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AUTHOR'’s DEDICATION,

g RIGHT HON. EARL or MOIR

o’ them first will take his life,

I.ocks round him for som

Now, such an one as thi

But though his v ry vital

,"lr [_1|I-J',J S« F ,!Ill' '|'|'!!-’i'-". 1:]'r ‘!_r}-"f-\u-“,
And though his wish’d-for help he knows
To be intent on generous deeds,

Yet fears to ask what most he needs:

B0 T, in long susj » hhave stood,
Aw'd by the sna Jritic brood,
ALla h scientifi |-|i»].-.".

But now since MOIRA joins my side,
Protected by that sheltering shield,
I’ll brave the fiercest on the field,
”.l] I.'-‘H]!I;f still, where e’er | FO=

If H

say ay, who |_=\3_1: e say
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POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

'O THE REVEREND T. T,

PARSON'S HILL,

Rm' EREND SIR

I wourp be laiih,
Your honour in the least to skaith,
Tho’ 1 repining bend beneath
The want of rare things ;
But ye hae wealth and honour baith

An’ mony mair things,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Few persons that can wi’ you compare

In what the great and worthy share,

Yet och ! if I had but the lear
That ye hae gotten,
1 would not value a’ your gear

An eyeless b

For then T could baith write and spell

An’ speak, and leuk, grammatical,

An’ would sic thyming blethers tell
*Tween truth and lies,

As Maister Dick, or e’en yoursel’,

=1

Might ma

1 ' e dale daple "
But let us first our taieé declare :

Ae Sunday night to banish care,

I to your dwelling-house repair,

An’ if it was for sake o’ prayer

'Tli';i'l't.“r better still.




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

[ entered in your parlour door,
And as I stalked owre the floor,
I saw—Dbut sic a sight before
I ne’er had seen,
A thousand beuks I'm sure, and more,

Surpriz’d my een.

]‘E _!E]l!" [—if e’er it be my lot
To be a prisoner “here's the spot
Of a’ the world T would have

To be my jail,

Here heart-corroding care should not

To crack wi’ Virgil, P

It raises in my brain a rumour

- them talk’d o’ :
my heart—what fits my humout

I'm often baulk’d 0" ;




20 POETICAL ATTEMPTS,

While I survey’d this pompous pile,

O’ beuks in order, rank and file,

This sweet reflection made me smile
He’s condescendin’,

An’ will, perhaps, for a short while

Vouchsafe to lend ane,

Amang the rest that me attracts
There’s ane, of which 1 hear great cracks,
An’ that’s the * Elegant Extracts,”

So, if ye hae it,

-

Vour humble Rbymer, Sir, expects,

Or hopes ye'll gie it,

1'll read as much o’tas I can,
A’ what I canna read—maun stan’y
o it clean wi’ carefu’ lian’,
Nor tear nor burn it,

\n’ ony time that you deman’,

I will return it




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Now gin your Reverence would please

To grant me this but twa-three days,

I'll teach the lanely burns and braes

Wi’ health, an’ strength, an’ peace

An’ may conten

But mutual love be aye exprest

In i-:;i;r:l}' erectings ;

An’ may ye lang enjoy wi’ eredit,
The douse black gown, for weel ye
May nane ye wish weel €'er
I pray most fervent,
For want of lear, or me to get it
As is your servant,

138




'O THE REVEREND T. 1.

PARSON'S HILL.

Extracts,

What ance I say I'll stan” by,
Though I'm owre apt mysel” to vex,
I’m sometimes blythe as brandy,

Sometimes [ read, an’ g

Frae Larry’s ¢ Tristram Shanc
b

Sometimes I rake alang a rill,

And ither times I stan’ there,
Sometimes I think on Parson’s Hill,
But mair upon the Man there,

Wha first indulg’d my tix
E. anr

An’ took me by the han




" ca'd me

An’ frien

I own I dre
Before [ was

W1’ you or yo

Yet my request was g

I got, I frankly ma
The Very Ii]ill_l_: I '\\'.‘:1|Tf't],

NAE 1E€55,

I stan’ 1n |
T ~ +] +
for toinet

I'm still

Nae wonner




POETICAL ATTEMPTS

If I hiad by some lucky lot,
Been born in sic a station,
Whare I might timeously hae got
A mod'rate education,
And some sequester’d lonely cot
'i* beuks o’ information—
Rector, would I've had or not

| sweeter situation.

Nae doubt }'c?ll say, PiwEE, poor deil,
For some self en’s is elatt’rin’y
But aiblins time miglht gar you feel
I hae nae thought o’ flatt’rin’,
When ilka lassie at her wheel,

An’ ilka aged matron,

Shall sing, the Reverend Rector chiel

Is now the Rbymer’s Patron.

2ud fortune in a fit o’ wrath

< epeech to you deliver
i o




FOETICAI

Wi P ¥, Sir. vour g
¢ Ye maun exchange for ever,’
1 ‘]'.}Ir;[_i‘. your honour wad be ]

['o knuckle to the niffer 3

Yet if the skin were aff us baitl

rl‘ili""!"' ‘.'-.'-:t'i be

‘ Your pardon, Sir, for mal

I own that I hae said ill,

But yet I hope ye will forgie

For manners ye may pl

I learn’d upon the tre:

An’ for my state, my stars an’ m
Hae squabbl’d frae th

If my unrily

3| ILY L“IJ‘IL_\ muse hae

Owre f;l;'.\'rﬂ'i]._. II" correct he
"‘l-l_-]il‘l before your R("vi'l\

Her noddle, he




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

A frien’liness commenc'd between

A Rbymer and a Rector.

Sud ill fate >mang my barmy brain,

I’ll never swing for swervin’
S, Yy el -
For o' a’ ye possess—in plain

Me thinks ye're weel deservin’ ;

trin” lie I winna feign,
ho' I sud die in starvin’,
I was still, I still remain,

Your rhymin’ crack-skull secyan’,

HUGH PORTER.
;:v'{“{:nihc'r, 1799

TO REVEREND T. T.

AN ABSENCE OF BOME WEEKS




FOETICAL ATTEM!®

tow com’st, my Muse, ye take the gaet
sober cauld-rife rate,
Resume your wonted, wished-for state,
An’ void o care,
Let ev Iy stanza ‘t"[}h;..'-..'tlv:‘,

Ye're welcome, Sir.

To tell the truth unfeignedly—
Indeed my heart was somewhat wae
To hear that Master Richard lay

Baith sick an’ sair}
But since he’s weel—a

Ye're welcome, Sir.

Ye hae been i’ the royal city,

Amang the wealthy an’ the witty,

An’ far-fetech’d compliments an’ pretty,
Are plenty there;

But this is just a hame-spun ditty,—

Ye're welcome, Sir.

I need na talk about your entry

15 ]ll‘ noble ]_‘j‘:i""]“ TCTILTY
& B




POETICAL ATTEMFTS

"T'wad keep me scribbling near a cent’ry;

This to declare 3
I'll just speak for my native country,
Ye're welcome, Sir.
God save the Rector, is a sang
That'’s le

reet your lugs as by ye

rn’d long-syne—dear kens how lang

e Fang ;
\s‘.llljﬁl | l‘JJ.'l'Eh's:'{"

o |LC thr

\ l__'}: 1

e welcome, Sir,
[ think. indeed. without a lie
think, indeed, without a lie,

There’s nane of any ae degree

But what will strive to join with me,

W1 heart sincere

s
Nol

les, and Squires, and Peasantry,

Ye're weleome, Sir.

VWhile some

slee an’ cannie art

ir safe return that gart

My Musi




A\TTEMPTS:

freennge irae the he

Ye re \\"':L'-’w’]]l‘,

At times, when 1 the
1 Just steal out frae man

Ye ken the bush beside the

An’ there she bid me sc

Ye're we

Ull ne’er forget the sweet wee

! '~]JL!!}|5 w1’ her ‘mange woc

Her pretty ¢leesome d




30 POETICAL ATTEMPTSs

1 make na this rhyming report
For ony ends, but just for sport3
I’Il min’ December twenty- fort,
[For ever mair 3
But to make a long story short,

Ye're welcome, Sir

Pl ~_ . 2 Ly ] 1
Fhat Gude may bless you a° your ¢

_ An® grant you meat, an dribg, and claes,

An’ aye defend you frae your iacs,

[s DA

An’ now to read your Bardi

You're welcome, Sir
)6 December, 1802,

— O

ON THE ECLIPSE OF THE SUN,

IRUARY, 1804,

2l " i e
Q! gsur the fountain-head o™ day
Shines night this morn,

The south-east erde o TNans
SULILE sl D TNany




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

An’ yet lang-headed bodies |

Baith said and sworn,
. e \,11' +h wonr r 4
ye scnd arin }\31.! noon-iide ray,

be fi 'i']' I,

but it is a pity ye

Sae {
Methinks that 1

Sud a’ gie place,

Fy on ye, moon, they say
That does t

That fills the kint
Wi® fell

Our tim’rous spirits to sul
Ye strive to cleed

w4t




POETICAL ATTEMPTS

Gin ve by wiles can keep yoursel
rae blot and scare ;

would fain ex

But bide some twa-three m
What's then your share.
ithin this while as mickle
Yoursel has fan’,

Your visare was as dark as de

To tak’ in har',

24t ve hae shawn sae mickle wrath

Owre a' the lan’,

-_:il‘- to be co

n your ain sphere,
no to make us mortals dwine
In darkness here ;

Since ve in the dependant line,




POETICAL

* min’ me o" ambitious man
That’s never right,

Gin ony ither ch

He'll mak’ his merits, if he can,
As dark as night,

L. - 'y -

I'hat foremost, he hims

In glorious

But frae this time, I warn ye fairly,

To keep

k'or pay yeur debt, you'll blink but barely

Aboon the ba’:
Your fickle face will feuk but queerly,

An’ far fi

2 wear the crown ;
. =
sut at his rise, what power ye get
Ye maur ].‘:_'-,' down 3




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Suppose alternately ye're let
Blink there aboon,
I hope, my lass, ye'll no” forget
Ye're but a Moon !
L eat]
TO THE REVEREND T. T:
W talk o” ha'in’ hoards o’ treas

That we may live a life o’ lei

An’ pass our days in peace an’ pleasure,

Void o’ vexation ;
But seldom do we min’ to measure

Their short duration,

E’en frien’ship, that baith was, and 1s

hli
Di1ss,

Oftimes a pure an’ lastin’

Wl d DIZ,

Bounds quite away ;

saw 4 ]-_r-"_,]w ]I'J'-G"‘TI o’ this




POETICAL ATTEMPTS

the reason why
l Was

forgotten ;

I'han afterward:
F

“or in 11-4[1[':.' we

Heart, head, an’ han’
Much war we ¢

ould na’ be afilicted

By mortal man.

