to ony.

Conceal yoursd, aswed 's ye can
Fraecritical dlssection;

But keek thro' ev rgyother man,
Wi' sharpened, dy |nspect|on

The sacred lowe 0 wed—placed love,
Luxuriantlyindulgeit;

But never temptth' illicit rove,
Tho' naething should d|vulge|t

| waive the quantum o' the sin,
The hazard of concealing;

But, och ! it hardensa’ within,
An' petrifiesthefeeling !

VI

To catch Dame Fortun€'s golden smile,
Assduous wait upon her ;

And gather gear by ev'ry wile
That'sjustified by honour;

Not for to hideit in a hedge,
Nor for atrain-attendant;

But for the glorious privilege
Of being independent’

Vil

Thefear o' hell's a hangman's whip

Tohaud thewretch in order;

But where ye feel your honour grip,
L et that aye be your border:
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I'ts slightest touches, instant pause—
Debar a' side pretences '.

And resolutely keep its laws,
Uncaring consequences.

IX
The great Creator to revere
Must sure become the creature;
But still the preaching cant forbear,
And ev'n therigid feature:
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range,
Be complaisance extended;
An atheist laugh's a poor exchange
For Deity offended !

X

When ranting round in pleasure'sring,
Religion may be blinded;

Or if she gie a random sting,
It may belittle minded ;

But when on life we 're tempest-driv'n,
A conscience but a canker—

A correspondence fix'd wi' Heav'n
Is sure a noble anchor !

Xl

Adieu, dear, amiable youth !
Your heart can ne'er be wanting !
May prudence, fortitude, and truth
Erect your brow undaunting !
In ploughman phrase, ' God send you speed,’
Still daily to grow wiser:
And may you better reck the rede
Than ever did th' adviser |

EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOGAN
HAIL, thairm-inspirin', rattlin® Willie!
Though Fortune'sroad be rough and hilly
To every fiddling, rhyming billie,

We never heed,
But take it like the unback'd filly,
Proud o' her speed.
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When idly goavin whyles we saunter,

Yirr, fancy barks, awa we canter,

Up hill, down brae, till some mischanter,
Some black bog-hole,

Arrests us, then the scathe an' banter,
We're forc'd to thole.

Hale be your heart! hale be your fiddle!
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle,
To cheer you through the weary widdle
O' this vile warl",
Until you on a cummock driddle
A grey-hair'd carl.

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon,
Heav'n send your heart-strings aye in tune,
And screw your temper-pins aboon,

A fifth or mair,
The melancholius, lazie croon

O' cankrie care!

May still your life from day to day

Nae' lente largo' in the play,

But 'allegretto forte,' gay
Harmonious flow:

A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey—
Encore! Bravo!

A' blessins on the cheery gang,
Whadearly likeajig or sang,
An' never think o' right an' wrang
By square an' rule,
But asthe clegs o' feeling stang
Are wise or fool!

My hand-wal'd curse keep hard in chase
The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race,
W ha count on poortitn as disgrace—
Their tuneless hearts!
M ay firesidediscordsj ar abase
Toa' their parts!
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But come—your hand, my careless brither—
I'th" ither warl', if there'sanither—
An' that thereis, | 've little swither
About the matter,
We cheek for chow shall jogthegither,
| 's2 ne'er bid better.

We 've faults and failings—granted clearly,
We're frail backsliding mortals merely,
Eve's bonny squad, priests wyte them sheerly,
For our grand fa';
'But still—but still—I likethem dearly—
God blessthem a'!

Ochon'! for poor Castalian drinkers,

When they fa' foul o' earthlyjinkers,

The witching, curs'd, delicious blinkers
Hae put me hyte,

And gart me weet my waukrife winkers
W i' girnin spite.

But by yon moon !—and that'shigh swearin'—
An' every star within my hearin'!
An' by her €en wha was a dear ane !
I ‘Il ne'er forget;
| hope to gie thejads a clearin’
In fair play yet.

My loss | mourn, but not repent it,

| 'll seek my pursie whare | tint it,

Ance to the Indies | were wonted,
Some cantraip hour,

By some sweet elf | 'll yet be dinted,
Then, Vive ['amour !

Faitesmesbai ssemainsrespectueuse,
To sentimental sister Susie,
An' honest Lucky; no to roose ye,
Ye may beproud,
That sic a couple fate allows ye
To grace your blood.
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Nae mair at present can | measure,
An' trowth my rhymin' ware'snaetreasure;
But when in Ayr, some half-hour'sleisure,
Be't light, be't dark,
Sir Bard will do himsd the pleasure
To call at Park.

TO THE GUIDWIFE OF WAUCHOPE-HOUSE

GUIDWIFE,—

| mind it wed, in early date,
When | was beardless young, and blate,
An' first could thresh thebarn,
Or haud ayokin' atthe pleugh;
An' tho' forfoughten sair eneugh,
Y et unco proud tolearn :
When first amang the yellow corn
A man | reckon'd was,
An' wi' thelaveilk merry morn
Could rank my rigand lass,
Still shearing, and clearing,
Thetither stooked raw,
W' claivers, an' haivers,
Wearing the day awa.

Ev'nthen, awish 'l mind itspow'r),
A wish, that to my latest hour
Shall strongly heave my breas—
That | for poor auld Scotland's sake
Some ussfu’ plan or beuk could make.
Or sngasang at least.
Therough burr- thlstle spreading wide
Amangthe bearded bear
| turn'd the weeding-heuk as'de
An' spar'd thesymbol dear:
No nation, no station,
My envy €er could raise,
A Scot still, but blot still,
| knew nae higher praise.
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But still the elements o' sang
In formlessjumble, right an' wrang,
Wild floated in my brain ;
Till on that hairst | said before,
My partner in the merry core,
She rous'd the forming strain :
1 see her yet, the sonsie quean.
That lighted up myjingle,
Her witching smile, her pauky een
That gart my heart-strings tingle !
| fired, inspiréd,
At every kindling keek,
But bashing, and dashing,
| feared aye to speak.

Health to the sex ! ilk guid chiel says,
Wi' merry dance in winter-days,
An' weto share in common:
The gust 0' joy, the balm of woe,
The saul o' life, the heav'n below,
Is rapture-giving woman.
Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name,
Be mindfu' o' your mither:
She, honest woman, may think shame
That ye 're connected with her,
Y e re wae men, ye're nae men
That slight the lovely dears;
To shame ye, disclaim ye,
Ik honest birkie swears.

For you, no bred to barn and byre,
W ha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre,
Thanks to you for your line:
The marled plaid ye kindly spare
By me should gratefully be ware ;
'Twad please me to the nine.
| 'd be mair vauntie o' my hap,
Douce hingin owre my curple,
Than ony ermine ever lap,
Or proud imperial purple.



328 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

Fareweel then, lang hale then,
An' plenty be your fa';

M ay lossesand crosses
Ne'er at your hallan ca.

EPISTLE
TO MR. M'ADAM, OF CRAIGENGILLAN

ON RECEIVING AN OBLIGING LETTER

SIR, o'eragill | gat your card,
| trow it made me proud ;

' See wha tak's notice o' the Bard!"
| lap and cry'd fu' loud.

Now de'il-ma-care about their jaw,
The sensdless, gawky million ;

I 'l cock my nose aboon them a—
I 'm roosed by Craigengillan !

"Twas noble, sir, 'twas like yoursel,
To grant your high protection;

A great man's smile, ye ken fu' well,
I's aye a blest infection.

Though by his baneswhain atub
Matched Macedonian Sandy!

On my ain legs, through dirt and dub,
| independent stand aye.

And when those legs to guid warm kail
Wi ' welcome canna bear me,

A lee dike-side, a sybow tail,
And barley-scone shall cheer me.

Heaven spare you lang to kiss the breath
O' mony flowery simmers |

And bless your bonny lasses baith—
| 'm tauld they 're lo'esome kimmers !
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And God bless young Dunaskin'slaird,
The blossom of our gentry!

And may he wear an auld man'sbeard,
A credit to his country!

EPISTLE
JAMES TENNANT, OF GLENCONNER

AULD comrade dear, and brither sinner,
How 'sa’ thefolk about Glenconner ?
How do yethisblae eastlin win’',
That'sliketo blaw a body blin'?
For me, my facultiesare frozen,
My dearest member nearly dozen'.
| 've sent you here, by Johnnie Simson,
Twa sagephilosopherstoglimpseon'!
Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeling,
An' Reid, to common sense appealing.
Philosophers have fought an' wrangled,
An'meikleGreek an' Latin mangled,
Till wi' their logic-jargon tir'd,
An' in the depth of stence mir'd,
To common snse they now appeal—
What wivesan' wabsters sse and feel.
But, hark ye, frien'! | chargeyou strictly,
Perusethem, and retur n them quickly,
For now | 'm grown sae cursed douce,
| pray an' ponder but the house,
My shins, my lane, | there sit roastin’,
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, an' Boston;
Till by an' by, if | haud on,
I "Il grunt areal gospel-groan:
Already | begintotryit,
To cast my een up like a pyet,
When by the gun shetumbles d'er,
Flutt'ringan' gaspingin her gore:
Sae shortly you shall sse me bright,
A burningan' ashininglight.

My heart-warm loveto guid auld Glen,
Theace an' wale of honest men :
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W hen bending down wi' auld grey hairs,
Beneath the load of years an' cares,

May He who made him still support him,
An' views beyond the grave comfort him.
Hisworthy fam'ly, far and near,

God blessthem a' wi' grace and gear!

My auld schoolfellow, preacher Willie,
Themanly tar, my Mason-billie,

An' Auchenbay, | wish himjoy;

If he's a parent, lass or boy,

M ay hebedad, and M egthe mither,

Just nve-and-forty years thegither !

An' no forgetting wabster Charlie,

| 'm tauld he offersvery fairly,

An', Lord, remember singing Sannock,
W i' hale breeks, saxpence, an' a bannock.
An' next, my auld acquaintance, Nancy,
Since she is fitted to her fancy;

An' her kind stars hae airted till her

A good chiel wi' a pickle siller.

My kindest, best respects | sen'it,

To cousin Kate an' sister Janet;

Tell them, frae me, wi' chiels be cautious,
For, faith, they'll aiblinsfin' them fashious;
Togrant aheartisfairly civil,

But to grant a maidenhead 'sthe devil!
An' lastly, Jamie, for yoursel,

M ay guardian angelstak a spell,

An' steer you seven miles south o' hell:
But first, before you see heaven's glory,
May ye get mony a merry story,

Mony alaugh, and mony adrink,

And aye eneugh o' needfu' clink.

Now fare ye weel, an' joy bewi' you !

For my sakethis | beg it o' you,

Assist poor Simson a' ye can,

Ye'llfin' himjust an honest man ;

Sae | conclude, and quat my chanter,
Yours, saint or sinner,—RAB THE RANTER.
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FIRST EPISTLE
TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRAY

WHEN Nature her great masterpiece design'd,
And fram'd her last, best work, the human mind,
Her eyeintent on all the mazy plan,

She form'd of various parts the various man.

Then first she calls the useful many forth ;
Plain plodding industry, and sober worth:
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth,
And merchandise' whole genus take their birth :
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds,

And all mechanics' many-apron'd kinds.

Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet,

The lead and buoy are needful to the net;

T he caput mortuum of gross desires

Makes a material for mere knights and squires ;
The martial phosphorus istaught to flow,

She kneads the lumpish philosophic dough,

Then marksth' unyielding mass with grave designs,
L aw, physic, politics, and deep divines:

Last, she sublimes th' Aurora of the poles,

The flashing element of female souls.

The order'd system fair before her stood,

Nature, well pleased, pronounced it very good ;
But ere she gave creating labour o'er,

Half-jest, she tried one curious labour more.
Some spumy, fiery, ignisfatuus matter,

Such asthe slightest breath of air might scatter :
With arch alacrity and conscious glee

'"Nature may have her whim as well as we,

Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it)
She formsthe thing and christens it—a Poet,
Creature, though oft the prey of care and sorrow,
When blest to-day, unmindful of to-morrow.

A being form'd t' amuse his graver friends,
Admired and praised—and there the homage ends;
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A mortal quite unfit for fortunesstrife,

Yet oft the gport of all theillsof life;
Prone to enjoy each ﬂleasure riches give,

Y et haply wanting wherewithal tolive;

L onging to wipe each tear, to heal each groan,
Y et frequent all unheeded in his own.

But honest Natureisnot quitea Turk;
She laugh'd at first, then felt for her poor work.
Pitying the propless climber of mankind,
She cad about astandard treetofind ;
And, to support his helpless woodbine state,
Attach'd him to the generoustruly great,
Atitle, andtheonle/ onel claim,
Tolay strong hold for help on bounteous Graham.

Pity thetuneful Musss haplesstrain,
Weak, timid landsmen on lifé ssormy main !
Their hearts no sdfish gern absorbent suff,
That never gives—tho' humbly takes enough ;
Thelittle fate allows, they share as soon,
Unlike proverb'd, wisdom's har d-wr ung boon.
Theworld were bles did bliss on them depend,
Ah,that' thefriendly €er should want afriend!
L et prudence number de each sturdy son,
Who life and wisdom at one race begun,
Who fed by reason and who give by rule,
'Instinct's a brute, and sentiment afool!)
Who make poor will dowait upon | should—
Weown they'reprudent, but whofedsthey'regood ?
Yewise ones hence! ye hurt the social eye!
God'simage rudely etch'd on base alloy!
But come ye, who the godlike pleasure know,
Heaven's attribute distinguished—to bestow!
Whose arms of love would grasp the human race:
Comethou who giv'st with all a courtier'sgrace ;
Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes!
Prop of my dearest h for futuretimes.
Why shrinksmy soul half blushing, half afraid,
Backward, abaSX‘d toak thyfrienily aid ?
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I know my need, | know thy giving hand,

| crave thy friendship at thy kind command ;

But there are such who court the tuneful nine—
Heavens ! should the branded character be mine!
Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely flows,
Y et vilest reptiles in their begging prose.

M ark, how their lofty independent spirit

Soars on the spurning wing of injur'd merit!

Seek not the proofs in private life to find;

Pity the best of words should be but wind !

So to heav'n's gates the lark's shrill song ascends,
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends.

In all the clamorous cry of starving want,

They dun benevolence with shameless front;
Oblige them, patronise their tinsel lays,

They persecute you all your future days!

Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain,

My horny fist assume the plough again;

The piebaldjacket let me patch once more !

On eighteenpence a week | 've lived before.
Though, thanks to Heaven, | dare even that last shift,
| trust, meantime, my boon isin thy gift:

That, placed by thee upon the wish'd-for height,
Wher e, man and naturefairer in her sight,

My Muse may imp her wing for some sublimer flight.

SECOND EPISTLE
TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRAY

)N THE CLOSE OF THE DISPUTED ELECTION BETWEEN SIR
JAMES JOHNSTONE AND CAPTAIN MILLER, FOR THE
DUMFRIES DISTRICT OF BOROUGHS

[
FINTRAY, my stay in worldly strife,
Friend o' my Muse, friend o' my life,
Areyeasidle'al am?
Comethen, wi' uncouth, kintra fleg,
O'er Pegasus | 'll fling my leg,
And ve shall see metry him.
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| 'll sngthe zeal Drumlanrig bears,
Whalleft theall-important cares
Of princesand their darlin's;
And, bent on winning borough touns,
Came shaking hands wi' wabgter louns,
And kissing barefit carlins.

Combustion thro' our boroughsrode,
Whistling hisroaring pack abroad,

Of mad, unmuzzl'd lions;
AsQueensherry’ buff and blue' unfurl'd,
And Westerha' and Hopeton hurl'd

To every Whig defiance.

vV

But cautious Queensberry left the war,
Th' unmanner'd dust might soil hisstar ;
Besdes, he hated bleeding:
But left behind him heroesbright,
Heroesin Cassarean fight,
Or Ciceronian pleading.

Vv

O | for athroat like huge Mons-meg,
To mugter o'er each ardent Whig
Beneath Drumlanrig'sbanners;
Heroes and her cines commix,
All in thefield of poalitics,
Towinimmortal honours.

Vi

M'Murdoand h|sloveIE</ FouL,

'Th' enamour'd laures kiss her brows!)
Led on the lovesand graces:

She won each gaping burgess' heart,

Whilehe, all-conquering, play'd hlspart
Among their wives and lasses
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Vil

Craigdarroch led alight-arm'd corps;
Tropes, metaphors, and figures pour,
Like Hecla streaming thunder :
Glenriddel, skill'd in rusty coins,
Blew up each Tory's dark desgns,
And bar'd the treason under.

VIl

In either wing two champions fought,
Redoubted Staig, who st at nought

The wildest savage Tory:
And Welsh, who neer yet flinch'd his ground,
High-wav'd his magnum-bonum round

With Cyclopean fury.

IX

Miller brought up th' artillery ranks,

The many-pounders of the Banks,
Resistlessdesolation!

While Maxwelton, that baron bold,

'Mid Lawson's port entrench'd his hold,
And threaten'd worse damnation.

X

To these, what Tory hosts opposd ;
With these, what Tory warriors closd,
Surpassss my descriving:
Sguadrons extended long and large,
With furious spead rush d to the charge,
Likeraging devilsdriving.

Xl

What verse can sing, what prose narrate,
The butcher deeds of bloody fate

Amid thismighty tulzie !
Grim Horror grinn'd—pale Terror roar'd,
AsMurther at histhrapple shor'd,

And Hell mix'd in the brulzie!
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XI1

As highland crags by thunder cleft,
When light'nings fire the stormy lift,
Hurl downwi' crashing rattle:
As flames among a hundred woods;
As headlong foam a hundred floods;
Such is the rage of battle !

X1

The stubborn Tories dare to die ;
As soon the rooted oakswould fly

Before th' approaching fellers:
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar,
When all hiswintry billows pour

Against the Buchan Bullers.

X1V

Lo, from the shades of Death's deep night,
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight,

And think on former daring :
The muffled murtherer of Charles
The Magna Charta flag unfurls,

All deadly gules its bearing.

XV

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fame,
Bold Scrimgeour follows gallant Graham,

) Auld Covenanters shiver.
Forgive, forgive, much wrong'd Montrose !
While death and hell engulph thy foes,

Thou liv'st on high for ever!

XVI

Still o'er thefield the combat burns,

The Tories;, Whigs, give way by turns;
But Fate the word has spoken ;

For woman'swit and strength o' man,

Alas! can do but what they can—
TheTory ranksarebroken !
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XVII

O that my een were flowing burns !
My voice a lioness that mourns

Her darling cubs undoing!
That | might greet, that | might cry,
WhileTories fall, whileTories fly,

And furious Whigs pursuing!

XVIII

What Whig but wailsthe good Sir James ?
Dear to his country by the names
Friend, patron, benefactor!
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save !
And Hopeton falls, the generous brave !
And Stewart, bold as Hector.

XIX

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow;
And Thurlow growl a curse of woe :
And Melvillemelt in wailing !
Now Fox and Sheridan rejoice !
And Burke shall sing, ' O Prince, arise |
Thy power is all-prevailing.'

XX

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar
Heonly seesand hearsthewar,
A cool spectator purely :
So, when the storm the forest rends,,
Therobin in the hedge descends,
And sober chirpssecurely'

XXI

Now, for my friends' and brethren's sakes,
And for my dear-lov'd Land o' Cakes,
| pray with holy fire:
Lord, send a rough-shod troop o' Hell
O'er a' wad Scotland buy or sell,
Togrind them in themirel
Y
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THIRD EPISTLE
TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRAY

LATE crippl'd of an arm, and now a leg,
About to beg a pass for leave to beg:

Dull, listless, teasd, dg ected, and deprest
'Natureisadverseto acripplesrest);

W ill generous Graham list to his Poet'swail ?
" | t soothes poor miser%/ heark'ningto her tale),
And hear him cursethel (T;ht hefirst survey'd,
And doubly cursethe lucklessrhyming trade!
Thou, Nature! partial Nature! | arraign;
Ofthy capricematernal | complain.

Thelion and the bull thy care havefound,

One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground;
Thou giv'e the ass his hide, the snail his shell,
Th' envenom'd wasp, victorious, guards hiscell;
Thy minions, kings defend, control, devour,
Inall th' omnipotence of ruleand power;

Foxes and gatesmen subtile wiles ensure;

The cit and polecat stink, and are secure;
Toadswith their poison, doctorswith their drug,
The priest and hedgehog in their rabes are snug;
Thy sonsne'er madden in thefier ceextremes
Of fortunespolar frog, or torrid beams

If mantling hl%h shefillsthe golden cup,

With sobe Hfish Gasetheyeaf itup:

Congdious the bounteous they well deserve
They only wonder 'some folks do not starve,
The grave sage hern thus pICkS hlsfrog,
And thinksthemallard a orthlessdog

When disappointment snapsthe clue of hope
And thro' disastrousnight they darkling grope,
W ith deaf endurance duggishly they bear,

And just condudethat' foolsarefortunescare.
So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks,
Strong on the Sgn-pogt gands the stupid ox.
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Not so the idle Muses' mad-cap train,

Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain;
In equanimity they never dwell,

By turnsin soaring heav'n, or vaulted hell.

| dread thee, fate, relentless and severe,

With all a poet's, husbhand's, father's fear !
Already one stronghold of hope is lost,
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust;

(Fled, like the sun eclipsd as noon appears,

And left usdarkling in a world of tears:)

Oh'! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r !—
Fintray, my other stay, long bless and spare!
Thro' alonglife his hopes and wishes crown ;
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down !

M ay bliss domestic smooth his private path ;
Give energy to life; and soothe his latest breath,
With many afilial tear circling the bed of death !

FOURTH EPISTLE
TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRAY

| CALL no goddess to inspire my strains,

A fabled muse may suit a bard that feigns;
Friend of my life! my ardent spirit burns,
And all thetribute of my heart returns,
For boons accorded, goodness ever new,
The gift still dearer, asthe giver, you.

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light!

And all ye many sparkling stars of night;

If aught that giver from my mind efface;

If | that giver's bounty €'er disgrace ;

Then roll to me along your wandering spheres,
Only to number out a villain's years !

| lay my hand upon my swelling breast,

And grateful would, but cannot, speak the rest.



340 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

EPISTLE TO DR. BLACKLOCK

IN ANSWER TO A LETTER

ELLISLAND, 28 Oct 1789,
Wow, but your letter made me vauntie!
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie ?
| kenn'd it still your wee bit jauntie
Wad bringyeto:
Lord send you aye as wed's | want ye,
And then ye'll do.

Thelll-Thief blaw the Her on south !
And never drink be near hisdrouth !
Hetauld mysd by word o' mouth,

He'd tak my letter;
| lippen'd to the chid in trouth,

And bade nae better.

But aiblins, honest Master Heron,
Had at the time some dainty fair one,
To ware his theologic care on,
And holy study;
And tir'd o' saulsto wase hislear on,
E'en tried the body.

But what d' yethink, my trusty fier,
I 'm turn'd a gauger—Peace be here !
Parnassan queans, | fear, | fear,

Y€l now disdain me !
And then my fifty pounds a year

Will little gain me.

Yeglaikit, gleesome, dainty damies,
Wha, by Cagtalia'swimplin' streamies,
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbics,
Yeken, yeken,
That Strang necessty supreme is
Mang sons o' men.



EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER

| hae awife and twa wee laddies,
They maun hae broseand bratso' duddies;
Yeken yoursd my heart right proud is—
| need navaunt,
But | 'll sned besoms—thraw saugh woodies,
Beforethey want.

Lord, help methro' thiswarld o' care!
| 'm weary sick o't lateand air !
Not but | haearicher share
Then mony ithers;
But why should ae man better fare,
And a men brithers?

Come, firm Resolve, take thou the van,
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man'!
And let usmind, faint heart néer wan
A lady fair:
Wha does the utmost that he can,
Will whyles do mair.

But to conclude my silly rhyme,
'l 'm scant 0' verse, and scant o' time),
Tomakea happy fire-sideclime

To weansand wife;
That'sthetrue pathos and sublime

Of human life.

My compliments to sster Beckie;
And ekethe same to honest L ucky,
| wat sheisa dainty chuckie,

Aséer tread clay !
And gratefully, my guid auld cockie,

I 'm yoursfor aye.

EPISTLE TO HUGH PARKER

IN thisstrange land, thisuncouth clime,

A land unknown to prose or rhyme;
Wherewords neer crost the Muse's heckles,
Nor limpit in poetic shackles;

341
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A land that prose did never view it,
Except when drunk he stacher't through it:
Her e, ambushed by the chimla cheek,
Hid in an atmosphere of reek,
| hear a wheel thrum i' the neuk,
| hear it—for in vain | leuk.
Thered peat gleams, a fiery kernel,
Enhusked by afoginfernal:
Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures,
| sit and count my sins by chapters;
For lifeand spunk like ither Christians,
I 'm dwindled down to mere existence;
W i' nae converse but Galiowa' bodies,
W i' nae kenned face but Jenny Geddes.
Jenny, my Pegasean pride !
Dowie she saunters down Nithside,
And aye a wrestlin' leuk she throws,
Whiletearshap o'er her auld brown nose'!
Was it for this, wi' canny care,
Thou burethe Bard through many a shire?
At howes or hillocks never stumbled,
And late or early never grumbled ?
Oh, had | power likeinclination,
I'd heeze thee up a constellation,
To canter with the Sagitarre,
Or loup the ecliptic like a bar ;
Or turnthepolelikeany arrow ;
Or, when auld Phoebus bids good-morrow,
Down the zodiac urge the race,
And cast dirt on his godship's face;
For | could lay my bread and kail
He'd ne'er cast saut upo' my tail.—
Wi'a' thiscareand a' thisgrief,
And sma’', sma' prospect of relief,
And nought but peat-reek i' my head,
How can | write what ye can read ?—
Tarbolton, twenty-fourth o' June,
Ye'll find mein a better tune;
But till we meet and weet our whistle,
T ak thisexcuse for nae epistle.
ROBERT BURNS.
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EPISTLE FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA

FROM those drear solitudes and frowsy cells,
Whereinfamy with sad repentance dwells ;
Whereturnkeys makethejealous mortal fast,
And deal from iron hands the spare repast;
Where truant 'prentices, yet young in sin,
Blush at the curious stranger peeping in :
Wher e strumpets, relics of the drunken roar,
Resolve to drink, nay, halfto whore, no more :
Where tiny thieves, not destined yet to swing,
Beat hemp for others, riper for the string:
From these dire scenes my wretched lines | date,
Totell Maria her Esopus' fate.

" Alas! | feel | am no actor here!

'Tis real hangmen real scourges hear !

Prepare, Maria, for a horrid tale

Will turn thy very rougeto deadly pale;

Will makethy hair, though erst from gipsy polled,
By barber woven, and by barber sold,

Though twisted smooth with Harry's nicest care,
Like hoary bristles to erect and stare.

The hero of the mimic scene, no more

| start in Hamlet, in Othello roar;

Or haughty chieftain, 'mid the din of arms,

In Highland bonnet woo Malvina's charms;
Whilst sans culottes stoop up the mountain high,
And steal from meMariasprying eye,

Blest Highland bonnet! once my proudest dress,
Now prouder still, Maria's temples press.

| see her wave thy towering plumes afar,

And call each coxcomb to the wordy war ;

| see her face the first of Ireland's sons,

And even out-Irish hisHibernian bronze';

The crafty colonel leaves the tartaned lines,

For other wars, where he a hero shines;

The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred,

W ho owns a Bushby's heart without the head,
Comes, 'mid a string of coxcombs, to display
That veni, vidi, vici is his way.
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The shrinking hard adown an alley skulks,

And dreads a meeting worse than Woolwich hulks:

Though there, his heresies in church and state

Might well award him Muir and Palmer's fate :

Still she undaunted reels and rattles on,

And daresthe public like a noontide sun.

"What scandal call'd Maria'sjaunty stagger

Thericket reeling of a crooked swagger ?

Whose spleen, €en worse than Burns's venom,
when

He dipsin gall unmix'd his eager pen,

And pours his vengeance in the burning line,

Who christened thus Maria'slyredivine—

Theidiot strum of vanity bemused,

And even the abuse of poesy abused ?

Who call'd her verse a parish workhouse, made

For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or stray'd ?)

A workhouse ! ha, that sound awakes my woes,
And pillows on thethorn my rack'd repose !

In durance vile here must | wake and weep,
And all my frowsy couch in sorrow steep !

That straw where many a rogue has lain of yore,
And vermin'd gipsies litter'd heretofore.

W hy, Lonsdale, thusthy wrath on vagrants pour ?
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure?

Must thou alonein guilt immortal swell,

And make a vast monopoly of hell ?

Thou know'st the virtues cannot hate thee worse '
The vices also, must they club their curse?

Or must no tiny sin to othersfall,

Because thy guilt's supreme enough for all ?
Maria, send me too thy griefsand cares,

In all of these sure thy Esopus shares

Asthou at all mankind theflagunfurls,

Who on my fair one satire's vengeance hurls?
Who calls thee pert, affected, vain coquette,

A wit in folly, and a fool in wit ?
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Who says that fool aloneis not thy due,

And quatesthy treacheriesto proveit true?

Our force united on thy foeswe'll turn,
And darethewar with all of woman born :

For who can writeand speak asthou and | ?

My periodsthat deciphering defy,
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And thy still matchlesstonguethat conquersall reply.

EPISTLE TO WILLIAM CREECH

WRITTEN AT SELKIRK
AULD chuckie Reeki€'s sair distrest,

Down droops her ance wed-burnisht cre<t,

Naejoy her bonnie buskit nest
Canyield ava,

Her darling bird that shelo'es beg,
Willie's awa!

O Willie was a witty wight,
And had o' things an unco sleight;
Auld Reekie aye he keepit tight,
An' trigan braw ;
But now they 'll busk her like a fright,
Willie'sawa!

The giffest 0' them a he bow'd;
The bauldest o' them a he cow'd;
They durst nae mair than heallow'd,
That was a law :
We'velog abirkiewed worth gowd,
Willie's awal

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks, and foals,

Frae colleges and Doarding-schools,
May spout like Smmer puddock-stools
In glen or shaw;

He wha could brush them down to mools,

Willie's awal
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The brethren o' the Commerce-Chaumer
May mourn their loss wi' doolfu' clamour;
He was a dictionar and grammar
Amang them a';
| fear they'll now mak mony a stammer,
Willie's awa !

Nae mair we see his levee door
Philosophers and poets pour,
And toothy critics by the score,
In bloody raw!
The adjutant o' a' the core, '
Willie's awa !

Now worthy Gregory's Latin face,
Tytier's and Greenfield's modest grace,
Mackenzie, Stewart, sic a brace
As Rome ne'er saw ;
They a' maun meet some ither place,
Willie's awa !

Poor Burns €en Scotch drink canna quicken,
He cheeps like some bewilder'd chicken,
Scar'd frae its minnie and the cleckin
By hoodie-craw;
Grief's gien his heart an unco kickin',
Willie's awa !

Now ev'ry sour-mou'd girnin blellum,
And Calvin's folk, are fit to fell him ;
And self-conceited critic skellum
His quill may draw ;
He wha could brawlie ward their bellum,
Willie's awa!

Up wimpling stately Tweed | 've sped,

And Eden scenes on crystal Jed,

And Ettrick banks now roaring red,
While tempests blaw;

But every joy and pleasure's fled,
Willie's awa !
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May | be slander's common speech ;

A text for infamy to preach ;

And lastly, streekit out to bieach
I'n winter snaw;

When | forget thee, Willi eCreech
Tho' far ava!

May never wicked fortunetouzlehim!
May never wicked men bamboozle hi m!
Until a pow as auld 's Methusalem
He canty claw !
Then to the blessed New Jerusalem,
Fleet wing awal

EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, ETC.

ON THE AUTHOR'S FATHER

O Y E whose cheek the tear of pity stains,

Draw near with piousrev'rence, and attend !

Here lietheloving husband's dear remains,

The tender father and the gen'rous friend.

The pltgll ng heart that felt for human woe;
The dauntless heart that fear'd no human pride;

Thefriend of man, tovicealone afoe;

"For ev'n hisfailings lean'd to virtue's side

ON ROBERT AIKEN, ESQ.

KNOW thou, O stranger to the fame

Of thismuch lov'd, much honour'd name!
'For none that knew him need betold)

A warmer heart death ne'er made cold.



348 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

ON A FRIEND

AN honest man hereliesat rest,

As €e God with Hisimage blest!
Thefriend of man, thefriend of truth ;
Thefriend of age, and %uide of youth ;
Few hearts like his, with virtuewarm'd,
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd :
If ther€'s another world, he lives in bliss,
If there is none, he made the best of this.

ON GAVIN HAMILTON

TH E poor man weeps—here Gavin degps,
Whom canting wretches blam'd :

But with such as he, whereer he be,
May | be sav'd or damn'd !

ON TAM THE CHAPMAN

As Tarn the Chapman on a day

W i' Death forgather'd by the way,

Weel pleasd, he greets a wight sae famous,
And Death wasnaelesspleasd wi' Thomas,
Wha cheerfully lays down the pack,

And there blaws up a hearty crack;

His social, friendly, honest heart
Seetickled Death they could na part:

Sae, after viewing knives and garters,
Death takes him hame to gie him quarters.

A FAREWELL

FAREWELL, dear friend ! may guid luck hit you,
And, 'mang her favourites admit you!
If éer Detraction shone to smit you,

May nane believe him,
And ony Deil that thinks to get you,

Good Lord deceive him.
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ON BURNS'S HORSE BEING IMPOUNDED

W A S€e puir Poet ssebefitted,
Themaister drunk,—the horsecommitted :
Puir harmless beast! tak thee nae care,
Thou'lt be a horse when he's nae mair.

ON WEE JOHNNY
HIC JACET WEE JOHNNY

WHOE'ER thou art, O reader know
That death hasmurder'd Johnny !
An' herehisbody liesfu' low—
For saul he neéer had ony.

ON JOHN DOVE
INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE

HERE lies Johnny Pidgeon;
What washisreligion ?
Whae'er desresto ken,
To some other warl’
Maun follow the carl,
For here Johnny Pidgeon had nane !

Strong ale was ablution—
Small beer, persecution,

A dram was memento mori;
But afull flowing bowl
Was the saving his soul,

And port was celestial glory.
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ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE

LAMENT him, Mauchline hushands &,
He aften did assg ye;

For had ye staid whole years awa,
Your wivesthey neer had missed ye.

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass
To schoal in bands thegither,

O tread ye lightly on his grass—
Perhaps he was your father.

EPIGRAM ON BACON

AT Brownhill we alwaysget dainty good cheer,

And plenty of Bacon, each day in the year ;

WEe veall things that's neat, and mostly in season:
But why always BACON 2—come, give me a reason ?

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER

HEBE souter Hood in death does deep —
To hell, if he's gane thither,
|eh|mth egear tokeep,
He IThaud it thegither.

ON A NOISY POLEMIC

BELOW thir stanes|lie Jami€'s banes :
O Death, it'smy opinion,

Thou n€er took such abletn'rin' bitch
Into thy dark dominion !

ON MISS JEAN SCOTT, OF ECCLEFECHAN

OH ! had each Scot of ancient times
Been, Jeanny Scott, asthou art,
Thebravest heart on English ground

Had yielded likea coward.
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ON A NOTED COxCovB

LIGHT lay the earth on Billy's breast,
His chicken heart so tender;

But build a castle on his head,
Hisskull will prop it under.

ON A HENPECK'D COUNTRY SQUIRE

As father Adam first was fool'd,
A case that's still too common,

Hereliesaman a woman rul'd—
Thedevil rul'd the woman.

ON THE SAME

O DEATH, hadst thou but spar'd his life
Whom we, this day, lament!

We freely wad exchang'd the wife,
An' a' been weel content!

E'en as heis, cauld in his graff,
The swap we yet will do't:
Tak thou the carhn's carcase aff,
Thou 's get the saul to boot.

ON THE SAME

O N E Queen Artemisia, asold storiestell,

When depriv'd of her husband she loved so well,

In respect for the love and affection he'd shown her,
She reduc'd him to dust and she drank up the powder.

But Queen Netherplace, of a diff rent complexion,
When call'd on to order the fun'ral direction,
Would have ate her dead lord, on a slender pretence,
Not to show her respect, but—to savethe expense !
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THE HIGHLAND WELCOME

WHEN Death's dark stream | ferry O'er,
A timethat surely shall come;

In Heaven itsdf | ' I'l ak no more
Than just a Highland welcome.

EXTEMPORE ON WILLIAM SMELLIE

AUTHOR OF THE PHILOSOPHY OF NATURAL HISTORY, AND
MEMBER OF THE ANTIQUARIAN AND ROYAL SOCIETIES
OF EDINBURGH

SHREWD Willie Smellie to Crochallan came,

The old cock'd hat, the grey surtout, the same;
Hisbristling beard just risingin its might,

'"Twas four long nights and davs to shaving night;
Hisuncomb'd grizzly locks wild staring, thatch'd
A head for thought profound and clear unmatch'd ;
Y et tho' his caugtic wit was biting, rude,

His heart waswarm, benevolent, and good.

VERSES
WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE INN AT CARRON

WE cam na hereto view your warks
In hopes to be mair wisg,

But only, lest we gangto hell,
It may be nae surprise:

But whan wetirl'd at your door,
Your porter dought na hear us;

Sae may, shou'd we to hel's yetts come,
Your billy Satan sair us!

LINES ON VIEWING STIRLING PALACE

HERE Stuartsoncein glory reign'd,
And laws for Scotland's weal ordain'd;
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But now unroof 'd their palace stands,
Their sceptre's sway'd by other hands;
Theinjur'd Stuart line is gone,

A race outlandish fills their throne—

An idiot race, no honour lost ;

Who know them best, despise them most.

THE REPROOF

RASH mortal, and slanderous Poet, thy name

Shall no longer appear in the records of fame ;

Dost not know, that old Mansfield, who writes like

the Bible,

Says, The more 'tis a truth, Sir, the more 'tisa libel ?

LINES

WRITTEN UNDER THE PICTURE OF THE CELEBRATED
MISSBURNS

CEASE, ye prudes, your envious railing-,
Lovely Burns has charms—confess :
Trueit is, she had one failing—
Had awoman ever less?

THE HENPECK'D HUSBAND

CURS'D be the man, the poorest wretch in life,

The crouching' vassal to the tyrant wife !

Who has no will but by her high permission;

W hohasnot sixpencebutin her possession;

Who must to her his dear friend's secret tell;

Who dreads a curtain-lecture worse than hell!

Wer e such the wife had fallen to my part,

| 'd break her spirit, or F'd break her heart;

1'd charm her with the magic of a switch,

I 'd kiss her maids, and kick the perversebitch.
z
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ON INCIVILITY SHOWN HIM AT INVERARY

WHOE'ER he be that sojourns here,
| pity much his casg,

Unless he come to wait upon
Thelord their god, His Grace.

There'snaething herebut Highland pride,
And Highland scab and hunger;

If Providence has sent me here,
'Twas surdly in his anger.

ON ELPHINSTONE'S TRANSLATIONS OF
MARTIAL'S EPIGRAMS

O THOU, whom poesy abhors!

Whom prose has turned out of doors !

Heardst thou that groan >—prooead no further,
'Twas laurell'd Martial roaring Murther !

ON A SCHOOLMASTER

HERE lie Willie Michie's banes;
O, Satan ! when yetak him,

Gie him the schoolin' o' your weans,
For clever deilshe'll mak 'em '

A GRACE BEFORE DINNER

O THOU, who kindly dost provide
For every creature's want!

We bless Thee, God of Nature wide,
For all Thy goodness lent:

And, if it please Thee, Heav'nly Guide,
M ay never worsbe sent;

But, whether granted, or deny'd,
Lord, blessuswith content!—AMEN.
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ON ANDREW TURNER

I N s2enteen hunder an' forty-nine

Satan took stuff to mak a swine,
And cuig it in a corner ;

But wilily he chang'd his plan,

And shap'd it something like a man,
Andcadit Andrew Turner.

ON WAT

SlcareptilewasW at,
Sic a miscreant dave,

That thevery worms damn'd him
When laid in hisgrave.

' In hisflesh ther€'s a famine
A garv'd reptilecries!

" An' hisheart isrank poison,
Another replies.

ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE

T H E Devil got naticethat Grosewasa—dyin%,

So whip ! at the summons, old Satan came flying;

But when he approach'd where poor Francis lay
moaneig(%, o ]

And sw bed-pogt with its burden a-groaning,

Asgtonish'd, confounded, cry'd Satan, 'By G—d !

| 'll want 'im, ere| take such a damnable load !

ON MR. W. CRUIKSHANKS

HONEST Will'sto heaven gane,
And mony shall lament him,
Hisfaultsthey @ in Latin lay,
In English nane€er kent them.
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ON THE KIRK OF LAMINGTON, IN
CLYDESDALE

As cauld awind as ever blew,

A caulder kirk, and in't but few;
Ascauld a Minister's éer gak,
Yésa be het erel come back.

LINES ON MISS DAVIES

A SK why God madethegem sosmall,
And why 0 huge the granite?

Because God meant mankind should st
The higher value on it.

LINES
SPOKEN EXTEMPORE, ON BEING APPOINTED TO THE EXCISE

SEARCHING auld wives barrels,
Ochon, theday !
That clarty barm should stain my lauréls;
But—what'll yesay ?
These movin' things ca'd wives and weans
Wad move the very hearts o' stanes!

ON GRIZZEL GRIM

HERE lieswith Death auld Grizzel Grim,
Lincluden's ugly witch;

O Death, how horrid isthy taste
Toliewith such a bitch !

VERSES
ADDRESSED TO THE LANDLADY OF THE INN AT ROSLIN

MY blessings on you, sonsy wife;
| néer was here before;

You 'vegien uswealth for horn and knife,
Nae heart could wish for more.
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Heav'n keep you free frae care and strife,
Till far ayont fourscore ;

And, while 1 toddle on through life,
| 'll neer gang by your door.

EPITAPH ON WILLIAM GRAHAM

STOP, Thief! Dame Nature cried to Death,
As Willie drew his latest breath ;

You have my choices modd ta'en,

How shall | make a fool again ?

ON MRS. KEMBLE

KEMBLE, thou cur'st gn(}/ unbelief
Of Mosssand hisrod ;

At Yarico's sweet notes of grief
Therock with tears had flow'd.

TO MR. SYME

ON REFUSING TO DINEWITHHIM

December 17th, 1795.

No more of your guedts, be they titled or not,
And cook ry the firg in the nation ;

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit,
I's proof to all other temptation.

