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D E DIe A T I O N. 

TOT H E 

NOBLEMEN AND GENtLEMEN 

OFT H E 

CA L ED 0 N I A N HUN T. 

My LORDS, AND GENTLEMEN • 

.A SCOrrISH Bard, proud of the name, 
and whole highejl ambition is to jing in 
hi~ Country's fervice, 'l.';here Jhall he fo 
properly look for patronage as to the illuf
trious Names of his native Land; thole 
who bear the hOlZOltrS and inherit the vir-
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, tUts of their Anceflors ?-7he Poetic Ge

nius of my Country found me as the pro

phetic hard Elijah did Elijha-at the 

plough; and threw her infpiring rnantl.e 
over me. She hade me fiug the loves, the 

joys, the rural fcenes and rural pleafures 

of my natal Soil, in my native tongue: I 

tuned my wild; artleJs notes, as jhe in

fpired.-She whiJpered me to come to this 

ancient metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my 

Songs under your honoured protetzion: I 
now obey her di[l.ates. 

'.though much indehted to your goodllefs, 

I do not approach you, my Lords and Gen

tlemen, in tlte uJual fiile of dedication, to 

thank you for pafi fa.vours; that path is 

[0 hackneyed hy prciflituted Learning, that 

honefl Rufiicity is ajhamed of it.-Nor do 

I preJent this AddreJs with the venal foul 

of a fervile Author, looking for a conti

nuation of thqfe favours: I was hred to 

the Plough, and am independent. I come 

10 claim the common Scottijb name with 
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you, my illuflrious Cou1ttrymm; and to tell 

the world that f glory ill the title.--/ 

come to congratulate my Country, that the 

blood of her ancient heroes flill runs uncon

taminated; and that from your courage, 

knowledge, and public fpiril, jhe may ex

pell protellion, wealth, and liberty.-ltt 

the lajt place, / come to pr~ffer my warm

efl wijhes to the Great Foumain of Ho

nour, the Monarch of the UniverJe, for 
your welfare and happinejs. 

When you go forth to wakmJhe Echoes, 

in the ancient and favourite mmijement if 
your FOrefathers, may Pleafure ever be of 
your party; and may Social-joy await your 

return.' When harr.ajJed i1~ courts or 

camps with the jUfllings of bad men and 

bad meafures, may the honefl confcioufnejs 

of injured Worth attend your retuf1Z 

to your native Seats; and may Domejtic 

Happmejs, with a fmili71g welcome, 

meet you at your zates! May Corrup

tion jhrink at your k/ndling indignant 
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glance; and may tyranny in the Ruler and 
iicentiouJne/s in the People equally find 
ypu an inexorable foe! 

1 have the honour to be, 

Wt'th the fincereft gratitude and htgh
eft re/peft, 

My LoRDS AND GENTLEMEN; 

Your mofl devoted humble Jervant, 

EDlNBURGH, 

April 4. J7 87' 

ROB ER T BUR;NS . . 
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IixtraEl from the 'LOUNGER, No. 97, 
lately publijhed in Edinburgh. 

" ROBERT BURNS, an AyrJhire 
Ploughman, whofe Poems were fome 

time ago publifhed in a country town in 
the Weft of Scotland, with nc,> other 
ambition, it would feem, than to circu
late among the inhabitants of the coun
ty where he was born, to obtain a little 
fame from thofe who had heard of his 
talents-It is to be hoped, I do not af

fume too much, if I endea\'our to place 

him in a higher point of view; to caU 
for a verdict of his country on the me

rit of his works, and to claim for him 

thofe honours which their excellen~ies: 
appears to deferve. 

"In mentioning the circumftance of 
his humble fta1ion, I mean not to reft his 
pretenfions folely on that title, or to 
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urge the merits of his poetry when con
£dered in relation to the lownefs of his 
birth, and the little opportunity of im

provement which his education could 

afford: Thefe particulars, indeed, might 

excite our wonder at his produCtions; 
but his poetry, confidered abfiraCtedly, 
and without the apologies arifing from 

his fituation, feems fully entitled to 
command our feelings, and to obtain 

our applaufe. 

" It is not my intention to point out 
the various beauties interfperfed in the 

£,)llowing poems; the candid and dif

cerning reader will eafily perceive, with 

what uncommon penetration and fagaci

ty this Heaven-taught Ploughman, from 

his humble and unlettered flation, has . 
looked upon men and manners. 

" BURNS poffeffes the [pirit as well as 

the fancy of a poet. That honefi pride 

and independance of foul, which are 

fometimes the Mufe's only dower, break 

forth on every occafion in his works. It 
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may be, then, I {hall wrong his feelings, 

while I indulge my own, in calling the 

attention of the public to his fituation 

and circumftances. That condition, 

humble as it was, in whi"h he found 

content, and wooed the Mufe, might 

not have been deemed uncomfortable; 

but grief and misfortune have reached 

him there; and one or two of:lis poems 

hint, what I have learned from fome of 

his countrymen, that he has been oblig

ed to form the refolution of leaving his 

native land, to feek under a \Veft-Indian 

clime, that {heiter and fupport which 
Scotland has denied him. But I truf!: 

means may be found to prevent this re

{olution ftom taking place; and that I 

do my country no more than juftiee, 
when I fuppofe her ready to ftretch out 

her hand to cherifh and retain this na
tive poet, whofe " wood-notes wild," 

poffeffes fa mueh excellence. 

" To repair the wrongs of fuffering or 
negleCted merit; to call forth genius 
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from the obfcurity in which it had pined 
indignant, and place it where it may 
profit or delight the World; thefe are 
exertions which give to wealth an envi
able fuperiority; to greatnefs and to 

patronage a laudable pride". 
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'T WAS in that place 0' Sc~tl~nd's jile, 
That bears the name of ""1 King Coil, 
Upon a bonie day in June, 
When wearing thro' the afternoon, 

Twa Dogs, that were na thrang at hame, 
Forgather'd ance upon a time. , 

The firft I'll name, they c~'d him CtrJar, 

W as ~eePit for his HonofPleafure; 

s, 
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His hair, his fize, his mouth, his lugs, 

Shew'd he was nane 0' Scotland's dogs, 
But whalpit fome place far abroad, 

Whare failors gang to fiih for Cod. 

His lock.ed, letter'd, braw brafs collar 

~hew'd him the gentleman and fcholar; 

But though he was 0' high degree, 

The fient a pride na pride had he, 

But wad hae fpent an hour careffin, 

Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gipfey's meffin : 

j\t kirk or market, mill or fmiddie, 

Nea tawted tyke, tho' e'er fae duddie, 

But he wad ftan't, as glad to fee him, 

An' f1:roan't on 1'canes an' hillocks wi' him. 

The tither was a ploughman's collie, 

J A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 

'Yha for his friend and comrade had him, 

And in his freaks had Luath ca'd him, 

After fome dog in Highland fang·, 

Was made lang f)-ne, Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gaih an' faithfu' tyke, 

As ever lap a fheugh or dike. 

His honefl, [onfie, baws'nt face, 

Ay gat him friends in ilka place; 

His breaft was white, his touzie back 

'V eel clad wi' coat 0' gloffy black; 

.. CuchuIlin'. dog in Offian's Fiangal. 
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His gaucie tail, wi' upward curl, 
Hung owre his hurdies wi' a fwirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain 0' idler, 

An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 

Wi' focial nofe whyles fnu/f'd an' fnowkit; 

Whyles mice and moudieworts they howkit; 

Whyles fcour'd awa in lang excurfion, 
An' worry'd ither in diverfion ; 
Till tir'd at lail: wi' monya farce, 
They fat them down tlpo!' their a-, 

An' there began a tang digrelTion 
About the lords 0' the cyeatiJn. 

C lE S A R. 
I've aften wonder'd, honell: Luath, 

What fort 0' life poor dogs like you have; 
An' when the gentry's life I faw, 
What way poor bodies :iv'd ave,. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 
His coals, his kain, an' a' his ftents . 
He rifes when he likes himfel ; 

His flunkies an[wer at the bell ; 

He ca's his coach; he ca's his horfe ; 
He draws a bonie filken purfe 

As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the fteeks, 

The yellow letter'd Geordie keeks. 

B 2 
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Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling, 

At baking, roafting, frying, boiling; 

An' tho' the gentry firft are fteehin, 

Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 

Wi' fauee, ragouts, an' fie like tra/htrie, 
That's little {hart 0' downright waftrie. 

Our Whipper-in, wee, blaftit wanner, 

Poor, wonhlefs elf, it eats a dinner, 

Better than ony tenant man 
His Honor has in a' the lan' ; 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 

I own it's paft my eomprehenfion. 

L U A T H. 
Trowth, Crefar, whyles their falli't enough; 

A cotter howkin in a /heugh, 

Wi' dirty franes biggin a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, an' fie like, 

Himfel, a wife, he thus fuftains, 
A fmytrie 0' wee duddie weans, 

An' nought but his han' darg, to keep 
Them right an' tight in thack an' rape. 

An' when they meet wi' fair di/afters, 

Like lofs 0' health or want 0 ' mafters, 

Ve mail1: wad think, a wee touch langer, 

An' they maun Harve 0' eauld and hunger : 

But how it comes, I never kend yet, 

They're maiHly wonderfu' contented; 
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An' buirdly chi eis, an' clever hizzies, 

Are bred in fie a way as this is. 

C lE S A R. 

But then, to fee how ye'es negleckit, 
How huff'd, an' cuff'd, an' difrefpeckit ! 
L-d, man, our gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' fic cattle; 
They gang as faucy by poor folk, 
As I wad by a il:inking brock. 

I've notic'd on our Laird's court-day, 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, fcant 0' calh, 
How they maun thole a factor's fnalh ; 

He'll fiamp an' threaten, curfe an' fwear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear; 
While they maun {tan', wi' afpect humble, 

An' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble! 

I fee how folk live that hae riches; 

But furely poor folk maun be wretches! 

L U AT H . 

They're no fae wretched's ane wad think; 

Tho' confrantly on poortith's brink, 

They're fae accuftom'd wi' the fight, 
They view o't gies them little fright. 

B 3 
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Then chance and fortune are fae guided, 

They'r ay in lefs or mair provided; 
An' tho' fatigu'cl wi' clofe employment, 
A blink 0' reft's a fweet enjoyment. 

The deareft comfort 0' their lives, 

Their gruihie weans an' faithfu' wives; 
The prattling things are juft their pride, 
That [wee tens a' their fire-fide. 

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

They lay afide their private cares, 

To mind the Kirk and State affairs; 

They'll talk 0' patronage an' priefis, 

Wi' kindling fury i' their breafis, 
Or tell what new taxation's comin, 
An' ferlie at the folk in Lon'on. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmas returns, 

They get the jovial ranting Kirns, 

When rural life, of ev'ry fiation, 

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

That merry day the year begins, 
They bar the door on frofty wins i 
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The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 
An' iheds a heart-infpiring !learn ; 
The luntin pipe, an' fneeiliin mill, 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 

The can tie auld folks cra~kin croufe, 
The young anes ranting thro' the houfe
My heart has been fae fain to fee them, 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Sill it's ovvre true that ye hae faid, 

Sic game is now owre aften play'd; 
Thtre's monie a creditable frock 

0' oecent, honeft, fawfont folk, 

Are riven out baith root an' branch, 
Some rafcal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha Ihinks to knit himfel the fafter 

In favor wi' fome gentle Mafter, 

Wha ablins thrang a parliamentin, 

For Britain's guid his fanl indentin--

C ft: S A R. 
Haith. lad, ye little ken about it; 

For Britain's guid! guid faith! I doubt it. 

Say, rather, gaun as Premiers lead him, 

An' faying aye or no's they bid him: 

At Operas an' Plays parading, 

Mortgaging, gamblIng, mafquerading: 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft, 

To Hague or Calais taks a waft, 

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

To learn bon ton an' fee the worl'. 

There, at Vienna or VerJaillts, 
He rives his father's auld entails; 

Or by Madrid he taks the rout, 

To thrum guittars an' fecht wi' nowt; 
Or down Italian Villa Hartles, 
Wh-re-hunting amang groves 0' myrtles; 

Then boufes drumlie German water, 

To mak himfellook fair and fatter, 
An' clear the confequential forrows, 

Love-gifts of Carnival Signioras. 

For Brilain's guid! for her deftruction r 
Wi'diffipation, feud an' faction! 

L U AT H. 

Hech man! dear firs! is that the gate 
They wafte fae mony a braw e£tate ! 
Are we fae foughten and harafs'd 

For gear to gang that gate at Jaft I 

o would they fray aback frae courts, 
An' pleafe themfels wi' counlra fports, 

It wad fdr ev'ry ane be better, 
The Laird, the Tenant, an' the Cotter r 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet 0' them's ill-hearted fellows; 

Except for breakin 0' their timmer, 

Or fpeakin lightly 0' their Limmer, 

• 
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Or fuootin 0' a hare or moorcock, 

The ne'er-a-bit they're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, mafrer CtEjar, 
Sure great folk's life's a life 0' pleafure? 

Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can freer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

C lE SA R. 
L-d, man, were ye but whyles whare I am, 

The. gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's true, they need na frarve or fweat, 
Thro' Winter's cauld, or Simmer's heat; 

They've nae fair wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes j 

But human b'odies are fie fools, 
" For a' their colleges and fchools, 

That when nae real ills perplex them, 

They milk eoow themfelves to vex them j 

An' ay the ltfs they hae to frun them, 

In like proportion, lefs will hurt them. 

A country fellow at the pleugh, 
His acre's till'd, he's right enough; 

A country girl at het wheel, 
Her dizzen's done, fue's uneo weel . 
But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warf!:, 
\IV i' ev'n down want 0' wark are curft. 

They loiter, lounging, lank, an' Iny • 
Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneafy . 
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Their days infipid, dull, an' taftelefs, 
Their nights unquiet, lang, and reftlefs. 

An' eV'il their fporrs, their balls, an' races, 
Their galloping thro' public places, 
There's fic parade, fic pomp, an' art, 

The joy can fcarcely reach the heart. 

The Men call: out in party-matches, 
Then fowther a' in deep debauches. 

Ae night, they're mad wi' drink an' whoring, 
Nieft day their life is paft enduring. 

The Ladies arm-in-arm in c1uilers, 

As great an' gracious a' as fifters ; 
But here their abfent thoughts 0' ither, 
Thev're a'run deils an' jads thegither. 
V, hyles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie. 
They fip the fcandal potion pretty; 

Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks, 
Pore owre the devil's piCtur'd beuks; 

Stake on a chance a farmer's ftackyard, 

An' cheat like ony unhang'd blackguard. 

There's fome exceptions, man an' woman» 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the fun wa.s out 0' fight, 

An' darker gloamin brought the night: 
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The bum-cloeR humm'd wi' lazy drone, 
The kye frood rowtin i'the loan; 
Wl).en up they gat an' fuook their lugs, 
Rejoic'd they were na men, but dogs; 

An' each took aff his feveral way, 
Refolv'd to meet fome ither day. 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 

Gie him jlrong drink until he wink, 
'That's }inking in de/pair; 

An' liquor guM to fire his hluid, 
'That's prejl wi' grief an' care: 

fJ'here let him houJe an' deep c(Jrouje, 

Wj' bumpers jlowinK o'er, 
fJ'i/l he forgets his loves or debts, 

An' minds his griefs no mort. 

SOLOMON'S PROVERBS, xxxi. 6. 7. 

LET other Poets raife a fracas 

'Bout vines, aa' wines, an' druken BacchUI, 

An' crabblt.names an' frories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug, 

I fing the juice Scotch beer can mak us, 

In glafs or jug. 

o tllOU, my MuJe! guid auld Scotch Drink! 
Whether thro' wimplin worms thou jink, 

Or, richly brown, ream owre the brink, 
In glorious faem, 

Infpire me, till I lifp an' wink, 

To flog thy name! 

.. 
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Let hulky Wheat the haughsadorn, 

An' Aits fet up their awnie horn, 
An' Peafe an' Beans, at een or morn, 

. Perfume the plain. 

Leeze me on thee, 10hn Barltycorn, 

Thou king 0' ~ra!n ! 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood, 

In fouple fcones, the wale 0' food! 

Or tumblil)g in the boiling floon 
Wi' kail an' beef; 

But when thou pours thy ftrong heart's blood, 

There thou fhines chief. 

Food fills the warne, an' keeps us livin ; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth receivin, 

When heavy-dragg'd wi' pine and grievin; 

But oil'd by thee, 

The wneels 0' life gae down-hill, fcrievin, 

Wi' rattlin ~lee. 

Thou clears the head 0' doited Lear; 

Thou chears. the heart 0' drooping Care; 

Thou firings the nerves 0' Labor fair, 

At's weary toil; 

Thou ev'n brightens dark Defpair, 
Wi' gloomy finite. 

Aft, cl~d in maffy, filler weed, 

Wi' Gendes thou ereCts thy heed; 
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Yet humbly kind, in time 0' need, 

The poor man's wine; 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fine. 

Thou art the life 0' public haunts; 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants 1 

Ev'n godly meetings 0' the faunts, 

By thee infpir'd, 
When gaping they befiege the tmts, 

Are doubly tir'd. 

That merry night we get the corn in, 
o fweedy, then, thou reams the horn in! 
Or reekin on a New-year 1lI0rnin 

In cog or bicker, 
An' jufl a wee drap fp'ritual burn in, 

An' gufty fucker I 

When Vulcan gieshis bellows breath, 

An'Ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 

o rare! to fee thee fizz an' freath, 

l' th' lugget Ca up I 
Then Burne'U)in comes on like Death 

At ev'ry chap. 

Nea mercy, then, for airn or freel ; 

The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chie! 

Brings hard owrehip, wi' fturdy wheel 

The frrong forehanuner, 
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Till block an' ftuddie ring an' reel 
Wi' dinfome clamour. 

When Ikirlin weanies fee the light, 

Thou maks the goffips clatter bright, 

How fumbling Cuifs their Dearies flight, 
Wea worth the name! 

Nae Howdie gets a focial night, 
Or plack frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 

An' juft as wud as wud can be, 
How eafy can the barley-brie 

Cement the quarrel I 

It's aye the cheapeft Lawyer's fee 
To tafte the barrel. 

Alake! that e'er my Mufe has reafan, 

To wyte her countrymen wi' treafon ! 

But monie daily weet their weafon 
W l' liquors nice, 

An' hardly, in a winter.'feafon, 
E'er fpier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trafh! 

Fell [ource 0' monie a pain an' bralh! 

Twins monie a poor, doylt, druken hafh 
0' half his days j 

An' fends, befide, auld Scotland's cafh 

To her warft faes. 
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Ye Scots, wha wiih auld Scotland well, 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell, 

Poor, placklefs devils like myfell, 

It fets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu.' wines to meJl, 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blather wrench, 
An' gouts torment him, inch by inch, 
Wha twifts his gruntle wi' a glunch 

0' four difdain, 
Out owre a glafs 0' Whijky punch 

Wi' honeft men ! 

o Whijky! foul 0' plays an' pranks! 
Accept a Bardie's gratefu' thanks! 
When wanting thee, what tunelefs cranks 

Are my poor VCl'fes! 
Thou comes-they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a_I 

Thee FerintoJh! 0 fadly loft ! 
Scotland lament frae coaft to coall r 

Now colic-grips, an' barkin hoafi, 

May kill u! a'; 
For loyal Forbes' charter'd boal!: 

Is ta'en awa! 

Thae curft horfe-Ieeches 0' th' Excife, 

Wha mak the whijky /iells their prize! 
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Haud up thy han' Deill ance, twice, trice! 

There, feize the blinkers! 

An' bake them up in brunftane pies 
For poor cl-n'd drinkers. 

Fortune, if thou'lI but gie me ftill 

Hale breeks, a fcone, an' whijky gill, 

An' rowth 0' rhyme to rave at will, 
Tak' a' the rell, 

An' deal'( about as thy blind /kill 
DireCts thee bell. 
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THE AUT H 0 R's 

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER*~· 

'fo th~ Right Honoura"'~ and Honoura/;!~, the Scotch 
Reprefentatives in tlJ~ Houfi of Commonl. 

Dearejl of Dij1i/lali,n! laft anJ btft ! __ 
-H~'W art thgu lojI !_ 

PAR 0 D Y on MILT 0):/, 

Y E IriJh Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha repreftnt Our broughs an' ihires, 

- An' doucely manage our affairs 

In Parliament. 
To you a fimple Bardie's pray'rs 

Are humbly fent. 

Alas 1 my roupet Mufe is hearfe ! 

Y (Jur Honors heart~ wi' grief 'twad pierce, 
To fee her littin on her 3-

~ow j' the duft, 
An' fcriechen out profaic ver[e, 

An' like to brull: ! 

• This was wrote before the All anent the Scotch Dif
tilleries, of feffion 1786; for which Scotland and tbe Autbor 
return their moll grateful thank. 

, , 
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Tell them w'hae hae the chief direCtion, 

Scotl.md an' me's in great dRiCtion, 

E'er fin' they laid that curft reftrietion 

On A'Iuavilae; 
An' roufe them up to thong conviCtion, 
. An' move their pity. 

Stan-d faith, an' tell yon P,·emie,. Youth 

The honeft, open, naked truth: 

Tell him 0' mine an'Scotland's drouth, 

His ftrvants humble: 

The muckle devil blaw ye fouth, 

If ye di1femble! 

Does oney great man glunch an' gloom? 

Speak out an' never fafh your thumb! 

Let pofts an' penfionli fink or foom 

Wi' them wha grant 'ern : 

If honefrly they canna come, 

Far better want 'ern. 

In gath'rin votes you were na {Jack; 

Now {tand as tightly by your tack: 

Ne'cr claw your lug, an' fidge your back, 

An' hum an' haw, 

But raife your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a', 

Paint Scotland greetin owre her thrifsle; 

Her mutchkin-ftoup as to om's a whifde ; 
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An' d-mn'd E!ci[emen in a bufsle, 

Seizin a Stet" 
Triumphant crufhin't like a mu1TeI 

Or lampit fhell 

Then on the tither hand prefent ner, 

A blackguard Smuggler, right behint her, 

An' cheek-for-chow, a chuflie Vintner, 

Colleaguing join. 
Picking her pouch as bare as Winter, 

Of a' kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name 0' Seot, 
But feels his heart's bluid riling hot, 

To fee his poor auld Mither's pot, 
Thus dung in fraves, 

An' plunder'd 0' her hindmoft groat 

By gallows knaves? 

Alas' I'm but a namelefs wight, 

Trode i' the mire out 0' fight! 

But could I like Montgomtt'ies fight, 

Or gab like Eofwel', 
There's fame fark-necks T wad draw tight, 

An' tie fome hofe well, 

God blefs your Honors, can ye fee't, 

The kind, auld, can tie Carlin greet, 

An' 110 get warmly to youi feet, 

An' gar them hear it, 
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An' tell them, wi' a patriot-heat, 

Ye winna bear it ! 

Some 0' you nicely ken the laws, 

To round the period an' paufe, 

An' with rhetoric claufe on claufe 

To mak harangues; 
Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

DempJler, a true-blue Scot I'fe warran ; 

Thee, aith-detefting, chafte Kilkerran j 

An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird 0' Gmham j 

An' ane, a chap that's d-mn'd auldfarrall, 

Dundas his ~ame. 

Er}kine, a (punkie Norland billie > 

True Campbel/s, Ft-edericR an' !lay; 

An' LivijlQlle, the bauld Sir If/i/lie ; 

An' mOnle ithelS, 

Whom auld Demofihenes or Tully 

Might own for brithers. 

Aroufe, my boys! exert your mettle, 

To get auld Scotland back her kettle! 

Or faith! I'll wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'Jl fee't or lang, 

She'll teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither fang. 
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This while ihee's been in crankous mood, 
Her loft Militia fir'd her bluid ; 

(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that plilkie !) 
An' now ihe's like to rinred-wud 

About her Whilky. 

An'L--d, if ance they pit her till't, 
Her tartan petticoat {he'll kilt, 

An'durk an' piftol at her belt, 

She'll wk the ftreets~ 
And rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I' th' firil: lhe meets! 

For G-d fake, Sirs! then fpeak her fair, 

An' ftraik her cannie wi' the hair, 

An' to the muclde houfe repair, 

Wi' infrant fpeed, 

An' fhive, wi' a' your Wit an' Lear, 

To get remead. 

Yon iJl-tongu'd tinlder, Char/ie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks; 

But gie him't het, my hearty cocks! 

E'eR cowe the cadie ( 

An' fend him to his dicing box 

An' fportin lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid 0' auld Boconnock's, 

I'll be his debt twa mafhlum bonnocks, 
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An' drink his health in auld Nanfo 'Tinnocli.'s. 

Nine times a-week, 
If he fome fcheme, like tea an' winnock's, 

Wad kindly feek. 

Could he fome commutation broach, 

1'H pledge my aith in gude br:.l.id Scotch, 

He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition, 

Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch· potch, 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a rauele tongue; 

She's jul1 a devil wi' a rung; 

An' if ihe promife auld or young 

To tail: their part, 

Tho' by the neck /he ihouJd be {hung, 

She'l! no defert. 

An' now, ye chofen Five and Forty, 

May fl:il! your Mither's heart fupport ye; 

Then, tho' a Minill:er grow dortv, 

An' kick your place, 
Ye'l! fnap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 

Before his face. 

God bids your Honors, a' your days, 
Wi' fowps 0' kail an' brats 0' e1aife, 

• A worthy old Hollefs of the Autbor'. in Mal/ch/itlt, 
where he fometimes lludies Politics over 2. glafs of gudc auld 
~f,tch Drid. 
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In {pite 0' a' the thievilh kaes 
That haunt St 1amit's! 

Your humble Bardie fings an' prays 
While Rab his name is. 

P 0 S 'T S CRI P 'T. 

Let half-ftarv'd Gaves in warmer fkies, 

See future wines, rich-cluft'ring, rife; 

Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies, 
But blyth and frilky, 

She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 

Tak afftheir Whilky. 

What tho' their Phrebus kind er warms, 

While Fragrance blooms and Beauty charms ! 

When wretches range, in fami/h'd [warms, 

The fcented groves, 

Or hounded forth, di/honor arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their lhouther ! 

They downa bide the ftink 0 ' powther ; 

Their bauldeft thought's a hank'ring fwither 

To ftan' or rin, 
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Till fkelp-a iliot-theY're aff, a' throwther, 

To fave their fkin. 

But bring a Scotchman frae his hill, 

Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 

Say, fuch is royal Geor-ge's will, 

An' there's the foe, 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings teafe him; 

Death comes, wi' fearlelS eye he fees him; 

Wi' bluidy han' a welcome gies him; 

An' when he fa's, 
His latefr draught 0' breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their folemn een may freek, 

An' raiCe a philofophic reek, 

An' phyfically eaufes reek, 

In clime an' feafon, 
But tell me Whifty's name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reafon. 

Scotland, my auld, refpeCted Mither! 

Tho' whyles ye moill:ify your leather, 

Till whare ye fit, on craps 0' heather, 

. Ye tine your dam; 

Freedom and Whifty ga~g thegitber, 

Tak aff your dram! 

C 



THE 

H o L y F 

J rohe of jeeminK truth and trujl 

Hid crafty ohjervation ; 

A 

And Jecret hunK, with poifon'd crujl, 

ne dirk of Defamation .-

J majk that like the Korl;et jbow'd, 

D)'e-vmying, on the piKeon; 

And for a mantle larKe and hroad, 

He wrapl him in Religion. 

I R*. 

HYPOCRISY A-LA-MODE. 

1. 

P PON a fimmer Sunday morn, 

When Nature's face is fair, 

I walked forth to view the corn, 

An' fnuff tne caller air. 

The rifing fun, owre Galjlon muirs, 

Wi' glorious light was glintill; 

The hares were hirplin down the furs, 

The la v'rocks they were chantin 

Fu' fweet that day. 

• Hely Fair is a common phrafe in the Well of Scot
lane! for a facramental octaGon. 
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H. 

As lightfomely I glowr'd abroad, 
To fee a fcene fae gay, 

Three Hizzies, early at the road, 
Cam lkeJpin up the way. 

Twa had manteeles 0' dolefu' black, 
But ane wi' lyart lining> 

The third, that gaed a wee a-back, 

Was in the fathion thining 

. Fu' gay that day. 
JII. 

The tWQ appear'd like fifters twin, 

In feature, form, an' claes > 

Their vifage wither'd, lang an' thin, 
An' four as ony flaes : 

The third cam up, hap-/lep-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lambie, 

An' wi' a eurchie low did /loop, 
As foon as e'er the faw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 
IV. 

Wi' bonnet aff, quoth T, ( Sweet lalS, 

• I think ye feem to ken me ; 

, I'm fure I've feen that bonie face, 

, But yet I canna name ye.' 

~o' fhe, an' laugh in as the fpak, 
An'taks me by the hauns, 

, Ye, for my fake, hae gi'en the feek 
, Of a' the ten commauns 

, A fcreed fame day. 

Cz 
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V. 

• My name is Fun-your cronie dear, 

• The neareH: friend ye hae j 

• An'this is 'Super/lition here, 

• An' that's Hypocrify. 

• I'm gaun to .""" ...... Holy fair, 

, To fpend an hour in daR n ; 

, Gin ye'll go there, yon runkl'd pair, 

• We will get famous laughin 

, At them this day.' 

VI. 
Quoth T, • With a'my heart, I'll do't; 

, I'll get my Sunday's fark 00, 

• An'meet you on the holy fpot ; 

• Faith, we'fe hae fioe remarkin I' 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time, 

An' foon I made me ready; 

For roads were clad, frae fide to fide, 

Wi'monie a wearie body, 

In droves that day. 

VII. 
Here, farmers gaJh, in rid in graith, 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters; 

There, fwankies young, in braw braid-c1aith, 

Are fpringin owre the gutters. 

The laffes, /kelpin barefit, thrang, 

In /ilk! an' (carJets glitter; 

W I' }tveet-milk cheeje, in monic a whang, 

An' fads, bak'd wi' butter, 

Fu' crump that day. 
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VIII. 
When by the plate we fet our nore, 

We~1 heaped up wi' ha'pence, 

A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 

Then in we go to fee the nlOW, 
On ev'ry fide they're gath'rin ; 

Some carryin dails, fame chairs an' fiools, 

An fame are bufy bJeth'rin 

Right loud that day. 
IX 

Here frands a fhed to fend the fhow'rs, 

An' fcreen our countra Gentry, 

There, racer 1cJs, an'twa-three wh-res, 
Are bJinkin at the entry. 

Here fits a raw 0' tittJing jads, 

Wj' 1;iea.vin,; br>.!a/l: an' bare neck; 

An' there, a batch 0' wabfter lads, 

BJackguarding frae K .. • .... ck, 

Fo fun this day, 

X. 
Here, fame are thinkin on their fins, 

An' fame upo' their c1aes; 

Anc curfes feet that fyl'd his 1l1ins, 
Anither fighs an' prays: 

On this hand fits a Chofen fwatch, 

Vii' fcrew'd-up, grace prou\l faces; 

On tbat, a ftt 0' Chaps, at watch, 

Thrang winkIn on the laffes 

To chairs that day. 

C3 
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XI. 
o happy is that man, an' bletl r 

Nae wonder that it pride him! 
Wha's ain dear lafs, that he likes belt, 

Comes clinkin down bdide" him! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair-back, 

He fweetly does compofe hil ; 

Which, by degrees, flips round her neck, 
An's loof upon her bofom 

Unkend that day. 
XII. 

Now a'the congregation o'er 

Is filent expectation; 

For ....... fpeels the holy door, 

Wi'tidings 0' d-mn-l--n. 

Should Hornie, as in ancient days, 
'Mang fons 0' G- prefent him, 

The vera light 0 ' ••• .. ·'5 face, -

To's ain het hame had fent him 

Wi' fright that day. 
XIII. 

Hear how he clears the points 0' Faith 

Wj'rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm. now wild in wrath, 

He's fl mpin, an' he's jumpin ! 

His lengthen'd chin, his turn'd-up fnout, 

HIS eldritch fqueel and geftures, 

o how they lire the heart devout, 

Like cantharidian plafters, 

On lica day I 
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XIV. 

But hark! the tent has chang'd its voice; 

There's peace an' rell: nae langer; 

For a' the real judges rife, 

They canna fit for anger . 

..... opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals; 

An' aff the godly pour in thralJgs, 

To gie the jars an' barrels 
A lift that day. 

XV. 

What fignilies his barren lhine, 

Of moral pow'rs an' reafon ? 
His Enbldh ilyle, an' gefiure fine, 

• Are a' clean out 0' feafoll. 

Likt: Socrat(s or /intonine, 

Or fome auld Pagan [-feathen, 

The moral llIan he does dt:fine, 

But nt'er a word 0' faith in 
That's right that day. 

XVI. 
In guid time comes an antidote 

A6atnll: fic poifon'u nothum • 

For •••••• , frae Ihe water-fit, 

Afcends the holy roltrulll: 

See, up he's gut the word 0' G-, 
An' meek an' milll has vlew'd it, 

WhIle Common-Senft has ta'en the road, 

An' aff, an' up the Cow,Wlte• 
Fall:, fall: that day • 

• A firet' fa c:all'd, which faces the tent in - . 

C4 
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XVII. 
Wee ....... niefi, the Guard relieves, 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 

Tho'in his heart he wed believes, 

An' thinks it auJd wives' fabl-es : 

But faith! the birkie wants a Manfe, 

So, cannilie he hums them; 
Altho' his carnal wit an' fenfe 

Like haffiins-wife o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 
XVIlI. 

Now, butt an' ben, the Change-houfe fills, 

Wj' yill-caup Commentators; 

Here's crying out for bakes an' gills, 

An' there the pint-fiowp clatters; 

While thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 
Wj' Logic, an' wi Scripture, 

They raife a din, that, in the end, 

Is like to breed a rupture 

0' wrath that day. 

XIX. 
Leeze me on Drink! it gi'es us mair 

Than either School or College; 
It kmdles Wit, it waukens Lair, 

It pangs us fou 0' Knowledge. 

Be't wh,lky gill or penny wheep, 

Or ony fironger potion, 

It never fails, on drinkin deep, 

To kittle up our notion, 

By night or day. 
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XX. 

The lads an' laffes , blythely bent 

To mind baith faul an' body, 

Sit round the table, weel content, 

An' freer about the toddy. 

On this ane's drers, an ' that ane's leuk, 

They're makin obfervati ns; 

While fome are cozie i' the neuk, 

An' formin affignations 

To meet fome day •. 
XXI. 

But now the L--'s ain trumpet touts, 

Till a' the hills are rairin, 

An' echos back return the fhouts ; 

Black ........ "'''' is na fpariu ~ 

His piercing words, lIke Highlan (words, . 

Div ide the jOints an' marrow; 

His talk 0' H-ll, whare de viIs dwell, 

Our vera' Sauls does harrow*" 

Vv i' fright that day I 
XXIl. 