S posts, whar I did k‘ifj
My tongue took sie a faltrin’ fit

‘Mang mis’ry’s

y
I I||r.-Ll{'.'|H the wee remains o’ wit

I 'had, was quat me ;
7\t ost .\--'I}J]t_‘ I{L't'['\?[, 'l\']’iif 1 jL

That ails ye at me !

I did na want ye to comc

1Ty

Nor much to mind my mither

T*.'t'!

ye might said,




FOETICAL ATTEMPTS,

But like a man to save his skin

Ye fled wi’ speed.

Weel, sinee my pass-time’s at an en’s
1’1l spill my ink an’ burn my pen,
For wha amang the sons o' men
Will ever min” me ¢
Since Rev'rend T###¥, my firmest frien’,

Has now resign’d me.

How joyfu’ was my heart, ere while,

When ye wad meet me wi' a smile,
ve'd first shake han’s, in kindly stile,
An’ then hae cracked
¢ as ane could gane a m

Ye wad na slacked.

r ither things, ye whiles wad say,
What way comes on the Muse the day
dung dumb, or what’s the lay
That’s now her care?
e these glorious scenes away

For ever man




\TTEMPTS3:.

But gin they be, I canna men’ i,
I'ho’ deep in darkness, here I pen it,
The deafest lug ye hae shall ken it,

i. ]

Ime n

MUAL 14
I'herefore, I vow to Grerece, 1'll sen’ it

To Parson’s Hill.

I——
TO DISAPPOINTMENT.
O Te0U ! 00 M

As far contemn’d, as weel ve're

Few fellows will the loss lament,

When Grumphie gets y

It seems ye hae been born in lent,

For a” flesh hates ve.

And O that ye had never yet
Been bo n, 1o -kl"."[l my heart sae h
Or };;ui I been endow’d wi’ wit

To L_r_"t-['l far f

'or sure on earth, there’s nane less fi

To wingle wi




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

O happy ye ! wha daily drudge

Thro’ dirt an’ dung, without a grudge,

10pe, nor fear, can e’er dislodge

Your sluggish pace ;
As deaf to honour, on ye trud

As to di

Ye miserable, happy wre
Nae canker on your conscience catches—e
Nae sic repose the thinker
Frae fear or fright ¢
But he or weeps, perhaps, or watches

The live-lang night

Ye're hale an’ healthie now, an’ therefore
Nae matter what comes next, or wherefore
What crams your kits, is a’ ve care for

To taste or touch ;
An’ what we can be wantin’ mair for,

Ye marvel much.

Weel, happy be, ye peacefu’ pack ye

Happy as blockishness o
PP}




" ye grane,

ine, distract ye,

TO REVEREND B. W. M.

EREND Bun,
I'm tauld you mean

, that daily thrane us,

1o Parson’s Hill, i

o, i
Irnt

ll“|r.i :E. |-.I:_. S0

Were op




POETICAL ATTEMPTS

t my heart, tho’ 1t w:

it, an” hard
YWhare SETTEROR o TERESN, 5, L .',,1.',,1;
Vhare I stood trembling 1o the halk,

An’ durst nd mint nae

sigh’d, an’ said wi’ little din,
Che crystal tears they fell tho'),
Be wi’ the time I wad been in,
An’ sitting at his elbow.
But yet, his Res
His blessing for to |
To strengthen us anent auld Nick,

Now when he’s gaen to le:

Had fortune in the least thee wrang’d

[t wad been grun’ for II_(;'L;JT;]!YIIE',
But lumps of dainty luck she whang d,

And toss'd them to you tumblin’.

» that what lease o' life was

3y fate, ye might hae sp

Wi Reverend T#**%% the man, the frier







42 POETICAL ATTEMPFTS.

Wi’ saut tears tricklin’ frae may een,
My last adieu [ gie ye—
Fareweel my ever-honour’d friemn’,
May &' that's gude be wi’ ye.
815t Dctober, 1805.

—al A

A SONG ON MARRIAGE.

Tux day is come, my bonny bride,
That ye're my ain, and a’ that,
Till death, we maun thegither bide:
They say, it is the law that,
The law that, the law that—

. ; ol
It is an unco law that,

The knot that tyes for life, it is

A knot that winna draw, that.

Weel, since it’s sae, we'll ne’er complain,

Nor ban our stars, an’ a’ that,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

For a’ that, an’ a that

ok

QOur kin’red sauls, an’ a’ that,

Are baith now souther’d up in ane—
[t’s luve without a flaw, that.
re are o ilka ae degyee,
Would curse our state, an’ a” that,
Wha wadna toil to plant the tree,
Would pow the fruit for a that,
For a’ that, an’ 2’ that,
They're like the Cat, an” a* that,
« That wadna wat her fit”
But yet wad eat, for a’
Theyll swear wi’ love, they're like to dee,

b P . - )
But wait a wee, for a that;

t} disite aiil theo : "
ie them their will, they’ll may be see,

They’re no’ as ill as a’ that,
For ' that, an” a’ that,
'They’ll deel, an’ damn, an’ a
Lo ruin some poor orphan thing

That’s no’ awar o’ a’ t

They’ll grunt, an® grane, &

An' p‘.h{\ an’




POETICAL ATTEMPTS

I'heir chastity to riot owre,

e weel, for a’ tl
y’ that, an’ a’

It’s lang owre late

them keep their I

o i | ‘:IlL weel wi







him aulder than his

ALt
s daddal
now,

s AwWar ;5

L
1e desola
'rin” thro’ the trees,
' are leafless lelt,

> drift,

. like bimsel
fore '-.‘l'.f.‘ [
h bitter breeze:

free

ithin his crazy bigg

there, the pond

Can thump him thro

Yet there he, can share




iz of men!

now, ¢ quick how
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his stars in teen.

ould him crus
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With many a grateful glow,
There prostrate falls—but O ! what tor
I

What language conld declare,

What C. wper, Miltox

n, or '\'\r'h?i[ Y nine,

Could paint hi powerful prayer ?

Then peaceful, an’ graceful,

Frae "mang the blossom’d broom.

['hus spends the peaceful Bard his days
With gratitude’s refulgent rays

Bright beamine in his

'l Morpheus, ever friendly, brin

Sweet solace on his ilu‘-.'.'li_\ win 7S,

An’ lulls him into rest -
Then streekit on his strawy bed

He lies, an’

sleeps as soun’
As ;':n_‘;:ll Geordie ever did

L pon his bed of down ;




PGETICAL ATTEMPTS

A stranger to danger,
An’ fear of foreign force—
No traitor lies wair, for

To drain an’ empty purse

O ye ! wha bask in Fortune’s ray,
An’ row in rowth, frae day to day,
Wha’s path-way, pleasure paves ;
How (shame upon ye), can ye stan’
An’ 1u:ap }:rt:i'.‘: ment on a clan
O saucy, senseless knaves ?
An’ frien’less leave the simple Bard

Amang the rustic boors,

And say his palate’s no prepar'd

For dainty bits like yours ;
For nature, the creature
Has form’d plebeian, rude—

Not so, we—for lo! we

Are noble, great, an* good

Teel, weel, to let the contest be.

Ye're as ve are, and so 1s he,

An that's nae great aff:ir;




FOETICAL A TTEMDT;.

Tho’ tranip’d beneatl, v

ur pow'rful paws,
He has an honest heart, whereas—

But I dare say nae mair,
Because I ken, he hasna cash

To qualify his pouch,

Or else, aneath your tinkler snash

He wadna hae to crouch ;

Yet honour, her banner

h[!'fl][ wave aboon his brow,

An’ lead him, to freedom,

Tho' he's your vassal now.

> that matter how it will.
a treble comfort still,

That cheers him now an then,
i
A

hat is, at death, Lis cares will quat,

That l]u.nu_!rhb are frec t!::'-all;ir life, an® that
His thoughts ye dinna ken ;

His daily hope’s your daily fear

iTy

His pleasure is your

pain ;

ECd

What least ve doat on, is his rear

What beets his 1,]1'..-.\’ your bane;

@ 0




POETICAL ATTEMPYS.

Ye're bad baith, an” mad baith,
AR’ sae’l
Gude men’ ye, an’

Mair wit, an’ me mair money.

- e M

OoN SEFEING HIS NAME 1IN

ROBINSON'S BOOK OF POEMS,

WITH ““ ESQ."" ADDED

up-start
Frae Dinele down to Derry wa
, if ye ever heard or saw

A '[\i:'::.'__' =

w1’ ]?'l?; h on I::EI 4] ]'r.':

Or buttock bare—




Sy I.H row me

hard as tin

"'lJ'-r !.'lr ;l:-'.

seen,

1l may nae erabbed eritic, keen,




T'OETICAL ATTEM

For tho' I'm great, my greatness nane
Shall ever share ;

ee, there 1ts printed, pat an plain,

That ’'m a Squire.