TO MR. SYME
WITH A PRESENT OP A DOZEN OF PORTER

O, HAD themalt thy strength of mind,
Or hopsthe flavour of thy wit,

‘Tweredrink for first of human-kind,
A gift that en for Syme were fit.
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ON MR. BURTON

HERE cursing, swearing Burton lies,

A buck, abeau, or Demmy eyes!
Who, in hislife, did little good,

And his last words were Dem my blood!

INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET

THERE'S death in the cup—sae beware!
Nay, more—there is danger in touching ;
But wha can avoid the fell share?
The man and his wine's se bewitching!

POETICAL REPLY TO AN INVITATION

SIR,— MOSSGIEL, 1786
Yours this moment | unseal,
And faith, | am gay and hearty !
Totell thetruth an' shamethe deil,
| am asfou as Bartie:

But foorsday, sir, my promise leal,
Expect me o' your party,

If on a beadtie| can sped,
Or hurlinacartie—R. B.

ANOTHER

THE King's most humble servant I,
Can scarcely spare a minute ;

But | 'll be wi' you by and bye,
Or dsethedevil'sinit.

THE CREED OF POVERTY

IN politics if thou wouldst mix,
And mean thy fortunes be;

Bear thisin mind,—' Be deaf and blind;
Let great folks hear and see!
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S POCKET-BOOK

GRANT me, indulgent Heav'n, that | may live
To sethe miscreants fed the pain they give;
Deal freedom's saored treasures free as air,
Till dave and despat be but things which were.

THE PARSON'SLOOKS

THAT thereis falsehood in his looks
I must and will deny;

They sy their mader Is a knave—
And sure they do nat lie.

ON ROBERT RIDDEL

To Riddel, much-lamented man,
Thisivied cot was dear ;

Reader, dogt value matchless worth?
Thisivied cot revere.

THE TOAST

INSTEAD of a song, boys, | 'll give you a toast—
Her?'sthe memory of those on the twelfth that we

ost—
That welost, did | sy? nay, by Heav'n, that wefound;
For their fameit shall Jast whiletheworld goesround.
The next in successon, | 'l give you—the King!

Whoe'er would betray him, on high may he swing!
And here'sthegg;r; fabric, our free Congtitution,
Asbuilt on the of the great Revolution;

And longer with palitics not to be cramm'd,

Be Anarchy cursd, and be Tyranny damn'd;

And who would to Liberty €er prove didoyal,
May his son be a hangman, and he hisfirs trial!
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ON A PERSON NICKNAMED 'THE MARQUIS'

HERE liesamock Marquis, whosetitles were shamm'd;
If ever herise, it will be to be damn'd.

EXTEMPORE
PINNED TO A LADY'S COACH

IF you rattle along like your mistresss tongue
Your speed will outrival the dart;

But afly for ?/our load, you 'll break down on the road
If your stuff be as rotten's her heart.

ONEXCISEMEN
LINES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN DUMFRIES

Y E men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering

'Gainst poor excisemen ? give the cause a hearing;

What are your landlord's rent-rolls ? taxing ledgers;

What premiers—what? even Monarch's mighty
gaugers. _ _

Nay, what are priests, those seeming godly wise men ?

What are they, pray, but Spiritual Excisemen?

ON THE OCCASION OF A NATIONAL
THANKSGIVING

FOR A NAVAL VICTORY

YE hypocrites ! are these your pranks ?

To murder men, and gie God thanks !

For shame! gie o'er, proceed no further—
God won't accept your thanks for murther!
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INVITATION TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN
TO ATTEND A MASONIC ANNIVERSARY MEETING

FRIDAY first's the day appointed,
By our Right Worshipful anocinted,
To hold our grand procession!
To get a blade o' Johnnie's morals,
And taste a swatch 0 Manson's barréls,
1" the way of our professon.
Our Magter and the Brotherhood
Wad a beglad to seyou ;
For me | would be mair than proud
To sharethe mercieswi' you.
If death, then, wi' scaith, then,
Some mortal heart is hechtin,
Inform him, and sorm him,
That Saturday ye'll fecht him.

VERSE
WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE GLOBE TAVERN, DUMFRIES

T H E greybeard, old Wisdom, may boag of histreasures,
Give me with gg?/ Folly to live;

I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled pleasures,
But Folly has rapturesto give.

LINES ON WAR

| MURDER hate, by field or flood,
Tho' glory's name may screen us;

In wars at hame | 'll spend my blood,
Life-giving wars of Venus.

The deities that | adore,
Are sodal peace and plenty;

| 'm better pleasd to make one more,
Than bethe death o' twenty.
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THE SELKIRK GRACE

SOME hae meat, and canna eat,
And somewad eat that want it;

But we hae meat and we can eat,
And s the Lord be thankit.

ON DRINKING

MY bottleismy holy pool,

That healsthe wounds o' care and dool;
And pleasure isa wanton trout,

An' yedrink it dry, ye'll find him out.

ON THE POET'S DAUGHTER

HERE lies arose, a budding rose,
Blasted before its bloom :

Whoseinnocence did swegts disclose
Beyond that flower'sperfume.

Tothosewhofor her lossaregriev'd,
This consolation's given—

She'sfrom a world of woereliev'd,
And blooms arose in Heaven.

ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON
BREWER, DUMFRIES

HERE brewer Gabrid's fire's extinct,
And empty all hisbarrels:

He's blest—if, ashebrew'd, hedrink-
In upright honest morals.
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INNOCENCE

Innocence
L ooks gaily-smiling on ; while rosy pleasure
Hides young desire amid her flowery wreath,
And pours her cup luxuriant: mantling high
The sparkling heavenly vintage, Love and Bliss !

ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG
NAMED ECHO

IN wood and wild, yewarblingthrong,
Your heavy loss deplore ;

Now half-extinct your powers of song,
Sweet Echo is ho more.

Yejarring, screeching things around,
Scream your discordant joys;

Now half your din of tuneless sound
With Echo silent lies.

ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT OF
LORD GALLOWAY

WHAT dost thou in that mansion fair?—
Flit, Galloway, and find

Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave,
The picture of thy mind !

ON THE SAME

No Stewart art thou, Galloway,
The Stewartsall were brave;'
Besides, the Stewarts were but fools'
Not one of them a knave.
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ON THE SAME

BRIGHT ran thy line, O Galloway,
Thro' many a far-fam'd sire!
So ran the far-fam'd Roman way,

So ended—inamire!

TO THE SAME

ON THE AUTHOR BEING THREATENED WITH HIS
RESENTMENT

SPARE me thy vengeance, Galloway,
In quiet let melive:

| ask no kindness at thy hand,
For thou hagt none to give.

ON A COUNTRY LAIRD

BLESS the Redeemer, Cardoness,
Withgrateful lifted eyes,

Who said that notthesoul alone,
But body too, must rise;

For had He said ' The soul alone
From death | will deliver';

Alas! aas! O Cardoness,
Then thou hadst dept for ever !

ON JOHN BUSHBY

HERE lies John Bushby, honest man!—
Cheat him, Devil, gin ye can.

ON BEING SHOWN A BEAUTIFUL
COUNTRY SEAT

WE grant they 'rethine, those beautiesall,
So lovely to our eye;

Keep them, thou eunuch, Cardoness,
For othersto enjoy.
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THE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES

YE true ' Loyal Natives' attend to my song,

In uproar and riot rejoice the night long;

From envy and hatred your corps is exempt,

But whereis your shield from the darts of contempt ?

ON A SUICIDE

EARTH'D up hereliesan imp o hell,
Planted by Satan's dibble—

Poor silly wretch, he's damn'd himsel
To save the Lord the trouble.

LINES TO JOHN RANKINE

HE who of Rankine sang, lies tiff and dead,
And a green grassy hillock haps his head;
Alas! alas! a devilish change indeed !

TO MISS JESSY LEWARS

TALK not to me of savages
From Afric's burning sun,

No savage €er could rend my heart
As, Jessy, thou hast done.

But Jessy's lovely hand in mine,
A mutual faith to plight,

Not even to view the heavenly choir
Would be so blest a sight.

THE TOAST

FILL me with the rosy wine,
Call a toast—a toast divine;
Give the Poet's darling flame,
Lovely Jessy bethe name;
Then thou mayest freely boast
Thou hast given a peerless toast.
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ON THE SICKNESS OF MISS JESSY LEWARS

SAY, sages what'sthe charm on earth
Can turn Death'sdart adde ?

It isnot purity and worth,
Else Jessy had not died.

ON THE RECOVERY OF JESSY LEWARS

BUT rarely ssen since Naturésbirth,
The natives of the sky;

Yet still one sraph'sleft on earth,
For Jessy did not die.

THE BLACK-HEADED EAGLE
A FRAGMENT

ON THE DEFEAT OF THE AUSTRI ANS BY DUMOURI ER AT
GEMAPPE, NOVEMBER 1792

THE black-headed eagle
As keen as a beagle,
He hunted der height and owre howe;
But fell in atrap
On thebrasso' Gemappe,
E'en let him come out as he dowe.

TOTHEEDITOROFTHESTAR

DEAR Peter, dear Peter,
We poor sons of metre,

Are often negleckit, ye ken;
For ingtance, your sheet, man,
'‘Though glad 1" m to se€'t, man)
get it no aeday in ten.



TO AN ARTIST

A BOTTLE AND AN HONEST FRIEND

There's nane that's blest of human kind,
But the cheerful and the |gay, man,
Fal" lal, etc

[
HERE'S a bottle and an honest friend :
What wad you wish for mair, man ?

W ha kens, before hislife may end,
W hat his share may be of care, man?

Then catch the moments as they fly,
And usethem as ye ought, man :
Believe me, happiness is shy,

And comes not aye when sought, man.

GRACE AFTER DINNER

O THOU, in whom we live and move,
Who mad'st the sea and shore;
Thy goodness constantly we prove,

And, grateful, would adore.

And if it please Thee, Pow'r above,
Still grant us, with such store,

Thefriend wetrust, thefair we love,
And we desire no more.

ANOTHER

LORD, wethank an' Thee adore,
For temp'ral giftswelittlemerit;
At present we will ask no more,
LetWilliam Hyslop givethespirit

TO AN ARTIST

DEAR , | 'll gie ye some advice,
You'lltak it nouncivil:

Y ou shouldna paint at angels mair,
But try and paint the devil.
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Topaint an angd 'skittlewark,
Wi" auld Nick there'slessdanger ;
You 'll easy draw a weel-kent face,
But no se wed a stranger.

ON COMMISSARY GOLDIE'S BRAINS

LORD, to account who dares Thee call,
Or €er dispute Thy pleasure ?

Else why, within sothick awall,
Enclose so poor atreasure?

THE KEEKIN'-GLASS

How daur ye ca’ me howlet-faced,
Ye ugly glowering spectre?

My face was but the keekin'-glass,
And there ye saw your picture!

ON ROUGH ROADS

| 'M now arrived—thanks to the gods !—
Thro' pathwaysrough and muddy,

A certain sgn that makin' roads
I's no this peoples study:

Altho' | 'm not wi' Scripturecramm’d,
I 'm sure the Bible

That heedless snners shall be damn'd,
Unless they mend their ways.

TO MR. RENTON OF LAMERTON

YOUR billet, Sir, | grant receipt;
Wi'you | 'll canter ony gate,

Tho' ‘twereatrip to yon blue warl’,
Whar e birkies march on burning marl:
Then, Sir, God willing, | ' Il attend ye,
And toHisgoodness| commend ye.
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EPITAPH ON JAMES GRIEVE
LAIRD OF BOGHEAD, TARBOLTON

HERE lies Boghead among the dead,
In hopes to get salvation ;

But if such as hein Heaven’ may be,
Then welcome—hail! damnation.

ON CELEBRATED LAWYERS
LORD ADVOCATE

HE dench' d his pamphletsin hisfist,
He quoted and he hinted

Till, in a declamation- mlst
Hisargument hetint it:

He gapéd for't, hegraped for't,
Hefand it was awa, man;

But what his common sense came short.
He ekéd out wi' law, man.

MR. ERSKINE

Collected, Harry sood awee,
Then open'd out hisarm, man;
HisLordship sat wi' ruefu’ €e,
And ey'd the gathering storm, man:
Likewind-drivin hail it did assajl
Or torrentsowrealinn, man ;
The Bench sse wise lift up their eyes,
Half-wauken'd wi' thedin, man.

EPIGRAM TO MISS AINSLIE IN CHURCH

FAIR maid, you need not take the hint,
Nor |d|etexts pursue:
‘Twas guilty snnersthat he meant,
Not angds such asyou.
2A
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ON CAPTAIN LASCELLES

WHEN Lascdlesthought fit from thisworld to depart,
S(J[]ne friends warmly thought of embalming his
eart;
A bystander whigpers—' Pray don't make so much 0't;
The subject is poison, no reptile will touch it.'

EPIGRAM ON MRS. RIDDEL

' PRAISE Woman still," hislordship roars,
' Dexerv'd or not, no matter !'

But thee, whom all my soul adores,
Ev'n Flattery cannat flatter.

Maria, all my thought and dream,
Ingpires my vocal shell:

Themorel praises my lovely theme,
The morethe truth | tell.

TO THE BEAUTIFUL MISS ELIZA J—N
ON HER PRINCIPLES OF LIBERTY AND EQUALITY

How, Liberty ! girl, can it beby theenam'd ?

Equality too ! hussey, art not ashamed ?

Free and Equal, indeed, while mankind thou en-
chainest

And over their heartsa proud Despot S0 reignest.

REPLY TO A NOTE FROM CAPTAIN RIDDEL

DEAR SIR,—At ony time or tide,
| 'd rather sit wi' you than ride,
Though 'twerewi' royal Geordie:
And trowth your kindness, soon and late,
Aft gars meto mysd look blate—,
The Lord in Heaven reward yel—R. BURNS.
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ON CHLORIS

REQUESTING ME TO GIVE HER A SPRIG OP BLOSSOMED
THORN

FROM the white-blossom'd doe my dear Chloris
requested
A sprig, her fair breast to adorn :
No, by Heavens ! | exclaimed, let me perish if ever
| plant in that bosom athorn!

TO DR. MAXWELL
ON MISSJESSIE STAIG's RECOVERY

MAXWELL, i f merit here you crave,
That merit 1 deny;

Y ou save fair Jessie from the grave >—
An angel could not die.

REPLY TO THE THREAT OF A CENSORIOUS
CRITIC

WITH Esop's lion', Burns says, sore | fed
Each other blow, but damn that asss heel!

SONGS AND BALLADS

MY HANDSOME NELL

O, ONCE | lov'd a bonnie lass,
Ay, and | love her still;
And, whilst that virtue warms my breast,
I''ll love my handsome Nell.
Fal lal de ral, etc.

Asbonnielasses | hae seen,
And mony full as braw;

But for a modest, gracefu’ mien,
Thelike | never saw.
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A bonnie lass, | will confess,
Is pleasant to the €'e,

But without some better qualities,
She'snoalassfor me.

But Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet,
And what is best of a'—

Her reputation is complete,
And fair without a flaw.

Shedresses aye sae clean and neat,
Baith decent and genteel:

An' then there's something in her gait
Gars ony dress look weel.

A gaudy dress and gentle air
M ay slightly touch the heart;
But it's innocence and modesty
That polishesthe dart.

'Tisthis in Nelly pleases me,
'Tis this enchants my soul!

For absolutely in my breast
She reigns without control.

LUCKLESS FORTUNE

O RAGING fortune's withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O !

O raging fortune'swithering blast
Has laid my leaf full low, O !

My stem was fair, my bud was green,
My blossom sweet did blow, O ;
The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild,
And made my branches grow, O.

But luckless fortune's northern storms-
Laid a' my blossoms low, O;

But luckless fortune's northern storms.
Laid a' my blossoms low, O.
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| DREAM'D | LAY WHERE FLOWERS WERE
SPRINGING

| DREAM'D | lay where flower s were springing,
Gaily in the sunny beam ;
Ligening to the wild birds singing,
By afalling, crystal stream :
Straight the sky grew black and daring;
Thro' thewoodsthe whirlwindsrave;
Treeswith aged armswerewarring,
O'er the swelling, drumlie wave.

Such was my lifé's deceitful morning,
Such the pleasures | enjoy'd ;
But lang or noon, loud tempests storming,
A' my flow'ry blissdestroy'd.
Tho' fickle fortune has decav'd me,
'She promisd fair, and perform'd but ill) ;
Of mony ajoy and hope bereav'd me,
| bear a heart shall support me still.

O TIBBIE, | HAE SEEN THE DAY
CHORUS

O TIBBIE, | hae seen the day,
Ye wad na been s shy;
For laik o' gear yelightly me,
But trowth, | carenaby.

Yestreen | met you on the moor,

Ye sak na, but gaed by like stoure;

Yegek at me because | 'm poor,
But fient a hair carel.

When comin' hame on Sunday lagt,

Upon theroad as| cam pad,

Ye snufft, and gae yer head a cad—
But trowth, I care't naby.
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| doubt na, lass, but ye may think,

Because ye hae the name o clink,

That ye can please me at a wink,
Whene'er ye liketo try.

But sorrow tak him that's sse mean,
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean,
W ha follows ony saucy quean

That looks sse proud and high.

Altho' alad were €er se smart,

If that he want the ydlow dirt

Ye'll cag your head anither airt,
And answer him fu' dry.

But if he hae the name o' gear,

Ye'll fasen to him like a brier,

Tho' hardly he, for ssnseor lear,
Be better than the kye.

But, Tibbie, lass tak my advice,

Your daddi€s gear maks you sae nice ;

The deil a ane wad spier your price,
Wereyeaspoor asl.

There lives a lass in yonder park,

| would na gie her in her sark

For thee, wi' @' thy thousan' mark!
Ye need na look sae high.

MY FATHER WAS A FARMER

MY father was afarmer
Upon the Carrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me
In decency and order, O ;
He bade me act a manly part,
Thou%h 1 had neée afarthing, O;
For without an honet manly heart'
No man was worth regarding, O.
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Then out into the world
My course | did determine, O;
Tho' to be rich was not my wish,
Y et to be ﬁreat was charming, O :
My talents they were not the worst,
Nor vet my education, O ;
Resolv d was |, at least to try,
To mend my situation, O.

In many a way, and vain essay,
| courted fortune's favour, O;
Some calse unseen still stept between,
To frustrate each endeavour, O :
Sometimes by foes | was o'erpower'd ;
Sometimes by friends forsaken, O ;
And when my hope was at the top,
| still was worst mistaken, O.

Then sore harassed, and tir'd at last,
With fortune'svain delusion, O,

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams,
And came to this conclusion, O:

The past was bad, and the future hid ;
Itsgood orill untried, O;

But the present hour was in my pow'r,
Andso | would enjoy it, O.

No help, nor hope, nor view had I,
Nor person to befriend me, O ;

So | must toil, and sweat, and broil,
And labour to sustain me, O :

To plough and sow, to reap and mow,
My father bred me early, O;

For one, he said' tolabour bred,
Was a match for fortunefairly, O.

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor,
Thro' life | 'm doom'd to wander, O,
Till down my weary bones | lay,
In everlasting slumber, O.

375
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No view nor care, but shun whate'er
Might breed me pain or sorrow, O :

| live to-day as well's | may,
Regardless of to-morrow, O.

But cheerful still, | am as well
Asamonarch in a palace, O,

Tho' fortune'sfrown still hunts me down,
W ith all her wonted malice, O :

I makeindeed my daily bread,
But neéer can make it farther, O;

But, asdaily bread isall | need,
| do not much regard her, O.

When sometimes by my labour
| earn alittle money, O,
Some unforeseen misfortune
Comes gen'rally upon me, O:
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect,
Or my good-natur'd folly, O;
But come what will, | 've sworn it still,
| 'l ne€er be melanchaly, O.

All you who follow wealth and power
With unremitting ardour, O,
Themore in this you look for bliss,
You leave your view the farther, O :
Had you the wealth Potos boasts,
Or nationsto adore you, O,
A cheerful honest-hearted clown
I will prefer before you, O.

JOHN BARLEYCORN
A BALLAD

THERE were three kings into the eadt,
Three kings both great and high;

An' they hae swore a solemn oath
John Barleycorn should die.
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They took a plough and plough'd him down,
Put clods upon his head;

And they hae swore a solemn oath
John Barleycorn was dead.

But the cheerful spring came kindly on,
And show'rs began to fall;

John Barleycorn got up again,
And sore surprisd them all.

The sultry suns of summer came,
And he grew thick and strong ;

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears,
That no one should him wrong.

The sober autumn enter'd mild,
' When he grew wan and pale ;
His bendingjoints and drooping head
Show'd he began to fail.

His colour sicken'd more and more,
He faded into age;

And then his enemies began
To shew their deadly rage.

They 've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp,
And cut him by the knee ;

Then tied him fast upon a cart,
Like arogue for forgerie.

They laid him down upon his back,
And cudgell'd him full sore;

They hung him up before the storm,
And turn'd him o'er and O'er.

They filled up a darksome pit
With water to the brim;

They heaved in John Barleycorn,
Therelet him sink or swim.

They laid him out upon the fioor,
Towork him farther woe :

And still, as signs of life appear'd,
They tossd him to and fro.
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They waded O'er a scorching flame
The marrow of his bones ;

But a miller usd him worgt of all—
He crush'd him 'tween two stones.

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood,
And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound.

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise;

For if you do but taste his blood,
"Twill make your couragerise.

"Twill make a man forget his woe;
"Twill heighten all hisjoy:

"Twill makethe widow's heart to sing,
Tho' thetear werein her eye.

Then let ustoast John Barleycorn,
Each man a glass in hand;

And may his great posterity
Ne'er fail in old Scotland !

THE RIGS O' BARLEY

IT was upon a Lammas night,
When corn rigs are bonnie,
Beneath the moon's unclouded light,
| held awa to Annie:
Thetimeflew by wi' tentless heed,
Till 'tween the lateand early,
Wi' sma persuason she agreed
To e methro' the barley.

The ky was blue, the wind was still,
The moon was shining clearly;

| s&t her down, wi' right good will,
Amangtherigs o' barley :
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| kent her heart wasa my ain;
| lov'd her mogt sincerely:

| kissd her owre and owre again,
Amangtherigs o' barley.

| lock'd her in my fond embrace!
Her heart was beatingrarely: .

My bln%s on that happy plaoa
Amangtherigs o' barley

But by the moon and starsso bright,
That shone that hour so clearly!

She aye shall bless that happy night,,
Amang therigs o' barley.

| hae been blithe wi' comrades dear;
| hae been merry drinking,
| hae been joy fu' gath'rin’ gear;
| hae been happy thinking:
But & the pleasures€er | saw,
Tho' threetimesdoubl'd fairly,
That happy night was worth them a',
Amang therigs o' barley.

CHORUS
Cornrigs, an' barley rigs,
An' oornrlgsarebonnle
I 'll néer forget that happy night,.
Amangtherigswi' Annie.

MONTGOMERY'S PEGGY

ALTHO' my bed were in yon muir,
Amang the heather,in my plaidie,

Y et happy, happy would | be,
Had 1 my dear Montgomery's Peggy.

When oer the hill beat surly sorms,

And winter nightsweredark and rainy ;
| 'd sk some dell, and in my arms

| 'd shelter dear Montgomery's Pegay,
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Were | abaron proud and high,

And horse and servants waiting ready,
Then & 'twad gie 0' joy to me,

The sharin' 't wi' Montgomery's Peggy.

LAMENT

"WRITTEN AT A TIME WHEN THE POET WAS ABOUT TO
LEAVE SCOTLAND

O'ER the mig-shrouded diffs of the lone mountain
straying,
Where the wild winds of winter incessantly rave,
What woes wring my heart while intently surveying
The gorm's gloomy path on the breag of the wave!

Ye foam-cresed billows, allow me to wail,
Ere ye toss me afar from my lov'd native shore ;
Wher e the flow'r which bloom'd sweegtest in Coila's
green vale,
The pride of my bosom, my Mary's no more !

No more by the banks of the streamlet we 'll wander,
And smile at the moon's rimpled face in the wave;
No more shall my armscling with fondnessaround her,
For the dew-draps of morning fall cold on her grave.

No more shall the soft thrill of love warm my breat,
| hagte with the storm to a far-distant shore;

Where unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall re<t,
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more.

THE MAUCHLINE LADY

WHEN first | cameto Stewart Kyle,
My mind it was na steady;

Wher€er | gaed, wheréer | rade,
A migress still | had aye;
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But when | cameroun' by Mauchlinetown,
Not dreadin' ony body,

My heart was caught, before | thought,
And by a Mauchline lady.

THE HIGHLAND LASSIE

N A B gentledames, tho' €er saefair,
Shall ever be my muse's care:
Their titlesa' are empty show ;
Giememy Highland Lassie, O.
Within the glen sae bushy, O,
Aboon the plains sae rushy, O,
| set medown wi' right good will,
Tosingmy Highland Lassie, O.
Oh, wereyon hillsand valleys mine
Y on palace and yon gardensfine!
Theworld then the love should know
| bear my Highland Lassie, 0.

But ficklefortune frowns on me,
And | maun crosstheraging sea !
But whilemy crimson currentsflow,
I 'll love my Highland Lassie, O.

Altho' through foreign climes| range,

I know her heart will never change,

For her bosom burnswith honour's glow.
My faithful Highland Lassie, O.

For her | 'll darethebillow'sroar,
For her | ' I | tracethedistant shore,
That Indian wealth may lustre throw
Around my Highland Lassie, O.

She has my heart, she has my hand,

By sacred truth and honour'sband !

Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low,

I 'mthine, my Highland Lassie, O!
Fareweel the glen sae bushy, O'!
Fareweel theplain saerushy, O'!
To other lands | now must go,
Tosingmy Highland Lassie, O !
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PEGGY

Now westlin' winds and slaught'ring guns
Bring autumn's pleasant weather;

The moorcock springs, on whirring wings,
Amang the blooming heather :

Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain,
Delights the weary farmer;

Andthe moon shines bright when | rove at night
To muse upon my charmer.

The partridge lovesthe fruitful fells;
The plover loves the mountains;

The woodcock hauntsthe lonely dells ;
The soaring hern the fountains:

Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves
The path of man, to shuniit;

The hazel bush o'erhangs the thrush,
The spreading thorn thelinnet.

Thusev'ry kind their pleasure find,
The savage and the tender;

Some social join, and leagues combine;
Some solitary wander:

Avaunt, away! the cruel sway,
Tyrannic man'sdominion;

The sportsman'sjoy, themurd'ring cry,
Theflutt'ring, gory pinion!

But Peggy, dear, the ev'ning's clear,
Thick fliesthe skimming swallow;

The sky is blue, the fieldsin view,
All fading green and yellow:

Come, let us stray our gladsome way,
And view the chirms of Nature;

Therustling corn, the fruited thorn,
And ev'ry happy creature.

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk,
Till the silent moon shine clearly ;

I 'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest,
Swear how | love thee dearly:
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Not vernal show'rsto budding flow'rs,
Not autumn to the farmer,

So dear can be, as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely charmer !

THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE O T

O WHA my babie-clouts will buy ?

O whawill tent me when | cry ?

Whawill kiss me where | lie?—
The rantin dog the daddie o't.

O wha will own he did the fau't?

O wha will buy the groanin' maut?

O wha will tell me how to ca't >—
The rantin dog the daddie o't.

When | mount the creepie chair,

Wha will sit beside me there?

Gie me Rob, | 'll seek nae mair,
The rantin dog the daddie o't.

Whawill crack to me my lane ?

Wha will mak me fidgin fain?

Wha will kiss me o'er again —
The rantin dog the daddie o't.

O THAT | HAD NE'ER BEEN MARRIED

O THAT | had ne'er been married,
| wad never had nae care ;
Now I've gotten wife and bairns,
An' they cry crowdie ever mair.
Ancecrowdie, twicecrowdie,
Three times crowdie in a day,
Ginye crowdie ony mair,
Ye'll crowdie d my meal away.
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Waefu' want and hunger fley me,
Glowrin by the hallan en”;
Sair | fecht them at the door,
But aye |'m eerie they come ben.
Ance crowdie, twice crowdie,
Three times crowdie in a day;
Gin ye crowdie ony mair,
Ye'll crowdie & my meal away.

MY HEARTWASANCEASBLYTHEAND FREE

MY heart was ance as blythe and free
As simmer days were lang,
But a bonnie, westlin' weaver lad
Has gart me change my sang.
To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids,
Totheweaversginyego;
| rede you right gang ne'er at night,
To theweaversgin you go.

My mither sent me to the town,
To warp aplaid en wab ;

But the weary, weary warpin' o't
Has gart me sigh and sab.

A bonnie, westlin' weaver lad
Sat working at his loom ;
He took my heart as wi' a net,
In every knot and thrum.

| st besde my warpin'-wheel,
And aye | cad it roun’;

But every shot and every knock,
My heart it gee a stoun.

The moon was sinking in the west
W i'visage paeand wan,

As my bonnie westlin' weaver lad
Convoy'd me thro' the glen.
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But what was said, or what was done,
Shame fa' megin | tell ;

But, oh ! | fear thekiritra soon
Will ken as weel 's mysel.

To the weavers gin ye go, fair maids,
To the weavers gin ye go;

| rede you right gang ne'er at night,
To the weavers gin ye go.

GUID E'EN TO YOU, KIMMER

GUID E'EN to you, kimmer,
And how do ye do?

Hiccup, quo' kimmer,
The better that | 'm fou.

We'rea' noddin, nid, nid, noddin,
We'rea' noddin at our house at hame.

Kate sits i' the neuk,
Suppin' hen broo;

Deil tak Kate,
An' she be na noddintoo !

How'sa' wi' you, kimmer,
And how doyefare?

A pint o' the best 0't,
And twa pints mair.

How'sa' wi' you, kimmer,
And how doyethrive ?

How mony bairns hae ye?
Quo' kimmer, | hae five.

Arethey a' Johnny's?
Eh! atweel na:
Twa o' them were gotten
W hen Johnny was awa,
2B
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Cats like milk,
And dogs like broo,
Lads like lasses weel,
And lassesladstoo.

We'rea' noddin, nid, nid, noddin,
We 're @ noddin at our house at hame.

MY NANNIE, O

BEHIND yon hills, where Lugar flows,
'Mang moors and mosses many, O,

The wintry sun the day has closd,
And | 'll awa to Nannie, O.

The westlin wind blaws loud an' shrill;
The night's baith mirk and rainy, O ;

But | 'll get my plaid, an' out | 'll steal,
An' owre the hillsto Nannie, O.

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an' young;
Nae artfu' wilesto win ye, O:

May ill befa' theflatteringtongue
That wad beguile my Nannie, O.

Her face is fair, her heart istrue,
As spotless as she's bonnie, O:

The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew,
Nae purer isthan Nannie, O.

A country lad is my degree,

An' few there bethat ken me, O ;
But what care | how few they be?

| 'm welcome aye to Nannie, O.
My riches ai's my penny-fee,

An' | maun guide it cannie, O;
But warl's gear ne'er troubles me,

My thoughtsare a' my Nannie, O.

Our auld guidman delights to view
His sheep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ;
But | 'm as blythe that hauds his pleugh.
An' has nae care but Nannie, O.
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Come weel, come woe, | care na by,

I'll tak what Heav'n will sen' me, O ;
Nae ither carein life havel,

But live, an' love my Nannie, O.

O WHY THE DEUCE SHOULD | REPINE?

O WHY the deuce should | repine,
An' beanill foreboder ?

| 'm twenty-three, and five feet nine—
I 'll go and be a sodger.

| gat some gear wi' meikle care,
| held it wed thegither;

But now it's gane, and something mair—
I 'll go and be a sodger.

A FRAGMENT

ONE night as| did wander,
When corn begins to shoat,

| sat me down, to ponder,
Upon an auld tree root:

Auld A%r ran by before me,
And bicker'dtothesesas,

A cushat crooded O'er me,
That echod thro' the braes.

ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST

CHORUS

ROBIN shure in hairst,
| shurewi' him;

Fient aheuk had I,
Yet | sack by him.
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|
| gaed up to Dunse,
Towarp awab o' plaiden;
At his daddi€'s yett,
Whamet mebut Robin ?

Wasna Robin bauld,

Though | was a cotter,
Play'd me dc a trick,

And methedler'sdochter ?

Robin promisd me
A' my winter vittle;
Fient haet he had but three
Gooee feathers and a whittle.
Robin shure, ec.

TO MARY IN HEAVEN

THOU ling'ring star, with lessning ray,
That lov'st to greet the early morn,
Again thou usher's in the day
My Mary from my soul wastorn.
O Mary ! dear departed shade!
Whereisth plaoe of blisful rest?
Seet thou thy [over lowly laid ?
Hear'st thou the groansthat rend hisbreas ?

That sacred hourocan | forget?

Can | forget the hallowed grove,
Wher eby thewinding Ayr we met,

To live one day of parting love?
Eternity will not efface

Those records dear of trangports past;
Thy image at our last embrace;

Ah! littlethought we'twasour last i
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Ayr, gurgling, kissd his pebbled shore,
O'erhung with wild woods, thick'ning green;
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar,
Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene ;
The flow'rs sprang wanton to be prest,
The birds sang love on every spray—
Till too, too soon, the glowing west,
Proclaim'd the speed of winged day.

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes,
And fondly broods with miser care !
Time but th" impression stronger makes,
As streams their channels deeper wear.
My Mary, dear departed shade !
Where is thy place of blissful rest?
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

BRUCE'S ADDRESS
TO HIS ARMY AT BANNOCKBURN

SCOTS, wha hee wi' WALLACE bled,
Scots, wham BRUCE has aften led;
Welcome to your gory bed,

Or to Victorie!

Now's the day, and now 's the hour ;

See the front o' battle lour;

See gpproach proud Edward's pow'r—
Chains and slaverie!

Whawill be atraitor knave?

Wha can fill a coward's grave ?

Whasee base asbe adave?
Let him turn and flee !

Wha for SCOTLAND'S king and law

FREEDOM'S sword will strongly draw,

Free-man stand, or Free-man fa' ?
Let him follow me !
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By Oppression'swoesand pains!

By your sonsin servile chains!

We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free!

Lay the proud usurpers low !

Tyrantsfall in ever% foe!

LIBERTY 'Sin every blow '—
Let usdo, or die!

O, KENMURE'S ON AND AWA

0O, KENMURE 'S on and awa, Willie !
O, Kenmure'son and awal

And Kenmur€'slord'sthe bravest lord
That ever Galloway saw.

Suooess to Kenmur€'s band, Willie!
Sucosss to Kenmure's band;

There'sno a heart that fears a Whig",
That rides by Kenmuré's hand.

Here's Kenmure's health in wine, Willie!
Here's Kenmur€'s health in wine;

Therenee was a coward 0 Kenmure's blude,
Nor yet o' Gordon's line.

O, Kenmur€'sladsare men, Willie!
O, Kenmur€'s lads are men;

Their heartsand swords are metal true—
And that their faes shall ken.

They'll liveor diewi' fame, Willie!
They 'll live or diewi' fame;

But soon wi' sounding victorie,
May Kenmur€e'slord come hame!

Here'shim that 'sfar awa, Willie!
Here'shim that's far awal

And her€'s theflower that | lo'e best—
Theroxe that's like the snaw !
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SWEETEST MAY

SWEETEST MAY, let love inspire thee ;
Takea heart which he desresthee;
Asthy constant daveregardit;

For its faith and truth reward it.

Proof o' shat to birth or money,

Not the wealthy, but the bonnie;
Not high-born, but noble-minded,
In love's silken band can bind it !

BONNIE PEGGY ALISON

CHORUS
| 'LL kiss thee yet, yet,
An' | 'll kissthee der again ;

An'|'ll kisstheeyet, yet,
My bonnie Peggy Alison !

| 1k care and fear, when thou art near,
| ever mair defy them, O ;

Young kingsupon their hansd throne
Arenoseblest asl am, O!

I

Wheninmy arms, wi' & thy charms,
I dasp my countless treasure, O,

| seek nae mair o' Heaven to share,
Than 9c amoment's pleasure, O !

And by thy €en, sse bonnie blue,
| swear | 'm thinefor ever, O |—
And on thy lips| seal my vow,
And break it shall | never, O!
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MY JEAN!

THO' cruel fate should bid uspart,
Far asthe pole and line,
Her dear idea round my heart
Should tenderly entwine.
Tho' mountains rise, and deserts howl,
And oceans roar between ;
Yet, dearer than my deathless soul,
| still would love my Jean,

GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O!
A FRAGMENT

CHORUS

GREEN grow the rashes, O !
Green grow the rashes, O!

The sweetest hours that €er | spend
Aregpent amangthelasses O.

1

There'snought but care on ev'ry han',
In every hour that pases O:
What sgnifiesthe life o' man,
An' 'twerenafor thelases O?

The warl'y race may riches chasg,
An' riches still may fly them, O;

An' tho' at last they catch them fag,
Their hearts can n€er enjoy them, O.

But gie me a canny hour at €en,
My arms about my dearie, O:
An' warl'y cares, an’ warl'y men,

May a' gaetapsalteerie, O.
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v

For you s douce, ye sneer at this,

Y e'renought but sensdessasses, O :
The wisest man the warl' €er saw

He dearly lov'd the lasses, O.

v

Auld Nature swears the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, O :
Her 'prentice han' she tried on man,
An' then she made the lasses, O.

ROBIN

THERE was a lad was born in Kyle,
But whatna day o' whatna style
| doubt it's hardly worth the while
To be s nice wi' Robin.
Robin was a rovin' boy
Rantinrovin', rantinrovin';
Robin was a rovin' boy,
Rantinrovin' Robin!

Our monarch's hindmost year but ane

Was five and twenty days begun,

"Twas then a blast o' Janwar win'
Blew hansel in on Robin.

The gossip keekit in his loof,
Quo' she, wha lives will see the proof,
This waly boy will be nae coof—

I think we'll ca him Robin.
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v

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma’,
But aye a heart aboon them a';
He'll be a credit till us &',

We'll &' be proud o' Robin.

\

But sure as three times three mak nine,
| see, by ilka score and line,
This chap will dearly like our kin',

So leeze me on thee, Robin.

Vi

Guid faith, quo' she, | doubt ye gar

Thebonnielasseslie aspar,

But twenty fauts ye may hae waur,
So blessin's on thee, Robin.

Robin was a rovin' boy,
Rantin rovin', rantin rovin';

Robin was a rovin' boy,
Rantin rovin' Robin!

HER FLOWING LOCKS

H E R flowinglocks, the raven's wing,

Adown her neck and bosom hing;

How sweet unto that breast to cling,
And round that neck entwine her !

Her lipsareroseswat wi' dew,

O, what a feast her bonnie mou !

Her cheeks a mair celestial hue,
A crimson still diviner.

MAUCHLINE BELLES

O LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline belles;
Ye're safer at your spinning-wheel;

Such witching books ar e baited hooks
For rakish rooks—like Rob Mossgiel.
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Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons,
They make your youthful fancies reel;
They heat your veins, and fire your brains,
And then ye're prey for Rob Mossgiel.

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung,
A heart that warmly seems to feel;

That feeling heart but acts a part—
'"Tis rakish art in Rob Mossgiel.

The frank address, the soft caress,

Are worse than poison'd darts of steel;
The frank address, and politesse,

Are allfinessein Rob Mossgiel.

THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE

IN Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles,
The pride o' the place and its neighbourhood a';

Their carriage and dress, a stranger would guess,
In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten it a':

Miss Miller isfine, MissMarkland ‘s divine,
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw;
There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Miss Morton,
But Armour's thejewel for me o' them a.

YOUNG PEGGY

YOUNG Peggy blooms our bonniest lass,
Her blush islike the morning,

The rosy dawn, the springing grass,
With pearly gems adorning:

Her eyesoutshinetheradiant beams
That gild the passing shower,

And glitter o'er the crystal streams,
And cheer each fresh'ning flower.



396

POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

Her lips, more than the cherries bright,
A richer dye has grac'd them ;
They charm th' admiring gazer's sight,
And sweetly tempt to taste them;
Her smile is, like the evening, mild,
When feather'd tribesare courting,
And little lambkins wanton wild,
In playful bands disporting.

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe,
Such sweetness would relent her;
As blooming Spring unbends the brow

Of surly, savage Winter.
Detraction's eye no aim can gain,

Her winning powersto lessen ;
And spiteful Envy grinsin vain,

The poison'd tooth to fasten.

Y e Powers of Honour, Love, and Truth,
From every ill defend her;

Inspire the highly-favour'd youth
The destinies intend her;

Still fan the sweet connubial flame.
Responsive in each bosom ;

And bless the dear parental name
With many afilial blossom.

HUNTING SONG

T H E heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn,
Our lads gaed a-hunting ae day at the dawn,

O'er moors and o'er mosses, and mony aglen,

At length they discovered a bonnie moor-hen.

| rede you beware at the hunting, young men ;
| rede you beware at the hunting, young men;
Tak some on the wing, and some as they spring,
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen.
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Sweet brushing the dew from the brown heather bells,
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy fells:

Her plumage outlustr'd the prideo' the spring,

And, oh ! as she wantoned sae gay on the wing,

Auld Phoebus himsel, as he peep'd o'er the hill,

In spite, at her plumage hetried his skill;
Helevell'd his rays where she bask'd on the brae—
Hisrayswere outshone, and but mark'd where shelay.

I\

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill,
The best of our lads, wi' the best o' their skill;
But still as the fairest she sat in their sight,
Then, whirr! shewasover, a mile at a flight.

| rede you beware at the hunting, young men,

| rede you beware at the hunting, young men ;

Tak some on thewing, and some as they spring,
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen.

THE CURE FOR ALL CARE

No churchman am | for to rail and to write,
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight,
No sly man of business contriving a snare—
For a big-belly'd bottle's the whole of my care.

The peer | don't envy, | give him his bow;

| scorn not the peasant, tho' ever so low;

But a club of good fellows, like those that are here,
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care.

Her e passes the squire on his brother—his hor se;
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse;
But see you the Crown, how it wavesin the air !
There a big-belly'd bottle still eases my care.
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The wife of my bosom, alas! she did die;
For sweet consolation to church | did fly ;

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

| once was persuaded a venture to make;

A letter informed me that all was to wreck ;—
But the pursy old landlord just waddl'd upstairs,
With aglorious bottle that ended my cares.

' Life's cares they are comforts,'—a maxim laid down

By the bard, what d' ye call him, that wore the black
gown;

And faith, | agree with th' old prigto a hair;

For a big-belly'd bottle's a heav'n of a care.

A STANZA ADDED IN A MASON LODGE

Then fill up a bumper, and make it o'erflow,
And honours masonic prepare for to throw;
May ev'ry true brother of the compass and sguare
Have a big-belly'd bottle when harassd with care!