A vafi, unbottom'd, boundlefs Pit, 

Fill'd fou 0' lowin brun!l:ane, 

Wha's raging flame, an' {corching heat~ 

Wad melt the hardell whun-fl:ane! 

The half alleep fiart up wi' fear, 

Au' tl.ink they hear it roaring, 

When prefently it does appear, 

'TWllS but fome neebor fnoring 

Alleep that day, 

~ Shakefpc~re" Hamlet. 

Cs 
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XXIII. 
'Twad be owre lang a tale to tell, 

How monie frories pafr, 

An' how they cfouded to the yill, 
When they were a' difmift: 

How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the furms and benches; 

An' cheefe an' bread, frae women's laps, 

Was dealt about in lunches, 

An'dawds that day. 

XXIV. 
]n comes a gaucie, gaih Guidwife, 

An' fits down by the fire, 

Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 

The laKes they are thyer. 

The auld Guidmen, about theg-,.a(t, 

Frae fide to fide they bother, 

Till fame ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gi'es them't, like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

XXV. 
Waef\lcks! for him that gets nae latS, 

Or laKes that hac naething' 
Sma' need has he to fay a grace, 

Or melvie his braw c1aithing I 

o Wives! be mindfu' ance yourfel, 

How bonie lads ye wanted, 

An' dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 

Let lafl"es be affronted 

On fic a day I 
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XXVI. 
Now Clinkumbe/I, wi' rattlin tow, 

Begins to jaw an' croon; 

Some [wagger hame, the beft they dow, 

Some wait the afternoon. 

At flaps the billies halt a blink, 

Tilllaffes {hip their /hoon : 
Wi' faith an' hop!.", an' love an' drink, 

They're a' in famous tune 

For crack that day. 

XXVII. 
How monie hearts this day converts 

O' Sinners and 0' Lafft!s I 
Their hearto 0' ftane gin night are gane, 

As faft as any fiefh is. 

There's Come are. fall 0' love divine; 

There's fome are fou 0' brandy. 

An' monie jobs that day begin , 

May end in Houghmagandie 

Some ither day. 
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D E A T H 

AND 

DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 

A 

Cf'RUE STORr. 

SOME books are lies frae end to end, 

And fome great lies were never penn'd : 

Ev'n MiniHers they hae been kenn'd, 

In holy rapture, 
Great lies and nonfenfe baith to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scriptur • 

But this that I am gaun to tell, 

Which lately on a mght befel: 

Is jufr as true's the Dtli s in h-II. 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes ourfel 

'S a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fou, but jufl had plenty; 

I fiacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 
To free the ditches : 

An' hillocks, ftanes, an' bullies kenn'd ay 
Frae ghilifts an' witches 
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The riling Moon began to glowr 

The dill:ant Cumnoclt hills out-owre ; 

To count her horns, wi' a' my POW'T, 

I fet myfel ; 
But whether Jhe had three or four, 

I cou'd na tell. 

I was come round about the hill, 

And todlin down on Willie's mill, 

Setting lily fiaff wi' a' my /kill, 

To keep me ficker ; 

Tho'leeward whyles, againll: llIy will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' Something does forgather, 
That pat me in an eerie fwither; 

An awfu' fCythe, out-owre ae fhouther, 

Clear-dang!ing, hang; 

A three-tae'cl lciner on the nher 

Lay, large an' Jang. 

Its ftature feem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 

The queereR fhape that e'er J faw, 

For fient a wame it had ava, 

And then its Ihar.ks, 

They were as thin, as Jharp an' frna', 

As cheeks o' branks. 

• Guid-een,' quo' I; ( Friend! hae ye been mawln, 

When ither folk are bufy [awln· ?' 

• This renco\Jnter happened ID feed time 17eS. 
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Tt feem'd to mak a kind o' ftan~, 

But naething fpak; 
At length, fays I, ' Friend, whare ye gaun, 

, Will ye go backt' 

It fpak right howe-' My name is Death, 
, But be na' fiey'd.'-~otb I, ' Guid faith, 
, Ye're maybe come to ftap my breath; 

, Rut tent me, billie; 
, I red ye weel, tak care 0' f1caith, 

, See, there's a gully /' 

, Gudeman,' quo' he, ' put up your whittle, 
, I'n, no dtfign'd to try its mettle; 
, But if I did, I wad be kittle 

, To be mifiear'd, 
, I wad na'mind it, no that Ipmle 

• Out· owre lily beard.' 

, Weel, wed!' rays 1, "a bargain be't; 
, COllie, tie" your 1 • .l',U, an' la~ \ c're. gree't ; 
• 'vVe'll tale our ihark, an' tak a (,at, 

, lOllle, gies your ne\\s I 
• This while "" ye hae been mony a gate, 

• At mony a houfe.' 

, Ay, ay l' quo' he, an'ihook his bead, 

, It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

,. An epidemiclll fever was then raging in chac COllQC1J, 
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• Sin' I began to nick the thread, 

, An' choke the breath : 

• Folk maun do fomething for their bread, 
• An' fae maun Death. 

• Sax thoufand years are near hand fled 

• Sin' I was to the butching bred, 
• And mony a [cheme in vain's been laid, 

, To ftap or fear me; 

, Till ane Hornbook's" ta'en up the trade, 
• And faith, he'll waUT mc. 

, Ye ken Jocll Hornbook i' the Clachan, 

• Deil mak his king's-hood in a fpleuchan! 
• He's grown fae wee! acquaint wi' Buchant. 

• And ither chaps, 

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

, See, here's a [cythe, and there's a dart, 

• They hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart; 

• But Doctor Hornbook, wi' his art 
, And curfed {kill , 

, Has made them baith no worth a f-t, 

• D--n'd haet they'll killl 

• This gentleman, Dr. Hornbook, is) profeffionally, 11 

brother of the fovereigo Ord~t of the Ferula; blit, by in
tUItion and ionfpiration, is at once aD Apothecary, Surl:tOD, 

and Phyfician. 

t Bllchall's Domcfik Medicine. 
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, 'Twas but yefireen, nae farther gaen, 

, I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

, Wi'lefs, I'm fure, I've hundreds flain; 

• But deil-ma-eare I 
• It juft play'd dirl on the bane, 

, But did nae mair. 

• HDrnhook was by, wi' ready art, 

• And had fae fortify'd the part, 

• That when I looked to my dart, 

, It was fae blunt, 

• Fient haet o't wad hae p,iere'd the heart 

, Of a ka!l-runt. 

• J drew my fey the in fie a fury, 

• J nearhand eowpit wi' my hurry, 

• But yet the bauld Apothecary 

• Withftood the {hock; 

• I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

, 0' hard whin-rock. 

• E'en them he canna get attended, 

• Altho' their face he ne'er had kend it, 

• lull: lh- in a kail-blade and fend it, 

, As foon's be Inlells 't, 

• Baith their difeafe, and what will mend it, 
, At or.et: he tells 'to 

• And then a' doCtor's [1\\ s and whittles, 

f Of a' dimenfions, ibapes j an' n~cttJes, 
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• A' kinds 0' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, , 
• He's (ure to bae; 

• Their Latin names as faft he rattles 

• AsA BC. 

• Calces 0' (omls, ~arths, and trees; 

• True Sal marinum 0' the feas ; 

• The Farina of beans and peafe, 

• He has't in plenty; 
• Aqua-fontis, what you plea(e, 

• He can content ye. 

• Forbye fome new, uncommon weapons, 

• Urinus Spiritus of capons; 

• Or Mite-horn ihavings, filings, (crapings, 

• Dill:ill'd pt,. ft ; 
e Sal-alkali 0' Midge-tall clippings, 

• And mony mae.' 

e Waes me for Johnn) Gtd's-Hole. now,' 

Quoth I, • if that t~ae news be true! 

• His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 

• Sae white an' bonie, 

e Nae doubt they'll rive it wi' the plew ; 

• Tliey'll ruin Joh"i, /' 

The creature grain'd an eldritch la gh, 

And fays. • Ye Ileedna yoke the pleugh, 

• Kirk·yards will foon be tiU'd eneugh, 

e Tall ye Dae fear: 
• The gravc·diuu. 
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, They'll a' be trench'd wi' mony a Iheugb, 

, In twa-three year. 

, Whare I k~lJ'd ane, a fair arae-death, 
, By Jofs 0' blood, or want 0' breath, 

• This night I'm free to tak my aith, 

, That Hornbook's /kill 
• Has clad a {core i' their Jaft claith, 

• By drap and pill. 

• An honeft Wabftcr to his trade, 

• Whafe wife's twa nieves were fcarce we el-bred, 

• Gat tippence-worth to 'mend her head, 

, When it was fair; 

• The wife fiade tannie to her bed, 

, But ne'er fpak mail. 

• A tountra Laird had ta'en the batts, 

, Or fome curmurring in his guts, 

, His only Ion for Hornbook fers, 

, And pays him well, 
, The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 

• Was Laird himfeJ. 

, A honie Jafs, ye kend her name, 

• Some ill-brewn drink had 11OV'd her wame, 

i She trufts herfelf, to hide the iliame, 

, In Hornbook's care; 

, Horn fent her aff to her lang bame, 

, To hide It there. 
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• That's jull a {watch 0' Hurnhook's way, 

• Thus goes he on from day to'day, 

• Thus does he poiron, kill, all' /lay, 
, An's weel pay'd for't; 

• Yet ftops me 0' my lawfu' prey, 
, Wi' his d-mn'd dirt I 

• But hark! I'll tell you of a plot, 

• Tho' dinna ye be {peakin o't ; 

• I'll nail the {elf-concelled Sot, 
, As dead's a herrin: 

• Nieft time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

• He gets his fairin I' 

But juft as he began to tell, 
The auld kirk-hammer ftrak the bell 

Some wee fhort hour ayont the twa/, 

Which rais'd us baith: 

I took the way that pleas'd myCel, 

And {ae did Dt4tb. 
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THE 

B RIG S o F AYR. 

p 0 E M. 

T HE fimple Bard, rough at the rull:ic plough, 

Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough; 
'The chanting linnet, or the mellow thruth, 

Hailing the feuing fun, fweet, in the green thorn 
buth, 

The foaring lark, the perching red-breaft thrill, 

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

Shall he, nurll: in the Peafant's lowly thed, 

To hardy Independence bravely bred, 

By early Poverty to hardthip fteel 'J, 

And train'd to arms in fiern Misfortune's field, 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The fervile, mercenary Swifs of rhymes? 

Or labour hard the panegyric c1ofe, 

With all the venal foul.of dedicowng Plofe l 
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No! though his artlefs ftrains he rudely flngs, 

And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the ftrjngs, 

He glows with all the {pim of the Bard, 

Fame, honeft Fame, his great, his dear reward. 

Still, if Come Patron's gen'rous care he trace, 

Skill'd in the {ec~et to beftow with grace; 

When B· ..... ••• .. befriends his humble name, 

And hands the ruftic Stranger up to fame, 

With heart-felt throes his grateful bo{om {wells, 

The godlike blifs, to give, alone excels. 

'Twas when the ftacks get on their winter-hap, 

And thack and rape {eCure the toil-won crap; 

Potatoe-bings are fnugged up frae fkaith 

Of coming Winter's biting, frolly breath; 

The Bees, rejoicing o'er their fummer-toils, J 
Unnumber'd buds and /low'rs' delicious {poils, 

Seal'd up with frugal care in OlafJive, waxen piles,_ 

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

The death 0' devils, fiJ100r'd wi' brimflone reek : 

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

The wounded coveys, reeling, {catter wide; 

The feather'!.l field-mates, bound by Nature's tie, 

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie: 

(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 

And execrates man's favage, ruthlefs deeds!) 

Nae mair the /low'r in field or meadow fprings ; 

Nae mair the grove with airy Concert rings, 



Except perhaps the Robin's whifiling glee, 

Proud 0' the height 0' fome bit half-Iang tree: 

The hoary moms precede the funny days, J 
Mild, calm, ferene, wide-fpreads the noon-tide 

blaze, 

While thick the goffamour waves wanton in the 

rays. 

'Twas in that feafon, when a fimple Bard, 

Unknown and poor, fimplicity's reward, 

Ae night, within the ancient brugh of A,I', 

By whim infpir'd, or haply prefi wi' care, 

He left his bed, and took his wayward rout, 

And down by SimPlon's • wheel'd the left about: 

(Whether impell'd by all-dire8ing Fate, 

To witnefs what I after ihalI narrate; 

Or whether, wrapt in meditation high, 

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

The drowfy DunJ;eon-clock t had number'd two, 

And Wallace-tfow'r t had fworn the fact was true: 

The tide-fwoln Firth, with fullen-founding roar, 

Through the fiill night d'dh'd hoarfe along the lhore ; 

All elfe was hulb'd as Nature's dofed e'e; 

The filent moon lhone high o'er tow'r and tree: 

The chilly Froft, beneath the filver beam, 

Crept, gently-crufiing, o'er the glittering ftream.-

• A Doted tavera at the Ju/J Bri, end, 

t Tile two tleeplc$, 
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When, lo! on either hand the lifi'ning Bard, 

The clanging fugh of whifiling wings is heard J 

Twodulky forms dart thro' the midnight air, 

Swift as the Gos '" drives on the wheeling hare; 

Ane on th' ·1uld Brig his airy Ihape uprears, 

The ither flutters o'er the rijing pi~rs: 
Our warlock Rhymer inll:antly defcry'd 

The Sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr prefide. 

(That Bards are fecond-fighted is nae joke, 

And ken the lingo of the fp'ritual folk; 

Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain them, 

And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken them). 

Au/d BI'ig appear'd of ancient Pietilh race, 

The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face: 

He feem'd as he wi' Time had warftl'd lang, 

Yet, teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 

New Brig was bulkit in a braw, new coat, 

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

In's hand five taper fiaves as fmooth's a bead, 

Wi' virJs an' whirlygigums at the head . 

The Goth was ll:alking round with anxious fearch, 

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

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

And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ! 

Wi' thievelefs fneer to fee his modilh mien, 

He, down the water, gies him this guideea'-

• The COr-hawk, Gr falcoa. 



A U L D B RIG. 
I doubt na, frien', ye'll think ye're nae Iheep-lhank, 

Ance ye wen: Il:retktt owre frae bank to bank! 

But gin ye be a Brig as auld as me, 

Tho' faith, that date, I doubt, ye'll never Cee 0 

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

Some fewer whigmeleeries in your noddle. 

NEW BR I G. 

Auld Vandal, ye but fuow your little menfe, 

J ull: much about it wi' your fcanty fenCe; 

'VIII your poor, narrow foot-path of a Il:reet, 

Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they meet, 

Your ruin'd, formlefs bulk. 0' frane and lime, 

Compare wi' bonie Brigs 0' modern time? 

There's men of tafte wou'd tak the Ducat-Jlream", 

Tha' they Ihould caft the vera Cark and fwim, 

E'er they would grate their feelings wi' the view 

Of fie an ugly Gothic hulk as you. 

A U L D B RIG. 
Conceited gowk! putf'd up wi' windy pride ! 

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

And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm fair forfllirn, 

I'll be a Bri/{ when ye're a lhapelelS cairn ! 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 

But twa·three winters will inform ye better. 

• A noted ford, jull aDilve the Auld B:ig. 
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When heavy, dark, continued, a'-day rains 

Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains; 

Whe~ from the hills where fprings the brawling Coil, 

Or ftately Lugat·'s moffy fountains boil, 

Or where the Greenock winds his moorland courfe, 

Or haunted Garpal" draws his feeble fource, 

Arous'd by blufte::ring winos an' fpotting thowes, 

Tn mony a torrent clown the fnaw-broo rowes ; 

'Vhile crafhing Ice, borne on the roaring [peat, 

Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate; 

And from Glenbuckt, dowlI to the Ralton-kryt, 

Auld Ayr is jull one lengthen'd, tumbling fea ; 

Then down ye'll hurl, deil nor ye never rife! 

And dafh the gumlie jaups up to the pouring fides . 
A leffon fadly teaching, to your co!l:, 

That ArchiteCl:ure's noble art is loft ! 

NEW B RIG. 
Fine Qt-chileBut'e, trowth, I needs mull fily't o't ! 

The L-d be thankit that we've tint the gate o't I 
Gaurt, ghalUy, ghaill:-alluring edifices, 

'. Hanging with threat'lling jut like precipices; 

• The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few places 
In cbe Well of Scotland where thofe fancy-Iea -iog beings, 
'known by the name of Ghaijll, /till continue petlioacioufly 
to inhabit. 

t The foulee of the rivet of Ayr. 

t A fmall landing-place above the large key. 

D 
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O'er-arching, mouldy, gloom-infpiring coves, 

Supporting roofs, fantaftic, flony groves: 

Windows and doors in namelefs fculptures dreft, 

With order, fymmelry, or tafte unbleH; 

Forms J"ke fome bedlam Statuary's dream, 

The craz'd creations of mifguided whim; 

Forms might be worlbipp'd on the bended knee, } 
And £lill the fecond dread command be free, 

Their likenefs is not found on earth, in air, or fea

Manfions that would dif5race th~ building-talle 

Of any mafon reptile, bird, or beaft ; 

Fit only for a doilcd Monkilb race, 

Or frofty maids forfworn the dear embr'ace, 

Or Cuifs of later times, wha held the notion, 

That fullen gloom was Sterling true devotion: 

Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protection, 

And foon may they expire, unblell: with refurreClion! 

A U L D BR I G_ 
O ye, my dear-remelllber'd, ancient yealings, 

\Vere ye but here to Iba re my wounded feeli ngs ! 

Ye worthy Pro'Uejes, an' monya Bailie, 
Wha in the paths 0' righteoufnefs did toil ay; 

Ye dainty ])eacons, an' ye douce Con'Ueeners, 
To whom our moderns are but eau fey-cleaners ; 

Ye godly Councils, wha hae bldl: this town; 

Ye e;odly Bretbrtn 0' the facred gown, 

Wha meekly gae your bUI-dies to the Jmilers ; 

And (what would now be firange) ye godly Writers: 
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A' ye douc,e folk I've borne aboon the broo, 

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

How would your fpirits groan in deep vexation, 

To fee each melancholy alteration; 

And, agonifing, curfe the time and place 

When ye begat the bafe, degen'rate race! 

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

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid frory ; 

Nae langer thrifty Citizens, au' douce, 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Coullcil-houfe; 

But ftaumrel, corky- headed, graceleGs Gentry, 

The herryment and ruin of the country; 

Men, three-parts made by Taylors and by Barbers, 

Wha wane your wecl-hain'd gear, on d-d new Brigs 

and [{arbours r 

NEW B R T G_ 
Now haud you there! for faith ye've faid enough, 

And Illuckle mair than ye can mak 10 th rough. 

As for your Prienhood, I fha!! fdY but little, 

Cor-bies and Clergy are a Ihot right kittk· ; 

Dut, under favour 0' your langer beard, 

Abufe 0' Magi/hates might weel be fpar'o ; 

To liken them to y our a llld - w~rld IquJJ, 

I mull needs fay, cOlllplfilo l's art odo _ 

In AYI-, Wag-Wits rac lJl~ir c~n h a y,~ a haDdle 

To mouth' A Citiz(; n,' a te rlll 0 ' fcand :\! : 

Nae mair the Cound waddles d,,\>ll the ftr .et, 

In all the pomp of ignorant cure en ; 

D 2 
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Men wha grew wife priggin owre hops an' railins, 

Or gather'd lib'ral views in Bonds and Seilins. 

If hapJy Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had Ihor'cl them with a glimmer of. his lamp, 

And would to Common-fenfe for once betray'd them , 
Plain, dull Stupidity fiept kindly in to aid them. 

What farther c1ilhmaclaver might been faid, 

What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to ihed, 

No man can tell; but, all before their fight, 

A fairy train appear'd in order bright: 

Adown the glittering ftream they featly dane'd ; 

Bright to the moon their various dreifes glane'd : 

They footed o'er the wat'ry glafs fo neat, 
The infant ice fcarce bent beneath their feet: 

While arts of Minfhelfy among them rung, 

And foul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties fung. 

o had M'Lauchlan"', thairm-infpiring Sage, 1 
Been there to hearthis heavenly band engage, { 

When thro' his dear StrathJpeys they bore with- S 
Highland rage; 

Or when they ihuck old Scotia's melting airs, 

The lover's raptur'd joys or bleeding cares; 

How would his Highland lug been nobler fir'd, 

And ev'n his matchlefs hand with bner touch 10-

fpir'd! 

,. A well-known performer of S,ottifh m\lfic OD the 

violin. 
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No guefs could tell what infirument appear'd, 

Bnt all the [oulof Mufic's [df was heard; 

Harmonious concert rung in every part, 

While fimple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 

A venerable Chief advanc'd in years; 

His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 

His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 

Next came the lovelieft pair in all the ring, 

Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring; 

Then, crown'd with How'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye: 

All cheanng Plenty, with her flowing horn, 

Ledyellow AutulDll wreath'd with nodding corn; 

Then Winla's tillle-bleach'd locks did hoary-ihow, 

By Hofpitality with cJoudle[s brow, 

Nl:xt folJow'd Courage wid. his martial fhide, 

From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide: 

Benevolellce, \'. ith mild, benignart air, 

A female form, callJe from the tow'rs of Stair: 

L~arnlng and Worth in equal lr,eafures trode, 

From fimple Catr/ne, their long lov'd abode: 

Lall, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a baile wreath, 

To ruflic Agriculture did bequeath 

The broken, Iron infiruments of Death, 

At fight of whom our Sprites forgat their kindling 

wrath. 

D 3 

.~. 
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THE 

o R DIN A T ION. 

For fenJe they little lYWe to frugal Hta'1)'n

'la pleafe the M~b they hjde the little {;i'1)'n. 

1. 

K ......... \/Vabfters, fidge an'claw; 

An' pour y.our cree/hie nations ; 

An' ye wha leather rax an' draw, 

Of a' denominations; 

Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an' a , 
An' there tak up your ftations ; 

Then aff to B-gb.-'s in a raw, 

An' pour divine libations 
For joy this day. 

n. 
Curft Common-feTlfe, that imp 0' h-Il, 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder· ; 

But on ..... aft made her yell, 

An' R ..... fa'r mifca'd her: 

This day M'·unn taks the flail. 

An' he 's the boy will blaud her! 

He'll clap a Jhangan on her tail, 

An' fet the bairns to daud her 
Wi' d Irt th is day. 

Ij Alluding to a fcoffing ballad which was made on tht: 
admillion of the late Reverend and wortby Mr. L-- to 
the LOlgh Kirk. 
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I1I. 

Mak halte an' turn King David owre, 

An' lilt wi' holy clangor; 

0' double verfe come gie us four, 

An' Ikirl up the Bangor: 

This day the Kirk kicks up a !1:oure, 
Nae mail' the knaves {haJl wrang her, 

For Herefy is in her pow'r, 

And glorioully fhe'll whang her 

Wi' pith this day. 

IV. 
Come, let a proper text be read, 

An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 

How gracelefs Ham* leugh at his Dad, 

Which made Canaan a niger; 

Or Phineas t drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abborring rigour; 

Or Zipporah t, the fcauldin jad, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 
I' th' inn that day. 

V. 
There, try his mettle on the creed, 

And bind him down wi' caution, 

That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He takes but for the fafhion , 

* Genelis, ch. ix. verf. u. 

f Numbers, ch. xxv. verf. 8. 

t Exodus, ch. iv. verf. ~ S· 

D 4 



[ 56 ] 

And gie him o'er the fltlck, to feed, 

And punilh each tranfgrefIion ; 

Efpecial, rams that crofs the breed, 

Gie them fuflicient threIhin, 

Spare them ~ae day. 

VI. 
Now auld K .. ""n .... , cock thy tail, 

An'tofs thy horns fu' canty ; 

Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dale, 

Becaufe thy pailure's fcanty : 

For lapfu's large 0' K0fpel-hQiJ 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 

An' runts 0' grace the pick an' wale, 

No gi'en by way 0' dainty, 

But ilka day. 

VII. 
Nae mair by Babefs JIreams we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zion; 

And hing our fiddles up to fieep, 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin : 

Come, fcrew the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep, 

And o'er the thairms be tryin ; 

Oh, rare! to fee our elbucks wheep, 

And a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' faft this day I 

VIII. 
Lang, Patronage, wi' rod 0' airn, 

Has fhor'd the Kirk's undoin, 

As lately F-nw-cR, fair forfairn, 

Has proven to its ruin: 

• 
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Our Patron, honefl: man! Gl---

·He faw mifchief was brewin ; 

And like a godly, elect bairn, 

He's wal'd us out a true ane, 

And found this day . 
IX 

Now R· .... •• harangue nae mair, 
But fteek your gab for ever; 

Or try the wicked town of A-, 

For there they'll think you clever; 

Or, nae refleCtion on your lear, 

Ye may commence a Shaver; 
Or to the N-th-rt -n repair, 

And turn a carp'et-wl:aver 

Aff-hand this day. 
X. 

M·un and you were juft a match. 

We never had fie twa drones; 

Auld I H~r·n ie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Juft like a wi nkin baudrons; 

And ay he catch'd the titber wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons ; 

But now his Honor lllaun detach, 

W i' a' his brimftone fquadrons, 

Fall:, fall: this da,_ 

XI. 
See, fee auld Orthodoxy's faes, 

She's fwingein thro' the city I 

Bark, how the nine-tail 'd cat file plays 1 

I vow it's unco pretty : 

DS-
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There, Learning, with his Greeki/h face. 

Grunts out fome Latin ditty; 

And Common Senfe is gaun, /he fays, 

To mak to 1amie Beallie 

Her plaint this day. 

XII. 
But there's Morality himfel, 

Embracing all opinions; 

Hear, how he gies the tither yell, 

Between his twa companions r 
See, how /he peels the /kin an' fell, 

As ane were peelin onions! 

Now there, they're packed aff to h-Il, 

And banill1'd our dominions, 

Henceforth this day 

XIII. 
o happy day! rejoice, rejoice! 

Come boufe about the porter! 

Morality's demure decoys 

S.lall here nae mair find quarter 

M'."'.·"'u, R ... • ... , are the boys 

That Herefy can torture; 

They'll gie her on a rape a hoyfe, 

And cowe her meafure /horter 
By th' he~ fome day 

XIV. 
Come, bring the tither mutchkin in, 

And here's, for a condufion, 
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To ev'ry New-light'" mother's fon, 

From this time forth, Confufion: 

If mair they deave us wi' their din, 

Or Patronage intrufion, 

We'1Ilight a [punk, and, ev'ry {kin, 

We'lJ rin . them aft' in fufion 

Like oil, fome day. 

'" N lw-ligbt is a cant·phrafe, in the Well of Scotland, 
for thofe religious opinions wbicb Dr Taylor of Norwich has 
defended fo fi renuoufly. 
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THE 

c A L Fe 

'10 tht Rtv. Mr. , on his/ext, MALACHI, 

ch. iv. verf. 2 . ' And they fhall go forth, and 

• grow up, like CA L V E s of the tmU.' 

RIGHT, Sir! your text I'll prove it true. 
Tho' Heretics may laugh; 

For inftan<;e, there's yourfel jufr now, 

God knows, an unco Calf! 

And fhould fome Patron be fo kind, 
As blefs you wi' a kirk, 

I doubt IJa, Sir, but then we' ll find , 

Ye're frill as great a Slirk. 

But, if the Lover's raptur'd hour, 
Shall ever be your lot, 

Forbid it, ev'ry heav'nly Power, 

:You e'er ihould be a Sloll 
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Tho', when fome kind connubial Dear 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 

The like has been that YOU may wear 
\ . 

A noble head of horns. 

And, in your lug, moil: reverend J--, 
To hear you roar and rO'me, 

Few men 0' fenfe will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the Now/e. 

And when ye're number'd wi' the dead, 

Below a graffy hillock, 

Wi' jultice they may mark your head

, Here lies a famou~ Bullock!' 
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ADDRESS 

TOT H E 

D E I L. 
o Prince! 0 Chief of many th,'oned Pow'rs, 

'Ihal led Ih' emball/'d Seraphim 10 war-

MILTON. 

o Thou! whatever title fuit thee, 

Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or C1ootie, 

Wha in yon cavern grim an' {ootie, 
Llos'll unon ha tches, 

Spairges about the brunitane c('otie, 

1 0 lcaud poor wretches I 

Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee, 

An' let poor damned bodies be ; 

rill fun: fllla' pleafure it can gie, 

Ev'n to a dei/, 

To /kelp an' fcaud poor d06s like me, 

An' hear us fqueeJ ' 

Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame; 

Far kend an' noted is thy name; 

An' tho' yon,.lowin heugh's thy hame, 

Thou travels far ; 

An' faith! thou's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate Dor [,aut. 



Whyles, ranging like a roaring lion, 

For prey, a' holes an' corners tryill ; 

Whyles, on the frrong-wing'd Tel1lpefr flyin, 

Tirlin' the kirks; 

Whyles, in the human hofoln pryin, 

Unfeen thou lurks. 

I've heard my reverend Graunie fay, 

In lanely glens ye like to fhay; 

Or where auld, ruin'd cafiles, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 

Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my Graunie fummon, 

To fay her pray'rs, douce, honeft woman! 

Aft yont the dyke ihe's heard you bUOllllin, 

Wi' eerie drone; 

Or, Tuftlin, thro' the hoortrifls cOlllin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter lIight, 

The fiars fuot down wi ' fklentin light; 

Wi' you, Illyfel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough, 

Ye, like a ra/h- hufs, [tood in fight, 

Wi' waving fugh 

The cudgel in my nieve did {hake, 

Each brifil'd hair frood like a {take, 

When wi' an eldritch, froor quaick, quaick, 

Amang the fprings, 



Awa ye fquatter'd like a drake, 

On whiftling wings. 

Let warlocks grim, an' wither'd hags,. 

Tell how wi' you on rag weed nags, 

They lkim the muirs an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked fpeed ; 

And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thence, coun!ra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 

May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain; 

For, 0 I the yellow treafure's taen 

By witching !kill; 

An' dawtit', twaI-piut Hawkie's gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Thence, myftic knots mak great abufe, 

On young Guidillen, fond, keen, an' cruefe ; 

W hen the beft wark-Iume l' the houfe, 

By cantnp wit, 

Is inftant made no worth a loufe, 

Jull at the bit. 

When thowes diffol ve the fna wy hoord, 

An' tloat the jinglin icy-boord, 

Then, Water-kelpies haunt the foord, 

By your direction, 
An' nighted Trav'lIers are aUur'd 

To their deftruCtion. 
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An' a.ft your mofs-traverling Spullkies 

Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 

The bleez.in, curft, mifchievious monkies 
Delude his eyes, 

Till in fome miry flough he funk is : 

Ne'er mair to rife. 

When Mnfons myftic wo,.d an' g,.ip, 

In fiorms an' tempefis raife you up, 

Some cock or cat your rage maun frop, 

Or, firange to tell! 

The youngeft Brother ye wad whip 

Aff firaught to h-lI. 

Lang (yne in Eaden's bonie yard, 

When youthfu' lovers firft were pair'd, 
An' all tbe Soul of Love they /har'd, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry fwaird, 

In fhady bow'r: 

Then you, ye auld, fnick-drawing dog! 
Ye cam to Paradife incog, 

An' play'd on man a curfed brogue, 

(Black be your fa' !) 
An' gied the infant warld a fhog, 

'Maifi ruin'd a'. 
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D'ye mind that day, when in a bin., 

Wi' reekit duds, and reeflit gizz, 

Ye did prefent your finoutie phiz, 
'Mang better folic, 

An' /klented on the man of Uzz 

Your fpitefu' joke ? 

An' how you gat him i' your thrall, 

An' brak him out 0' houfe and hal', 

While fcabs an' botches did him gall, 

Wi' bitter claw, 

And lows'd his ill-tongu'd, wicked Scawl, 

Was warft ava? 

But a' your doings to rehearfe, 

Your wily fnares an' fechtin fierce, 

Sin' that day Michae'· did you pierce, 

Down to this time, 

Wad cling a' LaJlan tongue or Erfe, 
In profe or rhyme. 

An' now, auld Cloots, I ken ye're thinkin, 

A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some lucklefs hour will fend him linkin, 

To your black pit; 

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

• Vide MILTON, Dook VL 
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But, fare you weel, auld Nickip.-hen! 

o wad ye tak a thought an' men'! 

Ye aiblins might-I dinna ken-

Still hae a jlah
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

. Ev'n for your fake ! 
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THE 

DEATH AND DrlNG WORDS 

o F 

POOR M A I LIE, 

THE AUTHOR's ONLY PET YOWE. 

An UncQ Mournfu' 'Tale. 

A S Mailie, an' her lambs thegither, 

Was ae day nibbling on the tether, 

Upon her cloot lhe cooU a hitch, 

An owre {he warn'd in the ditch ~ 

There, groaning, dying, file did lie, 

When Hughoc* he cam doytin. by. 

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

Poor Hughoc' like a {tatue fran's ; 

He faw her days were near hand ended, 

But, waes my heart! he could na mend it ! 

He gaped wide, but naething fpak, 

At length poor Mai/ie filence brak, 

, 0 thou, whare lamentable face 

Appears to mourn my woefu' cafe I 
If Neibor herd·callen. 



My dying words attentive hear, 

An' bear them to my maller dtar. 

• Tell him, if e'er again he keep 

As muckle gear as buy a fheep, 

0, hid him never tie them \Uair 

Wi' wicked ftrings 0' hemp or hail' I 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 

An' let them wander at their will : 

So may his flock increafe, an' grow 

To fcores 0' lambs and packs of woo' ! 

, Tell him, he was a Mafler kin', 

An' ay was guid to me and mine; 

An' now my dying charge I gie him, 

My helplefs lambs, I truft them wi' him. 

, 0, bid him f.we thrir harmlefs lives, 

Frae dogs an' lods, an' butcher's knives! 

But gie them guid cow-milk their fill, 

Till they be fit to fcnd thernfel; 

An' tent them duly, e'en an'morn, 

Wi' teats 0' hay an' ripps 0' corn. 

, An' may they never learn the gaets 

Of ither vile, wanrefl:fu' pets! 

To fiink thra' flaps, an' reave an' fieal, 

At fiacks 0' peafe, or frocks 0' hil. 

So may they, like their great Forbears, 

For monie a year COlUe thro' the fheers : 
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So wives will gie them bits 0' bread, 

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

, My poor toop-Iamb, my fon an' heir, 

0, bid him breed him up wi' care I 

An' if he live to be a beaft, 

To pit fame havins in his breaft ! 
An' warn him, what I winna oome, 

To fiay conttnt, wi' yowes at ha me ; 

An' no to rin an' wear their cloots, 

Like ither menfelefs, gracelefs brutes. 

, An' neifi lily YO'U'ie, filly thing, 

Gude keep thee frac a tether ftring ! 

0, may thou ne'er fOT!;ather up 

Wi' ony blaftit, moorland toop; 

But ay keep mind to moop and mell 

Wj' fheep 0' credit like thy fel ! 
.,. 