, to me need mo:
¢ scoundrels I disown—
, I'll say, base v:
What i-l'LJu-‘_filt ve there ?
erdition seize ye, wretch begone,

Sure I'm a Squire.

An’ he that disna quick retreat,
1’1l tramp beneath my noble feet,
Oh! but I'll gar him groan an’ greet,

Or else forl

To mention money, milk, or meat ;

Yes, I'm a Squire.

Thus will I manage day by day

And haud the grip o’ what I hae,

So by sie means, I may be, may




POETICAL ATTEMPTS."

Then, twhan Pll see the w retches stan’

Before me tremblin’; hat in han’

O! I'll be big, an’ great, an’ gran’,
An’ fat an’ fair ;

I question if in a’ the lan’

There’s sie a Squire.

And if iy expectation hit,
And I thrive on, I'll shortly sit
A royal-—noble—=what is it?
An Emperor ;
Presetve us! wis there ever yet

oae great a Squire )

——— R ——

Be hush’d miy Muse, ye ken the mort

1
J 1

Begins the shearing o’ the €orn,

Whar knueckies monie a risk maun run,

An’ monie g trophy’s lost an” won,

LY, H b 1 ay 1 ] .
Whar sturdy boys, wi might an’ main

Shall eamp, till wrists an’ thumbs they




IFOETICAL ATTEMPTS.

While pithless, pantin’ wi” the heat,

They bathe their weazen’d pelts in sweat

T'o gain, a sprig.o’ fading fame,

Belore 1hr'._~,' taste the dear-bourht cream-
But bide ye there, my pens an” papers,
FFor I mainup, an’ to My scrapers—
Yet, min’ my lass—ye maun return

‘The very night we cut the Churn;




FOETICAT, ATTEMDPYS,

TO THE PRINCE REGENT,

Geear sir: for every body owns

They're very great that sit on thrones ;
An’ rumour eommonly agrees,

That Iin“}' edn do whet e'er th;-}' 11}1_\;1“.“;

So ye ean spread your royal wing,
As far as ony ither King ;
Can stem, at will, the starkest strife,
An’ deal about ye, death or Iife,
As ane wad do a deck ¢’ cards,

Amang baith commoners an’ lairds -

Besides, the voice o’ fame as Sures,
T : n ns ] wrrars] } - .
That just a single word o yours,
Can take a booby frae a by re,
An’ sen’ him forth a gentle *

An’ that wi’ v

squire ;
ou, it's labour light

Frae naethine. to

Orw’a :];_‘_‘I_l frae whar ve sit.

l,g-‘--]?:n'-‘ a f\--.-.




PORTICAL ATTEMPTS

Can form a famous Baronet,

Can tak’ a common country carl,
An’ fashion him into an Earl ;

A’ what is still a task sublimer,
Can mak’ a marquis o' a thymer,
Or o’ a ninny in a neuk,

In twa three minutes mak’ a Duke 3
In short, ye can do ony thing,

¥’en o' a cottier mak’ a King.

Now since ye can perform wi’ ease,
Sic famous feats whon e’er ye please,
1 think, for certain, I’ll get soon
My nextto naething o’ a boon,

Which i to fill yon vacan seat,

That Bellingham made 1’ the stafe

As cunning as a Fox I'll sit,
An’ deep as the p‘mia':umlt:\t Pitf
I hae a body an’ a r}-;.l'i',

Nor do [ mutton hate or claret ;

What hinders then my exaltation,

Whon I'm sae fit for "ministration ;




POETICAT

"
Wl

nk or nod your royal head,
' that will quickly do the deed.
w that seat has mony seekers;
or 1it, I’ fine f -ir-—~?:Jr_‘..l\'¢']‘: :
nie near cyts about it 3
I can live without it:
ther far expire in fetters
> to you, or een your ]N‘U’(’]‘S,
t ye may b'lieve it as your creed,
I fain wad Perceval succeed,
..""‘

in’” 1 1 do, it’s my opinion,

I'll wonners work in your dominion.

Our Marquis in. my cause will join,
For he’s amaist a frien’ o’ mine ;
The generous Earl will back me too,
An’ twa sic charmin’ chiels an” you
Whon join'd thegither, quickly ean
Mak’ o’ me just the (Gentleman ;
That T am almost sure to be,

The instant vou this letter see 3

e .
But mark my leige, whon you endeavaur

"Fo get or keep a great man’s favour,




FOETICAL ATTEMPITS.

Ye maunna keep him in suspence,

R U odtin

For at this crying-out ofience,

He'll cock his nose an’ snort an” snuff—
Ye know my meaning—that’s enough—
Caf R, r ) (0 ks

oo fare ye weel; 1pe to boast

An answer, by the morrow’s post ;

But frank it, for 'm scarce o’ muney.

THE MAKING OF A MAN

Trx King on a throne, who can set himself down,

Belov’d by the people of country and town,

May say for a certainty, sure of renowu,

It's monarchy makes the man.

The Statesman will study to settle such laws,
As may from the house, gain the loudest applause,
For then they will tell him in hearty huzzas,

It’s policy makes the man.

The Gallant and Gentleman often combine,
In p;;;iue of the comforts of womien and wine 2
Thev'll say at assemblies and balls, where they shiney

It's pleasure that makes the man.




POETICAL - ATTEMPTS,

The Minister piously preaches and prays,

And bids us be mindful to mend in our w ays 3

Then neds with his head, and most sol mnly says,

Religion still makes the man.

The Schliglar, whe fondly would feast on the foliage,

That springs from the ever-green branches of know:
]e‘r!g{'\

Cries as he comes howe in a fuss from the colleve,

It’s learning that makes the man.

The Poet sits puzzling

Here .\l'!‘”r])“ﬂ}_{ a sentence, there blotti £ out tén;

And if le succeed, as he seldom does, then

It’s nature that makes the man,

The Quack, if he visit you, t about nouneht,

S0 much as the wonderful cares he has wrought

He'll bid you of laud’num take duily a draught,

For medicine makes tl

1€ i,

The Soldier sarrounded by foes in a rings

Can die like a hero, triumphant, and sive,

() death ! what art thou to my coentry and king?

1t honour that inakes the man,




62 OETICAL ATTEMPTS:

The Beau struts about every day in his best ;

His soul 1s well d, when his body’s wel

ldress’d 3

e says, s -at his fine silken vest,

It's clothing that makes the man.

The Gamestet, who oftéh addresses the ninny;

With—=:sir, you have «:r'.l"ut, you'll play for a guinea §
Will shout, wl

It's fortune that makes the man.

c & 7 qurty Ml P i i
The Drunkard whe all he can sctamble up drinks,
And cares net & farthing what swims or what sinks ¢
In spite of religion and reason; still thinks,

I1¢'s whiskey that makes the maun.

ite, aljle
the best epicure at tlie table 3
that abstinence is but a fa

It's mutton that makes the man.

ilty feet deep in a delf,

a petiny to put to his pell

; and say to himself,




POETICAL ATTEMI'TS.

+1 - ~ i — 1 7.
Another poor wretch, but I kpow not his name,
Lives hid in obscurity, shut out from fame,

And thinks that assurance is only a shame

When l!inl.h.‘.\'l}' makes the man—

The Beggar cries as he comes up to the door,

O, Sir, would you lend a relief to the poor ?

Its only but lent, for we're all very sure

It’s charity makes the man.

The Pick-pocket cries, he is rob’d in the fair,
The Cozener—he’s cheated will solemnly swear ;
And a Thief will be ever the first to declare

It’s h.:r:-.'rl_v makes the man,

But now in conclusion, observe by the way,
If these verses live but a year and a day,
Along with their Author, I'm certain you'll say,

It's nonsense that makes the man.




FOETICAL ATTEMI'TS.

APPOINTMENT OF

oN THF
THE EARL OF MOIRA,
GOVERNOR CENEMAL AND O MMANDER OF

ES IN INDIA,

| thy choicest sail prepare
For thy choicest 's admittance

Choicest seamen tend him there.

Steersman ! mind thy task intently
Bursting billows cease to roar;
:'-.'{,!19--:: rales, blow ge tly

Waft him safe to yender shoré.

for ever;

Strew his steps with flowrets
Moira's equal surely never,

Never breath’d your sultry air,

SOne be lw_\.':_] }_=.!'H"Z'."|.

) TOUS, kind 3




‘-Hl his br !i.i'.:ll. illi:_‘l_'_'-- over,

Call him to thy court above,

r Pocms have b misplaced by




POETICAL ATYEMITS.

THE MUSE RETURNS.

Trsaxpir. Guip morrow to ye, honest woman,

Are yve gawn to, or are ye commin’
ye i J

Trae Iafiz, Robingon, or Drummon’,
Your famous friend ?
Or is it Boyd's resistless summon,

Ye now attend ?

‘Na, na, an humble course I steer,

For ane Tisander, now I spier:
1

A very vague, that’s void, 1 hear

()’ shame and sense~—
A haveril fellow ;—am I near

g " P
His residence ?




The creature’s cottage may I

DE seen 3

And 1l

burn an slopein’ green,

His pastime place ;

s the wight himsel’, T ween

[P i . [
Before vour face.,

wwnForgie me, Sir, T didna know ve -

Far mair respect, I own, I owe ye;

ur harp, and I'[l bestoy

ye

h whon I’ll show ve.
)

Ye'll sweeter si
2in an’ mak’ pretence

W1 witchin’ wile, an’ gleesome glance,

f£And then, cast up your influence,

An’ shrewd assistance =
But 1 hae yet a sort

20 keep your distance.