ELIZA

FROM thee, Eliza, | must go,
And from my native shore;

The cruel Fates between us throw
A boundless ocean's roar:

But boundless oceans, roaring wide,
Between mv love and me,

They never, never can divide
My heart and soul from thee !

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
Themaid that | adore !

A boding voice is in mine ear,
We part to meet no more!
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The latest throb that leaves my heart,
While death stands victor by,

That throb, Eliza, isthy part,
And thine that latest sigh !

THE SONS OF OLD KILLIE

YE sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie,
To follow the noble vocation;

Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another
To sit in that honoured station.

| 've little to say, but only to pray,
As praying's the ton of your fashion ;

A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse,
'Tis seldom her favourite passion.

Ye powers who preside o'er the wind and the tide,
Who markéd each element's border;

Who forméd this frame with beneficent aim,
Whose sovereign statute is order;

W ithin this dear mansion may wayward contention
Or withered envy ne'er enter;

May secrecy round be the mystical bound,
And brotherly love be the centre.

THE LAST TIME | CAME O'ER THE MOOR

T HElast time | cameo'er the moor,
And left Maria's dwelling,
W hat throes, what tortures passing cure,
Were in my bosom swelling:
Condemn'd to see my rival's reign,
While | in secret languish;
To feel a firein every vein,
Y et dare not speak my anguish.

Love's veriest wretch, despairing, |
Fain, fain my crimewould cover:

The unweeting groan, the bursting sigh,
Betray the guilty lover.
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I know my doom must be despair,
Thou wilt nor cangt relieve me;

But,O Maria, hear my prayer,
For pity's sake, forgive me !

The music of thy tongue | heard,
Nor wigt while it endaved me;
| saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd,
Till fearsno more had saved me.
The unwary sailor thus aghast
The whesdling torrent viewing,
In circling horrors, yidds at last
In overwhelming ruin !

MENIE

AGAIN rejoicing Natur e sees
Her robe assume its vernal hues,
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze,
All freshly stegp'd in morning dews.

CHORUS
And maun | still on Menie doat,
And bear the scorn that's in her €e?
For it'sjet, jet black, and it's like a hawk,
And it winnalet a body be'!

In vain to me the cowdips blaw,
In vain to me the vi'lets spring;
In vain to me, in glen or shaw,
The mavis and the lintwhite sing.

The merry ploughboy cheers his team,
W' joy the tentie ssedsman stalks;
But lifeto me's a weary dream,
A dream of anethat never wauks.
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v

The wanton coot the water skims,
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry,
The stately swan majestic swims,
And every thingis blest but I.

Vv

The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap,
And owre the moorlands whistles shill;
Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ringstep,
I meet him on the dewy hill.

Vi

And when thelark, 'tween light and dark,
Blyth waukens by the daisy's side,

And mounts and sings on flittering wings,
A woe-worn ghaist | hameward glide.

VII

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl,
And raging bend the naked tree;

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul,
When Natureall issad like me!

KATHERINE JAFFRAY

THERE liv'd a lass in yonder dale,
And down in yonder glen, O!

And Katherine Jaffray was her name,
W eel known to many men, O !

Out camethe Lord of Lauderdale,
Out frae the South Countrie, O'!

All for to court this pretty maid,
Her bridegroom for to be, O !

He'stell'd her father and mother baith,
As | hear sundry say, O |
But he has natell d the lass hersel,
Till on her Weddi2ng day, O !
C

401
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Then cametheLaird o' Lochinton,
Out frae the English border,

All for tocourt this pretty maid,
All mounted in good order.

THE LASS OF BALLOCHMYLE

'TWAS even—the dewy fields were green,
On every blade the pearls hang,
The zephyrs wanton'd round the bean,
And boreits fragrant sweets alang:
In ev'ry glen the mavis sang,
All Nature listening ssem'd the while,
Except where greenwood echoes rang,
Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle.

With cardess gep | onward stray'd,
My heart rgoic'd in Nature'sjoy,
When musing in a lonely glade,
A maiden fair | chanc'd to spy;
Her look was like the morning's eye,
Her air like Nature'svernal smile,
Perfection whisper'd, passng by,
Behold the lass o' Ballochmyle !
Fair isthemornin flow'ry May,
And sweet is night in autumn mild;
When rovingthro' the garden gay,
Or wand'ringin thelonely wild :
But Woman, Nature'sdarling child !
Thereall her charms she does compile ;
Ev'n there her other worksare foil'd
By the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle.

O! had she been a country maid,

And | the happy country swain,
Tho' sheter'd in the lowest shed

That ever rose on Scotland's plain:
Thro' weary winter'swind andrain,

With joy, with rapture, | would toil;
And nightly to my bosom strain

The bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle!
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Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep,
Wher e fame and honours lofty shine ;
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep,
Or downward seek the Indian mine;
Give me the cot below the pine,

To tend theflocks', or till the sail,
And every day havejoys divine

With the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle.

HIGHLAND MARY

YE banks, and braes, and streams around
The castle o' Montgomery,

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
Y our waters never drumlie!

There simmer first unfauld her robes,
And there the langest tarry;

For there | took the last fareweel
O' my sweet Highland Mary.

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk !
How rich the hawthorn's blossom |
As underneath their fragrant shade
| clasp'd her to my bosom!
The golden hours, on angel wings,
Flew o'er me and my dearie ;
For dear to me, as light and life,
Was my sweet Highland M ary!

Wi' mony avow, and lock'd embrace,
Our parting was fu' tender;

And, pledging aft to meet again,
We tore oursels asunder ;

But, oh! fell Death's untimely frost,
That nipt my flower sae early!—

Now green's the sod, and cauld's the clay,
That wrapsmy Highland M ary!

Oh pale, pale now, those rosy lips,
| aft hae kissd sae fondly !

And closd for aye the sparkling glance
That dwelt on me sae kindly !
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And mouldering now in silent dust
That heart that lo'ed me dearly— ,

But still within my bosom's core
Shall live my Highland M ary!

WILL YOU GO TO THE INDIES, MY MARY?

WILL ye go to the Indies, my Mary,
And leave auld Scotia's shore ?
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,

Acrossth' Atlantic's roar ?

O sweet grows the lime and the orange,
And the apple on the pine;

But @' the charms o' the Indies
Can never equal thine.

| hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary,
| hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ;

And sae may the Heavens forget me,
When | forget my vow!

O plight me your faith, my Mary,
And plight me your lily-white hand ;

O plight me your faith, my Mary,
Before | leave Scotia's strand.

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary,
I'n mutual affection tojoin;

And curst be the cause that shall part us!
The hour and the moment o' time!

THE BONNIE BANKS OF AYR

T H E gloomy night isgath'ring fast,
Loud roars the wild, inconstant blast;
Yon murky cloud is foul with rain,

| see it driving o'er the plain ;
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The hunter now has left the moor,
The scatter'd coveys meet secure ;
While here | wander, prest with care,
Alongthelonely banks of Ayr.

The autumn mourns her rip'ning corn.
By early winter's ravagetorn;

Across her placid, azure sky,

She sees the scowling tempest fly:
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave—

I think upon the stormy wave,

Where many a danger | must dare,
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr.

'Tis not the surging billow's roar,

'Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ;

Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear,

The wretched have no more to fear!

But round my heart the ties are bound,
That heart transpierc'd with many a wound ;
These bleed afresh, those ties | tear,

To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr.

Farewell, old Coila'shillsand dales,

Her heathy moors and winding vales;

The scenes where wretched fancy roves,
Pursuing past unhappy loves !

Farewell, my friends ! farewell, my foes!
My peace with these, my love with those—
The bursting tears my heart declare;
Farewell, the bonnie banks of Ayr !

THE JOYFUL WIDOWER

| MARRIED with a scolding wife,
The fourteenth of November;
She made me weary of my life,
By one unruly member.
Long did | bear the heavy yoke,
And many griefs attended;
But, to my comfort be it spoke,
Now, now her life is ended.
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Weliv'd full one-and-twenty years,
A man and wife together;
At length from me her course she steer'd,
And gone | know not whither:
Would | could' guess, | do profess,
| speak, and do not flatter,
Of all the women in theworld,
| never could come at her.

Her body is bestowed well,
A handsome grave does hide her;
But sure her soul isnot in hell,
The deil could n€er abide her.
| rather think sheisaloft,
And imitating thunder;
For why,—methinks | hear her voice
Tearing the douds asunder.

BONNIE DUNDEE

O, WHARE gat ye that hauver meal bannock ?
O silly blind body, O dinna ye see?

| gat it frae a brisk young sodger laddie,
Between Saint Johnston and bonnie Dundee.

O gin | saw the laddiethat gae me't!
Aft has he doudl'd me up on hisknee;

May Heaven protect my bonnie Scots laddie,
And send him hameto hisbabie and me!

My blessing upon thy sweet wee lippie,
My blessn's upon thy bonnie €e bree !

Thy amiles are sse like my blithe sodger laddie,
Thou's aye the dearer and dearer to me!

But | 'll big a bower on yon bonnie banks,
WhereTay rinswimplin by saeclear;

And | 'll deed theein the tartan se fine,
And mak thee aman like thy daddie dear.
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COME DOWN THE BACK STAIRS

CHORUS
O WHISTLE, and | 'll come
Toyou, my lad ;
O whistle, and | 'll come
Toyou, my lad :

Tho' father and mither
Should baith gae mad,

O whistle, and I'll come
To you, my lad'.

Come down the back stairs
When ye come to court me;

Come down the back stairs
When ye come to court me;

Come down the back stairs,
And let naebody see,

And come as ye were na
Coming to me.

THERE WAS A WIFE

THERE was a wifewonn'd in Cockpen,
Scroggam;

She brew'd guid ale for gentlemen,

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me,

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum.

The gudewife's dochter fell in a fever,
Scroggam;

The priest o' the parish fell in anither,

Sing auld Cowl, lay you flown by me,

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum.

They laid the twa i' the bed thegither,
Scroggam;

That the heat o' the tane might cool thetither,

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me,

Scroggam', my dearie, ruffum.
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O WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO YOU

O WHISTLE, and | 'll come to you, my lad,
O whistle, and | 'll cometo you, mP/ lad :
Tho' father and mither and a should gae mad,
O whistle, and | 'll come to you, my lad.

But warily tent, when you come to court me,
And come na unless the hack-yett be ajee;
Syne up the back-stile, and let nacbody see,
And come as ye were nacomin” to me,

And come as ye were na comin' to me.

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me,
Gang by me as tho' that ye car'd na aflie;
But steal me ablink o' your bonnie black €e,
Y et look as ye were nalookin' at me,

Y et look as ye were nalookin' at me.

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me,
And whylesye may li %htl_y my beauty awee;
But court naanither, tho'jokin' ye be,

For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me,
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me.

O whistle, and | 'll come to you, my lad,
O whistle, and | 'll come to you, m?/ lad :
Tho' father and mither and a should gae mad,
O whistle, and | 'll cometo you, ray lad.

THERE'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS

THERE'S news, lasses, news,
Gude news | havetotell;
There'saboat fu' o' lads
Come to our town to sell.
CHORUS
The wean wants a cradle,
An' the cradle wants a cod,
An'1'll no gangto my bed
Until | get a nod.
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Father, quo' she, Mither, quo' she,
Do what you can,
| 'll no gang to my bed
Till | get a man.
The wean, etc.

| hae asgude acraft rig
As made o' yird and stane;
And waly fa' the ley-crap,
For | maun till'd again.
The wean, etc.

DAMON AND SYLVIA

Y ON wand'ring rill, that marks the hill,
And glances o'er the brae, Sir,

Slides by a bower where mony a flower,
Shedsfragrance on theday, Sir.

There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay,
To love they thought nae crime, Sir;
The wild-birds sang, the echoes rang,
While Damon's heart beat time, Sir.

I'M OWRE YOUNG TO MARRY YET

| AM my mammy'saebairn,
Wi' unco folk | weary, Sir ;
And lying in a man's bed,
I'm fley'd it mak me eerie, Sir.
| 'm owre young to marry yet;
| 'm owre young to marry yet;
I 'm owre young—'twad be a sin
To tak me frae my mammy yet.
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My minnie coft me a new gown,

The kirk maun hae the gracing o't;
Werel toliewi' you, kind Sir,

| 'm fear'd ye'd spail thelacing o't.

Hallowmas is come and gane,
Thenights are lang in winter, Sir ;
An' you an' |, in ae bed,
In trouth | dare naventure, Sir,

v

Fu' loud and shrill the frosty wind
Blaws thro' the leafless timmer, Sir;
But if ye come this gate again,
I "Il aulder be gin Smmer, Sir.

THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY

CHORUS

BONNIE lassie, will ye go,
Will ye go, will ye go ;
Bonnie lasse, will ye go

To the birks of Aberfeldy ?

Now smmer blinks on flowery braes,

And Oer the crystal streamlet plays;

Come, let us gpend the lightsome days
In the birks of Aberfeldy.

While d'er their heads the hazds hing
Thellittle birdies blithely sing,
Or Iightlgflit on wanton wing

In the birks of Aberfeldy.



MACPHERSON'S FAREWELL

The braes ascend, like lofty wa's,
The foaming- stream deep-roaring fa's,

O'erhung wi' fragrant spreading shaws,

The birks of Aberfeldy.

vV

Thehoary cliffsare crown'd wi' flowers,
White o'er the linns the burnie pours,

And rising, weetswi' misty showers
The birks of Aberfeldy.
v

L et Fortune's gifts at random flee,
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me,
Supremely blest wi' love and thee,

In the birks of Aberfeldy.

MACPHERSON'S FAREWELL

FAREWELL, ye dungeons dark and strong,

The wretch's destinie !
Macpherson'stime will not be long
On yonder gallows-tree.

See rantingly, ssewantonly,
See dauntingly gaed he;

411

He play'd a spring, and danc'd it round,

Below the gallows-tree.

Oh ! what is death but partmg breath 2—
On mony abloody plai

| 've dar'd his face, and |n this place
| scorn him yet again i
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Untie these bands from off my hands.
And bring to me my sword'!

Andthere'snoamanin all Scotland
But | 'll brave him at a word.

v

I 've liv'd alife of sturt and dtrife ;
| die by treacherie:

It burns my heart | must depart,
And not avenged be.

v

Now farewell light—thou sunshine bright,
And all beneath the sky!

May coward shame distain his name,
The wretch that dares not die!

STAY, MY CHARMER

STAY, my charmer, can you leave me ?
Cruel, cruel, to deceive me!
Well you know how much you grieve me;
Cruel charmer, can you go ?
Cruel charmer, can you go ?

By my love so ill requited ;

By the faith you fondly plighted ;
By the pangs of lovers slighted;
Do not, do not leave meso !
Do not, do not leave me so0 !

STRATHALLANS LAMENT

THICKEST night surround my dwelling !
Howling tempests, 0'er me rave !

Turbid torrents, wintry swelling,
Roaring by my lonely cave !
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Crystal sreamletsgently flowing,
Busy haunts of base mankind,

Western breezes softly blowing,
Suit not my distracted mind.

In the cause of right engaged,
Wrongsinjuriousto redress,
Honour'swar we strongly waged,

But the heavensdenied success

[Farewell, fleeting, fickle treasure,
'Tween Mishap and Folly shar'd!
Farewell Peace, and farewell Pleasure
Farewell, flattering man'sregard!]

Ruin's whed hasdriven oe us,
Not a hopethat dare attend,
Thewideworld isall before us—

But aworld without afriend !

HER DADDIE FORBAD

H E R daddieforbad, her minnieforbad;
Forbidden shewadnabe:

Shewadnatrow't the browst she brew'd
Wad taste sse bitterlie.

Thelanglad they ca Jumpin' John
Beguiled the bonnie lassie.

A oow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf,
And thretty guid shillin'sand three;

A vera guid tocher, a cotter-man's dochter,
The lass with the bonnie black €e

Thelanglad they ca Jumpin' John
Beguiled the bonnie lasse.
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MY HOGGIE

WHAT will | do gin my hoggie die?
My joy, my pride, my hoggie!

My only beast, | had nae mae,
And vow but | wasvogie!

The lee-lang night we watch'd the fauld,
Me and my faithfu' doggie ;

We heard nou%ht but the roaring linn,
Amang the braes sse scroggie;

But the houlet cry'd frae the castle wa,
The blitter frae the boggie,

The tod reply'd upon the hill,
| trembl'd for my hoggie.

When day did daw, and cocks did craw,
Themorning it was foggie ;

An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke,
And mag has kill'd my hoggie.

UP IN THE MORNING EARLY
CHORUS

UP in themorning'sno for me,
Up in the morning early ;
When a' thehillsare cover'd wi' shaw,
| 'm sureit's winter fairly.
\
Cauld blawsthe wind frae east to west,
The drift is driving sairly;
Se loud and shrill | hear the blast,
| 'm aure it's winter fairly,
I
The birds sit chittering in the thorn,
A' day they fare but sparely;
And lang's the night frae €en to morn—
I'm wre it's winter fairly.



BONNIE PEG

THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER

LOUD blaw the frosty breezes,
The snaws the mountains cover;
Like winter on me sazes,
Since my young Highland Rover
Far wanders nations over.
Where'er hego, wher€er he stray,
May Heaven behiswarden ;
Return him safeto fair Strathspey,
And bonnie Castle-Gordon !

The trees now naked groaning,
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging,
The birdies dowie moaning,
Shall a be blithely singing,
And every flower be springing.
See | 'l rgjoice the lee-lang day,
When by his mighty warden
My youth's return’d tofair Strathspey,
And bonnie Castle-Gordon.

BONNIE PEG

As | camein by our gate end,
As day was waxin' weary

O wha came tripping down the street,
But bonnie Peg, my dearie !

Her air scesweset, and shapecomplete,
Wi' nae proportion wanting,

The Queen of Love did never move
W i' motion mair enchanting.

W' linked hands, we took the sands
Adown yon windingriver;

And, O! that hour and broomy bow'r,
Can | forget it ever 72—

415
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HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER

HEY, the dusty miller,
And his dusty coat;
He will spend a shilling,
Or hewin agroat.'

Dusty was the coat,
Dusty was the colour,
Dusty was the kiss
| got fraethe miller.

Hey, the dusty miller,
And his dusty sacK ;
Leeze me on the calling
Fills the dusty peck.

Fills the dusty peck,
Brings the dusty siller;
| wad gie my coatie
For the dusty miller.

THERE WAS A LASS

THERE was a lass, theﬁ(ﬁd her Meg,
And she held o'er the moorsto spin ;
Therewas alad that follow'd her,
They cad him Duncan Davison.
The moor was driegh, and M eg was skiegh.
Her favour Duncan could nawin;
For wi' theroke she wad him knock
And aye she shook the temper-pin.

As o'er the moor-they lightly foor,

A burn was clear, a glen was green,
Upon the banks they easd their shanks,
And aye she szt the whedl between:

But Duncan swore a haly aith,
That Meg should be abridethemorn,.
Then Megtook up her spinnin’ graith,
And flangthem a' out o'er the burn.



SHELAH O'NEIL 417

We will big a wee, wee house,
And we will live like king and queen,
See blithe and merry's we will be
When ye set by the wheel at €'en.
A man may drink and no be drunk ;
A man may fight and no be slain;
A man may kiss a bonnie lass,
And aye be welcome back again.

THENIEL MENZIES' BONNIE MARY

|
IN coming by the brig o' Dye,
At Darlet we ablink did tarry ;

As day was dawin in the sky,
We drank a health to bonnie Mary.

Theniel Menzies' bonnie Mary,
Theniel Menzies' bonnie Mary ;

Charlie Gregor tint his plaidie,
Kissin' Theniel's bonnie Mary.

Her een sae bright, her brow sae white,
Her haffet locks as brown's a berry ;
Andaye, they dimpl't wi' asmile,
The rosy cheeks o' bonnie Mary.

We lap and danc'd the lee-lang day
Till piper lads were wae an' weary;

But Charlie gat the spring to pay,
For kissing Theniel's bonnie Mary.

SHELAH O'NEIL

WHEN first | began for to sigh and to woo her,
Of many fine things | did say a great deal,
But, above all the rest, that which pleasd her the
best,
2D
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Was, 0! will you marry me, Shdlah O'Neil ?
My point | soon carried, for straight we were
married,
Then the weight of my burden | soon 'gan to fed,—
For she scdded, she fisted, O then | enlisted,
Left Ireland, and whiskey, and Shelah O'Neil.

Then tir'd and dull-hearted, O then | deserted,
And fled into regions far distant from home,
To Frederick's army, where none €éer could harm

me,
Save Shdah hersdf in the shape of a bomb.
| fought every battle, where cannons did rattle,
Felt sharp shat, alas! and the sharp-pointed steel;
But,fin :éll my wars round, thank my sars, | neéer
oun:
Aught 0 sharp asthe tongue of cursd Shdah O'Neil.

THE BANKS OF THE DEVON

How pleasant the banks of the dear winding Devon,
Wfith green-spreading bushes, and flower shlooming
air!
But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon
Was once a swet bud on the braes of the Ayr.
Mild bethe sun on this swest blushing flower,
In the gay rasy morn, asit bathesin the dew !
And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower,
That gedls on the evening each leaf to renew.

O gare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes
With chill hoary wing, asye usher the dawn!
And far bethou distant, thou reptile, that sdzes
Theverdureand pride of the garden and lawn!
L et Bourbon exult in hisgay gilded lilies,
And England, triumphant, display her proud rose:
A fairer than either adornsthe green valleys,
Wher e Devon, swegt Devon, meandering flows.
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DUNCAN GRAY

DUNCAN GRAY cam here to woo,
Ha, ha, the wooing 0't,

On blythe Yule night when we were fou,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

Maggie coost her head fu' high,

Look'd asklent and unco skeigh,

Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh ;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd,
Ha, ha, the woding 0't;
M eg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in,
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin’,
Spak o' lowpin o'er alinn;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

Time and chance are but a tide;
Ha, ha, the wooing 0't;

Slighted love is sair to bide ;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

Shall I, like a fool, quoth he,

For a haughty hizzie die?

She may gae to—France for me!
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

How it comes let doctors tell;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't;
M eg grew sick—as he grew hale;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.
Something in her bosom wrings,
For relief a sigh she brings;
And O, her een, they spak sic things !
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

Duncan was a lad o' grace;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't;

Maggie's was a piteous case;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.
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Duncan could na be her death,

Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ;

Now they're crouse and canty baith ;
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

WEARY FA' YOU, DUNCAN GRAY

WEARY fa' you, Duncan Gray—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!

W ae gae by you, Duncan Gray—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!

When a' the lave gae to their play,

Then | maun sit the lee-lang day,

And jeeg the cradle wi' my tae,
And a' for the girdin o't.

Bonnie was the Lammas moon—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!
Glowrin a' the hills aboon—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!
The girdin brak, the beast cam down.
| tint my curch, and baith my shoon ;
And, Duncan, ye're an unco loon—
Wae on the bad girdin o't!

But, Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith,
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!—

| 's2 blessyou wi' my hindmost breath—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!

Duncan, gin ye 'll keep your aith—

The beast again can bear us baith,

And auld Mess John will mend the skaith,
And clout the bad girdin o't.

THE PLOUGHMAN

T H E ploughman he'sabonnielad,
His mind is ever true, jo ;

His garters knit below his knee,
His bonnet it is blue,jo.
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Then up wi' my ploughman lad,
And hey my merry ploughman !

Of a' the trades that | do ken,
Commend me to the ploughman.

My ploughman he comes hame at €'en,
He's aften wat and weary;

Cast off the wat, put on the dry,
And gae to bed, my dearie !

I will wash my ploughman's hose,
And | will dresshiso'erlay ;

I will mak my ploughman's bed,
And cheer him late and early.

| hae been east, | hae been west,

| hae been at Saint Johnston;
The bonniest sight that €er | saw

W as the ploughman laddie dancin'.

Snaw-white stockins on his legs,
And siller buckles glancin';

A guid blue bonnet on his head—
And O, but he was handsome !

Commend meto the barn-yard,
And the corn-mou, man ;

| never gat my coggie fou,
Till 1 met wi' the ploughman.

YE HAE LIEN WRANG, LASSIE

CHORUS
YE haelien a' wrang, lassie,
Ye'velien a wrang;
Ye've lien in an unco bed,
And wi' a fremit man.

Your rosy cheeks areturn'd sae wan,
Ye'regreener than the grass, lassie;
Y our coati€'s shorter by a span,
Y et ne'er an inch theless, lassie.
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O, lassie ye hae play'd the foal,
And ye will fed the scorn, lassie
For ayethebroseyeaup at €en,
Ye bock them ere the morn, lasse.

O ance ye dancd upon the knowes,
And through the wood ye sang, lassie,
But in the berrying o' a bee byke,
| fear ye've got a stang, lasse.

Ye haelien a' wrang, lasse,
Ye'velien a wrang,

Ye'velien in an unco bed,
And wi' afremit man.

LANDLADY, COUNT THE LAWIN'

LANDLADY, count the lawin',

The day is near the dawin';

Ye'rea blind drunk, boys,
And | "'m but jolly fou.

Hey tutti, taiti,
How tutti, taiti—
Wha'sfou now ?

Cog an ye were aye fou,

Cog an ye were aye fou,

| wad sit and sing to you,
If ye were aye fou.

Weel may yea' be!

|11 may ye never se !

God blesstheking, boys.
And the companie!
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WHEN SHE CAM BEN

O WHEN she cam ben she bobbet fu' low,

O when she cam ben she bobbet fu' low,

And when she cam ben, she kissed Cockpen,
And syne deny'd she did it ava.

And was na Cockpen right saucy witha' ?
And was na Cockpen right saucy witha' ?
In leavin' the dochter o' alord,

And kissin' a collier lassie an' a'!

O never look down, my lassie, at &,

O never look down, my lassie, at &,

Thy lips are as sweet, and thy figure complete,
As the finest dame in castle or ha'.

Tho' thou hast nae silk, and holland sae sma',

Tho' thou hast nae silk, and holland sae sma,

Thy coat and thy sark are thy ain handywark,
And Lady Jean was never sae braw.

RAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING

RAVING winds around her blowing,
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing,
By ariver hoarsely roaring,

Isabella stray'd deploring :—

' Farewell hours that late did measure
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure ;

Hail thou gloomy night of sorrow,
Cheerless night, that knows no morrow !

' O'er the past too fondly wandering,
On the hopeless future pondering;
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes,
Fell despair my fancy seizes.

Life, thou soul of every blessing,
Load to misery most distressing,

O how gladly | 'd resign thee,

And to dark oblivionjoin thee!"



424 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

WOMEN'S MINDS

THOUGH women's minds like winter winds
May shift and turn, and a' that,

The noblest breast adores them maist,
A consequence | draw that.

CHORUS

For a' that, and a' that,
And twice as muckle's a' that,
The bonnielassthat | 10'e best,
She 'll be my ain for a' that.

Great love | bear to all the fair,
Their humble slave, and a' that;
But lordly will, | hold it still,
A mortal sin to thraw that.

But there is ane aboon the lave,
Haswit, and sensg, and a' that;

A bonnie lass, | like her best,
And wha a crime dare ca' that ?

HOW LANG AND DREARY IS THE NIGHT

How lang and dreary is the night,
When | am frae my dearie !

| deepless lie frae €'en to morn,
Tho' | were ne'er sae weary.

| deepless lie frae €en to morn,
Tho' | were ne'er sae weary.

When | think on the happy days
| spent wi' you, my dearie,

And now what lands between us lie,
How can | bebut eeriel

And now what lands between us lie,
How can | bebut eerie!



BLITHE WAS SHE

How dow ye move, ye heavy hours,
As ye were wae and weary!

It was na sae ye glinted by
When | waswi' my dearie.

It was na sae ye glinted by
When | waswi' my dearie.

MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN

MUSING on the roaring ocean,
Which divides my love and me;
Wearying Heaven in warm devotion,

For his weal where'er he be.

' Hope and fear's alternate billow
Yielding late to Nature's law,
Whisp'ring spirits round my pillow

Talk of him that's far awa.

Ye whom sorrow never wounded,
Ye who never shed a tear,

Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded,
Gaudy day to you is dear.

Gentle night, do thou befriend me;
Downy sleep, the curtain draw;

Spiritskind, again attend me,
Talk of him that's far awa !

BLITHE WAS SHE

CHORUS
BLITHE, blithe, and merry was she,
Blithe was she but and ben:
Blithe by the banks of Ern,
And blithe in Glenturit glen.

By Auchtertyre grows the aik,

On Yarrow banks the birken shaw;
But Phemie was a bonnier lass

Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw.

425
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Her lookswerelikeaflow'r in May,
Her smilewaslikeasmmer morn ;

Shetripped by the banks of Ern,
Aslight'sabird upon athorn.

Her bonnie face it was as meek
As ony lamb upon alea;

The evening' sun wes N€er soe swest,
As was the blink 0 Phemiés €e

TheHighland hills| 've wander'd wide,
And Oe the Lowlands | hae been;
But Phemie wasthe blithest lass
That ever trod the dewy green.

COME BOAT ME O'ER TO CHARLIE

COME boat me d'er, comerow me O'er,
Comeboat meoer to Charlig;

I "Il gie John Ross another bawbes,
To boat me de to Charlie.

We'll oe thewater and oe the seg,
We'll e the water to Charlie;

Come weal, come woe, we'll gather and go,
And liveor diewi' Charlie.

| lo'ewed my Charli€'s name,
Tho' sometherebe abhor him:
But O, to seauld Nick gaun hame,
And Charli€ s Jaes before him !

| swear and vow by moon and stars,
And aun that shines so early,

If | had twenty thousand lives,
|'d dieasaft for Charlie.
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TO DAUNTON ME

T H E bludered rose at Yulemay blaw,
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw,

The frost may freeze the deepest sea;
But an auld man shall never daunton me.

To daunton me, and me so young,

W' his fause heart and flatt'ringtongue,
That is the thing you ne'er shall see;
For an auld man shall never daunton me.

For a' hismeal and a' his maut,

For a' his fresh beef and his saut,

For a' his gold and white monie,

An auld man shall never daunton me.

His gear may buy him kye and yowes,
Hisgear may buy him glensand knowes;
But me he shall not buy nor fee,

For an auld man shall never daunton me.

He hirples twa-fauld as he dow,

W i' histeeth less gab and his auld beld pow,
And therain dreepsdown fraehisred bleer'd €'e,
That auld man shall never daunton me.

A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk,
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk,
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk,

All on a dewy morning.
Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled,
In a' its crimson glory spread
And drooping rich the dewy head,

I't scents the early morning.

Within the bush, her covert nest

A little linnet fondly prest,

The dew sat chilly on her breast
Sae early in the morning.
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She soon shall see her tender brood,

The pride, the pleasure o' the wood,

Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd,
Awake the early morning.

So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair !
On trembling string, or vocal air,
Shall sweetly pay the tender care

That tends thy early morning.
So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay,
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day,
And blessthe parent's evening ray

That watch'd thy early morning.

RATTLIN' ROARIN' WILLIE

O RATTLIN', roarin' Willie,
O, he held to the fair,
An' for to sell his fiddle,
An' buy some other ware;
But partingwi' hisfiddle,
The saut tear blint his €e;
And rattiin', roarin' Willie,
Ye're welcome hame to me !

O Willie, come sell your fiddle,
O sell your fiddle sae fine ;
O Willie, come sell your fiddle,
And buy a pint o' wine!
If | should sell my fiddle,
The warld would think | was mad;
For mony arantin day
My fiddle and | hae had.

As | cam by Crochallan,

| cannily keekit ben—
Rattlin', roarin' Willie

Was sitting at yon board en';
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Sitting at yon board en’,
And amang guid companie ;
Rattlin', roarin" Willie,
Ye're welcome hame to me !

BRAVING ANGRY WINTER'S STORMS

WHERE, braving angry winter's storms,
The lofty Ochils rise,

Far in their shade my Peggy's charms
First blest my wondering eyes;

Asone who by some savage stream,
A lonely gem surveys,

Astonish'd, doubly marks it beam,
With art's most polish'd blaze.

Blest be the wild sequester' d shade,
And blest the day and hour,

Where Peggy's charms | first survey'd,
When first | felt their pow'r!

Thetyrant death, with grim controul,
May seize my fleeting breath ;

But tearing Peggy from my soul
Must be a stronger death.

TIBBIE DUNBAR

O, WILT thou go wi' me,
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ?
O, wilt thou go wi' me,
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ?
W ilt thou ride on a horse,
Or bedrawn in a car,
Or walk by my side,
0 sweet Tibbie Dunbar ?

| care nathy daddie,

His lands and his money,
| care nathy kin,

Sae high and sae lordly:
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But say thou wilt hae me
For better for waur—

And comein thy coatie,
Sweet Tibbie Dunbar!

STREAMS THAT GLIDE IN ORIENT PLAINS

STREAMS that glidein orient'plains,

Never bound by winter's chains!
Glowing here on golden sands,

There commix'd with foulest sains
From tyranny's empurpled bands:

These, their richly-gleaming waves,

| leaveto tyrantsand their daves;

Give me the gream that sweetly laves
The banks by Castle Gordon.

Spicy forests, ever gay,
Shading from theburning ray
Hapless wretches sold to toail,
Or theruthless native's way,
Bent on daughter, blood, and spoil:
Woodsthat ever verdant wave,
| leave the tyrant and the dave,
Give methe grovesthat lofty brave
Thegorms, by Castle Gordon.

Wildly here without controul,
Natureregnsand rulesthe whole;
In that sober pensive mood,
Dearest to the fedling soul,
She plantsthe forest, pours the flood:
Liféspoor day | 'll musing rave,
And find at night a sheltering cave,
W her ewatersflow and wild woods wave,
By bonnie Cagtle Gordon.



THE TAILOR

MY HARRY WAS A GALLANT GAY

MY Harry was a gallant gay,

Fu' stately strode he on the plain;
But now he's banish'd far away,

I 'll never see him back again.

O for him back again !
O for him back again !

| wad gie a8 Knockhaspie's land
For Highland Harry back again.

When a' the lave gae to their bed,
| wander dowie up the glen ;

| set me down and greet my fill,
And aye | wish him back again.

O were some villains hangit high,
And ilka body had their ain !
Then | might see the joyfu' sight,

My Highland Harry back again.

THE TAILOR

T H Etailor fell thro' the bed, thimblean' &',
Thetailor fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a';
Theblankets werethin, and the sheets they were
Thetailor fell thro' the bed, thimblean' a'.

Thesleepy bit lassie, shedreaded naeill,
Thesleepy bit lassie, she droaded naeill;
The weather was cauld, and the lasse lay still,
She thought that a tailor could do her naeill.

Gie me the groat again, canny young man;
Gie me the groat again, canny young man ;
The day it isshort, and the night it is lang,
The dearest siller that ever | wan !
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There's somebody weary wi' lying her lane;
There's somebody weary wi' lying her lane;
There's somethat are dowie, | trow wad be fain
To seethe bit tailor come skippin' again.

SIMMER'S A PLEASANT TIME

SIMMER'S a pleasant time,
Flow'rs of every colour ;
The water rins o'er the heugh,
And | long for my true lover.
Ay waukin' O,
Waukin' still and wearie:
Sleep | can get nane
For thinking on my dearie.

When | sleep | dream,
When | wauk | 'm eerie;
Sleep | can get nane
For thinking on my dearie.

Lanely night comes on,
A' the lave are sleepin’;
I think on my bonnielad,
And | bleer my een with greetin.

BEWARE O' BONNIE ANN

YE gallantsbright, | redeyeright,
Beware o' bonnie Ann;
Her comely face sae fu' o' grace,
Your heart she will trepan.
Her een sae bright, like stars by night,
Her skinislike the swan :
Saejimply lac'd her genty waist,
That sweetly ye might span.

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move,
And pleasure leadsthe van :

In a' their charms, and conquering arms,
They wait on bonnie Ann.



BLOOMING NELLY 433

The captive bands may chain the hands,
Butlove ensavestheman ;

Ye gallants braw, | rede you &,
Beware o' bonnie Ann !

WHEN ROSY MAY COMES IN WI' FLOWERS

WHEN rosy May comes in wi' flowers,

To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers,

Then busy, busy are his hours—
The gard'ner wi' his paidle.

The crystal waters gently fa';

The merry birdsare loversa';

The scented breezes round him blaw—
Thegard'ner wi' his paidle.

When purple morning starts the hare

To steal upon her early fare,

Then thro the dews he maun repair—
Thegard'ner wi' his paidle.

When day, expiringin the west,

The curtain draws of Nature's rest,

Hefliesto her arms helo'es best—
The gard'ner wi' his paidle.

BLOOMING NELLY

ON a bank of flowers,in a summer day,
For summer lightly drest,

The youthful blooming Nelly lay,
With love and sleep opprest;

When Willie, wand'ringthro' the wood,
Who for her favour oft had sued,

He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd,
And trembled where he stood.

Her closed eyes, like weapons sheath'd,
Were seal'd in soft repose;
Her lip, still as shefragrant breath'd,
It richer dy'd the rose.
2B
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The springing lilies sweetly prest,
Wild-wanton, kissd her rival breast;

He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd—
Hisbosom ill at rest.

Her robes, light waving in the breeze,
Her tender limbs embrace !

Her lovely form, her native ease,
All harmony and grace !

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll,
A faltering, ardent kiss he stole ;

He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd,
And sigh'd his very soul.

Asfliesthe partridge from the brake,
On fear-inspired wings,

So Nelly, starting, half-awake,
Away affrighted springs :

But Willie follow'd—as he should,
He overtook her in the wood;

He vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid
Forgiving all, and good.

THE DAY RETURNS

T H E day returns, my bosom burns,
The blissful day we twa did meet,
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd,
Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet.
Than a' the pride that loads the tide,
And crosses o'er the sultry line;
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes,
Heaven gave me more—it made thee mine !

While day and night can bring delight,
Or nature aught of pleasure give,
Whilejoys above my mind can move,
For thee, and thee alone, | live!
When that grim foe of life below
Comes in between to make us part,
Theiron hand that breaks our band
It breaks my bliss—it breaks my heart'



JAMIE, COME TRY ME

MY LOVE SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET

MY love shes but a lasse yet,
My love she's but a lasse yet;
We'll let her sand a year or twa,
She'll no be half se saucy yet.
| ruetheday | sought her, O,
| ruetheday | sought her, O ;
W hagetsher need nasay sheéswoo'd,
But he may say he's bought her, O'!

Come, draw adrap o' the bet o't yet,
Come, draw a drap o' the bet O't yet;
Gae sk for pleasure where ye will,
But here | never missd it yet.
We'rea dry wi' drinking o't,
We'rea' drywi' drinking o't,
The minister kissd the fiddler's wife,
An' could na preach for thinkin' o't.

JAMIE, COME TRY ME

CHORUS

JAMIE, cometry me,
Jamie, cometry me,

If thou would win my love,
Jamie, come try me.

|
If thou should ask my love,
Could | deny thee ?
If thou would win my love,
Jamie, come try me.

If thou should kiss me, love,
Wha could espy thee ?

If thou wad be my love,
Jamie, come try me.
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MY BONNIE MARY

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine,
An' fill it in a silver tasse;
That | may drink, before | go,
A service to my bonnie lassig;
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith;
Fu' loud the wind blawsfraetheferry ;
Theshipridesby the Berwick-L aw,
And 1 maun leave my bonnieMary.

Thetrumpets sound, the banners fly,
Theglittering spearsareranked ready;
The shouts o' war are heard afar,
The battle closes thick and bloody !
It'snot the roar o' sea or shore
Wad make melanger wish totarry;
Nor shout o' war that'sheard afar—
It'sleaving thee, my bonnie Mary.

THE LAZY MIST

T H E lazy mist hangsfrom the brow of the hill,
Concealing the course of the dark windingrill;
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear !
As Autumn to Winter resignsthe pale year.

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown,
And all the gay foppery of summer isflown :
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse,

How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues!

How long | have liv'd—but how much liv'd in vain !

How little of life's scanty span may remain !

W hat aspects old Time, in his progress, has worn !

W hat ties cruel fatein my bosom hastorn !

How foolish, or worse, till our summitisgain'd !

And downward, how weaken'd, how darken'd, how
pain'd!

Thislife'snot worth having with all it can give—

For something beyond it poor man sure must live.
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O GUID ALE COMES

CHORUS

O GUID ale comes, and guid ale goes,
Guid ale gars me sell my hose,

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon,
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon.

| had sax owsen in a pleugh,
They drew a' weel eneugh,

| sell'd them a' just ane by ane;
Guid ale keeps the heart aboon.

Guid ale hauds me bare and busy,
Gars me moop wi' the servant hizzie,

Stand i' the stool when | hae done,
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon.

THE CAPTAIN'S LADY

CHORUS

O MOUNT and go,

Mount and make you ready;
O mount and go,

And be the Captain's Lady.

When the drums do beat,
And the cannons rattle,
Thou shalt sit in slate,
And see thy love in battle.

When the vanquish'd foe
Sues for peace and quiet,

Tothe shadeswe'll go,
And in love enjoy it.
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WEE WILLIE GRAY

W EE WillieGray, and his leather wallet;

Ped a willow-wand to be him boots and jacket:
Theroseupon thebrier will behim trouseand doublet,
Theroseupon thebrier will behim trouseand doublet.

WeeWillie Gray, and hisleather wallet;
Twicealily flower will behim sark and cravat:
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet,
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet.

O' A' THE AIRTS THE WIND CAN BLAW

O' A' theairtsthewind can blaw,
| dearly like the west,

For there the bonnie lasse lives,
Thelassel lo'ebest:

Therewild-woods grow, and riversrow,
And mony a hill between ;

But day and night my fancy's flight
Isever wi' my Jean.

| s her in the dewy flowers,
| ¢ her swedt and fair :
| hear her in thetunefu' birds,
| hear her charm theair:
There's not a bonnieflower that springs
By fountain, shaw, or green,
There'snot a bonnie bird that Sngs,
But minds me o' my Jean.

Upon the banks o' flowing Clyde
The lasses busk them braw ;

But when their bes they hae put on,
My Jeannie dings them a':

In hamely weads shefar exceeds
Thefaires o' thetown;

Baith s?eand gay confessit sae,
Tho' dregt in russet gown.



O, CAN YE LABOUR LEA

The gamesome lamb, that sucks its dam,
Mair harmless canna be;

She has nae faut (if scyeca't),
Except her love for me;

The sparkling dew, o' clearest hue,
Islike her shining een :

In shape and air nane can compare
Wi' my sweet lovely Jean.

O blaw ye westlin' winds, blaw saft
Amang the leafy trees,

Wi' balmy gale, fraehill and dale
Bring hame the laden bees;

And bring the lassie back to me
That's aye sae neat and clean;

Ae smile o' her wad banish care,
Sae charming is my Jean.