, And now, my bairns, wi' my laft breath , 

I lea'e my bleffin wi' you baith: 

An' when you think upo' your Mitber, 

Mind to be kind to ane anither-

Now, honen Hug1oc, dinna fail 

To tell my Mafter, a' my tale; 

An' bid him burn this curfed tether, 

An' for thy pains thou'Ce get my blathn! 

This faid, poor Mailie tum'd ber head; 

An' c1o~'d ber cen amang the dead I 
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POOR MALIES's ELEGT. 

LAMENT in rhyme, lament in pro{e, 

Wi' faut tear5 trickling down your nofe ; 

Our Bardie's fate is at a c1ofe, 

Pall a' renlt:ad ! 

The lafl: fad cape-fl:one of his woes; 

Po,r Mailie's dead. 

Its no the lofs 0' warl 's gear, 

That cou'd fae bitter draw the tear, 

Or mak our Bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 

He's lofl: a friend and neebor dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro' a' the toun Ihe trotted by him; 

A lang hf'lf-mile Ihe could defcry him; 

Wi' kindly bleat, when /he did fpy him, 

She ran wi' fpeed; 

A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than ."v1'1ilie dead . 

J wat Ihe was a /heep 0' (enfe, 

An' could behave herfd wi' menfe : 

I'll fa y't, ihe never brak a f.:nce, 

Thro' thievilJ. greed. 

Our Bardie, lanely, keeps the Spence 

Sin' Mailie's dead. 

" 



Or, if he wanders up the howe, 

Her living image in her yowr, 

Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 

For bits 0' bread. 

An' down the briny pearls rowe 

For MaiNe dead. 

She was nae get 0' moorl:ind tips, 

Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips; 

For her forbears were brought in fhips, 

Frae yont the 1 weed: 

A bonier flee jh ne'er crofs'd the clips 

Than Mai/ie's dead. 

Wae worth the man wha' firlt did fhape 

That vile, wanchancie thing-a rape! 
It maks guid fellows girn an' gape 

W i' chokin dread; 

An' Robin's bonnet weave wi' crape 

For Mai/ir dead. 

0, a' ye Buds on bonie Dom! 

1\0' wha on Ayr your chanters tune I 
Come, join the melancholious croon 

o Robin's reed! 

His heart will never get aboon ! 

His Mailir's dead. 
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TO 

J. S '" "' ....... 

Priendfhip! myj/erious ament of the foul! 
Swet'tner of Life, and folder of Society ! 
1 owe thee mucb--

DEAR S-"*, the Ileeeft, paukie thief, 
That e'er attempted ftealth or rief, 

Ye [urely hae fOllle warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bofom yet was prief 

Againfi your arts. 

For me, I [wear by fun an' moon, 

And ev'ry fiar that blinks aboon, 

Ye've cofi me twenty pair 0' ilioon 

Jull: gaun to fee you; 
And ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair ta'en I'm wi' you. 

'that auld, capricious carliri, Nature, 
To mak amends for [crimpet fiature, 
She's turn'd you olf, a human creature 

On her fi,j/ plan, 

And in her freaks, on every feature, 

She's wrote, the Man. 
E 

BLAIll. 
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Ju!l now I've taen the fit 0' rhyme, 

My barmie noddle's working prime, 

My fancy yerket up fublime 
Wi' hafiy fumlllon : 

Hae ye a leifure-moment's time 
To hear what's comin ? 

Some rhyme a neebor's name to la{h ; 

Some rhyme (vain thouoht!) for needfu' ca/h, 
Some rhyme to C0urt the contra cla{h, 

An' raife a din; 

For me, an aim I never fafi1 ; 

I rhyme for fun. 

The !lar that rules my lucklefs lot, 

Has fated me the ruifet coat, 

An' damn'd my fortune to tre groat; 

But in requit, 

Has bleft me with a random {hot 

0' countra wit. 

This while my notion 's taen afklent, 

To try my fate in guid black prent; 

But {till the mair I'm that way bent, 
SometHng cries, 'Hoolie I 

, I red you, honell man, tak tent! 
, Ye'll {haw your folly. 

• There's ither Poets, much your betters, 

• Far feell in Greek, deep men 0' letters, 
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, Hae thought they had enfur'd their debtors, 

, A' future ages; 

, Now moths d~form in /hapelds tatters 

Their unknown pages. 

Then farewel hopes 0' laurel-boughs, 

To garland my poetic brows! 

Henceforth I'll rove where bufy ploughs 

Are whifUing thrang, 
1\ n' teach t?e lanely heights an' howes 

My ruft:c fang. 

I'll wander on with tentlefs heed, 

How never-halting lUoments fpeed, 

Till fale /hall fnap the brittle thread: 

Then, all unknown, 

I'll lay me with th' inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone! 

But why, 0' Death, begin a talc? 

J \la now we're living found an' hale; 

Then top and mainte ,p croud the fail, 

Heave Care o'er-fide! 

And !J.rge, before Enjoyment's ,fIle, 

Let's tak t'1e tide. 

This life, fae far's J ur.clerfiand, 

Is a' illchanted fairy land, 

E l 



Where pleafure is the Magic Wand, 
That, wielded right, 

Makes Hours like Minutes, hand in hand, 
Dance by fu' light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield; 

For, ance that five-an'-forty's fpeeld, 

See, crazy, weary, joylefs Eild, 
Wi' wrinkl'd face, 

Comes hoftin, hirplin owre the field, 
Wi' creeping pace. 

When ance life's day draws near the gloamin, 

Then fareweel vacant, carelefs roamin ; 

fl,n' fareweel chearfu' tankards foamin, 
An' focial noife; 

An' fareweel dear, deluding woman, 
The joy of joys! 

o Life! how pleafant is thy morning, 

Young Fancy's rays the hills adorning! 

Cold-paufing C,aution's leffon fcorning, 
We fritk away, 

Like fchool-boys, at th' expeCted warning, 
To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 

\Ve eye the rofe upon the brier, 

Unmindf~l that the thorn is near, 
Among the leaves; 

• 
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And tho' tbe puny wound appear, 

Short while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry fpot, 

For which tbey never toil'd nor fwat j 

They drink the fweet and eat the fat, 

But care or pain j 

And, h~ply, eye the barren hut 
With high difdain. 

• With fleady aim, fome Fortune chafe; 

Keen Hope does ev'IY linew brace j 

Thro' fair, thro' foul, they urge the race, 
And feiz.e the prey : 

Then canie, in fame cozie place, 
They dofe the Jay. 

And others, like your humble fervan', 

Poor wights! nae rules nor roads obfervin j 

To right or left, eternal fwervin, 
They zig-zag on ; 

Till curft with age, obfcure an' flarvin, 

They aften groan. 

Alas! what bitter toil an' ftrailJing

But truce with peevilh, poor complaining J 

Is Fortune's fickle Luna waning? 

E'en let her gang' 

Ben~ath what light ihe has rem~ining, 

Let's ling our fang. 

E 3 
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My pen I here fling to the door, 

And kneel, , Ye Pow'rs! and warm implore, 

• Tho' 1 fhould wander Terra o'er, 

, In all her climes, 
, Grant me but this, I a/k no more, 

, Ay rowth 0' rhymes. 

, Gie dreeping roafts to countra Lairds, 

• Till icicles hing [rae their beards; 

• Gie fine braw c1aes to fine Life-guards, 

, And Maids of honour; 
• And yill an' whi/ky gie to Cairds, 

Until they {conner. 

e A Title, Dempjle,. merits it; 

• A garter gie to Wi/lie Pill ; 

• Gie Wealth to fome be-Iedger'cl Cit, 

, In cent. per cent. ; 
• But give me real, Sterling Wit, 

e And I'm content. 

, vVhile Ye are pleas'd ~o keep me hale, 

• I'll fit down o'er my fcanty meal, 

• Be't <watc,..broJe, or muJlill-lwil, 

, Wi' chearfu' face, 

, As lang's the mufes dinna fail 

, To fay the grace.' 
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An anxious e'e I never throws 

Behint my lug, or by my nofe; 

I jouk beneath Misfortune's blows 

As weel's I may; 

Sworn fJe to Sorrow, Care, and Profe, 

, I rhyme away. 

o ye douce felk, that live by rule, 

Grave, tidelefs-blooded, calm and cool, 

Compar'd wi' you~O fool! fool! fool! 

How much unlike! 

Your hearts are jull: a ftanding pool, 

Your lives, a dyke! 

Nae hair-brain'd, fentimental traces, 

In your unletter'd, namelefs faces! 

In ariofo thrills and graces 

Ye never lhay, 

But graviJlimo, folemn bafes 

Ye hUIll away . 

Ye are fae f(rave, nae doubt ye're wife; 

Nae ferIy tho' ye do defpife 

The hairum-fcairulll, rdlll ftam boys, 

T ne rattling fquad : 

I fee ye upward caft your eyes-

Ye ken the road

E4 
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Whilft I-but I fhall haud me there

Wi' you ]'11 fcarce gang ony where

Then, Jamie, I fhall fay nae mair, 
But quat my fang, 

Content with rou to mak a pair, 
Whare'er I gang. 
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A 

D R E A M. 

Thoughts, wordl, and deeds, the Statute blame! with 

realon; 

But furely Dreams were nt'er indiCled Trealon. 

[On reading, in the public papers, the LlLUreate's Ode, 
with the other parade of June 4, 1786, the Au
thor was no fooner dropt afleep, than he imagined 
himfelf tranfported to the Birth- day Levee; and, 
in his dreaming fancy, made the following 
AddreJs.] 

J. 

G U J D-M 0 RN I N to your Majeflyl 
May Heaven augment your blilfes, 

On ev'ry new Birth-day ye fee, 

A humble Bardie willies ! 

My Bardihip here at your Levee, 

On fie a day as ihis is, 

Is fure an uncouth fight to fee, 

Amang the ~irth-day drelfes 

Sae fine this day. 

E5 
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H. 

I fee ye're complimented thrang, 

By many a lord an' lady; 

, God fave the king!' 's a cuckoo fang 

That's unco eafy faid ay: 

The Poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi'rhymes weel turn'd and ready, 

Wad gaT you true ye ne'er do wrang, 

But ay unerring ftearly, 

On fie a day. 

Ut 
For me! before a Monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter; 

For neither Penfion, Poft, nor Place, 

Am J your humble debtor: 

So, nae refleCtion on rour Grace, 

Your Kinglhip to befpatter; 

There's monie war been 0' the Race, 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than You this day_ 
IV. 

'Tis very true, my fovereign King, 

My /kill may weel be doubted: 

But Faels are cheels that winna dlng, 

An' downa be difputed : 

Your Royal Neft, beneath Your wing, 

Is, e\:n right reft and clouted, 

And now the third part of the firing, 

An' lefs, will gang about it, 

Th~n did ae day. 



V. 
Far be't frae me that I afpire 

To blame your legiilation, 

Or fay, ye wifaom want, or fire 

To rule this mighty nation; 

But, faith! I rnuckle doubt, my Sire; 

Ye've trufted Mmiftration 

To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better fill'd their ftation 

Than courts yon day. 

VI. 
And now ye've gien auld Britain peace, 

Her broken fhins to plaifter, 

Your fair taxation does her fleece, 
Till fhe has fcarce a tefter: 

For me, thank God! my life's a leafe, 

Nae barp;ain wearing fafter, 

Or, faith! [fear, that wi' the geefe, 

I fhortl y booft to pafture 
l' the craft rome day • . 

VU: 
I'm no miftrufting Willie Pill, 

When taxes he enlarges, 

(An' Wilts a true guid fallow's get, 

A name not E.nvy fpairges), 

That he intends to pay your debt, 

An' ldfen a,' your charges'; 

But, G-d-fake! let nae (aving-jit 

Abridge your bonny Barges 
An' Boats this day. 
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VfJJ 
Adieu, my Lie/{e! may Freedom geck 

Beneath your high protdtion; ; 

An' may Ye rax Corruption's neck, 

And gie her for diffecrion! 

But fin' I'm here, I'll no neglect, 

In loyal. true affection, 

To pay your ~ueen. with due refpect, 

My fealty an' fubjection 

This great Birth-day. 
IX. 

Hail, Majejly mofl Excel/ent! . 

While Nobles thive to pleafe Ye, 
Will Ye accept a Compliment 

A fimple Bardie gies Ye? 

Thae bonny Bairntime Heav'n has lent, 
Still higher may they heeze Ye 

In blifs. till Fate fome day is fent 

F or ever to releafe Ye 

Frae care that day. 
X. 

For you, young Potentate 0' W-, 

T tell your Hif.{hneJ! fairly, 

Down Pleafure's ftream, wi' fwelling fails, 
I'm tauld ye're driving rarely! 

But fame day ye may gnaw your nails, 
An' cUTfe your folly fairly, 

That e'er ye brak Diana's pales, 

Or rattI'd dice wi' Char/ie 

By night or day. 
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Xl. 
Yet aft a ragged Cowl's been known 

To mak a noble Aive,.; 

Sae ye may doucely fill a Throne, 

For a' their clilh-ma-c1aver : 

There Him· at Agincou,.t wha ihone, 

Few better were or braver; 

And yet, wi' funny, queer Sir John t 
He was an unco ihaver, 

For monie a day. 
XII. 

For you, right rev'rend O ____ g, 

Nane fets the lawn-Jleeve fweeter, 

Altho' a ribblln at your lug 

Wad been a drefs completer: 

As ye difown yon paughty dog 

That bears the Keys 0' Peter, 

Then, fwith! an' get a wife to hug, 
Or, troth! ye'll ita in the Mitre 

Some lucklefs day. 

XIII. 
Young, royal 'farry Brullf, I learn, 

Ye've lately come athwart her; 

A glorious Galley·, fiem and item, 

Weel rigg'd for I'enus' barter ; ' 

But firit hang out, that ihe'll difcern, 
• King Henry. 
t Sir John Falfiaff. 8u Shakefpeare. 
,. Alluding tothe News-paper account of a certain Roy

al Sailor'~ amour. 
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Your hymeneral charter, 

Then heave aboard your grapple airn, 

An large upo' her quarter 
Come full that day. 

XIV. 
Ye, lafrly, bonny bloffoms a~ 

Ye royal laffes dainty, 

Heav'n mak you guid as weeJ as braw, 

An' gie you lads a-plenty: 

But [neer na Britijh boys awa', 

For Kings are unco [cant ay ; 

An' German Gentles are but/ma', 

They're better juft than 'Want ay 

On onie day. 

XV .. 
God !JJefS you a'! confider now 

Ye're unco rnuckle dautet ; 

But 'ere the courfe 0' life be through, 

It may be better [allted: 

An' I hae feen tlltlT cO,l!;gie fou, 

That yet hae tarrow't at it; 

But or the dlly was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 
tu' clean that day. 



-I 

THE 

v I s I o 
DUAN FIRST-. 

THE fun had clos'd the winter day, 

The Curlers quat their roaring play, 

An' hunger'd Maukin ta'en hel: way 

To kail-yards green, 
While f<i.ithlefs [naws ilk 1hp betray 

N. 

Whare /he has been. 

The Thre/her's weary jUnp,illg-lt-U 
The lee-Iang day had tired me; 

And when the day had clos'tl his c'e, 

Far i' the Weft, 

Ben i' the Spence, right penfiveJie, 

I gaed to reft. 

There, laneJy, by theingle-cheek, 

I fat and ey'd the fpewing reek, 

That lill'd, wi' hoaft provoking fmeek, 

The auld clay biggin, 

And he~rd the reillefs rattons fqueak 

About the riggin . 
.. Duan, a term of OlJian's for the different ciivitions of a 

digrelJive Poem. See his CQlb-LoJQ, vol. :I. of M' Pher[oD.'j 
TranllatioD. • 



[ 88 ] 

All in this motty, mifty clime, 

I backward mus'd on waftet time, 
How I had fpent my youthfu' prime, 

An' done nae-thing, 

But ftringin blethers uF in rhyme 
For fools to fing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 

I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or ftrutted in a Bank, and clarkit 

My caih-account : 

While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-farkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

1 ftarted, mutt'ring, blockhead! coof I 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof, 

To fwear by a' yon ftarry roof, 

Or fome ralh aith, 

That I henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my laft breath_ 

When click! the ftring the fnick did draw, 
And Jee! the door gaed t() the wa , 

And by my ingle-lowe 1 faw, 

Now bleez.in bright, 

A tight, outlandilh Hiz;zie, braw, 

Come .full in light. 



Ye need na doubt, I held my whilht ; 

The infant aith, half-form'd, was crulht ; 

1 glowr'd as eerie's I'd been dulht 

In fome wild glen; 

When {weet, like modeft Worth, fhe blulht, 

And fteI>ped ben. 

Green, f1ender, leaf-clad Holly-boughs 

Were twifted, gracefu', round her brows, 

I took her for fome Scottijh Muft, 

By that fame token; 

And come to ftop thofe recklefs vows, 

Would foon been broken. 

A " hair-brain'd, fentimental trace" 

Was ftrongly marked in her face; 

A wildly-witty, rufiic grace 

Shone full upon her; 

Her eye, ev'n turn'd on empty fpace, 

Beam'd keen with Honour. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan fheen, 
Till half a leg was fcrimply feen ; 

And fuch a leg! my bonny Jean 

Could only peer it ; 

Sae firaught, fae taper, tight and clean, 

Nane elfe came near it. 
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Her Mantle large, of greeniih hue, 

My gazirg wonder chiefly drew; 

Deep lights and jhades, bold-mingling, threw 

A luO:re grand; 

And feem 'd, to my ailoniih'd view, 

A well-known Land. 

Here, rivers in the lea were 100: , 
There, moun tains to the Ikit:s were toft ; 

Here, tumblinti billows mal k'd the coaft 

With [urging foam ; 

There, diftant lhone Art's lofty boail, 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon pour'd down his far-fetch'd floods ; 

There, well· fed Ir'wine !lately thuds; 

Auld henpit Ayr flaw. dlTo' his woods, 

On to the fuore ; 

And many a leifer torren t feuds, 

With reellling roar. 

Low, in a fandy valley fpread, 

An ancient Boro~h rear'd her head; 

Still, as in Scottiih frory read, 
She bonHs a Race, 

To ev'ry nobler virtue bred, 

And polilh'd grace. 

By ftately tow'r, or palace fair, 

Or ruins pendent in the air, 
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Hold Ilems of Heroes, here and there, 

I could difcern ; 

Some feem'd to !DuCe, fome feem'd to dare, 

With feature frern. 

My heart did glowing tranfport feel, 

To fee a Ra~e iIf. heroic wheel, 

And brandiih round the Jeep-dy'd freel 

In frurdy blows; 

While back-re<:oiling feem'd to reel 

Their Suthron foes. 

His COUNTRY'S SAVIOUR t, mark him well! 

Bold R1ch.artjtoll's t heroic fwell ; 

The. Chief on Sark § who glorious feli, 

In high command; 

And He whom ruthlefs Fates expell 

His native land. 

• The Wallaces. 

t William Wall ace. 

t Adam Wallace of Richardton, coufin to the immortal 
Prelerver of Scottilh Independence. 

§ Wall ace Laird of Craigic, who was fecond in command 
under lJouglas Earl of 0, mond, at the famous battle on the 
banks Or Sark, fOll',ht ann. 1448. That glorious viaory 
was principally owing to the judicious condua and intrepid 
valour of the gallant Laird of Crai~ie, who died of his wounds 
after the aaion. 
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There, where a fceplT'd PiBijb .. Jhade 
Stalk'd round hIs allies lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial Race, pourtray'd 

In colours {hong ; 

Bold, foldier-felitllr'd, undifmay'd, 

They ftrode along. 

t Thro' many a wild, romantic grove, 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendJhip or for Love, 

In mufing mood) 

An agedJudge, I faw him rove, 
Difpenfing good. 

t With deep-ftruck, reverential awe, , 

The learned Sire and Son I faw, 

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

This, all its fource and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

Brydon's brave Ward § I well could fpy, 

Beneath old Scotia's fi11iling eye; 

• Coilus King 01 the Pich, from whom the diftriCl of 
Kyle is raid to take it. name, lies buried, as tradition ra,." 
near the family felt of the Montgomeries of Coils-field, where 
his burial-place is flilllhown. 

t BadlcirniDing, the felt of the Lord J uftice Clerk. 

t Catrine, the feat of the lite DoClor, and prefent Pro
feITor Stew art. 

§ Colonel Fullarton. 
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Who call'd on Fame, low f1:anding by, 

To hand him on, 

Where many a Patriot-name on high 

And Hero fhone. 

D U A N SEC 0 N D. 

With mufing-deep, afl:oni/h'd f1:are, 

I view'd the heavenly-feeming Fair; 

A whifp'ring throb did witnefs bear 

Of kindred fweet, 

When with an elder Sitter's ail' 
She did me greet. 

• All hail! my own irifpired Bard I 
• In me thy native Mufe regard I 
• Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

• Thus poorly low! 

, I come to give thee fuch reward 

• As we be[tow. 

C Know, the great Genius of this Land 

• Has many a light, aerial band, 

• Who, all beneath his high command, 
, Harmonioufiy, 

, As Arts or Arms they underfl:and, 
• Their labours ply. 

, They Seotin's Race among them /hare J 

• Some fire the Soldier on to dare J 

/ 
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e Some roule the Patriot up to bare 

, Corruption's heart : 

e Some teach the Bard, a darling ere, 
e The tuneful art. 

, 'Mong fwelling flo ods of reeking gore, 

e They ardent, kindling fp irits pour; 

e Or, mid the venal Senate's roar, 
, They, fightlefs, ftand, 

e To mend the honefl: Patriot-lore, 

, And grace the hand . 

, And when the Bard, or hoary Sage, 

e Charm or infi:ruCt the futureage, 

, They bind the wild Poetic rage 
• In energy, 

• Or point the inconclufive page 
• Full on the eye. 

, Hence, Fullarton, the brave and young, 

e Hence, Dempfler's zeal-lnfpired tongue; 

• Hence, fweet harmonious Beattie fu ng 
• H is" Minflrel lays;" 

( Or tore, with noble ardour Hung, 
, The Sceptic's bays. 

e To lower oruers are affign 'd 

e The humbler ranks of Human-kind , 

• The ruftic Batd, the lab'ring H ind , 

, The Artifan ; 
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• All chufe, as various they're inclin'd, 

• The various man. 

• Whell yellow waves the heavy grain, 

, The threal'ning fiorm, fome, Hrongly, rein; 

, Some teach to meliorate the plain 

, With tillage-Ikill ; 

, And fome inllruC1: the Shepherd-train, 

, Blythe o'er the hill. 

• Some hint the Lover's harmlefs wile; 

, Some grace the Maiden's artlers finile ; 

• Some foothe the Lab'rer's weary toil, 

• For humble gains, 

, And make his cottage-fcenes beguile 

, His carcs and pains. 

, Some, bounded to a dill:riCl-fpace, 

, Explore at large Man's infant race, 

, To mark the embryotic trace 

, Of "ujlic BarJ ; 

, And careful note each op'ning grace, 

• A guide and guard . 

, Of theft am I_Coila my name; 

• And this dillriCl as mine I claim, 

, Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fame, 

, Held ruling pow'r : 

• I mark'd thy embryo-tuneful fllme, 
, Thy natal hour. 



, With future hope, loft would gaze, 

, Fond, on thy little early ways, 

, Thy rudely-caroll'd, chiming phrafe, 

, In uncouth rhymes, 

, Fir'd at the fimpJe, artlefs lays 

, Of other times. 

, I faw thee feek the founding iliore, 

, Delighted with the dailiing roar; 

, Or when the North his fleecy frore 

, Drove thro' the Iky, 

, I faw grim Nature's vifage hoar 

, Struck thy young eye. 

, Or when the deep green-mantl'd Earth 

, Warm cheriili'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth, 

, And joy and mufic pouring forth 

, In ev'ry grove, 

, I fa w thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

, With boundlefs love. 

, When ripen'd fields, and azure Ikies, 

, Call'd forth the Reaper's rufrling noire, 

, I law thee leave their eV'ning joys, 

, And lonely fialk, 

( To vent thy hofom's fwelling rife 

, In penfive walk. 
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, When youthful Love, warm-blulhing {hong, 

, Keen-Ihivering fhot thy nerves along, 

, Thofe accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

, Th' adored Name, 

, I taught thee how to pour in fong, 

, To foothe thy flame . 

( I faw thy pulfe's maddening play, 

, Wild fend thee Plearure's devious way, 

, Milled by Fancy's meteor-ray, 

, By PafIion driven; 

, But yet tbe light that led afiray . 

, Was light from Heaven. 

, I taught thy manners-painting firains, 

, The loves, the ways of limple fwains, 

, Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

, Thy fame extends; 

, And fome, the pIide of Coila's plains, 

( Become thy friends. 

, Thou canO: not learn, nor 1 can {hew, 

• To paint with 'lho1llfon's landfcape glow; 

, Or wake the bofom-melting throe, 

, With Sbenjlone's art; 

• Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 

, Warn on the heart. 
F 



, Yet, all beneath th' unrivall'd Rore, 

, The lowly Daify fweetly blows; 

, Tho' large the fore ft's Monarch throws 
, His army !hade, 

, Yet green the juicy Hawthorn grows, 

• Adown the glade • 

• Then never murmur nor upine ; 

, Strive in thy humble fphere to !hine; 

, And truft me, not Potoft's mine, 
, Nor King's regard, 

, Can give a bEfs o'ermatching thine, 
, A rujlic Bard. 

, To give my ccunfels all in one, 

, Thy tuneful flame Hill careful fan; 

, Preferve the dignity of Man, 
, With Soul erea ; 

, And tTUft, the UniverJal Plan 
, Will all protea. 

, .And'l.t'ear thou this'-ihe folemn [aid, 

And bound the Holly round my head: 

The poliili'd leaves, and berries red, 
Did Tufiling play; 

And, like a palling thought, {he fled 
In light away. 
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i1 D D RES S 

TOT H E 

U NCO ' G U I D, 

OR THE 

RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 

My S01l, thefe Maxims make a fult. 

And lump them ay thegither ; 

'lhe Rigid Righteous is (l fool, 

The Rigid Wife ani/her: 

<J he cleane/l corn that e'er was dight 

May hae Jome pyles 0' calf ill; 

~o lIe'er a felluw-creature Jligbt 

For random }its 0' dajfill. 

SOLoMoN.-Ecclcf. cb. vii. verCe; 

J. 

o Y E wha are Cae guid yourfel, 

Sac pious and fae holy, 
Ye've nought [0 do but mark and tell 

Your Neebours' faut, and folly! 

Whafe life is like a weeJ-gaun mill, 

Supply'd wi' 110fe ,/ water, 

The heapet happer's ebbiJlg fiill, 

And frill the cbp plays clatter. 
F~ 
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H. 

Hear me, ye venerable Core, 

As counCel Cor poor mortals, 

That frequent pafs douce Wifdom's door 

For glakit Folly's portals; 

I, for their thoughtlefs, carelefs fakes, 

Would here propone d<.fences, 

Their donfie tricks, their black mifiakes, 

Their failings and mifchances. 

Ill. 

Ye fee your fiate wi' their's compar'd, 

And fhudder at tbe niffer, 

nut call: a moment's fair regard, 

What makes the mighty differ; 

Difcount what fcant occafion gave, 

That purity ye pride in, 

And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art 0' hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your caftigated pulfe 

Gies now and then a wallop, 

What ragings mull: his veins convulCe. 

That Il:ill eternal gallop: 

Wi' wind and tide fair j' your tail, 

Right on ye fmd your fea-way : 

Ilut, in the teeth 0' baith to fail, 

It makes an unco leeway 
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V. 

See Social Life and Glee fit down, 

All joyous and unthinking, 

Till, quite traniinugrify'd, they're grown 

Debauchery and Drinking: 

o would they fray to calculate 
Th' eternal confequences; 

Or your more dreaded h-Il to frate, 

Damnation of expences ! 

VI. 
Ye high, exalted, virtuous Dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces, 

llefore ye gie poor Frailty .names, 
Suppok a change 0' cafes; 

A dear-Iov'd lad, convenience fnug, 

A treacherous inc1mation-

But, let me whi(per i' your lug, 

Ye're ablIns nae telllptat1(m. 

VII. 
Then gently fcan your brother Man, 

Still gender liller Woman; 

Tho' tlley lllay gang a-kennin wrang, 

To Hep afide is human: 

One pOint mull ftil! be greatly dark, 

The moving Why the; do it; 

And juR as lall .e!y can ye mark, 

Hc;.w far perhaps they rue it. 

E 3 
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Who made the Heart, 'tis He alone 

Decided.ly can try us, 

He knows each chord its various tone, 

Each fpring its various bias: 

Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjull: it ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 

Eut know not what's rtJijled. 
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TAM S A M SON's" 

E LEG r. 

An honejl man's the lIoblejl 'Work of God-
POP E . 

HAS auld K·"·"··· feen the Deil ? 
Or great M' .... .,... t thrawn his heel? 

Or R ... 40 ..... t again grown weel, 

To preach an' read 1 
• Na, waur than a' !' cries Ilk a chiel, 

r atn SamJon's dead!' 

K ... 'H" •• lang may grunt an' grain, 

An' figh an' jab, an' gleet her lane, 
An' cleed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 

In 1ll0UIIIln6 weed; 

To Death fhe's dearly pay'd the kane, 

Talll ~alllfon 's dead! 

"l When this worthy o!d Sportfman went out lall muir-fowl 
feafon, he fuppofed it was to be, in Offian's phrafe 'the lall of 
his fields;' and expreifed an ardent wifh to die and be buried in 
the muirs On this hint the Author compofed his Elegy ~nd 
Epi, aph. 

t A ~rt.in Preacher, a great favourile with the ~illion. 
ride the 01lDINATION, p. 54. 

t Another Preacher, an cqu,,1 favouritc with the Few, who 
was at that time ailing. For him fee allo the ORDI NATION, 

nann IX. 
F 4-
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The Brethren 0' the rnyftic level 

May hing their head in wofu' bevel, 

While by their nofe the tears will revel, 
Like ony bead; 

Death's gien the Lodge an unco devel, 
Tarn Samfon's dead! 

When Winter muffies up his cloak, 

And binds the mire like a rock; 

When to the loughs the Curlers flock, 

Wi' glee fame fpied, 

Wha will they ftation at the cock, 

Tarn Sarnfon's dead! 

He was the king 0' a' the Core, 

To guard, or draw, or wick a bore, 

Or up the rink like Jehu roar, 
In time 0' need; 

But now he Lags on Death's hog-feore, 

Tam Sarnfon's dead! 

Now fafe the ftately Sawmont fail, 

And Trouts bedropp'd wi' cril1lfon hail, 

And Eels weel kend for fouple tail, 
And Geds tor greed, 

Since dark in Death's jifh-creel we wail 

Tarn Samfon dead! 

Rejoice, ye birring Paitricks a' ; 

Ye cootie Moorcocks, croufely craw ; 



[ 105 ] 

Ye Maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withoutten dread; 
Your mortal F ae is now a wa', 

Tam Samfon's dead r 

That woefu' morn be ever P.lourn'd 

Saw him in fhootin grai h adorn'd, 

While poin-ters round impatient burn'd, 

Frae couples freed; 

But Och! he gaed and ne'er return'd I 
Tam Samfon's dead I 

In vain Auld-age his body batters; 

In vain the gout his ancles fetters; 

In vain the burns cam down like waters, 
An acre-braid! 

Now ev'ryauld wife, greetin, clatters, 

Tam ~amfon's dead I' 

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit, 

An' ay the tithcr J}10t he thumpir, 

Till coward Death behint him jumpit, 
Vv i' deadly feide; 

Now he proclaims wi' tout 0' trumpet, 
Tam Samfon's dead! 

'When at his heart he felt the dagger, 

He reLl'd his wonted bottle-fwager, 

But yet he drew the mortal trigger, 
Wi' weel-ail1l'd heed; 

F 5 
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, L-d, five!' he cry'd, an' owre did ftagger; 

Tarn Samfon's dead! 

Ilk hoary Hunter mourn'd a brither ; 
Ilk Sportfman-youth bemoan'd a father; 

Yon auld gray frane, amang the hether, 

Marks out his head, 

Whare Burns has wrote, in rhYll ling blether, 

'Tam SamJon's dead! 

When Au~u!l: winds the hether wave, 
And Sportfinen wander by yon grave, 

Three volJies let his mem'ry crave 

o pouther an' lead, 

Till Echo anfwer frae her cave, 

Tam Samfon's dead ! 

Heav'n reft his foul, whare'er he be ! 

Is th' wi/h 0' mony mac than me: 

He had twa fauts, or maybe three, 

Yet what remead ? 

Ae focial, honell man want we: 

Tam Samfon's dead! 



[ 107 ] 

'J H E E P I 'J A P H. 

'Jam Samfotl's weel-worn clay here lies,· 

Ye canting Zealots, fpare him! 

If Bonell: Worth in Heaven rife, 

Ye'llmend Of ye win near him. 

PER CON 'J R A. 

Go, Fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the fireets an' neuks o' Ki//ie., 

Tell ev'ry focial honel1:billie 

To ceafe his grievin, 

Eor yet, unlkaith'd by Death's gleg gullie, 

'Jam SalJljon' s /I~jill I 

l/> Killi! is a phrafe the country-folks fometimes ufe for 
the n~mc.of a certain town in the Wen 



THE following POEM will, by many Readers 

be well enough underftood ; but for the fake. ofthofe 

who are unacquainted with the manners and tra

ditions of the. country where the fcene is caft, 

Notes are added, to give fome account of the prin

cipal Charllls and Spells of that night, fo big with 

Prophecy to the Peafantry in the Weft of Scotland. 

The pallion of prying into Futurity makes a Hrik

ing part of the hii'l:ory of HUlllan Nature, in its 

-rude ftate, in all ages and nations; and it may be 

fome entertainment to a philofophic mind, if allY 

fuch fhould honour the Author with a perufal, to 

fee the remains of it, among the more unenlight

ened in our own. 
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H ALL 0 WEE N~. 

res! let the Rich deride, the Proud difdain 

'The jimple pleaJures of the lowly train; 
'To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 

One nati'Ue chal-m, than all the !;loJs of art. 

GOLDSMITK. 

I. 

D PON that night, when Fairies ligh.t 

On Ca.f!ilis Downam t dance, 

Or owre the lays, in fplendid blaze, 

On fprightly courfers prance; 

Or for Colean the rout is ta'en, 

Beneath the moon's pale beams; 

There, up the Co'Ue:j:, to {hay an' rove, 

Amang the rocks an' fireall1s 

To fport that night . 