MUSE. peesnvas Why nyan, ye soughr me mony a time,
"To aid vou, makin’ up a rhyme ;

=1




YOETICAL ATTEMTTS.

Now, when wi’ energy sublime,
I come, I'm treated
As if some past the common crime

I had committed.

TisANDER...A crime ! a crime ! an” did ye not ?
Ye did, Pll prove it on the spot :
Ye iﬂilﬁﬂ}’ dealt a 1);|["|..lL'.I lot,
The world may see,
If they but view what Drummond got
Compared wi’ me.
MUSE: .o think ye needna bounce a bit
For that, but soberly submit,

Ye got your favourite sort o’ wit;

He got nae mair,

But only he was form’d fit

For twa folks share.

SANDER...I5'en that, shows plainly ye intended
That I should still be less befriended 3
Yet like a I:.:l."l!il',-«', ye attended
Baith Boyd an’ him ;
Andnow,on Fame’s wingswide extended,

18y SWIIT.




POETICAL ATTEMPTS, 69

W

MUSEw s Swim ! aye, an” may they swim an’ shine
An’ so they should, and a’ their kin’,
How few are form’d to feel sae fine ?
Sgarce ane in ten ;
Some feel like sheep, an’ some like swines
But few like men.
T'1sANDER...So, what I trembl'd a, is true,
That 'm amang the swinish crew,
That what they’re bid, dare only do,
Nor ever tire ;
But grumphie-like, maun gruble thre’

Baith mud an’ mire,

MUSEwius e Ye needna storm, because ye stan’

Amang the ignoramus clan 3

As nature taught ye, tell, my man,
The thing ye think,

And I’ll be ready at your han’

To mak’ it elink.

L 1SANDER.. Ye wadna like to be a dweller,

]‘)r-']l in a damp unwholsome cellar,




POETICAL ATTEMI'T

iy’ ot

An’ wi' a stammerin’ st

That scarcely knows

The big A’s ; yet, a rank rep

VI USE.. connenss N8, SIC @ place

[ hate, an” will for ev

My pupils in the open air

11

i ;
Forego the cell,

[1¢ANDER...Ye ken the wab maun be put out

To pay the rent—itl
Iilse Starry, inoffensive 1
Will be tane up ;

I'he Lps 1
['hen dramm , (or waur) 1 doubt,

I’d hae to sup.

AL USEs. e Ve ken what that is, Jang
TlLen let it come to pass, or no’,
Here by this brattlin barn, below
This bush o' broom,
We'll pass a pair o hours, or so,

Let what will come




1e had smil’d on me

ribution,

" misfortune, ramp an’ rage,

Ye may +_I'C'1-_\ her -

e, ye'll see
, o free
leen,
iatth, he'll be

your frien’.

rin’ look to wear




POETICAL ATTEMETS.

Above depression’s grovlin® glare,
Arise vietorious ;
\ noble soul delights to dare

‘Fach thought inglorious.

- ——
AN ADVERTISEMENT,

ArreND ye truants, in a trice,
Wha wit sud buy at ony price,
And you, ye learned, great an’ wise,

Ye reverend, holy ban’,
O ! tuke a friendly fool's advice,

An’ place nae trust in Man.
And next, ye lusty lasses a’,
Ve buxom blossoms, blythe an’ |
Put ye nae trust in men ava,

The' flatterin’ly they fawn ;
But keep them at arms-length, awa,

For Man is, only Man.

And ye to disappointmen ’s las|

As senseless as a tinker’s ass,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Tho’ bless’d beyond
W1 happiness in han’,
Ye seldom lcse a thought, 1

ither Gude or Man.

If ye're a Man o’ sober sense,

An’ wish for to maintain your mense,

Grow great thro’ dint o’ diligence,
As quickly as ye can;

Make princes not your confidence ;

It's vain to trust in Man !

Ifye're in a contented case,
Ye're happy in whatever pla
1]:“‘.[;]1{; Ili-j ]lllfl‘-ll',lill '..l-.} ]|i= I::"‘:U.'f.‘.

great an gr:
If ye enjoy internal peace,

Ye're bless'd, but not by Man

And you, to your ain lesson lost,

Frae ill to waur, sae prone to post
Ye rhymin’ wretches, wretched most

Of a’ the wretched clan ;
It's you that ken it to your cost,

The faithlessness o’ Man.




» ye're sae bent to break the bu
1

s srvebohad ant 5 &l tha fha
wretched apt to siip the 1001,

p close within your wattl’d hut,

m 1 ] v
I |5{"TL' r‘}):.‘t‘l'::]f'--r ‘-i”’l'. your ,\Jl.-.‘-_i!t )

And O ! be warn’d by me, and put

Nae confidence in Man.

And since, at best, your listless lays

(_'.'.'H! scarce [zl'c::_-lire‘ you ir:l'.'.'l'_'\' ]ai"u'«.' 3

Dear brither-heirs o’ blasted bays,
While on the stage ye stan’,
Mind what the Rector’s Rhymer says,

It’s vain to trust in Man !




POETICAL ATTEMITS.

'HE DRUNKARD'S FATE,

"

INSCRIBED TO T. T. ESQ.

Dgar Taomas, guat your merry springs,
Your fiddle, an’ your fiddle strings ;
ie owre a wee your skips an’ flings,

" seat,

Behold him ' how he lurks an’ stays

1

About the ale-house, half his days,

While oaths ‘lf|l] ]lul!']li |.-|.i.-'lfru‘;‘1'lir.‘.‘~

Employ his breath,

0, shun his works! an’ shun his ways,

As you would death,

-"T‘L'L', hI'L‘.' he \J|l ]1;'1 il'.':_,“]|-|2\"'.¥'.' '

Wi'—F* Sir, ye'll tak’ a glass o’ gin;




MOETICAL ATTEMFYS.

Damn hell, it'’s neither shame nor sin,
Let wha will know ;
Deil hae them drap we’ll taste but ane,

An’ then we'll go.”

Then grips him kindly by the han’

’

An’ thus deludes the simple man :
So, 1n they're gane, an’ till’'t they're L

s S | A
paitn theZ1ther ;

}]: |!1.|1 l L




¢ We'll drink t

And whowould notd;

Some leuker-on

Erae singin’,

And aff his back.

An’

L.euk at him nov

JEE i.|.| YW i

Now watch t}

1e pavement a

How fast they

An’ hear him damn Lis bl




POETICAL ATTEMP1S.

Tho nane molest him, out he calls—
¢ Foul play, ye dog,” and up he sprawls ;
Then twa-three steps before he

He runs ram-stam,
Then down he goes, and out he bawls

The tither damn.

he tumbles
’ he cries,
* fuml

. .1
a roun’, then fykesan

But canna rise.
w, thro” mud an® mire
T I_-‘;_[-“ out,

And in some dirty 1 ofless byre,

'i"iu‘j__ throw the brute

There like a very heasi

From whence he never more shall




He's dieing now—
See how the glare
He breaths his last, his spiri flies—

But where ? O where ?

Thus, without either rape or knife

He finishes the mortal strife s

"The value o a virtuous life
Owre late he learns,

Sp, leaves a br ken-hearted wife

g
ar d bairns.

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT.

TO THE REVERENP I. P.

..{‘llill i had 1

To rank me wi’ an arrant liar—




POETICAL ATTEMFPTS.




ANd vengeance

While thus im:
In fancy’s

Without the door a
W1 tremblin’ hand T 1ifi
When 1o ! a weather

Half dead, came staggering in,

In sic wild v

Or why he lodgin” didna ge

When a” the elei

I'o wrastle wi’ ea




POETICAL ATTEMPYS.

He sigh'd, but little answer made ;

'.'._‘Li'l, he shook his
Vice has it's ain reward,

And often is repaid in kind,

2o harden’d hearts 1 11

For harden’d hearts not seldom find

Hearts equally as hard.

This, sad experience lets me koow
think, I'lt plainly show,

\nd this, 1

If ye will lul‘l.-.{ill' lend.

i

[ granted that for which be pray’d,

Fle thank’d me kindly for't, an” sai

Now to my tale attend :

f once ih'.“.‘.i":"'\-(l H
Arid had attendants toe, to wait
Upon me when I pleas'd ;

But, wherefore o' my greatness cr:

When underneath a pediar

My back maun now be bre

But how I to sic 5_'_'}'{"1“‘-{' 5 grew,

5 '.\.]j(_'.‘l I want to .‘Il'.ii".‘.' 1o you,

I'hat ve may see an’ shun;

|, and sud,

id,

S Ill'l\"I'.?

¥
acK,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

I had a confidential I

That did my business to a hair

A servant and a son,

We took a’ gaits to
My son would lie, my servant swear
What e’er my son would say 3

J-” ane anither’'s hands we wrot

{ !allrllt_’Lll 11|'!';'.1u_'1\', em' i'_!;..-u_:.'n'

Soon to be great an’

A\ Lout

It was my custom ¢ VEry day,
To bid them bolt the gate

: v
There's Ii'r-'Jf.hI}' at home.

seeImn D IC




POETICAI

Iro ung
w-0rops I
ZEN sNOwW-Aroj

Le wrop
Tet- locks wer







POETICAL ATTEMPTS

prosperous IE:s'g' 3

These facts u'l;;-'- d my |

My wealth took wing an’ flew a
Thus, fortune whirl'd the wheel,

An’ drove me down whar T maun lie

Below her lash, an’ feel v I

Made ithers aften feel;

Which makes me still im

e
Tid

Plain in our lnnﬁ--“.‘n‘.‘-,r_-ui

Our most 1:1':-'.:15'.511_{_' crime ;
Then, let’s in time, W hile time we |
In an impartial bz

ance wc

Fternity wi time.

rit CE:

Flow worldly things are sometimes bougt

Dear at the soul’s expense 3

Better En' l.li'l'll"]:.‘l‘! 0 }_-t‘[:'."