W hat sighs and vows amang the knowes
Hae passed atween us twa !

How fond to meet, how wae to part,
That night she gaed awa !

The powers aboon can only ken,
To whom the heart is seen,

That nane can be sae dear to me
As my sweet lovely Jean !

O, CAN YE LABOUR LEA

O, CANyelabour lea, youngman,
An' can yelabour |l ea;

Gae back the gate ye cam again,
Ye'se never scorn me.

| fee'd aman at Martinmas,
W i'airl-penniesthree;

An'a' thefau't | fan' wi' him,
He couldna labour lea.

439
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The gibble rig is easy plough'd,
Thefallow land isfree;

But wha wad keep the handless coof,
That couldna labour lea ?

WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE O'T

FIRST when Maggy was my care,

Heaven, | thought, wasin her air ;

Now we're married—spier nae mair—
Whistle o'er the lave 0't—

M eg was meek, and M eg was mild,

Bonnie Meg was Nature's child ;

Wiser men than me's beguil'd—
Whistle der the lave o't.

How we live, my Meg and me,

How we love, and how we 'gree,

| care na by how few may see;
Whistle oer the lave o't—

Wha | wish were maggots meat,

Dish'd up in her winding shest,

| could write—but Meg wad ssgt—
Whistle o'er the lave o't.

THE RUINED FARMER

THE sun heissunk in the west,
All creaturesretiréd to rest,
While here | sit all sore best
With sorrow, grief, and woe;
And it's O, fickle Fortune, O'!

The progperousman isadeep,
Nor hears how the whirlwinds sweep;
But misery and | mugt watch

The surly tempest blow:
And it's O, fickle Fortune, O !



THE BANKS OF DEE 441

There lies the dear partner of my "bread,

Her cares for a moment at rest:

Must | see thee, my youthful pride,
Thus brought so very low !

And it's O, fickle Fortune, O'!

There lie my sweet babies in her arms,

No anxious fear their little heart alarms;

But for their sake my heart doth ache,
With many a bitter throe:

And it's O, fickle Fortune, O !

| once was by Fortune carest,

| once could relieve the distrest:

Now, life's poor support hardly earn'd,
My fate will scarce bestow :

Andit's O, fickle Fortune, O !

No comfort, no comfort | have!
How welcome to me were the grave !
But then my wife and children dear,

O whither would they go?
And it's O, fickle Fortune, O !

O whither, O whither shall | turn!
All friendless, forsaken, forlorn!
For in this world Rest or Peace

I never more shall know !
And it's O, fickle Fortune, O |

THE BANKS OF DEE

To thee, lov'd Dee, thy gladsome plains,
Wherelate wi' careless thought | rang'd.

Though prest wi' care, and sunk in woe,
To thee, | bring a heart unchang'd.

| love thee, Dee, thy banks and braes,
Tho' there Remembrance wake the tear;

For there herov'd that brake my heart, '
Yet to that heart still fondly dear.
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O, WERE | ON PARNASSUS HILL

O, WERE | on Parnasus hill!
Or had 0 Helicon my fill;
That | might catch poetic skill
To sing how dear | lovethee.
But Nith maun hemy musgswell,
My muse maun bethy honnie sel;
On Corsincon | 'll glow'r and spell,
And write how dear | lovethee.

Then come, sweet muse, inspiremy lay!
For a' thelee-lang smmer'sday
| coudna sing, | coudna say,
How much, how dear, | love thee.
| ssethee dancing O'er the green,
Thy waist saejimp, thy limbs sae clean,
Thy temptinglips, th)érogfuish en—
By heaven and earth, | Tove thee!

By night, by day, afield, at hame,
Thethoughts o' thee my breast inflame;
And ayel muse and sing thy name—

I only live tolove thee.
Tho' | weredoom'd to wander on
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun,
Till mylast weary sand wasrun;

Till then—andthen, | 'd lovethee.

O WERE MY LOVE YON LILAC FAIR

O WERE my love yon lilac fair,
W' purple blesomstothespring;
And | abirdto shelter there,
Whenwearied on my littlewing,

How | wad mourn, when it wastorn,

By autumn wild, and winter rude!
But" | wad sing, on wanton wing,

When youthfu' May its bloom renew'd.
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O gin my love were yon red rose,
That grows upon the castle wa',
And | mysel adrap o' dew,
Into her bonnie breast to fa'!

O ! there beyond expresson blest,
| 'd feast on beauty &' the night;
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest,
Till fley'd awa by Phoebus light!

THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY

THERE'Sa youth in thiscity,
It were a great pity

That he frae our lasses should wander awa;
For he'sbonniean' braw,
Weel favour'd witha',

And his hair hasanatural bucklean' a.
His coat isthe hue
Of his bonnet sae blue:

His fecket is white as the new driven shaw ;
His hosethey are blae,
And his shoon like the dae,

And his clear siller buckles they dazzle us a'.

For beauty and fortune
Theladdie's been courtin’;
Weel-fealgured, wesel-tocher'd, weel-mounted, and
raw;
But chiefly the siller,
That garshim gangtill her,
The pennie'sthejewel that beautifiesa.
There'sMegwi' themailen
That fain wad ahaen him;
And Susie, whose daddy was laird o' the ha';
There'slang-tocher'd Nancy
Maist fetters hisfancy—
But the laddie's dear sl he lo'es dearest of &'.
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS

MY heart'sin the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe—

My heart's in the Highlands wherever | go.
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birth-place of valour, the country of worth ;
Wherever | wander, wherever | rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever | love.

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snow ;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below;
Farewell to the forests and wild hanging woods;
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe—

My heart's in the Highlands, wherever | go.

AULD ROB MORRIS

THERE'sauld Rob Morris that wonsin yon glen ;
He's the king o' guid fellows and wale of auld men ;
He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine,
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine.

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ;
She's sweet as the ev'ning amangthe new hay;
And blithe and as artless as lambs on the lea,
And dear to my heart asthe light to my €e

But oh ! she's an heiress—auld Robin's a laird,
And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and yard,;
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed ;

The wounds | must hide that will soon be my dead.

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane;
The night comesto me, but my rest it is gane:
| wander my lane like a night-troubl'd ghaist,
And | sigh asmy heart it wad burst in my breast.
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O had she but been of a lower degree,

I then might hae hop'd she'd hae smil'd upon me!
O, how past descriving had then been my bliss,

As now my destraction no words can express !

JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO

JOHN ANDERSON, my jo, John,
When we werefirst acquent;
Your lockswere like theraven,

Y our bonnie brow was brent;
But now your brow is beld, John,
Your locks are like the snaw ;
But blessings on your frosty pow,

John Anderson, myjo.

John Anderson, my jo, John,
We clamb the hill thegither ;

And mony a canty day, John,
We've had wi' ane anither:

Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we'll go ;

And deep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my jo.

BROSE AND BUTTER

O GIE my love brose, brose,
Gie my love brose and butter ;
For nanein Carrick or Kyle
Can please alassie better.

Thelav'rock lo'esthegrass,
The muirhen lo'es the heather ;
But gie me a braw moonlight,
And me and my love together.
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O MERRY HAE | BEEN TEETHIN' A HECKLE

O MERRY hae | been teethin' a heckle,
And merry hae | been shapin' a spoon ;
And merry hae | been cloutin a kettle,
And kissin' my Katie when a' was done.
O a' thelang day | ca' at my hammer,
An' @' the Jang day | whistle and sing,
A' the lang night | cuddle my kimmer,
An' a' the lang night as happy's a king.

Bitter in dool I lickit my winnins
O' marrying Bess, to gie her a dave :
Blest be the hour she cool'd in her linnens,
And blithebethebird that singson her grave !
Cometo my arms, my Katie, my Katie,
An' come to my arms and kiss me again!
Drunken or sober, here's to thee, Katie!
And blest be the day | did it again.

THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE

T H E Catrine woods wer e yellow seen,
Theflowersdecay'd on Catrine lea,
Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green,
But Nature sicken'd on the €e.
Thro' faded groves M aria sang,
Hersel in beauty's bloom the while,
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang,
Fareweel the Braes o' Ballochmyle!

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers,
Again ye'll flourish fresh and fair;

Y e birdies dumb, in with'ring bowers,
Again ye'll charm the vocal air.

But here, alas ! for me nae mair
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile;

Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr,
Fareweel, fareweel, sweet Ballochmyle !
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EVANBANKS

SLOW spreads the gloom my soul desires,
Thesun from India's shoreretires:

To Evan banks with template ray,
Home of my youth, he leads the day.

Oh ! banksto me for ever dear !

Oh ! stream whose murmurs still | hear!
All,all my hopesofblissreside

Where Evan mingles with the Clyde.

And she, in simple beauty drest,
Whose image lives within my breast!
Who, trembling, heard my parting sigh,
And long pursued me with her eye;

Does she, with heart unchang'd as mine,
Oft in the vocal bowers recline?

Or, where yon grot o'erhangs the tide,
Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde?

Y e lofty banks that Evan bound !

Ye lavish woods that wave around,

And o'er the stream your shadows throw,
Which sweetly winds so far below;

W hat secret charm to mem'ry brings

All that on Evan's border springs!

Sweet banks! ye bloom by Mary's side:
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clyde.

Can all the wealth of India's coast
Atone for years in absence lost!
Return, ye moments of delight;

W ith richer treasures bless my sight!

Swift from this desert let me part,

And fly to meet a kindred heart!

Nor more may aught my steps divide

From that dear stream which flowsto Clyde,
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EPPIE ADAIR

AN'O! myEppie,
M%jewel, my Eppie!
Wha wadna be happy
Wi'EppieAdair?
By love, and by beauty,
By law and by duty,
| swear to betrue to
My Eppie Adair!

An' O! my Eppie
My jewel, my Eppie!
Wha wadna be happy
Wi' Eppie Adair?
A' pleasure exileme,
Dishonour defile me,
If €er | beguile thee,
My Eppie Adair!

YOUNG JOCKEY

YOUNG Jockey wes the blithest lad
In @ our town or here awa:

Fu' blithe he whistled at the gaud,
Fu' lightly danced he in the ha'.

He roosd my een, sse bonnie blue,
Heroosd my waist sae genty sma,

And aye my heart came to my mou'
When neer a body heard or saw.

My Jockey toils upon the plain,
Thro' wind and weet, thro' frost and snaw;
And Oer thelea | leuk fu' fain,
When Jockey's owsn hameward ca'.
An' aye the night comes round, again,
When in his arms he taks me &,
And aye hevows he'll be my ain,
As lang's he has a breath to draw.
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O, WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT

O, WILLIE brew'd a peck 0 maut,
And Rob and Allan cam to seg;
Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night,
Ye wad nafind in Christendie.

CHORUS

We are nafou, we're nae that fou,
But just a drappie in our €e;

The cock may craw, the day may daw,
And aye we'll taste the barley bree.

Here are we met, three merry boys,
Three merry boys, | trow, are we;
And mony a night we've merry been,

And mony mae we hope to be !

It isthe moon—I ken her horn,
That's blinkin in the lift sae hie;
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame,

But, by my sooth, she 'll wait a wee !

Whafirst shall rise to gang awa,
A cuckold coward loon ishe 1
Wha last beside his chair shall fa',
He is the king amang us three.

HAPPY FRIENDSHIP

HERE around the ingle bleezing,
W ha sae happy and sae free ;

Tho' the northern wind blaws freezing,.
Frien'ship warms baith you and me.

CHORUS
Happy we are @' thegither,
Happy we'll beyin an' &,
Time shall see us &' the blither
Ere we rise to gang awa.
2P



450 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

See the misr o'er histreasure
Gloating wi' agreedy €e!

Can he fedl the glow o pleasure
That around usherewe se?

Can the peer, in silk and ermine,
Ca' his conscience half his own ;

His daesare spun an' edged wi' vermin
Tho' he gan aforeathrone!

Thus then let usa betassing
Aff our stoups 0 gen'rous flame;
An', whileroun' the board 'tis passing,
liaise a sang in frien'ship's name.

Frien'ship maksusa mair happy,
Frien'ship giesus a delight;

Frien'ship consecrates the drappie,
Frien'ship brings us hereto-night.

THE BLUE-EYED LASS

| GAED a waefu' gate yestreen,
A gate, | fear, | 'll dearly rue;
| gat my death frae twa sweet een,
Twa lovely een o' bonnie blue.
'‘Twas not her golden ringlets bright;
Her lips, likeroses, wet wi' dew,
Her heaving bosom, lily-white—
It was her een sae bonnie blue.

Shetalk'd, she gnil'd, my heart shewyl'd ;
She charm'd my soul—I wist na how;

And aye the stound, the deadly wound,
Came frae her een sae bonnie blue.

But spare to speak, and spare to speed;
She'll aiblinslisten to my vow:

Should sherefuse, | 'll lajrmy dead
To her twa een sae bonnie blue.
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THE BANKS OF N1TH

T H E Thames flows proudly to the sea,
Where ro%/al cities stately stand;
But sweeter flowstheNith, tome,
Wher e Cummins ance had high command:
When shall | ssethat honour'd land,
That winding stream | love so dear !
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand
For ever, ever keep me here?

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales,
WheresPreadmg havvthornsgaily bloom !
How swesetly wind thy doping dal
Wher elambkinswanton thro' the broom !
Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom,
Far from thy bonnie banks and braes,
May there my latest hours consume,
Amang the friends of early days !

THE BATTLE OF KILLIECRANKIE

WHARE hae ye been se braw, lad ?
Wher e hae ye been sae brankie, O ?

O, Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ?

i/]ebyKiIIiecrankie,O?

An ye had been whare | hae been,
Y e wad na been so cantie, O;

An' yehad seen what | hae seen,
Onthebraeso' Killiecrankie, O.

| fought at land, | fought at sea;
At hame | fought my auntie, O;
But | met the devil and Dundee,
Onthebrasso' Killiecrankie, O.
Thebauld Pitcur fell inafurr,
An' Claversgot a clankie, O;
Or | had fed an Athole gled,
Onthebraeso' Killiecrankie, O.
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TAM GLEN

MY heart isa-breaking, dear Tittie!
Some counsd unto me come len’,
To anger them a' is a pity,
But what will | dowi' Tarn Glen?

| 'm thinking, wi' dc a braw fallow,
In poortith | might mak a fen'!

What care | in riches to wallow,
If1 maunamarry Tarn Glen ?

There'sLowriethelaird o' Drumeller,

' Guid day to you, brute!" he comes ben :
He brags and he blaws o' his siller,

But when will he dance like Tarn Glen ?

My mlnnledoesconstantly deaveme,
And bids me beware o' young men;

They flatter, she Siis, to deceve me,
But wha can think se o' Tarn Glen?

My daddie says, gin | 'll forsakehim,
He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten :

But, if it's ordain'd | maun take him,
O wha will | get but Tarn Glen'

Yestreen at the Valentines dealing,
My heart to my mou' gied a sten ;
For thrice | drew ane without failing,
Andthriceit waswritten—Tarn Glen.

The lagt Halloween | lay waukin—
droukit sark-deeve, asyeken;
Hislikenesscam up the house staukin
And thevery grey breekso' Tarn Glen ?

Come counsd, dear Tittie! don'ttarry—
"Il gie ?/ou my bonnie black hen,
GIf%/EWII adviss meto marr
lad | loedearly, Tarn Glen.
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FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND | LOVE

FRAE thefriendsand land | love,
Driv'n by fortunesfelly spite,
Frae my best belov'd | rove,
Never mair to taste delight;
Never mair maun hopeto find
Easefraetoil, relief fraecare:
When remembrance wracksthe mind,
Pleasures but unveil despair.

Brightest climes shall mirk appear,
Desert ilka blooming shore,

Till thefates, nae mair severe,
Friendship, love, and peace restore :

Till Revenge, wi' laurell'd head,
Bring our banish'd hame again ;

And ilkaloyal bonnielad
Crossthesssand win hisain.

SWEET CLOSES THE EVENING

SWEET dases the evening on Craigieburn wood,
And blithely awaukensthe morrow ;

But the pride of the spring in the Craigieburn wood
Can yield to me nothing but sorrow.

CHORUS
Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie,
And O'! to belying bevond thee;
O sweetly, soundly, weermay he deep
That'slaid in the bed beyond thee !

| e the spreading leaves and flowers,
| hear the wild birds singing;

But Eleas,lrethey hae nane for me,
Whilecaremy heart iswringing.
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| cannatell, | maunnatell,
| darenafor your anger;

But secret love will break my heart,
If | concedl it langer.

| sethee graceful straight, and tall,
| ssethee sweet and bonnie;

But oh, what will my torments be,
If thou refuse thy Johnnie |

To setheein anither's arms,
In love to lie and languish,

Twad be my dead, tliat will be seen,
My heart wad burst wi' anguish.

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine,
Say, thou logs nane before me;
And a8 my days o' lifeto come
I "1l gratefully adore thee.

CRAIGIE-BURN WOOD
ANOTHER VERSION

SWEET fa's the eve on Craigie-burn,
And blithe awakes the morr ow;

But a thepride o' spring'sreturn
Can yield me nocht but sorrow.

| see the flowers and spreading trees,
| hear the wild birds singing;

But what a weary wight can please,
And care his bosom wringing?

Fain, fain would | my griefsimpart,
Y et darena for your anger;

But secret love will break my heart,
If | concedl it langer.

If thou refuse to pity me,
If thou shalt love anither,

When yon green leaves fade frae the tree,
Around my gravethey 'll wither.
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COME REDE ME, DAME

COME rede me, dame, come tell me, dame,
And nanecan tell mair truly,

W hat colour maun the man be of,
To love a woman duly.

The carlin dew baith up and down,
And leugh and answer'd ready,
"| learn'd asang in Annandale,
A dark man for my lady;

' But for a country quean like thee,
Younglass | tell theefairly,

That wi thewhitel 've made a shift,
And brown will do fu' rarely.

' There's mickle love in raven locks,
The flaxen néer grows youden,

Ther€e'skiss and hause me in the brown,
And glory in the gowden.'

THERE'LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL JAMIE
COMES HAME

BY yon cagle wa, at the dose of the day,

| heard a man sing, tho' his head it wasgrey;
And as he was singing, the tears fas doon came,
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.

The Church isinruins, the Stateisinjars;
Delusions, oppressons, and murderous wars;

We darena wed say't, tho' we ken wha's to blame—
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword,

And now | greet round their green bedsin the yerd.
It brak the sweet heart of my faithfu' auld dame—
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
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Now life is a burden that bows me down,

Sin' | tint my bairns, and hetint his crown ;

But till my last moments my words are the same—
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame!

COCK UP YOUR BEAVER

WHEN first my braveJohnnie lad
Came to this town,
He had a blue bonnet
That wanted the crown ;
But now he has gotten
A hat and a feather,—
Hey, brave Johnnie lad,
Cock up your beaver !

Cock up your beaver,

And cock it fu' sprush,
We'll over the border

And giethem a brush ;
There's somebody there

We 'll teach better behaviour—
Hey, brave Johnnie lad,

Cock up your beaver !

MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL

O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beauty,
And meikle thinks my luve o' my kin;
But little thinks my luve | ken brawlie
My tocher'sthejewel has charms for him.
It'sa' for the apple he'll nourish the tree;
It's a' for the hiney he'll cherish the bee;
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi the siller
He canna hae luve to spore for me.
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Your proffer o' luve's an airl-penny,
My tocher 's the bargain ye wad buy;
But an ye be crafty, | am cunnin,
Sae ye wi' anither your fortune maun try.
Ye're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood,
Ye're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree,
Ye 'll slip frae me like a knotless thread,
And ye'll crack your credit wi' mair nor me.

GUIDWIFE, COUNT THE LAWIN

GANE is the day, and mirk's the night,
But we 'll ne'er stray for fau't o' light,
For ale and brandy's stars and moon,
And blude-red wine's the rising sun.

Then, guidwife, count the lawin,
The lawin, the lawin ;

Then, guidwife, count the lawin,
And bring a coggie mair !

There'swealth and ease for gentlemen,
And semple-folk maun fecht and fen';
But here we're a' in ae accord,

For ilka man that's drunk's a lord.

My coggie is a haly pool,

That heals the wounds o' care and dool;
And pleasure is a wanton trout,

An' ye drink but deep ye'll find him out.

THE BONNIE LAD THAT'S FAR AWA

O HOW can | be blithe and glad,
Or how can | gang brisk and braw,
When the bonnie lad that | lo'e best
Is o'er the hills and far awa?
When the bonnie lad that | lo'e best
Is o'er the hills and far awa ?
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It'snothe frosty winter wind,
It'snothedrivingdrift and snaw;

But ayethetear comesin my €e,
Tothink on himthat'sfar awa.

But ayethetear comesin my €eg,
Tothink on him that'sfar awa.

My father pat mefraehisdoor,
My friends they hae disown'd me &,

But | hae ane will tak my part,
Thebonnielad that'sfar awa.

But | hae ane will tak my part,—
Thebonnielad that'sfar awa.

A pair o' gloves he bought for me,
And silken snoods he gae metwa,;

And | will wear them for his sake,
Thebonnielad that'sfar awa.

And | will wear them for his ske—
Thebonnielad that'sfar awa.

O weary winter soon will pass

And spring will cleed the birken-shaw ;
And my young babiewill beborn,

And he'll behamethat'sfar awa.
And my young babiewill beborn,

And he'll be hamethat'sfar awa.

DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR

| DO confessthou art sefair,
| wad been o'er thelugsin luve,
Had | nafound the dightest prayer
That lipscould gpeak thy heart could muve.
| do confess thee swest, but find
Thou art ssethriftless o' thy swests,
Thy favours arethesilly wind,
That kissesilka thing it mests.
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Seeyonder rosebud, rich in dew,
Amaug its native briers sse coy:

How sune it tines its scent and hue
When pu'd and worn a common toy !

Sc fate erelang, shall thee betide,
Tho' thou m;ya?ajly bloom awhlle

Y et sunethou be thrown asde
Like ony common weed and vile.

YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS

FON wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide,
That nursein their bosom the youth o' the Clyde,
Where the grouse lead their coveysthro' the heather
to feed,
And theshepherd tentshisflock asheﬁlp50n hisreed.
Whereftge%grwseleadthar coveysthro' the heather
to
And tehe?j shepherd tents hisflock as he pipes on his
reed.

Not Gowrig€srich valleys, nor Forth's sunny shores,
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, massy moors;
For there, by alanely, ssquester a clear stream,
Resdes a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream.
For there, by alanely, sequester'd clear stream,
Reddes a swveet lasse, my thought and my dream’

Amang thaewild mountains shall still be my path,

I 1k stream foaming down itsain green, narrow strath ;

For there, wi' my lasse, the day-lang | rove,

While o'e us, unheeded, flee the swift hours o' love.
For there, wi' my lassie, the day-lang | rove,
While oe us, unheeded, flee the swift hourso' love

Sheis not the fairest, altho' sheisfair;

O' nice education but sma is her share

Her parentage humble asbumblecan be

But | I0'ethe dear lasse because shelo'csme.
Her parentage humble as humble can be,
But | lo'ethedear lasse, because shelo'esme.
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To beauty what man but maun yield him a prize,
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs?
And when wit and refinement hae polish'd her darts,
They dazzle our een asthey flee to our hearts.
And when wit and refinement hae polish'd her darts,
They dazzle our een as they flee to our hearts.

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling €'e,
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me;
And theheart-beating love, as| 'm clasp'd in her arms,
O, theseare my lass€'sall-conquering charms!
And the heart-beating love, as | 'm clasp'd in her
arms,
O, these aremy lassi€'s all-conquering charms!

IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNIE FACE

IT is na, Jean, thy bonnie face,
Nor shape, that | admire,

Altho' thy beauty and thy grace
Might weel awake desire.

Something, in ilka part o' thee,
To praise, to love, | find ;

But, dear asisthy form to me,
Still dearer isthy mind.

Nae mair ungen'rous wish | hae,
Nor stronger in my breast,
Than if | canna mak thee sae,
At least to see thee blest
Content am |, if Heaven shall give
But happinessto thee:
And, aswi' thee | 'd wish to live,
For thee | 'd bear to die.

0 SAW YE MY DEARIE

O SAW yemy dearie, my Eppie M'Nab?
O saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab ?
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She'sdown intheyard, she'skissn' thelaird,
She winna come hame to her ain Jock Rab.
O come thy ways to me, my Eppie M'Nab !
O come thy waysto me, my Eppie M'Nab !
Whate'er thou hast done, be it late, be it soon,.
Thou's wdcome again to thy ain Jock Rab.

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab?
What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab?
She letsthee to wit, that she has thee forgot,
And for ever disownsthee, her ain Jock Rab.
') had | n€er seen thee, my Eppie M'Nab !
O had | n€er sen thee, my Eppie M'Nab !"
Aslight astheair, as fause asthou's fair,
Thou's broken the heart o' thy ain Jock Rab.

WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER-DOOR

W H A isthat at my bower-door?
O, whaisit but Findlay?

Then gae yere gate, yése nae be herel—
Indeed, maun I, quo' Findlay.

What mak ye se like a thief?
O come and see, quo' Findlay;

Before the morn ye 'll work mischigf—
Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.

Giflriseand let youin—
Let mein, quo’ Findlay;

Ye'll keep me waukin wi' your din—
Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.

In my bower if ye should say—
Let me stay, quo' Fintllay;

| fear ye'll bidetill break o' day—
Indeed will I, quo Findlay.

Here this night if ye remain—
I 'll remain, quo Findlay.

| dread ye'll ken the gate again,—
Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.
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What may pass within this bower—
Let it pass, quo' Findlay.

Ye maun Conceal till your last hour !—
Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.

WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO?

WHAT can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie,
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ?
Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnie
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' lan' !
Bad luck on the pennie, etc.

He's always compleenin' frae mornin' to €'enin’,
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang;
He's doyl't and he's dozin', his bluid it is frozen,
O, dreary 'sthe night wi' a crazy auld man !

He's doyl't and he's dozin', etc.

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers,
| never can please him, do a' that | can ;
He's peevish and jealous of @' the young fellows :
O, dool on theday | met wi' an auld man !
He's peevish and jealous, etc.

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity,
1 'll do rny endeavour to follow her plan !
I'"1l cross him, and wrack him, until | heartbreak
him,
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan.
I "1l cross him, and wrack him, etc.

THE BONNIE WEE THING

BONNIE wee thing, cannie wee thing,
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine,
| wad wear thee in my bosom,
Lest my jewel | should tine.
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Wishfully | look and languish
In that bonnie face o' thine;

And my heart it sounds wi' anguish,
Lest my wee thing be na mine.

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty,
In ae congtelation shing;
To adore thee is my duty,
Goddess 0' this soul 0 mine !
Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing,
Lovely weething, wert thou mine,
| wad wear thee in my bosom,
Lest myjewel | should tine!

THE TITHER MORN

THE tither morn,
When | forlorn,

Aneath an aik sat moaning,
| did natrow
I'd semyjo,

Beside me, gin the gloaming.
But he e trig
Lap oer the rig,

And dawtingly did cheer me,
When I, what reck,
Did least expec

To s my lad s near me.
His bonnet he,
A thought ajee,

Cock'd sprush when first he dasp'd me;
And |, | wat,
W i' fainness grat,

While in his grips he pressd me.
Deil tak thewar !
| lateand air

Hae wish'd since Jock departed ;
But now as glad
I 'mwi' my lad

As short syne broken-hearted.
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Fu' aft at €en
W i' dancingkeen,
When a' wereblitheand merry,
| car'd na by,
Sae sad was |
In absence o'my dearie.
But, praise be blest,
My mind's at rest,
I "'m happy wi' my Johnny;
At kirk and fair,
I'se aye be there,
And be as canty 's ony.

AE FOND KISS

AE fond kiss, and then we sever;
Aefarewell, and then, for ever !

Deep in heart-wrungtears| 'll pledgethee,
Warringsighs and groans| 'll wage thee.
Who shall say that fortune grieveshim,
While the star of hope she leaves him ?

M e, nae cheerfu' twinklelights me:

Dark despair around benights me.

I 'l ne'er blame my partial fancy,
Naething could resist my Nancy ;
But to see her was to love her ;
Love but her, and love for ever.—
Had we never lov'd sae kindly,
Had we never lov'd sae blindly,
Never met—or never parted,

We had ne'er been broken-hearted.

Farethee weel, thou first and fairest!
Farethee weel, thou best and dearest !
Thinebeilkajoy and treasure,

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure !
Aefond kiss, and then we sever ;
Aefareweel, alas! for ever !

Deep in heart-wrungtears|'|| pledgethee,
Warring sighs and groans | 'll wage thee!
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LOVELY DAVIES

O HOW shall I, unskilful try
The poet's occupation,
Thetunefu' powers, in happy hours,
That whispersinspiration ?
Even they maun dare an' effort mair
Than aught they ever gave us,
Erethey rehearse, in equal verse,
The charms o' lovely Davies.

Each eye it cheers, when she appears,
Like Phahusin the morning,

W hen past the show'r, and every flower
Thegarden is adorning.

Asthe wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore,
W hen winter-bound the waveis;

Sae droops our heart when we maun part
Frae charming, lovely Davies,

Her smile's a gift, frae 'boon the lift,.
That maksus mair than princes:

A sceptred hand, a king's command,.
Isin her darting glances :

Theman in arms, 'gainst female charms,
Even he her willing slave is ;

He hugs his chain, and owns the reign
Of conquering, lovely Davies.

My muse to dream of such a theme,
Her feeble pow'rs surrender;
The eagle's gaze alone surveys
Thesun'smeridian splendour '.
| wad in vain essay the strain,
The deed too daring braveis;
I 'll drapthelyre, and mute, admire
Thecharms o' lovely Davies.
2G
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THE WEARY PUND O' TOW

| BOUGHT my wife a stane o' lint
As gude as €er did grow;

And a that shehasmade o' that
Isae puir pund o' tow.

CHORUS

Theweary pund, the weary pund,
Theweary pund o' tow ;

I think my wife will end her life
Before she spin her tow.

There sat a hottlein a bole,
Beyont the ingle low,

And aye shetook the tither souk,
To drouk the stourie tow.

Quoth |, For shame, ye dirty dame,
Gae spin your tap o' tow !

Shetook the rock, and wi' a knock
She brak it oer my pow.

At lagt her feet—I sang to seet—
Gaed foremodt o'er the knowe;
And or | wad anither jad,
1"l wallop in a tow.

| HAE A WIFE O" MY AIN

| HAE a wife o' my ain—
[l lF()artakewi' naebody ;
| 'll tak cuckold frae nane,
I *11 gie cuckold to naebody.
| hae a penny to spend,
There—thanksto naebody ;
| hae naething to lend—
I "1l borrow frae naebody.
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| am naebody's lord—
| 'l be dave to naebody;
| hae a guid braid sword,
I 'll tak dunts frae naebody;
| 'l be merry and free,
I 'll be sad for naebody;
If nagbody care for me,
| "Il care for naebody.

O, FOR ANE-AND-TWENTY, TAM !

CHORUS
AN' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tarn !

And hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tam !
I'll learn my kin arattlin' sang,

An | sw ane-and-twenty, Tam.

They snodl me sair, and haud me down,
And gar melook like bluntie, Tam ;

But three short years will soon whedl roun'—
And then comes ane-and-twenty, Tam.

A gleb o' lan', aclaut o' gear,
Wasleft me by my auntie, Tam;
At kith or kin | need na sier,
An 1 saw ane-and-twenty, Tam.

They 'll hae me wed a wealthy codf,
Tno' | mysd hae plenty, Tam :

But hear's thou, laddie—there's my loof—
| 'm thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam.

MY COLLIER LADDIE

O WHARE live ye, my bonnie lass?
An' tell me what they ca' ye?

My name, she says, is Mistress Jean,
And | follow the Collier Laddie.
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean,
And | follow the Collier Laddie.
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O s you not yon hills and dales,
Thesun shineson sae brawlie?

They & are mine, and they shall be thine,
Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie.

They & are mine, and they shall be thine,
Gin ye'll leaveyour Collier Laddie.

And ye shall gang in gay attire,

Weel buskit up sae gaudy !
And ane to wait at every hand,

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie.
And aneto wait at every hand,

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie.

Tho' yehad &' the sun shineson,
And the earth concedls se lowly ;

I wad turn my back on you and it &,
And embrace my Collier Laddie.

| wad turn my back on you and it &,
And embrace my Collier Laddie.

| can win my five pennies a day,

And sen' 't at night fu' brawlie;
And mak my bed in the Callier's neuk,
And liedown wi' my Collier Laddie.
And mak my bed in the Collier's neuk,
And lie down wi' my Callier Laddie.

Luve for luve isthe bargain for me,
Tho' the wee cot-house should haud me;

And the warld before meto win my bread,
And fair fa' my Collier Laddie.

And thewarld before me to win my bread,
And fair fa' my Collier Laddie.

NITHSDALE'S WELCOME HAME

T H E noble Maxwells and the powers,
Are coming Oer the border,

And they 'll gae big Terreagle's towers,
An' st them & in order.
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And they declare Terreagle's fair,
For their abodethey chuseit;

There'snoa heart in a' theland
But 's lighter at the news o't.

Tho' starsin skies may disappear,
And angry tempests gather;

The happy hour may soon be near
That brings us pleasant weather :

Theweary night o' care and grief
May hae ajoyfu' morrow ;

So dawnln day has brought relief—
Fareweel our night o' sorrow !

BESS AND HER SPINNING-WHEEL

O LEEZE me on my spinning-wheel,
And leeze me on my rock and reel;
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien,
And haps me fiel and warm at €en'! i
I 'lI'set me down and sing and spin,
While laigh descends the simmer sun,
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal—
O leeze me on my spinning-wheel!

On ilka hand the burniestrot,

And meet below my theekit cot;

The scented birk and hawthorn Whlte
Across the pool their arms unite,

Alike to screen the birdie's nest,

And littlefishes' caller rest:

The sun blinkskindly in the biel’,
Whereblithe | turn my spinning-wheel.

On lofty aiks the cushats wail,
And echo cons the doolfu' tale;
Thelintwhites in the hazel braes,
Delighted, rival ither's lays:
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The craik amang the clover hay,
The paitrick whirrin' o'er the ley,
The swallow jinkin' round my shiel,
Amuse me at my spinning-wheel.

Wi'sma' tosell,andlesstobuy,
Aboon distress, below envy,

O wha would leave this humble state.
For @ the pride of a' the great ?
Amid their flaring, idle toys,

Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys,
Can they the peace and pleasure feel
Of Bessie at her spinning-wheel ?

O LUVE WILL VENTURE IN

O LUVE will venturein

Whaur it daurna weel be seen;
O luve will venturein

Where wisdom aince has been ;
But | will down yon river rove,

Amang the wood sae green—

Anda' taepu' aposie

Tomy ain dear May.

Theprimrose | will pu',
Thefirstling of the year:

And | will pu the pink,

Theemblem o' my dear !

For she'sthe pink o' womankind,
And blooms without a peer—

And a' tobeaposie
To my ain dear May.

I 'll pu' the budding rose,
when  Phoebus peeps in view,
For it'slike a baumy kiss
O' her sweet, bonniemou’;
The hyacinth 's for constancy,
W' itsunchanging blue—
Anda'tobeapose
To my ain dear May,
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Thelily itis pure,
And the lily it is fair,
And in her lovely bosom
1 'l placethelily there;
The daisy's for simplicity,
And unaffected air—
And a' tobeapose
Tomy ain dear May.

The hawthorn | will pu',
Wi' itslocks o' siller grey.
Where, likean aged man,
It stands at break of day.
But the songster's nest within the bush
| winnatak away—
And a' tobeaposie
Tomy ain dear May.

The woodbine | will pu',
When the ev'ning star is near,
And the diamond draps o' dew
Shall be her een sae clear;
The violet's for modesty,
Which weel she fa'sto wear—
And a' tobeaposie
Tomy ain dear May.

I 'll tie the posie round,
W' the silken band of love,
And | 'll placeit in her breast,
And |'11 swear, by a' above,
That to my latest draught o' life
The band shall ne'er remove—
And this will be a posie
Tomy ain dear May.

COUNTRIE LASSIE

IN simmer, when the hay was mawn,
And corn wav'd green inilkafield,
While claver blooms white o'er the lea,

And roses blaw in ilka bield.
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Blithe B-eln the milking shiel,
11l he wed, come o't what will;'
Out spak adamein wrinkled eild—
O' guid advisement comes naeill.

' It's ye hae wooers mony ane,

And, lassie ye 're but young, ye ken ;
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale,

A routhiebut, arouthieben ;
There's Johnnie o' the Buskie-glen,

Fu' ishisbarn, fu' is his byre;
Tak thisfrae me, my bonnie hen

It's plenty beets the luver's fire!

' For Johnnieo' the Buskie-glen,
| dinna care a single flig
He lo'es sae wed his craps and kye,
He has nae luveto spare for me:
But blithe'sthe blink o' Robi€s €e,
And well | wat he loesme dear :
Ae blink o him | wad naegie
For Buskie-glen and a his gear.'

' O thoughtless lasse, life'a a faught;
The canniest gate, the strifeis sair :
But aye fu' han't is fechtin bet,
An hungqf caré's an unco care:
But some will sliend, and some will spare,
An' wilfu' folk maun hae their will;
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair,
Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill.'

" O, gear will buy yerigso' land,
And gear will buy me sheep and kye;
But the tender heart o' leesome luve,
Thegowd and siller cannabuy ;
Wemay be poor—Robieand I,
Light isthe burden luvelayson;
Content and luve bring peace and joy—
What mair hae queens upon athrone?
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FAIR ELIZA

TURN again, thou fair Eliza,
Aekind blink before we part,
Rue on thy despairing lover !
Canst thou break his faithfu' heart ?
Turn again, thou fair Eliza;
If to love thy heart denies,
For pity hide the cruel sentence
Under friendship's kind disguise

Thee, dear maid, hae | offended ?
The offence is loving thee:

Canst thou wreck his peace for ever
Wha for thine wad gladly die?

While the life beats in my bosom,
Thou shalt mix in ilka throe;

Turn again, thou lovely maiden,
Ae sweet smile on me bestow.

Not the bee upon the blossom,
In the pride o' sunny noon;
Not the little sporting fairy,
All beneath the simmer moon;
Not the poet in the moment
Fancy lightens in his €'g,
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture,
That thy presence gies to me.

YE JACOBITES BY NAME

Y E Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear;
Y e Jacobites by name, give an ear;
Y e Jacobites by name,
Your fautes | will proclaim,
Your doctrines | maun blame—
Y ou shall hear.
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Whatisright,and what iswrang, by thelaw, by thelaw?
What isright, and what is wrang, by the law ?
What isright, and what is wrang?
A short sword, and a lang,
A weak arm, and a Strang
For to draw.

W hat makes heroic strife, fam'd afar, fam'd afar?
W hat makes heroic strife, fam'd afar ?
W hat makes heroic strife ?
To whet th' assassn's knife,
Or hunt a parent's life
Wi'bluidiewar ?

Then let your schemes alone,in the State, in the State;
Then let your schemes alone in the State;
Then let your schemes alone,
Adore the rising sun,
And leave a man undone
To his fate.

THE BANKS OF DOON

FIRST VERSION

SWEET are the banks— the banks o' Doon,
The spreading flowers are fair,

And everything is blithe and glad,
But | am fu' o' care.

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,
That sings upon the bough;

Thou minds me o' the happy days,
When my fause luve was true:

Thoa'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,
That sings beside thy mate;

For sael sat, and sae | sang,
And wist na o' my fate.

Aft hae | rov'd by bonnie Doon,
To see the woodbine twine;

And ilkabird sang o' itslave,
And sae did | 0 mine:
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W i'lightsome heart | pu'd arose,
Upon its thorny tree;

But my fause luver staw my rose,
And left the thorn wi' me:

Wi' lightsome heart | pu'd arose,
Upon a morn in June;

Ana se | flourished on the morn,
And s was pu'd or noon !

SECOND VERSION

Y E flowery banks o' bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom s fair;

How can ye chant; ye little birds,
And| sefu o' care?

Thou 'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,

That sur:jgs upon the bough ;
Thou minds me o' the happy days
When my fause luve was true.

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,

That sings beside thy mate;
For se 1 sat, and s | sang,
And wist na o' my fate.

Aft hae | rov'd by bonnie Doon,
To see the woodbi ne twine,

And ilkabird sang 0" its luve,
And sse did | 0" mine.

Wi lightsome heart | pu'd arose,
Upon a morn in June;

How like that rose my bloommg morn,
Sae darkly set ere noon i

Wi' lightsomeheart | pu'd arose,
Frae off its thorny tree;
And my fauseluver saw therose,
» But left the thorn wi' me.
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THIRD VERSION

Y E banks and braes o' bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair;
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And | sae weary, fu' o' care?
Thou'll break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantons thro' the flowering thorn:
Thou minds me o' departed joys,
Departed—never to return !

Oft hae | rov'd by bonnie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine;
And ilkabird sang o' its luve,
And fondly sae did | o' mine.
Wi' lightsome heart | pu'd a rose,
Fu' sweet upon itsthorny tree;
And my fause luver staw my rose,
But, ah ! heleft thethorn wi' me.

SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD

WILLIE WASTLE dwalt on Tweed,

The spot they ca'd it Linkum-doddie,
Willie was a wabster guid,

Cou'd stown a clue wi' ony bodie:
He had a wife was dour and din,

O Tinkler Maidgie was her mither ;
Sic a wife as Willie had,

| wad na gie a button for her.

Shehasan € e—shehasbut ane,

The cat has twa the very colour;
Five rusty teeth, for bye a stump,

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller;
A whiskin' beard about her mou',

Her nose and chin they threaten ither-
Sic a wife as Willie had,.

| wad na gie a button for her.
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She's bow hough d, she's hem shinn'd,
Aelimpin' leg, a hand-br eed shorter

She's twisted right, shestwisted left,
Tobalancefair inilkaquarter:

She has a hump upon her bread,

Thetwin o' that upon her shouther—

ScawifeasWilliehad,

| wad na gie a button for her.

Auld baudrons by the ingle sits,

An' wi' her loof her face a-washin';

But Willie's wife is nae se trig,

Shedightsher grunziewi' a

ushion ;

Her walie nieveslike midden-creds,

Her facewad f?/Iethe L ogan-Water—

ScawifeasWilliehad

| wad na gie a button ‘for her.

LADY MARY ANN

O, LADY Mary Ann

LooksOer thecastlewa,

She saw three bonnie boys
Playing at the ba';
Theyoungest hewas

Theflower amangthem a-

My bonnie laddie's young,
But he'sgrowin' yet.