• Is thought to be a night when Witches, Devils, "Dd 
other miCchief-makiog being~, "rc all abroad on the;' baneful, 
midnight errands; particularly, thofe aerial people, the Fai· 
rillS, are laid, on that night, to hold a grand Anniverfary. 

t Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hil!., in the neigh. 
bourhood of the ancient feat of the Ear!' of Caliili •• 

t A noted cavern near CoJcan-houCe, called the Cove ot 
Colean; which, as well as Callili ' Downans, I' famed, in 
(O\lntry nory, for beiog a favourite hallot of Faine6. 
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H. 
Among the bonie, winding banks, 

Where Doan rins, wimplin, clear, 

Where BR U C E .. aince rul'cl the martial ranks, 

An' lhook his Carrick [pear, 

Some merry, friendly, countra folks, 

Together did convene, 

To burn their nits, an' pau tlltic frocks. 

An' had their Halloween 

Fu' blythe that night. 

Ill. 
The laffes feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than \I htn they 're fine; 

Thtir faces blythe, fu' fweetly kylhe, 

Hearts leal, an' warm; an' kin': 

The lads iae tIig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Wed knotted on their gart<;n, 

Some unco blate, an' fume wi' gabs, 

Gar laHes hearts ga,n6 fiartin, 

VV hyks faft at ni.;';hL 

IV. 

Then, fir!! an' foremon, thro' the ka !l~ 

Their flocks t maun a' bt [aught aince ; 

/If The famous family of that name, the ancefiol's of Ro· 
lI~l\T, the great Deliverer of IllS country, welt E.ds of 

Carrick. 

t The jjrn ceremony of Halloween is, pulling each, a 
S(g,I<, or plant of kail. They mufl go out, hand ill baud, 
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They fieek their een, an' grape an' wale, 

For muck le anes, an' ftraught anes. 

Poor hav'rel Will fell aff the drift, 

An' wander'd thro' the Bow-kail, 

An' pou't, for want 0' better ihift, 

A runt was like a fow-tail, 
Sae bow't that lIight·. 

V. 
Then, firaug:ht or crooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a' thro~ 'ther ; 

The vera ",ee-things, toddlin, rin, 
Wi' {t.,cb out-owre their fhouther : 

An' gif the cuJlock's fweet or four, 

Wi' joClelegs they tafte them; 

Syne coziely, aboon the· door, 
Wi' cannie care, they 've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 

VI. 

The la{fts ftaw frae 'lIIang them a', 
To pou their )la/AS 0' corn'" ; 

wi,h eyes !hut, and pull the firfi they meet with: its being 
big 0 little, flra ight or crooked, is plOphelic of the fize and 
{hape of the grand objeCt of all their Spell s-lhe hulband ,or 
wite. If any yirJ, o' earth, nick to the root, that i. tocher, 
or fo,tune; and the tdle of the ,ufloc, that if, tbe hea rl of 
lhe nem, is indicative of the nalUlal temper and di l-pofition. 
Lafily, the nems, or, to give them thei r ordin. y appella
tion, the ,.unts, are placed fomewhere above Ihe head of the 
door; and the Ch, in ion n • .,.. es of the people whom chance 
bring' into the houfe,_ a.,. accolding to lhe p,iorily of placing 

the ,.unts, the names in quenion. 

'* They go to the barn-ya rd, and pu)! each, at three feve
ral times, a fialk of Oats. If the tl ,ird fialk walltS the top-
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But Rab flips out, an' jinks about, 

Behiht the muckle thom : 

He grippet Nelly hard an' faft ; 

Loud lkirl'd a' the Iaffes ; 
But her tap-pickle maift was loft, 

When kiutlin i' the Faufe-houfe ,. 
Wi' him that night. 

VII. 
The auld Guidwife's weel-hoordet nits t 

Are round an' round divided, 

An' monie lads an' laffes fates 

Are there that night decided L ~ 

Some kindle, couthie, fide by fide; , 

An' burn thegither trimly; 

Some fl:art awa, wi' fauey pride, 
An' jUlllp out-owre the ehlmlie 

Fu' hIgh that night. 

pielde, that h, the grain at the top of the ftalk, the party. 
in queltion w1l1 come to the marriage-beJ any thing but a . 
Maid. 

,. When the corn is in a doubtful ltate, by being too green 
or wet, the Hack-builder, by means of old timber, &c. 
makes a large apa.tment ill his ftack, with a~ opening in the 
fide which is faileft cxpo[ed to the wind: thi., h2 calls a 
Faufl-h.uf·. . 

t Burning the nuts is ~ favourite charm. They nlme the 
lad and lafs to each particular nut, as they Jay them in the 
fire; and according a. they hurn qUIetly together, or ftart 
from befide one anotber, tbe courfe and ilTu.e of the Court
/hip will be. 
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VII!. 

Jean flips in twa, wi' tentie e'e j 

Wha'twas, ihe wadna tell j 

But this is Jock, an' thi~ is me, 
She fays in to herfel : 

He blee2.'d owre her, and ihe owre him, 

As they wad neva mair part, 

Till fuff! he fiarted up the lUl11, 
An' ] ean had e'en a fair heart 

To fee't that night. 

IX. 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kai[ runt, 

Was b,"uIJt wi' primfie Mallie j 

An' Mary, nae doubt, took the drunt, 
To be compar'd to Willie: 

Mall's nit lap out, wi' pridefu' fling, 

An' her ain fit it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap, an' fwoor by jing, 

'Twas juft the way he wanted 
To be that night. 

X. . 
Nell had the Faufe-houfe in her min', 

She pits herfel an' Rob in; 

In loving bleeze they fweetly join, 

Till white in afe they're fobbin: 

Nell's heart wa3 dancin at the view; 

She whifper'd Rob to leuk for't: 



Rob, fl:ownlins, prie'd her bonny mou, 

Fu' cozie in the neuk for't, 

U nfeen that night. 

XI. 
But Merran {;'It behint their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bel! I 

She lea'es thelll galhin at their cracks, 

An' fl ips out by herfel : 

She thro' the yard the nearell: tab, 

An'to the kiln (he goes thell, 

An' darklins grapit for the bauks, 

And in the blue-clue" throws then, 

Rigbt fear't tbat ni,i:ht> 

XIL 
An' ay {he win't, all' ay {he fwat, 

I wat file made nae jaukin ; 

Till fomething held within the pat. 

Guid L-d! but (he was quau~in ! 

But whether 'twas the Deil himfel, 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 

Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To fp ier that night; 

ill Whoever would, with fucceC" try this fpeIl, muft ' 
!Irialy obfe, ve thefe direaions: Steal our, all alone, to the 
Ailn, and, darkling, th,ow into t:1e P,t a clew Ot blue 
yarn' wind it in a new clew off the old one; and, lowards 
the latter end, lomething will hold the th rtad : demand, wh. 
haudl? i. e. who holds? and an1\ver v. ill be returned from 
the kiln-pot, by naming the Chnftian and Sirname of yow 
future Spoufe. 
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XIII. 

Wee Jenny to her Graunie fays, 
.. Will ye go wi' me, Graunie? 

, I'll eat the apple" at the f(laJs, 

, J gat frae uncle Johnie :" 

She fuff't her pipe wi' fie a lunt, 

In wrath {he was fae vap'rin, 

She notic't na, an aizle brunt 

Her braw new worfet apron 
Out thro' that night, 

XIV. 
" Ye little Skelpie-limmer's face! 

, I daur you try fie fportin, 
, As feek the foul Thief ony place, 

• For him to fpae your fortune: 

, Nae doubt but ye may get a Jifiht ! 

, Great caufe ye hae to fear it; 

• For monie a ane has gotten a fright, 

, An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret, 

, On fie a night. 

XV. 
• Ae Hairll: afore the Sherra-moor, 

, I mind't as wed's yefl:ret"n, 

• I was a gilpey then, I'm fure 
, I was na pall fyfteen : 

'*' Take a candle, and go alone to a looking-glaCs; eat 
an apple berore it, and fome traditions fay, you Ihvuld comb 
your hair all the time; the face of your conjugal companion, 
to bt, will be feen in the gtars, as if peeping over your 

'houlder. 
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, The Simmer had been cauld an' wat

• An' /l:uif was UllCO green; 

, An' ay a rantin kirn we gat, 

• An' juJ!!: on Halloween 

• Tt fell that night. 

XVI 
Our StibbJe-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

, A clever, fiurdy fallow; 

• His Sin gat Eppie Sim wi" wean, 

, That liv'd in AchmacaIJa : 

• He gat hemp-feed -, I mind it weel, 

, An' he made unco light o't ; 

• But monie a day was by him/el, 
• He was fae fairly frighted 

That vera night." 

XVII. 
Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

An' he fwoor by his confcience, 

That he could Ja<tv hemp-jeed a peck; 

For it was a' but nonfenfe : 

The auld guidman raught down the pock, 

An' out a handfu' gied him; 

• Steal out unperceived, and fow a handfuJ"of hemp-feed, 
harrowing it with any thing you can conveniently draw 
after you. Repeat, now and then, " Hemp.feed I raw thee, 
• Hemp feed I faw thee; and him (or her) that is la be my 
• truelove, come after me and pou thee," Look over your le!t 
fhoulder, and you will fee the appearance of the perfon In
voked, in the attitude of pulling hemp. Some traditions fay, 
&! Come after me and !llaw thee," that is fhow tbyfd!,; in 
which cafe it fll1'\ply appeal.. Others omit the harrowing, and 
fay, " Come after me and harrow thee." 
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Syne bad him flip frae 'mang the folk, 

Some time when nae ane fee'd him, 

An' try't that night. 

XVIII. 
He marches thro' amang the Il:acks, 

Tho' he was fomething fturtin ; 

The graip he for a hano·w taks, 

An' haurls at his curpin : 

And ev'ry nvw an' then, he fays, 

" Hemp-feed I faw thee, 

An' her that is to be my lars, 

, Come after me an' ora w thee 

, As faft that night." 

XIX. 
He whiftled up Lord Lenox' march, 

To keep his courage cheary ; 

Altho' his hair began to arch, 

He was fae fley'd an' eerie: 

'Till prefently he hears a fqueak, 

An' then a grane an' gruntle ; 

He by his ihouther gae a keek, 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wiTltle 

Out oWre that night. 

XX. 
He foar'o a horrid murder-ihout, 

In dreadfu' defperation! 

An' young an' auld come rinnin out, 

An' hear the fad narration : 
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He fwoor 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 

Till fiop! fhe trotted thro' them a'j 

An' wha was it but Grumphie 

All:eer that night! 

XXI. 
Meg fain wad to the Barn gaen, 

To 'Whm tbree weebts 0' naetbing*' 

But for to meet the Deil her lane, 

She pat but little faith in : 

She gies the Herd a pickle nits, 

An' twa red cheekit apples, 

To watch, while for the BClrn fhe fets , 

In hopes to fee Tam Kipplcs 

That vara night. 

XXII. 
She turns the key, wi' cannie thraw, 

An' owre the threfhold ventures j 

But firll: on Sawnie gies a ca', 

Syne bauldly in lhe enters: 

." Thi. charm mun: Iikewire be perfolmed unperEtiveJ and 
alone. You go to the barn, and open both doort, taking them 
off the hinges, if pollible; for there is danger, that the bring, 
about to arpear, may /hut the door s, and do you fame mifchief. 
Then take that infhument ured in winnowing the corn, which, 
In our country.dialea, we call a wreft, and go tbto' all the 
attitudes of Jetting down corn againfl: the wind. Repeat it 
three times; and the tbird time an apparition will pafs thro' 
the barn in at the windy door, and out at the other, having 
both the figul e in quefl:ion, and the appearance or retinue, 
marking the employment or Ilation in Me. 



A rat/on ratd'd up the wa', 

An' file cry'd, L-d preferve her! 

An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 

And pray'd wi' zeal an' fervour, 

Fu' faft that night. 

XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' fair advice; 

They hecht him fome tine bra wane; 

It chanc'd the Stack he faddom't thrice·, 

Was timmer-propt for thra win: 

He tab a fwirlie, auld mo(~-oak, 
For fome black, groufome CarJin ; 

All' loot a winze, an' drew a ftroke, 

Till /kin in blypes cam haurlin 

AlPs nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As kantie as a kiltlin; 

But, Och! that night, amang the ihaws, 

She got a fearfu' fet!lin ! 

She thro'the whins, an' by the cairn, 

An' owre the hilJ gaed fCrievin, 

'" Take an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a Brar. 
fiac", and fathom it three times round. 1 he lall fathom of 
the lall lime, you will cat~b in your arms tbe appearar.ce of 
your future conjugal yoke-fellow. 
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Whare three Lairds' lands met at a bum"". 
To dip her left fark-lleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 

XXV. 

Vlbyles owre a linn the burnie plays, 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't ; 

Vlhyles round a rocky fear it fl:rays ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't ; 

Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 
Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle; 

Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Below the fpreauing hazle 
Unfeen that night . 

XXVI. 
Amang the brachens on the brae, 

Between her an' the moon, 

The Deil, or elfe an outler ~ey, 
Gat up an' gie a croon : 

Poor Leezie's heart maifl: lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock-height!he jumpit, 

But mifl: a fit a~' in the Po~1 
Out-owre the lugs {he plumpit, 

W I' a plunge that night • 

• You go out, one or more, for this is a focial fpell, to a 
fouth-running fpring or rivulet, where "three Lairds' lands 
meet," and dip your left Omt fleeve. Go to bed in fight of a 
fire, and hang )"our wet fleeve before it to dry. Lie awake; 
and, fometime near midni~ht, an apparation, having the ex
:lct figure of the grand object in queftion, will come and turn 
the fieeve, as if to dry tbe other fide of it. 
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XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth-fian .. , 

The Luggies three" are ranged; 

An' ev'ry time great care is ta'en 

To fee them duly changed: 

Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin' Mar's-year did defire, 

Becau[e he gat the team Jifh thric~, 

He heav'd them on th~ fire, 

Tn wrath that night. 

XXVIII. 
\Vi' merry fangs, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary; 

And linea talcs, an' funnic jokes, 

Their fports were che.1p and cheary . 

Till butter'd SQ'ns t , wi' fragrant iunt, 

Set a' their gabs a fteerin ; 

Syne, wi' a facial glafS 0' £hunt, 

They parted aft' careerin 

Ft.' blythe that night. 

'" Take three diChes; Pllt clean wa'er in ODe, foul water in 
another, and leave the third pmpty: blindfold a per(on, and 
lead him to the hearth where the difhes are ranged; he (or !he) 
<lips the left hand', if by chance in the clean water, the fu
ture hulband or wife will come to the bar of Mat, im~oy a 
maid; ifin the foul, a widow; if in the emrty difh, it fore_ 
tells, with cq'-l.l certainty, no marriage at all. It i, repeated 
three times; and every ltme the a. rangement of the diChes is 
altered. 

t Sowens, with butter inftead of milk to them, is always 
the Hall~'W(fn Supper. 

G 
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'r H E 

A U L D FAR MER's 

NEw-rEAR MORNING SALU'fA'fION 

T 0 HIS 

AULD MARE, MAGGIE, 

On giving het· the accuJlQmed Ripp of Corn tQ honJe/ 
in the New-rear. 

A G U I D New-year I wifh thee, Maggie ! 
Hac, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie ; 

Tho' thou's howc-backit, now, an' knaggie, 
I've feen the da y 

Thou could hae gaen like ony fiaggie 
Out-owre the lay. 

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

An' thy auld hide as white's a dailie, 

I've feen thee dappl'l, fleek an glaizie, 
A bOllie gray; 

He fhould been tight that daur't to raift thee, 

Ance in a day. 
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Thou ance was i' the foremofl: rank, 

A jilly buirdly, fl:eeve, an' fwank, 

An' fet weel down a {hapely fhank 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown out owre a {tank 

Like onie bird. 

It's now Come nine-an'-twenty year, 

Sin' th;u was my Guid-father's Meere; 

He gied me thee, 0' tocher clear, 

An' fifty mark; 

Tho' it WlS fina', 'twas weel won-gear, 

An' thott was fl:ark. 

When lira I gaed to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then was trottin w' your Minnie : 

Tho' ye was trickie, flee an' funnie, 

Ye ne'er was don lie ; 
But hamcly, tawie, quiet, an' cannie, 

An' unco Conlie. 

That day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle pride, 

WI;en ye bure hame my bonie Bride: 

An' Cweet an' gracefu' {he did ride, 

Wi' maiden air! 

Kyle-StevJnrt I could bra gzed wide, 

For {ie a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hoble, 

An' win tie like a. faumont-coble, 

Gz 



That day, ye was a jinker noble, 
For heels an' win' I 

An' ran them till they a' did wauble, 
Far, far behin'! 

When thou an' I were young an' ikiegh, 

An' ftable-meals at Fairs were Jriegh, 
How thell wad pLlIlCC, a~' fnore, an' Ikriegh, 

An' tak the road! 

Town's-bodies ran, an' frood abiegh, 
An' ca't thee mad. 

When thou was corn't, an' I was, me {Iow, 

We took the road ay like a [wallow: 

At BroaJes thou had ne'er a fellow, 
For pith an' fpeed ; 

!3ut ev'ry tail thou pa,y't them hollow, 
VI hare'er thou gaed_ 

The fina', droop rumpl't, hunter cattle, 

Might aiblins waur't thee for a bratt~e; 
But fax ScotC;l miles thou try't their mettle, 

An' gal"t them whaizle ~ 

Nae whip nor fpur, but juft a wattle 
0' faugh or hazle. 

Thou was a noble Fi/lie-Ian', 

As e'er in tug or tow was drawn! 

Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gaun, 
On guid March-weather, 
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Hae turn'd fax rood befide our han', 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg't, an' fetch't, an' fliOUt, 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whilkit, 

An' fpread ab reed thy weel-fill'd brilket, 
Wi' pith all' power, 

Till fprilly knowes wad rair't an' rilket, 
An' Oypet owre. 

When froils lay Jang, an' fnaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 

I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap 

Aboon the timmer; 
I ken'd my Maggie wad na Oeep 

For that, or Simmeu 

In cart or car thou never reellit; 

The ftt:yell b, ae thou wad hae fac't it; 

Thou never lap, an' ften't, an' breallit, 
Th~n Roo,cl to blaw ; 

But juft thy fiep a wee thing hall:it, 

Thou fnoov't awa. 

My plellgh is now tby bairntillle a' ; 

Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw; 
Forbye fax mae I've fell't awa, 

That Ihou hall nprfi:; 

They drew me thretteen pund an' t'A a, 
The vera warit. 

<.73 



Monie a fair daurk we twa hae wrought, 
An' wi'the weary warl' fought; 
An'monie an anxious day I thought 

We wad be beat! 

Yet here to crazy age we're brought, 

Wi' fomething yet. 

An' think na', myauld truily fervan', 

That now perhaps thou's lefs defervin, 

An' thy auld days may end in ftarvin', 

For my laft low, 
A heapit Stimpart, I'll referve ane 

Laid by for you. 

We've worn to crazy years thegither; 

We']) toyte about wi' ane anither. 

Wi' ten tie care I'll flit thy tether 

To fome hain'd rig, 

Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 
Wi' fma' fatigue. 



/ 
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THE 

c o E R's 

SAT U R DAY NI G HT. 

INS CRI BED TOR. An.-, Efq; 

Lel flot .411lbili.()n mocR thei,. ufeful toil, 

'[bfir I::omely joys, and dejliny obJc/lre l 

Nor Grandeur I em·, with a difdainful fmile, 

The jbart aild fimple annals 0/ the P03r. 

1. 

My lov'd, my. honour'd, much refpeEted friend! 

No mercenary Bard his homag<, pa)'5 ; 

With hone{\: pride, I fcorn each (.\6Ih end, 

My dearei1meed, a friend's dh:em and praife: 

To you I ling, in fimplc SCQuijl Inys, 

The lowly train in life's fcquetler'd fcene, 

The native feelings {lrong. the 5uildefs ways, • 

,"Vbat N .... in a COltage would have been; 

Ah! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there 

I ween! 

G4 
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11. 
November chill blaws loud wi' angry fugh ; 

The :!hort'ning winter-day is near a clofe ; 

The miry beafls retreating frae the pleugh; 
The black'ning trains 0' craws to their repofe : 

The toil-worn Cotter frae his labor goes, 

<[bis nigbt his weekly moil is at an end, 

ColleCts his fpades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

H oping the ,nQYn in eafe and reft: to fpend. 

And weary, o'er the moor, his courfe does ha me

ward bend. 
m. 

At length his lonely Cot appears in view, 

Beneath the fhelter of an aged tree; 

Th' expectant w ee-tbingr, toddlin, fiacher through 
To meet their Dad, wi' fiichterin noife and glee. 

His wee· bit ingle blinkin bonilie, 

His clean hearth-frane, his thrifty Wijie's fmi!e, 

The jjfping infant, prattling on his knee, 
Does a' his weary kiaugh a nd care beguile, 

And makes him quite forget his labor and his toil. 

IV. 

Belyve, the elder bairns come drappin in, 
At fervice out amang the Farmers roun' ; 

Some ca' the pleugh, fume herd, fome tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town: 

Their eldeft hope, their Jenny, woman-grown, 

In youthfu' bloom, Love fparkling in her e'e, 

Comes hame, perhaps, to {hew a braw new gown 

Or depolite her fair· won penny-fee, 

To help her Parents dear, if they in hardlhip be 
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V. 
With joy unfeign'd, brothers 2nd fifl:ers meet, 

And each for other's welfare klOdly fpiers: 

The facial hours, fwift.wing'd, unno ic cl fleet; 

. Each tells the unC'os tha t he fees or hears. 

'!'he Parents, partial, eye their hopeful years; 

Anticipation forward points the view; 

The Mo/her, wi' her needle and her Iheers, 

Gars auld c1aes look amaifi a weel's the new; 

The Father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

VI. 
Their Mafier's and their MifirefS's command, 

The youn&kers a' are warned to obey ; 

ArId mind their labors wi' an eyde.nt hand, 

And ne'er, tho' out 0 fight, to jauk or play; 

, And O! be Cure. to fear the La R D alway ! 

, And mind your duty, duely, lIIorn and night I 

, Left in temptation's path ye gang anl~Y, 

, Implore hiS counCe! ac.d affilbng llllsht : 

' . They never faug il t in vain that fought the LORD 

, aright.' 

VII. 
But l1ark! a rap cOllies gently to the door, 

'jenny, wha kens the meaning 0' the Came, 

Tells how a ne\::bor iad came o'er the moor, 

To do [ollle errands, and convoy her hame. 

The •• ily Mother fees the conlcious fia'1le 

Sparkle m J.nrl , e'e, and flufh her cheek, 

W ilh heart-ftruck, anxious care, Cf!'I\uirf's his name, 

G 5 
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While Jenny hafHins is afraid to fpeak ; 
Weel pleas'd the Mother hears, it's nae wild, worth. 

lefs Rake. 

VIII. 
With kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben; 

A Itrappan youth; he takes the Mother's eye;. 

Blythe Jenny fees the vilit's no ill ta'en; 

The Father cracks 0' horfes, pleughs, and kye. 

Tht' Y oungfter's artlefs heart o'erBows wi' joy, 

But blate an' lailhfu', fcarce can wee I behave; , 

The Mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can fpy 

What makes the Youth fae balhfu'and fa grave; 

Weel-pleas'd to think her hairn's refpected like the 

lave. 
IX. 

Q happy love! where love like this is found! 

o heart-fdt raptures! blifs beyond compare!' 
I've paced much this weary, lIIQt'tal round, 

And fage Expet ieue bid; me this declare_ 

" If Heaven a draught of he~l\enly pleafure [pare, 

, One cordial in this melancholy Vale, 

4 'Tis'~ hen a youthful, loving, modeft Pair, 

, In other's arms, breathe out the tender tale, 

• Beneath the milk-white thorn tha~ [cents the ev'n. 
, ing gale.' 

X. 
Is there, in human form, that bears a heart-

A Wretch I a Villain! loll: to love and truth I 

That can, with ftudied, Oy, enfnaring art, 
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Betray fweet 1enny's unfufpeCtin" youth? 

Curfe on his perjur\j arts! difI:-mbling finooth I 

Are Honour, Virtue, Confcience, all exil'd? 

Is there no Pity, no relenting Ruth, 

Points to the Parents fondling o'er their Child? 

Then paints the ruin'd. Maid, and their di!traCtion 

wild !. 
XL 

But now the Supper crowns their fimple board, 

The heal fame Porriteb, chief of Seo/iQ's food: 

The foup their only Ha·wkie does afford,. 

That 'yont the hallan fnugly chows her cood : 

The Dame brings forth, in complimental mood, 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbuck fell, 

And aft he's prefi, and aft he ca's it guid; 
The frugal Wifie, garrulous, wlll tell, 

How 'twas a towmond. auld fin' Lint was i' the bell. 

XII. 
The chearfu' Supper done, wi' ferious face, 

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide i 

The Sire turns o'er, with patriarchal grace, 

The big ha'-Bible, ance his Father's pride : 

His b'lnnet rev'rently is laid alide, 
His Iyan haffcts wearing thin and bare; 

Thofe ftrai ns that once did fweet in Zion glide, 

He wales a portion with judicIOus care ; 

• Ilnd let us. 'l.varfhip Go D!' he fays with folemn air. • 

XIII. 
They chant their artlefs notes in limple guife; 

They tune their hearts, by far lhe Ilobldl: aim : 

Perhaps Dundee's wild-warbling meafults nle, 
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Or plaintive Marty,'s, worthy of the name; 

Or noble Elgin beets the he~\Ven-ward flame, 

The fwectefl: far of Scotia's holy lays ~ 

Compar'd with thefe, ltalia'll trills are tame; 

The tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raife; 

Nae unifon hae they with our Creato,.'s praife. 

XIV. 
The priefl:-like Father reads the facred page, 

How Ahram was the Friend of GOD on high; 

Or, Mofs bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's un 6racious progeny; 

Or how the royal Bl!rd did groaning lye, 

Beneath the firoh of H ea ven's avenging ire; 

Or Job's patheti.c plamt, and wailing cry; 

Orrapt lJaiah's wild, feraphic fire; 

Or other Holy Seers that tune the facred Iyr.e. 

XV, 

Perhaps the Cbrijlian Volume is the theme, 

How guiltlef~ hlood for guilty man was {hed ; 

How He, who bore in Heaven the fec'>nd narpe, 

Had not on Earth whereon to lay His head: 

How His firO: followels and fervllnts fped ; 

The Precept5 f.1ge they v. rote to lIlany a land' 

How he, ",holone in Palmos bani{hed, 

Saw in the fun a might)' Angel fiand, 

And heard great Rob'fon's doom pronounc'd by Hea,.

v'n's command. 
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XVI. 
Then kneeling down to HE AVEN'S ETERNAL 

KING, 

The Saint, the Father, and (he HuJband prays: 

Hope' fprings exulting on triumphant wing·,' 

That thus they all {hall meet in future days: 

There ever balk in uncreated rays, 
No more to figh or fhed the bitter tear, 

Toge,her hymning their Creator' 5 praife, 

In fuch fociety, yet ftill more dear; 
While circling Tillle moves round in an eternal 

fphere, 

XVII. 
COlllpar'd with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 

When men dlfp\ay to congregations wide 

Devotion s ev'ry grace, except the beart! 

The Power, incens'd, the Pageant wi li d(:fert, 

The pompous ftrain, the facerdotal Gole. 

But haply in fame Cottage far apart, 
May hear, well pleas'd, the hln6uage of the Soul; 

And in His Book of Life the I. mates poor enroll. 

XVlIJ. 
Then homeward all tak\; off th~iT fev'ral way. 

The youngling Couagers reliTe to reft : 

The Parent-pair their feere! hOfllllf(O pay, 
And proffer up to Heave 1 the W31"11 requefr, 

That He who frills the rav~n's c1am'rous nd, 

• POpc'6 WiDdij)r forel\. 
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And decks the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 

Would, in the way His Wifdom fees the beft, 

For them and for their little ones provide; 

But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divine pTe

fide. 

XIX. 
From fcenes like thefe old SeoliQ's grandeur fprings, 

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

Princes and IOf(,s are but the breath of kings, 

, An honeft man's the noble work of God :' 

And aries, in fair Virtue's heavenly road, 

The COIIIIKe leaves the Palace far behind : 

What is a loroling . pomp? a cumbrous load, 

Difguifing oft the wretch of human kind, 

Studied in arts of Hell, in wickedne1s refin'd ! 

XX. 
o Scotia! my dear, my native foil! 

For whom my warmeft wiili to heaven is fent ! 

Long may thy hardy fons of ruflic toil, 

Be bleft with health, and peace, and {weet con

tent! 

And , O! may Heaven their fimple lives prevent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vile! 

Then, 110we'er crowns and coronetl be re nI, 

A virluuus Populace may rife the while, 

And ft.\nd a wall of fire around their much·JovJJ 

l/le. 
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o 'Thou! who pour'd the patriotic tide, 

That ftream'd thro' great, unhappy Wallace' 

heart; 
Whodar'd to, nobly, ftem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, the fecond glorious part : 

(The Patriot's Godpeculiarly thou art, 

His friend, infpirer, guardian, and reward!) 

o never, never Seot;a's reahn defert, 

But frill the Patriot, and the Patriot-Bard, 

In bright fucceffion raife, her Ornament and Guard. 



M o u s 

On turning her up ill her Neft, 'With the Plough, 

November 1785. 

WEE, flee kit, cowrin, tim'rous beafHe, 

0, what a panic's in thy brea!tie , 

Thou need na fiart awa fae hafiy, 

Wi' bickering brattle I 

I wad be laith to rin an' chafe thee. 

Wi' murd'ring pattle ! 

I'm truly forry Man's dominion 

Has broken Nature's focial union, 

An' juftifies that ill opinion, 

. Which makes thee ftartk; 

At me, thy poor, earth· born cOllJpanion, 
An' fello'W-mo,-tal! ' 

1 doubt oa, whyles, but thou may thieve; 

What then? poor beaftie, thou lllaun live! 

A daimen-icher in a lirave 
'S f.. una' requeft ; 
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I'll get a blelIin wi' the lave, 
An' never mifs't ! 

Thy wee-bit houfle, too, in ruin! 

It's filly wa's the win's are ftrewin ! 

An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 
0' fog gage green! 

An' bleak December's winds enfuin, 

Baith fnell an' keen! 

Thou faw tbe fields laid bare an' wafte, 

An' weary Wintercomin faft, 

An' cozie here, beneath·tbe blaft, 
Thou thought to dwell, 

Till cralh! the cruel coulter paft 
Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee-bit heap 0' leaves an' fiibble, 

Has coft thee monie a weary nibble! 

Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But houfe or hald, 

To thole the Winter's fieety dribble, 
An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Moufie, thou art no thy lane, 

In provingfor·e.fil(ht may be vain: 

Tbe belt-laid fchemes 0' Mice an' Men 
Gang aft a-gley. 

An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 

For pronlls'd joy' 



Still thou art bleft, comparod wi' mt/ 

The prefent only toucheth thee : 

But, Och! I backward call: my e'e 

On profpeEts drear ! 
An' forward, tho'l canna fee, 

19uefs an'ftar ! 
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A 

WIN T ERN I G H T. 

POD,. na~td 'I).·retcbes, wberejoe'er you are, 

Thai bide the p,/tinK of this pity/eJs f/orm ! 

How jbafl your houJelef< heads, and unfet! Jides, 
Your loold and window'J raggedne(s, defend you 

From finJom Juch as thefe-. -
SHAKESPEARE . 

W :-IEN biting Bortas, fell and doure, 

Sharp fhivers thro' the leaflefs bow'r; . 

When Phabus gies a fhort-Iiv'd glow'r, 

Far fouth the lift, 

Dim-dark'ning thro' the flaky fhow'r, 
Or whirling drift. 

Ae night the florm the fieeples rocked, 

Poor Labour fweet in Oeep was locked, 

While burns, wi' fnawy wreeths up-choked, 

Wild,eddying fwirl, 

Or thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 
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Lift'ning, the doors an' \\>innccks rattle. 
I thought me on the ourie cattle, 

Or filly fheep, wha bide this brattle 

0' winter war, 

And thro' tbe drift, deep-Iairing, fprattle. 

Beneath a fcar. 

Ilk bapping bird, wee, helplefs thing I 
Tha t, in the merry months 0' fjlfill6, 
Delighted me to hear thee ling, 

\Vhat comes 0' thee ~ 

Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chillering wing? 

An' c10fe thy e'e? 

Ev'n you on nlUrd'ring errands toil'd, 

Lone from your favage homes exil'd, 
The blooll-Ilaill'd rooll, and /beep-cote fpoil'd. 

My beart forgets, 
While pitylef$ the tempeft wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now PhtZbe, in her midnight reign, 

Dark-llIufR'J, view'd the dreary plain; 

Still crouding thoughts, a penfIVe train, 

Rufe in my foul. 

When on my ear this plaintive ftrain, 

Slow-[olemn, fiole-

" Blow, blow, ye Winds, with heavier gull: r 
• And freeze, thou bitter Llting Froft I .. 



• Defcend, ye chilly, fmother ing Snows! 

• Not all your rage, as now, united ihows 

, More hard unkindnefs, unrelenting, 

, Vengeful malice, unrepenting, 

• Than heaven-illumin'd Man on brother 

, Man befl:ows! 

• See Hem Oppreffion's iron grip, 

, Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 

, Sending, like blood-hounds from the flip, 

, Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a land! 

, Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 

• Truth, weeping, tells the mournful talc, 

( How pamper'dLuxury, Flatt'ry by her fide, 

, The par.a!ite empoifoning her ear, 

, With all the fervile wretches in the rear, 

, Looks o'er proud Property, extendtd wide I 

, And eyes the !imple, ruftic Hind, 
, Whore toil upholds the glitt'ring ihow, 

, A creature of another kind, 

, Some coarfer fubftance unrdin'd, 

, Plac'd for her lordly ufe thus far, thus vile, below! 

• Where, where is Love's fond tender throc, 

• With lordly HanoI's lofty brow, 

, The pow'rs .you proudly own? 

• 1<; there, beneath Love's noble name, 

, Can harbour, dark, the felfiih aim, 

• 'fo blefs himfdf alone! 



, Mark Maiden-innocence a prey 

• To love pretending [nares, 

• Tri.s boafted Honor turns away, 

• Shunning [oft Pity's riling [way, 

I Regardlefs of the tears and unavailing pray'rs ! 

• Perhaps, this hour, in Mis'ry's fqualid neft, 

• She ftrains your infant to her joylefs breaft, 

, And 'with a Mother's fears ihrinks at the rocking 

• blaft! 

, Oh, ye! who, funk in beds of down , 

, Feel not a want but what yourfelves create, 

, Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 

, Whom friends and fortune quite difown! 

, IIl-fatisfy'd, keen Nature 's clam'rous call, 

, Stretch'd on his ftraw he lays himfelf to flecp, 

, While thro' the ragge,sl roof and chinky wall, 

, Chill, o'er his /lumbers, piles the drifty heap ! 

, Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 

• Where Guilt and poor Misfortune pine! 

, Guilt, erring Man, r,!lenting view! 

, But Jllall thy legal rage purfue 

, The Wretch, already cruihed low 

, By cruel Fortune's undeferved blow? 