SONNET TO FRIENDSHIP.

U, 157 me still tl
Thou darling of the tuneful tribe
1

oince 1 have found thee—where ¢

,[".Ir'li -.’.'.l:r'-"r‘ 1'!'.!‘. WT't 'L'i'1'f1 |".- li 'III'\'L"

Adorning peace on Parson’s Hill ;

Their span in sj
1_![.’5.'( evel
For T#%%s Tisander's friend.

3th January, 180i




you wadna been







POETICAL ATTEM

Sae, rin your race, an’ de’il g

Work on your way ;
[ dinna care, I never see ye,

Ye yex me sae.

*Pwould vex auld Nick, to see ye commin’

Like some vile vague, in fury foamin’,

Leuk on, ye man—if Moira comes
fifes, an’ a” his drums,
klers, bayonets, bombs,
In fury fell;
He’ll trample down your lofty plumes,

As low as hell

Ye could as muckle bear his bangs
As Brueye's could great Nelson's w

* lambs frae lions’




| as ye can lick

For fear ye get a bain to pi

Might break your teeth, pe
Within yo

Ye ken, gin {xeo)




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Till folk forget that deed sae vile
And unbecomin’,
And never march anither file

Again’ a woman,

24th November, 1207,

TO THE REVEREND T. T.
FORM HIS PONY,
‘_.+,.

{)I’ i;'.'_ f.lt'h ! H’I!ELI’} this I,JI'J i]:__';[]‘;g'_u_.' n00,

That like a dagger darts me thro’,

Or is, or can the news be true,
That I maun flit ?
(O Master, Rector, [')ru-‘;m'_‘ do

Not part me yet;

Keep mind that I was steadfast still

Ax’ true to you as truth it sel’
T never said or did you ill

Sin’ I was




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.
But since it’s sae, that I maun hence;
well me to somebody o’ sense,

I'hat feelin® haes, an” moderate menc:

Towards beast an’ man :

| _|m|u-. wl sie, for sake o’ pence

Ye winna stan’

"Tis now full fiftéen yedr.

Since 1

at first becam’ your beast,

An’ wha I may belang to neist,
They’re wise that know—

Be't Duke or r}l,ll"ht‘-'-~', i':.-_iJL‘ or Priest,
I needs must go,

Weel might my master de

2ar, ador’d me,

For wha mair fi i:~1|’chi}1 could afford me,
'hen cheerfully he might resto;’d me

My ra

Whon them I never chang’d :

Ien there’s T3 ander, whon he’ll heax
L h

I'hat ye hae sel’t vour wee bit

YCC DIL Ineere,




POETICAL Al UE

be laith to loss me,

When he laments, that scarcely knows

| he was doomr’d to paddle

- since Tie ‘l”"—" the (.‘1':';!‘".11_‘ .

i aln yet,
hoard or a treadle

Vet still it made me merry-hearted,

. bit Muse, her skill

s moatah’d .
¥ neygn dy he gart

« had parted

Till death had done it




But 1t I-!'I'I\!I.I-._"fl. upon the |

_'_\n:a!--?, after 2’ the rattl
Your kindness nes
For meat or drink, I woulc
= % y
The worl’ to beat
Yet in some mea
whiles repal

Had I like ither brutes been toil'd,

These tidings had na put me doil'd 3

[ wi’ a rung been oil'd,
When pride was buddin’,

I

But like l"u:L' {l';i-.l'\'\-' peas, 1 m .\":“:-':'l"i

For want o T'}l‘d“l'.,l.

I erew as sleekit as ¢

Which proves | g0




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Tho” mony a time I canter’d cruse
To Mister M——i's,
An’ likewise, to the Bishop’s house,

Tho’ ten mile aff it’

We wad a thought it but a sport,
At five, to lea’e Lord R—-ns court,
An’ hame to Parson’s Hill, unhurt;

By carly tea time;

My souple shanks, be thanked for't;
) I

That fail’'d me nae time,

Now, master, let me never sin,
While ’'m alive, if I'll gie in
To carry man or mither’s sin
Upon my back,
That wadna care a headless pin
'J‘i_: ],J'l‘_;!,[-'_ I!']._‘I.' ]:c't'.’-\,

So, if ye canna keep me, send me

An’ either sell, bestow, or lend me

To somebody that will attend me
As weel as ffru.'-..'re_-__,r :

Len’ him his health, he’ll recommend 1

Least 1ll befa” me




POETICAL ATTEMDTS.

But best o’ frien’s maun part—1I see,

An’ so maun I wi’ thine, an’ thee,

Therefore, adieu ;—my love ye'll gie

To wee Mageein,
W . .y o -
Ior never was there vet to me

A better bein’,

P.S. They say, a pound o’ sorrow yet,
Never has paid an ounce o’ debt,
Then, henceforth, T will never fret

What e’er betide :
Fll cock my tail, an’ off I'll set.

The world is wide.




"That cock they stole—may sOrTow s

had the heart or han’ to tou

s atarry* stolen

he expects




'.:] would i'!l.r-.‘(||:;*~<' 1 1} :1r|.]:5w-',

hink waur them,

ar them s

1.8 .
[ Imair t




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

That mod’rately the stroke may fall

That strikes your body frae your saul,

That your Petitioner is a wight,
That's nae way tongue-ty'd dav
That tells the truth whon he

That he's het-headed an” half-witted ;

e —
TO J. J.

BRITHER

at

The

AT y " .50
1y'd roun my wmple




ETICAL ATTEMPTS,

’ to the best o’ my belief,
There never will 5

» Muse, confound her dumb an’ deaf,

I'hat self-will'd, head-strong giglet, she
1 7l g
Does ought ava she likes lor me,
I mi; as weel attempt to flee,
s put her fra’t,
For when she means to lie, she’d lie

In k]'al-l:_- o’ J'_[-'_:_',

Since miracles she maun be at,
There let her answer for her faut
But mony a trick as weel as that,
on me 2
I’'m proud, I'm ought; but liein’s what

I'll never own wi’ 3

It fills me sae wi --E:r:L‘:.'I; ane spite,

That I can neither rhyme nor write 3

A something odd, this very night
I was inventin’;
But this has put the hizzie byte,

This talk o’ printin’,




TOETICAL ATTEMITZ:

O l[u:']'-"u:". printin’ ! eream o craft !

Ye'll sen” me—whar ¢

Ye'll mak’ me—wl
Ac—a—a— poet ;

O ! O\ T fear "twill drive me daft,

Just EI‘.-'-|I‘I','!;|. o i

' author ! aye, aye, there’s the
hetter boy, better an’ |

am I—no a human, creafure—=

Forsee! I'm climbin’,

1 4 Fi - 1
—up—I1'm up, 1t’s past a clatter,

i

And I'm past rhymin’.

erve my heart ! wl
Whar will I end my airy {
.ee, I’'m =oarin’ out 0’ sigh
On Fame's fair feather
Fareweel my fryen’, and O ! guid night,

\I\ :_ﬂ.]['i- s blethers s

haud, I'm comin’ to my wit,

in’ better o’ the it}




POETICAL ATTEMI'TS;

I'lY' inchantment’s broke, and I ean sit,

An’ calm co
The hale as nonsense, and Pm vet
. LRI
¥ our babblin’ bri
¥4th Feb. 1808,

T ——

ON BEING ASKED WHY POETS ARE POOR
AND SELDOM CONTENTED,

i —

OxE reason that Poets are poor,

Misfortunes do often it them 3

Another, as solid I'm sure,
r.i'_lu"'-.-"it' s
And that they are sel
I think that this
Twould mal Right Rever

To dig

ne |--(H.|_\' was made ,'..:;

And not the mind n




104 POETICAL ATTEM

Who ever two masters doth serve,

They

O!if they ¢
If nature had
His Grace th y garland would wear ;

He would not go with them to | ther.

- 1 L 1l $#ront LY |
Poor I!]ll'l'_'_l'-! they re siill treated with scorm,

And rarely with trust or attention ;

I’m alive since before 1 was born,

sl s1s 1r . e - + n F
And I never knew one get a pel

Yet something as wild as the wave,
Their lupatic brain so bewitches;
That honour, not riches, they crave,

Yet still they would not despise riches,




ATTEMITS,

0et, I '\'-J:'lL
rl‘ii:l.’ l\”,_..‘\ and patrons n
wndon their title to bliss,
But may
Tth March, 18

e A e

ON THE SUPPOSED LOSS OF A FRIEND,

1 Low, ever flow, my gushing tears,

For oh ! my too-well ;‘i':ll‘.l'?l‘fi fears

more than re:

end ?

Ler [‘:-'.'|'=:
Who’s sympatletic soul could me
For e’en a foe’s distress ;
For him, how I swim now,

11*
Wi ng seas 3
ing 3




And tumbl’d
["||_; ".'i.':|'.]|t."|"]"f".i'."! witl
Yea, I'm out-wrestl’d so,

hat in me scarcely can 1

Wherewith to stand or go

¢ death’s heart-shrinking shroud

Grrim as the gaping gras

Black emblem of my muddy

Where once the radiant




POETICAL ATTEMITS.

But now, the haggard eye of care

Pervades my bosom every. where,
And every nook explores

In quest of peace, and if it’s found,

It’s last remains this nateful hound
Most {](‘\"]'l::]Ji'x' devours :

Then raging, rankles in my veins,
And drinks my bliss away,

And Jeaves me 1n the dull demesnes

Of dark despondency.