O father ! Ofather!
An' yethink it fit,
We'll send him a year
Tothecollegeyet:
We'll sawv agreen ribbon
Round about his hat,
And that will let them ken
He's to marry yet.
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Lady Mary Ann
Wasa flower i' the dew,
Sweet was its smell,
And bonnie was its hue;
And the langer it blossom'd
The swedter it grew;
For the lily in the bud
Will be bonnier yet.

Y oung Charlie Cochrane
Was the sprout of an aik ;
Bonnie and bloomin'
And straught was its make :
The sun took delight
To shine for its sake,
And it will be the brag
0 the forest yet.

Thesmmer is gane
When the leaves they were green,
And the days are awa
That we hae seen ;
But far better days
I trust will come again,
For my bonnie laddi€'s young,
But he'sgrowin’ yet.

FAREWEEL TO A" OUR SCOTTISH FAME

FAREWEEL to a our Scottish fame
Farewed our ancient glor

Fareweel even to the Scotti name,
Saefam'd in martial story!

Now Sark rins d'er the Solway sands,
And Tweed riristo the ocean,

To mark where England's province stands-
Such a parcel of roguesin a nation!

What force or gU|Ie could not subdue,
Thro' many warlike ages,

I's wrought now by a coward few,
For hireling traitors wages.
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The English steel we could disdain,
Secure in valour's station;

But English gold has been our bane—
Such a parcel of roguesin a nation!

O would, ere | had seen the day
That treason thus could sell us,
My auld grey head had lien in clay,
W' Bruce and loyal Wallace'!
But pith and power, till my last hour,
I"I'l mak thisdeclaration;
We 're bought and sold for English gold—
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

THE CARLE OF KELL YBURNBRAES

THERE lived a carlein Kellyburn braes,

'"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme;)
And he had a wife was the plague o' his days ;

And thethyme it iswither'd, and rueisin prime.

Ae day as the carle gaed up the lang glen,
'"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

He met wi' the devil; says, ' How do you fen ?
And thethyme it iswither'd, and rueisin prime.

'l 've got a bad wife, sir; that's a’ my complaint;
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

For, saving your presence, to her ye're a saint;
And thethymeitiswither'd, and rueisinprime.'

"It's neither your stot nor your staig | shall crave,
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

But gie me your wife, man, for her | must have,
And thethymeit iswither'd, and rueisin prime.'

' O ! welcome, most kindly," the blithe carle said,
'Hey, and the rue grtows bonnie wi' thyme),

'But if ye can match her, ye're waur than ye're ca'd,
Andthethymeitiswither'd, and rueisinprime.’
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The devil has got the auld wife on his back ;
'"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),
And, like a poor pedlar, he's carried his pack;
And thethyme it is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

He's carried her hame to his ain hallan-door;
"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

Syne liade her gaein, for a b— and a w—,
And the thyme it is withered, and rueisin prime.

Then sraight he maks fifty, the plck 0' his band,
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

Turn out on her guard in the clap of a hand;
And the thyme it is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

The carlin gaed thro' them like ony wud bear,
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

Whae er she gat hands on cam near her nae mair ;
And the thyme it is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

A reekit wee devil looks over thewa':
'"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),
' O, help, magter, help ! or she'll ruina ;'
And the thymeiit is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

The devil he swore by the edge o' his knife,
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),
He pitied the man that wasty'd to a wife ;
And the thyme it is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

The devil he swore by the kirk and the bell,
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme)

He was not in wedlock, thank heav'n, but in hell;
And thethyme it is wither'd, and rueisin prime.

Then Satan hastravell'd again wi' his pack ;
'"Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),

And to her auld hushand he's carried her back;
And the thymeit iswither'd, and rueisin prime.
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' | hae been a deevil the feck o' my life;
'Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme),
But ne'er wasin hell, till | met wi' a wife;
And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue isin prime.

COMING THROUGH THE BRAES O' CUPAR

DONALD BRODIE met a lass,
Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar;

Donald wi' his Highland hand,
Rifled ilka charm about her.

CHORUS
Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar,

Coming o'er the braes o' Cupar
Highland Donald met a lass,

And row'd his Highland plaid about her'

Weel | wat she was a quean
Wad made a bodie's mouth to water;
Our Mess John, wi' his auld grey pow,
His haly lips wad licket at her.

Off she started in a fright,

And through the braes as she could bicker ;
But souple Donald quicker flew,

And in his arms he lock'd her sicker.

JOCKEY'S TA'EN THE PARTING KISS

JOCKEY'S ta'en the parting kiss,

O'er the mountains he is gane;
And with him isa' my bliss,

Nought but griefs with me remain,
Spare my, luve, ye winds that blaw,

Plashy sleets and beating rain !
Spare my luve, thou feathery snaw,

Drifting o'er the frozen plain !
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When the shades of evenlng creep
O'e the d sfalr % some €g,
Sound and
Sweetly bllthe hIS waukenlng be!
He will think on her he loves,
Fondly he'll repeat her name;
For whereer he distant roves,
Jockey's heart is still at hame.

LADY ONLIE

A' THE ladso' Thornie-bank,

When they gae to the shore o' Bucky,
They 'll gepin an' tak a pint

Wi ' Lady Onlie, honest Lucky !

Lady Onlie, honest Lucky,
Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky ;
| wish her sale for her guid ale,
The best on a the shore o' Bucky.

Her house see bien, her curch see clean,
| wat sheis a dainty chucky;

And cheerlie blinks the ingle-glead
Of Lady Onlie, honest Luckie!

THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT

T H E amall birds rgjoice in the green leaves returning,
The murmuring streamlet winds through the vale;
The primroses blow, in the dew of the morning,
And wild scatter'd cowdips bedeck the green dale:
But what can give pleasure, or what can san fair,
Whilethelingering moments are number'd by care ?

No flowersgaily springing, nor birdssweetly singing,
Can soothethesadsgosm 0?]0y6$ dexpair.
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The dead that 1 dared/could it merit their malice,
A king, and a father, to place on histhrone ?
His r;?hts are thexe hills, and his rights are these

valleys,
Wherethe wild beeds find shelter, but | can find
none.
But 'tis not my sufferings thus wretched—forlorn,
My brave gallant friends! 'tis your ruin | mourn ;
Your deads proved so loyal in hot bloody trial—
Alas! can | make you no swedter return ?

THE SONG OF DEATH
FAREWELL thou fair day, thou green earth and ye

eﬁa?, with the broad setting sun !
Farevv oves and friendships, ye dear tender ties!
Our race of exigenceisrun !

Thou grim King of Terrors, thou lifé's gloomy foe!
Go, frighten the coward and dave!

Goteach them to tremble, fell tyrant! but know,
No terrors hast thou to the brave !

Thou strik'st the dull peasant—he sinks in the dark,
Nor saves €éen the wreck of a name—

Thou grik'st the%oung hero—a glorious mark !
Hefalls in the blaze of his fame!

In thefleld of proud honour—our svordsin our hands,
Our king and our country to sve—

While victory shines on lifé's last ebbing sands—
Oh ! who would not die with the brave ?

AFTON WATER

FLOW gently, sweet Afton ! among thy green braes
Flow gently, | 'l smgtheea song in thy praise;
My Mary's adegp by thy murmuring sream—
Flow gently, swegt Afton, disturb not her dream.
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Thou stock-dove, whose echo resounds thro' the glen.,
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den ;
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear—
| charge you disturb not my slumbering fair.

How lofty, sweet Afton! thy neighbouring hills,
Far mark'd with the courses of clear winding rills;
There daily | wander as noon rises high,

My flocksand my Mary's sweet cot in my eye.

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below,
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ;
There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea,

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me.

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides!

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides !

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave,

As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy clear wave '.

Flow gently, sweet Afton ! among thy green braes,
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays !
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream—
Flow gently, sweet Afton! disturb not her dream.

SMILING SPRING COMES IN REJOICING

THE smiling spring comesin rejoicing,
And surly winter grimly flies;
Now crystal clear are the falling waters,
And bonnie blue are the sunny skies;
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the morning,
The ev'ning gilds the ocean's swell;
Al l creaturesjoy inthesun'sreturning,
And | rejoice in my bonnie Bell.

The flowery spring leads sunny summer,
And yellow autumn presses near,

Then in his turn comes gloomy winter,
Till smiling spring again appear.
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Thus seasons dancing, life advancing,

Old Time and Nature their changestell,
But never ranging, still unchanging,

1 adore my bonnie Bell.

AS | CAM OER THE CAIRNEY MOUNT

As| cam oO'er the Cairney-Mount,

And down amang the blooming heather,
Kindly stood the milking-shiel,

To shelter frae the stormy weather.

O, my bonnie Highland lad,

My winsome, weel-fared Highland laddie !
Whawad mind thewind and rain,

Sae weel rowed in histartan plaidie ?

Now Phoebus blinkit on the bent,

And o'er the knowes the lambs were bleating;
But he wan my heart's consent

To be hisain at the neist meeting.

O, my bonnie Highland lad,

My winsome, weel-fared Highland laddie
W hawad mind thewind and rain,

Sae weel rowed in histartan plaidie?

THE CARLES OF DYSART

Up wi' the carles ' Dysart
And the lads o' Buckhaven,

And thekimmerso' Largo,
Andthelasseso' Leven.

Hey, ca thro', ca thro',
For we hae mickle ado ;

Hey, ca thro', ca thro',
For we hae mickle ado.
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We hae tales to tell,
And we hae sangsto sing;
We hae pennies to gpend,
And we hae pintsto bring.

We'll livea' our days,

And them that come behin’,
L et them do thelike,

And spend the gear they win.

THE GALLANT WEAVER

WHERE Cart rinsrowin' to the sea,

BK mony aflow'r and spreading tr ee,

Therelivesalad, thelad for me,
Heis a gallant weaver.

Oh, | had wooersaught or nine,

Th?/ gied me rings and ribbons fine;

And | wasfear'd my heart would tine,
And | gied it tothe weaver.

My daddie ggn'd my tocher-band,
To giethelad that hasthe land;
But to my heart | 'll add my hand,
And gieit to the weaver.
While birdsrejoice in leafy bowers;
While bees delight in op'ning flowers;
While corn grows green in Smmer showers,
I 'l love my gallant weaver.

THE DELK S DANG O ER MY DADDI E, O

T HE bairns gat out wi an unco shout,
The deuk's dang o'er my daddy, O !

Thefien ma care, quo' thefeirieauld wife,
He was but a paidlin' body, O !
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He paidles out, an' he paidlesin,
An' he paidles late and early, O'!

Thae seven lang years | hae lien by his side,
An' heisbut afusionless carlie, 0 !

O, haud your tongue, my feirie auld wife,
O, haud your tongue now, Nansie, O!
| 've seen the day, and s;e hae ye,
Y e wadna been s donsie, O !
| 've seen the day ye butter'd my brose,
And cuddled me late and early, O;
But downa-do 's come o'er me now,
And, oh! | feel itsairly,O!

SHE'SFAIR AND FAUSE

SHE'sfair and fause that causes my smart,
I lo'ed her meikle and lang;

She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart,
And | may €en gae hang.

A coof cam in wi' routh o' gear,

And | hae tint my dearest dear;

But woman is but warld's gear,
See et the bonnie lassie gang.

Whae'er ye be that woman love,
To thisbe never blind,

Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove,
A woman has't by kind.

O woman, lovely woman fair !

An angel form's fa'n to thy share,

'Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee mair—
I mean an angel mind.
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THE DEIL'S AWA WI' TH' EXCISEMAN

T H E deil cam fiddlin' thro' the town
And danced awa wi' th' Exciseman,

And ilkawifecries—' Auld Mahoun,
I wish you luck o' the prize, man!"

The deil's awa, the deil 's awa,
Thedeil 'sawa wi' th' Exciseman ;

He's danc'd awa, he's danc'd awa,
He'sdanc'd awawi' th' Exciseman !

We 'll mak our maut, we 'll brew our drink,
W e'll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ;
And mony braw thankstothemeikleblack deil,
That danc'd awawi' th' Exciseman.

There's threesome reels, there's foursome reels,
There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man;

But the ae best dance €er cam to theland
Was—thedeil'sawa'wi' th' Exciseman.

THE LOVELY LASS O | NVERNESS

THE lovely lasso' Inver ness
Naejoy nor pleasure can she see;
For €en and morn she cries, Alas !
And ayethe saut tear blin's her €e:
‘Drumossie moor—Drumossie day—
A waefu' day it wasto me!
For there | lost my father dear,
My father dear, and brethren three.

'Their winding sheet the bluidy clay,
Their graves are growing green to see:
And by them liesthe dearest lad
That ever blest a woman's €e!
Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord,
A bluidy man | trow thou be;
For mony a heart thou hast made sair
That ne'er did wrangto thine or thee.'



JEANNIE'S BOSOM

A RED, RED ROSE

O,MY luve'slikeared, red rose,
That's newly sprungin June:

O, my luve'slike the melodie
That's sweetly played in tune.

Asfair art thou, my bonnie lass,
Sodeepinluveam I;

And | will luvethee still, my dear,
Till @ the ssasgang dry.

Till @ the ssas gang dry, my dear,
And therocks melt wi' thesun :
And | will luvetheestill, my dear,
Whilethesands o' life shall run.

And farethee well, my only luve!
And fare thee well a while!

And | will comeagain, my luve,
Though it were ten thousand mile.

JEANNIE'S BOSOM

Louis, what reck | by thee,
Or Geordieon hisocean ?

Dyvor, beggar loons to me—
| reign in Jeannie's bosom.

L et her crown my love her law,
And in her breast enthrone me:

King and nations—swith, awa !
Keif randies, | disown yel
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HAD | THE WYTE SHE BADE ME

HAD I thewyte, had | the wyte,
Had | the wyte she bade me;

She watch'd me by the hie-gate side,
And up the loan she shaw'd me;

And when | wadna venturein,
A coward loon she cad me;

Had Kirk and State been in the gate
| 'd lighted when she bade me.

See craftilie she took me ben,
And bade me make nae clatter;

" For our ramgunshoch, glum guidman
Is oer ayont the water':

Whae'er shall say | wanted grace,
When | did kiss and dawte her,

Let him be planted in my place.
Syne say | was a fautor.

Could | for shame, could | for shame,
Could | for shame refused her ?
And wadna manhood been to blame

Had | unkindly usd her ?
He daw'd her wi' therinlin-kame,
And blae and bluidy bruisd her ;
When gc a hushand was frae hame
What wife but wad excusd her ?

| dighted aye her een se blue,
And bann'd the crud randy :

And wedl | wat her willin' mou’
Was €en like sugar-candy.

At gloamin-shot it was | trow,
| lighted on the Monday ;

But | cam thro' theTI)D/sdaysdaN
To wanton Willie'sbrandy
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COMIN' THROUGH THE RYE

COMIN' through the rye, poor body,
Comin' thro' therye,
Shedraiglet @ her petticoatie,
Comin" thro' therye.
Oh Jenny'sa’ west, poor body,
Jenny's sddom dry;
Shedraiglet @ her petticoatie,
Comin’ through the rye.

Gin abody meet a body—
Comin' through therye,

Gin a body kiss a body—
Need abody cry ?

Gin a body meet a body
Comin' through theglen,

Gima body kiss a body—
Need thewarld ken ?

THE WINTER IT IS PAST

T H E winter it is pagt, and the summer's come at last,
Andthelittlebirdssngon ev'ry tree;

Now every thingisglad, whilel am very sad,
Sincemy trueloveis parted from me.

Theroseupon the brier, by the watersrunning clear,
M ay have charmsfor thelinnet or the bee;
Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts at

rest,
But my trueloveisparted from me.

My loveislikethesun, in the firmament doesrun,
Ever bright, ever congant and true;

But hisislikethe moon, that wandersup and' down,
And is every month changing a new.
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All you that are in love, and cannot it remove,
| pity the pains you endure:
For experience makes me know that your hearts are
full o' woe,
A woe that no mortal can cure.

YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OF A' THE PLAIN

YOUNG JAMIE, pride of & the plain,
Sae gallant and sae gay a swain;

Thro' a our lasses he did rove,

And reign'd resistless king of love:
But now wi' sighs and starting tears,
He strays among the woods and briers;
Or in the glensand rocky caves,

His sad complaining dowie raves:

"1 wha sae late did range and rove,
And changed with every moon my love,
| little thought the time was near
Repentance | should buy sae dear :
The slighted maids my torments see,
And laugh at @' the pangs | dree;

W hile she, my cruel, scornfu' fair,
Forbids me €er to see her mair !'

AH, CHLORIS

A H, Chloris! sinceit may nabe
That thou of love wilt hear;
Iffrom the lover thou maun flee,

Yet let the friend be dear.

Altho' | love my Chloris mair
Than ever tongue could tell;

My passion | will ne'er declare,
| 11 say, | wish theewell.



THE LASS OF ECCLEFECHAN
Tho' @ my daily carethou art,
And a my nightly dream,
I "Il hide the struggle in my heart,
And sy it isesteem.
OUT OVER THE FORTH

OUT over theForth | look tothenorth,
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But what isthe north and its Highlandsto me?

The south nor the east gie easeto my breadt,
Thefar foreign land, or the wild rolling sea.

But | look to the west, when | gaeto rest,

That happy my dreams and my dumbers may be;

For far inthewest liveshe lo'ebest,
Thelad that is dear to my babie and me.

THE LASS OF ECCLEFECHAN

GAT ye me, O gat ye me,
O gat ye me wi' naething?
Rock and reel, and spinnin’ wheel'
" A micklequarter basin.
Bye attour, my gutcher has
A hich house and alaigh ane,
A' forbye, my bonnie sd,
Thetoss of Ecclefechan.

O haud your tongue now, Luckie Laing,

O haud your tongue and jauner;
| held the gatetill you | met,
Syne | began to wander:
| tint my whistle and my sang,
| tint my peace and pleasure;

But your green graff, now, Luckie Laing,

Wad airt metomy treasure.
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THE COOPER O' CUDDIE

T H E cooper o' Cuddiecam hereawa ;
He cad the girrs out owre us a—
And our guid-wife has gotten a ca
That anger'd the silly guid-man, O.
We 'll hide the cooper behint the door,
Behint the door, behint the door,
We'll hide the cooper behint the door,
And cover him under amawn, O.

He sought them out, he sought them in,

Wi', dell haeher ! and, deil hae him!

But the body he was see doited and blin',
He wist na where he was gaun, O.

They cooper'd at €en, they cooper'd at morn,
Till our guid-man has gotten the scorn ;
On ilka brow she's planted a horn,

And swearsthat there they shall stan’, O.

FOR THE SAKE O' SOMEBODY

MY heart issair—I darenatell—
My heart is sair for Somebody;
| could wake a winter night
For the sske 0 Somebody.
Ohon! for Somebody !
O-hey ! for Somebody !
| could range the world around,
For the sske 0 Somebody !

Y e Powers that smile on virtuous love,
O, swestly smile on Somebody !
Fraeilka danger keep him free,
And send me safemy Somebody.
Ohon! for Somebody!
O-hey ! for Somebody !
| wad do—what wad | not ?
For the sake o' Somebody !
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME

WHEN Januar' wind was blawin cauld,
Asto the north | took my way,
The mirksome night did me enfauld,
| knew na whare to lodge till day.

By my good luck amaid | met,
Just in the middle o' my care;

And kindly she did meinvite
To walk into a chamber fair.

| bow'd fu' low unto this maid,

And thank'd her for her courtesie;
| bow'd fu' low unto this maid,

And bade her mak abed for me.

She made the bed baith large ana wide,
Wi' twa white hands she spread it down;
She put the cup to her rosy lips,
And drank, ' Young man, now deep ye soun'.’

She snatch'd the candle in her hand,
And frae my chamber went wi' speed ;
But | call'd her quickly back again
To lay some mair below my head.

A cod she laid below my head,
And served mewi' duerespect;
And, to salute her wi' a kiss,
| put my arms about her neck.

' Haud off your hands, young man," she says,
" And dinna s uncivil be:

Gif ye hae ony love for me,
O wrang namy virginitie!"

Her hair wes like the links o' gowd,
Her teeth were like theivorie ;
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine,

The lass that made the bed to me.
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Her bosom was the driven snaw,
Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see;
Her limbsthe palish'd marble stane,

The lass that made the bed to me.

| kissd her owre and owre again,
And aye she wist na what to say,

| laid her 'tween me and the wa—
Thelasse thought na lang till day.

Upon the morrow when we rase,
| thank'd her for her courtesie;

But aye she biush'd, and aye she sigh'd,
And said, ' Alas! ye'veruin'd me!

[ dasp'd her waist, and kissd her syne,
Whilethetear sood twinklingin her €e;
[ said, ' My lasse, dinna cry,
For ye aye shall mak the bed to me.'

She took her roither's Holland sheets,
And madethem a' in sarksto me:
Blithe and merry may she be,
The lass that made the bed to me.

Thebonnielass madethe bed to me,
The braw lass madethe bed to me ;

I 'l néer forget, till theday | die,
The lass that made the bed to me !

SAE FARAWA

O, SAD and heavy should | part,
But for her sskesaefar awa;
Unknowing what my way may thwart,
My native land ssefarawa.
Thouthat of a' thingsM aker art,
That form'd thisFair ssefar awa,
Gie body strength, then | 'll néer start
At thismy way sae far awa.
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How trueislove to pure desert,
So love to her, sae far awa:
And nocht can heal my bosom's smart,
While, oh ! sheis sae far awa.
Nane other love, nane other dart,
| feel but hers, sae far awa ;
But fairer never touch'd a heart
Than hers, the Fair sae far awa.

I"LL AYE CA" IN BY YON TOWN

I'LL ayeca in by yon town,
And by yon garden green, again;
1'll aye ca in by yon town,
And see my bonnie Jean again.
There'snane sall ken, there's nane sall guess,
What brings me back the gate again;
But she my fairest faithfu' lass,
And stownlins we sall meet again.

She 'll wander by the aiken tree,

When trystin -time draws near again ;
And when her lovely form | see,

O haith, she's doubly dear again !
'l aye ca' in by yon town,

And by yon garden green again;
I 'l ayeca in by yon town,

And see my bonnie Jean again.

THE CARDIN' O'T

| COFT a stane o' haslock woo',
To make a coat to Johnny o't:
For Johnny is my onlyjo,
| lo'e him best of ony yet.
The cardin' 0't, the spinnin' o't,
Thewarpin' o't, thewinnin' o't;
When ilka ell cost me a groat,
The tailor staw the lynin o't.
2l
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For though his locks be lyart grey,
And tho' his brow be beld aboon ;
Yet | hae ssen him on a day
The pride of @ the parishen.

O WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN

Now haply down yon gay green shaw
She wanders by yon spreading tree:
How blest yeflow'rsthat round her blaw,

Ye catch theglances o' her €e!

CHORUS

O, wat ye wha'sin yon town,
Ye s the €enin' sun upon ?

The fairest maid'sin yon town
That €enin' sun is shining on.

How blest ye birds that round her sing,
And wecome in the blooming year !

And doubly welcome be the spring,
The ssason to my Lucy dear.

The sun blinks blithe on yon town,
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ;

But my delight's in yon town,
And deares bliss, is Lucy fair.

Without my love, not & the charms
O' Paradise could yield mejoy;
But gie me Lucy in my arms,
And wdcome Lapland'sdreary sky !

My cave wad be a lover's bower,
Tho' ragingwinter rent theair;
And she alovely little flower,
That | wad tent and shelter there.

O, swet is she in yon town,

The sinkin' sun's gane down upon ;
A fairer than'sin yon town

His setting beam neer shone upon.



LOVELY POLLY STEWART

If angry fate is sworn my foe,
And suffering | am doom'd to bear;
| cardess quit aught dse beow,
But spare me—spare me, Lucy dear !

For whilelife's dearest blood is warm,
Aethought frae her shall néer depart.
And she—easfairest is her form !
She has the truest, kindest heart!

THE MIRK NIGHT O' DECEMBER

OMAY , thy morn wasneer sae sweet
Asthe mirk night o' December;
For sparkling was therosy wine,
And private was the chamber :
And dear was she | darena name,
But | will aye remember.
And dear was she | darena name,
But | will aye remember.

And here€'sto them, that like oursd,
Can push about thejorum ;

And here'sto them that wish us wed,
May a that 'sguid watch der them !

And here'sto them, we darenatell,
The dearest o' the quorum.

And here'sto them, we darenatell,
The dearest o' the quorum !

LOVELY POLLY STEWART

O LOVELY Polly Stewart!
O charming Polly Sfewart!
There's n€er aflower that bloomsin May
That'shalf ssefair asthou art.
Theflower it blaws, it fades and fa's,
And art can n€er renew it;
But worth and truth eternal youth
Will gieto Polly Stewart
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May he whose arms shall fauld thy charms,
Posess a leal and true heart;

To him be given to ken the heaven
He grapsin Polly Stewart.

O lovely Polly Stewart!
O charming Polly Stewart!

There's néer aflower that blooms in May
That's half so sweet asthou art.

THE HIGHLAND LADDIE

T H E bonniest lad that €er | saw,
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie,

Woreaplaid, and wasfu' braw,
Bonnie Highland laddie.

On his head a bonnet blue,
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie;

Hisroyal heart wasfirm and true,
Bonnie Highland laddie.

Trumpets sound, and cannons roar,
Bonnielasse, Lawland lasse;

And a' thehillswi' echoes roar,
Bonnie Lawland lasse.

Glory, honour, now invite,
Bonnielasse, Lawland lasse.
For freedom and my king to fight,

Bonnie Lawland lasse.

The sun a backward course shall take,
Bonnie laddie; Highland laddie,

Ere aught thy manly courage shake,
Bonnie Highland [addie.

Go! for yourse procurerenown,
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie;
And for your lawful king, his crown,

Bonnie Highland laddie.
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ANNA, THY CHARMS

ANNA, thy charms my bosom fire,
And wagste my soul with care;

But ah ! how bootlessto admire,
When fated to despair!

Yet in thy presence, lovely fair,
To hope may beforgiv'n;

For sure 'twere impious to despair
So much in sight of Heav'n.

CASSILLIS BANKS

Now bank an' brae are claith'd in green,
An' scatter'd cowdips sweetly spring;

By Girvan'sfairy-haunted stream
The birdiesflit on wanton winc};.

To Cassillis banks when €ening fa's,
Therewi' my Mary let meflee,

There catch her ilka glance of love,
Thebonnieblink o' Mary'sée!

The chidd wha boagts o' warld's walth
Isaften laird o' meiklecare;

But Mary she is @ mine ain—
Ah'! fortune canna gie me mair !

Then let me range by Cassllis* banks,
Wi' her, the lasse dear to me,

And catch her ilka glance o' love,
Thebonnieblink 0 Mary'sée!

TO THEE, LOV'D NITH

Tothee, lov'd Nith, thy gladsome plains,
Where late wi' cardess thought | rang'd,

Though prest wi' care and sunk in woe,
Totheel bringa heart unchang'd.
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| love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes,
Tho' mem'ry there my bosom tear;

For there herov'd that brake my heart,
Yet to that heart, ah ! still how dear!

BANNOCKS O' BARLEY

BANNOCKS O' bear meal,
Bannocks o' barley;
Here's to the Highlandman's
Bannocks o' barley.
Whain abrulzie,
Will first cry a parley ?
Never the lads wi'
The bannocks o' barley :

Bannocks o' bear meal,
Bannocks o' barley;
Here's to the Highlandman's
Bannocks o' barley!
Whain hiswae-days
Were loyal to Charlie?
Wha but the lads wi',
The bannocks o' barley

HEE BALOU

HEE balou ! my sweet wee Donald,,
Picture o' the great Clanronald;
Brawlie kens our wanton chief
Wha got my young Highland thief.

Leeze me on th¥1 bonnie craigie

An' thou live, thou 'll geal a naigie
Travel the country thro' and thro',
And bring hame a Carlide cow.

Thro' the Lawlands, o'er the border,
Weel, my babie, may thou furder:
Herry the loons o' the laigh countrie,
Syne to the Highlands hame to me'



MY PEGGY'S FACE

WAE IS MY HEART

WAE is my heart, and the tear's in my €'e;
Lang, lang, joy's been a stranger to me:
Forsaken and friendless, my burden | bear,
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And the sweet voice 0' pity ne'er soundsin my ear.

Love, thou hast pleasures, and deep hae | lov'd:
Love, thou hast sorrows, and sair hae | prov'd ;

But this bruised heart that now bleeds in my breast,

| can feel by its throbbings will soon be at rest.

O, if | were, where happy | hae been,

Down by yon stream, and yon bonnie castle-green ;

For there he is wand'ring, and musing on me,
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Phillis's €e.

HERE'S HIS HEALTH IN WATER

ALTHO' my back be at the wa',
And tho' he bethe fautor ;

Altho' my back be at the wa',
Yet, here's his health in water !

O, wae gae by his wanton sides,
Sae brawlie's he could flatter ;

Till for his sake | 'm slighted sair,
And dreethekintra clatter.

But tho' my back be at the wa',
And tho' he be the fautor;

But tho' my back be at the wa',
Yet, here's his health in water !

MY PEGGY'S FACE

MY Peggy's face, my Peggy'sform,
The frost of hermit age might warm:
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind,
Might charm thefirst of human kind.
| love my Peggy's angel air,

Her face so truly, heav'nly fair,

Her native grace so void of art,

But 1 adore my Peggy's heart.
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Thelilie's hue, the ros dye,
Thekindling lugtre of an eye;
Who but oanstheir magic swvay !
Who but knowsthey all decay !

The tender thrill, the pitying tear,
The gen'rous purpose, nobly dear,
The gentle look, that rage dissrms—
Theseareall immortal charms.

GLOOMY DECEMBER

ANCE mair | hail thee, thou gloomy December !
Ance mair | hail thee, wi' orrow and care;
Sad was the parting thou makes me remember,
Partingwi' Nancy, oh ! néer to meet mair.

Fond lovers parting is sweet painful pleasure,
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ;

But the direfedling, oh, farewell for ever!
Isanguish unmingl'd, and agony pure.

Wild asthewinter now tearing thefored,
Till thelast leaf o' the summer isflown,
Such isthe tempest has shaken my bosom,
Since my last hope and last comfort is gone !
Still as| hail thee, thou gloomy December,
Still shall | hail theewi' sorrow and care;
For sad wasthe parting thou makesmeremember,
Partingwi' Nancy, oh ! néer to meet mair.

MY LADY'S GOWN, THERE'S GAIRS UPON'T

CHORUS

MY lady'sgown, ther € sgairsupon't,
And gowden flovers sserare upon't;
But Jenny'sjimpsand jirkinet,

My lord thinks meikle mair upon't.

MY lord a—huntingkheis ane,

But hounds or hawkswi' him are nane;
By Cadlin's cottage lies his game,

If Cdlin's Jenny be at hame.
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My lady 's white, my lady'sred,

And kith and kin 0" Casdllis blude;
But her ten-pund lands o' tocher guid
Werea' the charms his lordship lo'ed.

Out 0e yon muir, out o'er yon moss,
Whar e gor-cocks thro' the heather pass,
There wons auld Colin's bonnie lass,

A lily in a wilderness.

Sae sweetly move her genty limbs,
Like music-notes o' lover's hymns;

The diamond dew in her een sae blue,
Wher e laughing love sae wanton swims.

My lady 's dink, my lady's drest,
Theflower and fancy o' the west;
But thelassethat a man lo'es best,
Othat'sthelassto mak him blest.

AMANG THE TREES WHERE HUMMING
BEES

AMANG the trees, where humming bees
At buds and flowerswere hinging, O,
Auld Caledon drew out her drone,
And to her pipe was singing, O;
'Twas pibroch, sang, strathspey, or redls,
Shedirl'd them aff fu' clearly, O,
When there cam a yell o' foreign squeds,
That dang her tapsalteerie, O.

Their capon craws and queer ha ha's,
They made our lugs grow eerie, O;
The hungry bike did scrape and pike,
Till we were wae and weary, O;
But a royal ghaist wha ance was casd
A prisoner, aughteen year awa,
Hefir'd afiddler in the north
That dang them tapsalteerie, O.
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MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING

SHE isawinsomeweething,

She is a handsome wee thing,

She is a bonnie wee thing,
This sweet wee wifeo' mine.

| never saw afairer,

| never l0'ed a dearer ;

And neist my heart | 'll wear her,
For fear my jewel tine.

She is a winsome wee thing,

She is a handsome wee thing,

Sheis a bonnie wee thing,
This sweet wee wife o' mine.

Thewarld'swrack we shareo't,

The warstle and the care 0't;

Wi' her | 'll blithely bear it,
And think my lot divine,

BONNIE LESLEY

O SAW ye bonnie Ledey,

As she gaed o'er the border?
She's gane, like Alexander,

To spread her conqueds farther.

To s her isto love her,
And love but her for ever;

For Nature made her what sheis,
And never made anither!

Thou art a queen, fair Ledey,
Thy subjects we, before thee :

Thou art divine, fair Ledey,
Thehearts o' men adorethee.
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The Deil he could na scaith thee,
Nor aught that wad belangthee ;

He'd look into thy bonnie face,
And sy, ' | cannawrang thee''

The Powers aboon will tent thee;
Misfortune sha' na steer thee:

Thou'rt likethemsd' saelovely,
That ill they'll n€er let near thee'

Returnagain, fair Ledey,
Returnto Caledonie!

That we may brag we hae alass
There'snane again sse bonnie

SONG

O POORTITH cauld, and restlesslove,
Yewreck my peace between ye;
Y et poortith a | could forgive,
An 'twere nafor my Jeannie.

O why should fate sc pleasure have,
Life'sdearest bands untwining;

Or why sae sweat aflower as love
Depend on fortun€'sshining ?

Thiswarld'swealth when | think on,
Itspride, and & thelaveot—

Fie, fieon silly coward man,
That he should be the dave 0't!

Her een sae bonnie blue betray
How she repays my passon ;
But prudenceisher o'er word aye'
Shetalks of rank and fashion.

O wha can prudencethink upon’
Anddcalasseby him ?

O wha can prudencethink upon'
And =einloveas| am ?
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How blest the humble cotter's fate !
He woos his smple dearie;

The silly bogles, wealth and state,
Can never makethem eerie.

GALLA WATER

THERE'S braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes,
That wander thro' the blooming heather;
But Yarrow braesnor Ettrick shaws
Can match thelads o' GallaWater.

But thereis ane, a secret ane,
Aboon them a' | lo'e him better ;

And | 'll be his, and he Il be mine,
Thebonnielad o' GallaWater.

Altho' his daddie was naelaird,

And tho' | hae nae meikle tocher ;
Yet rich in kindest, truest love,

We'll tent our flocksby Galla Water.

It neéer was wealth, it néer was wealth,
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure;
The bands and bliss o' mutual love,
O that's the chiefest warld'streasure !

LORD GREGORY

O MIRK, Mirk is this midnight hour,
And loud the tempest'sroar;

A waefu' wanderer sasks thy tow'r—
Lord Gregory, opethy door !

An exile frae her father's ha',
And a' for loving thee;

At least some pity on me shaw,
Ifloveit may na be
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Lord Gregory, mind'st thou not the grove,
By bonnie | rwin-side,

Wherefirst | own'd that virgin-love
| lang, lang had denied ?

How aften didst thou pledge and vow
Thou wad for aye be mine;

And my fond heart, itsel sae true,
It ne'er mistrusted thine.

Hard isthy heart, Lord Gregdry,
And flinty isthy breast—

Thou dart of heaven that flashest by,
O wilt thou give me rest!

Ye mustering thunders from above,
Your willing victim see !

But spare, and pardon my fause love,
His wrangs to heaven and me !

MARY MORISON

O MARY, at thy window be,
It isthe wish'd, thetrysted hour |
Those smiles and glances let me see
That make the miser's treasure poor :
How blithely wad | bide the stoure,
A weary slave frae sun to sun ;
Could | therich reward secure,
Thelovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen, when to the trembling string,
The dance gaed thro' the lighted ha',
To thee my fancy took its wing,
| sat, but neither heard nor saw :
Tho' thiswas fair, and that was braw,
And yon the toast of a' the town,
| sigh'd, and said, amang them a',
'Ye are na Mary Morison.'
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O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace
Whafor thy sake wad gladly die ?
Or canst thou break that heart of his
Whase only faut is loving thee?

If love for love thou wilt na gie,
At least be pity to me shown;

A thought ungentle canna be
Thethought o' Mary Morison.

WANDERING WILLIE

HERE awa, there awa, wandering Willie,

Now tired with wandering, haud awa hame ;
Come to my bosom, my ae only dearie,

And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same.

Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting;
It was na the blast brought the tear in my €e :
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie,

The simmer to Nature, my Willie to me.

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers !
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms'!
Awaken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows,
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms.

But if he's forgotten his faithfullest Nannie,

O still flow between us, thou wide roaring main ;
May | never seit, may | never trow it,

But, dying, believe that my Willie's my ain !

OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH'!

AN IRISH SONG ALTERED BY BURNS

O H, open the door, some pity to show,
Oh, open the door to me, oh !

Tho' thou hast been false, | 'll ever prove true,
Oh, open the door to me, oh !
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Cauld isthe blast upon my pale cheek,
But caulder thy love for me, oh!

Thefrog that freezesthe life at my heart
Isnaught to my painsfraethee, oh!

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave,
And timeissetting with me, oh !
Falsefriends, false love, farewell! for mair
| 'll n€er troublethem, nor thee, oh !

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide;
She sa=s his pale corse on the plain, oh !
My truelove! shecried, and sank down by his
dde
Never toriseagain, oh !

YOUNG JESSIE

TRUE-HEARTED was he, the sad swain o the Yarrow,
And fair arethe maidson the banks of the Ayr,
But by the svest 9de o' theNith'swinding river,
Areloversasfaithful, and maidensasfair:
To equal young Jesse sesk Scotland all over;
To equal young Jesse you s it in vain;
Grace, beauty, and degance, fetter her lover.
And maidenly modesty fixesthe chain.

O, fresh istherose in the gay, dewy morning,
And sweet isthelily at evening closg;

But in the fair presence o' lovely young Jessie,
Unseen isthelily, unheeded therose

Lovestsin her smile, awizard ensnaring;
Enthron'd in her een he ddivershislaw;

And still to her charms shealoneisa stranger—
Her modest demeanour'sthejewel of a' !
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THE POOR AND HONEST SODGER

WHEN wild war's deadly blast was blawn,
And gentle peace returning,
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless,
And mony awidow mourning;
| left the lines and tented field,
Where lang | 'd been alodger,
My humble knapsack a' my wealth,
A poor and honest sodger.

A leal, light heart was in my breast,
My hand unstain'd wi' plunder,
And for fair Scotia, hame'again,
| cheery on did wander. )
| thought upon the banks o' Coil,
I thought upon my Nancy,
I thought upon the witching smile
That caught my youthful fancy.

At length | reach'd the bonny glen
Where early life | sported ;

| passd the mill, and trysting thorn'
Where Nancy aft | courted :

Wha spied | but my ain dear maid,
Down by her mother's dwelling !

Andturn'd meround to hidethe flood
That in my een was swelling.

W' alter'd voice, quoth I, ' Swest lass,
Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom,

O ! happy, happy may he be,
That's dearest to thy bosom!

My purseislight, | 've far to gang,
And fain wad be thy lodger;

| 've serv'd my king and country lang—
Take pity on a sodger.'

See wistfully she gaz'd on me,
And lovelier was than ever;
Quo' she, ' A sodger ance | 1o'ed,

Forget him shall | never:



BLITHE MAE | BEEN 513

Our humble cot, and hamely fare,
Ye freely shall partake it,

That gallant badge—the dear cockade,
Ye're welcome for the sake o't

She gaz'd—she redden'd like a rose—
Syne pale like ony lily;,

She sank within my arms, and cried,
" Art thou my ain dear Willie?'

' By Him who made yon sun and sky—
By whom true love's regarded,

| am the man ; and thus may still
Truelovers be rewarded !

"The warsareo'er, and | 'm come hame,
And find thee still true-hearted ;

Tho' poor in gear, we'rerich in love,
And mair we'se ne'er be parted.

Quo' she, my grandsire left me gowd,
A mailen plenish'd fairly;

And come, my faithful sodger lad,
Thou 'rt welcome to it dearly !

For gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor;
But glory is the sodger's prize,
The sodger's wealth is honour :
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise,
Nor count him asa stranger;
Remember he's his country's stay
In day and hour of danger.

BLITHE HAE | BEEN

BLITHE hae | been on yon hill,
As the lambs before me ;
Carelessilka thought and free,
As the breeze flew o'er me.
2 K
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Now nae langer sport and play,
Mirth or sang can please me;
Lesley is sae fair and coy,
Care and anguish seize me.

Heavy, heavy is the task,
Hopeless love declaring :
Trembling, | dow nocht but glow'r,
Sighing, dumb, despairing!
If she winna ease the thraws
In my bosom swelling;
Underneath the grass-green sod,
Soon maun be my dwelling.

LOGAN BRAES

O LOGAN, sweetly didst thou glide
That day | was my Willie's bridei
And yearssinsynehaeo'er usrun,
Like Logan to the simmer sun.

But now thy flow'ry banks appear
Likedrumlie winter, dark and drear,
While my dear lad maun face his faes,
Far, far frae me and Logan braes !

Again the merry month o' May

Has made our hills and valleys gay;

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers,

The bees hum round the breathing flowers:
Blithe morning lifts hisrosy eye,

And evening'stearsaretearsof joy:

My soul, delightless, a' surveys,

While Willie's far frae Logan braes.

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush,
Amang her nestlings sitsthethrush;
Her faithfu' mate will share her toil,
Or wi' hissong her caresbeguile:
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But I, wi' my sweet nurslings here,
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer,.
Pass widow'd nights, and joyless days,
While Willie's far frae Logan braes.

O wae upon you, men o' State,

That brethren rouse to deadly hate !
As ye make moiiy a fond heart mourn,
See may it on your heads return !
How can your flinty hearts enjoy

The widow's tears, the orphan's cry?
But soon may peace bring happy days
And Willie hameto Logan braes !

THERE WAS A LASS, AND SHE WAS FAIR

THERE was alass, and she was fair,
At kirk and market to be seen,
When a the fairest maids were met,

The fairest maid was bonnie Jean.

And ?/e she wrought her mammi€'s wark,
And aye she sang see merrilie :

The blithest bird upon the bush
Had neler a lighter heart than she.

But hawks will rob the tender joys
That bless the little lintwhite's nest;
Andfrostwill blight thefairest flowers,
And love will blight the soundest rest.

Y oung Robie was the brawest lad,
Theflower and pride of a the glen;

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye,
And wanton naigies nine or ten.