, AffliCtion's Cons are brothers in tlifhefs; 

• A Brother to relieve, how exquilite the blifs !" 

I heard nae mair, for Chantic!eel' 
Shook off the pouthery [naw, 
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And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-roufing craw. 

But deep this truth imprefs'd my mind

Thro' all his works abroad, 

The heart benevolent and kind 

The moll: refembles GOD . 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

D A v I E, 

A 

B ROT II E R P 0 E 7'. 

Jalluary-

1. 

WHILE winds frae aff Ben-Lolliond blaw, 

Ant! bar the doors wi' driving fnaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 

I [et me down to pafs the time 

And fpin a verfe or twa' 0' rhyme, 

In hamely, wefilin jingle. 

While frofty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 

1 gnldge a wee the Great-folk's gift, 

That live ['le bien an' [nug: 

I ten t lefs, and want lefs 

Their roo:ny fire-fide; 

But hanker, and canker, 

To fee their curfed pride. 
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IT. 

It's hardly in a body's pow'r, 

To keep, at times, frae being four, 
I 

To fee how things are Ihar'd ; 

How beft 0' chiels are whyles in want, 

Wile Coofs on countlefs thoufands rant, 

And ken na how to wair't: 

But Davif, lad, ne'.er falh your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 

Vve're fit to win our daily bread, 

As lang's we're hale and fier: 

" Mair fpier na, nor fear na""', 

Auld age ne'er mind a feg ; 

The laft o't, the worft o't, 

Is only but to beg. 

Ill. 
To lie in kilns and barns at e'en, 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin, 

Is, doubtlefs, great diftrefs! 

Yet then content could make us blefr; 

Ev'n then, fometimes, we'd fnatch a talle 

0' trueft happinefs. 
The hond\: heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 

Howt!ver Fortune kick the ba', 
H as ay fame caufe to finile : 

An' mind frill you'l! find iliil 
A comfort that's nae una' ; 

T?e mair then we'll care then, 

Nae farther we can fa', 
H 

I/f Ramfay. 



IV. 
What tho', like Commoners of air, 

We wander out, we know not where, 
But either houfe or hal'? 

Yet Nature's charms the hills and woods, 

The fweeping vales and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 

In days when Dailies deck the ground, 

And Blackbirds whill:le clear, 

With honeO: joy our hearts will bound, 
To fee the coming year: 

On braes when we pleafe, then, 

V,e'll fit and fowth a tune; 

Syne rhyme till't, we'll lime tiIl't, 

An' fing't when we hae done. 

V. 
It's no in titles nor in rank; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on Bank, 

To purchafe peace and reil:; 

It's no in makin muckle, mai,' : 

It's no in books, it's no in lear, 

To mak us truly bleft : 

If Happinefs hae not her feat 

And centre in the breafr, 
We may be wife, or rich, or .great, 

But never can be bleft: 

Nae treafures nor pleafures 

Could make us happy lang; 

The heart ay's the part ay 

That makes us right or wrang. 
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VI. 
Think ye, that fie as you and I, 
Wha drudge and drive thro' wet and dry, 

Wi' never ceafing toil; 

Think ye are we lefs bleft than they, 
Wha fcarcely tent us in their way, 

As hardly worth their while? 

Alas! how aft, in haughty mood, 

Go D'S creatures they opprefs ! 
Or elfe, negleCting a' that's guid, 

They riot in excefs ! 
Baith carelefs and fearlefs 

Of either Heaven or Hell; 

Efteeming, and deeming 
It's a' an idle tale! 

VIT. 

Then let us chearfu' acquiefce, 
Nor make our fcanty Pleafures lefs, 

By pining at our ftate : 
And, ev'n fhould Misfortunes come, 

I here wha (it hae met wi' fome, 

An's thallkfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit 0' Age to Youth J 

Tbey let us ken ourrel ; 

They make us fee the naked truth, 

The real guid and ill. 
Tho' loffes and cro{[es 

Be leffons right fevere, 
There's wit there, ye'll get there, 

Ye(ll find nae other where. 
H 1 
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VIII. 
But tent me, Da'Vie, Ace 0' Hearts! 

(To fay aught lefs wad wrang the cartes, 

And f1att'ry I deteft) 

This life has joys for you and I, 

And joys that fiches ne'er could buy, 

And joys the very belt 
There's a' the Pleafures 0' the Heart, 

The Lover an' the Frien' ; 

Ye hae your Me;;, your deareft part, 
And I my darling Jean! 

It warms me, it charms me, 

To mention but her 11fl11lt: 

It heats me, it beets me, 

And fets me a' on flame! 

IX. 
o all you Pow'rs who rule above! 

o 'Thou, whofe very felf art love! 

'Thou know'ft my words fincere ! 

The lite-blood Hreaming thro' my heart, 

Or my more dear Immortal parr, 

Is not lUore fond! y dear! 

When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my foul of reft, 

Her dear idea brings relief, 
And folace to my breaft. 

Thou Being, All-feeing, 

o hear my fervent praY'I"! 

Still take her, and make her 

Thy moft peculiar care! 
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X. 
All hail r ye tender feelings dear! 

The hnile of love, the friendly tear, 

The fympathetie glow r 

Long finee, this world's thorny ways 

Had number'd out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you! 

Fate frill has bJefr me with a friend, 

1n ey'ry care and ill ; 

And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender frill. 

It lightens, it brightens, 

The tenebrific fcene, 

To meet with, and greet with 

~y D/fvie) or 11Iy 1ean! 

XI. 
0, how that name infpires my ftyJe ! 
The words come fkelpin, rank and file, 

Amaill betore 1 ken! 

The ready mealUle rins as fine, 

As Pbrebus alld the famous Nine 

W tore: glowfln owre my pen. 

My fpavil't P'ga/us will limp, 

Till anee: oe's fairly het; 

And then he'll hiJcb, and ftilt, and jimp, 

And rin an unco fit ; 

But leait then the beafr then 

Should rue this halty ride, 

I'll light now, and lli",ht now 

His fweaty, wiz~n'd hide. 
H3 
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'I' H E 

L A M E N T. 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFOR TUNA TE 

ISSUE 

OF A 

F R I END I s A M 0 U R. 

Alas! how oft does GoodneJs wound it/elf! 

And jweet Affection prove the jpring of W De ! 

HOME. 

1. 

o T H 0 U pale Orb, that filent Ihines, 

While care-untroubled mortals fleep I 
Thou {eell: a Wrel,h, who illly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With Woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam; 

And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and /rJve are all a dream! 
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II. 

1 joylefs view thy rays adorn 

The faintly marked, di1l:ant hill : 

1 joylefs view thy trembling horn, 

R efleCted in the gurgling rill. 

My fondly-fluttering he~rt, be frill! 

Thou bufy pOW'T, Remembrance, ceafe! 

Ah! n ufr the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning Peace' 

IJI. 
No idly-feign'd, poetic pains, 

My fad, love-lam lamentings claim : 

No fuepheJ d's pipe-Arcadian ftrains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint am. tame. 

The plighted faith; the mutual flame; 

The oft-atteHed Pow'rs above; 

The p"omis'd Fathe,.'s tende,. Name: 

Thefe were the pledges of my love! 

IV. 
Encircled in her clafping arms, 

How have the raptur'd moments flown.' 

How have J wilh 'd for Fortufle\ charms, 

For her dear [akt:, and her's alone! 

And, muft I thmk it! is fuc gone, 

My feeret hean's exulting boal!: ? 

And does Jhe heedlefs ht:ar my groan? 

And is fue ever, ever loft ? 
H4 
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Oh! can {he bear fo bafe a heart, 

So loll: to Honor, loft to Truth, 

As from the fondeft lover part, 

The plighted hulband of her youth ? 
Alas! Life's path may be unfinooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough diftrefs! 

Then, who her pangs and pains will foothe, 

Her forrows {hare and make them lefs ? 
VI. 

Ye winged Hours that o'er us paft, 

Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 

Your dear remembrance in my breaft, 

My fondly-treafur'd thoughts employ'd. 

That breafl:, how dreary now, and void, 

For her too fcanty once of room! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of Hope deftroy'd, 

And nota Wijb to gild the gloom! 

VII. 
The morn that warns the approaching day, 

Awakes me up to toil and woe; 

] fee the hollrs, in long array, 

That I muft fuffer, lingering, flow. 

Full many a pang .. apd many a throe, 

Keen Recollection's direful train,' 

Muft wring my foul, 'ere Phrebus, low, 

" 

Shall kifs the difl:ant, weftern main. I \. 

VIII. 
And when my nightly couch I try, 

Sore-harafs'd out with care and grief. 
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My toil-beat nerves, and tear-won eye, 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief: 

Or if I !lumber, Fa,ncy, chIef, 

Reigns, haggard-wild, in fore affright : 

Ev'n day, all-bitter, brio,gs relief 

From fuch a horror-breathing· night. 

IX. 
O! thou bright QEeen, who, o'er th' expallr;, 

Now highefi: relgn'ft, With boundlefs fway! 

Oft has thy /ilent-marking glance 
7 , , I 

Obferv'd ~ fi>Ddly-~and'ring, ftray! ! 
The time, unheeded, fped away, ., 

While Lpye'lII·ruxurious pulfe beat high, ~ . 
• ,:-.f..t: .. 

Beneath tIfie 't].ver· gleaming ray, 

To mar{ the l~u(uai-kil1dling eye. 
"'.~. .- X. 

Oh! fcen:; inJtrong re'inembr~nce fet I 
Scenes, neve·r , n·~~er to reuun ! " . 

Scenes, if in 'ftupor] forget, 

Again I f~l; ag~i n I burn ! ,; 

From ev'ry joy and pleafure,torn, _. 

Life's w~ary vale' [']J wander Ihro' ; 

And hopelefs, comfortlefs, I'll mourn 

A.faithlefs woman's broken vow. 

H5 



[ 154 ] 

DES P 0 N DEN. C Y. 

A N 

Q D E. 

I. 

OPPRESS'D with grief, opprefs'd with care, 

A burden nlore than I can bear, 

I fet me down and li'gh :. 
o Life! thou art a galling load, 

Along a rough, a weary rl?ad, 
To w:etches fuch as I ! 

Dim backward as I caft my view, 
What fick'ning Sc~nes appear! 

What Sorrows yet may pierce Ipe thyo', 

Too jufily I may fear! 
Still caring, defpairing, 

Muft be my bitter doom; 
My woes (· ere ihall c10fe ne'er, 

But with the doling tomb! 

n. 
Happy I ye fans of Bury-life, 

Who, equal to the buftling ftrife, 

No other view regard! 
Ev'n when the wiihed end's deny'd, 

) et while the bufy means are ply'd, 

,They bring their own reward: 
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WhiHt I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 

Meet ev'ry fad returning night, 

Andjoylefs mom the fame. , 

You, buftling and jufiling, 

Forget each grief and ,pain,. 

I; liftlefs, yet refilefs, 

Find ev'ry profpeCt vain. 

Ill. 
How blefi the Solitary's lot, 

Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot, 

Within his humb 'e cell, 

The .:avem wild with tangling roots, 

Sits o'er his newly. g(lther'd fruits, 

Befide his cfyftal welll 

Or haply, to his eV'ning thought, 
By, unfrequented fiream, 

The ways of men are difiant brought, 

A faint-colleCted dream; 

Vv hi le praifing, and raifing 

His thoughts to heav'n on high, 

As wand'ring, meandring, 

He views the folemn fky. 

IV. 
>rhan I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 

Where never human footfiep trac'd, 

Lefs fit to play the part, 

The lucky moment to improve, 

And jufl to fiop, and jufl to move, 

With felf-refpecting art: 



But ah! thofe pleafures, Loves and Joys, 

Which I too keenly tafte, 

The Solitary can defpife, 

Can want, and yet be blefi ! 

He needs not, he heeds not, 

Or human love or hate; 

VhiHl: I here mull: cry here 

At perfidy ingrate! 
V. 

Oh! enviable, early days, 

When dancing thoughtlers pleafure's maze, 

To Care, to Guilt unknown.! 

How ill exchang'd for ,iper times, 

To feel the follies, or tbe ctimes, 

Of others, or my own I 
Ye tiny elves that guiltlefs {port, 

LIke linnets in the buib, 

Ye little know the ills ye court, 

When manhood is your wjib! 
The lolfcs, the croms, 

That aCii<ve man engag~ ; 

The fears all, the tears all ~ 
Of dim declining .1gt ! 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

A 

D I R G 

l. 

W HEN chill November's furly blaft 

Made fields and forefis bare, 

One ev'ning, as J wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 

I fpy'd a man, whofe aged fiep 

Seem'd weary, worn with care; 

His face was furrow'd 0 er with years, 

And hoary was his halT. 

Il. 

Young firanger, wither wand'refl: thou? 

Began the rev'rend Sage; 

Does thidt of wealth thy fiep con!l:rain, 

Or youthful Pleafure's rage? 

Or haply, preft with cares and woes, 

Too foon thou haft began 

To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miferies of Man. 

E. 
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1II. 
The Sun that overhangs yon mooTS, 

Out-fpreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to fupport 

A haughty lord ling's pride; 

I've feen yon weary winter-fun 
Twice forty times return ; 

And ev'ry time has added proofs, 

That Man was made to mourn. 
IV. 

OMan! while in thy early years, 

How prodigd of time ! 

Mifpendillg all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious, youthful prime! 

Altern3te Follies take the fway; 

Licentious Paffions bum. 

Which tenfold force gives Nature's law. 

That Man was made to mou{ 

V. 
Look not alone on youthful Prime, 

Or Manhood's aClive might; 

Man then is ufeful to his k.nd, 

Supported is his right: 

But fee him on the edge of Jife, 

With Cares and Sorrows worn, 

Then Age and Want, Oh! ill matd/d pair-! _ 
Show Man was mad~ to mourn. 

VI. 
A few {eem favourites of Fate, 

In Pleafure's lap careft • 
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Yet, think not all the Rich and Great 

Are likewife truly bleft. 

But, Oh! whatcrouds in ev'ry land, 

All wretched and forlorn, 

Thro' weary life this leffon learn, 

That Man was made to mourn, 
VII. 

Many and iharp the num'rous Ilts 

Inwoven with our frame! 

More pointed /till we make ourfelves, 

Regret, Remor~, and Shame! 

And Man, whofe heav'n-ereCted face 

The fmiles of love adorn, 

Man's inh\lmaQity to Man 
Makes countlefs thoufands mourn I . 

VIII. 

See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight , 

So abjeCt, Illean, a\ld vile, 

Who begs a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil; 

And fee his lordly fellow-'Worm 
Tht: poor petition fpurn, 

Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife 

And belplefs offspring mourn . 
IX. 

]f I'm deugn'd yon lordling's llave 1 
By Nature's law deugn'd, 

Why was an independent wilh 

E'er planted in my mind? 
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If not, why am I fubjeCt to 

His cruelty, or fcorn ? 
Or why has Man the will and POW'! 

To make his fellow mourn ( 

X. 
Yet, let not this too l;Ilucb, my Son, 

Difturb thy youthful breaft: 

This partial view of hunw.n-kind 
Is furely not the laft ! 

Tbe poor, oppreffed, honefi man 
Had never, fure, been born, 

Had tbere not been fome recompenfe 

To comfort thofe tbat· mourn ! 

XL 
o Death! the poor man's deareft friend, 

The kind eft and the belt! 

Welcome tbe hour_my aged limbs 

An~ laid with thee at reft! 

Tbe Great, the Wealthy fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleafure torn ; 
But , O;. ! ,. blc-I~ relief to thofe 

That weary-laden mourn , 
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w I N T E 

D I R G 

I. 

THE Wintry Weft extends his blaft, 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 

Or, the fiormy North fends driving forth 

The blinding fleet And fnaw: 

R. 

E. 

While, tumbling brown, the Burn comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 

And bird and beaft in covert reft, 

And pafs the heartlefs day. 

n. 
e< The fweeping blafi, the Iky o'ercaft*," 

The joylefs ,J, inter-day, 

Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May: 

The TempeR's howl, it foothes my foul, 

My griets it feems to join; 

The leaflefs trees my fancy pleafe, 

Their fate refembles mine! 

• Dr Young. 



[ 162 J 
1II. 

Thou l'OW'y Su,~reme, whole mighty Scheme 

Thefe woes of mine fullill, 
Here, firm, I reft, they mujl be bell, 

Becaufe they are Thy Will ! 

Then all I wall! (Oh, do thou grant 

This one requeft of mine 1) 

Since to enjoy Thou doft deny, 

Affift me to yefign! 



" A 

p R A y E R 

1 NTH E 

PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

I. 

Q T H 0 U unknown, Almighty Cau(e 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whofe dread Prefence, 'ere an hour, 

Perhaps I muft appear! 

H. 
If J have wander'd in thofe paths 

Of life I ought to ihun ; 

As Something, loudly, in my breaft, 

Remonftrates I have done; 
Ill. 

Thou know'ft that Thou h:lft formed me 

With Pafiions wild and thong; 
And lift'ning to lheir witching voice 

Has often led me wrong. 
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IV. 
Where human weakneJs has come fhort, 

Or frailty f1:ept alide, 

Do Thou, All-Good! for fuch Thou art, 
In fhades of darknefs hide. 

V. 
Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other Plea I have, 

But, Thou art good; an~ Goo~neu frill 
Delighteth to forgiv.e. 



s T A N z A s 

ON crHE SAME OCCASION. 

WHY am I loth to leave this earthly (cene ? 
Have I fo found it full of pleafing charms? 

Some drops of joy with draughts of ill between; 
Some gleams of funihine mid renewing frorms : 

Is it departing pangs my foul alarms? 

Or Death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrOTS are in arms; 

I tremble to approach an angry Go D, 

And jufrly (mart beneath his fin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I fay, ' Forgive my foul offence!' 

Fain promife never more to difobey ; 

But, fhould my Author health again difpenfe, 

Again I might defert fair Virtue's way; 

Again in Folly's path might go aflray ; 

Again exalt the brute and fink the man; 
Then how ihould I for Heavenly Mercy pray, 

Who act (0 counter Heavenly Mercy's plan? 

Who fin [0 oft have mourn'd, yet to temptation nm ? 
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o Thou, Great Governor of all below! 
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 

!hy nod can make the tempeft ceafe to blow, 
Or !till the tumult of the raging fea : 

With that controuling POW'! a/lift ev'n me, 

Thofe headlong, furious pa/lions to confine; 

For all unfit I feel my powers be, 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line; 

0, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence Divine! 



Lying at a Reverend Friend's houje, one night, the Au

thor left the following Verfes in the room where he 

j1ept ;-

I. 

o T HO U dread Pow'r, who reign'ft above. 

1 know Thou wilt me hear; 

When for this fcene of peace and love, 

I make my pray'r fincere. 

lI. 

The hoary Sire-the mortal ftroke, 

Long, long be pleas'd to fpare; 

T~ blefs his little filial flock, 

And fhow what good men are. 

m. 
She, who her lovely Offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 

o blefs her with a Mother's joys, 

But fpare a Mother's tears I 

IV. 
Their hope, their fiay, their darling youth, 

In manhood's dawning blufh; 

Blefs him, Thou God of love and truth, 

Up to a Parent's wilh 
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v. 
The beauteous, feraph Sifter-band 

With earneft tears I pray, 

Thou know'ft the fnares on ev'ry hand, 

Guide Thou their fteps alway. 
VI. 

When foon or late they reach that coaft, 

O'er life's rough ocean driven, 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer loft, 
A Family in Heaven! 



THE 

FIRST PSALM. 

THE man, in life where-ever plac'd 
Hath happinefs in i1:ore, 

Who walks not in the wicked's way, 
Nor learns their guilty lore! 

Nor from the feat of fcornful Pride 
Cafts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his Go D. 

That man {haIJ flourilh like the trees 

Which by the Hreamlets grow; 
The fruitful top is fpread on high, 

And firm the root below. 

But he whofe bloffolll buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be call:, 

And like the rootlelS fiubble toft, 
Before the fweeping blafr. 

For why? that Go D the good adol e 
Hath giv'n them peace and Idt, 

But hath decreed that wicked men 

Shall ne'er b, truly bleft. 
J 



A 

p R A y E R, 

Utzder the Preifurc of Ho/ent Anguijh. 

o THOU great Being! what Thou art, 

Surpaifes me to know: 

Yet fure I am, that known to Thee 

Are all Thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee ftands j 

All wretched and difireft; 

Yet fure thofe ills that wring my foul 

Obey Thy high beheft. 

Sure Thou, Almighty, canft not aa 

From cruelty or wrath! 

0, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or clofe them faft in death! 

But if I DlUft afflicted be, 

To [uit Come wife defign ; 

Then, man my fcul with firm refolves 

To bear and not repine! 



• THE 

FIRsr SIX VERSES 

OFT H E 

NINETEENTH PSALM. 

o THOU, the firft, the greateft friend 

Of all the human race! 

Whofe ftrong right hand has ever been 

Their ftay and dwelling-place) 

Before the mountains heav'J t!1eir heads 

llenc~th Thy forming hand, 

Bef re this ponderous globe itfelf 

J\rore at Thy C0!l11:1;!ml : 

That Pow'r whic!l n:s\l, :u1d r.ill upl:old5 

This univcrrai fralll~. 

Frol1l Lountle!s, unbe!!;inning time 

IV as ever {\:ill the fame . . 
Thore l1Iibh1y periods ef years 

Which fee m to us fo vaft, 
'\ ppear ]'0 more before Thy fight 

Than yefterday th ~, t's p,lil. 
1 2. 



Thou giv'll: the word; Thy creature, man, 

Is to t'xifrence brought; 

Again Thou fay'fr, ' Ye fons of men, 

, Return ye into naught !' 

Thou layell: them, with all their cares 

In everlafring Deep: 

As with a flood thou tak'll them off 

With overwhelming fweep. 

They flourifh like the morning flow'r, 

In beauty's pride array'd 1 

But long ere night cut down it lies 

All wither'd and decay'd. 
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TO A 

MO UNTAIN DAISY, 

On Ittrning one down with the Plough i1Z 

April 1786. 

WEE, modefi, crimfon-tipped flow'r, 

Thou's met me in an evil hour; 

For I maun crufh amang the fioure 
Thy fienLer fiem : 

To fpare thee now is paft my pow'r, 
Thou bonie gem. 

Alas! its no thy neebor [Vicet 

The bonie Lark, cOlllpanion meet! 

Bendin6 thee 'man" tile dewy weet I 
Wi' fpreckl'd breafi, 

When upward-fpringing, blythe, to greet 
The purpling Eaft. 

Cauld hlew the bitter-biting North 

Upon thy early, hUlllble birth; 

Yet chearfully thou glinted forth 
Am:d the fiorm, 

Scarce rear'cl above the Parent-earth 
Thy tender form. 

13 

" 
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The ffaunting flow'rs our Gardens yield, 

High fhdt'ring woods and wa's maun fhield; 

But thOll, beneath the random bield 
0' dad or frane, 

Adorns the hiftie Jlibble-field, 
Unfeen, alane. 

There, in thy fcanty mantle clad, 

Thy fnawie bofom fun-ward fpread, 

Thou lifts thy unaffuming head, 
In humble guife; 

But now the /hare uptears thy bed, 
And low thou lies! 

Such is the fate of artlefs Maid, 

Sweet jlow'ret of the rural !bade! 

By Love's 1i1llplicity betray'd, 
And guilelefs trun, 

Till {he, like thee, all foil'd, is laid 
. Low' i' the dun. 

Such is the fate of fimple Bard, 

On 1 ife's rough ocean lucklefs ftarr'd ! 

Unlkilful he to note the card 
Of prudent Lore, 

Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 
And whelm him o'er! 

Such fate to Juffering Worth is giv'n, 

Who long with wants and woes has firiv'n, 
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By human pride or cunning driv·n 
To Mis'ry's brink, 

Till wrench'cl of ev'ry fray but Ht/w'n, 

He, ruin'd, fink I 

Ev'n thou who mourn'il the Daify's fate, 

<[bal falli is thine-no dill:ant date; 

Stern Ruin's plough-fbI/re dri\es, elate, 

Fun on thy bloom, 

Till cruih'd beneath the furrow's weight, 

Shall be thy doom. 
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T 0 

R u I 

I. 

ALL hail! inexorable lord! 

At whofl:! deil:ruClion.breathing word, 

The mii?;htieft empires fall! 

Thy crud, woe-delighted train, 

The m:niHers of Grief and Pain 
A fullen welcome, all! 

With ftern-refolv'd, defpairing eye, 

I fee each aimed dart ; 

For one has cut my .Iearejl lye, 

And quivers in my heart. 

Then low'ring, and pouring, 

The Storm no more 1 dread; 

Tho' thick'ning, and black'ning, 

Round my devoted head. 

H. 
And thou grim Pow'r, by Life ahhorr'd, 

While Life a pleaJure can afford, 

N. 
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Oh I hear :t wretch's pray'r I 
No more I fhrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To clofe this fcene of care! 

When fhaJl my foul, in filent peace, 
Refign Life's j~y!efs day? 

My weary heart it's throbbings ceafe, 
Cold-mould'ring in the clay? 

No fear more, no tear more, 

To ftain my lifelefS face, 

Enclafped, and grafped, 

Within thy cold embrace! 

I ) , 
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TO 

M I s s L-, 

With BE A'rTIE's POEMS for a Ne<w-renr's Gift. 

Jan. I. 1787. 

AGAIN the filent wheels of time 

Their annual round lla ve driv'n, 

And you, tho' fcarce in maiden prime, 

Are fo much nearer Heav'n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coafrs. 

The infant year to hail; 

I fend you more than India boafis 

In Ed'win's lill lple taJe. 

Our Sex with guile, and faithlefs love, 

Is charg'd, perhaps, too tr!.le ; 

But may, dear Maid, each Lov!:r prove 

An Ed'Win frill to you. 
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EPISTLE 

TO A 

YOUNG F R lE N D. 

MaY-I 786. 

I. 

I L AN G hae thought, my youthfu' friend, 

A Something to have fent you, 

Tho' it Ihould. ferve nae ither end 
Than juf1: a kind memento; 

But how the fubjeCl theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine; 

Perhaps it may turn out a Sang i 

Perhaps, turn out a Sermon. 
n. 

Ye'lI try the world foon, my lad, 
And Andrew dear, believe me, 

Y c'll find mankind an unco fquad, 

And muckJe they may grieve ye: 

For care and trouble fer your thought, 

Ev'n when your eou's attained; 

And a' your vitws may cOllie to nought, 

Where ev'ry n~rve is fruined. 



[ 180 ] 

Ill. 
I'll no fay, men are villains a'; 

The real, har,den'd wicked, , 
Wha hae nae check but human law, 

Are to a few reftricked : 

But Och, mankind are unco weak, 

An' Iitttle to be .rufted ; 

If Stlf the wavering balance fluke, 

Its rarely right adjufted ! 

IV. 
Yet they wha fa'in Fortrine's flrife, 

Their fate we fhould na' cenfure, 

For frill th' important end of life, 

They equally may anfwer: 

A man may hae an honefl: heart, 

Tho' Poortith hourly flare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's pan, 

Yet hae nae ca Jb to fpare him 

V. 
cAy free, aff han', your flory tell , 

When wi' a bofom crony; 

But ftill keep fomething to youIfel 

Ye fcarcdy tell to any. 

Conceal yourfel as wee\'s ye Can 

Frae critical diP-echon ; 

But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 
W i' fuarpen'd, fly infpeCtion . . 

VI. 

,The facred lowe 0' wefl-plac'd love, 

Luxuriantly indulge it J 



[ 181 ] 

But never tempt th' illicit ro".)e, 
Tho' naething fuould divulge it : 

I wave the quantum 0' the fin; 

The hazard of concealing; 

But Och! it hardens a' within, 

And petrifies the feeling! 
VII. 

To catch Dame Fortune's golden finile, 

Affiduous wait upon her; 

And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's jufrify'd by Honor : 

Not for to hide it in a hedge, 
Nor for a train atttndant ; 

But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 
VlII. 

The fear 0' Hell's a hangman's whip, 

To baud the wretc h in oruer ; 
But where ye feel your Honor grip 

Let that ay be your border : 

It's !lishtdl: touChes, Inftant paufe

Debar a' fide pretences; 
And refolutely keep .t's laws, 

Uncaring conf~quences. 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere, 
Muft fure become the CrU/lure ; 

But frill the preacning cant forbear) 

And ev'n the rigid feature; 
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Yet ne'er with Wits prophane to range, 

Be complaifance extended; 

An Atheill:-Iaugh's a poor exchange 
For Deity offe~ded ! 

X. 
When ranting round in Pleafure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded; 

Or if fhe gie a random fling, 

It may be little minded; 

But when on life we're tempell:-driv'n, 
A confeienee byt a eanker-

A correfpondence fix'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is fure a noble anchor! 

XI. 

Adieu, dear, amiable Youth I 
Your heart can ne'er be wanting! 

May Prudence, Furtitude, and Truth, 

Erect your brow undaunting! 

In Ploughman's p'J rafe, • Go D f.:nd you fpeed,' 

Std uaily to grow wifer; 

And may ye bdter reek the re~e, 

Than e'er did th' AdviJer I 
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ON A 

SCOTCH BAR D, 

GONE 'ID 'IHE WES'I INDlES. 

A' YF. wha live by fowps 0' drink, 

A' ye wha live by cTalllbo-clink, 

A' ye wha live and never think, 
Come, mourn wi' me! 

Our BiLlie's gien us a' a jink, 
An' owre the Sea. 

Lament him a' ye rantin core, 

Wha de~r1y lih a random· fplore; 
Nae mair he'll juin the 11Inry rOllr, 

I, (cal key; 

For noW he's taen anitht:r .hon:, 
An' uwre the S~a 

Th~ bonie laifes weel may wifs him, 

And in the ,r dear pelit"olls rlace hun : 

The widO·t.S, Wives, an' a'lIIay blefs him. 
Wi' tearlu' e'e ; 

For weel I wat they'll fairly mifs him 
That's owre the Sea I 



o Fortune, they hae room to grumble! 

Hadft thou taen aff fome drowfy bummle, 

Wha can do nought but fyke an' fUlllble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
But· he was gleg as onie wUmbJe, 

That's owre the Sea 1 

Auld, cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 

An' ftain them wi' -the faut, faut tear: 

'Till mak her poor, auld heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee: 

He was her Laureat monie a year, 

That's owre the Sea! 

He faw Misfortune's cauld Nor-we;; 

Lang mufiering up a bitter bJaft ; 

A Jillet brak his neart at Jan:, 

]Jl may fhe be I 
So, took a birth afore the lllal1:, 

An' owre the Sea. 

To tremble under Fortune's cummock, 

On fcarce a b\.:llyfu' 0' drulTImock, 

Wi' his proud, independent fiomacJl, 

Could jlI agree; 
So, row't his hurdies in a bammock, 

An' owre the Sea. 

He ne'er was gien to great lllifguiJing, 

Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in; 

.. 
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Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding; 
He dealt it .free : 

The ~(e was a' that he took pride in, 
That's owre the Sea. 

Jamaica hot/iel, ufe him weel, 
An' hap him in a cozie biel: 
Ye'l! find him ay a dainty chiel, 

An' fou o' glee : 

He wad na wrang'd the vera Deil, 
That's own: the Sea. 

Fareweel, my rhyme-compojing hi/lie! 

Your native foil was right ill-willie ; 

But may ye flourilh like a lily, 
Now bonielie , 

I'll toaft ye in my hindmoft gillie, 
Tho' owre the Sea! 
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TO A 

H A G G I 

FA J R fa' Jour honeft, {onlie face, 

Great Chief tan 0' the PUudin r"c.e ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

s. 

Painch, tripe, or thairm : 
Weel are ye wordy 0' a ~,.ace 

As lang's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a dillant hill, 

Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In tillle 0' need, 

While thro' your pores the dews dillil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife fee Ruftic-Iabour dight, 

An' cut you up wi' ready ih5ht, 

Trenching your gufhing enlf<1ils bright 

Like onie ditch; 

And then, 0 what a glorious fight, 

Wann-reckin, rich I 

Then, horn for horn they ftretch an' ihive, 
Deil tak toe hindmoft, on they drive, 
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Till a' their weel-fwall'd kytes beJyve 

Are bent like drums; 

Then auld Guidman, maift like to rive, 

Betbal1kil hums. 

Is there that owre his French ragout, 

Or olio tha t wad fta w a fow, 

Or fricaffee wad mak her fpew 
WI' perfeCt feonner, 

Looks down wi' fneering. fcomfu' view 

On fie a dinner? 

Poor devil! fe.e him owre his tra/h, 

As fecklds as a' wither'd ra/h. 

His fpindle /hank a guid whip-Ia/h, 
His nieve a nit; 

Thro' bluidy flood Of field to da/h, 
o how unfit I 

But mark the Ruftic. hagKis-{ed, 
The tre'lbling earth refounus his tread, 

Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 
He'll mak it whifsle ; 

A n' legs, an' arms. an' heads will fned, 
Like taps 0' thrifsle. 

Ye Pow'rs wha mak mankind your care, 

And cl/h them out their bill Q' fare. 

AuJd Scotland wa,nts nae illnking ware 
That jaups in luggies 0 

But, if ye wifh her gratefu' pray'r, 

Gie her a haggis! 
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A 

DEDICATION 

TO 

o ~ * * * H ~ * * * * * *, Efq ; 

Ex P E eTna, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin Dedication, 

To roofe you up, an' ca' you guid, 

An' fprung 0' great an ' noble bluiJ ; 

Becaufe ye're firnam'd like His Grace, 

Perhaps related to the r~c., : 

Then when 1'111 tir'd-and fae are Jt, 

Wi' monie a fulfome, finfu' he, 

Set up a face, how I fiop {hort, 

For fear your modefty be hun. 

This may do-maun do, Sir, wi' them wha 

Maun pleafe the Great Folk for a wamefou ; 
For me! fae laigh I need na bow, 

For, Lo R D be thankit, I can plough; 

And when I downa yoke a lJaig, 

Then, LOR D be thankit, I can beg; 

Sae I fllall fay, an' that's nae flan'rin, 

It's juft jie Pm an' jie PI/lrm. 



The Poet, fome guid Angel help him, 

Or elfe, [ftar, fome ill ane !kelp him! 

He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 

But only-he's no jufr begun yet. 

TIle Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgie me, 

I winna lie, come what will 0' me) 

On ev'ry hand it will allow'd be, 

He's jull-nae better than he fllOU'd be, 

I readily and freel y grant, 

He downa fee a poor man want; 

What's no his ain, he winna tak it; 

What ance he, fays, he winna break it • 

Ought he can lend he'll no refus't, 

Till aft his guidneh is abus'd ; 

And rafcals whyles that do him wrang, 

Rv'n that, he does na mind it lang : 
As Maller, Landlord, Hufband , Father, 

He does na fail his part in either. 

nut then, nae thanks to him for a' that ; 

Nae godly fymptom ye can ca' that ; 

It's naething but a milder feature , 

Of our poor, finfu', corrupt Nature : 

Ye'U get the bell 0 ' moral works, 

'Mang black Gentoos, and Pagan Turk~1 
Or hunters wild on Fonol(lxi, 
Wha never heard of Orlh-cl-xy. 
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"That he's the poor man's friend in need, 

The Gentleman in word and deed, 

It's no thro' terror of D-mn-t--n; 

It's jult a carnal inclination. 