Ah, me ! my shining summer sun

Of pleasure-yielding youth is gone ;
In infancy, I'm old ;

Now health ilcn.'.:_\'i-', desire [!ic.:;

Now fortine frowns, and fricadship flies ;
How dim is grown my g

Who once could boast so firm a friend ?
As tender

As e’er the sire of souls did ~_'1']".L_]-,

0, toil-worn tribe, to you.

r » | M E . 1 1 - - 3
Yet, wherefore, should I mourning go?

I've yet a comforter, and O !

What better bliss can be

i ]




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Than that the powers are pleas'd to spare,
That she that shudders not to share

A living death with me ;
Bereft of this most stedfast stay,

0O, world ! what could you give ?
‘What could induce me then a day

Beneath the moon to live ?

But O, Supreme ! want what 1 may,

Grant with this blessing, grant 1 pray
Thy glorious gift of grace ;

That when I yield my hapless breath,

My safeguard from eternal death,
May be the Prince of Peace!!

For who can wrath inrag’d repel,
Almighty wrath ? 'or who

With wild devouring fire can dwell,

And fire eternal teo?

Come then, thon infinite T AM,

And with thee, Gilead’s blessed balm,

Te sooth my sin-sick soul 5

Come thou, that everlasting art,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

And from thine altar, touch my heart
With an enkindl’d coal 3

Come, in thy gospel’s chariot, come,
And all my doubts dispel;

Come, rescue me~——come, snatch me from

The gorgon gripe of hell.

Yes, thou canst conquer all my care,
Canst vanquish dolor, death, despair;
Yea, hell itself destroy.

Thou giver great, of greatest things,

Who walk’st upon the tempest’s wings,

O'! grant me to enjoy

Again, the favour of the friend
Of friends the very best,

On whom fer life I could depend;
With whom I could be bless’d.




POETICAL ATTEMYTS.

SONNET TO DEATH.

O rerror’s monarch ! how I fear
To meet thy desolating spear,

Thy dire destructive dart !
Not that alone could shock me, O'!
Unfitness for the bitter blow,

Still rings my heavy heart ;

Yet if sweet health be mine no more,

Why stand 1 ling’ring here ?

Shiv’ring on dissolution’s shore,
Still ent’ring, still in fear,
Still staying, delaying
For that important morn,
When I hence shall fly whence

I never shall return.




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

AN ADDRESS TO POVERTY.
e

11 " 1
U . but yere an unweicome .-_uf.-:-.t,

AS ever creature s cotiage ;T'i':l..'-l.! 3
My heart-strings ache to see ye plac’d
Secazoma o
In sic a lodgin’ ;

I wad gie a’ I'm worth, amaist

To see you trodgin’;

For little, I wad break your pate,
Ye rav’nous rook ;
O misery ! misery ! but I hate

¥our ghastly look ;

Ye oft bring wi’ ye too, a cl

That deeper ay make deep distress,

And neathing know o’ tenderness

For ane afflicted,

But aften strive to make him less,

And less respe: ted 4




PORTICAL, ATTEMPTS,

For proof o’ this, the ither day

I met his honour on the way,

I bow'd, and beg’d that he would stay
A moment wi' me,

But a’ that I could do or say

He wadna see me

Then, piesently he was address'd

By just a coof, o cash possess’d 3

And O ! what friendship was express'd
Between the twa,

While I was scorn’d—and you, ye pest,

I blame for't a’.
Twa tedious twalmonths now hae pass’d
Since ye fell on me furious fast,
And mony a vengefu’ scheme ye've cast

To overcome me ;

But now, my boast, my hope, at last

Ye've wrested from me,

Baith late an’ early, day and night,

I've ug'd the utmost o' my might




POEFICAL ATTEMITS.

To put your filthy form to flight,

But ol ! alas!
I ne’er can banish from my sight
‘

12 -

1 hat iang tiun 1ace,

I'd rather far that ye would slay me,
Than constantly eohabit wi' me ;
For at the last ye're sure to lay me
Sae wretched low,
That I the joy o gien” frae me,

Shall never know.

Q, dear be wi’ the time, whon I

Could &’ your ruthle re defy s
Then, then, I wad hae scorn’d £’ lie

] YOUT POWET,
When glowin’ friendship flow'd from T

rresn ‘_.\.‘."I._‘I }i“l'.l_',
An evening then,at P'**

Was weekly spent w

Whar I had easy a

Was this, and under every il

ANMv e
Wy L




FOETICAL ATTEMPTS.

w, my friends, the feeling few
| my enfeebl'd frame to you;
desperation darts me thro”
And worse than

ik |

he gemcrous |

. 1 r. 1 ;
1},;':, WAUCTCIOTE, SigLLL

Be ayp-complainin, wi

b

Dee
Let begpin® Homer wito
Whom
J
el too, your
=R
YWhom ve compell'd withor

# 13
11, 10 die

So Spenser pe-;iﬁifr!-—--f‘i}'. O fiy

Upon your 'i‘-i-"":

but either

. again’ you weel
S J




FOETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Your very leuk wad scar the de’il,

Or B.-_-.',.-r;pr': rie I

Though i’ the actions o’ the fiel’

They’re baith exg

Bat, to conelude, between us twa,
I wish the de’il, an’ you, an’ &’

Alang wi' Bonaparte, may fa’

That ye may never rise ava,

S0 let it be.
gth Sep. 1208,




POETICAL ATTEMLET

TO THE REVEREND T. T.

PALRSON S-JIILL.

1d be strung |

sir, that's sent for to nae




[0 ONE WHO DEMANDED INTEREST FOR LENDING

LLINGS A FEW DAYS

Ay for advanta

oa oAl

wadna {in’




POFTICAL ATTEMI1S.

Yet wi’ this glorious golden gear,
Your time might not be lastin’,
Yor ye might flit an’ lea’e it here,

Some mornin’ fresh an’ fastin’.

An’ few will fret, whate’er befa® ye,
1 think, because I know some
That wadna sigly, suppose they saw ye

In Haran's brither’s bosom.

An® whether gold be there, or gain,
I vow, | never kent yet;
But this 1 know, if there be pane,

Ye'll no be weel contentits

For O, ye had a strange delight
In gatherin® gear thegither,
Nor could ye think to part 4 mite,

» your very mither

In deep distress, on bended kuee,

Sat pleadin’ for & penny;

This answer ye were prone to.gie ;
7 Q

The devil




I"OETICAL ATTEMPTS,

Such kindness ve hae aften shown
To ony that apply’d for't;
But yet your friendslip ne'er was kuown,

{_T[;h-\_\; Ve were w

So that this moment were yve seen

];xpn ing in a woodie,
Y . ’
There never yet were mair dry €'en

About a diein’ body.
. chance if there wad be ava,
A sorry heart behin’ ye,
For what the 'spoon put in, was a’

That_ever was within Y€,




less, nor waur, |

boon, the huma




€) ony ranl

But what sud stan’,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

That wadna flinch a fit, an inch

nor ,\Ir,' r_i".‘-f"'. Ol
It cam’ to pass, a little lass
I met, that didoa know me ;

S

-

he sudden stop’d, an’ down she drop’
e sudden stop’d, an’ down she drop'd

My hat sat snug, «

My hauns, upon my hinches

While _.\_‘_:I.-‘-'il:' thus,
I owre a stane fell he
An’ there I.got a mark

Be aff me till I'm

N-.J-;\ ve may guces

When my cor




I suffer i* the fles

I see conceit, howev

I cafina

A bit the m

Which lets me s

g * | -
But just the wy




PORTICAL ATTEMPTS

WRITTEN
JE NEXT MORNING AFTER HAVING DINED AND
SUPPED WITH THE REV, MESSRS. T. AND B,

c————

Wuar is the man, that could compute

What €’er ae night can bring about 2
Vestreen, on Parson’s Hill, my snoot

I cock’d, like—wha could tell what ?
t

This morn immers'd in smoke an” soo

I'm like—I ken mysel’, that—

Yestreen,
My THehs,

An’ him

1’ N
X estreen, like

[ lofl'd u




: privilege was mine

T'o drink the rich an” rosy wine
Like opny favourite o’ the nine,
And what’s a serious matter,

is morn, the ;'n'.:r]m_w_- o’ the vine

Is turn'd, wi’ me, to water,

for to tell the truth,
Is famous ay for quenchin’ drouth g
If we dislike ify in the mouth

e needna let it dally ;

the pallet, then forsooth,

Jl(-‘]l\_«' bra ly

» hale, I've |
I“I,-r.u”:\ naething l_i‘l‘?.]}z‘i };-‘_
Een ff-':.-.--_.-'r’:.-'.’.' might be laid lo
Wha fain our necks wad tread on,

An’ \".'.'lll';l'l he grets the hin most "111'_1""_\

Nae matter what he fed on




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

MOST NORBLE

yUIS OF DOWNSHIRE

WarLe friends an’ folk o’ fame,

* compliments salute

ontented sit at hame,

Ye make a
s vour fame be still as pure
v
clean as new bleach’d linen.
* forth for Erin’s honour aye,
A ;
2's Marquis should staw’

1, if he would live an’ die,

' good man ;

1

I'he nation will adore ye—

Then far and near, e¢'en every wl

Ye'll dvive the world be

For them th




Them at their supper, sing

¢ O may our Marquis happy |

1
hes




FOETICAL

s mony an il bred bitel

Thro’ pots an’ pans, wad sneaki

But he wha's days will soon

Was be







O ! but we are a wretched

As ever grappl'd wi’ de

Greetin an” gowlin’ late an” ear
\“ ‘I E:.t]‘l':

‘e now, how weel we were

- " 1 1%:4} Lo
since we can Go LItC €16,
i mirth we’ll try to sooth oursels ;

'« better far for monie 1lls




)"It'L' '?;-f:“- f_|_.[r_:'|\_ _|\:‘ Ve O

Better atter

We sudna at afliction spurn,
Nor faint, because we're made to mourn
2 rod, an” to it turn
Wi full intent,

ath, 1adinite wrath sud burn

Yire we rep

I SCenes w

.!--‘.jl_. at this .'u_’_“.]'.uu, tar

s |_.,'||'\'|,'|:
An’ sing, an’

r"s.‘]‘ 'U]‘ a -']‘.:u' O B

J

b




OT OAaten ree







THE LAST SPFEECH, AN YING LAMENTATION oF

BALLYWARD LAKE,

ADDRESSED TO THE R

D of all that need a friend,

;¢ lament to you | ser

But maik, it’s no your ard I’'m wooin’,

I'o snatch me frae impendin’ 1t

1, na, I know it’s |

For me to think













I"s PARLOUR.