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the trvste,

He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down;
And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist,

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown.
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Asin the bosom o' the stream,
The moonbeam dwells at dewy €'en;
So trembling, pure, was tender love
Within thebreast o' bonnie Jean.

And now she works her mammi€e's wai-k,
And aye she sghs wi' care and pain;
Y et wist na what her ail might be,
Or what wad mak her weel again.

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light,
And did najoy blink in her €e,

As Robie tauld atale o' love
Aeéenin' onthelily lea?

The sun was sinking in the west,
The birds sang swest in ilka grove ;
His cheek to hers he fondly prest,
And whisper'd thus histale o' love:

' O Jeanie fair, | lo'e thee dear;
O cang thou think to fancy me?
Or wilt thou leave thy mammié€'s cot,
And learn totent thefarmswi' me ?

' At barn or byrethou shalt na drudge,
Or naething dse to trouble thee;

But stray amang the heather-bells,
And tent the waving corn wi' me.'

Now what could artless Jeanie do?
She had nae will, to say him na

At length she blush'd a sweet consent,
And love was aye between them twa.

PHILLIS THE FAIR

WHILE larks with little wing
Fann'dthepureair,

Tasting the breathing spring,
Forthl did fare:
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Gay the sun'sgolden eye

Peep'd o'er the mountains high;

Such thy morn ! did | cry,
Phillis the fair.

In each bird's careless song,
Glad did | share!

While yon wild flowersamong,
Chance led me there:

Sweet to the opening day;

Rosebuds bent the dewy spray;

Such thy bloom ! did | say,
Phillis the fair.

Down in a shady walk
Doves cooing were;

I mark'd the cruel hawk
Caught in a snare :

So kind may fortune be,

Such make his destiny!

He who would injure thee,
Phillis the fair.

HAD | A CAVE

H A D | acaveon some wild, distant shore,
Where the winds howl to the waves dashing roar:
There would | weep my woes,
There seek my lost repose,
Till grief my eyes should close,

Ne'er to wake more.

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare
All thy fond plighted vows fleeting as air 1
To thy new lover hie,
Laugh o'er thy perjury,
Then in thy bosom try

What peace isthere !

517
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BY ALLAN STREAM

BY Allan sream | chancd to rove
W hile Phosbus sank beyond Benledi:
The winds were whispering through the grove.
The ydlow corn was waving ready:
| ligen'd to a lover's sang,
And thought on youthm pleasures many;
And aye thewild wood echoes rang—
O dearly do | lovethee, Annie!

O, happy be the woodbine bower,

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie;
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour,

The place and time | met my dearie J
Her head upon my throbbing breast,

She, sinking, said, ' | ‘m thine for ever !
While mony a kiss the seal impre<t,

The sacred vow,—we ne'er should sever.

Thehaunt o' spring's the primrose brae,
The smmer joys theflocksto follow;
How cheery, thro' her shortening? day,
Isautumn, in her weads o' yellow!
But can they melt the glowing heart,
Or chain the soul in seechless pleasure,
Or thro' each nervetherapturedart,
Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure?

ADOWN WINDING NITH

ADOWN winding Nith | did wander,

To mark the swtet flowersasthey spring;
Adown winding Nith | did wander,

Of Phillisto muse and to sing.

Awa wi' your beles and your beauties,
They never wi' her can compare:
Whaever has met wi' my Phillis
Has met wi' the queen o' thefair.
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The daisy amus'd my fond fancy,
So artless, so simple, so wild;
Thou emblem, said I, o' my Phillis,

For she is simplicity's child.

The rose-bud's the' blush o' my charmer,
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest:
How fair and how pure is the lily,
But fairer and purer her breast |

Y onknot of gay flowersinthearbour,
They ne'er wi' my Philliscanvie:

Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine,
Its dewdrop o' diamond her eye.

Her voice isthe song of the morning,

That wakes thro' the green-spreading grove,
W hen Phoebus peeps over the mountains,

On music, and pleasure, and love.

But beauty, how frail and how fleeting,
The bloom of afine summer's day !
While worth, in the mind o' my Phillis,

Will flourish without a decay.

COME, LET ME TAKE THEE

COME, let me take thee to my breast,
And pledge we ne'er shall sunder;
And | shall spurnas vilest dust
The warld's wealth and grandeur:
And do | hear my Jeanie own
That equal transports move her ?
| ask for dearest life alone
That | may live to love her.

Thusinmy arms, wi'a' thy charms,
| clasp my countless treasure;

I "Il seek nae mair o' heaven to share,
Than sic amoment's pleasure;
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And by thy een, sae bonnie blug,
| swear [ 'm thine for ever!

And on thy lips| seal my vow,
And break it shall | never!

DAINTY DAVIE

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers,
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers ;
And now comesin my happy hours,

To wander wi' my Davie.

Meet me on the warlock knowe,
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie,
There | 'll spend the day wi' you,

My ain dear dainty Davie.

The crystal waters round us fa',

The merry birds are lovers &,

The scented breezes round us blaw,
A wandering wi' my Davie.

Wheeaf)urple mornlng gtarts the hare,
To steal upon her early fare,
Then thro the dews | will repair,

To meet my faithfu' Davie.

When day, expiring in the west,

The curtain draws 0 Nature'srest,

| fleeto hisarms | l0'e the best,
And that's my ain dear Davie.

DOUN THE BURN, DAVIE

[WHEN trees did bud, and fieldswere green,
And broom bloom'd fair to see;

When Mary was complete fifteen,’
And love laugh'd in her €e;

Blithe Davi€'s blinks her heart did move,
To gesk her mind thus free,

' Gang doun the burn, Davie, love,
And | shall follow thee
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Now Davie did each lad surpass
That dwelt on yon burn Sde,

And Mary was the sweeatest lass,
Just meset to be a bride;

Her chesks were rosy red and white,
Her een were bonnie blue;

Her lookswerelike Aurorabright,
Her lipslike dropping dew.]

As down the burn they took their way,
Andthro' theflowery dale;

His cheek to hers he aft did lay,
And love was aye the tale.

With ' Mary, when shall we return,
Sc pleasure to renew ?

Quoth Mary, ' Love, | likethe burn,
And aye shall follow you.'

BEHOLD THE HOUR

BEHOLD the hour, the boat arrive,
Thou goest, thou darling of my heart!
Sever'd from thee can | survive ?
But fate haswill'd, and we must part.
I "Il often greet this surging swell,
Yon distant idewill often hail:
' E'en herel took the lagt farewell;
There, latent mark'd her vanish'd sail.

Along the solitary shore,
Whileflitting sea-fowl round me cry,
Acrosstherolling, dashing roar,
|1l westward turn my wistful eye:
Happy, thou Indian grove, | 'll say,
Wher e now my Nancy's path may be!
Whilethro' thy sweds she loves to stray,
O, tell me, does she muse on me?
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THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER

THOU hast |eft me ever, Jamie!
Thou hast left me ever;
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie!
Thou hast |eft me ever.
Aften hast thou vow'd that death
Onlg should us sever;
Now thou '¢ left thy lass for aye—
| maun see thee never, Jamie,
| 'll sse thee never !
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie !
Thou hast meforsaken ;
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie !
Thou hast me forsaken.
Thou cang love anither jo,
Whilemy heart isbreaking':
Soon my weary een| ' | | close--
Never mair to waken, Jamie,
Ne'er mair to waken !

DELUDED SWAIN, THE PLEASURE

DELUDED swain, the pleasure
Thefickle fair can give thee
Isbut afairy treasure—
Thy hopes will soon deceive thee.

The billows on the ocean,
The breezesidly roaming,
The douds uncertain motion—
They are but types of woman.

O ! art thou not ashamed
To doat upon a feature ?

If man thou would'st be named,
Degise the silly creature.

Go, find an honest fellow;
Good claret st before thee:

Hold on till thou art mellow,
And then to bed in glory.
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MY LOVELY NANCY

THINE am I, my faithful fair,
Thine, my lovely Nancy ;

Ev'ry pulse dong- my veins,
Ev'ry roving fancy.

To thy bosom lay my heart,
Thereto throb and languish :

Tho' despair had wrung its core,
That would heal its anguish.

Take away these rosy lips,
Rich with balmy treasure:
Turn away thine eyes of love,
Lest 1 diewith pleasure.

What islife when wanting love ?
Night without a mor ning:

Love'sthe cloudless summer sun,
Natur e gay adorning.

HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE YOUR STRIFE

HUSBAND, hushand, cease your strife,
Nor longer idly rave, sir;

Tho' | am your wedded wife,

. Yet | am not your dave, gr.

One of two mug still obey,
Nancy, Nancy;

Isit man, or woman, say,
My spouse, Nancy ?'

I 'tis still the lordly word,
Service and obedlenoe;

| "Il desert my sov'reign lord,
And s, -bye, allegiance!
Sad will | so ber eft,

Yet I ICP/try to makeash|ft
My spousg, Nancy.'
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My poor heart then break it mugt,
My last hour | 'm near it:

When you lay me in the dug.
Think, think, how you will bear it.

"I will hope and trust in heaven,
Nancy, Nancy!

Strength to bear it will be given,
My spouse, Nancy.'

Well, sr, from the silent dead,
Still I''ll try to daunt you ;

Ever round your midnight bed
Horrid sprites shall haunt you.

'l 'l wed another, like my dear

Nance/, Nancy;
Then all hell will fly for fear,
My spouse, Nancy.'

FAIR JENNY

WHERE are thejoys | have met in the morning,
That danc'd to thelark's early song?

Whereisthe peace that awaited my wand'ring,
At ev'ning the wild woods among ?

No more a-winding the course of yon river,
And marking swest flow'retsso fair:

No more | trace the light footsteps of pleasure,
But sorrow and sad sighing care.

Is it that summer's forsaken our valleys,
And grim, surly winter isnear ?

No, no ! the bess humming round the gay rosss,
Proclaim it the pride of the year.

Fain would | hide, what | fear to discover,
Y et long, long too well have | known-

All that has caused this wreck in my basom,
I's Jenny, fair Jenny alone.
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Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal,
Nor hope dare a comfort bestow :

Come then, enamour'd and fond of my anguish,
Enjoyment | 'll seek in my woe.

THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA

YESTREEN | had a pint o' wine,
A place where body saw na ;

Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine
The gowden locks of Anna.

The hungry Jew in wilderness,
Rejoicing o'er his manna,

Was naething to my hinny bliss
Upon the lips of Anna.

Y e monarchs, takethe east and west,
Frae Indus to Savannah !

Gie me within my straining grasp
The melting form of Anna.

There | 'll despise Imperial charms,
An Empress or Sultana,

While dying rapturesin her arms
| give and take with Anna!

Awa, thou flaunting God of Day!
Awa, thou pale Diana !
Ik star gae hide thy twinkling ray,
When | 'm to meet my Anna.'
Come, in thy raven ptumajpe, Night!
Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a’;
And bring an angel pen to write
My transports wi' my Anna |

POSTSCRIPT
TheKirk and Statemay join, and tell
To do such things | maunna:
The Kirk and State may gae to hell,’
And | 'll gaetomy Anna. '
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Sheisthesunshineo' my ee—
To live but her | canna;

Had | on earth but wishes three,
Thefirst should be my Anna.

O WAT YE WHAT MY MINNIE DID

OWAT yewhat my minniedid,
My minnie did, my minnie did,
O wat ye what my minnie did,
On Tysday 'teen to me, jo?
She laid mein a saft bed,
A saft bed, a saft bed,
She laid me in a saft bed,
And bade gude'en to me, jo.

An! wat ye what the parson did,
The parson did, the parson did,
An' wat ye what the parson did,
A' for a penny fee, jo?
He loosd on me alang man,
A mickle man, a Strang man,
He loosd on me a lang man,
That might hae worried me, jo.

An' | was but a young thing,
A young thing, a young thing,

An' | was but a young thing,
Wi' naneto pity me,jo.

| wat the kirk was in the wyte,
In the wyte, in the wyte,

To pit ayoungthing in a fright,
An'looseamanonme,jo.

JENNY M'CRAW

A FRAGMENT

JENNY M'CRAW, she has ta'en to the heather,
Say, was it the covenant carried her thither;
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Jenny M'Craw to the mountains is gane,

Their leagues and their covenants & she hastaen ;
My head and my heart, now quo' she are at rest,
And as for the lave, let the deil do his best.

THE PIPER

A FRAGMENT

THERE came a piper out 0 Fife,
| watna what they cald him ;

He play'd our cousn Kate a spring,
When fient a body bade him.

And ay the mair he hotch'd an' blew,
The mair that sheforbade him.

THE LAST BRAW BRIDAL

A FRAGMENT

T H Elast braw bridal that 1 wasat,
‘Twas on a Hallowmass day,
And therewasrouth o' drink and fun,
And micklemirth and play.
The bdlsthey rang, and the carlins sang,
And thedamesdanced intheha':
The bride went to bed wi' the silly bridegroom,
In the midst o' her kimmers &.

HERE'STO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE LASS

HERE 'Sto thy health, my bonnie lass,
Guid night, and joy be wi' thee!

1" 'l come nae mair to thy bower-door,
To tell theethat | lo'ethee.

O dinnathink, my pretty pink,
But | can live without thee :

| vow and swear, | dinna care,
How lang ye look about ye.
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Thou 'rt aye sae free informing me
Thou hast nae mind to marry;

I 'll be as free informing thee
Naetime hae | totarry.

| ken thy friends try ilka means
Frae wedlock to delay thee ;

Depending on some higher chance—
But fortune may betray thee.

I ken they scorn my low estate,
But that does never grieve me ;

But | 'm free as any he,
Sma' siller will relieve me.

I "Il count my health my greatest wealth,
Saelongas|'Il enjoy it :

I "Il fear nae scant, | 'll bode nae want,
As lang's | get employment.

But far off fowls hae feathers fair,
And aye until yetry them :
Tho' they seem fair, still have a care,
They may prove waur than | am.
But at twal at night, when the moon shinesbright,
My dear, | 'll come and see thee;
For the man that lo'es his mistress weel
Nae travel makes him weary.

O STEER HER UP

O STEER her up and haud her gaun—
Her mither's at themill,jo;

An' gin shewinnatak a man,
E'en let her tak her will, jo:

First shore her wi' a kindly kiss,
And ca' anither gill, JQ;

An' gin she tak the thing amiss,
E'en let her flyte her fill, jo.
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O steer her up, and he na blate,
An' gin shetak itill,jo,

Then lea'e the lassie till her fate,
And time nae langer spill, jo;

Ne'er break your heart for ae rebute,
But think upon it still, jo ;

That gin the lassie winna do 't,
Ye'llfindanither will, jo.

THE FAREWELL

IT was a' for our rightfu' king,
We left fair Scotland's strand;
It was a' for our rightfu' king
We €er saw Irish land, my dear,
We €er saw Irish land.

Now a' is done that men can do,
And a' is done in vain ;

My love and native land farewell,
For | maun cross the main, my dear,
For | maun cross the main.

He turned him right, and round about,
Upon the Irish shore;

And gae his bridle-reins a shake,
With adieu for evermore, my dear,
With adieu for evermore.

The sodger from the wars returns,
The sailor frae the main;

But | hae parted frae my love,
Never to meet again, my dear,
Never to meet again.

When day is gane, and night is come,
And a' folk bound to sleep;
I think on him that's far awa,
The lee-lang night, and weep, my dear,
The lee-lang night, and weep.
2L
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O AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME

O AY E my wifeshedang me,
An' aft my wifedid bang me,
If ye gie a woman & her will,
Guid faith, she'll soon o'er-gang ye.
On peace and rest my mind was bent,
And fool | was| married ;
But never honest man'sintent
Saecursedly miscarried.

Some sairie comfort at the last,
When a' their daysaredone, man;
My ' painso' hell' on earth arepagt,
| 'm sureo' blissaboon, man.
O aye my wife she dang me,
An' aft my wifedid bang me,
If ye gie a woman &' her will,
Guid faith, she'll soon o'er-gang ye.

O WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME

O WHA isshethat lo'es me,
And hasmy heart a-keeping ?
O avedt is she that lo'es me,
Asdews o' smmer weeping,
In tears the rose-buds steeping!

CHORUS

Othat'sthelasse o' my heart,
My lasse ever dearer;

O that'sthe queen of womankind,
And n€er aaneto peer her.

If thou shalt meet a lassie,

In graceand beauty char ming,
That €en th% chosn lassie,

Erewhile thy breast sae war ming,

Had néer Scpowersalar ming;
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If thou hadst heard her talking,
And thy attentions plighted,

That ilka body talking

But her by theeis dighted,
And thou art all delighted ;

If thou hast met this fair one;
When frae her thou hagt parted,
If every other fair one
But her, thou hast deserted,
And thou art broken hearted.

O WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST

O WERT thou in the cauld blast
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
My plaidietotheangry airt,
| 'd shelter thee, 1'd shdlter thee:
Or did Midfortun€'s bitter sorms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be my bosom,
To shareit &, to share it 4d.

Or were | in the wildest waste,

See black and bare, soe black and bare,
The desert were a paradise,

Ifthou wert there, if thou wert there:
Or were | monarch o' the globe,

Wi' theetoreign, wi' theeto reign,
The brightest jewel in my crown

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.

CALEDONIA

THERE was once a day—but old Time then was young—
That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line,

From some of your northern deities sprung,
"Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine?)
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From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain,
To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would :
Her heav'nly relations there fixed her reign,
And pledg'd her their godheads to warrant it good.

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war,

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew :
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore,

' Whoe'er shall provoketheeth' encounter shall rue!
Wi ith tillage or pasture at timesshe would sport,

To feed her fair flocks by her green 'rustlingcorn;
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort,

Her darling amusement the hounds and the horn.

Long quiet shereign'd ; till thitherward steers
A flight of bold eagles from Adria's strand :
Repeated, successive, for many long years,
They darken'd the air, and they plunder'd theland :
Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry,
They'd conquer'd and ruin'd a world beside ;
She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly—
The daring invaders they fled or they died.

Thefell Harpy-raven took wing from the north,
Thescourge of the seas, and thedread of the shore ?
The wild Scandinavian boar issu'd forth
To wanton in carnage, and wallow in gore;
O'er countries and kingdomstheir fury prevail'd,
No arts could appease them, no arms could repel;
But brave Caledonia in vain they assail'd,
As Largs well can witness, and Loncartietell.

The Cameleon-savage disturb'd her repose,

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife;
Provok'd beyond bearing, at last she arose,

And robb'd him at once of his hopes and his life:
The Anglian lion, theterror of France,

Oft prowling, ensanguiii'd the Tweed's silver flood:
But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance,

He learned to fear in his own native wood.
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Thus bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free,

Her bright course of glory for ever shall run:
For brave Caledonia immortal must be;

I'll prove it from Euclid as clear asthe sun :
Rectangle-triangle, thefigurewe'll choose,

The upright is Chance, and old Time is the base ;
But brave Caledonia's the hypothenuse ;

Then, ergo, she'll match them and match them

aways.

O LAY THY LOOF IN MINE, LASS

OLAY thyloofinmine, lass,

In mine, lass, in mine, lass;

And swear on thy white hand, lass,
That thou wilt be my ain.

A dave to love's unbounded sway,

He aft has wrought me meikle wae,

But now heis my deadly fae,
Unless thou be my ain.

There's mony a lass has broke my rest,

That for ablink | had lo'ed best;

But thou art queen within my breast,
For ever to remain.

O lay thy loof in mine, lass,

In mine, lass, in mine, lass;

And swear on thy white hand, lass,
That thou wilt be my ain.

HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S AWA

HERE'Sahealthtothemthat'sawa,

Here's a health to them that's awa;

And whawinnawish guid luck to our cause,
May never guid luck betheir fa'l

It'sguid to be merry and wise,

It's guid to be honest and true,

It's guid to support Caledonids cause,

And bide by the buff and the blue
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Here's a health to them that's awa,

Here'sa health to them that 's awa;

Here's a health to Charlie the chief of the clan,
Altho' that his band be but ama.

May liberty meet wi' uccess,

May prudence protect her frae evill

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mig,

And wander their way to the devil!

Here's a health to them that 'sawa,

Here's a health to them that'sawa ;

Here's a health to Tammie the Norland laddie,
That lives at the lug o' the law !

Here's freedom to him that wad read,

Here's freedom to him that wad write !
There'snane ever fear'd that the truth should be

eard
But they whom the truth would indite.

Here€'s a health to them that's awa,

Here's a health to them that's awa;

Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a chieftain worth gowd,
Tho' bred amang mountains o' snaw!

Her€'s a health to them that's awa,

Her€'s a health to them that's awa;

And wha winna wish guid luck to our causg,

May never guid luck betheir fa' !

THE FETE CHAMPETRE

O WHA will to Saint Stephen's house,
To do our errands there, man?

O wha will to Saint Sephen's house,
o' th' merry lads of Ayr, man ?

Or will we snd a man-0'-law?
Or will we nd a sodger ?

Or him wha led e Scotland &
ThemeikleUrsa-Major ?
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Come, will ye court anoblelord,
Or buy ascore o' lairds, man?

For worth and honour pawn their word,
Their vote shall be Glencaird's, man ?

Ane gies them coin, ane gies them wine,
Another gies them clatter;

An bank, wha guessd the ladies' taste,
He gies a Féte Champétre.

When Love and Beauty heard the news,
The gay green-woods amang, man,
Where gathering flowersand busking bowers,
They heard the blackbird's sang, man:
A vow, they sedl'd it with akiss,
Sir Politics to fetter,
As theirs alone the patent-bliss,
To hold a Fete Champétre.

Then mounted Mirth, on gleesome wing,
O'er hill and dale she flew, man;

Ik wimplingburn, i1k crystal spring,
Ik glen and shaw she knew, man:

She summon'd every social sprite,
That sports by wood or water,

On th' bonny banks of Ayr to meet,
And keep this Fete Champétre.

Cauld Boresas, wi' his boisterous crew,
Were bound to stakes like kye, man:
And Cynthia's car, o' silver fu’,
Clamb up the starry sky, man :
Reflected beams dwell inthe streams,
Or down the current shatter;
The western breeze steds thro' the trees,
To view this Fete Champétrel

How many a robe s gaily floats!
What sparkling jewels glance, man !
To Harmony's enchanting notes,
As moves the mazy dance, man.
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The echoing wood, the winding flood,
Like paradise did glitter,

When angels met, at Adam's yett,
To hold their Fete Champétre.

When Politics came there, to mix
And make his ether-stane, man !
He circled round the magic ground,
But entrance found he nane, man :
He blush'd for shame, he quat his name,
Forswore it, every letter,
W i' humble prayer tojoin and share
This festive Fete Champétre.

MEG O' THE MILL

O KEN ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten,
An' ken ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ?
A braw new naig wi' thetail o' a rottan,

And that's what Meg o' the mill has gotten.
O ken ye what Meg o' the mill I0'es dearly,
An' ken ye what Meg o' the mill lo'es dearly ?
A dram o' guid strunt in the morning early,
And that's what Meg o' the mill lo'es dearly.

O ken ye how Meg o' the mill was married,

An' ken ye how Meg o' the mill was married ?

The priest he was oxter'd, the clerk he was carried,
And that'show Meg o' the mill was married.

O ken ye how Meg o' the mill was bedded,

An' ken ye how Meg o' the mill was bedded ?

The groom gat sae fou', he fell awald besideit,
And that's how Meg o' the mill was bedded.

MEG O' THE MILL

O KEN ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ?
An' ken ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ?
She has gotten a coof wi' a claut o' siller,
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller.



THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS

The Miller was strappin’, the Miller was ruddy;
A heart like alord and a hue like a lady:
Thelaird was a widdiefu', bleerit knurl;

She's left the guid-fellow and ta'en the churl.

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving;
The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moving,
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear chained bridle,

A whip by her sde, and a bonnie sde-saddle.

O wee on the siller, it is se prevailing;

And wee on the love that isfix'd on a mailen!
A tocher's nae word in atrue lover's parle,
But, gie me my love, and afig for the warl"!

THE WINTER OF LIFE

BUT lately ssen in gladsome green,
Thewoodsreoic'd the day;

Thro' gentle showers the laughing flowers
In double pride were gay ;

But now our joys are fled
On winter blagts awa !

Y et maiden May, in rich array,
Again shall bring them &.

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe,
Shall melt the snaws of age;

My trunk of eild, but buss or hield,
Sinks in Time's wintry rage.

O ! age has weary days,
And nightso' sieqaleeslﬁ)am'

Thou golden time o' youthfu' prime,
Why com's thou not again ?

THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS

DOBS haughty Gaul invasion threat?
Then let the louns beware, Sir ;
Ther €'swooden walls upon our 85

And volunteerson shore, Sir.
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The Nith shall rin to Corsincon,
And Criffel sink in Solway,
Ere we permit a foreign foe
On British ground to rally!
We 11 ne'er permit a foreign foe
On British ground to rally.

0 let us not, like snarling curs,

In wrangling be divided;
Till, slap! comein an unco loun,

And wi' arung decideiit.
BeBritainstill toBritaintrue,

Amang oursels united;
For never but by British hands

Maun British wrangs be righted !

For never, etc.

The kettle o' the Kirk and State,
Perhaps a clout may fail in't;
But deil aforeign tinkler loun
Shall ever ca anail in't.
Our fathers bluid the kettle bought;
And wha wad dare to spoil it?
By heavens! the sacrilegious dog
Shall fuel be to boil i t!
By heavens, etc.

The wretch that wad atyrant own,
And the wretch, his true-sworn brother,
Wha would set the mob aboon the throne,
May they be damn'd together !
Whawill not sing, ' God save the King,
Shall hang as nigh 'a the steeple;
But while we sing,” God savethe King,'
We'll neer forget the People.
Butwhilewesing, etc.
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THE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S LAMENT

O, | am come to the low countrie,
Ochon, ochon, ochrie!

Without a penny in my purse,
To buy a meal to me.

It was na sae in the Highland hills,
Ochon, ochon, ochrie!

Nae woman in the country wide
See happy was as me.

For then | had a score o' kye,
Ochon, ochon, ochrie!

Feeding on you hills so0 high,
And giving milk to me.

And there| had three score o' yowes,
Ochon, ochon, ochrie !

Skipping on yon bonnie knowes,
And cagting woo' to me.

| was the happiest of @ the clan,
Sair, sair may | repine;

For Donald wasthe brawest man,
And Donald he was mine.

Till Charlie Stuart cam at last,
Sae far to st us free;

My Donald's arm was wanted then
For Scotland and for me.

Their waefu' fate what need | tell,
Right to the w'3ng did yield:

My Donald and his Country fell
Upon Culloden field.

Ochon, O, Donald, O!
QOchon, ochon, ochriel

Nae woman in the warld wide
Sae wretched now as me.
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BONNIE PEG-A-RAMSAY

CAULD is the €'enin’' blast
O' Boreas o'er the pool,
And dawin it is dreary
When birks are bare at Yule.

O cauld blaws the €'enin’ blast
When bitter bites the frost,
And in the mirk and dreary drift
The hills and glens are lost.

Ne'er sse murky blew the night
That drifted oer the hill,
But bonnie Peg-a-Ramsay
Gat grist to her mill.

WELCOME TO GENERAL DUMOURIER

You 'RE welcome to despots, Dumourier;
You're welcome to despots, Dumourier;
How doesDampieredo ?
Ay, and Bournonville, too ?
Why did they not-come along with you, Dumourier ?

| will fight France with you, Dumourier;
| will tight France with you, Dumourier;
I will fight France with you,
I will take my change with you;
By my soul, | 'l | dance with you, Dumourier.

Then let us fight about, Dumourier;
Then let us fight about, Dumourier;
Then let us fight about,
Till freedom's spark is out,
Then we'll be damn d, no doubt, Dumourier.



MY AIN KIND DEARIE, O 541

THERE WAS A BONNIE LASS

THERE was a bonnie lass,
And abonnieg, bonnielass,
And shelo'ed her bonnie laddie dear;
Till war'sloud alarms
Tore her laddie frae her arms,
Wi' mony a dgh and atear.

Over s, over shore,
Wher e the cannons loudly roar,
He still was a stranger to fear ;'
And nocht could him quail,
Or hisbosom assail,
But the bonnie lass he lo'ed sae dear.

MY AIN KIND DEARIE, O

WHEN o'er the hill the eastern star
Tells bughtin-timeis near, me?/djo;
And owsn fraethefurrow'd fied'
Return sae dowf and weary, O;
Down by the burn, where scented birks
Wi' dew are hanging clear, myjo;
I 'll meet thee on thelea-rig,
My ain kind dearie, O'!

In mirkest glen, at midnight hour,
| 'd rove, and neerabe eerie, O!
Ifthro' that glen | gaed to thee,
My ain kind dearie, O'!
Altho' the night were néer sse wild,
And | were n€e se wearie, O,
| 'd meet thee on thelea-rig,
My ain kind dearie, O!
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The hunter lo'esthe morning sun,
Torousethe mountain deer, my j o;
At noon thefisher sseks the glen,
Along theburn to steer, myj o;
Giemethehour o' gloamin grey,
It makes my heart sse cheery O,
To meet thee on thelea-rig,
My ain kind dearie, O'!

O MALLY'S MEEK, MALLY'S SWEET

As| waswalking up the street,

A barefit maid | chanc'd to mest;
But O, theroad wasvery hard

For that fair maiden'stender fet.

O Mally'smeek, Mally's swedt,
Mally 'smodest and discreet,

Mally'srare, Mally's fair,
Mally's every way complete.

It were mair mest, that those fine feet
Werewed lac'd up in silken shoon,

And 'twere morefit that she should sit
Wi ithinyon chariot gilt aboon.

Her yellow hair, beyond compare,
Comestritikling down her swan-white neck ;
And her two eyes, like garsin skies,
Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck.

HERE IS THE GLEN

HERB isthe glen, and here the bower,
All underneath the birchen shade;

Thevillage-bell hastold the hour—
O what can gay my lovely maid ?
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'‘Tisnot Maria'swhispering call;
'Tis not the balmy-breathing gale,

Mixt with somewarbler'sdying fall,
The dewy gar of eve to hail.

Itis Maria'svoice |l hear !

80 calls the woodlark in the grove,
Hislittle faithful mate to cheer,

At once 'tismusic—and 'tislove.

And art thou come ? and art thou true?
O welcome, dear to love and me!
And let usall our vows renew
Along the flow'ry banks of Cree.

WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE

WILT thou be my dearie?

When sorrow wringsthy gentle heart,
Wi lt thou let me cheer thee?

BK the treasure of my soul,

That's the love | bear theel

| swear and vow that only thou

Shall ever be my dearie.

Only thou, | swear and vow,

Shall ever be my dearie.

Lasse say thou loesme;

Or, if thou wilt nabemy ain,
Say nathou' It refuse me:

If 1t winna, canna be,

Thou, for thine may choose me,
Let me, lasse, quickly die,
Trusting that thou l0'est me.
Lasse, let me quickly die,
Trusting that thou lo'est me
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THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUI1R

' O CAM ye herethefight to shun,
Or herd theshegp wi' me, man ?
Or were ye at the Sherra-muir,
And did the battle ssg, man ?'
| saw the battle sair and teugh,
And reekin-red ran mony a sheugh,
My heart, for fear, gaed sough for sough,
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds,
0" dans frae woods in tartan duds,
Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man.

The red-coat lads, wi' black cockauds,
To meet them were na daw, man ;
They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd,
And mony abouk did fa', man :
The great Argyleled on his files,
| wat theydglanc'd for twenty miles
They hough'd the clans like nine-pin kyles,
Th(ceiy hack'd and hash'd, while broadswvords clash'd,
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd,
Till fey men died awa, man.

But had ye seen the philibegs,
And skyrin tartantrews, man;
When in theteeth they dar'd our Whigs
And»covenant true blues, man;
In lines extended lang and large,
When baig'nets overpower'd the targe,
And thousands hasten'd to the charge,.
W' Highland wrath they frae the sheath
Drew bladeso' death, till, out o' breath,

They fled like frighted doos man.

'O howdeil, Tarn, can that betrue?

The chace fraethe north, man;
| sawv mysd they did pursue

Thehorsemen back to Forth, man;
And at Dunblarie, in my ain sight,
Th?/took thebrigwi' @ their might,
And graught to Stirling wing'd their flight;
But, cursad lot! the gates were shut;
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And mony a huntit, poor red-coat,
For fear amaist did swarf, man!’

My sister Kate cam up the gate
Wi' crowdie unto me, man;
She swor e she saw some rebelsrun
To Perth and to Dundee, man :
Their left-hand general had nae skill,
The Angus lads had nae good will
That day their neebors blude to spill;
For fear by foes, that they should lose
Their cogs o' brose, they scar'd at blows,
And hameward fast did flee, man.

They 've lost some gallant gentlemen,.
Amang the Highland clans, man ;
| fear my Lord Panmure is slain,
Or in his en'mies hands, man :
Now wad ye sing this double flight,
Some fell for wrang, and some for right;
And mony bade the warld guid-night;
Say pell, and mell, wi' muskets' knell,
How Tories fell, and Whigsto hell
Flew off in frighted bands, man.

ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY

How can my poor heart be glad,

W hen absent from my sailor lad ?
How can | the thought forego ?
He'sontheseasto meet thefoe.

L et me wander, let me rove,

Still my heartiswith my love:
Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day,
Arewith him that's far away.

Ontheseasand far away,
On stormy seas and far away ;
Nightly dreams, and thoughts' by day,
Areayewith him that's far away.

2M
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When in summer noon | faint,
Asweary flocks around me pant,
Haply in this scorching sun

My sailor 'sthund'ring at hisgun;
Bullets, spare my only joy !
Bullets, spare my darling boy !
Fate, do with me what you may—
Spare but him that'sfar away 1

At the garless midnight hour,

When winter ruleswith boundless power ;
Asthe gorms the forest tear,

And thundersrend the howling air,
Listening to the doubling roar,

Surging on the rocky shore,

All'l can, | weep and pray,

For hisweal that's far away.

Peace, thy olive wand extend,

And bid wild war hisravage end,

Man with brother man to mest,

And asabrother kindly greet:

Then may Heaven with prosp'rous gales
Fill my sailor's welcome sails,

To my armstheir charge convey,

My dear lad that'sfar away.

CA' THE EWES

FIRST VERSION

As| gaed down the water-side,

There | met my shepherd lad,

He row'd me swestly in his plaid,
And cad me hisdearie.

Ca' the ewesto the knowes,

Ca them wharethe heather grows,

Ca' them wharethe burnie rowes,
My bonnie dearie!
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" Will ye gang down the water-side,

And s= the waves se sweetly glide?

Beneath the hazds spreading wide
The moon it shines fu' clearly.'

" | was bred up at nae sc schooal,
My shepherd lad, to play the foal,
And a the day to sit in dool,

And naebody to s me!'

' Yesail gowns and ribbons mest,

Cauf-leather shoon upon your fest,

And in my arms yeés lie and deep,
And ye sall be my dearie’

" If ye'll but sand to what ye'vesaid,

I'segang wi' you, my shepherd lad,

And yemg?/ row mein your plaid,
And | sall beyour dearie’

" While waters wimple to the sea:

While day blinks in the lift s hie;

Till day-cauld death sall blin' my eg,
Yesall bemy dearie!

CA' THE YOWES

SECOND VERSION

CA' the yowesto the knowes,

Ca' them wharethe heather grows,

Ca' them wharethe burnie rowes—
My bonniedearie!

Hark the mavis €ening sang,
Sounding Clouden's woaods amang !
Then a-faulding let usgang,

My bonnie dearie.

We'll gae down by Clouden Sde,

Thro' the hazds spreading wide,

O'er the waves that sweetly glide
To the moon see clearly.
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Yonder Clouden's silent towers,
Where at moonshine's midnight hours,
O'er the dewy bending flowers,

Fairies dance se cheery.

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear ;

Thou 'rt to love and heaven se dear,

Nocht of i | may come thee near,
My bonnie dearie.

Fair and lovely as thou art,

Thou has stown my very heart;

| can die—but canna part—
My bonnie dearie !

Ca the yowes to the knowes,

Ca them whare the heather grows,

Ca them whare the burnie rowes—
My bonnie dearie !

SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A’

SAE flaxen were her ringlets,

Her eyebrows of a darker hue,
Bewitchingly o'er-arching

Twalaughing een o' bonnie blue.
Her smiling se nyin?,

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ;
What pleasure, what treasure,

uUnto these rosy lips to grow !
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face,

When first her bonnie face | saw;
And aye my Chloris' dearest charm,

She says shelo'es me best of &.

Likeharmony her motion;

Her pretty ankle is a spy,
Betraying fair proportion,

Wad mak a saint forget the sky.
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Saewar ming, sae charming,

Her faultless form and gracefu’ air ;
I'lk feature—auld Nature

Declar'd that she could do nae mair.
Hersarethewilling chains o' love,

By conquering beauty's sovereign law;
And ayemy Chloris' dearest charm,

She says shelo'es me best of &'.

L et others love the city,

And gaudy show at sunny noon ;
Gie methe lonely valley

Thedewy eve, and rising moon;
Fair beaming, and streaming,

Her silver light the boughs amang;
While falling, recalling,

The amorousthrush concludes his sang :
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove
By wimpling burn and leafy shaw,
And hear my vows o' truth and love,
And say thou lo'est me best of a'.

SAW YE MY PHELY?

O SAW yemy dear, my Phely?

O saw ye my dear, my Phely ?

She'sdown i' the grove, she's wi' a new love,
She winna come hameto her Willy.

W hat says she, my dearest, my Phely?

W hat says she, my dearest, my Phely?

She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot,
And for ever disownsthee, her Willy.

O had | ne'er seen thee, my Phely!

O had | ne'er seen thee, my Phely!

Aslight astheair, and fause asthou's fair—
Thou'sbrokentheheart o' thy Willy.
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HOW LANG AND DREARY IS THE NIGHT

How lang and dreary is the night,
When | am frae my dearie;

| redtless lie frae €en to morn,
Though | were néer sae weary.

For O, her lanely nightsarelang;;
And O, her dreamsareeerie;
And O, her widow'd heart is sair,
That's absent frae her dearie !

When | think on the lightsome days
| spent wi' thee, my dearie ;

And now what sees between us roar—
How can | be but eerie?

How dow ye move, ye heavy hours !
Thejoylessday how dreary !

It was na se ye glinted by,
When | waswi' my dearie !

LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN

LET not woman €er complain
Of incongtancy in love;
L et not woman €er complain
Fickleman isapt to rove;
L ook abroad through Nature'srange,
Nature's mi?hty law is change;
Ladies, would it not be strange,
M an should then a mongter prove?

Mark the winds and mark the skies !
Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow:

Sun and moon but s to rise,
Round and round the ssasons go :

W hy then ask of silly man

To oppoe great Nature's plan?

WEeEIl  be congtant while we can—
You can be no more, you know..
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THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO HIS
MISTRESS

SLEEP'ST thou, or wauk'st thou, fairest creature?
Rosy morn now lifts his eye,
Numberingilka bud which Nature
Waterswi' thetears o' joy:
Now thro' the leafy woods,
~ And by thereeking floods,
Wild Nature'stenants, freely, gladly stray;
The lintwhite in his bower
Chants o'er the breathing flower!
The lav'rock to the sky
Ascends wi' san%
While the sun and thou arlseto blessthe day.

Phoebus, gl|d| ?(the brow of morning,
Banishesilk darksome shade,
Nature gladdenlng and adornlng,
Such to me my lovely maid!
When absent frae my fair,
The murky shades 0" care
With sarless gloom o'ercast my sullen sky ;
But when, in beauty's light,
She medts my ravish'd sght
When thro' my very heart
~ Her beaming glories dart— )
'Tisthen | waketo life, to light, and joy"

WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER

WHY, why tell thy lover,
Bliss he never must enjoy?
Why, why undeceive kirn,
And giveall hishopesthelie?

O why, while fancy, raptur'd, sumbers,
Chloris, Chlorisall the theme,

Why, why wouldst thou, cruel,
Wake thy lover from his dream ?
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MY CHLORIS, MARK

MY Chloris, mark how green the groves,
TheaPrimrose batiks how fair ;
The balmy gules awake the flowers,

And wave thy flaxen hair.

The lav'rock shuns the paace gay,
And o'er the cottage sings ;

For Nature smiles as sweet, | ween,
To shepherds as to kings.

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu' string
In lordly lighted ha':

The shepherd stoBs his simple reed,
Blithe, in the birken shaw.

The princely revel may survey
QOur rustic dance wi‘ scorn ;

But are their hearts as light as ours,
Beneath the milk-whitethorn ?

The shepherd, in theflow'ry glen,
I n shepherd's phrase will woo:

The courtier tells afiner tale—
But is his heart as true?

These wild-wood flowers| 've pu'd to deck
That spotless breast o' thine:

The courtier's gems may witness love—
But 'tisnalove like mine.

THE CHARMING MONTH OF MAY

IT was the charming month of May,
When all the flov'rs were fresh and gay,
One morning, by the break of day,
The youthful, charming Chloe;
From peaceful slumber she arose,
Girt on her mantle and her hose,
And o'er the flowery mead she goes,
The youthful, charming Chloe.
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Lovely was she by the dawn,

Y outhful Chloe, charming Chloe,
Tripping Oe the pearly lawn,

The youthful, charming Chloe.

The feather'd people you might see,
Perch'd all around, on every tree,
In notes of sweetest melody,

They hail the charming Chloe;
Till, Fainting gay the eagtern kies,
The glorious aun began to rise,
Out-rivall'd by theradiant erve

Of youthful, charming Chloe.

LASSIE WI' THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS

Now Nature deeds the flowery lea,

And a is young and swegt like thee;

O wilt thou shareitsjoy wi' me,
And say thou 'lt be my dearie, O ?

Lasse wi' the lint-white locks,
Bonnielasse artlesslasse,
Wilt thou wi' metent theflocks?
Wilt thou be my dearie, 0 ?

The primrose bank, the wimpling burn,
The cuckoo on the milk-white thorn,
The wanton lambs at early morn,

Shall wecome thee, my dearie, O.

And when the wecome Smmer-shower

Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower,

We'll to the breathing woodbine bower
At sultry noon, my dearie, O.

When Cynthialights, wi' silver ray,

The wearP/ shearer's hameward way;

Thro' ydlow waving fiddswe'll gray,
And talk o' love, my dearie, 0,
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And when the howling wintry blast
Disturbs my lasse's midnight rest;
Enclaspeéd to my faithfu' breast,

I 'l comfort thee, my dearie, O.

FAREWELL, THOU STREAM

FAREWELL, thou stream that winding flows,
Around Eliza's dwelling!

O mem'ry! sparethe cruel throes
Within my bosom swelling:

Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain,
And yet in secret languish,

To feel afirein every vein,
Nor dare disclose my anguish.