Morality, thou ceadly bane, 

Thy tens 0' thoufands thou haft flain I 

Vain is his hepe, whafe fiay an' trufi is 

Tn mora/Mercy, Truthand Jufiice! 

No-firetch a point to catch a plack; 

Abufe a Brother to his back; 

Steal thro' tbe <tdnnock frae a whore, 

But point the Rake that taks ~he doot· ; 

Be to the Poor like onie whunfiane ; 

And haud their nofes to the grunfiane; 

Ply ev'ry art 0' le!!,al thieving; 

No matter-fiick to fuund belie".Jing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, an' half-mile graces, 

Vv' i' weel · fpnad looves, an' tang, wry faces; 

Grunt up ~ folemn, len3then'd groan, 

Anu camn a' Parties but your own; 

('11 warrant then, ye're nae Deceiver, 

A ltcady, fiardy, {hunch Believer. 

o ye wha leave the fprings 0' C-lv-n, 

For !!,ul1lie dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ye fo~s of Herefy and Error, 

Y c'll Come day fquee\ in quaking terror I 
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When Vengeance draws the fword in wrath, 

And in the fire throws the {heath; 

When Ruin, with his fweeping befom, 
Jull: frets till Heav'n commiflion gies him; 

\Vhile o'er the Harp pale Mis'ry moans, } 
And fhikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 

Still louder fhrieks, and heavier groans! 

Your pardon, Sir, for this digreflion, 

I maift forgat my Dedication; 
But when Divinity comes crofs me, 

My readers ftill are fure to lofe me. 

So, Sir, you fee 'twas nae daft vapour, 

But I maturely thought it proper, 

When a' my works I did review, 

To dedicate them, Sir, to You: 

Becaufe (ye need na tak it ill) 
I thought them fOlllething like yourfel. 

Then patroniz.e them wi' your favor, 

And your Petitioner fhall ever--

I had amaift faid, ever pray, 
But that's a word I need na fay ' 

For prayin I hae litte fkill o't ; 
I'm baith dead· fweer, an' wretched ill o't J 

But I'fe repeat each poor man'spray'r, 

That kens or hears about you, Sir-
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• May ne'er Misfortune's gowling bark, 

• Howl thro' the dwelling 0' the Clerk! 

• May ne'er his gen'rous, honeft heart, 

• For that fame gen'rous fpirit fmart I 

• May Kun~~'s, far-honour'd name 

• Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 

• Till H'lI'unn's, at le aft a diz'n, 

• Are frae their nuptial labors rilen : 

, Five bonie Laffes round their table, 

• And fev'n braw Fellows, flout an' able, 

• To ferve their King an' Country weel, 

• By word, or pen, or pointed flee!! 

• May Health and Peace, with mutual rays, 

• Shine on the ev'ning 0' his days! 

• Till his wee, curlie John's ier.oe, , } 
, When ebbing life nae mair ihall flow, 
• The lall:, fad, mournful rites bell:ow l' 

I will n~ot wind a lang conclufion, 

With complimentary effufion: 

But whilfi your wi/hes and endeavours, 

Are blell: with Fottunejs fmiles and favours, 

I am, Dear Sir, with zeal moll: fervent, 

Your much ir.debted, humble fervant. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent) 

That iron-hearted Carl, IVant, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 

lly fad mi!l:akes, and black mifchances, 
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While hopes, and joys, and pleafures fly him, 

Make you as poor a dog as I am, 

Your humble jer'Uant then no more; 

For who would humbly ferve the Poor? 

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

While recolleClion's pow'r is giv'n, 

If, in the vale of humble life, 

The victim f..'1d of Fortune's !l:rife, 

J, thro' the tender-gufhing tear, 

Should recognife my Majlel' dear, 
If friendlefs, low, we meet together, 

Then, Sir, your hand-my Friend and Brother! 

K 
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TO A 

L o u s E, 

On ftcing Olle 011 a Lady's BOllllet at Church. 

t-I Ai whare ye gaun: ye crowlin ferlie ! 
Your impudence protects you fairlie : 
I canna ['1y but ye {hunt rarely 

Owre gauze and lace; 

1'ho' faith, I fear, ye dine but fparely 

On fic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin, blafiit wonner, 

Deterred, fhunn'd, by [aunt an' {inner, 

How daur )'a f(t your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a Lady! 

Gac fomewhere el[e and feek your dinner, 

On fame poor body. 

Swith, ill fame beggar's haffet fquuttle ; 

There ye may creep, and fprawl, and fprattle 

\Vi' ither kindred, jumping cattle, 

In {hoals and nations; 

\Vhare horn nor bane ne'er dauT unfettle 

Your thick plantations. 
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Now haud yeu trere, ye're out 0' fight, 

Below the fan'rels, (nug and tight; 

Na faith ye yet! ye'll no be right 
Till ye've got on it, 

The vera tapmo!t, tow'ring.height 
0' Mifs's bonnet. 

My footh! right bauld ye fet your note out, 

As plump an' gray as onie grozet: 

o for Come rank, mercurial rozet, 
Or [ell, red fmeddum, 

I'd gie you fic a hearty do[e o't, 
Wad drcfs your droddum ! 

I wad na been furpri5'd to fpy 

You on an auld wife's flainen toy ; 

Or aiblins fame bit duddie boy, 
On's wyhecoat; 

But Mifs's fine Lunardi! fie! 
How daur ye du't? 

0, 'Jenny, dinna tofs your head, 
An' fet your beauties a' abread ! 

Ye little ken what cur fed fpeed 
The blan.ie's makin ! 

Thae 'Winks and finger-ends, I dread, 
Are notice takin! 

K:z. 

... 



o wad fome Pow'r the giftie gie us 

'£0 fee oU1jelves as others Jee us! 

It wad (rae monic a blunder free \IS 

An' foolilh notion:' 

\Vhat airs in drefs an' gait wad Iea'e US, 

And ev'n Devotion! 

• 
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ADDRESS 

E DIN BUR G H. 

I. 

E DIN A! Scotia's darling ftat ! 
All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 

Where once beneath a Monarch's feet 

Sat Legi!1ation's fov'rcign pow'rs ! 

From lIlarking wildly-fcatt'red flow'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I frray'd, 

And ling:ng, lone, the hng'ring hours, 

I fhelter in thy honor'd fhade. 

11. 
Here Wealth flill [wells the golc.en tide, 

As bufy Trade his labours plies; 

There Architetture's noble pride 

Bids tlegance and fplendor rife: 

Here Jufrice, from her n.,tive Ikics, 

HIgh widds her balance and her rod; 

Then: Learning, with his ea51e (yes, 

Seeks Science in hp'r coy abode. 

K 3 

• 
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Ill. 
Thy Sons, Etlil1a, focial, kind, 

\Vith open arms the Stranger hail; 

Their views eaiarg'd, their lib'ral mind, 

Above the narrow, rural vale: 

Attentive Ilill to Sorrow's wail, 

Or modeIl: Merit's filent claim; 

And never may their fources fail! 

And never envy blot their name! 

IV. 

Thy Daughters bright thy walks adorn, 

Gay as the gilded fummer Iky, 

Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptur'd thnll of joy! 
Fair B-- {hikes th' adoring eye, 

Hea v'n's beau ties on IJl y fancy {hine; 

I fee the Sire of Ln;e on high, 

And own his work indeed di vine I 
V . . 

There, watching high the leafl: alarms, 

Thy rough, rude Fortrefs gleams afar; 

Like fome bold Vet'ran, gray in arms, 

.And mark'd with many a feamy fear. 

The pond'rous walJ and maffy bar, 

Grim-riring o'er the rugged rock, 

Have oft wirhfl:ood affailing War, 

And oft repelI'd th' Invader's lhock. 

VI. 
With awe-l1:ruck thought, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, flately Dome, 



f 199 ] 

Where Seatin's kings of other years, 

Fam'cl heroes! had their royal home: 
Alas, how chang'cl the times to come! 

Their royal Name low in the dun! 
Their hap1efs Race wild-wand'ring roam! 

Tho' ri~id Law cries out, 'twas jt:!l t 
VII. 

Wild beats my heart, to trace yam fttpS, 
Whofe an cellars, "in days of yore, 

Thro' hollile ranks and ruin'd gaps 

Old Seo/in's bloody lion bore; 

Ev'n J who fing in rufiic lore, 

Haply 11!Y Sires have left their Jhed, 
And fac'd grim Danger's loud ell roar, 

Bold- following w here your F alhers led r 
VIII. 

Edilln! Scotin's darling feat! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet, 

Sat Legiilation's fOI"reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-fcatt'red flow'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I ihay'd, 
And finging, lone, the ling'ring hours, 

1 fhclter in tby honor'd ihade. 

K4-
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EPIS7LE 

TO 

J. L '" * '" * * K, 

AN OLD SCOTCH BARD. 

April I, '785. 

W HI L E briers an' woodbines budding green, 
An' Paitricks fcraichin loud at e'en, 

And morning Pouffie whiddin feen, 

Infpire my Mufe, 
This freedom, in an unknown frien', 

I pray excufe. 

011 Faften-een we had a rockin, 

To ca' the erac k and wea ve our ll:ockin > 

And there was muckle fUll and jokin, 

Ye need na doubt. 
At length we had a hearty yokin 

At fang abOllt. 
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There was ae lanj(, among the reil:, 

Aboon them a' it pleas'd me bea, 

That fome kind hu!band had add reil: 

To fome fweet wife· 

It thrill'd the' heart-ftrings thro' the breaa, 

A' to the life. 

I've fcarce heard ought defcrib'd fae w::el, 

What gen'rous, manly bofolTls fee! ; 

Thought I, ' Can this be Pope, or Steele, 
, Or Beattit's wark ?' 

They tauld me 'twas an odd kind chief 

About Mu;rkirk. 

It pat me fidgin-fain to hear't, 

An' ['le about him there I fpier't; 

Then a' that ken't him round declar'd, 

He had illgine, 

That nane excell'd it, few cam near't, 

It was fae fine. 

T113t, fet him to a pint of ale, . 

An' either douce or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' fangs he'd made himfel, 

Or witty catches, 

'Tween Invernefs and Tiviotda le, 

He had few matcLes. 

Then up J gat, an' fwoor an aith, 

'I'ho' I fhouJd pawn my pleugh an' graith, 

K 5 
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Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At fome dyke-back, 

A pint an' gill I'd gie them baith, 

To hear your crack. 

But, lira an' foremo!}, I 1hould tell, 

Amaifl as foon as I could fpell, 

I to the crambo-jingle fel!, 

Tho' rude an' rough. 
Yet crooning to a body's fel, 

Does weel enough. 

I am nae Poet, in a fenfe, 
Eut jufi: a Rhymer, like, by chance, 

An' hae to Learning nae pretence, 

Yet, what the matter? 

Whene'er my Mufe does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

l' our Critic-folk may cock their nofe, 

And fay, ' How can you e'er propofe, 

, You wha ken hardly 'VerJe frae proJe, 

, To mak aJang P 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're maybe wrang. 

What's a' your jargon 0' your Schools, 

Your Latin names for horns an' aools; 
If honeft Nature made you joo/s, 

What fairs your Grammars ? 
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Ye'd better taen up fpades and iliools, 

Or knappin·bammers. 

A fet 0' dull, conctited Hafhes, 

Confufe their brains in College-clafi~s ! 
Tbey gang in Stirks, and come out A!fes, 

Plain truth to Ipeak ; 

Art' [yne they think to cllInb Par~a!fus 
By dillt 0' Greek! 

Gie me ae fpark 0' Nature's fire, 

That sa' the learning I defire ; 

Then tho' 1 drudge tbro' dub an' mire 
At plengh or cart, 

My Mufe, tho' hamely in attire, 
. May touch the heart. 

o for a [punk 0' A!lrln's glee, 

Or FerguJoIl's, the bauld an' flee, 

Or drit!,ht Lh .. dh's, my friend to be, 

If I can hit it! 

That would be lear encush for we, 
If I could get it. 

Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 

Tho' real friends I b'lieve are few, 

Yet, if your catalogue be fow, 
ne no infirf; 

But, gif ye want ae friend that's true, 
I'm on YOll!" lift .. 
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I winna blaw about myfel, 

As ill f like my fauts to tell; 

But frit:nds, an' folk that wifh me well, 

They fometimes roofe me .' 
Tho' I maun own, as monie {till 

As far abufe me. 

There's ae wee faut they whiles lay to me, 

I like the laffes-Gude forgie me! 

For monie a Plack they wheedle frae me, 
A t dance or fair: 

Maybe fome it her thinK they !,ie me 

They weel can fpare. 

But Mauchline Race or Mauchline Fair,' 

I fhould be proud to meet you there; 
We'fe gie ae night 's difcharge to care, 

If we forgather, 

An' hae a fwap 0' rhymin-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

The four-gill chap, we'fe gar him clatter~ 

An' kirfcn him wi' reekin water; 

Syne we'll fit down an'tak our whitter, 

To chear our heart ; 

An' faith, wefe be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa ye felfilh, warly race, 

Wha think that havins, fenfe, an' grace, 
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Ev'n love an' friendlh :p, fhould give place, 

To calch-tbe-plack I 

I dinna like to fee your face, 
Nor hear your crack. 

But ye whom, focial pleafure charms, 

Whofe hearts the tide of kindnefs warms, 

Who hold your heing on the terms, 
, Each aid the others', 

Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

But, to conclude my lang epifile, 
As my a\lld pen's worn to the grifsle ; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me fifsle , 
W ho am, moft fervent, 

While I can either ling, or whifsJe, 
Y Qur friend and fervant. 
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'1'0 :tHE SAME. 

April 2 I) 1785 •. 

W HI L E new-ca'd kye rowte at the {I:ake, 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or bralk, 

Tbis hour on e'enin's edge I take, 

To own I'm debtor 

To honeft-hcarted, auld LM"''f'''R, 
For his kind letter. 

Forjelket fair, with weary legs, 

Rattlin the corn out-owre the fiSS, 
Or dealing thro' amang the nai6s 

Their t<::n-hours bite, 

My awkart Mufe fair pIt-ads anLl bebs 

I would na write. 

The tapetlefs, ramfeezl"d hizzie, 

She's f,'lft at bell: an' fomething lazy: 

Qyo' lhe, , Ye ken we've been fle bufy 

• This month an' maii', 

~ That trouth, my head is gr .. wn right dizzie •. 

~ An' fomething fair.' 
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Her dowff excufes pat me mad; 
, Confcience,' fays I, , ye thowlers jad ! 
, I'll write, an' that a hearty blaud, 

, This vera night, 

• So dinna ye affront your trade, 
, But rhyme it right. 

, Shall bauld LI/f*'li*'lik, the king 0' hearts, 
c Tho' mankind were a pack 0' cartes, 
• Roofe you Cae weel for your deferts, 

, In terms Cae friendly, 

, Yet ye'll negleCt to {haw your parts 
• An' thank him kindly t--

Sae I gat paper in a blink, 
An' down gaed jlumpie in the ink: 
~oth T, , Belore I fleepa wink, 

, I vow I'll clofe it ; 

An'if ye winna mak it clink, 
, By ] ove I'll profe it t' 

Sae I've begun to f.:rawl, but whether 

In rhyme, or profe, or baith thebither, 
Or Come hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 

Let time mak preof;. 

But I 111ull f~ribble down fome blether 
]dt dean aff-!oof. 
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My worthy friend, ne'er grucl~e an' carp. 

Tho' Fortune ufe you hard an' fharp, 

Come, kittle up your moo. land harp 

Wi gleefome touch! 

Ne'er mind how Fortune waft an' warp; 

She's but a b-tch. 

She's gien me monie a jirt an' Beg, 

Sin I could ftriddle owre a rig; 

But, by the L-d, tho' I fhould b{'g 

Wi' Iyan pow, 

I'll laugh, an fiog, an' {'hake my leg, 

As lang's I dow ! 

Now comes the fax an' twentieth fimmer. 

I've feen the bud upo' the timmer, 

Still perfecutcd by the limmer 

Frae year to year; 

But yet, defpite the kittle killlmer, 

I, Roh, am here. 

Do ye envy the city Gent, 

Behind a kift to lie an' !klent, 

Or purfe-proud, big ,'.-i' cent. per cent; 

An' nmckle wame,. 

In fome bit. Brugh to reprtfent 

A Baili..'s name? 

Or is't the pallghty, feudal Thane 

Wi' rum'cl fark an' glancing can~. 
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Wha thinks himfel nae iheep-ihank banc, 
But lordly ftalks, 

While caps and bonnets aff are taen, 

As by he walks? 

, 0, 'Thou wha gies us each guid gift! 

, Gie me 0' wit an' fenfe a lift, 

, Then turn me, if '[hOII pleafe, adrift, 
, Thro' Scotland wide; 

, Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna ihift, 
, I n a' their pride!' 

Were this the charter of our il:ate, 

, On pain 0' hell be rich an' great,' 

Damnation then would be our fate, 
Beyond remead ; 

But, thanks to Heav'n, t hat's no the gate 
We learn our creed. 

For thus the royal Mandate ran, 

When firft the human race began, 

• The focial, friendly, hOlleft man, 
, Whale'er he be, 

, 'Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan, 
, And none but he.' 

o Mandate, glorious and divine! 

The followers 0' the ragged Nine, 

Poor, thoughtlefs devils! yet may ihine 
In glorious light, 
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While fordid fans 0' Maml1lon's line 
Are dark as ni.?;ht. 

Tho' here they fcrape, an' fqueeze, all' growl, 

Their worthkfs nicvefu' of a foul 

May in fome flllure cnrcnJe howl, 
Tile foreft's fright; 

Or in fame day-detefting owl 

May !hun the light. 

Then may L*nl/fl/fk and EU~I/f arife, 

To reach their native, kindred {kies, 

And Jing their pleafures, hopes an' joys, 

In fome mild fphere. 

Still clofer knit in friend !hip's ties 

Each pailing year! 
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T 0 

w . s * *' *' '* * N, Ochiltree. 

Moy, 178,. 

I GAT your letter, winfome Wi/lie; 

'Ni' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie; 
Tho'l maun fay't, I wad be filly, 

An' unco vain, 

Should I believe, my coaxin billie, 
Your flatterin !train. 

But l'fe believe ye kindly meant it, 
I fud be laith to think ye hinted 
Ironic fatire, fidelins 1klented 

On my poor Mufie ; 

Tho' in fie phraifin terms ye've penn'rl it, 
I fcaree cxcufe ye. 

My fenfes wad be in a creel, 
Should I but dare a hope to fpeel, 

Wi' /Jllan, or wi' Gilbertjield, 
The braes 0' fame ""J 

Or Fergufin, the writer-chiel, 
A deathlefS name. 
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(0 Fergufon! thy glorious parts 

III fuited law's dry lI1ufty art> [I 

My curre upon your whun!l:ane hearts, 

Ye Enbrugh Gentry l' 
The tythe 0' what ye wafre at cartes 

Wad flow'd his pantry 1) 

Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 

Or la{fcs gie my heart a fcreed, 

As whiles they're like to be my dead, 
(0 fad dibfe !) 

1 kittle up my ruflic rUtI; 
It gies me eafe. 

Auld Coi/a, now, may fidge fu' fain, 

She's gotten Bardies 0' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

Bu t tune their lays, 

Till echoes a' refound again 
Her weel-fung praife. 

Nae Poet thought her worth his while, 
To fet her name in meafur'd !l:yle ; 

She lay like fome unkend-of ille 
·Beude Ne'tt' Holland, 

Or whare wild-meeting cceans boil 
Bt:fvut,) Mogul/an. 

Ram/flY an' famous Fe,.gufon 

Gied F~,.th an' rill a lift aboon " 
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ra/'row an' 'l weed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings, 

While lrwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon, 

Naebody flngs. 

Th' lllijfus, 'liber, 'lbame;, an' Seine, 
Glide fweet in monie a tunefu' line; 

But, Willie, fet your fit to mine, 

An' cock your cref!:, 

We'll gar our ftreams an' burnies lhine, 

Up wi' the belt. 

We'Jl fing auld Coila's plains an' fells, 

Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells, 

Her banks an' brae, her dens an' dells, 

Where glorious Wallace 

Aft bure the gree, as ftory tells, 
Frae Suthron billies. 

At Wallace' name, what Scottilh blood 

But boils up in a fpring-tide flood! 

Oft have our fearlefs fathers /trade 
By Wallace' fide, 

Still preffing onward, red-wat lhod, 

Or glorious dy'd ! 

o fweet are Coil','J haughs an' woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the buds, 

And jinkin hares, in amorous whids, 
Their loves enjoy, 
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While thro' the braes the cufhat croods 

With wailfu' cry! 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me, 

When winds rave thro' the naked tree; 

Or froHs on hills of OeMltr!e 
Are hoary gray; 

Or blinding drifts wild furious-fiee, 

Dark'ning the day f 

o Nature! a' thy f'news an' forms 

To feeling, penfive hearts hae charms! 

Whether the Summer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an' light, 

Or Winter howls, in gufl:y fiorms, 

The lang, dark night! 

The Mufe, nae Poet ever fand her, 

Till by himfel he learn'd to wander, 

Adown fome trotting burn's meander, 

An' no think lang"; 

o fweet, to ihay an' penfive ponder 
A heart-felt fang! 

The warly race may drudge an'drive, 

Hng-ihouther, jundie, ftretch an' ftrive, 

Let me fair Nature's face defcrive, 

And J, wi' pleafure, 

Shall let the bull, grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treafure. 



[ 2. 15 ] 

Fareweel, , my rhyme-comporing' britherf 

We've been owre lang .unkenn'd to ither ; 

Now let us lay our heads thegither, 

In love fraternal: 

May Envy wallop in a tether 

Black fiend, infernall 

While Highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes; 

While moorlan herds like guid, fat braxies; 

While Terra Firma, on her axis, 

Diurnal turns, 

Count on a friend, in faith an' praCtice, 

in Robert Burns. 

P 0 S T S CRI P ~ 

My memory's no worth a preen; 

I had a maift forgotten clean, 

Ye bade me write you wnat they mean 

By this new lif(ht .. , 

'Bout which our herds fae aft hae been 

Maift like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but callans 

At Grammar, Logic, an' fic talents, 

They took nae pains their fpeech to balance, 

Or rules to gie, 

But fpak their thoughts in plain, braid Lallans, 

Like you or me. 
/If Sec note page 59' 
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In thae auld times, they thought the Moon, 

J uil: like a fark, or pair 0 ' !hoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her lail: roon 

Gaed pail: their viewing, 

An' !hortly after !he was done, 
They gat a new ane. 

This pail: for ' certain, undifputed ; 

I t ne'er cam i' their heads to doubt it, 

Till chiels gat up an' wad confute it, 

An' ca'd it wrang; 

An' muckle din there was about it, 
Baith loud an' lang. 

Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the beuk, 
Wad thl'eap auld folk the thing miil:euk; 

For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk, 
An' Otlt 0' fight, 

An' backlins-comin, to the leuk, 

She grew mair bright. 

This was deny'd, it was affirm'd; 

The herds an' hiffils were alarm'd ; 

The rev'rend gray-beards rav'd an' ilcrm'd, 

That beardlefs laddies 
" 

Should think they better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae lefs to mair it gaed to flicks; 

Frae words an' aiths to clOUTS an' nicks; 
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An'monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty erunt ; 

An' rome, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were hang'd .an' brunt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands, 

An' auld-light caddies bure fie hands, 

That faith, the youngfters took the fands 

Wi' nimble fhanks, 

Till Lairds forbade, by ftria commands, 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But new-light herds gat fie a eowe, 

}folk thought them ruin'd ftick-an-ftowe, 

Till now amaift on ev'ry knowe 

Ye'lI find ane plae'd ; 

An' Come their mw light fair avow, 

Juft quite barefac'd. 

Nae doubt the auld-light flocks are bleatin ; 

Their zealous herds are vex'd an' fweatin; 

Myfel, I've even feen them greetin 

Wi' girnin fpite, 

To hear the Mom fae fadly lie'd on 
By word an' write. 

But fl10rtly they will cowe the louns! 

Some nuld-light herds in neebor towns 

Are mind't, in things they ca' balloons, 
To tak a flight, 

L 
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An' fiay ae month amang the Moons, 

An' fee them right. 

Guid obfervation they will gie them; 

An' when the . auld Moon's gaun to lea'e them, 

The hindmofl: lhaird, they'll fetch it wi' them, 

Jull: i' their pouch, 

All' when the new-light billies fee them, 

I think they'll crouch! 

Sae, ye obferve that a' this clatter 

Is naething but a 'moonfhine matter;' 

But tho' dull profe-folk Latin fplatter 

In logic tulzie, 

J hope, we Bardies ken fame better 

Than mind fie brulzie. 



E p 

J. 

[ 2 19 ] 

I s L 

TO 

R****** , 

Inc!ojing /ome Poems. 

E. 

o R 0 U G H rude ready-witted Rnun , , , 
The wale 0' cocks for fun an' drinkin ! 
There's monil: godly folks are thinkin, 

Your dreams" an' tricks 

Will fend you, Korah-like, a-linkin, 
Straught to auld Nick's. 

Ye hac fae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked, drunken rants, 
Ye mak a devil 0' the Saunts, 

An' fill them fou ; 

And then their failings, fb.ws, an' wants, 
Are a' feen tluo' • 

.. A certain humorous duo", of his was then making it 

noire ill the country-fide. 
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H ypocrify, in mercy fpare it! 

That holy robe, 0 dinna tear it! 

Spare't for their fakes wha aften wear it, 

The lads in blac k; 

But your cudl: wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives't aff their back. 

Think, wicked Sinner, wha ye're fkaithlng, 

Is juft the Blue-gown badge an' claithing 
0' Saunts; tak that, ye lea'e them naithing 

To ken them by, 

Frae ony unregenerate Heathen, 

Like you or I. 

I've fent you here fome rhyming ware, 

A' that I bargain'd for, an' mair ; 

Sae, when ye hae an hour to fpare, 

I will expeCt, 

Yon Sang <If ye'll fen't, wi' cannie care, 

And no negleCl:. 

Tho' faith, fma' heart hae T to ling! 

My Mufe dow fcarcely fpread her wing: 

I've play'd myfel a bonie fpring, 

An'danc'd my fill ! 
I'd better gaen an' fair't the king, 

At Bunker's Hill • 

• A {oltK he had promifed the Author. 
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'Twas ae night lately, in my fun, 

1 gaed a roving wi' the gun, 

An' brought a Pai'rick to the grun', 
A bonie hen, 

And, as the twilight was begun, 
Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt '; 

1 Ihaikit it a wee for (port, 

Ne'er thinkin they wad fafh me for't ; 
But, Deil-ma-care! 

Somebody tells the PMcher-court 
The hale affair. 

Some' auld, us'd hands had taen a note, 

That fie a hen had got a fuot ; 

I was [u(peCted for the plot; 
I [corn'd to lie ; 

So gat the whi[sle 0' my groat, 
An' pay't the Jet. 

But, by my gun, 0' guns the wale, 

An' by my pouther an' my bail, 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' [wear! 

The Game fuaJI pay, o'er moor an' dale, 
For this, niefr year. 

As [oon's the c1ockin-time is by, 

An' the wee pouts begun to cry, 

L 3 
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L-d, l'fe hae [portin by an' by, 

For my gowd guinea; 
Tho' I fhould herd the buckjkin kye 

For't, in Virginia. 

Trowth, they had muckle for to blame! 

,Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 

But twa-three draps about the wame 
Scarce thro' the feathers; 

An' baith a yellow George to claim, 

An' thole their blethers 1 

It pits me ay as mad's a hare; 

So I can rhyme nor write nae mair; 

But pennyworth! again is fair, 

When time's expedient: 

Meanwhile I am, refpeaed Sir, 

Your moft obedient. 
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J 0 H N BAR L Eye 0 R N *. 

A 

B A L L A D. 

J. 

THE R E was three kings into the eait, 

Three kings both great and high, 

And they hae [worn a [olemn oath 

John Barleycorn fhould die. 

n. 
They took"a plough and plough'd him down, 

Put clods upon his head, 

And they hae [worn a [olemn oath 

John ~rleycorn was dead. 
Ill. 

But the chearful Spring came kindly on, 

And fhow'rs began to fall; 

... This is partly compored OD the plan of an old fong 
known by the fame name. 

L4 
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John Barleycorn got up again, 

And fore furpris'd them all. 

IV. 
The fultry runs of Summer came, 

And he .grew thick and IIrong, 

His head wee] arm'd wi' pointed fpears, 

That no one Ihould him wrong . 

V. 
The fober Autumn enter'd mild, 

When he grew wan and pale; 

His bending joints and drooping head 

Show'd he began to fail. 

VI. 
His colour ficken'd more and more, 

He faded into age; 

And then his enemies began 

To :/hew their deadly rage. 

VII. 
They've taen a weapon, long and illarp, 

And cut him by the knee, 

Then ty'd him faft upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 

VIII. 
They laid him down ~pon his back, 

And cudgell'd him full fore; 

They hung him up before the !torm, 

And turn'd him o'er and o'er. 

IX. 
They filled up a darkfome pit 

With water to the brim, 
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They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

I There let him {ink or fwim. 

X. 
They laid him out upon the floor, 

To work him farther woe, 

And Hill, as figns of life appear'd, 

They tors'd him to and fro. 

XI. 
They wafted, o'er.a fcorching flame, 

The marrow of his bones; 

But a Miller us'd him worft of all, 

He cru:1h'd him 'tween two frones. 

XII. 
And they hae taen his very heart's blood, . 

And drank it round and round; 

And frill the more and more they drank, 

Their joy did more abound. 

XIII. 
John Barleycorn waS a hero bold, 

Of noble enterprifc, 

Por if you do but tafte his blood, 
'Twill make your courage rife. 

XIV. 

'Twill make a man forget his woe; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 

'Twill make the widow's heart to fin&. 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 
LS 
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XV. 
Then let us toaft John Barleycorn1 

Each man a glafs in hand; 
And may his great pofterity 

Ne'er fail in old S,otland I 



[ 2.27 ] 

A 

F RAG MEN T. 

'Tune, GILLICRANKI!. 

1. 

W HEN Guildford good our Pilot ftood, 

An' did our hellim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea, 

Within America, man: 

Then up they gat the malkin-pat, 

And in the· [ea did jaw, man; 
An' did nae lees, in full Congrefs, 

Than quite refufe our law, man, 
IT. 

Then thro' the lakes MQntgomery takes. 

I wat he was na flaw, man; 

Down Lo'Wrie's burn he took a turn, 

And Cor/-ton did ca', man: 

But yet, whatreck, he, at §2.yebecli, 
Montgomery-like did fa', man, 

Wi' [word in hand, before his band, 

Amang his en'mies a', man, 



III. 

Poor 'Ta11l11lY G-ge within a cage 

Was kept at Boflon-ha', man ; 

Till 117i/lie H--e took o're the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man: 

Wi' {word and gun he thought a fin 

Guid Chriflian bluid to draw, man; 

But at New-rode, wi' knife an' fork, 

Sir Loin he ha~ked {ma', man. 

IV. 

B-rg-ne gaed up, like fpur all' whip, 

Till FraJer brave did fa', man; 

Then loft his way, ae miHy day, 

In Sarntoga ihaw, man. 
C-rnw-/l-s fought as lang's he dought, 

An'did the Bucklkins claw, man; 

But Cl-nl·n's glaive {rae fUft to fave 

He hung it to the wa', man. 

v. 
Then M-nl-gue, an' Guildford too, 

Began to fear a fa', man; 

An'S-ck'IJ-l/e doure, wha flood the f!:oure, 

The German Chief to thraw, man : 

For Paddy B-rne, like any Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a', man; 

An' Char/ie F-x threw by the box, 
An' lows'cl his tinkler jaw, man. 
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VI. 

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

When Sh-lb-rne meek held up his cheek, 

Conform to Gofpellaw, man: 

Saint Stepben's boys, wi' jarring noife, 

They did his meafures thraw, man, 

For N-rth an' F-x united flocks, 

An' bore him to the wa,' man. 

VII. 

Then Clubs an' Hearts were Charlie's cartes, 

He fwept the flakes awa', man, 

Till the Diamond's Ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a fair faux pas, man: 

The Saxon lads, wi' loud pia cads, 

On Chat ham's Boy did ca', man; 

An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew, 

, Up, Willie, war them a', man! 

vm. 
Behind the throne then Gr-11v-lIe's gone) 

A fecret word or twa, man; 

While flee D-nd-s arous'd the dafs 

Be-north the Roman wa', man: 

An' Cbatham's wraith, in heav'nly graith. 
(Infpircd bardies faw, man) 

Wi' kindling eyes cry'd, 'Willie, rife! 

~ Would I hae fear'd them a', man!' 
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IX. 
But, word an' blow, N-rlh, F-x, and CQ. 

Gowff'd Willie like a ba', man, 

Till Suthron raife, an' cooft their claife 

Behind him in a raw, man: 

An' Ca!edon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle draw, man; 

An' fwoor fu' rude j thro' dirt an blood, 

To mak it guid in law, mao. 
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s· o N 

Tune, Corn rigs are bonie. 

I. 

I T was upon a Lammas night, 

When corn rigs are bonie, 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
I held awa to Annie: 

The time flew by, wi' tentlefs head) 

Till 'tween the late and early; 

Wi' fma' perfua/ion fhe agreed, 

To fee . me thro' the barley. 

lI. 
The /ky was blue, the wind was fritl, 

The moon was fhining clearly; 

I fet her down, wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs 0' barley: 

I ken't her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov'd her moll: /incerely ; 

I kifs'd her owre and owre again, 

Amang the rigs 0' barley. 

G. 
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III. 

I lock'cl her in my fond embrace; 

Her heart was beating rarely: 

My bleffings on that happy place, 

Amang the rigs 0' barley! 

But by the moon and ftars fo bright, 
That fuone that hour fo clearly! 

She ay fuall blefs that happy night, 

Amang the rigs 0' barley. 

IV. 
I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear » 

I hae been merry drinking; 

I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear; 

I hae been happy thi.nking : . 

But a' the pleafures e'er I faw, 

Tho' three times doubl'd fairly, 

That happy night was worth them a', 

Amang the rigs 0' barley. 

C H 0 R US.: 

Corn rigs, an' barley rigs, 

An' corn rigs are bonie: 

rH ne'er forget that happy nign ~, 

AmanK the rigs .·wi' Annie • . 
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s o N G, 

COMPOSED IN AUGUST. 