ATTEMPTS.

'O THE REV.D##%%x N[#f&smn,

.t.]itjf: VEry TEV
Whilst

1d, mighty man,

thou harang’st thy Christian clan,

Or musest on the banks of Ban,
To pass the time,

Wilt thou at my bit Musie’s han’

Accept a rhyme ?

I’'m no designin’ for to say,

Ye're past the common every wiy,
That barefac’d wheedlin’ wad Lii_--,r-fa:»':

Which I detest ;
For truth’s ay truth; an’ flattery
Is praise misplac’d :

Gin fame or lear [‘.-]I!-_"' be ¢

Ye've prosper’d baith in that and this







| sw
vdT s

san ar
arms

sic |
c harms




POETICAL ATTEMFTS.

Can né’er entice my muse to clink
Poetic time ;
So here I vow I'll spill my ink,}

An’ quat my thyme

Because in scrapin’ up a letter,
1 thought she might-hae manag'd better,
Yet 2’ my int’rest canna get her

To shew her powers;

8o since 1 canna mend the matter

Farewell, 'm your’s.

H, preasd,




POETICAL ATTEMIT3S:

Tro' whethier I'm alive or de ud
Is hardly known to Mr. R ———y

Yet aye a weel-wi

T'o know 1

Or sang, oOr

("n[_-,f-_‘_‘."; 1l to his 1

Some fellows entertain their frien’s,

Wi witches, ¢ 5, an’ fairy queens;

1§




» Moon







POETICAL

=
T'hen Says

Ye fairly won, the case i
Yere loriunc s iren an s
The morrow ye'll come h

‘Then says to him the

Gang hame, my frien’ be at rest,

t

c us'd wi’ want can bear it hest.—

Mow sir, th
Is but by verity commen
Sae if ye dinna like sic bletherin’,
Ye'se no be bother’d wi’ anither ane,

Yet frae it ony common creature

May see the |1:i:ll".|'\_.'!1|,_r natu

And the prevailin” power o’

But I beg leuve to write myself

Your very humb!




ANSWER TO BURNS' « LOVELY JEAN"*

My Burns is gane, I'm left alane,
M:,! dearest spouse no more

Shall bless my arms, an’ praise my (
An’ tell them o’er an® o'er.—

We baith confess'd we baith were bless'd,
But O'! transportin’ scene,

Too soon ye fled, my Burns is dead,

And I’m no more his Jean!

in summer days whon owre the ij]'.'"il"\-’

The g e breezes blaw,

I'he fields wad




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

! 1

low, this eheek tl

Ce v "H‘.‘l'% ‘.;.'.’ W ]-

"
weat he breathes not arg

Shall fill my Jobin’s voom,

pen could paint each lovely tint

That deck lowery ereen,

VVha's baun could twine the laurel fine

What raptures thro. my boso

e hirst was m
]

yossess'd this ;?".I'.: in’ brea

Now left by him behwn’

But why r'n]'nir]uin, departed swain,

A few short months between,
An’ then I come to share i:"" toimne

An’ be again thy Jean.




.FLECTIONS

THE ILLYXESs OF

.‘l'rI USE & —a scene di
Claims a melancholy strain,
All that made my life a blessing

Liies upon a bed of pain.

Weary watching,” never sleepi
Doctor’s efforts fruitless ali,

_N.'J1|'I.;Il_:f but the voice of i\_'t‘('j)]-!IL’

Murmurs thro’ the lonely h

‘V{'L:[Ii.li-_'_' sons—the father ever
Marks you with Lis |
Weep you may—your loss can mever,

Nl"\'-‘T'. never he re J:'.{I. fi.
’ i

O! ye poor that need protection,

Liet your sighs 1 aven

llﬂ'-”'ll ve sons of sad ,',i:\:_:.'Ti--Il':}

Mourn for your afieted




TOETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Mourn with lamnentation dou
Thou who dost already bow
Underneath a load of trouble,

Who will share thy sorrows now ¢

Who will ever soothe thy sadness,

Who will smother all thy smart ?

Who will gild thy gloom with dness,

“\"Illk‘ ‘-‘-'.‘.“ ]nJil‘JLl thy br yken heart ¢

None thy lyre will ever listen,

None will cheer thy
None with generous wine will hasten

To alleviate thy woe.~—

Dormant be thy rhyming
u shalt only at a

View the groves of |

O how fleeting, how

Sweetest scenes ol [_.“!t".i"'..l‘f‘t' are |

1
» there ,—

s none to meet thee smilng,







» torn,




‘¢ disas

I can conquer—I can scorn,

Now I share the rich repast, where

\.Il'lil_‘ 1]1“1 ey 10 mourn,—-

,\[il}' f].i‘.‘ S l]’;.ll‘-u of i'u:r_]1_JT_{-|.~._;_1, I'}

1 1

Everv dee £ Lt 1
vl 1Y Qe O nis

adorn !

And may many days be given,

For to*comfort those that mourn !

Now may anguish never grieve
:\1;1}' lie never be forlorn
Till the gates of bliss receive him,

Never never more t0 mourns

#8th February,




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

TO THE PRESIDENT AND OTHER MEMBERS

oF TIIE RATHFRILAND Bt 0K SQCIETY.

DeAR WORTHY SIRS,

Vill ye attend,

Or as I should say, condescend,

To hear my supplication *

Ye're wi the truly noble cl:

And that's the basis whe

. '
My hope and expecia

O, if [ some great somel

1

wn” had as muckle ¢

Put miracles ar
1 sud contented

,\{}' CTOSS——1V it




POETICAL ATTEMPTS,

" Sl ~
Yet such, alas. ny passions are,
e " 1

!Jl:iT. l as much could tame a h<-.‘1|.,

As keep them in subjection,

"T'is not for want o’ pence, 1 ]J]l!e*:
INor want o’ pratoes, when I dine——
Worse, far far worse, assails me,
A}'t'. worse, i almost ev ery sense g

But least 1 keep ye in suspense,

1

*T'is love, 'tis love that ails mes

A Highland lassie, buskit braw,

Wha's fa 28 I’m sure, I never Saw,
O, how I languish £or her sake !
The lovely dLaly of the Lake,

For that I think Ler name is.

S0 what ye |J;"-|._. [.;': em she’
Without all hes

O, do not then my suit d

That on her matchless 1

WS E

1Y




An’ fitted out i every

v the human r:

beguil d,




F:;!' come o me
While she bides wi’

Command my w

Now, a’ that I desire o
Is just her ¢

I'o keep my
T'wad mak’™ me

To corlie wi

Perhaps, “tis thi
For oh ! I ken it
I never can
So, T'll put up my
Tell her ’m tr
Her lover is
TISANDER,

woch Sep. 1811,




POETICAL ATTEMFIS.

ANSWER FROM THE SOCIETY TG
TISANDER.

I‘H B I.‘f_l’l'?:’r filf.”!t: Lake, to you

Returns her thanks and service due
Nor, tho” the bard of Selkirk sung,
In sweeter notes than ever rung
hro’ Scotias vales, her deathless praige—

Does she disdain Tisander’s
Tis true, she long has left the court
Of Kings and Thanes, the ]-|'u11-'1 resort ;
And cannot };lc;u! your humble claime

0 1'.,:.';|] James-s=
True, she | eft her favourite island,
And now salutes you from Rathfriland
There she on il'|:.'\_ shelf ‘-':'l'iii‘.‘.'n,
’Mongst sages, poets, and divines ;
And hither, in their name invites
Tisander to the pure delights,

i

That virtue, wit, and solid sense,

By type and paper ¢an di.a]u{-nsf: -




TOETICAL

There you, with all a |

1 P et’s ‘.\'rn:u".{‘r,
Upon their varions loré may ponder
] : 3

And rise, perhaps, to loftier

lays,

That late posterity may pi

¥

(If you can gain the nine braw lasses,

That rent out acres on Parnassus,

A rood or twa without a fine),

Then welcome to the bricht Divan,

VI . " . &
Thrice welcome, bard of Moneyslan £




2D HIM AS AN
1st Octohber, 18

e ——

JE | 17 - :
LLAIN, honest, downrizht, Gilbert Adanis,

(For I'm ill vers'd in sirs an’ madams),

I In i € my nearty

While here i rest my we

Withia the peet neuk on a :-i:.m?,

¢ Forfoughten sair, wi’ spade an’ sho

‘Which aft hae blistered baith my hauns ;

Yet while this fleshls stau

An’ while fair Pheebus burns aboon me,
|

1'll min’ the honour ve hae doon

W ow ! 1an, but ve

That ever yet could boa
0’ either anger, wi
I 1 1 1
1 hae made me hali

* made me ¢ cock my




v a] 10 lz",'lt|:

.~:|'.i__f:E|r thro' the th

To let the coimsaon

Ready to cut his

Whon lo!