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown,
| fain my griefs would cover;

The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan,
Betray the hapless lover.

| know thou doom'st me to despair,
Nor wilt, nor canst, relieve me;

But oh, Eliza, hear one prayer—
For pity's sake forgive me!

The music of thy voice 1 heard,
Nor wist while it enslav'd me ;
| saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd,
Till fears no more had sav'd me:
Th' unwary sailor thus aghast,
The wheeling torrent viewing;
"Mid circling horrors sinks at last
In overwhelmingruin.

O PHILLY, HAPPY BE THAT DAY

HE

O PHILLY, happy be that day,
When, roving through the gather'd hay,
My youthfu' heart was stown away,

And by thy charms, my Philly.
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SHE
©) WiII?/, ayel blessthegrove
Wherefirst| onn'd Q/ maiden love,
Whilst thou didst pledge the Powersabove

To be my ain dear Willy.

HE
As songders of the early year
Areilkaday mair sweet to hear,
So ilka day to me mair dear
And charming is my Philly.

SHE

Ason thebrier thebudding roe

Still richer breathesand fairer blows.

Soin my tender bosom grows
Thelove 1 bear my Willy.

HE
Themilder sun and bluer ky
That crown my harvest careswi' j oy,
Weren€er s,e wdcome to my eye
Asisadght o' Philly.
SHE
Thelittle swallow's wanton wing,
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring,
Did n€er to mes’ctidin?sbring
As meseting o'my Willy.
HE
Thebeethat thro' thesunny hour
Spsnectar in the opening flower ,.
Compar'd wi' my eli?ht ispoor,
Upon thelipso' Philly.

SHE
Thewoodbine in the dewy weset,
When evening shades in slence meet,
Isnocht ssefragrant or e sweat

Asisakisso Willy.



656 POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS

HE

Let fortune's wheel at random rin,
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win ;
My thoughts are @' bound up in ane,

And that's my ain dear Philly.

SHE
What 'sa’ thejoys that gowd can gie?
| care na wealth a single flie ;
Thelad | love'sthelad for me,
And that's my ain dear Willy.

BOTH
For a' thejoysthat gowd can gie?
| dinna care a single flie;

The {}::s} | love's the {;:gs} far me,

And that's my ain dear {}’?Rgr

CONTENTED WV LITTLE

CONTENTED wi' little, and cantie wi' mair,
Whene'er | forgather wi' sorrow and care,

| gie them a skelp, as they 're creeping alang,

Wi' acog o' sweet swats, and an auld Scottish sang.

| whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome thought;

But man is a sodger, and life is' a faught;

My mirth and guid humour are coin in my pouch,

And my freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare
touch.

A towmond o' trouble, should that be my fa',

A night o' guid fellowship sowthers it a':

When at the blithe end o' our journey at last,

W hathe deil ever thinks o' the road he has past ?

Blind chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her way;
Be't to me, be't frae me, €en let thejade gae:
Come ease, or come travail; come pleasure or pain ;
My warst word is,—Welcome, and welcome again !
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CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY KATY?

Is this thy plighted, fond regard,
Thus cruelly to part, my Katy ?

Is this thy faithful swain's reward—
An aching, broken heart, my Katy ?

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy?
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ?
Well thou know'st my aching heart—
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ?

Farewell! and ne'er such sorrows tear
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy !
Thou may'st find thosewill love thee dear—
But not alove like mine, my Katy!

FAIREST MAID ON DEVON BANKS

FAIREST maid on Devon banks,

Crystal Devon, winding Devon,

Wilt thou lay that frown aside,

And smile as thou wert wont to do ?
Full well thou know'st | love thee, dear £
Could'st thou to malice lend an ear ?

O'! did not love exclaim, ' Forbear,
Nor use a faithful lover so.'

Then come, thou fairest of the fair,
Those wonted smiles, O let me share;
And by thy beauteous self | swear
No love but thine my heart shall know.
Fairest maid on Devon banks,
Crystal Devon, winding Devon,
Wilt thou lay that frown aside,
And smile as thou wert wont to do?
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OUR THRISSLES FLOURISH'D FRESH
AND FAIR

OUR thrisdesflourish! fresh and fair,
And bonniebloom'd our roses;

But Whigs cam like afrogt in June,
Andwither'd @ our poses.

CHORUS
Awa, Whigs, awa!
Awa, Whigs, awa!
Ye'rebut a pack o' traitor louns,
Ye'll do nae guid at a.

Our ancient crown'sfa'n in the dus—
Deil blin' them wi' the stoure 0't;
And write their names in his black beuk
Wha gae the Whigs the power 0't!

Our sad decay in Church and State
Surpassesmy descriving;

The Whigs cam der usfor a curse,
And we hae done wi' thriving.

Grim vengeance lang has ta'en a nap,
But we may sse him wauken ;

Gude help the day when royal heads
Arehunted like a maukin !

CHARLIE, HE'S MY DARLING

'"TWAS on a Monday morning,
Right early in the year,

That Charlie ca#fie to our town,
The young Chevalier.

CHORUS
An' Charlie, he'smy darling,
My darling, my darling,
Charlie, he's my darling,
The young Chevalier.



BRAW LADS OF GALLA WATER

As he was walking up the stredt,
The city for to view,

O therehe sied a bonnie lass
The window looking through.

Sae Ilé;ht's hejumped up the stair,
tirl'd at the pin;
And wha se ready as hersd
To let the laddiein.

He st his Jenny on his knee,
All in his Hi?hland dress,

For brawly well he ken'd the way
Topleaseabonnielass

It's upglon heathery mountain,
own yon scroggie glen,
Wedaur na gang a milking
For Charlieand hismen.

BRAW LADS OF GALLA WATER

CHORUS

BRAW, braw lads of Galla Water;
O braw ladsof GallaW ater :

I "Il kilt my coats aboon my knee,
And falow my lovethro' the water,

Sae fair her hair, sse brent her brow,
Sae bonnie blue her een, my dearie;
Sae white her teeth, sse sveet her mou’,
Themair | kissshésayemy dearie.

O'er yon bank and d'er yon brae,
O'er yon moessamangthe heather:
I 'l kilt my coats aboon my knee,
And follow my lovethrough the water.
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Down amang the broom, the broom,

Down amang the broom, my dearie,
Thelasselost asilken snood

That cogt her mony a blirt and bleer €e

A WAUKRIFE MINNIE

" WHARB are you gaun, my bonnie lass?
Whar e are you gaun, my hinnie?'
She answer'd me right saucilie—
An errand for my minnie.

' O whare live ye, my bonnie Ia$’>
O whareliveye, my hinniel '

' By yon burn-side, gin ye maun ken,
In a wee house wi' my minnie/

But | foor up the glen at €en,
To semy bonnielassig;

And lang before the grey morn cam,
She was na hauf se saudie

O weary fa' the waukrife cock,
And the foumart lay his crawin !

He wauken'd the auld wife frae her deep,
A wee blink or the dawin.

An angry wife | wat sheraise,

And oer the bed she brought her;
And wi' amickle hazel rung

She made her a wedl pay'd dochter.

' O fare thee weel, my bonnie lass !
O fare thee weel, my hinnie!

Thou art a gay and a bonnie lass,
But thou hast a waukrife minnie/
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WHEN FIRST | SAW FAIR JEANIE'S FACE

WHEN first | saw fair Jeani€e's face,
| couldna tell what ail'd me,

My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat,
My een they almost faiid me.

She's aye sae neat, saetrim, sae tight,
All grace doesround her hover,

Ae look deprived me o' my heart,
And | became a lover.

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay,
She's aye sae blithe and cheerie;
She's aye say bonnie, blithe, and gay,

Oh, gin 1 were her dearie!

Had | Dundas'swhole estate,
Or Hopetoun's wealth to shine in ;
Did warlike laurels crown my brow,
Or humbler bays entwining—
| 'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet,
Could | but hope to move her,
And prouder than a belted knight,
| 'd be my Jeani€'s lover.

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, etc.

But sair | fear some happier swain
Has gain'd sweet Jeanie's favour :
If s0, may every bliss be hers,
Though | maun nevei“have her ;
But gang she east, or gang she west,
Twixt Forth and Tweed all over,
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste,
She 'll always find a lover.

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, etc

2N
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THE TREE OF LIBERTY

HEARD yed thetree o' France?
| watna what 's the name 0't;
Around it & the patriots dance,
Weel Europe kens the fame o't.
It gandswhere ance the Bastile stood,
A prison built by kings, man,
When Superdtition's hellish brood
Kept France in leading-strings, man.

Upo' thistree there grows Sc fruit,
Itsvirtues a' cantell, man;
It raises man aboon the brute,
It maks him ken himsel, man.
Gif ancethe peasant tasteabit,
He'sgreater than alord, man,
And wi' the beggar shares a mite
Of &' he can afford, man.

Thisfruit isworth a' Afric'swealth,
To comfort us 'twas sent, man :
To gie the swestest blush o' health,
And mak us a' content, man.
It clears the een, it cheers the heart,
Maks high and low guid friends, man;
And he wha actsthe traitor's part
It to perdition sends, man.

My blessings aye attend the chiel
Wha pitied Gallia's daves, man,
And daw a branch, spite o' the deil,

Frae yont the western waves, man.
Fair Virtuewater'd it wi' care,

And now she sssswi' pride, man,
How wed it buds'and blossoms there,

I'ts branches spreading wide, man.

But vicious folk aye hate to seg,
Theworksof Virtuethrive, man ;
The courtly vermin's bann'd the tree,
And grat to seit thrive, man ;
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King Louis thought to cut it down,
When it was unco sma’, man; e

For this the watchman crack'd his crown,
Cut aff hishead and &, man:

A wicked crew syne, on atime,
Did tak a solemn aith, man,
It ne'er should flourish to its prime,
| wat they pledged their faith, man ;
Awa they gaed, wi' mock parade,
Like beagles hunting game, man,
But soon grew weary o' the trade,
And wish'd they a been at hame, man.

For Freedom, standing by the tree,
Her sonsdid loudly ca’, man;
She sang a sang o' liberty,
Which pleased them ane and &', man.
By her inspired, the new-born race
Soon drew the avenging steel, man;
Thehirelingsran—her foesgied chase,
And bang'd the despot weel, man.

L et Britain boast her hardy oak,
Her poplar and her pine, man,
Auld Britain ance could crack her joke,
And o'er her neighbour s shine, man.
But seek the forest round and round,
And soon 'twill be agreed, man,
That sc a tree cannot be found
'Twixt London and the Tweed, man.

Without this tree, alake, thislife
Isbut avaleo' woe, man;

A scene o' sorrow mix'd wi' strife,
Naereal joys we know, man.

We labour soon, we labour late,
To feed the titled knave, man;

And a' the comfort we're to get
Isthat ayont the grave, man.
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Wi' plenty o' dctrees, | trow,
The warld would leeve in peace, man ;
The sword would help to mak a plough,
Thedin o' war wad cease, man.
Like brethren in a common causg,
We'd on each other smile, man ;
And equal rightsand equal laws
Wad gladden every ible, man.

Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat
Sic halesome dainty cheer, man;
| 'd gie my shoon frae aff my feet,
To taste dc fruit, | swear, man.
Syne let us pray, auld England may
Sure plant this far-famed tree, man ;
And blithe we 'll sing, and hail the day
That gives us liberty, man.

IS THERE FOR HONEST POVERTY

Istherefor honest poverty,
That hangs his head, and a' that ?
The coward-dave, we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a' that.
For &' that, and &' that,
Our toilsobscure, and &' that;
The rank is but the guinea-stamp,
The man's the gowd for &' that!

What tho' oh hamely fare we dine,
Wear hoddin (];rey and a' that;
Giefoolstheir slks, and knavestheir wine'
A man'saman for a that!
For a that, and a' that,
Their tinsel sh'w, and &' that;
The honest man, though €& sae poor,
Isking o' men for a' that |

Ye se yon birkie, cad alord,
Wha struts, and stares, and a' that;
Though hundreds worship at his word,
He's but a coof for @ that:
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For @ that, and & that:
Hisriband, gar, and @ that,

The man of independent mind
Helooksand laughsat a' that!

A prince can mae a bdted knight,
A marquis, duke, and a that,

But an honest man's aboon hismight,
Guid faith he mauna fa' that!

For a that, and & that,
Ther dignities, and a' that,

The pith 0" snsg and pride o' worth,
Are higher ranks than a' that.

Then let us pray that come it may—
Ascomeit will for a‘that—

That snse and worth, de a the earth,
May bear the gree, and @ that;

For a that, and & that,
It's comin' yet for a' that,

That man to man, the world O'er,
Shall brithers be for a that!

O LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET

O LASSE, art thou deepin’ yet,

Or art thou waukin, | would wit ?

For love has bound me hand and fit,
And | would fain bein,jo.

O let me in thisae night,
This ae, ae, ae night,

For pity'ssakethisaenight,
O rieand let mein, jo

Thou hear's the winter wind and west,
Nae gar blinks thro' the driving dest:
Tak pity on my weary feet,

And shidd me fraetherain, jo.
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The bitter blast that round me blaws,
" Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's:
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause
Of @ my grief and pain, jo.

HER ANSWER
O tell na me of wind and rain,
Upbraid namewi' cauld disdain !
Gae back the gate ye cam again,
| winnaletyein,jo.
I tell you now this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night;
And ance for @ this ae night,
| winnaletyouin,jo.

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours,

That round the pathless wand'rer pours,

Is nocht to what poor she endures,
That's trusted faithless man, jo.

The swesetest flower that deck'd the mead,
Now trodden like the vilest weed;
Let simple maid the lesson read,

The weird may be her ain, jo.

The bird that charm'd his summer-day
Is now the cruel fowler's prey;
L et witless, trusting woman say

How aft her fate'sthe same, j 0.

MY NANNIE'S AWA

Now in her green mantle blithe Nature arrays,
And listens the lambkin? that bleat o'er the braes.
While birds warble welcome in ilkagreen shaw ;
But to meit's delightless—my Nannie'sawal

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn’
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn;

They pain my sad bosom, see sweetly they blaw,
They mind me o' Nannie—and Nannie's awa !
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Thou lav'rock that springs frae the dews of the lawn,
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn.
And thou mellow mavis that hails the nightfa’,

Give over for pity—my Nannie's awa!

Come autumn sae pensive, in yellow and grey,

And soothe me with tidings o Nature'sdecay :

The dark dreary winter, and wild driving snaw,
Alane can delight me—now Nannie's awa!

ADDRESS TO THE WOODLARK

O STAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay,
Nor quit for me the trembling spray,
A hapless lover courtsthy lay,

Thy soothing, fond complaining.

Again, again that tender part,

That | may catch thy melting art;

For surely that wad touch her heart
Wha kills me wi' disdaining.

Say, was thy little mate unkind,

And heard thee as the careless wind ?

O, nocht but love and sorrow join'd
Sic notes o' woe could wauken.

Thou tells o' never-ending care;

O' gpeechless grief and dark despair:

For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair!
Or my poor heart is broken !

ON CHLORIS BEING ILL

CAN | cease to care?

Can | ceasetolanguish ?
While my darling fair

Ison the couch of anguish?
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Every hope is fled.
Every fear isterror:

Slumber even | dread,
Every dreamishorror.

Hear me, Pow'rsdivine!
Oh, in pity hear me!

Take aught e of mine,
But my Chloris gpare me'!

Long, long the night,
Heavy comes the morrow,

While my soul's delight
Ison her bed of sorrow.

THEIR GROVES 0' SWEET MYRTLE

THEIR groveso sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon.
Wher ebright-beaming summersexalt their perfume;
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o' green breckan
W ' theburn stealing under thelang yellow broom:
Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers,
Wher e the blue-bell and gowan lurk lowly unseen;
For there, lightly tripping amang thewild flowers,
A-listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean.

Tho' rich isthe breeze in their gay sunny valleys,
And cauld CALEDONIA'S blast on the wave;

Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud

palace,

What arethey?—Thehaunt o' thetyrant and davel!

Thedaves icy forests, and gold-bubbling fountains,
The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain;

He wanders as free as the winds of his mountalns-
Save loves willing fetters, the chains o' his Jean'
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'TWAS NA HER BONNIE BLUE E'E

‘TWAS na her bonnie blue e was my ruin ;

Fair tho' she be, that was néer my undoing:

‘Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us,
'"Twas the bewitching, sweet, sown glance o' kindness

Sair do | fear that to hope is denied me,
Sair do | fear that despair maun abide me!
But tho' fell fortune should fate us to sever,
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever.

Chloris, | 'm thine wi' a passon sncered,
And thou hagt plighted me love o' the dear est!
And thou'rt the angd that never can alter—
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter.

HOWCRUEL ARE THE PARENTS

How crud arethe parents
Whoriches only prize,

And, to the wealthy booby,
Poor woman sacrifice !

M eanwhile the hapless daughter
Has but a choice of strife;—

To shun atyrant father's hate,
Become a wretched wife.

Therav'ning hawk pursuing,
Thetrembling dovethusflies,

Toshunimpellingruin
Awliileher piniontries;

Till of escape despairing,
No shelter or retreat,

She trudts the ruthless falconer,
And drops beneath his feet!
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MARK YONDER POMP

MARK yonder pomp of costly fashion,
Round the wealthy, titled bride:
But when compar'd with real passon,
Poor isall that princely pride.
What are the showy treasures ?
What are the noisy pleasures?
The gay gaudy glare of vanity and art:
The polish'd jewd's blaze
May draw the wond'ring gaze,
And courtly grandeur bright
The fancy may delight,
But never, never can come near the heart.

But, did you sse my dearest Chloris
In smplicity's array;
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is,
Shrinkingfrom the gaze of day ?
O then, the heart alarming,
And all resdless charmmg1
In Loves delightful fetters she chains the willing soul |
Ambition would disown
Theworld'simperial crown,
Even Avarice would deny
His worshipp'd deity,
And fed thro' ev'ry vein Lovesrapturesroll

THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE

| SEE aform, | sseaface,

Yewed may wWE thefairest place;

It wants, to me, the witching grace,
Thekind love that 'sin her €e

O thisisnomy ain lasse,
Fair tho' the lasse be;
Owed ken | my ain lasse,
Kind loveisin her €e
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She's bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall,
And lang hashad my heart inthrall;
And aye it charms my very saul,

Thekind lovethat'sin her €e

A thief e pawkie is my Jean,

To seal a blink, by a unseen;

But gleg aslight are lovers een,
When kind love isin the €e

It may exape the courtly sparks,

It may excape the learned cderks;

But wed the watching lover marks
The kind love that'sin her €e

NOW SPRING HAS CLAD THE GROVE
IN GREEN

Now spring has clad the grove in green,.
And grew'd the leawi flowers:
Thefurrow'd, waving corn is seen
Regoice in fogering showers,
Whileilkathing in Naturejoin
Their sorrows to forego,
O why thus all alone are mine
Theweary gepsof woe?

Thetrout within yon wimplingburn
Glides swift, asilvir dart,

And sfe beneath the shady thorn
Ddfiesthe angler'sart:

My life was ance that cardess stream,
That wanton trout was | ;

But love, wi' unrelenting beam,
Has scorch'd my fountains dry.
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Thelittleflow'ret's peaceful lot,
In yonder cliff that grows,

Which, savethelinnet'sflight, Lwot,
Naeruder vist knows,

Wasmine, till love has 0er me pag,
And blighted @& my bloom,

And now beneath thewith'ring blast
My youth and j oy consume.

The waken'd lav'rock warbling springs,
And dimbsthe early sky,
Winnowing blithe hisdewy wings
In morning'srosy eye;
Aslittlereckt | sorrow's power,
Until theflow'ry snare
O' witching love, in luckless hour,
Made methethrall o' care

O had my fate been Greenland shows,
Or Afric'sburning zone,
Wi' man and nature leagu'd my foes,
So Peggy n€er | 'd known!
The wretch whose doom is, hope nae mair,'
W hat tongue his woes can tel
W ithin whose bosom, save despair,
Nae kinder spirits dwell.

THE BONNIE LASS OF ALBANY

MY heart iswag, and unco wae,
Tothink upon theraging ssa

T hat roars between her gardensgreen,
An' thebonnieLassof Albany.

Thislovely maid'sof royal blood,
That ruled Albion's kingdoms three,

But O, alas! for her bonnieface,
They'vewrang'd theLassof Albany.
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In the rolling tide of spreading Clyde,
Theresitsan isle of nigh degree,

And a town of fame whose princely name,
Should grace the race of Albany.

But there's a youth, a witless youth,

That fills the place where she should be;
We'll send him o'er his native shore,

And bring our ain sweet Albany.

Alas the day, and woe the day,
A false usurper won the gree,

Who now commandsthe towers and lands—
The royal right of Albany.

We'll daily pray, we'll nightly pray,
On bended knees most fervently,

That the time may come, with pipe an' drum,
We 'll welcome hame fair Albany.

O BONNIE WAS YON ROSY BRIER

O BONNIE was yon rosy brier,

That blooms sae far frae haunt o' man ;
And bonnie she, and ah, how dear !

It shaded frae the €enin' sun.

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew,

How pure amang the leaves sae green ;
But purer was the lover's vow

They witnessd in their shade yestreen.

All in itsrude and prickly bower,

That crimson rose, how sweet and fair ?
But loveis far a sweeter flower

Amid life'sthorny path o' care.

The pathless wild, and wimpling burn
Wi' Chlorisin my arms, bemine;
And | the world, nor wish, nor scorn,

Itsjoys and griefs alike resign.
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FORLORN, MY LOVE, NO COMFORT NEAR

FORLORN, my love, no comfort near,

Far, far from thee, | wander here;

Far, far from thee, the fate severe
At which | mog repine, love.

O wert thou, love, but near me;

But near, near, near me;

How kindly thou wouldst cheer me,
And mingle sghs with mine, love!

Around me scowls a wintry sky,

That blags each bud of hope and j oy;

And shdter, shade, nor home have I,
Save in those arms of thine, love.

Cold, alter'd friendship's crud part,

To poison fortune's ruthless dart—

L et me not break thy faithful heart,
And say that fate is mine, love.

But drear)(]tho' the moments fleet,
O let methink we yet shall meet!
That only ray of solace sweet

Can on thy Chloris shine, love.

JESSY

HERE'Sa health to ane | Io'e dear !
Here'sahealth toanel lo'e dear !

Thou art swedt as the smile when fond lovers mest,
And soft astheir parting tear—Jessy!

Altlio' thou maun never be mine,
Altho' even hope is denied;
Tis sweeter for thee despairing
Than aught in the world bedde—Jessy
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| mourn through the gay, gaudy day,
As, hopeless, | muse on thy charms;
But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber,
For then | am lock't in thy arms—Jessy!

| guess by the dear angel smile,
| guess by thelove-rolling €'¢;
But why urge the tender confession,
'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree '—Jessy !

Here's a health to ane | lo'e dear |
Here's a health to ane | lo'e dear !

Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers meet,
And soft as their parting tear—Jessy !

LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER

LAST May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen,
And sair wi' his love he did deave me;

| said there was naething | hated like men.
The deuce gae wi 'm, to believe, believe me,
Thedeucegae wi'm, to believe me.

He spak o' the darts in my bonnie black een,
And vow'd for my love he was dying;

| said he might die when he liked, for Jean,
The Lord forgieme for lying, for lying,
The Lord forgie me for lying.

A weel-stocked mailen—himsel for the laird—
And marriage aff-hand, were his proffers:

| never loot on that | kenn'd it, or car'd,
But thought | might hae waur offers, waur offers,
But thought | might hae waur offers.

But what wad ye think ? in afortnight or less—
The deil tak his taste to gae near her !
He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess,
Guess ye how, the jad! | could bear her, could
bear her,
- Guess ye how, thejad! | could bear her.
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Buta' the niest week as | fretted wi' care,
| gaed to the tryste o' Dalgarnock,

And wha but my fineficklelover wasthere!
I glowr'd as | 'd seen a warlock, a warlock,
| glowr'd as | 'd seen a warlock.

But owre my left shouther | gae him a blink,
Lest neebors might say | was saucy;

My wooer he capeirM as he'd been in drink,
And vow'd | was his dear lasse, dear lassie,
And vow'd | was his dear lassie.

| spier'd for my cousin fu' couthy and sweet,
Gin she had recover'd her hearin',

And how her new shoon fit her auld shachPt feet,
But, heavens! how he fell a-swearin', a-swearm’
But, heavens! how he fell a-swearin'!

He begged, for Gudesake, | wad be his wife,
Or else | wad kill him wi' sorrow ;

Sae, €en to preserve the poor body his life,
| think I maun wed him to-morrow, to-morrow,
I think I maun wed him to-morrow.

HEY FOR A LASS WY A TOCHER

AW A wi' your witchcraft o' beauty'salarms,
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms:
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms,

O, gie me thelass wi' the weel-stockit farms.

Then hey for alasswi' atocher,

Then hey for alass wi' atocher;

Then hey for a lasswp a tocher,
The nice yellow guineas for me.

Y our beauty's a flower, in the morningthat blows,
And withers the faster, the faster it grows;

But the rapturous charm o' the bonnie green knowes,
11k spring they 're new deckit wi' bonniewhite yowes,,
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And €en when this beauty your bosOm has blest,
The brightest o' beauty may cloy, when possest;
But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie imprest,
The langer ye hae them—the mair they 're carest.

CARLE AN THE KING COME

CHORUS

CARLE, an the King come,

Carle, an the King come,
Thou shalt dance and | will sing.

Carle, an the King come.

An somebody were come again,

Then somebody maun cross the main

And every man shall hae his ain,
Carle, an the King come.

| trow we swappet for the worse,

We gie the boot and better horse;

An' that we'll tell them at the cross
Carle, an the King come.

Coggie, an the King come,

Coggie, an the King come,

I "Il be fou, and thou'se be toom,
Coggie, an the King come.

AULD LANG SYNE

1

SHOULD auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind ?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And auld lang syne ?

For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,
We'll tak a cup o' kindnessyet
For auld lang syne!
20
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I
And surely you 'll be your pint-stoup,
And surdy | 'll be mine;
And we'll tak acup o' kindnessyet
For auld lang syne!

n
Wetwa liae run about the braes,
And pu'd the gowansfine;
But we 've wandered mony a weary fit
Sin auld lang syne.

vV

Wetwa hae paidl'd in the burn,
Frae morning sun till dine;

But sees between us braid hae roar'd
Sin auld lang syne'!

v

And there'sa hand, my trusty fiere,
And gie€sahand o' thine;

And we'll tak aright guid willieewaught
For auld lang syne.

For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,

We'll tak acup o' kindnessyet
For auld lang syne!
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HALLOWEEN

Halloween is thought to be a night when witches, devils,
and other mischief-making bengs are all abroad on their
baneful midnight errands; particularly those aerial people,
the fairies, are said on that night to hold a grand anni-
versary.

' On CassilisDownansdance ‘1. 2).

Certain little, romantic, rocky green hills, in the neighbour-
hood of the ancient seat of the Earls of Casdlis

' Thereupthecovetostrayandrove' '1.7).

A noted cavern near Colean House called the Cove of
Colean, which, as well as Casslis Downans, is famed in
country gtory for being a favourite haunt of fairies.

' Their stocksmaun a* besought ance' ' 1. 29).

The first ceremony of Halloween is pulling each a sock or
plant of kail. They must go out, hand in hand, with eyes
shut, and pull thefirst they meet with: its bemg big or little,
straigcqlht or crooked, is prophetic of the sze and shape of the
grand object of all their spells—the husband or wife. If any
yird, or earth, Btick to the root, that is tocher, or fortune,
and the taste of the cugtock, that is, the heart of the stem, is
indicative of the natural temper and digpostion. Lastly, the
gems or, to give them their ordinary appellation, the runts,
are placed somewhere above the head of the door; and the
Chrigtian names of the people wHom oh ance brings into the
house are, according to the priority of placing therunts, the
namesin question.

' Topou their stalkso' corn' '1, 47).

They go to the barnyard and pull each, at three several
times, a stalk of cats If the third stalk wants the tap-pickle,
679
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that is, thegrain at the top of thestalk, the party in question
will cometothemarriage-bed anything but amaid.

' When kuittin in the fame-house' '1. 53).

When the corn isin a doubtful state, by being too green
or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old timbei, etc., makes
a large apartment in his dack, with an opening in the sde
\r/1vh|c istairest exposed to the wind: this he calls a fause-

ouse:

' Theauld guidmfe'sweel hoorded nits' '1. 55).

Burning the nutsisafamouscharm. They name the |ad
and lass to each particular nut as they lay them in the fire,
and accordingly as they burn quietly together, or start from
bgﬁdg one ancother, the course and issue of the courtship
will be

"Andintheblue-cluethrowsthen' '1. 98).

Whoever would, with sucoess try this spel, mugt strictly
obsrve these directions: Steal out, all alone, to the kiln,
and, darkling, throw into the pot aclueof blueyar n; wind it
in a new due dff the old one, and, towards the latter end,
somethingwill hold the thread. Demand 'W ha bauds?—
i.e. who hads ? An answer will be returned from the kiln-
pot, by naming the Christian and surname of your future
sousa

'I'll eattheappleat the glass '1. 111).

Take a candle and go alone to a looking-glass, eat an
apple before it, and some traditions say, you should comb
your hair all thetime; theface of your conjugal companion.
éc% ble(,1 will be sen in the dlass "as if pesping over your

oulder.

! He gat hemp-seed, | mind it weel * '1. 140).

Steal out, unperceived, and sow a handful of hemp-seed,
harrowing it with anything you can conveniently draw after
you. Repeat now and then, " Hemp-seed | saw thee; hemp-
sad | maw thee; and him 'or her) that isto bemv truelove,
come after me and pou thee.' Look over your left shoulder,
and you will s the appearance of the person invoked, in the
attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say, ' Come after
me, and shaw thee,' that is, show thyself; in which cae it
simply appears. Others omit the harrowing and say, ' Coma
after meand harrow thee.'
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' Towin threewechtso' naething' '1.182).

This charm mugt likewise be performed unperceived and
alone. You go to the barn, and open both doors, taking them
off the hinges if possble for thereis danger that the beng
about to appear may shut the doors and do you some mis-
chief. Then take that instrument used in winnowing the
corn, which in our country dialect we call a wecht, and ﬁo
through all the attitudes of letting down corn againgt the
wind.” Repeat it three times, and the third time an appari-
tion will pass through the barn, in at the windy door, ana out
at the other, having both the figure in quegion, and the
Fyf)pearanoe or retinue marking the employment or station in
ife.

1|t chanc'd the stack he faddom't thrice' ' 1. 201).

Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a bear-gack,
and fathom It three times round. The last fathom of the
last time, you will catch in your arms the appearance of your
future conjugal yoke-fellow:

" Whare threelairds' lands met at a burn' (1. 214).

You go out, one or more, for thisis a social spel, to a
south-running spring or rivulet, where 'three lairds lands
mest,' and dip your left shirt-deeve.  Go to bed in Sght of a
fire, and hang your wet deeve beforeit todry. Lie awake,
and some time near midnight an apparition, having the exact
figure of the grand object in question, will come and turn the
deeve, asif todry the other Sdeof it.

' Theluggiesthreeareranged' '1. 236).

Take three dishes put clean water in one foul water in
another, and leave the third empty: blindfold a person, and
lead him to the hearth where thé dishesareranged; he 'or
she) dips theleft hand: if by chancein the clean water, the
future'husband or) wife w;lI"come to the bar of matrimony a
maid: if in thefoul, a widow: ii in the empty dish, it fore-
tellswith equal certainty, no marriage at all. "It is repeated
_th;]ee tlerges and every time the arrangement of the dishes
isaltered.

' Till buttered so'enswi' fragrant lunt' '1. 248).

Sowens, with butter, instead of milk to them, is always tha
Halloween Supper.
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THTE "WHISTLE

In the train of Anne of Denmark, when she came to Scot-
land with our James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish
Pentleman of gigantic statureand great prowess and a match-
ess champion of Bacchus He had alittle ebony Whistle
which, at the commencement of the orgies he laid on the
table, and whoever was laBt able to blow it, everybody dse
being disabled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry
off the Whistle asatrophy of victory. The Dane produced
credentials of his victories, without a sngle defeat, at the
courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Mosoow, Warsaw, and
sveral of the petty courtsin Germany, and challenged the
Soots Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his prowess,
or d= of acknowledging their inferiority. After many over-
throws on the part of the Scots, the Dane was encountered
by Sr Robert Lowrie of Maxwelton, ancestor of the present
worthy baronet of that name, who, after three days and
tt;[)lee nights hard contet, left the Scandinavian under the
table,

L And blew on the Whistle his requiem shrill.'

Sr Walter, son to Sir Robert before-mentioned, afterwards
logt the Whistleto Walter Riddell of Glenriddell, who had
married a sger of Sir Walter's. On Friday, the 16th of
October 1790, at Friar's-Carse, the Whistle was once more
contended for, as related in the ballad, by the presnt Sir
Robert Lowrie of Maxwelton; Robert Riddell, Es. of Glen-
riddell, lineal d escendant and representative of Walter Riddell,
who won the Whistle, and in wnose family it had continued,;
and Alexander Ferguson, Esg. of Craigdarroch, likewise
desoended of the great Sir Robert; which last gentleman
carried off the hard-won honours of the fied.

UP IN THB MORNING EARLY
‘Thechorusof thissongisold; thetwo sanzasare mine.’

THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY

' Thisair is claimed by Neil Gow, who calls it aLament for
hisbrother.  The first half-stanza of the song is old; the rest
is mine.'



GLOSSARY

A

a.al
abetgh aloof.
aboon, above, up.
abread, abroad.
abreed, in breadth.
adle pumd water.

aﬁ Ioof off-hand, extempore.
ley, off the stralght awry.
aibhns, perhaps.

am own.

aim, iron.

aJrIes earnest money.

agee. Seeagley,

airt, direction.

aith, oath.

ajts, oas.

aiver, old horse,

ajde, ahot cinder.

ane, ance, one, once.

ase,

asklent, aslant.

asteer, stirring.

agueesh, between.

athout, athwart.

attour moreover, beyond besides.

e on
d-farran, ggamous prudent.

awa, avva%
awn, the beard of barley etc.
awnie, bearded,

B

backets, ash-boards,
backlins, backwards.

baide, endured, stayed,
bainte, with large bones.
batrntime, family, brood.
bane, bone.
bannock, soft cake.
barley-bree, malt liquor.
batts, botts.
bauckte-bird, the bat.
baudrons, a cat.
bank, a cross
bawk, afield pat
bavt\]m} with a white stripe down
t
Bawtte, the poet's dog.
bear, barl arley.
beet, beek, to add fuel to fire, bask.
beets, boots.
beld, bald.
aelyve by and by.
ben, spence or parlour.
benmost-bore, innermost hole.
bicker, wooden dish, short race.
he, or bield, shelter
Men, weaJthy comfortable
b|g, uild.
ﬁgm building, house.
ie, brother, ayoungfellow
blrk birch.
birken-shaw, birchen-wood shaw.
birkie, a forward, lively fellow.
bnses bristles.
blastie, shnvelled dwarf, a term
of contempt.
blafe, bashful sheepish.
blaud, a flat plece slap.
blawﬂto boast; 'blaw i' my lug,’
to
Helium, |d|eta|k|ng fellow.
bluegown one of those beggar:
who got, ontheking'sbirthi ay
a blue cloak or gown with"a

badge.

688
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bluntie, snivelling.

blype, a shred, a large piece.

bodle, a copper coin.

bogles, spirits, hobgoblins.

boortree, shrub elder.

boost, behoved, must needs.

bow-kail, cabbage.

braik, a harrow.

brainge, to run rashly forward.

brankie, gaudy.

branks, a wooden curb.

brash, a sudden illness.

brats, coarse clothes, children.

brattle, a short race, hurry.

braw, fine, handsome.

braxies, diseased sheep.

breckan, a horse-collar.

breckan, fern.

breef, an irresistible spell.

brent, brand, straight.

bree, brie, juice, liquid.

brunstane, brimstone.

brisket, breast.

brock, badger.

brogue, a hum, atrick.

broose, a race at country wed-
dings; thewinner ishewho first
reaches the bridegroom's house
onreturningfromchurch.

iroivst, a brewing.

bruiizie, broil, combustion.

buckskin, a Virginian.

bught, a sheep-pen.

bugktin, collecting the sheep into
the fold.

buirdly, stout-made, broad.

bunt-clock, the humming beetle.

bummler, blunderer.

bunker, window seat.

bure, bore.

burn, burnie, a small stream.

burnewin’, burn thewind, a black-
smith.

buss, bush.

but, without.

but and ben, the country kitchen
and parlour.

byke, a hive, a bee nest.

byre, cow-house.

cadger, carrier.
caff, chaff.

caird, tinker.
callan, boy.
caller, fresh, cool.

collet, a loose woman, a follower
of a camp.

cannie, gentle, mild, dexterous,

cantie, or canty, cheerful, merry.

cantraif, a charm, a spell.

caP-stane,  cope-stone,  topmost
stone of the building.

earl, carle, old man.

carl-hemp, the male stalk of hemp,
easily known by its superior
strength and stature, and being
without seed.

carhn, a stout old woman.

castock, the stalk of a cabbage.

caudron, cauldron.

cauk and keel, chalk and red clay.

cauld, cold.

caup, a wooden drinking-vessel, a
cup.

cavie, a hen-coop.

cesses, taxes.

chanter, part of a bag-pipe.

chaup, a stroke, a blow.

cheek for chow, side by side.

cheep, chirp, squeak.

chimla, chimney.

chittering,  shivering.

chow, to chew.

chuckle, a brood hen.

chuffie, fat-faced.

clachan, a small village about a
church, ahamlet.

clartie, dirty, filthy.

clarkit, wrote.

claught, snatched at.

claut, to clean, to scrape.

clavers, idle stories.

cleckin, a brood of chickens.

deed, to clothe; deads, clothes.

cleek, hook; cleckit, having
caught

degs, gad-flies.

cltnkm, moving smartly, sitting
down hastily.

clinkum-bell, beadle, a bellman.

clishmaclaver, foolish talk.

clock, to hatch, a beetle.

cloot, hoof of a cow, sheep, etc

clour, a bump or swelling after a
blow.

clout, a cloth, to repair.

duds, clouds.

clunk, a hollow sound.

coble, a fishing-boat.

cockernony, a lock of hair tied up
on agirl's head, a cap.
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cod, pillow.

coft, bought

cog, coggte, awooden dish.
Colla, er

collleshang|e quarrel

cood, cud.

coof, n|nny dullard

cog it eppeer and disappeared

cooser astaJ lion.

coost, cast .

cocf)t, tlhe ankle; a speciesof water-
owl.

corbies, ravens, crows.
cootie, asmall tub.
core, Corps. .
couthie, Kind, Iovmgr.
cowe, to terrify, to Top ; abranch
offutrzb ter, to tumbl
0 barter, to tumble over.
ggmpe colt.
crack, to converse,
craJEScranle neck.
craiks, cries incessant!
crambo-clink,

VErses.

cranreuch, hoar-frost.

crap, crop.

craw, Crow.

, basket

creeskie, gr .

crood, to coo as adove.

crouchie, crook-backed.

crouse, cheerful, courageous.

crowdie, oatmeal, boiled water
and butter; sometimes made
from the broth of bedf, etc.

crowlinj, cr%wlmg, a deformed
creeping thin

crurr;e?npe ga horr%ed cow.

crummock, cummock, acudgel or
crooked staff.

cru

crumpablgev on the head with a

rhymesy doggrel

cud
cuddlcg to caress.
cur/, sameascoo/,
curch, a kerchief for the head.
curchie, curtsy.
curmurring, murmuring.
curpbi, crupper.
curple, cru per.
cutty, sh
cutty aool or creepu chair,
the sod of repentance,  in
church.

daffin, sport, fun.

da/t, merry, foolish, mad.

datmen, rare; daimen icker, aa
ear of corn mfrequently

dandered, wandered

dark I'ins, in the dark.

daud, to beat

daur, dare.

daurg, a day's work.

da alarge piece.

dawin, daw ng.

da-wtt, dawnt fondled.

deave, to deafen.

deleerit, delirious.

descrtve, to describe.

deuks, ducks

dight, to wipe.

to push,
drive.

dink, neat, trim.

dinna, do not. )

dirl, to cause to vibrate by a
stroke.

dizzen, or dizn, dozen.

dockter, daughter

donse unlucky,

to surpass, to

neat, trim,
doodl é to dandle.

dool, sorrow.

gootydovettsh

or etti

dought, could.

doup, bottom.

dour, sullen, stubborn.
douse sober, sedate, wise.
dow, am able can.

dowdf, dull.

dowie, melancholy, languid.
downa, cannot.

doylt, stupld

gozen d, torpid.

I .

driddle, to toddle.

droddum, the breech,

drone, part of a bag PI
droofr- rumpVt, s"lor rumped
droukit, drenched.

drouth, 'thirst.

drucken, drunken.

drumlie, drumly, muddy.
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drummock, or drammock, raw
meal and cold water.

drunty pet, ill-humour.

dub, apuddle.

duds, rags, clothes, duddte,
ragged. )

dung, dang, pushed, stricken.

dunt, to beat.

dusk, dunsh, to push or butt asa.

ram.
dyvor, bankrupt.

E

€e eye .

een, eyes; evening.

ecbree, eyebrow.” |

eetie, frighted, inspiring dread.
eild, old'age.

elbuck, elbow.

eldritch, evish, frightful.
ether-stone, adder-stone.

ettle, aim.
eydent, diligent.

F

fa. fall, lot. . .

fa' that, to have or innerit

foes, foes

faem, foam.

faiket, excused.

ainness, fondness .

ainn', a preent from a fair.

allow, felow.

and, found.

arl, a cake of bread ; properly,
the third part of a cake'

fash, trouble.

asheous, troublesome.

augh, fallow.

gﬂ?drjt'fcf)ig.m'

feck, quantity.
fecket, waistcoat.
eckfu'. stout
eckless, week, silly.
eckly, almost.