Tune, 1 had {/ horft, 1 had nae mai",. 

1. 

Now weftlin winds, and Oaught'ring guns 

Bring Autumn's pleafant weather; 

The moorcock fprings on whirring wings, 

Amang tbe blooming heather: 

Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain, 

Delights the weary Farmer; 

And the moon {hines bright, when I rove at n1ght, 

To mufe upon my Charmer. 

lI. 
The Partridge loves the fruitful fells; 

The Plover loves the mountains; 

The Woodcock hau~ts the lonely dells; 

The foaring Hern the fountains: 

Thro' lofty groves the Cufhat roves, 

The path of man to {hun it ; 

The hazel bufh o'erhangs the Thrufh" 

The fpreading thorn the Linnet. 
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IlI. 
Thus ev'ry kind theIr plearure' find, 

The ravage and the tender.; 

Some f~cial joyn, and leagues combine; 

So,ne iolitary wander; 

Avaunt, away! the cruel fway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion; 

The ~pmfinan's joy, the murd'ring cry, 
The flull'ring, gory pinion! 

IV. 
But, Peggy dear, the eV'ning's clear, 

Thick flies the fhllming ~wallow ; 
The lky is blue, the fields in view, 

AlJ fading-green and yellow: 

Come let us (hay our gladfome way, 

And view the charms of Nature; 

The ruHling corn, tbe fruited thorn, 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

V. 
We'll gently walk, and fweetly talk, 

Till the filent moon ihine clearly; 

I'll grafp thy waift, and, fondly prell:, 
Swear how J love thee dearly; 

Not vernal fhow'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not Autumn to the Farmer, 

So dear can be as thou to me, 

My -fair, my lovely Charmer! 
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s o N Go. 

Tune, My Nanie, O. 

I. 

B EHIND yon hills where Stinchar flows, 

)Mang moors and moffes many, 0, 

The wintry fun the clay has clus'd, 

And III away to Nanie, O. 
n. 

The we!l:lin wind blaws loud an' fhill ; 

The night, baith mirk an' rainy, 0; 

But I'll get my plaid an' out I'll fteal, 

An' owre the hill to Nanie, O. 

Ill. 
My Nanie's charming, fweet an' young; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, 0: 

May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my Nanie, O. 
IV. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true, 
As fpotlefs as {he's bonie, 0; 

The op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 



V. 
A country lad is my degree, 

An' few there be that ken me, 0 ; 

But what CHe I how few they be, 

I'm welcome ay to Nr..nie, O. 

VI. 
My riches a's my penny-fee, 

An' r maun guide it cannie, 0; 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me, 

My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 
VII. 

Our auld Guidman deligh ts to view 

His !beep an' kye thrive bonie, 0; 

But I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugh,. 

An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 

VIII. 
Come weel come woe, I care na by, 

I'll tak what Heav'lI will fen'me, O!' 

Nae itber care in life have I, 

But live, an' love my Na nie, Q . 



[ 237 ] 

GREEN GRO\V THE RASHES. 

A 

F RAG MEN T. 

C H 0 1\ U S. 

Grun grow the rajhes, 0 ; 

Green f!,row the rajbes, 0; 
The fweettfl hours that e'er I fiend, 

Are ]pent amang the laJfes, O. 

1. 

THE RE's nought but care on ev'ry han, 

In ev'ry hour that paffes, 0 : 

What fignifies the life 0' man, 
An' 'twere na for the laffes, O. ~ 

Green grow, &c. 

lI. 

The warly race may riches chafe, 

An' riches frill may fly tbem, 0; 

An' tho' at lail: they catch them fafl:, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 

Green grow, &c 
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Ill. 

But gie me a canny henr at e'en, 
My arms about my Dearie, 0; 

An' warly cares, an' warly men, 
May a' gae tapfalteerie, O! . 

GreeN grow, &c • 

. IV .. " 

For you fae doufe, ye fneer at this, 
Ye're nought but fenfelefs aires, 0: 

The wifeft Man the warl' faw, 

He dearly lov'd the laires, O. 
Green grow, &c. 

V. 
Auld Nature fwears, the lovely Dea,s 

Her nobleft work {he claffes, 0: 
Her prentice han' {he try'd on man, 

An'then {he made the laffes, O. 
Green grow, &c. 
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s o N G. 

Tune, Jockey's Gray Breehs. 

I. 

A GAl N rejoicing Nature fees 

Her robe affume its vernal hues, 

lIer leafy locks wave in the breeze 

All freihly fteep'd in morning dews. 

CH 0 R U S *. 
And maun 1 flill on 'Menie t doal, 

And bear the [corn that's in her e'e! 

For it's jet, jet Mack, an' it's like a hawk, 

An' it winna let a body be ! 

n. 
In va.in to me the cowflips blaw, 

In vain to me the vl'lets fpring; 

In vain to me in glen or ihaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite ling. 

And maun 1 Jlill, &c. 

• This chorus is part of a fong compofed hy a gentleman itl 
Edinburgh, 3 particular friend of the Author's. 

f M(lIi( is the common abbreviation of Mat'iamnl, 



Ill. 
The merry Ploughboy cheers his team, 

Wi' joy the tenlie Seedfman !1:alks, 

But life to me's a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And maun I Jlill, &c. 

IV. 
The wanton coot the water ikims, 

Amang the reeds the ducklings cry, 

The !1:ately [wan maje!1:ic (wims, 

And ev'ry thing is bleft but r. 
And maun I jlil/, &c. 

V. 

The Sheep~herd fteeks his faulding flap, 

And owre the moorlands whifrles fhill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring fiep 

I meet him on the dewy hill. 
And mtlun I jlill, &c. 

VI. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 

Blythe waukens by the dairy's fide, 

And mounts and fings on flittering wings, 

A woe-worn ghaift I hameward glide. 
And maun I Jlill, &c. 

VU. 
Come Winter, with thine angry howl, 

And raging bend the naked tree; 



Thy gloom will footh my chearlefs foul, 

When nature all is fad like me ! 

And maun I JIiI! on Menie doat, 
An' hear the fcorn that's in her e'e! 

Foe it's jet, jet hlack, an' it's like a hawk, 

An' it winna let a hody he. 

M 
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s o N G. 

Tune, Rojlin Caflle. 

I. 

THE gloomy night is gath'ring faft, 

Loud roars the wild, incon!1:ant blaft, 

Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I fee it driving o'er the plain; 
The hunter now has left the moor, 

The fcatt'red coveys meet fecure, 

While here I wander, pre!1: with care, 

Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

1I. 
The Autumn mourns her rip'ning corn 

By early Winter's ravage torn; 

Acrofs her placid, azure fky, 
She fees the fcowling tempeft fly : 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the !1:ormy wave, 

Where many a danger I mull: dare, 

Far from the bonie banks of Ayr. 
Ill. 

'Tis not the furging billow's roar, 

'Tis not that fatal deadly {hare; .# 
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Tho' Death 1n ev'ry fhape appear, 

The Wretched have no more to fear: 

But round my heart the ties are bound, ( _ 

That heart tranfpierc'd with many a wouud ; 

Thefe blC'ed afrefh, thofe ties I tear, 
To leave the bonlly banks of Ay,-! 

IV. 
Farewell, old Coila's hills and daJes l 

Her hcathy moors and winding vales; 
The fcenes where wretched Fancy roves, 

Purfuing paft, unhappy loves! 

Farewell, my friends! farewell, my faes! 

My peace with thefe, my love with thofe
The burfting tears my heart declare, 

Farewell, the bonie banks of Ayr! 

Mz 
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s o N G. 

Tune, GVILDEROY, 

I. 

FROM thee, EL 17. A, I mufr go, 

And from my native ihore : 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundlefs ocean's roar: 

But boundlefs oceans; roaring wide, 

Between my Love and me, 

They never, never can divide 

My heart and foul from thee. 

H. 

Farewell, farewell, ELI'2.A dear, 

'1 he maid that I adore! 

A boding voice is in mine ear, 

We part to meet no more' 
But the lateft throb that leaves my heart, 

While Death ftands viaor by, 

That throb, ,EL I Z A, is thy part, 
And thine that late(t 6gh ! 
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THE ' 

FAREWELL. 

TO THE BRETHREN OF ST. lAMES's 

LODGE, TARBOLTON. 

Tune, Goodnight and joy be wi' you a'. 

1. 

AD lE U! a heart-warm, fond ad ieu! 

Dear brothers of the my/lie tye ! 

Ye favored, ,enlighten'd Few, 
Companions of my focial joy! 

Tho' I to foreign lands muft hie, 

Purfuing Fortune's flidd'ry ba', 

With melting heart, and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you ftill, tho' far awa'. 
II. 

Oft have I met your foeial Band, 

And fpent the chearful, feftive night; 

Oft, honour'd with fllprcme command, 

Prefided o'er the Sons of light: 

And by that Hieroglypl-ie bright, 
Which none but C,-aftfmen ever faw 1 

Strong Mem'ry on my heart :fhall wlite • 

Thofe happy fcenes when far awa! 

M3 
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Ill. 
May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 

Unite you in the gt·a1Zd Dejgn, 
Beneath th' Omnifcient Eye above, 

The glorious Architetl Divine! 

That you may keep th' unerring line, 

Still riling by the plummet's law, 

Till Order bright completely ihine, 

Shall be my Pray'r when far awa. 

IV. 
And rou, farewell! whofe merits claim, 

Juftly that higheji hadge to wear! 
Heav'n blefs your honour'd, noble Name, 

To MaJonry and Seotia dear I 

A Jaft requeft permit me here, 

When yearly ye affemble a', 
One round, I alk it with a tear, 

To him, the bard that's Illr awN. 
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s o N G. 

Tune, Prepare 1nJ dear brethre», 10 the la'Uern let's_ 

fty, &c. 

I. 

No Churchman am 1 for to rail and to write, 

No Statefman nor Soldier to plot or to fight, 

No fly Man of buGnefs contriving a fnare, 
For a big-belly'd bottle's the whole of my care. 
, lI. 

The Peer I don't envy, I give him his bow L 

I fcorn not the Peafant, tho' ever fa low; 

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

And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 
IIJ. 

Here pa{[es the Sq)lire on his brother-his horfe; 
There Centum per Centum, the Cit with his purfe. 
But fee you the Crown how it waves in the air, 

There a big-belly'd bottle /1:ill eafes my care. 

IV. 
The wife of my bofom, alas! :!he did die ; 
For fweet confolation to church I did flr; 
I found that old Solomon proved it fair, 

That a big-belly'd bottle's a cure for all care. 



I once was perfuaded a venture to make; !' 

A letter infonn'd me that all was to wre~k; 

But the purfy old landlord juft waddl'd up fiairs, 

With a glorious bottie that ended my cares • . 

VI. 
, . 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 I agree with th' old prig to a hair; 

For a big-belly'd bottle's a heaven of a care, 

A Stanza added in a Mafon Lodge: 

Then fill up a bumper and make it o'erflow, ' 

And honours mafonic prepare for to throw; 

May ev'ry true brother of th' Compafs and Square 

Have a big-belly'd bottle when preifed with care. 

" YOllng's Night Thoughts. 
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E p I er A p H S. 

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. .• 

Here Sowter nn in death does Oeep : 
To H-lI, if he's gane thither, 

Satan, gie hie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll haud it wee! thegither. 

o N A N 0 I S Y P 0 L E M I C. 

Below thir fl:anes lie Jarnie's banes; 

o Death, it's lily opinion, 
Thou ne'er took fuch a bleth'rin botch 

Into thy dark dominion I 

o N WEE J 0 H N J E. 

Hie jaw wee Johnie. 

Whoe'er thou art, 0 reader, know, 
That Death has murder'd Johnie r 

An' here his b,dy lies fu' Iow-

For falll he ne'er had any. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER, 

o ye whore cheek the tear of pity {!:ains, 

Dlaw near with pious rev'rence, and attend! 
Here lie the loving Hufband's dear remains, 

The teDder Father, and the gen'rous Friend. 
The pit} ; .. g heart that felt for human Woe; 

The (~~ untlefs heart that fear'dno human Pride; 

'Th~ Friend of Man, to vice alone a foe; 

• For ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide .'. 

FOR R. A. EsQ..:. 

Know thou, 0 {hanger to the fame 

Of this much lov'd, much honour'J name I 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warmer heart Death ne'er made cold. 

FOR G. H. EsQ.:. 

The poor man weeps-here G--n (Jeeps" 
Whom canting wretches blam'd : 

But with filch as he, where'er he be, 

May I be Jav'd or d--d! 

\11 Goldfmi(b. 
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A BARD's EPl:J'APH. 

IS there a whim-inrpir'd fool, 

Owre faft for thought, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to reek, owre proud to fnool, 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this graffy heap fing dool, 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a Bard of rufric fang, 
Who, notelefs, fteals the crouds among, · 

That weekly this area throng, 

0, pars not by ! 
But, with a frater-feeling tlrong, 

Here, heave a figh . 

Is there a man, whore judgment clear, 

Can others teach the courre to fteer, 

Yet runs, himfelf, life's mad career, 

Wild as the wave, 
Here paufe-and, thro' the ftarting tear, 

Survey this grave. 

The poor Inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wife to know, 
And keenly felt the friendly glow, 

And flfte,. flame; 
But thoughtlefs follies laid him low, 

And ftain'J his name! 



Reader, attend-whether thy foul 

Soars fancy's flights beyond the pole, 

Or darkling grubs this earthly hole, 
In low purfuit, 

Know, prudent, cautious, Jelfcontroul 
Is Wifdom's root. 

F J N 1 S. 
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G LOS SA R Y. 

THE ch and gb have always the guttural found . 
The found of the Englifh diphthong 09, is corn
nlOnly fpelled 011. The French 11, a found which 
often occurs in the Scotch language, is marked 
00, or ui. The a in genuine Scotch words, ex
cept when forming a diphthong, or followed by 
an e mute after a fingle confonant, founds gene
rally like the broad Englifh a in 'wull. The 
Scotch diphthongs, ae, always, and ea very often, 
found like the French e' mafculine. The Scotch 
dIphthong ey, founds like the Latin ei. 

A 

A' all 
'Aback, away, aloof 

A boon, abov~, up 
Abeigb, at a fhy diflance 
Abr~"'u, in breadth 
A bl ead, abroad, in fight 
At, onc 
Aft, ot 
Alien, often 
Aff, off, AfFl~,f, unpreme

ditated 
Afore, before 

Agley, off the right line, 
wrong 

Aiblins, perhaps 
Aits, oats 
Airn, iron 

1'1 

Aith, an oath 
Ain, own 
Aiver, 00 old horfe 
A izic, a hot cinder 
Alakc, alas 
Alaoe, alone 
Am.og, among 
Amailt, almolt 
Ao', and, if 
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Ane, one, :tn 
Ance, once 
Anither, another 
Artfu', artful 
Are, afhe. 
Af1:eer, abroad, f1:irriog 
Auld, old 
Auld-farran, or :1uld-far

rant, f~gacious, cunning, 
prudent 

Aught. eight, pofTe/lion, as 
in a' my augbt, in all my 
pofTe/lion 

Av:!., &t all 
Awa, -away 
Awn, the beard of barley, 

oats, &c. 
Awnie, bealded 
Awfu', awful 
Awkart, aukward 
Ayont, beyond 

B 

BA., ball 
Bawf'nt, having:1 white 

llripe down the face 
Barkit, barked 
Barkin, barking 
Baitb, both 
Bane, bone 
!lainie, having large bones, 

fiout 
Baldie, diminutive of bard 
Bauld, bold, Bauldly, boldly 
Barefit, bare-footed 
B Llch, a crew, a gang 
BlItr, botts 
Bade, endured, did fiay 
Bang, an effort 
Bairn, a child, 
'Cairntime, a family of (bil

<'.ren, a brood 
Bt\t1Groas, a cat 
1 armt", of, or like barm 

Bauk, a erofs beam, Bauktfl', 
the end of a beam 

Bad, did bid 
Baggie, the belly 
BaO,fu', bafhful 
Baklins-comin, coming back, 

returuing 
Be, to It! be, to give over, 

to ceafe 
Beuk, a book 
Behint, or behin', behind 
Be't, be it 
Ben, into the /pence or par-

lour 
Belyve, by and by, 
Beet, to add fuel to fire 
Beafiie, dimin. of be.1t 
Benlomond, a noted mountain 

in Dunbartonfhire 
Belly-fu" belly-full 
Bethankit, the grace after 

meat 
Befa" to befall 
Bill;e, a brother, II young 

fellow 
Big, to build, Biggit, build

ed 
Bigg;n, building, a houfe 
Bicker, a kind of wooden 

difh, ·a fhort race 
Birkic, a clever fellow 
Bing, a heap of grain, po-

tatoes, &c. 
Bill, a bull 
Bizz, a bufUe, to buzz 
Birring, the noife of partridg-

es, &c. when tbey fpring. 
, Bit, crifis, nick of time 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful 
Bie! or bield, fhelter 
Blallit, bJaf1:ed 
Blallie, a fhrivel'd dwarf, a 

term of contempt 
Blink, a liule while, a fmil

iog look; to look kindly, 
to fhiDe by fits 
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lllinker, a term of contempt 
Blinkin, fmirking 
Bluid, blood, B/uiJy, bloody 
Blather, the bladder 
Blaw, to blow, to boaft 
BIether, to talk idly; non-

fenfe 
Bleth'rin, talking idly 
Blaud, a /lat piece of any 

thing; to Oap 
Blate, bafhful, Iheepifh 
Bleezin, blazing 
Bleffin, bleffing 
Blufht, did blufh 
Blype, a fhred, a large piece 
Bleatin, bleating 
Blue-gown, one of thofe beg

gars who get annually, 
on the King's birth-day, 
a blue doke or gown with 
a badge 

Ilonie, or bony, handfome, 
beautiful 

Bonilie, handfomely, beau
tifully 

Bonnock, a kind of thick 
cake of bread 

Bother, to pother 
Bodle, a fmall old coin 
Boortrie, the fhrub elder, 

planted much of old in 
hedges of barn-yards, &c. 

Boord, a board 
Botch, an angry tumour 
Booft, behoved, mull needs 
Bow-kail, cabbage 
Bow't, bended, crooked 
Bock, to vomit, to gufh in-

termittently 
Bocked, gulhe, vomited 
Braw, fine, hand[ome 
Brawly, or brawlie, very 

well, finely, heartily 
Breakin, breaking 
Brawnie, ftout, brawny 
Erie, juice, liquid 
Brafh, a fuddell illoe[5 

N:!. 

Brunftane, brimftone 
Breeks, breecbes 
Brugh, a burgh 
Bruft, [0 burll 
Brither, a br other 
Braid, broad 
Brats, courfe clothes, rags 
Breathin, breathing 
Br anks, a kind of wooden 

curb for hotTes 
Brig, a bridge 
Broo, broth, liquid, water 
Brewin, brewing 
Brogue, a hum, a trick 
Brak, broke, made infol-

vent 
Breef, an invulnerable or ir

refiftible fpell 
Bruot, drd burn 
Br~e, a declivity, a precipice, 

the Oope of a hill 
BracheD>, fern 
Broore, a race at country 

weddir.g. who fhall fidl 
reach the bridegroom's 
huufe on returning from 
church 

Bratlle, a fhott race, hurry, 
fury 

Braindge, to run ralhly for
w~rd 

Braindg't, reeled forward 
Brifket, the breaft, the bo

rom 
Breaftit, did fpring up or for-

ward 
Brea!1:ie, Jimin. of brea!l: 
Braik, ~ kind of harrow 
llraxie, a morkin fheep, &c. 
llruilzie, a broil, a combuf-

tion 
Buirdly, nout-made, broad

built 
Bum-clock, a humming bee

tle that flies in the fummer 
evelling 

BummilJ, humming as bees 



Burn, water, a rivulet 
Burn ie, Jimin. of burn 
Burnewin, i. 1:. burn the 

wind, a blackfmith 
Bune, a uuftle; to buflle 
But an' ben, the country 

kitchen and pari bur 
Iluikit, drelfed 
Bummle, to blunder 
Bummler, a blunderer 
B ucktkin, an inhabitant of 

Virginia 
:But, without 
Bure, did bear 
Jlyte, a cow-ftable 
By himfel, lunatic, diflrac

ted 

C 

CA', to call, to name, to 
drive 

Cll't Or ca'd, called, driven, 
calved 

Careffin, careBing 
Cauld, cold 
Cantic or canty, chearful, 

merry 
Caup, a wooden drinking 

velfel 
Carl.n, a flout old woman 
Cannie, gentle, mild, dex

trous 
<'annilie, dextrou/ly, gently 
Cadie, or caddie, a perfon, a 

young fellow 
Caller, frelb, found 
Cam, did come 
Canna, canoot 
Carryin, carrying 
Cantharidian, made of cao-

tha· iues 
Calf.ward, a fmall inclofure 

for calves 
Cairn, a loofe heap of flones 
Caudlon, a caldron 
Cantl'aip, a charm, a fpell 

Cape-flane, cope-none, key-
none 

Calrd , a tinker 
Calf, chaff 
Careerin, chearfully 
Canes, cards 
Cadger, a carrier 
Call an, a boy 
Chap, a perron, a fellow, a 

blow 
Chiel or cheel, a young fel

low 
Chow, to chew; chak f.r 

ch.w, fide by fide 
Chuflie, fat-faced 
Chantin, chanting 
Chanter, a part of a bagpipe 
Cheep, a chirp; to chirp 
Chokin, choking 
Chearfu', cheatfnl 
Chimla or chimlie, a /ire 

grate 
Chimla-lug, the firefide 
Cheekit, cheeked 
Chittering, Ibi vering, tl em

bling 
Clalb, an idle tale, the nory 

of the day 
Claw, to fcratch 
Claire or c1oes, c10aths 
Cleith, cloth, clailhing, doath. 

ing 
Clinkin, jerking, clinking 
Clinkumbell, who rings the 

chu'ch beU 
Clachan, a fmall village a

bout a chu1ch, a hamlet 
Clilbmac!avcr, idle conver

fation 
Cloot, the hoof of a cow, 

Ibeep, &c. 
Clootie, an old name for the 

Devil 
Clip" /llcers 
Claut, to clean, to fcrape 
Clauted, feraped 
Clarkit, wrote 



[ 257 J 
Clap, dapper of a mill 
Clced, to clothe 
Clatter, to tell little idle fio

ries; an idle fiory 
Clour, a bump or [welling 

after a blow 
Clock, to hatch; a beetle 
Clockin, hatching 
Collie, a general, and fome

times a particular name 
for country curs 

Comin, coming 
Countrs, country 
Cotter, the inhabitant of a 

cot-houft or cottage 
Cood, the cud 
Cog, a wooden difh 
Coggie, dimin. of cog 
Cowe, to terrify, to keep 

under, to lop; a fright, a 
branch of fulZe, broom, 
&c. 

Commauo, command 
Cozie, fnug, &ozit!J, [nugly 
Cowp, to barter, to tumble 

over; a fall, a gang 
Cowpit, tumbled 
Cove, a cavern 
Coo.tie, wooden kitchin dilh; 

"if. th.!e fD'Wlt, whife legs 
a,.e clad witH feathers, aH 

jaid t. he cootie 
Cooft, did caft 
Cowte, a colt 
Co of, a blockhead, • ninny 
COle, corps, party, ciao 
Coulhie, kind, loving 
Cookit, appeared and difap-

peared by fits 
Cable, a filhing boat 
Corn't, fcd with oats 
Cowrin, cowerillg 
Coax in, wheedling 
COlLA, from Kyle, a dl

triet of Ayrlhire, fo cal
leci, faith tradition, from 
Coil or COiJIOS, a Piaifh 
monar,b N 3 

Crack, converfation; to con~ 
verfe 

Crack in, converling 
Crabbit, crabbed, fretful 
Croufe, chearful, courage-

ous 
Croully, chearfully, courage_ 

oully 
Crank, the noife of an un

greafed wheel 
Crank~us, frelful, raptiou! 
Crulhin, crulhing, crulht, 

crulhed 
Crap, a crop, the top 
Cronie, crony 
Crowdie time, breakfafl: time 
Crump, hard and bri ttle, Jp,. 

!un if bread 
Croon, a hollow cominued 

moan; lo make a noife 
like the conlinued roar ef 
a bull, to hum a lune 

Crooning, humming 
Creelhie, greafy 
Craft or croft . a field near a 

houfe, in cld hufbandry 
Creel, a balket; to ba'1Je 'ne'! 

will in a (yu/, to be craz \j 
to be fafcinaled ' 

Craw, a crow of a ,e'R, a 
lo(,k 

Croucbie, crock-backed 
Cranreuch, the hoar frof!: 
Crambo-c1ink or crambo jin

gle, rhymes, doggerel ver
fes 

Crowlin, crawling 
Creepin, creering 
Crood, or croud, to coo as a 

dove 
Crunt, a blow on the head 

with a cudgel . 
Cuif, a blockheod. a ninny 
Curchie, a courtcfy 
Cur~uHing, murmuring; 

lhgllt, rumbling nci!". 
Cud'~g, a weJl known game 

OJllC.C 



Curler, a player at ice 
Curpin, the crupper 
Cummock, a iliort ftaff with 

a crooked head 
Curlie, curled, whofe hair 

falls naturally in ringlets 
Cuiliat, the dove or wood 

pigeon. 

D 

D AFT, merry, giddy, 
foo1iili 

DaRin, merriment, fooliili
nefs 

Darg or daurk, a day's la-
bour 

D1wd, a large piece 
Daud, to thraili, to .bufe 
Da wtit or dautet, fondled, 

careiTed 
Dainty, pleafant, good hu-

moured, agreeable 
Dancin, dancing 
D.,.klins, darkling 
Daur, to dare, deur't, dared 
Dappl't, dappled 
Daimen, rare, now and then; 

JalmfO-ic/ur, an ear of 
COl n now and then 

Daddie, a father 
Deane" dinzin; of dears 
Dearthfu', de1r 
Deil·ma·core! no matter! 

for all that! 
Deave, to deafen 
Devel, a ftunning blow 
Deleeret, delirious 
Defervin, deferving 
Delvin, delving 
Defcrive, (0 defcribe 
Dirlerpccket, difrefpeC'ted 
Di'l.2en, or diz'n, a dozen 
Did, a flight tremulous ftroke 

or pain 
Ding, 10 worft) to pulh 

Diona, do oat 
Dight, to wipe, to clean 

corn from chaff; cleaned 
from chafF. 

Dimpl't, dimpled 
Dizzie, dizzy, giddy 
Doited, ftupified, hebetated 
Day It, ftupified, crazed 
Douce, or doure, fober, wife, 

prudent 
Doucely, foberly, prudent-

ly 
Dorty, faucy, nice 
Dow, am or are able to, can 
Downa, am or are not able, 

cannot 
Dought, was or were able 
Dolefu', doleful 
Doure, ftout, durable, ftub. 

born, fullen 
Dowie, worn with grief, fa

tigue, &c. 
Donfie, unlucky 
Dow/f, pithlefs, wanting 

force 
.Dool, farrow; to jing doo!, 

to lament, to mourn 
Drap, a drop; to drop 
Drapping, dropping 
Drumlie, muddy 
Druken, drunken 
Drouth, thir!t, drought 
Drinkin, drinking 
Dryin, drying 
Dreep, to ooze, to drop 
Dreeping, oozing, dropping 
Drift, a drove 
Drunt, pet, four humour 
Dreadfu', dreadful 
Droop-rumpl't lhar droops 

at the crupper . 
Dribble, drizzling, flaver 
Drummock, meal and water 

mixed raw 
Droddum, the breech 
Dub, a fmall pond 
Duds, rags, clothes 
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Duddie, ragged 
Dung, wodlea,pufhed, driven 
Dufh, to pufh aJ a ram, /Xc. 
Dufht, pufhed by a ram, ox, 

/Xc. 

E 

'E'E, the eye, een, the eyes 
Eerie, frighted, dread-

i·gIPirifJ 
E'enin, evening 
Eild, old age 
Elbuck, the elbow 
Eldritch, ghaftly, frightful 
En" end 
ENBRUGH, EDINBURGH 

Eneugh, enough 
EIlfuin, enfuing 
Efpetial, efpeciaJly 
Eydent, diligent 

F 

FA" fall, lot; to fall 
Fae, a foe 

Faithfu', faithful 
Fafh, trouble, care; to trou-

ble, to care for 
Fafh't, troubled 
Fawfont, decent, feemly 
Facln, fC)3,ln 

Farl, :I cake of brea"! 
Fairin, a fairing, a prefent 
Fareweel, farewell 
Fallow, fellow 
f'aut, hult 
Fadd"m't, fathomed 
Fac't, faced 
Fatterel., ribbon ends, &c. 
F~ft en-een, Faftens-Even 
Fand, did find 
Fauld, a fold; to fold 
Faulding, folding 

Ferlie, or fedy, to wonder; 
a wonder, a term of con
tempt 

Fecht, to fight,jechfin, fight-
ing 

Fend, to live comfortably 
Fcide, feud, enmity 
Feat, neat, fpruce 
Fear't, frighted 
Fearfu', frightful 
Fetch, to pull by fits 
Fetch't, pulled intermittenly 
Feg, a fig 
Feckfu', large, brawny, 

Ilout 
Fecklefs, puny, weak, filly 
Fell, keen, biting; the flefh 

immediatel y under the 
{,,,in; a field pretty level 
on tbe fide or top of a 
hill 

Fient, fiend, a ptffy oath 
Fizz, to make a hilling noife 

like fermen tation 
Fit, a foot 
Fillie.lan', the near horfe of 

the hindmoll pair in the 
plough 

Fier, found, healthy; a bro-
ther, a friend 

Fidg-e, to fidget 
Fidgin, fidgeting 
Fifsle, to make a ruftli ng 

noiCe, to fidget; a buflle 
Flatteri n'. flattering 
Fleg, a kick, a random blow 
Flunkie, a fernnt in livery 
Fley, to fcare, to frighten 
Fley'd, frighted, feared 
Flyin. flying 
Fleefh, a fleece 
Flingin.tree, a piece of timber 

hung by way of partition 
between two horfes in a 
Il.able, a Rail . 

Flilk , to fret at the )oke 
fWkit, fretted 



Flichter, to flutter af yDung 
nr}llingf when their Jam 
apprDaches 

Flichterin, I).uttering 
FJinders, (hreds, broken pie

ces 
Fleech, to fupplicate in a flat-

tering manner 
Fleechin, f upplicatiog 
Flaioen, flannel 
Flether, to decoy by fair 

words 
Fletherin, flatteriog 
Flitter, to vibrate like the 

wings ot fmall birds 
Flitteriog, fluttering, vibra

ting 
Forgather, to meet, to en-

counter with 
Fou, full, drunk 
Foughten, troubled, haralfed 
Formin, forming 
FOl'bye, belides 
Forfairn, dillrelfed, worn out, 

jaded 
Foord, a ford 
Forbears, forefathers 
Foamio, fonming 
Fow, a bu(hel . &cc. 
Forgie, to forgive 
Forjelket, jaded with fatigue 
Frae, from 
Freath, froth 
F rien" fl iend 
Fu" foil 
Fur, a furrow 
Furm, a form, " bench 
Fud, the fcut of the hare, 

coner, ~c. 
Fuff, to blow intermittenly 
Fuff't, did blow 
Funn;e, full of merriment 
Fyle, to r"il, to dirty 
iFyl't, foiled, dirtied 
Fyfteen, fifteen 
iyke, trifling cares; to pid

die, to be ill a fllfs abon: 
lr ifies 

G 

G AB, the mouth; to 
fpeak boldly or pertly 

Gang, to go, to walk 
Calli, wife, fagacious, talka-

tive; to converfe 
Ga(hin, coover/ing 
Gaucy, jolly, large 
Gae, to go, gaea, went, 

gatn or gane, gone, gaun, 
going 

Gaet or gate, way, manner, 
road 

Gatherin, gathering 
Gar, to make, to force 10 
Gar't, forced to 
Garten, a garter 
Geordie, a guinea 
Gear, riche., goods of any 

kind 
Gentles, great folks 
Get, a child, a young one 
Geck, to tofs the head in 

wantonnefs or fcorn 
Ged, a pike 
Gie, to give, GieJ, gave, 

Gi'en, given 
Gimmer, a ewe flom one to 

two years old 
Gin, if, againft 
Gizz, a periwig 
Girn, to grin, to twill the 

features in nge, agony, 
&c. 

Girning, grinning 
Gipfy, a young girl. 
Gillie, dimin, of gill 
Giflie, dimin, of gif~ 
Ghain, a gholl 
Gloamin, the tW 'light 
Glunch, 3 frown; to frown 
Clib-gabbet, that fpeaks 

fmoolhly and readily 
Glint, to peep, G/inlfJ, peep~ 

eJ, Gllntin, l'ee£ing 



Glowr, to Itare, to look; a 
{lare, a look 

Glowr'd, looked, Ilared 
Glowrin, Ilaring 
Glaikit, inauentive, foolifh 
Gleg, /bar!" ready 
Glaizie, - glittering, fmooth 

like glars 
Gley, a fquint; to {quint, 

Agley, off at a fide, 
wlong 

Gowan, the flower of tbe 
dairy, dandelion, bawk
weed, &c. 

Gowk, a cuckoo, a term of 
contempt 

Gowl, to bowl 
Gcwling, howling 
Gowd, gold 
Gowff, tbe g.me of golf; te 

Ilrike, as the hat dm the 
hall at golf 

Gowff'd, (huck 
Grane or grain, a groan; to 

groan 
Grain'd, groaned 
Craining, groaning 
C rufhie, tbick, of th'i,iog 

growtb 
Great, intimate, familiar 
G, ievin, grieving 
Graith, accoutrements, fur

niture, drers 
Gruntle, the pbiz, a grunting 

noile 
Cracefu', graceful 
Greet, to /bed tears, to weep 
Greetin, crying, weeping 
Gree't, agreed 
Graunie, a grandmother 
Cracefu', graceful 
Grape, to grope, grapit, gro

ped 
Grippet, catched, feized 
Graip, a pronged inllrument 

for cleaning flables 
Grumphie, a fow 

Grumph, a grunt; to grunt 
Grourorne, loathrotnely grim 
Grunn ane, a grindllooe 
Grozet, a goofeberry 
Grifslc, grillle 
Gratefu', grateful 
Gree, to agree, to hear the 

gree, to be decidedly viaor 
Grun', ground 
Groat, to get the whijll. 'I 

,ne's groat, to play a lofing 
game 

GUDE, the SUPREME B£lN4> 

good 
Gully, talleful 
Gully, or gullie, a large 

knife 
Guid, good, GuiJ-morntn, 

good morrow, GuiJ-ern, 
good evening 

Gaidman and GuiJwife, the 
maller and millref. of the 
houfe, roung Guidma.n, a 
man newly married 

Guidfalher, Guidmither, fa
ther-in-law and mother-ill' 
law 

Gumlie, muddy 

H 

H A" hall 
Hae, to have 

HaeD, had, the participle 
Hame, home, Hameward, 

homeward 
Hamely, homely, affable 
Han', or haun, hand 
Haith, a petty oath 
Haet, fient haet, a petty oath 

of negation, nothing 
Haughs, low-lying richhnds, 

valleys 
Ha/h, a fot 
Haud, to hold 
Hale, whole, tight, healthy 



Hap-nep-an'-Iowp, hop, 1kip, 
and leap. 