And all
B’

Could not be mair

_Illliill I Wis, '\\l!'._'li

In answer to my a

¢t me to you

};\'.!]Hh!_ I-'J|'. \||

15 haun,

lear biess us




POETICAL ATTEMFTS.

Now, Gilbert, I've nae mair to say,

I'll see you on my nuptial day,

Which ye’ll observe 1s frmly fix’d,

To be sometime December next ;
I canna tell fhe day exac’,
For 1 hae ne’er an almanac;

I'll be beside your frien’, the Rector,

May patron, pride, an’ benefactor.

For master Sam*, my ither frien’,
Pray tell him, Gillie, that T mean
To drink his health in water clear,
F.:r th;:{'e 1]\.:' ]\] =t ]1-:'-: in!l ['ui’l'l:;
But whon to Parson’s Hill T fare,

To mak’ my weekly visit there,

I’ll toast it round in stuff as stout

As ever gade in glass about ;

Fle may depend on that for ae thing,

r I get plenty there for naething,

Samuel Murphy, Jun. who seconded, &c,




Tell Rev. B#¥#%¥, the bard of
That he’s the person 1 hae buil
T-: .“fl;r‘!ilr!;!_t’. 1]..‘}' Marrs

An’ licence me for love’s ¢

An’ tell the rest
The hin’most l‘ii\];a:\' 0
While 1 a couplet can contrive,

An’ that I hae a hear

To frien’ship, tho’ I canna show
But that's the f

I'd fain string up

But want 0’ paper an’ o’ time,

Gaurs me abruptly quat my theme-—

Y've scarcely room to write my pames

TISANDER




POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

T0 THE MEMORY OF THE LATE

RIGHT REVEREND THOMAS LORD,

BISHOF OF DROMORE,

O Percy, may the meanest Muse
That ever tun’d the lyre,
Attempt the dirge, when fatal news

Sets every soul on fire !

.;-..r').‘-:_:”n, do thou teach me skill,
To swell the solemn sound ;
\T'.' Lest friend we eps !

) ! can [ be stj]] ;

Ah no! let tears abound,

Now Lobinson, thy Muse-alarm’d,

Shall sound from shere to shore :

Flim whom thy infant numbers charm’d—

Thy Percy, is no more !

Ye bards of loftiest note and name,

Your efforts t]'.l;'_jj n one,




POETICAL ATTEMP1S.

And vent your sadness on your theme—

Your friend, your patron’s gone.

Ye sons of l,L"\'hIf _i.;f;—| the choir,
The general sorrow share ;

And every bough about Dromore,
’I-‘}l(.' .“LllJ!L' l:;\'IH'U‘_‘ wear.

O Campbell, be not silent now !

Let all thy powers appear ;
O Drummond, Drummond, where art thou

When anguish calls thee here?

Attend ye worthies—do, ah ! do
Produce the funeral song ;
I'll chant my little requiem too—

But far behind the throng =

Yes, far—alas ! far, far behind

The wailing crowd I'll crawl,
And bid ambitious worldlings mind,
That great men weep, when good men fall |

2d October, 1811,




I'ORTICAL ATTEMTTS.

THE PROFLIGATE.

TO ITS AIN T

| :-u_‘|,1 Carc awe

lile and my joy,

And s a dull moment scon wear away ;

Let afterwards do as it may,

to have happiness still in han’;

If creditors crave me, 11l say

"Tis hard to ret breeks aft a H.;_:'f‘u]..'l".'_-].

I aft gave the shirt aff’ my by
jx.ﬂ\']:i;.: }!'.JTI]‘I-‘.'T to bring
: on the table a crack,
il glass and jugs T m

The I:

j-..:\.-l-'j T.ilf.flj ("!.]_!'a i‘lli' ]I"J”




The miser, a purse full of pelf,

(Perhaps for a spend-thrift

But I only care for myself,

And let him take chance that comes after me;
If any to gambling incline,

There never was }':'? a more willin’ man sy
But soon my gay game-fellows find,

"Tis hard to | reeks aff a Highlan’man,

Thus, time I pass jov

And mean, while I live, to live merrily ;
What tho’ I insolvent should rf]:;?

The ;nﬁl’\: or the parish will bury me.
:‘.]}' friends do me daily advise,
But theymight as well take the deil in hand;

I want will and power to be wise ;

Tis hard to get breeks aff a Highlan’mars




FOETICAL

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF ———ts

MAY IT PLEASE

['rs settled on for cer
Ye've got sae mickle gowden gear,
Ye kuow na how to use it ;

n
In consequence o sic a talk,
I hae a wee request to malk’;
I think ye'll no refuse it:
I know your Grace can easy grant,
The little yearly thing I want—

- 1 ' iy
Five hun'er poun's the hal

A very triflin’ sum, it's true,

But comin’ frae the like
A body thinke a deai
Now, whon I hae obtain’d

in, will be soon),




ATTEMPTS.

Lut I'll be unco I_'l'n‘:"]it',

‘i‘\-ll' m ]I:_I[',i]r__'!"w_. hunners |"}' the ycar, ay

Come cannilie unto me,
Whar will I ride, whar will I rin,
['his world's owre wee to spen’ it inj

O sirs, what will come o’ me.

O for a pocketfu’ o purses !
A coach an’ 11 J';L'.-II' o' horses

To whip me owre to Lon’on !
Whar I'll grow some uncommon thing

) me—it might be :




EPIGRAM TO A LIAR.

() mav, but ye think much o’ truth j
Ye surely hae a hoar

Laid up in store—for frae your youth,

Ye seldom spent a word o't 5

But falsity, ye mak’ a slave,

For every day ye wear it,

While truth, ye like your siller save,

Ay speakin’ lies, to spare it,







‘hat drank an estate,

Al was (




. : 13
urn, coula
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POETICAL

I fain would yielc

When a

O for an angel’s

Thy melancholy mind ;

But ah ! what friendly power will hear:?

“Iu] f 5"I

A comfort sure
Amidst a fat]
Never to hear

The te

It’s true, when

fle !j.




FOETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Let cheerfulness return—

it with a sigh—for O!

2 INOUTL,




istiensy







THE REVEREND T.

ON THE

My lov’d, my

Wilt thou a
Wilt thou agair
To hail the youthfi
ve roll’d

around,

The first seven vears of wh

Without a ¢

Then three, on hopes an

And two, with anguisl







" POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

Buat yet I do not, will not mowrn
Tho’ heaven has health deny’d ¢
The little sordid soul T scorn,

That would make gain its guide.

Tho” with each hour’s returning wheel,
Returning wants de ask
Exertions great, and tho’ I feel

Unequal to the task,

Yet strange ! I almost am content
When I recount, with glee,
The many blissful hours I’ve spent

On Parson’s Hill, with thee.

Thy friendship, try’d by time so long,

Brings honour to my side—

ty 115 DOt MY SO0 T
3 4 &

How few of elevated rank,

But would, with sco

1, regard

TH i:.”[-.'.'f:‘.r, ine j]r'i‘cnr clank

©f an ignobile bard ?
g




POETICA i: ATTEMPTS,

But thou hast often taught this heart
To wander from its wo;
Yea often, often smooth’d the smart

Of many a throb and throe.

ol herefore, on prospects fair I gaze,

And hope anon to see
Far better times, far happier days:

Amen==s0 let 1t be,




ame 3

ey

Ty shame,

e, laddie,

A" rhiymers

Eorgot







POETICAL ATTEM PTs,

Thy =kill in legendary lore,

Has set thee, ilka bard, before ;

To be the king o’ &* the choir,

Thou'lt get a vote fiae me, laddie,




POETICAL ATTEMITS.

TO THHE REVEREND T. T.
&N TRE BEATH OI

1115 ELDEST SON, LIEUTENANT IN THE I7tH

REGIMENT, IN SICILY, APRIL, 1B12.

A pErr “ indebted Muse,” O, To#k# |
Would very ]n.lmf_\i_\' _]:Jin

Thy Vitter wailings with a sigh—
Would mix a tear with thine 3

Assur'd that thou wilt not reping,
Nor deeply be concern’d ;

That heavenly lesson to resign,

J\]J’u;.il}' thou hast learn’d 3

*T'is thine to heal the wounds of woe,

That make the wretched
nat make the wretched mourn §

Tis thine to feel the friendly glow,
I'hat bids the bosom burn
And oh! ’tis thine to be forlorn,
Which deeper drives the dart ;
For fate a tender tie has torn,

That closely clasp’d thine heart ;







ATTEMPTS,

TO THE READER.

JUDING ADDRESS

A CONCI

Now reader, I'm "'Il!rjl}‘."llsll you
Hae re thro’,
W .|!:|[ he's like,

fyke,

afl
frien’ship won'er weel,
iture but the deil 3

ir-won 1

dn honest names







» e staminer,

A Mmars

seven 3
> eleven ;

hiredd
bred,




190 POETICAL ATTEMPTS.

By workin’ ident late an’ early;

And if description true be given,
He's neither fit for earth nor heaven,
Nor life, nor death, nor ought 1 ken o’ ;
But this address to mak’ an en’ o',
In Monyslan his little hame is,

Sis

A wattl'd cottage—an’ his name is

HUGH PORTER,




antie, merry
‘arle, 0ld man
or cold
1, young fellow
1edd, elothed
ommin, eoming
if, blockhead
Corlie, to talk familharly
Crack, conversation
Croon, 4

Lrousc,

ADDIE
l Daft,
Dander, to
Deil, devil

Ding, warst
Deiled, stupified
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