, T10.,
feg, faith.
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feide, feud.

fell, keen, biting.

felly, relentless.

ferlie, or ferley, to wonder, a
wonder. .

fey, doomed to die.

fidge, to fidget.

fiel, very.

fient, fiend.

fier, fere, sound, healthy; a

_ comrade.

fit, foot.

fittie-lan, the near horse of the
lagt pair in the plough.

flaffen, flapping,

flainen, flannel.

fang Iun%

fleech,fleechtn, to wheedle

fleesh, afleece

flga ablow, a movement.

flether, to influence by fair words.

fey, to scare

fichter, to flutter.

finders, splinters.

flingin-tree, a piece of timber hung
by way of partition between two

. horsssin astable; a flail.

fisk, to fret.

flittering, fluttering.

flyte, soold.

forbye, besdes

forebears, forefathers.

forfaim, worn out.

forfoughten, fatigued.

forgather, to medt.

forgie, forgive.

forinawea, worn out.

fotyesket, j aded.

ou,

fouth, plenty.

fow, a%ushé.

frae, from.

freath, froth.

frosty-calker, the heds of a horse-
shoe shar pened and turned down
for ridme on a dippery road.

fu', full. .

fud, a short tail.

fuff, to blow, to puff.

fu-hant, full-handed

fur, furrow.

fur-ohm, the hindmost horse on
theright hand of the plough.

furder, further.

furm, form, bench.
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ke, to fuss.
%e, to soil.

G

gab, the mouth, to spesk volubly.

gaberlunzie-man, wallet-man or
beggar.

gae, go.

gaet, orggate, way, road.

gatrs, dashes.

gsng, to go.

gangrel, a wanderer.

gar, to make, to compel.

garten, garter. .

gash, sagacious, talkative-

gatty, failing in body.

gaur(:jy,]olly, large,

gaud, goad. ’

gaudsman, goadsman, driver of
plough team.

aun, going.

gaunteg, ygwned._

gawky,gawkie, foolish or thought-
lesS person.

gay fie; gaily.

geek, to toss the head m wanton-
ness or affectation.

ged, pike.

enty, elegant. .

e?ordle, tEO¥ e, aguinea.

get, or geat, offspring.

ghaist, ghost..

gights, laughing girls or boys.

gillie, gillock, diminutive of gill.

gilpey, a half-grown boy or girl.

gimmer, a ewe from one to two
yearsold.

gin, if, should, whether, by.

girdle, iron plate on which oat-

. cakeisfired.

girn, to grin

girran, asmall horse.
glzz,_ng. . . )
glatkit, foolish, light, giddy.
glaive, sword.

gllaiz&dglitteriré% atched
aumed, gr , snatched.
Gled, hawic kite

tongued.

glint, to peep, sparkle.
glowrr, to stare.
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gor-eock, moor-cock.

goavin, walking as if blind.

gowd, gold.

gowl, to howl. .

gowf, the game of golf; to strike,
asIn the game of golf.

gowk, term of contempt; afool.

graff, grave.,

grane, or grain, agroan, to groan.

graip, dung fork.

graitk, gear, attire.

grape, to grope.

grat, wept, . .

great, grit, intimate, familiar.

gree, o agree ; to bear the gree,
to take the prize.

greet, to weep.

gnen, to long for.

grippit, gripped.

groanin-maut, drink for the go&f
sipsatalying-in.

gtouscme, ‘gruesome.

grozet, gooseberry.

grumphie, sow.

grun, ground,

grunstone, grindstone.

gruntle, the snout; to grunt.

grunzie, mouth, snout.

grushie, thick growing. .

guidfather ~ and uidmother
father-in-law and mother-in-law.

gully, or gullie, large knife.

gulravage, joyous mischief

gutnlie, muddy.

gumption, _ discernment,
ledge, wisdom,

gusty, gustfu’, tasty.

gutcher, grandsire.

know-

ha'. hall. o

ha" Bible, large family Bible.

haddin, house, home,”holding.

ae, have. .

haet, the smallest quantity.

haffet, the side of the head.

hafflins, half, partly.

hag, mossy ground.

hain, to spare, to save.

hairst, harvest.

haith, a petty oath.

haivers, ‘nonsense.

hat, or hold, a place of abode.

hale,II or haill, whole, healthy, to
ull.

kaFian, a partition.
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Hallowmass, Halloweve, the 31t

ome.
han, or haun, kan's breed, hand ;
hand's breadith.
hansel throne throne -when first
occupied
ha{) an outer garment, to wrap,
N ocoviger
0]
h"z‘a‘é"i ackles,
ind foot.
af) step-an-loup,

of amill.
bound fore and

hop-step-and-

harigalis, heart I|ver and lights
of ananimal, pluck.

harktt, hearkened.

ham, coarse linen.

hash sloven.

haslened.

l y ground meal.

haveril, onewhotalksin afoolish
manner.

havins, manners, decorum.

hawkie, a cow.

halesome, wholesome.

hearse, hoarse.

heck, an exclamation.

hecht, promised.

heckle, aheckling comb.

heehblzél ou, words used to soothe a
chi

heels-oiure-gowdie, topsy turvy.

heeze, tolift.

hellim, helm.

herd, to tend flocks, a shepherd.

herry to plunder.

kessel, so many cattle as one
person can attend.

het, hot, heated

heugh, acrag, ahollow or pit.

htIc to half, to hobble.
mey, oney

r%e to wa?k lamely.
ie, dry, barren.
h|ZZ|e hussy.
hoddin, the” motion of riding on
a cart-horse
hodldln grey, coarse woollen grey
cloth

hoggie, alamb
hog score, a distance line in curl-
ho: -%houther %t r=<|nd ofthhortsr?

play by justhng wi e

shoulder; tojustle.
hoodie-craw, a hooded crow.
hool, husk or shell.
hoolie, slowly.
hoord, hoard, tohoard.
Hornie, a name for the devil.
host, or hoast, to cough.
hotch, jer
koughmagandle fornication.
hove, to heave, to swell.
horwdje amidwife.
howe, hollow, dell.

,a place of resort, a retreat.

howk, to d ig.
howiet, an owl.
hoy, to urge.
hoyse, hoist.
hoyte, toamble crazily.
Hughoc, diminutive of Hul P .
humsand hankers mumbles and

hurckeon hedgehog.

kurdies, theloins, t e crupper.

hushion, or hoshen, cushion, old
stocking.

huchalled, moving with ahilch.

icker, ear of corn.

ieroe, aireal grandchild.

ilk, or ilka, each, every.

ill W|II|e |II natured.

ingine, genius, |ngenU|ty
ingle, fire, firesi

ingle-low, light from the fire.
f'se, | shall, or will.

ither, other, another

J
fad,
*auk to daJa¥ to trifle.
auner, to t kfoollshly
faup, jerk
fillet, jilt.
jomp, toleap ; dender, small.
Jink, tod e.

fink an diddle, moving to music.

jinker, a gay sprightly girl; a
wag.
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jirt, jerk, to squirt,

|octeleg clasp-knife.

Jouk, t0 stoop, to evade ablow, to
conceal.

jow, tolow the swingi ?monon
ggﬁ pealing soun a large
Jundie, a push.
K
kae, a daw.
kail, colworts or cabbgéy ; broth
from these vegetables.

katlrunt, the stem of the cole-

wort. o
kain, part of farm rent paid in
owls, etc.

ceckle, to cackle togiggle.

elple a water- -spirit, said to
haunt rivers at night, especially
in storms.

ennin, a very little.

enspeckle easily recognised.

et ketty matted fleece of wool.

k||t ?o tuck up

ktntmer, a wench; agoss

king' s-hood, part of the entrails of
ananimal.

intra, kintrie, country.

irn, the harvest feast;” a churn.
irsen, christen.

ist, chest, a counter.

kitchen, meat, relish.

ittle, to tickle.

k|tt|tng, kitten

kiutle, klutletng or kuittle, to
cuddle, cuddling.

knurl, dwarf,

knowe, hillock.

kye, cows.

e, belly.
kk%/,l[he, to )(Ijiscover, to show.
L
laggen, the bottom of a wooden

laigk, low. _ o
lairing, wading, or sinking in

mud, etc.
laith, loath.
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latthfu', bashful, sheepish.

Laljlans Scottish dialect, Low

lan-afore, foremost horse in the
plough. )

lan-ahin, hindmost horse in the
plough.

lane, lone, lonely.

1ang Iong

Igee ?ﬁgr&d the remainder.

laverock, lark,

laviin, reckonlng

Latvian, Lowland.

lea-rig, grassy ridge.

lear, earnlng

Ieelang, Ilvelong

|eesome, happy, gladsome.

Ieezemeon a phrase of endear-
ment ; ' commend me to."

Ietster fish- spear.

h laughed.
tolook

lichtly, Ilghtly, to undervalue, to
LM ellght of.

lilt, turte, a song.

limmer, a mistress.

link, to trip aong.

lint, flax.

hnt'iukite, flax-coloured.
Itntwhite, linnet

loan, an open place or lane near

a farm.

loof, loaves, the pams of the
hands.

loot, let.

loun, arogue, a woman of easy
virtue.

loup, leap.

lowe, flame.

lowse, to loose.

lug, the ear, a handle,

lugget, having a handle.

faggLe asmall wooden dishwith

lum- chlmney
lunch, alarge piece.
lunt, smoke.

Iyan arey.

M

mae, mair, more.
Manoun, Satan.
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mailin, afarm.
matst, most, almost
Mally, Molly, Mary.
manteele, mantle.
marled, variegated
mashlum, mixed grain.

, to mash, to infuse.
maskin-pat, tea-pot.
maukin, a hare.
maun, mgll{na, must, must not.

t, malt.
mavis, the thrush.

meikle, much’

melder, corn sent to be ground.

mell, to meddle; a mallet.

melvie, to soil withmeal

mense, good manners, discretion.

merle, the black-bird.

messin, small dog.

midden, dunghi

midden-hole,  a gutter at
‘bottom of adunghill.

milkin-shiel, milking-shed.

mim-tnou'd, mim-mouthed.

min'. to remember; mind.

minawae, minuet.

minnte, mother.

misca’, to abuse.

mischanter, mishap.

mislear'd, mischievous.

misteuk, mistook.

mither,  mother.

mony, or mome, many.

mools, earth, dust.

moop, to nibble.

mou'. the mouth.

moudiwort, mole.

muckle, or mickle, great, much.

mtéség]—kall, broth made "without

the

mutchkin, an English pint.

N
na, or nae, no.
naig, horse.
nane, none.
nappy, ale.
neuk, nook.
niest, next.
meve, nief, the fist.
Mievefu', handful.
niffer, an exchange, to exchange.
nit, nut.
nowte, black cattle.

o'erlay, an upper cravat.

ony, or onie, any.

orra-duddies, “spare rags or
clothes. o

curie, drooping, shivering.

outlers, cattle not housed.

ower, owre, over, too.

owre-hip, ablow with the hammer
over the arm.

owsen, oxen.

oxtered, carried under the arm.

P
pack, intimate, familiar; twelve
stones of wool.
patdle, to paddle.
painck, paunch.
tnck,  partridge.
ang, to cram.
parishen, parish.
parritch, porridge.
pat, put, a pot. .
pattle, or pettie, a stick for clean-
|n%the Ioughh.
paughty, haughty.
pawky, pawkie, artful.
peat-reek, the smoke of peat; a
kind of whisky.
Peck, to pant.
Pechan, the crop, the stomach.
pettie, to fondle. )
philabeg, or phihbegs, the Kkilt;
short petticoats worn by High-
landers.
phraise, flattery, to flatter. )
pickle, a small” quantity, a grain
_of corn.
pine, pain, trouble.
pit, put.

, placard.
plack, acoin, the third part of an
English penny.
plew, or pleugh; plough.
plisky, trick.
pock, a bag.
poortith, poverty.
Eou, to pull.
ouk, to pluck.
pouse, to push.
poussie. a hare or cat.
pout, chicken.
pouther, powder.
pow, the head.
pownie, pony.
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preclair, super-eminent.
preen, apin. .
prent, printing, print.
Brl_e, to taste.

rief, proof.

Prig, to haggle. .
primsie, demure, precise.
propone, to propose.
pund, pound,
pyet, a magpie.
pyle, agrain.
pystle, epistle.

quat, quit

quech, a drinking-cup of wood,
with two handles.

quey, ayoung Cow.

R

ragweed, ragwort.

ratble, to rattle, nonsense.

rair, to roar. .

raize, toinfuriate, to excite.

ramfeezled, exhausted. .

ramstam, headlong, forward, in-
cautious.

randie, arascal.

rantin, noisy, lively.
raploch, a coarse cloth.
rash, rush.

ratton, arat.

raucle, rash, stout.

raught, reached.

raw, row.

rax, to stretch.

ream, to cream, to froth, cream,
froth.

reave, torove, to rob.

rebute, rebuff, repulse.

reck, to heed.

rede, counsdl, to counsel.

red-wud, stark mad.

ree, half-drunk.

reef, rief, plenty.

remead, remedy.

reestit, withered.

rickle, rick.

rig, ridge.

rin, to run.

rip, a handful of unthreshed corn.

ripplin-kame, flax-comb.

riskit, anoise like the tearing of
roots. . .

rockin', asocial gathering.
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roon, ashred.

roose, to praise, tocommend.

roup, asde by auction.

roupet, hoarse.

routh, plenty.

row, toroll, to wrap.

rowte, to bellow.

rozet, rosin.

rumble-gumption, common snse

run-deils, downright devils.

rung, cudgel.

runt, the stem of cole wort or
cabbage.

runkled, “wrinkled.

ryke, reach.

S

soft, soft.

sair, to serve; a sore.

sark, shirt.

saugh, willow. .

wu?h woodies, twigs of willow.

saul, soul.

saumont, salmon.

saunt, saint.

saud, salt.

saw, to sow.

sax, Six.

scaud, to scald.

scauld, scawl, to scold, ascold.

scaur, a cliff.

scone, aflat cake of bread.

sconner, disgust.

scratch and scriegk, to scream.

screed, to tear, 'arent, to talk
volubly. = .

scrievin, ‘gliding swiftly.

scrimp, to scant; scanty.

scroggl e, scrubby.

sculdudrey, bawdry.

shachlet, ungainly.

shair'd, shred, shard.

shangan, astick cleft at one end.

shaul, shallow.

shaver, awag, abarber.

havie, an illturn.

shaw, to show; awood.

sheugh, ditch, furrow.

shiel, sheading, a shed, acottage.

shill, shrill.

shog, a shock.

shool, shovel.

short, to offer, to threaten.

shouther, shoulder.
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sgcke_r, steady.

sidelins, sideways.

siller, silver, money.

simmer, summer.

sin, son, since.

sin syne, since then.

skeigh, skittish.

skellum, aworthlessfellow.

skelp, to strike, to slap; to walk
smartly, astroke. )

skelpie-limmer, a technical term
in female scolding.

skinklin, a small portion. )

skirl, tg cry, to make a shrill

U

sound.

sklent, slant, turn.

skouth, scope, play.

skreigh, scream.

skyte, to fly with force off or
against anything.

skynn, showy, flaring.

slae, doe.

slade, did. .

slap, agate, abreach in a fence.

slaw, slow.

ee dy.

sleekit, sleek, crafty.

sliddery, slippery.

sicken, quench, Sake.

dype, to fall slowly over.
eddum, dust, powder.

smiddy, smithy.

smoor, smother.

smoutie, smutty. .

smytrie, anumérous collection of
small Individuals.

snapper, stumble.

snash, abuse, impertinence.

snaw, snow.

snaw-broo, melted snow.

sned, to lop, to cut off.

sneeshin, snuff.

sneeshing-mill,  snuff-box.

snell, snélly, bitter, biting.

snick, or sneck, latch.

snick-drawing, scheming.

snirt, smrtle, snigger.

snood, fillet.

snool, to submit tamele/, to sneak.

snoove, to go smoothly and con-
stantly, tosnesk

snowk, to scent or sniff as adog.

sodger, soldier.

sonsle, lucky, jolly, pleasant.

soom, to swim.

souEh, amoaning sound, aswind.
souk, suck

soup| e, supple,

souther, sowther, solder.

souter, a shoemaker.

sowens, a pottage made with the
seeds of oatmeal.

sowp, sup.

sowth, to whistlein alow tone.

spae, toforetell

spails, chips.

spairge, to splash.

spaul, alimb.

spedl, toclimb.

spence, theparlour.

spier, to )

spleughan, a tobacco pouch made
of an animal'sskin.

spiore, frolic.

sprachled, scrambled.

sprattle, to scramble.

spreckled, speckled.

spring, ac1u|ck tune, a dance.

sprittie, full of spirits.

spunk, match, fire, spirit.

spunkie, fiery,

spurtle, pot-stick.

squatter, to flutter in water, as
wild ducks.

squattle, to sprawl.

squeel, scream.

stacker, to stagger.

staig, young horse.

stang, ‘sting.

stane, stone.

gank, s?lt(:h'
ap, stop.

stark, strong.

startle, to run as cattle stung by
the gadfly.

staumrel, half-witted.

staw, stole.

stech, tocram.

steek, to shut, astitch.

steer, to molest, to stir.

steeve, compact.

sell, astill.

sten, al

Stey. steep.

sti%/ble?%spubble; stibble rig, the
{ﬁa in harvest who takes the

stick-an-stow, totall

st|\r}1\}_)art, the aighth part of a
inchester bushel.
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stirk, a cow or bullock a year old

stock, a plant of cabbage or cole-
wort.

stook, arick of corn.

stoor, hoarse, rough, stern.

stot, a young bull or ox.

stoup, or stowp, a liquor measure.

stoure, dust.

stownlins, by stealth.

stown, stolen.

stoyte, stumble, stagger.

strack, struck

strae-death, death in bed.

gtraik, to stroke.

strappan,  strappin,
some.

straught, straight.

stravagin, wandering idly.

streek, to stretch.

driddle, to straddle.

stroan, to spout.

stroup, spout.

strunt, to walk sturdily.

studdte, the anvil.

stuff, corn or pulse of any kind.

tall, hand-

sturt, trouble; to trouble or
startle.

styme, thefaintest outline.

sucker, sugar.

sud, should.

sugh, or sough, a rushing or

moaning sound.
sumph, blockhead.
Suthron, Southern.
swaird. sward
swall'd, swelled.
swank, agile.
swankie or
fellow.
swap, an exchange, to barter.
swarfed, swooned.
swat, sweat.
swatch, sample.
swats, new ale.
sweer, reluctant.
swirlie, knaggy.
swith, get away.
swither, to hesitate.
Swoor, swore.
syebow, ayoung onion.

syne, since, then.

swanker, strapping

T

tackets, shoe-nails.
tae, to.
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tangle, sea-weed.

tap, top.

tapetless, foolish.

tairge, target.

tarrow, to murmur at one's allow-
ance.

tassie, a goblet.

tauld or tald, told.

taupie, a foolish young woman.

tauted, or tautie, matted.

tawie, tractable.

teat, a small quantity.

tent, heed ; to take care.

tentie, heedful.

teugh, tough.

thack, thatch; thack an'
household necessities.

thae, those.

thairms,
strings.

theekit, thatched.

thick, familiar

thigger, beggar.

thir, these.

thirl, to thrill.

thole, to suffer, to endure.

thowe, thaw

thowless, lazy.

thrang, throng.

thrapple, windpipe.

thraw, to twist, to thwart.

thrawn, twisted, obstinate.

threap, to assert obstinately.

threteen, thirteen.

thristle, thistle.

throu'ther, pell-mell
ither).

thummart,

till't, toit

timmer, timber, material.

tine, or tyne, to lose;
lost.

tirl, to tap, to make a tremulous
sound.

tocher, dowry.

tod, a fox.

to fa d
ntght.

toom, empty.

toop, tup

toss, a toast.

tosie, tipsy.

touzling, rumpling.

tow, a rope,

towmond, atwelvemonth.

towzie, rough, shaggy.

rape,

small guts, fiddle:

'through-

pole-cat.

tint,

the

the night, fall of

2P
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toy, female head-drees.

toyte, tototter,

trams, shafts of acart or barrow.
trashtrie, trash.

trews, trousers,

trig, neat.
trinie, trintle, the whed of a
barrow, "
%rmkll,n, trickling.

roggin, goods.

tr g ,truth.

tr)ﬁ;, appointment, cattle mar-

tulg,, raw hide.

tulzie,aquarrel

twa, two. .

twal, twelve; twal pennie worth,
apennyworth 'sterling).

twin, torob,

"twistle, twist.

t%/Kysedg;gfuaday.
U

unco, remar kably, uncommonly.
uncos, Nnews.

unfauld, unfold.

unkenn'd, unknown

unsicker, uncertain

unskaithed, unhurt.

urchin, hedgehog.
\Y
vauntie, proud.
vera, very.
virl, ring: "
vogie, vain.
W
wa, wall.

wabster, weaver .

wad, would, wager, wed.
wadna, would not.
wadset, a mortgage.
Woe, Woe.

wot sucks, alas.

waft, woof.

wair, to spend.

wale, choice, to choose.
walie, ample, large; alas.
wame, the belly.
wanchancie, unlucky.

wanrest, wanrestfu'. restless

wark, work.

wark-lume, a tool.

wart or warld, world.

warlock, wizard.

warty, worldly.

warran, warrant.

warsle, warstle, wrestle, struggle.

warst, worst.

wastrie, waste.

wat, wet; wat, wot, know.

wauble, wobble.

waught, draught.

waukin, awake.

waukit, thickened as fullers do
cloth.

waukrife, wakeful.

waur, waur't, worse, worsted.

wean, child.

weason, weasand.

wee, little.

weel, well.

weet, wet.

we'se, weshall.

wha, who.

whatzie, to wheeze.

whalpit, whelped.

whang, a large piece.

whare, where.

wheep, to jerk; penny-wheep,
small beer.

whid, alie.

whiddin, scudding.

whigmeleeries, crotchets.

whilk, which.

whingin, whining.

whirligigums, flourishes.

whissu, a whistle, to whistle.

whisht, slence.

httter, a draught.

hittle, knife. ~

hunstane, whinstone.

h{l&a whiles, sometimes.

ck, to strike a gone in an

oblique “direction—a term in

curling.

widdifu,” gallows-worthy,

widdle, wriggle.
Wi

=

ht, stguj(.

yart, wild.
wimple, to meander,
nnin, winding.

inna, will not.
winnock, window.
wintle, stagger, to reel.




GLOSSARY

wiss, wish.

wing, acurse.

wonner, wonder.

woo'. wool.

woedie. arope,

wooer-babs, loops knotted on the
garter below the knees.

wordy, worthy.

worstt, wor sted.

wud, wild, mad'

wutnble, wimble.

wraith, spirit, ghod, the appari-
tion of a living person, forebod-
ing death.

wrang, wrong.

wyle, toentice.

wyliecoat, aflannel vest
wyte, blame.

y

yerk, jerk.

yestreen last night.
yett. agate.

yeuk, toitch.

yill, ale

yin, one.

yird, earth.

yont, ayont, beyond.
owe, ewe.

yowrie, diminutive of yowe.

Yule, Chrigmas.
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Accept the gift afriend sincere 182
Adieu! aheart warm fond adieu
Admiring Nature i n her wildest grace 146
Adown winding Nith | did wander
Ae day as Death, that gruesome carl 256
Aefond kiss, and then we sever. 464
Afartheillustrious Exileroams 272
Againrejoicing Naturesess 400
Againthesilentwheelsof Time
A guid new-year | wish thee, Maggiel 116
Ah, Chloris! sinceit may nabe 54
Ah, woeisme, my mother dear. 492
Allhail ! inexorable lord ! 261
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Altho' my back beatthewa’ . 226
Altho' m'y bed were i n yon muir . 503
Amang the trees where humming bess 379
Among the heathy hills and rugged woods . 505
Ance mair | hail ‘thee, thou gloomy December 147
An honest man here liesat rest 504
Anna, thy charmsmy bosom fire 348
An' Q! for ane-and-twenty, Tam 501
An' Ol my Eppie . 467
An som were come again 448
A rose-bud by my earI% walk %;
Ascauld awind asever blew . , 357
As father Adam first was fooled < 387
As | came Oe the Cairney mount 85
As | camein by our gate end Lo
Ass | stood by yon rooffess tower . 19
As | gaed down the water side 546
As | was walking up the street 542
Ask why God madethegemsos m a | | 356
As Mailieand her lambs thegither 30
Ason the bankso' wandering Nith 277
As Tam the Chapman on aday. 348
At Brownhill we always %et dainty good cheer .* 350
A" the lads o' Thornie bank P £ 4
Auld chuckle Reekie's sair distrest 345
Auld comrade dear, and brither sinner 329
Awawi'your witchcraft o' beauty'salarms 575
A'yewhaliveby sowpso'drink 77
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Bannocks o' bear meal

Beauteous rose-bud, young and gay.
Before | saw Clarinda's face

Behind yon hills, where Lugar flows
Behold the hour the boat arrive

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes
Bless the Redeemer, Cardoness
BlestbeM 'Murdotohislatest day !
Blithe, blithe, and merry was she

Blithe hae | been on yon hill

Bonnie lassie, will yego? .
Bonniewee thing, cannie wee thing
Bright ran thy line, O Galloway.

But lately seen i n gladsome green

But rarely seen since Nature'sbirth

By Allan stream | chanc'd to rove

By all | lov'd, neglected and forgot

By yon castle wa', at the close of the day.

Ca' the yowes to the knowes

Can | ceasetocare? .

Cauld isthe €ening blast . .

Cease, ye prudes, your enviousrailing
Clarinda, mistress o f m'y soul .

Come boat me o'er, comeTow me o'er.

Come, let me take thee to my breast

Come, rede me, dame, come, tell me, dame
Comin'thro' therye, poor body. .
Contented wi' little, and cantie wi' mair.
Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleasd
Curs'd be the man, the poorest wretch'in life

Daughter of Chaos doting years
Dear——, | 'l %g‘yemeadwce .
Dear Peter, dear Petér Ce e
Dear Sir, at ony time or tide
Dear Smith, the dee'st, paukie thief
Deluded swain, thepleasure .

Dire was the hate at old Harlaw

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat?

Dost thou not rise, indignant shade? .
Donald Brodie met a lass .

Duncan Gray cam here towoo .

Dweller inyon dungeon dark

Earth'd up hereliesanimp of hell
Edina! Scotiasdarlingseat ! .
Expect na, Sir, inthisnarration

Fair Empress of the Poet's soul
Fairest maid on Devon Banks

Fair fa' your honest, sonse face
Fair maid, you need not take the hint
Fair the face of orient de

Fareweel to a'our Scottish fame
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Farewell, dear friend, may guid Iuck hityou . . . . 308
Farewell 'old Sootia's bleak domain: . . 178
Farewell thou fair day, thou green earth and yesk|es 483
Farewell, thou sreamthat winding flows . . 54
Farewell, ye dungeons dark and arong . . . . 411
Fategavetheword thearrow ed. . . . . 181
Fill me with therow wine . . . . 365
Fintray, mystaymworldlystrlfe . . . . 333
First when M aggy was m 440
Flow gently, sweet Afton ! amongthy green braes . . 483
For lordsor kings | dinna mourn . 241
Forlorn my love, no comfort near . 574
For thee i'slaugning Nature gay P |
Fraethefriendsand Tand | love . . . . . . 453
Frldaé/flrﬂ sthe day appointed. . . . . . 361
Friend of the Poet, tried and leal e
From thee, Eliza, | must . . . . . . %5’4
From the white-blossom' s!oe . . . . 371
From those drear solitudes and frows/ ce||s L. 343
Fy, let usa' to Kirkcudbright . P 111
Ganeisthe day, and mirk'sthe night. . . . . 457
Gat eme, O gat ye me . R . . . . .

o fetch to meapmt o' wine ... 436
Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that [ may Ilve .. 359
Green grow the rashes O'! . . 392
Gude pity me, because | ' m little” ... . . . 203
Guid €en to you, kimmer . e 385
GuldmornlngtoyourM ajesty ! . ... ... 33
Guid sped an” furder to you, Johnny . . . . . 305
Had | acave on ome wild, disant shore . . ... B17
Had | the wyte, had | the wyte.... . 490
Hail, Poese ! thou nymph resaevd . . .7 . . . . 275
Hail, thaermsplrm rattlin' Willie! .. ... 33
Has'auld Kilmarnock ssn the deil 2 . . . . . . X7
Hal whareyegaun, yecrowlin ferlie? . . . . . 82
Health to the Maxwell'svet'ran chiefl . . . . 198
Heard ye 0Othe tree of Trance...! . . 562
Hear ! Land o' Cakes an' brither Scots L
He dench'd his pamphlets in  his fist. .. ..

Hee balou ! my sweet wee Donald .. . . . . 502
Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad P
Here around the |ngle bleezing . R 449
Hereawa, thereawa, WanderlnngIIle . . . . 510
Her e brewer Gabrid'sfire'sextinct. . . . .

Herecursing, swearmg Burton "ies . . . . . 358
HereHoly villie'ssair worn clay. . . . . . 166
Hereistheglen, and here's the bower. . . 542
Hereliesa mock Marqulsmﬂﬂosetltlesweremammd 360
Here lies a rose, a budding roee . . . .. 362
Here lies Boghead among the dead Lo 360
Her e lies John Bushby, hones man. . . . . . 364

Here lies Johnny Pidi . . . 349
Here lieswith eathgﬁcl)dGrmeIGnm .. L. 356
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HereHeWillie Michie'sbanes.

Here'sabottleand an honest friend !

Here'sahealth to ane | |0'e dear.

Here's a health to them that's awa

Here's to thy health, my bonny lass

Here souter Hood in death doés deep

Here Stuarts once in ?J ory reigned .

Here, where the Scotfish museimmortal lives

Her flowing lockstheraven'swin

He who of Rankine sang lies stiff and dead
Hey the dusty miller

Honest Will'sto heaven gbane .

How can my poor heart be glad ? Lo
How cold i that bosom which folly once fir'd .
How cruel arethe parents .

How daur yeca' me howlet-face?

How gracefully Marialeads the dance

How, Liberty, girl, canit be b%/ thee named
How lang and dreary is the nigh .

How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon .
How shall | sing Drumlanrig's Grace? .

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite
Husband, husband, cease your strife

Humid seal of soft affections

F 'm three times doubly o'er ﬁour debtor
am a

| am my mammy'saebairn

| bought my wifeastaneo'lint

| call no goddess to inspire my strains

| coft a stane o' haslock woo!

| do confess thou art see fair.

| dream'd | lay where fl ow'rs were springing
Ifye gae UP to'yon hill-tap .
1 f'you rattle along like your mistress's tongue
| gaed awaefu’ gateyestreen .
| gat your letter, winsome Willie
| hee a wife 0' my ain

| hae been at Crookieden
I holdit, Sir, my boundenduty.

II |ang hae thought, my youthfu' friend
|

|

| ge ca in by Xlon town

I1-fafed genius, Heav'n-taught Fergusson
Il kissthee yet, yet ..

| married with a scolding wife

| mind it weel, in early date

I'm now arrived, thanks to the gods

| murder hate, by field or flood

In coming by ‘the brig o' Dye

Inhuman man !curse on thy barb'rous art
In Mauchlinethere dwells Six proper young belles
Innocence looks gaily smiling on

In politicsif thou wouldst mix

In seenteen bunder an' forty-nine

of the law.
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In smmer when the hay was mawn. . . . . .
In thlsslrangeland thls uncouth clime . . . . 471
Instead of a son?( s | 1l giveyou atoat . . . . 341
In Tarbolton yeken, there areproper young men . 359
In Truth and Honour'sname. Amen. . . . 258

I'n wood and wild y e warbling throng R

| seaform, | seaface . . . . . 176
| sing of awhistle, a whistle of worth. . . . . 363
Isthere a whim- |nsp|red fool. . . . . . 570
Isthisthy plighted, fond regard’) . 248
Istherefor honest poverty . . . 564
Ithers ssek they ken na what T, 271
I tisna, Jean, thy bonnie face . Lo 460
Itwasa' for our rightfu' king . L. 529
It wasin swest Senegal P 243
It was the charming month of M ay . . . 552
It was upon a Lammas night  .". . . . . 378
Jamie, cometryme . . . . 435
JennyM Craw, she hasta'en tothe heather 526
ockey's ta'en the parting kiss . . . . . .48
John Anderson, my jo, John. . . . . . . 445
Kemble, thou cur'st my unbelief. . . . . . 357
Ken yeought o' Captain Grose?. . . . . .25
Kilmarnock wabstersfidgeand claw. . . . . . 99
Kindsr, | 'veread your paper through. . . . . o
Know thou O dranger to the fame . . . . . . 347
Lament him, Mauchline husbands a' . . 350
Lament in rhyme lament in prose . . . . . 32
Landlady, count the lawin. . . . . . . 422
Lass, when your mither is frae hame L. .. 282
Last May abraw wooer cam down the lang glen 575
Latecrippl'd of an arm and now aleg . . . 338
L et not woman €er complain. . . . . . . 550
Let other heroes boast their scars . . . . . 179
L et other poetsraise a fracas . . . . . 8
Lifenéer exulted in sorich agrlze . . . . . 199

Light lay the earth on Billy'sbr . . .
Lone on the bleaky hills the straying fleks . .. . 1%
Longllfe my lord, and health be yours . . . . 183
Lord, toaccount Whodar&sTheecaJl 2 . . . . 368
Lord, wethank, an' Theeadore .. . . . L%
Louis, what reck | by thee . . . . . . . 489
Loud blaw the frosty breezes ... ... . 415
570
M ar k yonder pomp of costly fashion. . . . . . 371
Maxwell, if merit hereyou crave . . . . . 425
M using on the roaring ocean \ . . . . . 356
My blessingson you, sonsy wife . . . . . 262
My bottleis my holy pool . . . 552

My Chloris,” mark how grem the groves

MYy curse upon your venom'd sang . . . . .24

My father was a farmer. . . . . . . 374
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y odlike friend—nay, do not sare
My Harry was a gallant_gay.
MYy heart was ance as blithe as free
My heart isabreaking, dear Tittiel.
My heart is wae, and unco wae
yheart|ssajr—| darenatell .
y heart'sin the nghlands, my heart is not here .
y honour'd Colon . .
y lady's gown, theres gairs upont
yLord, | knowyour noble ear. .
My love she's but a lasse yet.
My lov'd, my honour'd, much respeaed frlend
My Peggysface my Peggy's form .

Nae Igentle dames tho' €er se fair
Nae heathen name shall | prefix .
No churchman am | for to rail and to write
No cold approach, no altered mien.

No more of your g?uens be they titled or not
No more, ye warblers of the wood—no more .
No sculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay
No song nor dance | bring from yon great cny
No Spartan tube, no Attic shell.

No Stewart art thou, Galloway.

Now bank an brae are claith'd in green
Now haply down yon gay green shaw

Now in her green mantle blithe Naturearrays
Now health forsakes that angel face

Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse .

Now Nature hangs her mantle green.

Now Natur e deeds the flowery lea

Now Robin liesin his last lair:

Now rosy,May comes in wi' flowers

Now Spring has clad the grove in green.

Now westhn winds and daught'ring guns

E<t<<d

O! & ye pious godly flocks .
0 a'the airts the wind can blaw .
aye my wife, she dang
O bonnie was yon r rier
O cam ye here the fight to sun?
O can ye labour Iea young man 2
O could | %vethee India's wealth .
O Death ! hadst thou but spar'd hislife
O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody.
O'er the migt-shrouded dliffs of the lone mountain sraylng
Of all the num'rousills that hurt our pace
O gat ye me,O gat ye me .
O giemy love, bross brose
uid ale comes, and guid alegos
oudie! terror o' the Whigs .
O had the malt thy strength of mind.
0. had each Scot of ancient times
O, how can | be blithe and glad?
0O how shall I, unskilfu', try? .
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O Mally'smeek, Mally' Savedt. . . . . . . 471
OMary, at thywmdow be . . . . . . 509
O May, thy morn was néer sse Sweet Lo ..o 499
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Onenight as | did wander. . . . . 387
One Queen Artemisia, as old ‘gories tell . .. .. 351
0O, oncell lov'd abonmelass . . . . .7
o Ph|||y, happy be that day. . . . . . . B54
O poorfith cauld and regtless love . . . . . 507
Oppressd with grief, oppressd with care . 67
o ragmgfortunéswnhenng blast. . . . . .
O rattlin' roarin' Willie .
O rough, rude, ready-witted ‘Rankine
Orthodox, orthodox. . .
0 sad and heaV{ should | pan .
O saw ye bonnie Ledey? .
O saw ye my dear, my Phely
O saw ye my dearie, my'EppieM' Nab? L
O snga new songto the Lord . . . . 263
O stay, sweet warbling wood-| lark, s[ay . RV 567
O gexr her up and haud her gaun Lo 528
Othat | had néer been marri L 383
O Thou dread Power, who reign'st above . . . . 112
O Thou Great Belng' what Thou art. . . . . 115
O Thou in whom weliveand rove . . . . . 367
O thou pale orb that silent shines . . . . . 65
O Thou, thefirst, the greatest Friend . . . . 114
O Thou unknovvn Almighty cause . . . . 73
O Thou, wha in the héavéns dost dwell Lo 163
O thou, whatever title suit thee . . . . . 25
(0] Thou who kindly dost prowde L. . 354
O thou, whom poesy abhorsl . . . . . . 354

O Tibbie, | hae sen the day. . . . . . . 373
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Out over the Forth | look to the north.

Our thnsdesflourish'd fresh and fair.

O wat ye what my minniedid? .

O, werel on Parnasus hill !,

0, were my love on lilac fair.

O wert thou in the caul blast.

O wha s she that ldes me?

O wha m?/ babie clouts will buy’)

O wha will to &. Stephen's house ? .
O whare ?at yethat hauver meal bannock ?
O wharelive'ye, my bonnie lass? .
0O when she cam ben she bobbit fu' low.

O whistle, and | 'l come

O whistlean'l" || cometoye, mylad

O wilt thou gowi' me . .

O Willie brew'd a peck o' maut

0 why the deuce should | repine?

O ye'wha are s guid yoursd.

O ye whose cheek the tear of pity sains’

P Nicholson  w a bay mare
%%ajsewomanstlll hislordm%)?doars y. .

Rash mortal, and danderous Poet, thy name .
Raving winds around her blowing .
Revered defender of beauteous Stuart

ight, sir, your text "1l proventrue

in shurein hairgt. .
Rustlcny sungainly form.

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calls thee forth?
Sad thy tale, thou idle page .
Sae fair her hair, se brent her brow

See flaxen were her ringlets

Say, sages what'sthe charm on earth

Scots, wha haewi' Wallace bled. .
Searching auld wives barrels

Sengibility, how charming

She i s a'winsome wee thing

She's fair and fause that causes my smart,
Should auld uaintance be forgot .
Shrewd Willie Smellie to Crochalancame

Sc a reptile was Wat. . . .. L

Smmer's a pleasant time
Sing on, sweet Thrush, upon the leafless bough
Srr, asyour mandaledld request .
Sir, de a gill gat your card .
Seepa thou, or waka thou, fajra creature? .
Sow spreads 'the gloom my soul desi .
Some books are lies frae end to end.
Some hae meat and canna eat. .
Spare me thy vengeance, Galloway.

3{ my charmer, can you leave me 2
Still anxious to secure your partial favour.
Stop, thief ! dame Naturecried to Death.
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Streams that glide in orient plains

Sweet are the banks—the banks o' Doon . . .
Sweet closes the evening on Craigieburn wood .
Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie-burn

Sweetest May, let loveinspire thee

Sweet flow'rét, pledge o' meikle love

Sweet naivete of feature

Talk not to me of saveges
That there is falsehood in his looks
Thebairns gat out wi' an unco shout
The black-headed eagle
The blude red rose at 'Y ule may blaw.
The bonniest lad that €er | saw. .
The Catrine woods were yellow seen .
The cooper o' Cuddie cam here awa
The dag returns, m¥_bo®m burns .
The deil cam fiddim' thro' the town
The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying
The friend who wild from wisdom's way
The gloomy night |svga1h'r|ng fast
Thegreybeard, old Wi
The heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn
Their proves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon
The King's most humble servant, | .
melladdle? gy the bﬁnﬁs of Nith ¥y
elampof day withill-presaging glare
Thelastpbraw ridal thmplesvags a%g
Thelast time | came o'er themoor . .
The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill
Thelovely lass o' Inverness
Themanin lifewherever placd
The night was still, and oer the hill
The noble Maxwells and the powers .
The ploughman he's a bonnie lad
The poor man weeps—here Gavin deeps
There came a£| er out o' Fife )
There'sauld Rob Morristhat wonsinyon glen
There'sayouthin thiscity .
There'sbraw braw lads on Y arrow braes
There's death in the cup, sae beware !
There's news, lases, news
Thereliv'dacarle on Kellyburn braes
Thereliv'd alassin yonder dale .
There was alass, théy cad her Meg
Therewasabonnielass.
Therewasalad was born in Kye
There was a lass and she was™ fair .
Therewasawifewonn'din ~ Cockpen .
There was once aday, but old Time then was young
There werefivecarlinsin the south
There were three kings into the east
The Robin to the Wren's nest
The simple Bard, unbroke by rules of art .
Thesimple bard, rough at the rustic plough

isdom, may boast of his treasures .
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The smal| birds rejoice in_the green leaves returning
The smiling spring comesin rejoicing

The sun had closd the winter day

The sun heissunk in thewest ..

The tailor fell thro' the bed, thimbles an a'
The Thames flows proudly to the sea

The tithee morn- . ~. . . . .
The wind blew hollow frae the hills . . . .
The winter it is past, and the simmer's come at |ast.
The wintry west extends his blast . . .
Thickest nlght, surround my dwelling !

Thineam I', myfaithful fair

Thine be the volumes, Jessy fair .o

This day, Time winds th' exhausted chain

Thiswot ye all whom it concerns
Tho' cruel fateshould bid uspart
Thouflattering mark of friendship kind .
Though fickle fortune has deceived me
Though women's minds, like winter winds
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie

Thou, Liberty, thou art my theme

Thou ling'ring = star with lessning ray.

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, | arraign

Thou of an independent mind

Thou'swelcome, wean!

Thou, whom chance may hither lead .

—— Second Version

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st
'Tis Friendship's pledge, my young, fair Friend
To Riddel, much lamented man

To thee, lov'd Dee, thy gladsome plains

To thee, lov'd Nith, thy gladsome plains
True-hearted was he, the sad swain o' Yarrow .
Turn again, thou fair Eliza

‘Twas even—the dewy fields were green

‘Twas in that place 0" Scotland's isle

‘Twas in the seventeen hunder year . . .
‘Twas na her bonnie blue €e was my ruin .
‘Twas on a Monday morning .

‘Twas where the birch and sounding thong

Up in the morning's no for me
Upon a simmer Sunday morn . .
Upon that night, when fairies light
Up wi' the carles o' Dysart

Waeismy heart, and thetear 'sin my we
Wae worth thy power, thou cursed” leaf.
Was €er puir poet se befitted ?
Weary fa you, Duncan Gray.

We cam na here to view your warks .
Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower.

Wee sleekit, cow'rin'. tim rous beastie
Wee Willie Gray and his leather wallet
We grant they're thine, those beauties all .
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Your billet, Sir, | grant receipt.
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Yours this moment | Unseal. .
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