Hap, an outer garment, man
tle, plaid, &c. to wrap, to 
COver, to hop 

Hzpping, bopping 
Ha!flins, nearly balf, partly 
HalD, to fpare, to fave ha;n'tl 

fpared " 
Hawkie, a cow, properry one 

'WIth a white face 
HaP, or bald, an abiding plate 
HavIDs, good manners, de-

corum, good fenfe 
Harkit, harkened 
Happer, a hopper 
Hag, a fcar or gulf in mof

res and moors 
Haverel, balf-wilted perfoD' 

haif-wit ted ' 
Hairft, harvea, 
Haur!, to drag, to peel 
Haurlin, peeling 
Haftit, hallened 
Hall an, a particular partition 

wall in a cottage 
Ha' bible, the great bible that 

lies in the hall 
Halfet, the temple, the fide of 

the head 
Haggis, a kind of pudding 

boild in the ftomacb of ~ 
cow or {heep 

Hech! Oh! ftrange! 
Hearfe, hoa~fe 
Het, Hot 
Herfel, herfelf 
Herrin, a herring 
Herry, to plunder, .... fl pr~

ptrly to plunJer hlrJ-nefil. 
Herryment, plundering, ·de-

vaftation 
Heugh, a crag, a coal-pit 
Heeze, to elevate, to raile 
Heather, heath 
Hecht, to foretell fometbing 

tbat is to be got or given; 

foretold; the thing foretold . 
Heapit, heaped 
Herd, to tend flock~, one who 

tends flocks 
He.lforne, bealthful, w bole-

fome 
Hear't, hear it 
Hellim, the rudder or helm 
Himfel, himfelf 
Hlzzie, huffy, a young gill 
Htrpil, to walk crazily, to 

creep, Hlrplin, creeping 
Hing, to hang 
H tch, a loop, a knot 
Hilch, to hobble, to halt 
H iJchin, halting 
Hiftie, dry, ch apt, barren 
Hiffel, fa many cattle as onc 

perCon can attend 
Hawk, to dig, HowRit, dig

ged, Howlun, digging 
Howdie, a midwife 
Hod\lin, the motIOn of a 

fage countryman riding on 
a cart hOl fe ' 

Hornie, one of the many 
names of tbe Devil 

Houghmagandle, fornication 
Howe, hollow; a hollow, or 

dell 
Howe-backit, funk in tbe 

back,Jpolun of a barJ" &c. 
Hove, to be:lve, to fwell 
Hov'd, heaved, fwelled 
Hoyfe, a pull upwards 
Hoard, a hoard" to hoard 
Hoordet, hoarded 
Hoolie, flowly, leifurely; 

HQolie! take leifure 1 !top! 
Hoft, or IlD.ft, to cough, 

Hojlin, coughing 
Hog-fcore, a kind of dilhnce 

line, in curling, drawn a
croCs the rin/t 

Hoy, to urge, Hoi/, urged 
Hool, outer 1kin or caCe 
Hoyte, to amble craizily 



HouGe, dimin. ofboufe 
Horn, a fpoon made of horn 
Hog-/bo~thet, a kind of horfe 

play by ju{Uing with the 
/boulder; to j u rUe 

Hurdies, the loins, the crup
pe~ 

Hughoc, dimin. of Hugh 

I. 

I ', In 
ler-oe, a great grand

child 
Icker, an ear of corn 
Ilk or ilka, each, every 
llI-wilie, ill-natured, mali-

cious, niggardly 
Indentin, indenting 
lngle, fire, fire· place 
lngine, genious, ingenuity 
['fe, 1 !hall or will 
lLher, other, one another 

J 

JAD, jade; alfo a familiar 
term among countryfolks 

for a giddy young girl 
J aup, a jerk of water; to 

jerk as agitllted water 
Jauk, to dally, to triRe 
Jaukin, trifling, dallying 
Jaw, coarfe raillery; to pour 

out, to fpurl, to jerk, as 
water 

Jink, to dodge, to turn a 
corner; a fudden turning a 
corner 

Jinkin, dodging 
Jinker, that turns quickly, a 

ga y fprightly girl, a wag 
jimp, to Jump; Oenderin the 

\Vain) handfome 

jillet, a jilt, a giddy girl 
Jirt, a jerk 
Jigglin, jingling 
Jow, to jaw, a verb, which 

includes both tt,e fwinging 
motion and pealing found 
of a large bell 

Jouk, to noop, to bow the 
head 

joCleleg, a kind of knife 
Jokin, joaking 
Joyfu', j"yful 
Jundie, to juftle 
Jumpit. did jump 
Jumpin, jumping 

K 

KAE, a claw 
~ain, fowls, &c. paid 

as rent by a farmer 
Kail, coleworts, a kind of 

broth' 
Kail.runt, the flel1'l of the 

colewort 
Kebbuck, a cheefe 
Ken, to know, IU/ld or ~e/l' f, 

knew 
Kennin, a fmall matter 
Keek, a peep; to peep 
Keepit, kept 
Kelpies, a fort of mifchicvou; 

fpirit" faid to haunt fords 
and ferries at night, efpe
cially in florms 

Ket, a matted, hairy fleece 
of wool 

Kin', kind 
Kilt, to truf, up the doaths 
Kirn, the harvefl fupper, a 

churn; to churn 
Kitchen, any thing that eats 

with bread; to ferve for 
foup, gravy, &c. 

Kittle, to tickle j ticklifh, 
likely 



Kittlin, " young cat 
King's-hoodl a certain part of 

the entrails of an ox, &c. 
Kin, kindred 
KiuLie, to cuddle 
Kiutlin, cuddling 
Kiaugh, ca. king anxiety 
Kirfen, to ehriften 
Kimmer, a young girl, a gof-

/ip 
Kill, chell, a !hop-counter 
Knaggie, like knags or points 

of rocks 
Knappin-hammer, a hammer 

for breaking llones 
Knowe, a fmall round hil

lock 
Kye, cows 
Kythe, to difcover, to !how 

one's felf 
KYLE, a dj(hia of Ayr!hire 
Kyte, the belly 

L 

L AN" land, ellate 
Lang, long, to thInk 

(ang, to long, to weary 
Lap, did leap 
Lampit, a kind of !hell- 6th 
Laverock, the lark 
Lambie, Jimin. of lamb 
Laughin, laughing 
Lawfu', lawful 
Lapfu', lapful 
Laigh, low 
Lane, lone, my laM, tliJ laM, 

&c. myfelf alone, &c. thy
felf alone, &c. 

Lanely, lonely 
Lallan, Lowland, La/lans, 

Scotch di a lea 
Laggen, the angle between 

the fide "nd bottom of a 
wooden dith 

La ve, the rell, the remainder, 
the others 

Laith, loath 
Laithfu', ba!hful, !heepi!h, 
Lair;ng, wading and linking 

in fnow, mud, &c. 
Laddie, din/in . of lad· 
Lee-Iang, live-long 
Leuk, a look, to look 
Leeze me, a phrafe of con

gratulatoryendearment 
Lear, pronounce lare, learn

ing 
Lea'e, to leave 
Leiller, a three-pronged dart 

for llriking fi!h 
Leugh, did laugh 
Leal, loyal, true, faithful 
Lightly, fneeringly, to fneer 

at 
Limmer, " kept mifrref" a 

llrumpet 
Livin, living 
Link, to tl ip along 
Linkin, tripping 
Limpit, limp'cl, hobbled 
Linn, a water-fall 
Lint, flax, Ilnl in Ibe bell, fla l[ 

in flower 
Lift, the Iky, 
Lilt, a ballad, a tllne; to 

fing 
Lintwhite, \\ linn~t 
Loan; the place of milki ng 
Loof, the palm of the hand 
Loove' , plural of loof 
Lowe, a flame; to flame 
Lowin, flaming 
Lowfe, to loofe 
Lowf'd, loofed 
Loot, did let 
L oun, a felloW, a ragamuf

fin, a wom'~n of eafy vir-
tue 

Lowre, abbrt'l!iation or Law-
rence 

Lug, the ear, a h~ndle 
Lu~get having a handle 
Lug~ie , a fmall Vlooden di!h 

wilh a handle 



[ 2. 65 ] 
Lunt, a column of fmoke; 

to fmoke 
Lunlin, fmoking 
Lunch, a hrge piece of 

cheefe, flefh, ,&c_ 
Lum, the chimney 
Lyal't, of a mixed colour, 

grey 

M 

M AE, more 
Maift, moft, almoft 

Maillly, momy 
Maun, muft 
Mair, more 
Mak, to make, mala", mak-

ing 
Mafl,!um, metlin, mixed corn 
Manteele, a mantle 
Maw, to tTIOW, mawin,mow-

ing 
I"'hukin, a hare 
Mallie, !vIoHy 
"Mar's yeaI', the ,ebellion 

A. D .• 715 
Mark, marks, this and f,ve

rat other nOUIIJ, which i,l 
EngliJb require an s t, 
form the plural, are tIl 

Srctch like the ""."cs fheep. 
'icer, tbe fame ;n both nUIn-

I hers 
f¥~:l.~;, to maCh, 01 malt, &c. 
Malkin-pat, a lea pot 
Mang, among 
Mavis, the truCh 
MeH, to meddle 
~1cn" to mend 
Mcilin, a fmall dor, 
Mcll"ic, to foi! w:lh Ir,(al 
l\1f"J'fe, good m:l:1ncrs, de .. 

t.:orur:'1 
M ·.,jel,[-, ill-bred, lude, im

ludt!nc 
~1 ~'1ocJ:.11i )\le, nl:-:uiT.ful 

o 

Meere, a mare 
Mither, a mother 
Mixtie-maxtie, confufedly 

mixed ~ 
Mim, prim, affectedly meek 
Mindfu', mindful 
Mitlear'd, mifchievous, un

mannerly 
Mifca', to abufe, to call 

names 
Mifca'd abured 
Min', mind, remembrance 
Mind't, mind it, refolved, 

intending 
Middin, a dunghill 
Midden-hole, a gutter at the 

bottom of the dunghill 
Minnie, mother, dam 
Mifteuk, miftook 
Mol'D, the next day, to·mor-

roW 
Moudiewort, a mole 
Mony, or monie, many 
Moiliify, to moiften 
Mournfu', mournful 
Moop, to nibble as a lheep 
M"ttie, full of motes 
Mou, the mouth 
Moufie, dim;n_ of moufc 
Moorlan, of or belonging to 

moors 
Mu"kle, or meikle, great, 

hig, much 
Mutchkin, an Englifh pint 
Mutlin-kiil, broth compolerl 

(mpl y of waler, fhdled 
bariey and grcens 

MLfie, dim;", of mure 
M}fd, mylelf 

N 

N A, no, nt')t, nor 
.l f ae, no, not any 

l'I'l:1e. none 
l':at.·thing, or nni!.h:or, no· 

lh ng 
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Nalg, a horfe 
Neebor, a neighbour 
Needfu', needful 
Negleckit, negleCled 
Neuk, nook 
Nief1:, next 
Nieve, the fiO: 
Nievefu', handful 
Niger, a negroe 
Nine tailed cat, a hangman's 

whip 
Niffe,., an exchange; to ex-

change, to barter 
Nit, a nut 
Nowte, black cattle 
Nodanel, of or belonging to 

the North 
Notic't, notiCed 
Nor-weO:, North-weO: 
Notelefs, unnoticed, un

known 

o 

, . 0 , Of 
Obfervin, obfervlflg 

any, or onie, any 
Or, is if ten ufed for ere, be-

fore 
O't, of it 
Ourie, i11ivering, drooping 
Ourfel, I)r ourfels, ourfe1ves 
Ouder, not houfed 
OWI·e, over, too 
Owre hip, a way of fetching 

a blow with a hammer 
over the arm 

P 

PACK, intim1te, familiar; 
twelve O:ones of wool 

Painth, paunch 
p.r1iamentill, at parliament 

Parritch, oatmeal pudding, a 
well known Scotch difh 

Pang, to cram 
Plukie, cunning, Oy 
Paughty, proud, haughty 
Paitrick, a partridge 
Pat, did put; a pot 
Pay't, paid, beat 
Pattle, or pettle, a plough

!1:aff 
Pech, to fetch the breath 

fhort as in an afihma 
Pechan, the crop, the 0:0-

mach 
Pet tie, to cherifh; a plough

!1:aff 
Pet, a domeO:icated !heep, 

&c. 
Peel in, peeling 
Penfivelie, penfive1y 
Phraife, fairfpeeches, flattery; 

to flatter 
Phraifin, flattery 
Pit, to put 
Pine, pain, uneafinef., 
Pickle, a [mall quantity 
Platie, dimin. of plate 
Plack, an old Scotch coin 
Placklefs, pennylefs 
Plilkie, a trick 
Plew, or pleugh, a plough 
Plumpit, dicl plump 
Placad, a public proclama-

tiOll 
poortith, poverty 
powther, or pouther, powder 
pouthery, like powder 
Pouk, to pluck 
Pou, to pull 
Pou't, did pull 
pouffie, a hare or cat 
pownie, a little horfe 
Pow, the head, the Ikull 
pout, a poult, a chicken 
Prayin, praying 
Pridefu', proud, fllUCy 



[ 
Proveres, provons 
Prig, to cheapen, to dirpute 
Pri~gin, cheapening 
Pry in, prying 
Prief, proof 
Prent, print 
Propone, to lay down, to pro-

pofe 
Primfie, demure, precife 
Prie, to taae 
Prie'd, tafled 
Preen, a pin 
Punr!, pound, pounds 
Pundin, pudding 
Pyle, a pyle 0' ca.ff~ a jj:lgle 

graiu of chaff 

Q 

Q UA T, to quit 
Q!lak, to quake 

~lakin, quaking 
Q!ley, a cow frum one year 

to two years old 

R 

R A M-Fee,l'd, fuigucd, 
overfnent 

Rantin, rantl~g 
Raroblin, rambling 
Rallele, raOI, {lout, feadefs 
Raw, arow 
Raible, to rattle nonfenfe 
Rair, 1'0 roar, Yair'l, roared, 

rairing, roaring 
R.x, to areteh 
R.th, a rulh, rafb bu/s, a 

buth of ruthes 
Ram-Ibm, forward, thought-

lers 
Rarely, excellent, very well 
Ragweed, the phut ragwort 
Ralton, a rat 

o 2. 

] 
Raught, reached 
Raize, to madden, to en-

lIame 
Ree, haJf drun k, fuddled 
RC:lm, crealn 
Reek. fmoke; to f moke, yet

Jin, fmoking, ,,,kit, fmok
en, fmoky 

Rccci"in) receiving 
Red-wud, a ark-mad 
Remead, remedy 
Remarkin, 1"< "", king 
Reca, to fland rc[jive 
Reenit, I:ood rc!live, aunted, 

wllhered 
Reave, to rob 
Requit, requital 
Reft, torn, l'aggt.·d 
Relhicked, I dtritted 
Reek, to heed 
R ede, couof d; to coanre! 
Re fus't, refufe it 
Rin, to run, to melt; riu1Jin, 

running 
Ridm, riuiog 
RIp, " han.iful of uothreO,

ecl corn, &c. 
Rmk, the L.,ucfe of the 

t~cnCf., c !t.rm in curling 
F I!l:it, ma<ie "I.oire like the 

te?l ing ot roots 
Rig, a ndge 
Rowt~, tv low, to bellow 
RowlIn, lowing 
Rowth, rlenty 
Roup,·t, hoa,fe, aJ with a cold 
Rowe, to roll, to wr"p 
Row't, rolled, wrapped 
RoaTDln , roaming 
Rooo, jtands likewifo for tbe 

plural roods 
Rouo" round, in the circle of 

ntighhourhood 
Rooj'e, to praife, to commend 
Rozet, rO'lln 

Roon, a fill ed, a remnant 



Rung, a cudgel 
Runkl'd, wrinkled 

[ 

Runt, the fiem of colewort or 
cabbage 

Rulllin, rullling 
Rhymin, rhyming 

S 

'8' Is Sae, fo 
Sang, a fong 
Sair, to ferve; fore 
Sairly or fairlie, forely 
Sairt, fen'cd 
Saul, foul 
Saunt, a faint 
Sark, a {hi t 
Sarkit, provided in filirts 
Saft, f~lt 
Saw, to fow, 
Sawin, [owing 
Sax, fix 
Saut, fait, foutel, falted 
Saumont, ialmon 
Saugh, the willow 
Scone, a kind of bread 
Sel ieve, to glide fwiftly along 
Scrieven, gleefomcly, [wift-

ly 
Screechin, fcreechiog 
Sereed , tu tear; a rent 
Scar, to fcare 
Seauld, to [cold, jcauiJil1g, 

fcalding 
Scawl, a [cold 
Scaud, to fcauld 
Scaur, apt to be feared 
Scoroiu', [corniul 
Scrimp, to feaot, frrimpet, 

did fcant, fCdnty 
Sconner, a loathing; to lathe 
Scraich, to fcrtam as a hm, 

p"rridg<, (Se. 

] 
Scraichio, fcreaming 
Sel, [elf, a body's fel, one' . 

felf alone 
Sets, fets ajf, goes away 
Scc'd, did lee 
Settbn, I'ettling, to get a fett

lin, to be frighted into 
quietncfs 

Sell't, did fell 
Seizin, reiziog 
Servan', fervant 
Sen', to fend, fen'l, fend it 
Shaw, to filOW; a fmall 

w<>od in a hollow place 
Sheugh, a ditcll, a Clench 
Shootin, filOoting 
Shouthcr, tbe OlOulder 
Shoon, !hoes 
Shecp-OJank, to think one'l 

felf nae jbecp-jhanR, to be 
conceited 

Shore, to offer, to threaten 
Shor'd, offered 
Shangan, a flick cleft at one 

end for putting the tail 
of a dog, &c. into, by 
way of mifchief, or to 
frighten him away 

S:la ver, a hUlnorous wag, a 
barber 

Shog, II OlOck 
Sheen, bright Ihining 
Shelf a-moor, Sberriff-moor, 

the jamollJ battle fought In 

the Rebellion, A, lJ. 17 1 S. 
Shool, a !hovel 
Shaird, a !hI cd, !hard 
Shill, fluill 
Sic, fuch 
Simmer, fummer 
SiJIer, fil ver, money 
Sittin, fitting 
Sin', fince 
Sin, a fou 



Sickel', fure, fteady 
Sinfu', fiorul 
Sidelins, fidcloog, flanting 
Sinl<in, linking 
Skriegh, ~ fcream; to fC'eam 
Skaith, to damage, to injure; 

i~jnry 
Sklcl't, flant; to run aflaot 

to dev;'ee from truth 
Sklented, rail or hit in aD 

oblique direCtion 
:OklenLin, ilanting 
Skelpic-limmer, a technical 

term in female fcolding 
Skiegh, p"oud, nice, high-

mettled 
Skirl, to fhriek, to cry fhrilly 
Skid'l, ill itke,1 
Skirling, {hI ieking, crying 
Ship, tu Ctrike, to flap; to 

walk with a fmart clip
ping (lep; a fmaCL luoke 

S .elpin, ilapp;"g, walking 
fmartly 

Slow, flow 
Slae, Ooe 
Slap, a gate, a breach in a 

fence 
SI ade, did Oide 
Slce, fly, jlufl, ilydl 
Sine, to fall ova GJ G wtt 

jilrrow from Ibe plough 
Slypct, fdl 
Sleekit, Otek 
Sliddcry, flippery 
Srn., fm211 
SI1)iddy, rmi! hy 
Smytrie, a numerous collec

tion of fmall 'ndividuals 
Smoor, 10 fmother, mODr'J, 

fmothHed 
Smoutie, fmutty, obfcene, 

ugly 
Smeddum, duft, powder, 

mettle, fenfe 
Snaw, fnow, 10 fnow 

Snawie, fnowy 
Snaw-broo, melted fnow 
Snafh, almre, Billingfgate 
Snecfl,in, fnuff, fnetjbin-mill, 

fnuff·box 
Snowk, 10 fcent or fnuff as 

a dog, borf" (§fe. 
Snowkil, fctoted, fnuffed 
Snick-drawing, trick-contri. 

ving 
Snick, the latchet of a door 
Snoove, to go fmoothly aod 

conflantly, to fneak 
Snoov't, went fmoothly 
Sneil, biller, biting 
Sned, to lop, to cut off 
Snool, one whofe Jpirit is bro· 

ken with opp,dEve flave
ry; to fubmit tamely, lo 
fneak 

Sonlie, having fWeft ('ngaging 
looks; lucky, jelly 

Sowlher, folder; to folder, 
to CClnent 

Souple, flexable, [wift 
Soom, to j'wim 
Sowp, a rpoooful, a [mall 

quantity of any lhing E
quid 

Sootie, fooly 
Sobbln, [obbirg 
Sowlh, to try over a tune 

with a low wLiftle 
S[,O(h, t. ulh, a petty caLh 
Souttr, a fhocmaker 
Spaul, a limb 
Speakin, frcakirg 
Spier, to :!ik, to tnquire 
Sj'ier't, enquire\~ 
SruLk, £,e, mude, wit 
fp1:d:ie, mettlciomc, C:cry; 

o 1 

"'Iill o~ wifi or i£uiJjafu.1J 
Spo lin, fponi; g 
Sp,k, did [I tak 
Sprir,gin, fprin!;irg 
Spc' I, to climb 



Spleuchan, a tobacco pouch 
Speat, a fweeping torrent 

after rain or thaw 
Spai rge, to d.rh, to foil at 

'With mire 
Spitefu', fpiteful 
Spence, the couutry par

lour 
Spae, to prophecy, to divine 
Sprit, a tough rooted plant 

fomething like rurhes 
Sprittie, full of fprit. 
Spr.ttle, to fcramble 
Sparin, fparing 
Spadet, having the fpa ViD 
Spreckl'd fpolted, fpeckled 
Splore, a frolic, a riot, a 

noife 
Splatter, a/pi utter ; to fplut

ter 
Sp' iog, a quick air in mufic, 

a Scotch reel 
Squad, a crew, a party 
Squeel, a [cream, a fcreech , 

to fcream 
Squatter, to flutter in water 

ar a wdd duck, &c. 
Squattle, to fprawl 
St_n', to ftand, jian'l, did 

ftand 
Stane, a ftone 
Stroan, to fpout, to pifs 
Stroan't, fpouted, piffed 
Steots, tribute, dues of any 

kind 
Steek, to /hut; a ftitch 
Stech, to cram the belly 
Stecbin, cramming 
Startle, to run ar (attle 

flung hy the gadfly 
Sleer, to molelt, to ftir 
81urt, trouble; to mole!!: 
Sturtin, frighted 
Studdie, an anvil 
Stc1l, a ftill 

Stoup or ftowp, a kind of 
jug or dirh with a bandle 

Slraik, to ftrokc, flrailcit, 
flrokcd 

Stampin, !lamping 
Stacher, to ftagger 
Stap, to flop 
Strut, Il:r~w, I, die a fair 

flrae death, to die in bed 
Strack, did lhike 
Stack, a rick of corn, hay, 

&c. 
Streck, Il:retched, to Il:retch, 

flreeAil, Il:retcbed 
Staumrel, half-wilted 
Stoure, dull:, mere particular-

/ ry d uft in motion 
Stirl<, a cow, or bullock a 

year old 
Stot, an ox 
Stoor, f"unding bollow, 

Ihong and hoarie 
Stranght, Il:reight, 
Stock, a plant of colewort, 

cabbage, &c. 
St.rvin, Il:.rving 
Stringin, flringing 
Slarlin, ftarli~g 
Staw, did fleal; to furfeit 
Stown, flokn 
Stownlin', by lleallh 
Stuff, corn, or pulfe of any 

kind 
Stibble, flubble, flibble-rig, 

the reaper, in harvell:, who 
takes the lead 

Slrunt, fpiritous liquor of any 
kind; to walk fturdily 

Staggie, dimin. of ftag 
Steeve, firm, compacted 
Stank, a pool of Il:anding 

water 
Stark, Il:out, 
Stey, (leep, Jleyejl, fieepel1; 



[ 
Sten, to rear as an horfe 
Sten't, reared 
Stimpart, the eighth part of 

a Winchefier bufilel 
Strap.n, tall and hand

fome 
Strewin, (hewing 
Stilt, a crutch; tu halt, to 

limp 
Stockin, fiocking 
Stumpie, dimin. of nump 
Striddle, to firaddle 
Stick an' fiow, totally, al

together 
Sucker, fugar 
Sugh, the continual rulhing 

jng noife of wind or wa
ter 

Southron, Southern, an old 
name for the Englilh na
tion 

Sud, /hould 
SWlP, an exchange; to 

barter 
Swirl, a curve, an edoying 

bla(t or pool, a knot in 
wood 

Swirlie, knaggy, full of knots 
Swither, to helitate in (hoic~; 

an irrefolme wavering in 
choice 

Swank, fiately, jolly 
Swankie, or fwanker, a t ight 

firapping young fellow or 
girl 

Swatch, a {ample 
Swith! get away! 
Swinge, to bent, to whip 
Swingein, beating, whipp-

ing 
Swaird, fward 
Swat, did fwcat 
Swervin, fwerving 
Swoor, fwore, did fwear 
Swal1'd, fwrlled 

] 
Sweer, lazy, nvcrfe, Jud

jweer, extremelyavelfe 
Sweatin, fweating 
Syne, lince, ago, then 

T 

"-rAE, a toe, three tac'd 
having three prong. ' 

Tauted, or tamie, matted 
together, fpD/un if bai,. 0" 
wool 

Tak, to take, taRin, taking 
Tangle, a fea weed 
Tauld, or talrl, told 
Tarrow, to murmu, at one's 

allowance 
Tarrow't, murmured 
Talkin, talking 
Tawie, that allows itfolf 

peaceabl y to be handled, 
JPolun of a ho,.fe, cow, &c. 

Tap, tbe top 
Taupie, a foo]ilh, thought-

Iers young perfon 
Tapetlefs, heedlef" foolifll 
Tapf~ltcerie, topfy-turvy 
Tarry-breeks, a failor 
Tent, a field·pulpit, heed, 

caution; to take heed 
Tent ic, heedful, ' cantious 
Tentlef~ , heedlefs 
Teugh, tough, flughly, 

toughly 
Teat, fmall quantity 
Tearfu', tearlul 
Ten hours bite, a flight feed 

to the hovfe. while in the 
yoke in the forenoon 

Thack, thatch, thacR all' ,.apt, 
c!o,thing, necelTaries 

Thrang, throng, a croud 
Thegithcr, together 
Thick, intim3(e, familiar 
Thole, to fuffer, 10 endure 



Thae, thefe 
Thrifsle , thime, 
Throuther, pell-meH, con-

fufedly 
Thinkin, thiliking 
Thumpit, thuroped 
Thumpin, tht!:np;ng 
Thievekfs, cold, dry~ [pi-

ted,fp,km of a perfon's de-
meanour 

Thowe, a tha"; to thaw 
Thankit, thanked 
Through, to go on with, to 

make out. 
Th' eChin, thraf} iog 
Thairm', hnall gut" fiddle 

firing' 
ThemCeI, themCelves 
Thyfel, thyfelf 
Thud, to m1ke a Iouo, in

termittent noife 
Thraw, to fprain, to tVlift, 

to contradiCt 
Thrawn, fp,.inrd, (wirleri, 

contradicted 
Thrawin, twining, &c. 
Thretern, lh;,teen 
Thankfu" tha!lkful 
Thirl, to thrill 
Thirl'd, thrilled, vibrated 
Thoulefo, {lack, lazy 
Threap, to maintain by dint 

of a[e'tion 
Thir, thefe 
'i'ither, thL other 
Timmer, tirr.be', 'J'jtnmer-

pr,pt, propped with timber 
Ti\l't, tOit 
Tinkler, a tinker 
Tine, to lofe, tint, loft 
'Tipplncc, I .\.:C"-pence 
'[iu le, to whifper 
Ti,t\ing whifl,ering 
Tirl, to make a flight nGife, 

ti) ul1t;{)vcr 

Thlin, unC0VU ing 
Tip, a ram 
'l'OW21C, rough, !hlggy 

Toom, empty 
Tout, the blafl: of a horn or 

trumpet; to blow a horn, 
NC, 

Tow, a n .. pe 
Toddle, to loIter like the 

walk of a child 
Toodl in, tottering 
Tod, a fox 
Toop, a ram 
Toun, a hamlet, a farm-

houfe 
Tocher, a marriage p~ t io', 
Toyte, to totter like old age 
Towmond, a twelvemonth 
Toy. a very old f.O,·on of 

, m.le head-drefs 
Tra(h'"ip, traO, 
TI' ' Cl, truth, a petty oath 
'l'r yin, tl yinv 
Trow'\ lo believe 
'1'1 anfmug1iry'<i, tranrmigrat-

ed, mttamorphofed 
Trig fpruce, neat 
Trimly, excellently 
'1' oltin, trotting 
Trickie, full of tricks 
Try't, tryed 
Tunefu" tuneful 
Tup; r~W hide, 'f which, i" 

.Id tiMes, plough ttaa' 
'Cuere frequently made 

Tulzie, a quarrel; lO quar-
rd, to fight 

Twa, two 
TV/:1,three, a f~w 
'J wal, twelve, 'J~"alpenn;c. 

worth, a fmall quantity, a 
pwny-wonh 

Twin, to vart 
'Twad, it would 
Tyke, a dog 

U 

U NCOS, news 
Unco, fl:rang~, un-

n,uth, very Il' "t, r· o• 
f1:g:IJU.5 
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Undoin, undoing 
Unfkaith'd, undamaged, un· 

hurt 
U ncari ng, dirregarding 
Unkenn'd, unknown 
Upo', upon 

v 

VAP'RIN, vapouring 
Vera, very 

Vid, a ring round a column, 
&c. 

W 

W A', wall, Wa's, wall. 
Wae, woe; farrow. 

ful 
Wad, would; to bet; a bet, 

a pledge 
Wadna, wOllld not 
Wafl:rie, prodigality 
Warl, or warid, world 
Wariy, worldly, eager on 

amalling wealth 
Walk, work 
Wark.l ume, a tool to work 

with 
War!l:, wor!l: 
W31e, choice; to chufe 
Wal'd, chafe, chofen 
Wame, the belly, Wamif.u', 

a bellyful1 
"'arran, a warrant; to war· 

rant 
Wabller, a weaver 
Wauken, to aw&ke 
Waefucks ! or waes me! alas! 

o the pity! 
Waur, worfe; to wor!l: 
Waur't, wor!l:ed 
Warlock, a w izzard 
Wal'fU'd, or warWd, wreflled 
Wanrcltfu,' refllefs 

Wat, wet; I wal, I wot, 
know 

Wanchancie, unlucky 
Water-brofe, broje made of 

meal and water limply 
without the addition of 
milk, butter, &c. 

Waukit, thickened, as jul1rys 
do cloth 

Wauble, to /Wing, to reel 
Wattle, a twig, a wand 
\Vair, to layout, to expend 
Wailie, ample, large, jolly; 

alfo an interjeCtion of di!. 
treCs 

\Vaft, the woof 
\Vailfu', wailing 
Wee, little, W,,-Ihingl, little 

ones, Wu-bit, a fmall 
matter 

WecJ, well, Wedjare, well. 
fore 

Wean, or weanie, a child 
\Veafon, weafand 
\Ve're, we fhall 
Wearie, or weary, mcnie a 

wfayie body, many ~ di;:' 
ferent perfon 

'Veet, rain, wetneCs 
Wha, who 
Whare, whoCe 
Whare, where, Whare'er, 

wherever 
"'hyle" whiles, fometimes 
Whif,le, a whi!l:le ; to wbiltle 
Whang, a leathern !l:ring, a 

piece of cheefe, bread, &c. 
to give the (le.ppado 

"heep, to fly nimbly, to 
jerk, p(nny whup, fmall 
beer 

Whun-!l:ane, a whin·!l:one 
Wbirlygigums, ufelefs orna. 

ments, trifl ing ai'l'endages 
Whigmeleene_, whims, fan

des, crotchets 
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Whifut! !ilence! I, bold one's 
'WhiJbl, to be filent 

Whaizle, to wheeze 
Whilk, to [weep, to lafu 
Whilkit, la!hed 
Whid, the motion of a h~re 

running but not frighted, 
a lie 

Whiddin, running as a hare 
or conie 

Whitter, a hearty draught of 
liquor 

Whatr~ck, nevertbelefs 
Whalpit, whelped 
Wi" Wilh 
Win', wind, Win~s, winds 
Wimple, to meander 
Wimpl't, meandered 
Wimplin, waving, meander-

ing 
Winna, will not 
Winnock, a window 
Winkin, winking 
Wick, to nrike a none in an 

()blique dir~e.ion, a term 
In curlmg 

Withoutlen, without 
Win, to wind, lO winnow 
Win't, winded, as a bott.". 

.f yarn 
Wintle, a Iraggering motion; 

to n agger, to reel 
Winze, an oath 
Wiel, a fmall whorlpool 
Wifie, a diminutive.r end(ar-

ing Itrn< for wi.e 
Wizen'd, hide-bound, dryed, 

(brunk 
Wifs. 10 wi!h 
Winfome, gay, hearty, vaunt-

ed 
Waefu', woeful 
Wonner, a wonder, a con

temptUOUS appellation 

~'onderfu', wonderful, won· 
derfully 

Woo, wool 
Wooer-bab, the garter knot

ted below the knee with a 
couple of loops 

Worfet, worned 
Wordy, worthy 
Wrack, to leafe, to vex 
Wrang, wrong; to wrong 
Wrecth, a drifted heap of 

fnow ° 

Wraith, a fpirit, a gholl; 
an apparition examy like 
a living perfon, whofe ap
pearance is faid ~o forbode 
the perfon'. approaching 
death 

Wuo, mad, dinraCted 
Wumble, a w imble 
Wyte, blame; to blame 
W) liecoat, a flannel ven 

Y 

YEA.R, if uJcd for both 
Jing. and plur. years 

Yell, ban en, that gives no 
milk 

Yerk, to la!h, to jerk 
Yerkit, jerked, la!hed 
Yellreen, ye!l:ernigbt 
Y talings, born in the fame 

year, coevals 
Ye, this pronoun is,frequently 

ufed for 'now 
YiJl, ale 
Yird, earth 
Yourrel, yourfelf 
Yont, beyond 
Youthfu" youthful 
Yokin, yoking, a bout 
Yowe, a ewe 
Yowie, dimi •. of yowe 
Yule, Chrjnm_s 

F N I S. 
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